
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
“Bonobo is funny, adorable, and really
gets you thinking about the nature of Life on Earth. What a great
guy and a good-looking alien!”

-- Bonobo’s mom would have written this
blurb, but she’s living in a galaxy far, far away, so Bonobo had to
write it for himself.







Alien Report Card

In Which a Real-Life Alien Being Gives Us a
Progress Report

on the Human Condition




By Bonobo the Alien




Published by K&R Creative at Smashwords

Copyright 2010 Bonobo the Alien




Cover and Layout by K&R Creative

Smashwords Edition, License Notes:




The author and publisher ask that you respect
the work and creativity that went into this book by enjoying
non-pirated copies. If you’d like to share this book, please
purchase a copy for each additional person, and if this is a
pirated copy, please visit Smashwords and purchase a legitimate
one. That way we can continue creating fun books for you to
read!




--o0o--

Discover other books by K&R Creative, published at
Smashwords.




This book is published using 100% recycled
electrons!








Introduction




My name is Bonobo, and I’m an alien. Last
year my ship landed rather ungracefully in your Atlantic Ocean, and
after days adrift I finally came to shore, wandered into a café in
Brighton and realized that I’d probably never make it off your
planet. I was just about to plunge into an abysmal depression when
someone gave me a bar of chocolate.

As any right-minded alien would, I then
embarked on a great journey, wandering about your planet sampling
different derivatives of cocoa. My adventures took me to numerous
lands and introduced me to many people, giving me an in-depth
education regarding the human condition. Everything was going
rather well until I came to the United States where I discovered
that there was no good chocolate to be found, and my cocoa-induced
bliss began to fade. With my new clarity came a new conviction – if
I was to share this planet with human beings, perhaps I could make
some use of myself by adding a little ‘outside’ perspective. After
all, I’ve seen a lot of civilizations throughout the universe, and
I know a thing or two about what it takes for a species to make it
through its first baby-steps.

So I created this report card just for you.
Hopefully it will give you a little insight into life on Earth from
an intergalactic point-of-view.
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This is not really what my ship looks like,
but I know that you like flying saucers, so that’s what I drew.







 About This Special Book




First I should introduce myself. I look
vaguely like yourselves (vaguely in the sense that a tomato looks
like a horse), but I’ve managed to don a disguise so that I am
routinely mistaken for a human male.

My name, curiously enough, sounds like your
word ‘Bonobo’. When someone told me that my name was similar to a
certain species of sexually famous monkeys, I went to meet the
creatures. They’re your close relatives, you know. But where you
humans decided to spend all of your time building things you don’t
really need, the Bonobos occupy themselves with more pressing
matters, like throwing really exciting parties.

There’s something else I should make clear
right from the start. There are a lot of civilizations out there in
the universe. Many of them are well on their way to complete
self-destruction. Others are pretty highly evolved, and have found
ways to make peace with most of the problems your civilization is
facing. A few civilizations, such as your own, are right in the
middle. They have potential, but they’re standing at the brink of
some important decisions that will decide whether they join the
ranks of the intergalactically sophisticated, or become one of
those backward, warlike races that no one really wants to associate
with. Since I’m stuck here, I thought it was in my own best
interest to try to point you in the right direction.

You probably noticed from my fabulous cover
artwork that you didn’t score very well on your report card. Don’t
feel bad – you’re semi-evolved apes trying to make your way in a
vast and confusing universe. It’s rough. Hopefully my book will
help out. I’ll even tell you the Meaning of the Universe at the
end. Don’t cheat and peek ahead!

The good news is that you have a lot going
for you. You’ll see from my drawings that you’re really cute little
creatures, except for a few odd appendages and strange tufts of
hair. You have a very lovely planet. And you’ve simply got to
export your margaritas throughout the galaxy, because they’re the
best drink around. I don’t think I have to mention the chocolate,
especially of the Italian variety.

So grab your favorite chocolate bar and a
good margarita (you may occasionally need a stiff drink while
reading this), and enjoy!











Section One

Your Everyday Life








Cell Phones




Congratulations! You invented the cell phone.
This nifty device ensures that you can talk on the phone while
driving, pooping, doing the dishes, or having sex. What better way
to spend your lives than constantly talking to people who want to
tell you about how bad a day they’ve been having?

