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The Hunger of Aliens

The aliens were neither vicious nor inquisitive, but they were 
hungry—monstrously so. In truth, the persistence of their eating was 
like nothing we had ever seen before. They ate and ate and ate. And 
yet, we felt no judgment, for it was clear to us that they were neither 
gluttonous nor greedy, but simply famished, as if they had traveled a 
vast distance and arrived at our woods in a state of such depletion that 
their eating would go on and on forever. While we, a gentle, hospitable 
people, we did our best to feed them.   

But it was hard. 
They were, by all appearances, insatiable, consumed by a strangely 

mechanical appetite that belied both preference and habit. Whatever we  
placed before them they ingested with the same systematic resolve, 
evincing neither pleasure, nor distaste. And what we placed before them 
was a lot.

One apparent youth—a female, we surmised from her somewhat 
smaller size and rounder dimensions—fed so relentlessly we could  
not help but speculate regarding her condition. While the others could 
devour vast quantities of wheat or cabbage before collapsing, all at once,  
into large lethargic lumps, her craving, in some ways more meticulous,  
was also more restive. She took small helpings and did not gorge on 
seconds, but neither did she ever stop ingesting something. I once watched 
her myself as she swallowed two hand mirrors whole, a bulging container 
of dewy mown hay, and my last pair of shoes in a single meal, saving the 
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laces for last and sucking them up with a soft slurp that was almost pleasant if 
not for going barefoot in the days ahead.

In all other respects, they were the mildest of guests—easy-going and 
generally unobtrusive, with an almost mellifluous undifferentiated  
oral morphology of persistent low purring—punctuated by the occasional 
bark, cluck, or coo—we found linguistically consistent with the overall 
amorphousness of form and slightly rancid smell they’d arrived with, 
wafting out of nowhere on a sour breath of wind one morning as we rose 
from our sleep. We looked out and there they were all around us, and with 
no apparent means of locomotion (lacking even discernible limbs), they 
seemed somehow to hover just a hair above our earth. 

Naturally, we welcomed them—these aliens, our aliens—open-hearted 
and ebullient. But what to do, how to show them how our house was  
their house, sit down, kick back, put their feet up (if they had feet)? For in 
fact, they seemed neither to need, nor even to desire physical shelter, and it 
almost seemed to us as if they must prefer to sleep beneath the starry  
sky despite the various comforts of our homes, which we would no more 
have denied them than the last sweet yellow onions or delicate preserves 
from our cellars, our few remaining bottles of ritual wine.

We fed them instead. We spent whole days preparing our most 
cherished delicacies—smoked oysters and steamed artichokes, subtly spiced 
purees of apricots and stews of sassafras and rutabaga, daily breads so light 
they sometimes left their pans and squished on our ceilings with fragrant 
emissions, quail egg omelets and truffle soufflés, rice pudding. And then 
we laid them out—tremendous feasts—on our windowsills or stoops in 
enormous serving bowls that steamed in the morning air, for what was ours 
was theirs was in our nature. But since they displayed as much gustatorial 
pleasure in our thorny rose bushes and moldy yard clippings as they did in 
our freshest vegetables and most succulent fruits, by and by, we abandoned 
our cooking. And only just in time, for by then, there was little left to cook.




