ASYLUM

June 7th, 1991. It was the happiest of days for hundreds of students. Graduation day at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology. Relief and smiles. Diplomas and handshakes. Black smog, rolling through the court and enveloping everything. Blocking out the air. At first the crowd laughed at the prank. Then people began collapsing, and the panic began.

The clouds encircled the entire campus as its inhabitants slept. When the clouds lifted, I awoke to discover that night had fallen - the unending starless night. I looked up, and I noticed that all the lights in the Green Building were out. Toto, I don’t think we’re in Cambridge any more...

June 10 1991. The smoke and fumes had dissipated, but their affects had not. No one seemed to be physically ill, but fear and pressure were pushing everyone to the edge. Or over. For there was no contact with the real world. A black impermeable shield surrounded the people of MIT. And locked them in. People looked for reasons, answers, anything...

There was no possible explanation. The administration could only feebly say that in the last moments they had received a Message. The last words from the outside world were that the black clouds of smoke had been a biology experiment gone horribly awry. Before it was allowed to affect all of Boston, the campus had been sealed off. Perhaps permanently. We were all sick in the head, doomed to death or insanity by the man-made disease. And it is contagious. So therefore, MIT has been sealed away until such time as... They gave our prison a name:

The Asylum, about 1995. We’re very happy in our new world. When the Asylum began, people handled it differently, or not at all. Some took the shock well. Others went batty right away and threw themselves from the rooftops or went on insane rampages. The MIT Corporation was unable to keep order, and anarchy prevailed. Then the Custodium was formed on the strong pillars of the Physical Plant. Everybody’s favorite fixit people. The window wipers, the garbage men, and the air conditioning repairmen took the essential survival functions of the colony and turned them into an outlet for our frustration. Instead of breaking down, we worked to restore heat, light, and water.

The Message spoke truth: slowly but surely, insanity descended like a summer evening upon us. Many began to see things or become things they were not. Great delusions in the form of cults rose and fell. People were unhappy thinking that they couldn’t get to the rest of the world. Some thought that the Universe had ended, except for MIT. Eventually hopes of going home died, and we decided to be happy here instead.

First, there’s the monks of Project Athena, who seem to know everything about everybody. And there are rumors that they use the system to steal all the resources from others. But then why would they be scrambling to collect even more resources with threats and espionage?

Others have found solace in the faith of religion. From the keg parties of the Brotherhood Fraternities to the wisdom and light of the Holy Order of George, everybody’s got a theory about what God really wants. And Good News! For the four year in a row, tuition has even fallen. This year it’s only 45 days of food, 300 days of repairs for physical plant, and an amazing breakthrough in some field of research. Too bad the administration is getting serious about collecting their debts! Everything’s so peaceful in this lush garden of philosophy and real science research. Everybody gets along pretty well.

Well, except maybe the people who blame our problem on technology and are trying to destroy all of the science facilities. Electricity was quickly restored by the nuclear reactor, but power is metered out by a hostile band of students guarding the generator like a fortress. Foul-tasting but nutritious food was synthesized chemically, but real food became a luxury. Everyone’s always fighting over food, it’s almost like money. Some of research is really cool. Twisted, you might say, but inspired. Nobody’s come up with a cure for our disease, except for one time, but that was just some sort of power play. There are a lot of those...

In fact now there’s been a lot of renegotiation of supplies and resources. The infighting has gotten so bad that the Custodium has decided to form a triumverate where the three most powerful groups can be the government together. But is this a way to keep the peace or to flush out their opponents? Either way, the administration is up for grabs, if MIT can be truly said to have a government at all.

Asylum is a maze of twisty little personal plots, all different. By Jonathan Monsarrat, Rif, and Francis Zane, for Summer 1991 (pending Guild approval). Contact Francis at fxzane@athena for more information.

June 7th, 1991. It was the happiest of days for hundreds of students. Graduation day at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology. Relief and smiles. Diplomas and handshakes. Black smog, rolling through the court and enveloping everything. Blocking out the air. At first the crowd laughed at the prank. Then people began collapsing, and the panic began.

The clouds encircled the entire campus as its inhabitants slept. When the clouds lifted, I awoke to discover that night had fallen - the unending starless night. I looked up, and I noticed that all the lights in the Green Building were out. Toto, I don’t think we’re in Cambridge any more...

June 10 1991. The smoke and fumes had dissipated, but their affects had not. No one seemed to be physically ill, but fear and pressure were pushing everyone to the edge. Or over. For there was no contact with the real world. A black impermeable shield surrounded the people of MIT. And locked them in. People looked for reasons, answers, anything...

There was no possible explanation. The administration could only feebly say that in the last moments they had received a Message. The last words from the outside world were that the black clouds of smoke had been a biology experiment gone horribly awry. Before it was allowed to affect all of Boston, the campus had been sealed off. Perhaps permanently. We were all sick in the head, doomed to death or insanity by the man-made disease. And it is contagious. So therefore, MIT has been sealed away until such time as... They gave our prison a name:

The Asylum, about 1995. We’re very happy in our new world. When the Asylum began, people handled it differently, or not at all. Some took the shock well. Others went batty right away and threw themselves from the rooftops or went on insane rampages. The MIT Corporation was unable to keep order, and anarchy prevailed. Then the Custodium was formed on the strong pillars of the Physical Plant. Everybody’s favorite fixit people. The window wipers, the garbage men, and the air conditioning repairmen took the essential survival functions of the colony and turned them into an outlet for our frustration. Instead of breaking down, we worked to restore heat, light, and water.

