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Darren fell to his knees in awe and grabbed his own sweaty hand as if in reverent worship.  The 

object descended from the night sky and moved toward his camp.  He adjusted his glasses again 

as if it would correct the unbelievable sight.  He arose as the craft neared his campsite. 

  

“It’s like Star Trek,” he said, “just like Star Trek.”  A tear slid from the corner of his eye. 

  

The vehicle, although without blaring lights and strobes, had a remarkable design.  He thought of 

a gigantic manta ray with a dome attached to the bottom.  It floated noiselessly as if filled with 

helium.  No landing gear appeared as it eased down, just hovered. 

  

All of a sudden, images of abductions and unnatural probing fleeted through their minds.  Darren 

now debated whether or not to stay.   

  

“Oh my God, or it could be Communion or X-files,” he said. 

 

His balding forehead beaded sweat despite the frigid spring wind. 

  

A low hum sounded in the craft, then a sharp click.  Darren jumped at the sudden noise.  The 

dome split open and spread apart. 

  

“Oh my, here we go.” He backed away, ready to bolt if things got dangerous. 

 

From the opening, a being floated down.  The alien remained three inches above the ground as it 

moved toward Darren.  It was bell-shaped with a gelatinous texture.  It held its two spaghetti 

arms in front of its body like a monk hiding his hands within his robes.  The being carried 

something. 

  

Darren kept shaking his head and adjusting his glasses.  The bell alien stopped only a few feet 

away.  He could discern some sort of bulbous observing organs in its dark mass.   

  

A light from the ship suddenly showered the two individuals.  Darren squeaked at the brightness 

and gritted his teeth.  He expected to be fried into a black mush.  Nothing.  

 

He now clearly saw the alien.  Five bulbous protrusions circled the peak of the grayish bell.  A 

short, stubby tube extended below the eyes, and a hollow sound echoed through it like wind 

blowing over an open jug. A belt with small rectangular boxes girded its middle.  The bell alien 

lifted its arms toward Darren.  He noticed its paddle-like hands were a lighter gray and on them 

was a sparkling, blue sphere.  Again the hollow sound issued from the tube. 

  

“You want me to take it?” He stood a moment gazing at the object then at the alien.  He extended 

hands to take it, but hesitated.  Finally, Darren reached over and grasped the ball.  It felt moist 

like dough or clay.  He drew it near his face and examined it.  “It’s rather pretty,” he said as he 

handled the ball. 



  

Exhilaration surged through Darren when he thought of returning to town and explaining that 

he’d become an emissary for an alien race.  They had, after all, given him a gift for the world. 

  

The being floated a moment longer, and then headed back toward its ship. Its haunting sound 

drifted over Darren’s ears.  

  

“Thank you!” said Darren. 

  

He watched the bell alien levitate through the opening.  The spotlight shut off and the dome 

closed.  The vehicle’s hum increased.  The manta ship rocketed into the night sky. 

  

“Absolutely incredible,” Darren said, “I’ll be the most famous man on Earth.”  He held the ball 

to his lips and kissed it. 

 

# 

  

Their original mission had been to observe, study, and record.  But things changed the more they 

observed.  As a society based on humor, they couldn’t resist.   

 

The Cologos hollow laughter reverberated throughout the vessel.  The bell-shaped beings floated 

over to their ambassador. 

  

“I can’t believe they took that, too,” one sounded. 

  

“These beings will accept anything: a depleted hover cartridge, body gel, a broken ration lid, and 

now this,” another sounded, then burst into hollow laughter. 

  

The ambassador peeled off his light-gray gloves and dropped them into a trash receptacle.  “I 

couldn’t stop laughing the whole time I was with the creature.  It looked just like the others. And 

its reaction as I handed it my excrement,” sounded the ambassador half-chuckling, “You’d think 

I’d given it treasure.” 

  

The Cologos laugh all the way to North Africa to see what else they could dump on this planet. 

 

The End 

 


