
Vn





ANDREAN
SPRING 1975

EDITORS
John Bloxom Will Mastin

COVER ART
Philippa Hunt

FACULTY ADVISORY
Miss Muhlenberg

TABLE OF CONTENTS

WAITING
THE JOB
REALITY
691-5748
EQUUS
TEN HAIKU
THE MASK THAT CHAOS WEARS
BENT
ATHOUGHT
XENOS
DISEASE
JOURNEY INTO REALITY

Bryan Skib
Andrea Maybee

Doren Davis
Kitty Chandler

Will Mastin
Paul Keyser
Anonymous

John Bloxom
Michelle Matthews

Paul Keyser
Mark Govatos

Ed Shaaf



WAITING

I sprang from my chair and leaped
Out the door which led from my nurtured
Misery to that endless expanse of
Emptiness known as "outside". After
Releasing my feet from their cramped
Bondage and casting aside the captors, toes
Relaxed and raked through the cooling grass.
I ran, as if drawn by some earthen magnet,
To the water's edge, and knew only starlight's
Reflection and water's slap by my feet.
Down I flopped, breathless, unable to stir,
Pondering the ultimate questions.

Time stood still as I wandered in my self-cons true ted prison.

Logic claims reason is not
Everything, yet as I gazed at the world around.
Me, my eyes saw not the beauty of Chateaubriand. The
Heart of Rousseau was hidden from my view, as my
Senses were numbed. Is it me that is the
Exception, the mindless one who sees not the
Light which to others has shone so dazzlingly?
Is it His will that I should remain
Lost, meandering without sense of direction or purpose?

Wait; that's all I can do, wait as the
Dry land waits to be molded by the
Water working near my feet,
Wrenching it apart and yet
Forming it once again.
Wait as the flower awaits for sun, water, and
Nutrition, to see which way to grow.
Which way to grow? I wish I knew, yet
I must not let my hare-brained logic,
Nor my unfair heart guide me.
I must let myself be molded, as is the
Earth, and all things lasting and worthy.



THE JOB

Hello, I'm writing this to tell you about my job. My job is extremely
fascinating and can give me great pleasure, at times. I would not,
definitely, recommend this job to just anyone; it can be tiring you see. I
can remember last Tuesday, I think, my career reached its high point. I
even got in the paper!

Well now, before I actually tell you what happened last Tuesday, I
think I better tell you that I work alone on different assignments. You
might say freelance.

On Tuesday I got up, ate and began to get the things I would need for
the job. Around 1:00 p.m. I was ready. I took the elevator down to the first
floor and caught a bus to where my employer was for that job. After our
chat on the formalities I had some dinner. Then I proceeded to where the
assignment was to be.

I walked up the pathway and around back. After I had gotten all
settled and gotten my equipment out, I started to get everything together.
In about 1V2 hours everything was set and I left. When I was almost home
I remembered I had left my hat, but I didn't care. I knew my employer
would get it for me; everything was all right.

The next morning I woke up and went downstairs. When I got outside
of the building to my surprise I saw the paper, and there on the front page
there was a story all about me! Well I bought a few copies and sat down to
read it. If you are wondering, the headline said, "Fifth Avenue Bomber?
Strikes Again, Blowing up Mayor's House in Suburbs."It went on to tell
how they had found my hat near the gate, where I had hung it. I decided to
go down to the police headquarters to pick it up since it was on the way to
my employer's . . .

When I got to the police headquarters they put me in a cell!! They say
I have a trial next Friday. I'm not worried though, I know everything will
be all right! They keep on saying some nonsense about there being people
in the house, but they are just dumb, the house was empty. They have no
charge. All I was doing was my job; is it wrong to do my job? I'm sure
my employer will clear things up when he gets back from his vacation...



REALITY

Listening to music means so much to me.
It reveals the world that I cannot see.

I deeply love the balanced earth.
I realize my life has no worth.
Really, it's unimportant to me,
My existence hurts all land and sea.

Man was not meant to learn so much.
His knowledge helps him not, as such.
It is not right to know what he knows;
For that reason the whole show may close.

I love the world I cannot see,
But all must face reality.



