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Based upon our experience with Girl, whom scientists determined was not a human being, Margaret and I were called in to deal with Dude, discovered in Beverly Hills.

While we often get calls about people found claiming they were from outer space, this case was different. Dude, or so he was nicknamed, was said to be a time traveler from, of all places, Los Angeles, California.

At first I was about as derisive as anyone, and rather repulsed by the manner in which Dude was discovered. He was found, stark naked, hiding behind a bush on Rodeo Drive In Beverly Hills. He would occasionally call out, “Help, dude, help!”

Curious passersby were alarmed when they discovered his nude condition, of course. They thought he was a nut, and so he was arrested. Margaret was interested in the case, and we interviewed him in jail. Incredibly, she managed to have him released in her personal recognizance.

Most curious was what we leaned front the desk sergeant when Dude was checked out of the jail, dressed now in jail garb. The sergeant handed Margaret a ring.

“He wasn’t entirely naked,” the desk sergeant said. “He had this.”

What he showed us was a class ring with a purple stone, around which was engraved, "USC, Class of 3011.”

"Amazing, huh?" the sergeant said. “Here,” he added, presenting a pen and a piece of paper to Dude, signaling that he wanted him to sign for the ring.

The sergeant made signing motions with the pen and gave it to him. Dude smiled and looked at the pen for a few moments and then signed the paper.

"Could we have a copy of that?” I said.

"Sure," the sergeant replied, giving us a strange look.

We had a little difficulty getting him out of the Police station. Margaret kept motioning for him to follow us. Finally he did. He spoke in a strange language, but occasionally we could make out what seemed to be a few words of English. He would often exclaim, plaintively, when we spoke to him, “What? What?” Or, it sounded like that.

We got to the car and he climbed into the back seat. His eyes lit up. He said something that sounded like, “Wow!"

We drove along, and suddenly he reached over the back seat and started pointing to the radio and saying, "What? What?"

I turned it up. It was a song by Madonna. He sat back down in the back seat and appeared puzzled.

We decided to step for lunch so we could figure out what to do with him. 

Pulling in at Delfinia’s, we got a table near the front window. Dude stared out the window at the traffic while Margaret and I talked.

“Should I take him back to the office?” I said. I was at that time working at Blandly Labs in Hollywood.

“No. I want to work with him,” she said.

“I’m not sure about this guy,” I replied, eying him suspiciously. “Let me take him to work for a while. I'll only be there a few minutes.”

The waitress came. This immediately got Dude’s attention. He was handed a menu. He glanced at it quizzically and then started looking it over, not upside-down, but sideways, as if he were reading in Chinese. I got the impression he was illiterate.

The waitress returned and said, “Can I take your order?"

Dude still studied the menu.

The waitress, I noticed, was becoming a bit uneasy, seeing the strange clothes Dude was wearing. Thankfully, his back, with "Beverly Hills Jail" on his shirt, was turned to the window.

“What do you want, Dude?” I asked him.

He didn’t seem to understand. He started to look around. I felt he knew he was in a restaurant, He said some unintelligible, almost Spanish-sounding words.

Finally, he threw down the menu and said, “Soda!”

Margaret pointed to her mouth and made motions as if she was eating with a fork. Dude put his hand to his forehead. He seemed to be concentrating. He was obviously trying very hard to be understood. He blurted out a few words that made no sense, and then said, “Taco!”

“Taco?’ I said.

His eyes lit up. “Taco!” he exclaimed again. He grabbed my hand and started to shake it. “Taco!” he said.

I turned to the waitress, “Do you have tacos?’ 

“We don’t have tacos,” she said.

Exasperated, I said, “He’ll have a hamburger and a Coke.”

“We don’t have Coke, only Pepsi.” 

“Okay—okay. Pepsi,” I said.

2

I took Dude back to the office with me, but soon discovered it was a mistake. When we got there, he started making some rather obvious motions. It was clear he needed to go to the bathroom. I waited outside for him at the men’s room near the main lab and talked with one of the engineers. When Dude came out, I walked him back to my office and sat him down in a chair. I tried to do some work, but it wasn’t long before Dude became fidgety and started walking around the office, looking at the books, the certificates and diplomas, playing with the calculator and the photocopy machine, until I was about ready to go out of my mind.

When he made motions to go outside the office, I gave him the okay sign in relief. Amazingly, he signaled okay to me and went out the door. In a few minutes I forgot about him. Then, about half an hour later, one of the lab scientists, Bob Günter, came in.

“Who is that guy?” Günter said.

"Dude?" I said.

“Who is this guy walking around, from jail, laughing at us?"

