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ALIEN SPACEMEN 
By Jerry Haugen 

 
Verse 1 
They send their Gazpacho storm-troopers down, 
With masks pulled tight and faces gone. 
They move in lines, they don’t explain, 
They’re here at dusk, by dawn they’re gone. 

They talk in codes, they won’t stand still— 
Like they’re afraid of being real. 
 
Chorus 
Alien spacemen—one, two, three. 
Take that mask off—let us see. 

Alien spacemen—one, two, three. 
No more hiding—look at me. 
 
Verse 2 
They knock on doors with clipped-off words, 

They point, they count, they check, they pass. 
They keep their eyes on someplace else, 
Like daylight might break through the mask. 
You hear their boots, you feel the street— 
A marching sound, a measured beat. 
 

Chorus 
Alien spacemen—one, two, three. 
Take that mask off—let us see. 
Alien spacemen—one, two, three. 
No more hiding—look at me. 
 

Verse 3 
“That’s what we need,” the speeches say, 
“Or you’ll lose your culture overnight.” 
So banners rise, and voices swell, 
And fear feels like a kind of right. 
“Expel them fast,” the posters shout— 

And everyone starts looking out. 
 
Chorus 
Alien spacemen—one, two, three. 
Take that mask off—let us see. 
Alien spacemen—one, two, three. 

No more hiding—look at me. 
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Verse 4 
But try as we might, the tale won’t hold— 

It tears at seams when questions come. 
It wants one face, one simple threat, 
One perfect drumbeat, one dull drum. 
And still those masked ones hurry through— 
As if the mask is scared of you. 
 

Chorus 
Alien spacemen—one, two, three. 
Take that mask off—let us see. 
Alien spacemen—one, two, three. 
No more hiding—look at me. 
 

Verse 5 
The alien spacemen come from Gazpacho, 
From a system we call Soltres. 
They show up wrapped in borrowed smiles, 
They move through town in quiet lines. 

They look like us till you look twice— 
That shifting hue in both their eyes. 
 
Chorus 
Alien spacemen—one, two, three. 
Take that mask off—let us see. 

Alien spacemen—one, two, three. 
No more hiding—look at me. 
 
Verse 6 
The Gazpacho people shop in town, 
At corner stores, in morning rain. 

They nod hello, they hold the door— 
Same small kind acts, again and again. 
But some still whisper, passing through: 
“Don’t meet that gaze… it shifts in hue.” 
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Verse 7 
Yet their families seem grateful, happy, 
They laugh in the open air. 

They fix what’s broken, share what they’ve got— 
Like they actually want to be here. 
And that scary hue, In sun it gleams— 
More like a trick than our fever dreams. 
 
Verse 8 

So it’s time to return to our tables, 
And bask in a kinder glow. 
Time for peace, we all agree— 
Let the shouting fade, let the small things grow. 
The cleansing is over, the fever’s done— 
Look at us now… great partners we’ve become. 

[ 
Final Chorus 
Alien spacemen—one, two, three. 
Masks come off—now we can see. 
Alien spacemen—one, two, three. 

Side by side—walk home with me. 
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