With the invention of your gleaming
pocket-phones, you’ve gotten so good at communication that you can
totally ignore the people you’re with in order to talk to other
people who are miles away. Hey, pretty soon you’ll invent a device
which will allow you to ignore each other completely. Then you’ll
really be on to something!
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Toilet Paper




Ever wonder how toilet paper was invented?
Well, there were these two really swell guys who also happened to
be wildly intelligent. One day they were talking . . .

“Hey, George. I just pooped, and thought it
might be nice to clean up with something.”

“Gee, Frank, in India they just pour on a
little water and wash off. Sounds pretty good to me.”

“Holy cow, George! How can you even suggest
that? We’ve got to think of something more civilized than washing
with water.”

“Oh! I know, Frank! Let’s go out into the
woods and cut down a tree. Then we can drag it out of the forest
and grind it into a pulp. Then we can press the pulp thin and form
it into a sort of paper. Then we can wrap this paper on rolls, and
use it to smear our poop around our bottoms!”

“Great idea, George! Why didn’t I think of
that?”
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One example of how humans find intelligent
ways to solve their problems.







What I can’t figure out is why you don’t take
showers using paper instead of water. Have you noticed that your
species is rather lacking in consistency?








Microwaves




The mark of a truly great civilization lies
in how well it prepares its cuisine. Now, it’s not that you haven’t
created some culinary treasures, but the bulk of your food is, well
. . . words fail me.

Then I encountered my first microwaved
dinner, and I nearly lost all hope for the future of humankind. I
think it’s safe to say that with the invention of the microwave,
your species established itself as the most culinary insensitive
species in the universe. Your grim-looking microwave box takes
already-insipid food and zaps it with rays that turn it into a
soggy parody of what it once was.

I’m getting a bit queasy just writing about
it, so I think I’ll move on.
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Vices




Okay, everybody’s got them. Nothing to be
ashamed of. In fact, vices are one of the most exciting pastimes in
the universe. Throughout intergalactic space, the definition of a
vice is ‘something that is so wildly fun and addicting that
everyone else will be jealous of you if you do it’.

So we have vices like dip-surfing on the
denser layers of giant gas planets, drinking forgus-ball juice
(don’t ask), and interspecies adult party games.

You humans, on the other hand, seem to have a
different philosophy regarding vices. Your definition seems to be
‘something that is smelly or disgusting, and also does irreparable
damage to your corporeal being.’
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Smoking. Sexy.







So instead of having pleasant vices, you
smoke stinky cigarettes until your lungs rot out, drink alcohol
until you puke all over yourself, or have indiscriminate sex with
each other even though an uncomfortable percentage of you have
nasty, life-threatening sexually transmitted diseases.

You call these activities exciting?

I thought maybe, just maybe, I was missing
something here, so I actually smoked a cigarette. Well, one puff of
a cigarette, actually.

Needless to say, I wasn’t missing anything
after all. For some helpful tips on wildly fun vices you could have
right here on Earth, look for my next book – How to Have a
Really Super Great Time on Planet Earth.







Exercise




You run on treadmills. Need I say more?
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People pay money to do this.







I guess I do need to say more. You know, if
you were busy enjoying life a bit more, you wouldn’t need exercise.
But instead, most humans sit at a desk all day getting out of shape
and earning money so they can spend that money on health club
memberships so they can get back in shape.

If you can’t see an itty bitty flaw in that
logic, then a treadmill is actually a good place for you to spend
your time.







Mowing Your Lawn




Imagine an open expanse of grass, long and
luxurious and lovely, swaying softly in the wind. Perfectly
peaceful and wonderful. Then along comes a human, pushing a loud,
belching, pollution-spewing machine that rips the grass to shreds.
In the human’s wake, the beautiful grass has been chopped in half,
and each blade gasps for air as its severed body tries to stop
bleeding.

Typically pleasant human pastime.

Then the human (this is the “most intelligent
creature” on planet Earth, remember) packs up all the dead grass
clippings and hauls them away. Now the remaining lawn is not only
cut in half, but is starved of the nutrients it needs to grow.

But remember, the human is smart. So now it
drives its pollution-belching car to the Lawn and Garden store and
buys some fertilizer. Then it drives home and spreads the
fertilizer over the lawn so it can have nutrients again.

Repeat process.