I had forgotten about his Beverly Hills Jail shirt. I went out and got him. He was sitting on a stool with a big grin on his face. I directed him back to my office and asked him, as well as I could, to sit down. It was obvious I couldn’t keep him at the office.

That night he slept on the couch in the living room at the house. When he met Girl and the marsupial, I was surprised. Girl and the marsupial registered total indifference to him. Curiously, while he was a little uncertain with the marsupial, who somewhat resembled a tall, hairy, Tasmanian Devil, he practically registered alarm when meeting Girl, as if he was afraid of her. She superficially resembled a 19 year-old girl. While she was quite placid, and silent as usual, Dude backed off quickly and eyed her warily.
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The next morning I took Dude to the garage and showed him some lawn furniture, including a chaise lounge, which I showed him he could lie down on. He started running his hands over the old Buick I had parked there and seemed content. Margaret and I left for work, after telling Girl to lock the doors. The first thing I did when I got to the office was to make an appointment with a doctor so he could examine Dude.

The brouhaha of the doctor’s examination was unbelievable. While I got Dude into the doctor’s examining room with little difficulty, things started going downhill fast when it became clear that in order for the doctor to do a complete examination, Dude would have to remove his clothes. There was no way that I wanted to be present for this spectacle, but of course the doctor and his nurse were unable to communicate with him.

The situation was incredibly embarrassing. I had to take off my shirt and pants too, in order to give Dude the idea.

It was a little ridiculous, because at this point he had started wearing my old clothes. After he took my shirt and pants off, he was standing there in my underwear.

I left before the examination was completed, but was dragged back when Dude gave them a hard time when they tried to draw blood from his arm. At first he backed off and had to be prevented from leaving. 

I must say it was pathetic, because when he finally consented to letting them take blood from his arm, he actually started to cry.
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That evening I was talking to Margaret about Dude, after returning home from the lab. “How old do you think he is?’ I said. 

“Late twenties,” she estimated. 

I told her of the incident with the doctor. 

She shook her head. “You know the TV out in the garage?" 

“Yeah," I said.

“He was yelling at it."

“Yelling at it?”

"I turned it on to see how he’d react, and he, like, grabbed both sides of it, and started yelling at it.”

“What was he yelling?”

“He was saying stuff I couldn’t understand, and then, 'help dude, help!’”

“Wow, that’s unbelievable!” I said, and headed out the back door to go to the garage.

I stepped out of the house just in time to see Dude pull in the driveway behind the wheel of the old Buick. He had a big grin on his face, and gave me a wave.

As he drove the car into the garage, I was dumbstruck. I thought about it for a few moments and concluded that, while he was old enough to drive and maybe had had a driver’s license in the 31st Century, the old Buick was uninsured. If he got into an accident, there would be big trouble.

I went into the garage and saw him, still behind the wheel, running a rag over the dashboard, cleaning it off.

I ordered him out of the car, as sternly as I could muster, and pounded on the hood of the car and shook my finger at him.

“No!” I exclaimed. “No—no—no!’

“What? What?" he was saying.

“No!” I said. “Okay?”

Finally, with a sadness that practically broke my heart, he gave me the okay sign, turned, and went to the chaise lounge and put on the TV.
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“Look at him out there,” Margaret said, peering out the dining room window at the garage. “It’s pathetic.”

We all left the dinner table and looked out at the garage. We could see the light from the TV flickering in the garage window.

“Bring him in,” Margaret said.

"I told you, I don’t want him in the house,” I said.

“But how will we know? I mean, if he’s a fraud, how long can he keep it up? He’s bound to break sometime."

“Get back to the table,” I said. “If you want to watch him eat, go out in the garage. I told you, I don’t want him in here.”

“You’ll be out in the garage pretty soon,” Margaret said.

Girl and the marsupial sat back down at the table. Margaret threw her fork down and went into the kitchen. We ate in an angry silence for a few minutes. Girl was staring at me with a sad look on her face. The marsupial had his nose in the plate. I smacked him on the head and said, “How many times have I told you to use a fork?”

The marsupial growled and scurried off his chair. I immediately regretted that I'd let my temper get to me.

"Okay,” I said, finally. “Bring him in. But one false move and I'm calling the cops."

Girl ran into the kitchen and got Margaret, pulling her into the room.

“He can eat with us?” Margaret said.

“Yes, damn it,” I said. “Bring him in.”

So, with dramatic theatrics, Margaret brought Dude in to eat beef stew with us. Girl and the marsupial smiled happily. Margaret beamed. All I could do was stare at Dude’s “3011” class ring and wait for a slip-up. 
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