691-5748

"Hello. -- Hello? Is anybody there? If you don't answer I'll hang up."
"Uh. Hi. I know this sounds a little weird, but, uh, who am I talking

to? If you'll tell me, I'll--"
"Just what do you mean by calling me up and asking who I am? If

you didn't know, why did you call up, anyway? "
"Well, as I started to say, if you'll tell me who you are I'll explain

myself." SILENCE "Would you please tell me your name? I'd sort of like
to know who I'm talking to. Please answer me."

"What are you? Some kind of nut?"
"No, no, no. I'm not crazy. This isn't what you think. It really isn't."
"Well then, please explain yourself ~ or, or I'll have the police come

get you."
"Please don't get uptight. I promise that I'll explain myself. Just give

me a minute to get my head together."
"Well?"
"It's like this. You see this friend of mine, he gave me this number—

"Who's this friend of yours anyway? A nut like you? "
"You wanted to hear an explanation, so if you'll shut up for a

minute I'll tell you. Anyway, this friend of mine gave me this number,
yours I guess, and he just said to call up and talk to the chick who an-
swered. He didn't give me a name, he just said to call up. Hey look, I'm
sorry if I bothered you. If you don't mind I think I'll hang up now. I sort of
feel like a fool. Like I said, I'm sorry. Well, uh, good —"

"Wait. Please don't hang up just yet. My name's Julie, ok? -- Who
gave you my number? Tommy? It has to be him. --Was it?"

"Yeah."
"I thought so. It sounded like one of Tommy's tricks. He's constantly

doing things like that to his friends. - What's your name?''
"Oh, my name's Jim. Jim Thatcher. Hey. I've got this great idea. I

bet that I know how we can get Tommy back. Man can he dish it out, but
boy, I bet that he can't take the same."

"It sounds crazy to me, but I'll go along. It won't be easy to get him
back. People rarely find a way to."

"Look. Do you have Tommy's number."
"Of course. Why?"
"Well, you call him up, see? And tell him you're pregnant and that

you'll have the cops come get him if he doesn't marry you. And, don't tell
him who you are. Tell him that you know he knows. Boy I can't wait to see
his face."

"But that doesn't --"
"Look. Just do it. Ok? And, I've got an even greater idea. Call him up
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at Macey's Bar. He's bound to be there with the guys. I'll get going right
now. You wait for,oh say.fifteen minutes, maybe twenty, and then you
call. I'll hang up so that I can leave. B—"

"Wait a minute, I don't
"Oh sure, I know. You don't have the number. What an ass I am to

forget such a thing. Look it's VI4-6841. I'll tell you, I can't wait to see the
look on his face. I swear the gang is going to get a kick out of this. Boy, oh
boy."

"Wait. I have a question. What do you mean? Macey's? The gang?"
SILENCE "I don't understand.Tommy's a cripple.He hasn't been out of
the hospital for at lease two years. Please. Explain --"



EQUUS

Mist descends cloaking the fertile plain,
Dew rolls down the canopy of white,
A drifting horse upon the wings of a storm,

Spray falls, the darts of Neptune pricking deep
even the leather skinned.

Rolling, crashing the stead paws the rocks,
Once fiery mane surging into winged sparks,

bolting sparks crash earthbound.
Tail whipping landward, stirring the once tranquil depths.
Nostrils flared, darkening along the rim 'til fire appear,

Eyes glaring, now undistinguished from the chaos of
this azure day.

Creme colour, then black of the abyss.
Raging on, equus turns and off gallops the wind-master.

Fading out on its pathway . . . the many hued traverse
of the heavens.

Water falls and dews return on the wake of a clear day.



T E N H A I K U

Leaving no traces,
quickly dying sparks flash bright
in eternal night.

Silky-wonderful,
a cascading waterfall:
wind-blown, wind-kissed hair.

Little silver Suns
glinting on the water: see!
see! how the stream runs!

Boat prows, water-plows:
cleaving surface to plant air;
spray streamers, ships' hair.

Frost with crystal teeth
biting cold grey into ponds
making glassy fronds.



In the beam of life
dustmotes that randomly drift
and silently fall.

Love bursts from within:
fiery pinpricks of ice
all over my skin.

Sunstream on water:
liquid within liquid
fire within water.

Wind-waves, water-dance
slick-smooth surface, liquid ice
reflecting sun-lance.