I’m still trying to figure out the reason for
all of this absurd behavior, but somehow it escapes me.
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Your Lifestyle




Imagine everyday life in the universe at
large. It’s evening, and you’re getting together with your friends
from the Tiamus Nebula region, and your dinner conversation
consists of swapping methods for developing sentience in one of
your appendages and then teleporting it to the nearest habitable
planet so it can go exploring. Imagine what your pinky would tell
you if it could spend a week in Istanbul!
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The point is this. The universe is really,
super cool. And so are the beings in it. You can spend thousands of
years of life experiencing all the wonders of the universe and not
even get close to scratching the surface of things. With
that much cool stuff going on, there’s no reason that everyone,
everywhere, shouldn’t be having a grand time.

But on Earth, you’ve developed the curious
notion that you are isolated from the rest of the universe. You’re
all alone, adrift in the empty void of space. If anything neat is
going on in the universe, it’s ‘out there’.

Actually, I’m happy to report that it’s quite
the opposite. The fact is, the Earth is right in the middle of
outer space! You don’t have to go anywhere to discover the secrets
of the universe. You won’t find them with telescopes. You’re
standing on top of them right now!

I can personally guarantee that any of my
non-human friends could spend 15,000 years on this planet and not
even begin to get vaguely bored. And yet, you humans live for only
a brief flash, usually less than a hundred years, and somehow you
manage to get bored of life by the time you’re thirty. Which is a
bummer, because I was really the parties here would be more
exciting.

Boredom does not set in because you live in a
boring universe. It’s because you’ve created a rather uninspired
lifestyle for yourselves.

Here’s how it works. As a child, you are born
to parents who can’t wait to have a beautiful baby. Then you’re
promptly sent away to daycare because they have more important
things to do than raise you. Then they send you away to twelve
years of schooling so that you can be indoctrinated into all the
goofy things humans do. After that, you’re so well modified that
you willingly seek out more of this ‘education’, all in an effort
to get a good career. Once you’ve worked for over a decade to earn
the right to sit in a cubicle for eight hours a day (hey, maybe
it’ll even have a window nearby!), you go to a bank and take out a
huge loan so that you can live in a slightly larger cubicle called
a ‘house’. Then you continue to work every day so you can buy
yourself important things like jewelry and brand-name bottled
water, and maybe, a couple times a year, be permitted to travel
someplace warm and sunny with a nice beach.

You slave away like this, spending all your
years in mindless toil, until you get old enough that you can’t
really do much except sit in a cozy chair and watch TV.

Then you flop over and die.

It doesn’t have to be like this. Explore your
universe. Trust me, it’s an amazing place, and you’re living on one
of the loveliest planets I’ve ever seen. You’re remarkably
short-lived creatures, so hurry up and start having fun!







Complaining




A funny thing about humans is that most of
them never seem to enjoy where they are. And they seem to spend an
awful lot of time continuing to not enjoy where they are. The
average person doesn’t really like the relationship they are in,
and spends a lot of time complaining about it. This same person
also doesn’t like the job they’re in, and also complains about
that. They don’t like the body they are in, and gripe about that.
They don’t really like the house they are in, or the car they drive
in, or the country they live in. And with so much not to like,
humans spend approximately 67% of their actual waking minutes
either complaining to other people, or complaining silently in
their heads. (The remainder of their time is spent complaining
about how other people complain too much.)

Having lived among your species for a while
now, I feel the time has come to share a morsel of intergalactic
wisdom. Did you ever consider that the problem might not be a lousy
mate, job, body, house, car, or country? Maybe it’s a just a lousy
attitude.

Take a look at it logically. Either the rest
of the world is screwed up, or your attitude is screwed up. It
doesn’t take a wild leap of imagination to figure out where the
problem lies.

But every story has a happy ending, right? If
you don’t like your girlfriend, house, car, or country, you can
just give them to Bonobo!
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Section Two


Politics, Your Species, and How Humans Are Generally Messing
Things Up







Your Lovely Species, The Human Being




You’re in the wonderful position of being the
dominant species on your planet. But sooner or later, you’re going
to meet some aliens from outer space, and then you’ll discover a
sad truth.

The sad truth is that you’ll probably be
judged by your own example. You see, the problem with dominant
species is that they usually spend inordinate amounts of time
squashing anyone weaker than they are. You humans have made an
art-form out of squashing. You even have special words for
undesirable species on your planet, like ‘pest’, ‘weed’, or
‘varmint’. Once a fellow earth-creature is labeled with one of
these names, the squashing begins.