The Message spoke truth: slowly but surely, insanity descended like a summer evening upon us. Many began to see things or become things they were not. Great delusions in the form of cults rose and fell. People were unhappy thinking that they couldn’t get to the rest of the world. Some thought that the Universe had ended, except for MIT. Eventually hopes of going home died, and we decided to be happy here instead.

First, there’s the monks of Project Athena, who seem to know everything about everybody. And there are rumors that they use the system to steal all the resources from others. But then why would they be scrambling to collect even more resources with threats and espionage?

Others have found solace in the faith of religion. From the keg parties of the Brotherhood Fraternities to the wisdom and light of the Holy Order of George, everybody’s got a theory about what God really wants. And Good News! For the four year in a row, tuition has even fallen. This year it’s only 45 days of food, 300 days of repairs for physical plant, and an amazing breakthrough in some field of research. Too bad the administration is getting serious about collecting their debts! Everything’s so peaceful in this lush garden of philosophy and real science research. Everybody gets along pretty well.

Well, except maybe the people who blame our problem on technology and are trying to destroy all of the science facilities. Electricity was quickly restored by the nuclear reactor, but power is metered out by a hostile band of students guarding the generator like a fortress. Foul-tasting but nutritious food was synthesized chemically, but real food became a luxury. Everyone’s always fighting over food, it’s almost like money. Some of research is really cool. Twisted, you might say, but inspired. Nobody’s come up with a cure for our disease, except for one time, but that was just some sort of power play. There are a lot of those...

In fact now there’s been a lot of renegotiation of supplies and resources. The infighting has gotten so bad that the Custodium has decided to form a triumverate where the three most powerful groups can be the government together. But is this a way to keep the peace or to flush out their opponents? Either way, the administration is up for grabs, if MIT can be truly said to have a government at all.

Asylum is a maze of twisty little personal plots, all different. By Jonathan Monsarrat, Rif, and Francis Zane, for Summer 1991 (pending Guild approval). Contact Francis at fxzane@athena for more information.

June 7th, 1991. It was the happiest of days for hundreds of students. Graduation day at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology. Relief and smiles. Diplomas and handshakes. Black smog, rolling through the court and enveloping everything. Blocking out the air. At first the crowd laughed at the prank. Then people began collapsing, and the panic began.

The clouds encircled the entire campus as its inhabitants slept. When the clouds lifted, I awoke to discover that night had fallen - the unending starless night. I looked up, and I noticed that all the lights in the Green Building were out. Toto, I don’t think we’re in Cambridge any more...

June 10 1991. The smoke and fumes had dissipated, but their affects had not. No one seemed to be physically ill, but fear and pressure were pushing everyone to the edge. Or over. For there was no contact with the real world. A black impermeable shield surrounded the people of MIT. And locked them in. People looked for reasons, answers, anything...

There was no possible explanation. The administration could only feebly say that in the last moments they had received a Message. The last words from the outside world were that the black clouds of smoke had been a biology experiment gone horribly awry. Before it was allowed to affect all of Boston, the campus had been sealed off. Perhaps permanently. We were all sick in the head, doomed to death or insanity by the man-made disease. And it is contagious. So therefore, MIT has been sealed away until such time as... They gave our prison a name:

The Asylum, about 1995. We’re very happy in our new world. When the Asylum began, people handled it differently, or not at all. Some took the shock well. Others went batty right away and threw themselves from the rooftops or went on insane rampages. The MIT Corporation was unable to keep order, and anarchy prevailed. Then the Custodium was formed on the strong pillars of the Physical Plant. Everybody’s favorite fixit people. The window wipers, the garbage men, and the air conditioning repairmen took the essential survival functions of the colony and turned them into an outlet for our frustration. Instead of breaking down, we worked to restore heat, light, and water.

The Message spoke truth: slowly but surely, insanity descended like a summer evening upon us. Many began to see things or become things they were not. Great delusions in the form of cults rose and fell. People were unhappy thinking that they couldn’t get to the rest of the world. Some thought that the Universe had ended, except for MIT. Eventually hopes of going home died, and we decided to be happy here instead.

First, there’s the monks of Project Athena, who seem to know everything about everybody. And there are rumors that they use the system to steal all the resources from others. But then why would they be scrambling to collect even more resources with threats and espionage?

Others have found solace in the faith of religion. From the keg parties of the Brotherhood Fraternities to the wisdom and light of the Holy Order of George, everybody’s got a theory about what God really wants. And Good News! For the four year in a row, tuition has even fallen. This year it’s only 45 days of food, 300 days of repairs for physical plant, and an amazing breakthrough in some field of research. Too bad the administration is getting serious about collecting their debts! Everything’s so peaceful in this lush garden of philosophy and real science research. Everybody gets along pretty well.

Well, except maybe the people who blame our problem on technology and are trying to destroy all of the science facilities. Electricity was quickly restored by the nuclear reactor, but power is metered out by a hostile band of students guarding the generator like a fortress. Foul-tasting but nutritious food was synthesized chemically, but real food became a luxury. Everyone’s always fighting over food, it’s almost like money. Some of research is really cool. Twisted, you might say, but inspired. Nobody’s come up with a cure for our disease, except for one time, but that was just some sort of power play. There are a lot of those...

In fact now there’s been a lot of renegotiation of supplies and resources. The infighting has gotten so bad that the Custodium has decided to form a triumverate where the three most powerful groups can be the government together. But is this a way to keep the peace or to flush out their opponents? Either way, the administration is up for grabs, if MIT can be truly said to have a government at all.

Asylum is a maze of twisty little personal plots, all different. By Jonathan Monsarrat, Rif, and Francis Zane, for Summer 1991 (pending Guild approval). Contact Francis at fxzane@athena for more information.