The glistening grass,
cold-slick, ice-stormed tree branches
are life under glass.



THE MASK THAT
CHAOS WEARS

The play opens with only the passenger, MR. SMITH, and the BUS
DRIVER lighted with pencil beams. The remaining set is to be invisible
to the audience. To add realism, the sound of a bus' engine, low rumbles,
and other assorted noises associated with bus travel may be added. The
DRIVER is absorbed in his driving. SMITH is a seat behind him, asleep.

SMITH: (Wakes, looks around, sees no people -- bewildered, annoyed)
(Mutters to himself) What's going on? . . . (Looks out window
inquiringly, squints, cannot see anything) Um . . . (To DRIVER,
hesitating) Sir ... Driver, (DRIVER glances back) did I miss my
destination? I was supposed to meet someone at Jersey City.

DRIVER: (Blankly) No. Sir.

SMITH: Then where is everyone? They all get off at the last stop? I've
never seen a bus as empty as this one is. (Idly, trying to reassure
himself) Can't make any money off a route like this, can you?

DRIVER: (Shrugs) It's just one of the routes, Company Policy.

SMITH: (Pause. Has nothing more to say. Peers out window, now
clearly uneasy) Sir, are you sure this is the right route to Jersey
City? I don't recognize the scenery at all. I don't see any traffic,
either.

DRIVER: There's not much to see anyway; it's pretty flat and empty.
Besides, it's too dark to see anything.

SMITH: (Haunted) Yeah . . . (looks out window) Pretty flat and pretty
empty. No trees, no houses, no traffic, just the road. (Pause. Then
idly, to drive away mounting doubt) Must be kind of a boring route for
you.

DRIVER: It's a job.

SMITH: (Forcing conversation) Well, then, I guess you know just how far
it is to Jersey City.

DRIVER: Couple of hours.

SMITH: So about what time do you think we'll get there?

DRIVER: Dunno, don't have a watch.
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SMITH: No idea what time it is?

DRIVER: Nope.

SMITH: (Changing subject) Hey, ahh . . . Do you mind pulling over, I
gotta take a leak.

DRIVER: There's a stall in the back.

SMITH: Well, I need... just a breath of fresh air, ya' know.

DRIVER: Open your window.

SMITH: But I gotta stretch my legs.

DRIVER: I can't make an unauthorized stop. Company Policy.

SMITH: What does it matter? Who will ever know? This bus is getting
terribly stuffy and cramped.

DRIVER: It's all in your mind.

SMITH: Yeah, but, I've been sitting in this bus for hours.

DRIVER: (Turning around very slowly, completely ignoring the road)
Yes and I for years. (Suddenly casual, still ignoring the road) Sleep
makes the time pass very quickly.

SMITH: (Alarmed) Hey, what is this?

DRIVER: (Soothing) Don't be alarmed.

SMITH: (Indignant) Don't be alarmed! Grab the wheel! Get control of
this thing before we go off the road! You heard me! DO
SOMETHING!

DRIVER: (Soothing) Calm yourself, Mr. Smith -

SMITH: But - (Makes a mad dash for the wheel barging through
DRIVER)

SMITH: (Finds his efforts at control useless. Spins the wheel and throws
up his hands) What is this? (Runs to nearest window, desperate) CAN
ANYONE HEAR ME?! (Collapses in seat, DRIVER calmly moves
nearer)

DRIVER: (Sympathetically) If you only knew how unnecessarily you
upset yourself. You're upset only because what you are witnessing is
beyond your realm of understanding. To you, it appears as utter
chaos. Accept that your capacity for understanding is limited. Your
support has suddenly dropped from under you, and you are feeling
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utterly lost.The fault lies in that your rationale has been your rock and
foundation - It cannot be! Your rational scheme of things cannot-

SMITH: Rational scheme of things! What are you talking about? I'm
trapped in this madhouse of a bus going . . . who knows where. This is
madness! It,.. it makes no sense. What is this? Have I been drugged -
- kidnapped?

DRIVER: (Laughs) How self-important you are. There lies half your
problem. What do you think you are? What could I possibly want with
you? You're as common as your four billion other brothers. You're
only truly important to yourself. Perhaps if you thought less grandly
of yourself you could accept this "madness".