You can imagine the situation when the aliens
first arrive on earth.




“Boopie, aren’t these humans
cute?”

“In a manner of speaking, I suppose. But
they’re a little fixated on squooshing, don’t you think?”

“Oooo, yes. Didn’t notice that at first.
No good to have squooshers making their way out into the universe.
Guess we better nullilize the planet.”

“Preparing Nullilizer Cannons . .
.”




The point is that unless you can convince the
nearby galactic community that you’re a valuable, peaceful species,
they’re likely to nullilize you or push your planet out of orbit so
that you don’t come bothering them with your squooshing and
squashing.

So how can you make a good impression on your
first extraterrestrial visitors? Well, I’ll give you a clue. It’s
not by trying to build bigger and more powerful weapons, because
you simply aren’t going to outgun anyone who’s mastered
interstellar travel. Instead, I suggest establishing a pleasant
reputation by ceasing your tendency to squish bugs. And get rid of
that anti-bacterial soap. Can you say ‘mass murder’?
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Do not let this be the impression that your
first galactic guests receive when they land on Earth.







The Earth




Cool planet, folks. Nice diversity. Lovely
flowers.

I’ve got to tell you that it’s sort of noisy,
though. You’ve been broadcasting via radio waves for the last
century or so, and all of those waves have been shooting right out
into space. As I was flying toward your planet, I hit a bubble of
radio static starting about a hundred light-years out.

This would be fine if you had dedicated
yourself to broadcasting tasteful messages. Unfortunately, a lot of
what you’ve sent out there is rather embarrassing. Think Rush
Limbaugh. Do you realize that his words will eventually reach every
civilization in the universe?

Most intergalactic cultures never bother with
the whole radio thing. It’s not just bad etiquette -- it’s actually
a rather inconsiderate form of pollution, and there’s a strong
chance that you’ll face major fines in the near future. If you stop
right now, you’ll only be assaulting your neighbors with a
century’s worth of your redundant news, insipid ‘pop music’, and
inane television broadcasts.

With the current intergalactic penalties for
radio pollution, each planet you’ve polluted with your drivel will
have the right to fine you about 10,000,000,000 tons of planetary
material per Earth-year of pollution. Multiply that by the number
of civilized planets in the near vicinity, and it’s likely that
they’ll be demolishing and reclaiming the sun and all the planets
in your solar system for the first round of fines.
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The fate of your solar system after legal
arbitration . . .







After that, you’ll have to figure out how to
pay the perpetual fines as your radio signals continue on into
infinite space.

Well, it was a nice solar system to fly
through, anyway. I especially liked Neptune. Too bad it will all
have to be recycled and made into cupholders. Of course, you have
some time before the demolition begins, since it will take another
century or so before your broadcasts reach your first neighbors.
Maybe if you start amassing enough chocolate, you could pay your
fines that way instead . . .







War




I’ve been told that they teach you not to hit
the person sitting next to you in kindergarten. And yet, attacking
neighbors seems to be the favorite pastime of an uncomfortably
large number of human adults.

I know a few of you have some serious
concerns about your species’ endless fascination with finding new
and exciting ways to blow each other up. You probably realize that
you’ve had thousands of years during which to sit down, talk, and
figure things out. Of course, most humans have been too busy waging
wars during this time, and even in this current enlightened age
you’re still engaged in every form of violence imaginable, from
spousal arguments to bomb-dropping.

Come on, people. Don’t you realize how
remedial this is? Yes, a lot of civilizations get obsessed with war
and end up blowing up their own planet. I don’t think I need to
comment on the intelligence of this particular course of action.
But it’s a well-known fact that every civilization worth its
kibbles has ceased to engage in conflict by the time it invents
breakfast cereal. This is not one of those deep, universal problems
that intergalactic civilizations spend millennia trying to resolve.
It has a fairly simple solution, actually.

After I saw my first news program on Earth, I
asked a few humans why they were so intent on killing each other,
and was disappointed to hear the same old excuses one hears from
pre-breakfast cereal life-forms throughout the universe. Take the
Wangdras from Tiberus, for instance. Shortly before I crash-landed
on Earth I was standing next to a Wangdra as it threw rocks at its
neighbor. Its neighbor, predictably, was throwing rocks back. I
asked why it was throwing rocks, and it angrily told me that it was
the other Wangdra’s fault. So I walked over to ask the other
Wangdra why it was throwing rocks. Any guesses to what its answer
was?
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Curiously human-like behavior . . .







