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ALIEN CORNUCOPIA

et

—————

HEN THE first flying

saucer actually landed, it

was everything Eaithmen
betieved it would be. Also, as ex-
pected, the alien was invulnerable,
and indescribably horrible. In fact,
the thing was so monstrous. it took
an Earthman with a grear deal of
intestinal fortitude to even look at
it.

But, not so with the distaff side;
definitely not so. Instead, they
wenl completely off their rockers.
To a woman, they all proclaimed
the alien was the ultimate cotton
pickin’, Jiving end; describing it in
various bilious terms such as cute,
cuddly, terribly sweet, and ever-
lovin’ squdgem wudgems, whatever
that is,

Even after it was ascertained
that Splend—that’s what il called
itself—was on a foraging expedi-
tion, the women continued to
idolize the many-tentacled night-
mare. And, it was quite a blow to
manhood when Belinda Bjornstorm,
that one-woman Mafia of the
bawdy house circuit, quit her high-
ly lucrative business and promptly

took on the position as Splend’s.

Supreme High Priestess of Artistic
iversion, I'm sure you all know
what that is.

Well, it wasn't long before we
men  discovered the object of
S]ple‘,nd's foraging. Women! What
elge?

KNOW SOME of you wise guys
ard going to say there was noth-

A Vignette by Walt Liebscher

ing wrong with letting it have a
few women, more or less, since they
obviously wanted to go. But having
a “ew women, more or less. is not
the question. Who wouldn’t? In-
stead Splend wanted hundreds of
thousands, more or less. As I ex-
p‘luined before, it had many tenta-
Ciges.

What could we do? We were
hzipless. Each and every woman in-
sisted on accompanying Splend
back to the planet of Deldirbnu
No.ssap.

At first we were adamant. In the
enil we relented. Why? Because the
women put on the biggest damn
production of Lysistrata since the
invention of the apple.

So we had a national lottgry. The
winners, one of every 20 women,
wele free to flee with Sylend.

My wife was one of the lucky
ones. To the last, even up to the
boarding ramp, I pleaded mercy;
I even consented to i'ive up Mah
Jong. But, she only had eyes for
that horrible creature,

As she started to leave me I
made one last desperate plea. “But
dear,” 1 said, “it has so many oth-
ers. You'll just be one of thousands.
Think of me.”

*“1 am,” she said. Then, for some
strange reason, she addea “Ugh!”

Somewhere in the vastiess of
outer space, there dwells an alien
with a large penchant for Earth-
wemen. I hope my wife is happy.
After all, I ean’t help thinking.

Splend is a many lovered thing.
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