SMITH: (Frustrated, confused) I ... I don't understand. It's so con-
fusing. Look . . . how the hell would you react if suddenly you found
yourself a prisoner on an empty bus, being interrogated by the driver.
Well, how am I supposed to react?

DRIVER: (Patient) You are not "supposed" to react. There goes your
rational scheme of things again. Though you claim to have a
rationalist approach to living, you are steeped in mystery and con-
tradiction. "Supposed" seems to imply some sort of grand plan of
which you are a part. However, a true reaction is spontaneous and
unplanned. What need, other than your own insecurity, is there for
order? There is no grand plan, nor are you "supposed" to do anything.
Out of this rational scheme comes order to cover the face of chaos,
and give an arbitrary definition, hence meaning, to what you are.
Order is something to measure and define yourself by. It gives you
some idea how "big" you are. That which is beyond your un-
derstanding or top vast to conceive you will not accept because it
reduces your arbitrary "meaning" to nothing. . . nothing. To under-
stand yourself and your meaning is an implausible paradox. Order is
the mask that chaos wears.This is your madness.This is what you re-
ally are. (Smith is visibly shaken. DRIVER calmly returns to his seat.)

SMITH: (To himself) What is a man when he is so utterly reduced to
helplessness? I can do nothing. The world I thought so real is beyond
my touch -1 have lost it. Where am I now . . . now, that my very being
is questioned? There is nowhere to turn or go. I am lost among
strangers and strangeness .There is nothing to grasp to keep me from
falling. I know not who I am nor what, when, how, nor why, I am. Is
this all. . . I am? My mind rejects this as unreal -- it cannot be. It is as
though I were trapped in an endlessly reflecting nightmare from
which I cannot escape. I wake to find I am awake and wake again to
find the same . . . It is so strange. I see, but have no certainty that
what I see is really there . . . to be seen. Questions . . . and things
unknown overwhelm my sense of certainty. It twists me inside not to
know or understand. Something is at fault and I cannot find it - Ann . .
but it would be a monumental joke if all the world were wrong and
not-1 am so small, even my fault will go unnoticed. How could there
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be wrong in such consistency except if I were wrong? There is no
answer to this except in my own absurdity.

SMITH: (Continued) But who am I . . . even to judge my own madness. To
myself, I can only exist . . . I a m . . . It is a dream . . . a dream . . .
(Silence, his eyes are closed)

DRIVER: (The sound of the bus' engine changes; it is slowing down).
This is your stop, sir. (No response, loudly) SIR .. . This is your stop,
Jersey City.

SMITH: (Starts from his thoughts, confused, groggy) Let me think . . .
Leave me alone.

DRIVER: (Annoyed) MISTER, WAKE UP! Snap out of it. This is your
stop.

SMITH: (Now wide awake) Was I asleep?! I don't remember waking up.

DRIVER: Yeah, yeah, yeah and mumbling about someone's gotta hear
you. You sleep funny when you travel.

SMITH: (Relieved) I'll say.

As SMITH gathers his belongings, the sound of the bus' engine
grinds to a halt and pencil lights now come on to reveal the rest of the
set. A man, the STRANGER, stands near bench.

SMITH: (To himself as he steps off the bus) What a terrifyingly absurd
dream . . . (Mutters)

STRANGER: (Interrupting) But, Mr. Smith, it was not a dream. (Lights
on bus fade out)

SMITH: (Star tied by intrusion, not words) What was that?

STRANGER: It was not a dream.

SMITH: What, what, what, what? .. . What is this? Nooo, God no. It is all
a terrible dream. I have to wake up. Oh God, when will morning
come?

STRANGER :(Patient) Mr. Smith, you are fully awake. And you are not
talking to an apparition. I am as real as you.

SMITH: Then who the hell are you?

STRANGER: I was to meet you here.

SMITH: (Relieved but doubtful) Oh, Tony must have sent you.

STRANGER: Yes, . . . in a way.
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SMITH: (Reckless) I hope you'll excuse my rudeness, you see I didn't
sleep very well coming down. The trip jangled my nerves.

STRANGER: Most react that way.

SMITH: (Inattentive) What was that? I didn't hear you.

STRANGER: Nothing, you'll understand later.

SMITH: Well, then, since there's nothing much to stop us, let's go.