There are some things in life so blatantly
obvious that it’s rather painful to try to explain them. But let’s
just say it’s a general rule that conflict follows a simple and
predictable path. One life-form attacks, the other responds, the
original attacks again, the other responds again, and so on. All it
takes is one life-form to break the chain and the conflict soon
dissipates.

If you learned this kindergarten lesson you
could stop spending the majority of your time and money trying to
blow each other up, and start applying your energies to more
productive pursuits, like drinking margaritas.







Racism




One of the first things I noticed when I
arrived on Earth was that you humans put an awful lot of emphasis
on how you look. Skin color seems particularly important,
especially when you’re deciding who to drop bombs on. Mostly, when
I look around, I see the pink colored humans trying to kill the
brown colored humans, and vice versa.

Um, duh. You guys are all the same
species.

The thing about you humans is that you’re so
ugly that you’re cute. Sort of like one of those dogs you lovingly
call a ‘pug’. You have skin that is supposed to be smooth, but it’s
not really smooth in the slick, shiny way that smooth skin should
be. It’s actually rather bumpy and pock-marked. Then you have that
ridiculous gangly appearance, and squiggly patches of hair that
sprout out from the oddest places. We could also talk about all
those parts that are sort of just stuck on your body but lack any
discernable function, like eyebrows and male nipples.

Something went delightfully wrong on this
planet when it came to the beauty department. That’s obvious
enough. So it’s rather odd that you’re spending time maligning each
other based on something like the color of your skin.
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This would be funny if it was a joke.







Instead of trying to decide who is uglier
based on the colors of your skin, maybe you should all have big
get-togethers and tell each other how good-looking you are. Sort of
a global psychotherapy session. Building up your self-esteem will
really help you cope when the aliens arrive and start teasing you
about your armpit hair.

Remember, you don’t have to feel bad about
how you’ve been built. It’s not your fault. As the dominant life
form on your planet, you were built for utility, not beauty. Your
species was made for breeding and squashing things. Function
follows design, and you’re doing a good job of fulfilling the
purpose your bodies were built for.

But really, you don’t need to be slaves to
fashion . . .







Sexism




So you have two sexes. Male and female. Just
two. And yet you’re fighting about who’s better.

On the planet Panderbine, the dominant life
form has a hundred and fourteen sexes. You can imagine the problems
they have trying to sort through their gender inequality issues.
But here on Earth, things are much simpler. And I’m afraid that I
have some grim news for the boys out there.

You see, throughout the universe, as dual-sex
species advance culturally, they invariably follow the same
pattern. Intergalactic history proves it.

Here’s what happens. First, the boys (who are
usually bigger and stronger), make the girls dress up pretty and
serve them toast and tea as the boys go about the important tasks
of waging war, developing remedial social systems, and finding ways
to do things in the least effective manner possible.

Then the girls start to talk. They get
uppity. They realize that with a little application of technology,
boys will no longer be needed for reproduction. Then the girls find
themselves asking a profound question.

‘Are boys really necessary?’

After considerable debate, sometimes lasting
a few minutes, they decide.

‘Nope.’

Then the girls put something clever in the
boys’ tea, and after that the planet sees a nice upward swing in
the realms of general prosperity, happiness, and grooming
practices.

So, girls, what are you waiting for?
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It’s about time, really.







 Overpopulation




It’s probably time for a delicate discussion
on breeding practices.

What’s with the rampant overpopulation thing?
It’s obvious, even from outer space, that you humans are coating
the surface of your planet. Planets have imploded under the weight
of less population density. (This is a joke. Planets don’t usually
do this unless they get a lot of off-planet immigration, so you’re
not in trouble yet.)

You’ve got this lovely little planet (and it
is little), which happens to be covered with a life-sustaining
membrane of plants, molds, lichens, algae, and bacteria. This
membrane gives your planet the benefits of breathable air,
tolerable solar radiation, and drinkable water. And let me tell you
– there are a good number of planets out there where you have to
wear oxygen/hydrogen/nitrogen/choose-your-breathable-gas-enhancers
just to get through the day. Yes, it’s that bad out there, but it’s
really not that tough to keep your home neat and tidy.

