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Essay Option #3:

Now that I've learned your simple language,  I believe our communication will proceed with greater ease.  You demand that I prove the extraterritoriality of something.  I hope that the reader will understand if I prove the extraterritoriality of someone, myself.  I am without doubt an alien.

To begin with, my language is rather bizarre.  Several weeks ago, a friend studying my language and I were asked by our English teacher at school to explain the patronymic naming system used in my language, as we were reading a translated work of literature from my planet's more barbaric days.  Translated roughly, its title is Crime and Punishment.  Several of my classmates noted that the pronunciation of my language sounds so foreign that it might be from Mars.  Although I am in fact from the planet recently found to be orbiting the star Rho Cancri, the comment was quite perceptive.  In any case, the book depicts the days when biological theories of evolution were stupidly applied in the formation of social policy.  These mistakes resulted in the economic disenfranchisement of millions of hard working souls by a society that claimed social justice could be achieved by allowing 'survival of the fittest.'  Although a few visionaries have in tried to reverse the primitivism of your society, we feel their efforts at justice have been woefully inadequate and need to be expanded upon.   Such assumptions also led Rodya Raskolnikov to believe that his intelligence gave him the license to kill another human being out of expedience and on the arrogant assumption that he would be doing humanity a favor.  My fellow cancrians all understand that although Darwinism is an accurate biological description of the evolution of life, it has no place in social policy.  Consequently, we no longer seek to apply Darwinistic assumptions to the organization of a society.  


There are certain physiological irregularities that also lend credence to the theory that I am an extraterrestrial.  First of all, I have a bump on my head.  Some have compared me to the 'Coneheads' in your movies. Others have noted that my head looks rather like a ramp for tanks.  At least during my waking hours, no military attacks have been launched from my head, so I doubt this explanation is feasible.  If your government launched military attacks from my head while I was asleep, I would demand an apology and financial compensation, as I am a fervent pacifist.  I have run up against social difficulties during my schooling because of the shape of my head.  In physical education classes, I've found that my head has a strange affinity for volleyballs and basketballs.  When I complained to my parents, they told me that they envied the shape of my head, and during their school days always wished their head had been shaped like mine.  Such a bizarre appreciation of cranial aberrations is clearly foreign to your planet, so my parents must be aliens.  Well like begets like, doesn't it?  I have chloroplasts in my epidermis, and consequently have little need to eat.  This allows me to devote a disproportionate number of my waking hours doing more productive things.  When the sky is covered by the conglomerates of moisture you call clouds, I just eat the luscious grass that grows on my own front lawn or the poinsettias on my patio, as I can easily digest cellulose.  While you humans produce lactic acid to facilitate energy production in the absence of oxygen, I produce ethanol in such conditions.  Essentially, I can achieve through holding my breath what you humans require several liters of beer to achieve.


Aside from these obvious external indicators, I possess several character traits that are clearly extraterrestrial.  While many of my classmates make their weekends interesting by ingesting large quantities of dilute ethanol, I find the same sort of satisfaction in the academic realm, especially math and science.  While many cringe at the mere mention of the word integral, I revel in physics and calculus.  This by itself is evidence of extraterritoriality.  If I ever grow jealous on a Friday night thinking of all the fun my terrestrial friends are having, I just start solving differential equations while holding my breath.  The combined joy of the differential equations, coupled with the alcohol produced in my blood stream, puts me into the highest state of ecstasy known to my species.  I also make strange noises, often imitating the fauna of your planet.  Several weeks ago I orchestrated a 'clucking incident' in my economics class. I convinced my fellow classmates, to my own disbelief, of the urgency of imitating chickens in class.  However, I hope that I have not inflicted irreversible psychological harm on my economics teacher. Even though I enjoy a bit of healthy rebellion every once in a while, I believe the real point of rebellion should be to challenge preconceived notions and to fight injustice, not to make life difficult for other people.  

I have a pleasant awkwardness about me.  My friend Marco, also an extraterrestrial (from a far less advanced planet) has commented that "Dan couldn't fight his way out of a paper bag."  It is in fact true that I am somewhat clumsy, and not very good at performing the everyday tasks that people take for granted.  Unlike your computer operating systems and yourselves, I can't multitask, and consequently, would probably be hit by an oncoming car if I was reading in the middle of the road.  I have, however, worked very hard on improving myself in these areas, and am confident that I will become a functioning member of your society.  This behavioral abnormality is unusual in your society, where people will simultaneously drive, eat, apply makeup, use the phone, and drink over-caffeinated mochas.

For the sake of objectivity, I think it is only fair to explore other explanations for my origins.  Some have suggested spontaneous generation.  Pasteur disproved this theory in the 19th century.  In the last century, it has emerged as a valid theory only in context of the origin of all life on Earth, not in terms of how life propagates itself.  Stanley Miller provided fairly convincing evidence for this theory through his experiments at the University of Chicago.  Thus, in order for this theory to apply to me, I must be the oldest life form on my planet.  This has been refuted with radioactive dating and the fact that doctors on my planet did in fact observe my live birth.

Others have proposed that I am actually an Earthling.  How insulting!  On my planet we call each other Earthlings when we wish to be vulgar with one another.  To think that I'm toiling away to have a car,  2.5 kids, and a steady job.  Everyone knows that all my fellow cancrians have hovercrafts, 2.73 children per family, and no longer work.  We have robots doing all our menial tasks, which include extracting the bazorka rock and genetically re-engineering our children. My friend Aaron, a Martian, and I will often sit around in the evening, sipping prune juice, and make fun of your measly attempts at social engineering or intellectual growth..  I've seen what you people do to each other.  I couldn't hurt a paramecium.  Terrestrial origins are also physically impossible.  No human I've met to date can photosynthesize, eat grass, or get drunk by not breathing.  Any dissection will show that my stomach has a radius of 3 centimeters.  My terrestrial doctors have also noted that I am incapable of procreating with other humans.  This disproves once and for all the hypothesis that I am a human being.