STRANGER: N o . . . no, no, . . . we will stay here.

SMITH: Oh ... when does Tony pick us up?

STRANGER: Tony won't be picking us up.

SMITH: WHAT!

STRANGER: Not Tony, not anyone. There won't be any more buses
either. (SMITH visibly shaken) Come, sit down. It's always a bit of a
shock. Perhaps I should begin by -

SMITH: (Bolts across stage)

STRANGER: (Shouts) I wouldn't do that. (SMITH stops) Remember
how empty it was out there. Full of a lot of ... nothing. You may run
and run if you like, but you will be alone . . . very alone. And you will
have to face it alone --

SMITH: (Desperate) HELLO . . . HELLO, ANYONE . . . HELP ME ...
SOMEONE, ANYONE GIVE ME MY SANITY BACK! (Collapses,
STRANGER moves closer)

STRANGER: (Soothing) Calm yourself. . . Calm yourself . . . I am here
to comfort and prepare you for a transition. Though all may seem lost
to you, what have you really to fear? I see no evil demons, no forces of
the devil. Darkness cannot hurt you . . . Do I look dangerous? What
have you to fear?

SMITH: (Looks up) I fear . . . I am nothing... Shall I die forgotten? What
have I ever done? What could I have ever done that would not
someday become mere dust- No matter how grand the deed . . .
merely human. There is no past nor any future here . . . in this
timeless emptiness. I . . . must . . . be ... mad.

STRANGER: What do you think you are? You harbour illusions of
grandeur. Accept yourself for what you are. You need not prove
yourself .. . What drives you so? What is so terrifying? . . . It is very
peaceful here, very quiet and-

SMITH: Very lonely and very empty. Can't you see how I must have
14



meaning and significance?

STRANGER: And if there is no understandable meaning or significance
for you, what then? What meaning could you possibly have in a
universe so vast that your greatest achievements are merely ab-
sorbed by infinite chaos? What then?

SMITH: Nothing matters in love. Lovers need only themselves.

STRANGER: But, you are alone . . .

SMITH: Yes . . . I am hurt to the core.

STRANGER: And what now that you are without both meaning and love?

SMITH: Madness . . .

STRANGER: Precisely . . . Don't mistake me, though. Madness has
terrible connotations -- unfairly so, for so many are terribly
disillusioned themselves. Somehow people have become as dogmatic
and righteous about madness and the conflicts of existence as they
did about heretics and devils. Yet, their sanity is madness in itself.
The conflicts often leave no other choice. Out of their insecurity comes
an arbitrary order. Order to hide the face of chaos. Because it cannot
be accepted, it is hidden and ignored. That is the sanity of madness.
Out of order comes an illusion of control, and meaning -- however
arbitrary. A figment.

SMITH: How can I accept that everything I believed I was - was a mere
illusion? That everyone around me was equally mad? I would doubt
myself before I would believe that. I no longer trust what I see or even
what I say, but not because everything else is at fault --1 am at fault. I
have lost control of myself. What I see... I doubt. . .

STRANGER: The transition tends to be rather confusing . . . You have
reached a dead end with your rationale. Suddenly it cannot explain...
why. Yet, you still cling to it in rejecting what you see as madness.
However harsh and unreal it may seem to you, this is reality. Un-
fortunately, there are only two modes of existence, neither of which
involves meaning or significance.There is love which transcends that
tragic human need for significance. But you are without love, and you
can never rationalize your existence. Your attempts at understanding
and controlling what you understand can only lead to the awareness of
your own ignorance and meaninglessness. Take self-reflection for
instance: It is like standing between two mirrors to look at yourself,
look repeatedly at yourself infinitely. Infinite vision and un-
derstanding are beyond human limits. To attempt to rationalize and
understand yourself will leave you confused, frustrated and faced
with a paradox impossible to accept rationally. Thus, existence must
become a matter of faith . . . the second mode of existence. With the
understanding of your minuteness must come acceptance of the
same. Be happy with what you are. The universe is a vast, unex-
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plainable aura of infinity. You and I are mere nothings. But, accept
the fact that you exist and are a part, however small, in this enigma of
enigmas. There is infinity to watch, not to understand. Accept that
you are a witness and be at peace. Chaos is maddening only when one
attempts to understand and control it. Accept it and be at peace.
(Lights begin to fade)

SMITH: What do you prepare me for?