A basic Planetary Well-being Scan (P.W.S.) my
ship took right before it crash-landed told me that your planet’s
sustaining membrane was probably already too damaged to self-repair
(at least if it’s going to be able to keep you humans alive), and
that it will most likely fail within the next two hundred years. So
you can just keep breeding and driving SUVs and watching
television, because your development as a species is most likely
doomed to imminent extinction. Very sad, because the universe will
never get to experience the sublime perfection that is Italian
chocolate.
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This will likely be the last human ever.







The universe is a vast and wonderful place,
filled with some really cool species, some of which you might enjoy
having a drink with. But if you’re messing up your own home this
badly, no one is really going to want you to visit their
homes and start messing up theirs. In fact, if you keep up your
current housekeeping practices, your sum value from an
intergalactic perspective will be as a soon-to-be dusty specimen on
a shelf in the Museum of the Obsolete in the galaxy of Maffei
I.







Money




Hey! I’ve got a great idea! Since we’re just
hanging out on this planet where there is plenty for everyone,
let’s play a fun game! We’ll paint some funny pictures on some
slips of paper, and then whenever you want something from me, you
give me some papers. And if I want something from you, I’ll give
you some papers! Then we can invent some droll and meaningless
tasks that we can all do so that we can justify giving ourselves
more of these papers. If you don’t perform a droll and meaningless
task, and thereby don’t collect any meaningless papers, then we’ll
all make sure you don’t get anything you want. In fact, if you
don’t have enough papers, we’ll just let you starve to death!

Nifty idea, huh? Sure beats lazing around
eating coconuts off the trees.

To be honest, I don’t think I’ve ever seen a
civilization go this completely loopy. Do you realize that almost
every major ‘world problem’ you have exists only because you insist
on exchanging slips of paper instead of just moving goods around to
whomever needs them? It’s no joke, folks. People are actually dying
because of lack of colored slips of paper.

This has got to be the weirdest, most
irrational behavior I’ve ever seen. The problem is your whole idea
of ‘trade’. If you have some friends, you’ve probably discovered
that the idea of ‘give’ works quite a bit better, and that when
everyone freely gives, there is plenty for everybody. But as soon
as you start injecting the idea of ‘trade’ into a friendship or
marriage, pretty soon everyone feels like they’re being cheated,
and people start getting into arguments.

You humans have a perfectly good planet, and
you could be doing whatever you want with it. Why in the universe
would you choose to spend your whole lives chasing slips of
paper?

It’s just weird.

But hey, whatever. The Tativeelans of Kor
(just before they were nullilized by Boopie) used to run around
naked singing little ditties about how attractive their proboscises
were. If someone copied another Tativeelan’s ditty (or happened to
compose one that was similar), all the Tativeelans would meet and
hold a big council to decide which one was plagiarizing the other.
Then the council would drown them both in liquid hydrogen – the
winner because he didn’t properly protect his ditty, and the loser
because he was a plagiarist. The strange thing is that no one could
figure out why they were singing these ditties in the first place.
It’s just that the Tativeelans took them very seriously.

Their story makes about as much sense as your
money. Everyone seems obsessed about it -- even those of you who
don’t go around killing other humans and who turn off Rush Limbaugh
whenever he tries to enlighten you via a new radio broadcast.

It’s an infinite universe my friends, and
there’s plenty to go around for everyone. Why not share?
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Political Boundaries




You’ve mastered chocolate. You’ve crafted the
margarita, which is arguably the universe’s yummiest drink. From
your seething masses, Oprah arose. For a species that’s done all
that, it’s hard to believe you could be the creators of something
as senseless as political boundaries. Explaining this is rather
like walking up to someone who’s sitting on a red-hot iron and
trying to tell them why their butt is on fire. If they don’t have
the sense to notice the problem for themselves, is it really any
use to tell them?

Still, every human I meet seems to think this
is ‘normal’. So I’ll go ahead and point out the obvious.

Do you know that human beings have painted
imaginary lines all over the planet (look at any map of Earth), and
that you then kill each other over who gets to stand on
which side of these lines?

Yup. That’s right. Humans do this. And then
you parade around claiming that what sets you apart from ‘other
animals’ is your intelligence.