STRANGER: To you, it was a thing of terror which drove you . . . I
prepare you to die... in peace. Your rationale would have fought and
agonized over the loss of control. Death is not a termination as you
may think.The distinction between life and death is arbitrary and un-
important . ..You are always the dust of the cosmos.With death you
have reached a new awareness. Accept this wondrous infinity . . .
and weep not . . . in your dying.. . (Lights fade out).

SMITH: I shall not weep.

end
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BENT

Bent over a table
Amid the countless rows of catalogued knowledge,
Readjusting his glasses and shifting in his seat ever so slightly,
The scholar reads.
Oblivious to the sunshine and breeze outside -
The laughter and tears of those billion or so unknown-
He turns the pages carefully,
So as not to damage the delicate fibres of the paper
Nor disturb the intricately settled dust of the room.
Searching,
For the countless trivial facts which are forever evading him.
He conquers one scarcely before he is off again
In hot pursuit of another- and yet another-
Hoping that someday (in the 900's, perhaps),
He will discover the reason
For his being there.

17



A THOUGHT

Totally alone, he walks endlessly on, alone in his mysterious and
unwanted solitude.

Will he ever be accepted?
Is he so different that no one can comprehend his feelings?
Yet there must be one who understands him.
There is.
The same intangible one who makes the wind whisper softly by his

ears;
The same one who rules the radiant sun and the waning moon.
The same one who created him and those of his race.
He will continue, perforce, pacing bravely on, until he reaches his

destiny.
But he will be joined by this One: he is not alone.
Maybe others will join him in his quest: he is not so different after all:

they do have a lot in common, they realize, and they become sorry for
their blindness in casting this loner out, before they even know him.

And he presses onward, alone no longer, on his crusade, helping all
the other loners and outcasts just like him, leading his race to an infinite
peace and and unity.
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DISEASE

You've got your Small Pox.
You've got your Chicken Pox, too.
You've got your German Measles.
You've got your Hong Kong Flu.

You've got your common cold.
You've got your Venereal Disease.
You've got Hepatitis
In both your knees.
You've got your pains galore,
And you say you don't want no more

of your disease.

You've got your skin disease
On top of your warts.
You've got heat rash
In your jockey shorts.

You've got Black Lung
And Leukemia.
You've even got a small case
Of Sickled Cell Anemia.
You've got your Hemorrhoids galore,
And you swear you don't want no more

of your disease.

People, People, People, yes.
They're subject to disease.
Anywhere from Cholera
To Hyperactive fleas.
So why spend the rest of your days
Livin' in total misery?
When you can cut your throat,
Man, that ain't no joke,
And you can rid yourself of disease.

My friend Joe
Walked up to me
And with a somber smile said,
"Hey, don't you see that three pounds of tar in my lungs

is killing me?"
Well I don't profess that I know all the answers,
But I know the only cure for smokin' is Cancer... oh yea!

A lady down in Norfolk
Got a disease in her right breast.
And her doctor said,
"Hey lady, let's face facts.
All I can do is what the others have done,
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And that's cut off one and hope another will soon grow back."

People, People, People, yes.
They're subject to Disease.
Anywhere from Cholera
To one to which there's no relief.
So why spend the rest of your days
Livin' in total misery?
When you can cut your throat,
Man, that ain't no joke,
And you can rid yourself of Disease!
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JOURNEY INTO REALITY

Walking.
Around me is silence, save an occasional squeak of a rusty hinge or

the wind moaning in and out of the shattered remnants of my dreams. My
dreams . . . the once brightly striped yellow and red towers of hope are
now faded and rotting away. All about me lie the twisted and broken
obelisks, spreading away to the horizon. I walk toward a distant chain of
mountains now distinctly visible, dark, blue and foreboding.

Days and nights blend together to form a gray monotony. I sleep and
eat with little interest, my only concern is reaching the mountains which
are yet far away. Time passes.

The mountains become nearer as the gray, arid plain gives way to
scattered foothills.

The terrain, studded with countless sharp-edged, black rocks, grows
steeper. More often I am forced to climb by hand and foot up the steep
slopes. I near the summit but night closes in and forces me to stop.

The next morning is no different from all those behind me; the mist
clears and I continue my sojourn. Twice I have slipped, cutting myself on
the rocks, but I press on. The summit nears as I strive onward - 50, 30, 10
feet away! My hopes soar. Exhausted,I grasp the ledge and pull myself to
the top.

Before me stretches another plain, bleak with the remains of a
thousand more dead and dying dreams.
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XENOS

They discovered us, or rather, we found them on our planet, only two
years ago. They seemed to have no desire to communicate and no way
either, so it was quite a while before we discovered (from 'xeno-
archaelogical' evidence) that they had been visiting Earth off and on for
almost ten years. There were several 'bases' around the world - one in
Central Australia, one in Siberia, one in Greenland, and one in the
'Bermuda Triangle' on the sea floor. No reason has been found for their
location. A hastily organized UN mission confirmed that they had a base
on the far side of the moon.

The 'Xenoi' themselves are very strange in appearance and even
stranger (if that is possible) in habits.

A mining expedition in Siberia and one in Australia stumbled on the
bases there and were instantly annihilated. Then another (mapping)
expedition found the Australian base. They were allowed ( ? ) to freely
explore the entire base. From this expedition we learned of the existence
and physical appearance of the Xenoi, but not much more.

They are of a vaguely humanoid appearance. Most Xenoi have four
legs and four 'arms' but some have four legs and six 'arms'. Their legs
arranged so that they can walk in any direction.On some Xenoi the arms
are arranged symmetrically about the barrel shaped torso, on some
they aren't. At any rate their arms are completely flexible tentacles with
four to seven mutually opposed 'fingers' at the ends. On their neck-less
heads are a bewildering array of varying features, possibly organs. The
only thing known for certain about these is that the clear yellow stalks are
their eyes. Their feet are more like platforms than feet, and seen to be
adhesive - they can walk up walls.

But their habits are the worst part, even more incomprehensible than
anything else. A Xenos will often sit for hours completely motionless and
then suddenly explode into violent, usually destructive, activity. At times
they will kill for no apparent reason - either each other, us or animals -
and at other times they will give no resistance to attack. They have been
known to prevent murders and to encourage ( ? ) robbery and rape among
us. The death toll in the Xenos-human war stood at 203 humans, 179 Xenoi.
Occasionally they showed incredible curiosity and at other times in-
credible apathy. They have never made any attempt to teach us anything
of themselves. It is not known what they have learned from us, if
anything. Sometimes parties of from three to twenty would 'inspect'
cities, villages or farms - with what end no-one knows.

Nothing is known of their ethics, morals or religion or even if they
have any.

Nothing is known of their language.
Nothing is known of their private life.
Nothing is known of their sex life.
Nothing is known of their science - all we know is that they can do the

impossible.
Nothing is known of their origin.
Earth's reaction to their activity was violent and unprecedented. All

science-fiction authors had speculated either hate or friendship (if not
love) between alien races but never such apathy. It was as if we were
amoeba or bacteria. We could live or die and it wouldn't matter to them in
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the least, except as a datum. Religions attempted either to convert or
worship the Xenoi. The Xenoi ignored them. Nations attempted either to
become their allies or their enemies. The Xenoi ignored them. Scientists
attempted either to study or dismiss the Xenoi. The Xenoi ignored them.
Reporters attempted to sensationalize or play down the Xenoi. The Xenoi
ignored them. People attempted to love or hate the Xenoi. The Xenoi
ignored us.

They would often leave a killed Xenoi lying where he (?) fell (they
don't appear to rot), and at other times they would madly, frantically try
to save a dying comrade. Occasionally some Xenoi would even aid
the humans against their fellow Xenoi.

Governments, especially in Asia, South America and Africa, already
burdened by over-population and starvation, tottered and collapsed.
Ignorance and fear bred superstition and more fear. The people
demanded a solution - from their governments, from their scientists, or
from their gods.

Then today the world woke up to find all the Xenoi immobile in their
bases, seemingly dead (see front page). As usual, no-one knows anything.
But you can be sure we will keep you informed.

from The New York Times,
Living Section,
Sunday, March 10, 2002

23







OOL
MIDDLETOWN, DELAWARE