This is so ridiculous that I don’t have
anything else to say about it.
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Your Leaders




You know how in the movies the aliens come
down and want to talk to your leaders?

Get real.

Looking at your recent history here in the
United States, it’s pretty obvious that your leaders haven’t really
been leadership material. They’re just the people with the most
slips of colored paper and the most friends who also have lots of
colored paper.

Who elects these people?

It’s not really your fault, since you don’t
actually have a democracy, but rather a system that decides in
advance who your leaders will be. You might have three or four
choices at most. Then you do your vote thing. And then a lot of
people complain about how bad a job their leaders are doing.

The problem, of course, is that most leaders,
especially here in the U.S., end up doing the same things over and
over. Wage a few wars. Collect taxes and give your money to people
who make a lot more or a lot less than you do. Continue to fund
backward technology.

In many parts of the universe, an elected
official has the equivalent of about one month to totally fix a
planet’s problems before they’re given the boot. After all, you
don’t stop an out-of-control train by blowing on it with a
pocket-fan.

Hopefully you’ll someday elect a leader
inspired enough to really make this planet a place where you can
all have a rip-roarin’ good time. It’s not that tough to turn
things around, people. Really. Just learn from your history and
don’t keep making the same repeated mistakes . . .
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Section Three


Personal Relationships, Weird Human Things, Abject Slavery, and
Stuff Like That.







Marriage




I said I’d write about abject slavery, right?
But seriously, when I first started mingling with humans on planet
Earth, I heard about this wonderful thing you call marriage.
Naturally I wanted to learn what that was, and it didn’t take me
long to discover that marriage is a covenant in which two people
promise to annoy each other as much as possible.

The pattern seems rather consistent. Two
people decide that they really adore each other. Then they moosh
their funny-looking bodies and wet face-parts together a lot. Then
they decide they’ll dress up in funny outfits and ‘get
married’.
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Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/17885
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_3ca34ba5.jpg
%a/“’\ afke K

‘mveé and YO

vt b worty

&l Yo nesty ovesgromn
A’e\)s 4/\2 Lortshs a;»)
SV\/M\’btlyu \‘4/\1\'

P/‘eﬂn; )

Aot

7





tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_m23243a83.jpg





tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_m37791043.jpg





tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_631522b2.jpg





tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_285dbfa1.jpg
LG

Before using ou
? (+PM{)€/






tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_1d0de287.jpg
\. (vo o a‘&‘s!’ (;oué vestavsont,

lhamlousger
§ vemove ¥he top oA e loun.

0 Order 4
VAP i+ an

gls\u\ Jowr)
Y ot

. Lo ¢ for ot gt

5. Yo \Mv . Sikastion opeaks

fo eat s,
Lo helt





tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_m276ce6e2.jpg





tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_m5827c2e5.jpg
My ‘)L/‘(’tt‘\' tavention for Nummgns. A O

eluet with inte nal cell phone, iFernet,

Yeleviion. This way yew Can 5Pend qunls

ime witn Yous Towily eab friens J%"Z
eves aduin W"""9 to leave +he Combs g
0\£ your own Cowch.





tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_32d8a92e.jpg
&\:’.j

Y





tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_4020a8e5.jpg





tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_m7b90db8a.jpg





cover.jpg
ALIEN REPORT
CARD '

Inwhich a real-life Alien Being gives us a progress

report on the human condition.
a

Bonobo the Alien "





tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_68734a3d.jpg
YO\A,/C b/ou/\ n/lé
wyly s yoa shen!
.L\‘e[






tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_69a0af08.jpg





tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_51b8e7c0.jpg





tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_m69ee1f0a.jpg
4o
et
oy b
drink

bef:
2 o
A
> P;Iv
: .
0”;'2‘






tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_684d4e43.jpg
T ouldat dram a4 pretuce

aioo»d’ hs bCCaqse fh' So
’}0‘\"‘“7 S—\'%p“) Hlat | 9o+ J!E)u)ké

ans  went + ave a Wj“/‘{h-





tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_72db3a9a.jpg





tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_40f18a7a.jpg
ely touple.

oV

what o |





tmp_2fa46d1f975b39241da47698c1afaaba__ujudZ_html_m6c20a27.jpg
des,

Take me 1o your e

Cartilig 07 meybe the
o blond Teen PP

Doesnt aattes,

neave
5mg¢-
really.





