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The Primitive Signal


Never zap what you can observe—unless it’s really funny. —
GOC Manual



[Alien Note] In the spiraling tendrils of the Milky Way
galaxy, on a cloaked outpost orbiting the third rock from a middling
yellow star, two aliens sat in a cramped, glowing pod stuffed with
incomprehensible tech. The planet below, dubbed "Terra" by its
squabbling inhabitants, was a chaotic swirl of blue, green, and the
occasional puff of smoke from what the locals optimistically called
"civilization." The outpost shimmered with a faint iridescence, its
quantum stealth field rendering it invisible to the primitive
electromagnetic probes of Terra’s denizens. Inside, Zlorgax and
Qweevrin, assigned by the Galactic Observation Corps (GOC), monitored
the noisy little world with vastly differing levels of enthusiasm.

Zlorgax was a hulking, multi-tentacled Klaxxorian with a temper as
volatile as a neutron star collapse. His skin pulsed an angry crimson,
and his six eyes glowed like tiny supernovae when he was irritated—which
was always. His voice boomed through the pod, rattling the crystalline
control panels as he paced, his tentacles leaving faint trails of
phosphorescent slime on the floor.

"By the seven moons of Vlorp, Qweevrin, I’m losing my sludge-sucking
mind up here!" he bellowed. "Three cycles—THREE!—watching these hairless
meatbags stumble around their mudball, banging rocks together and
calling it progress. I say we zap a few with the Graviton Disruptor,
maybe turn their puny brains inside out for kicks. Nobody’ll notice if a
couple go missing. Their own kind barely notice when they vanish! I
mean, look at ’em—half the time they’re too busy staring at their
glowing rectangles to count heads!"

He slammed a tentacle on the console, accidentally triggering a
holo-display of Terra’s latest radio frequency emissions. The screen
flickered to life, blaring a cacophony of human broadcasts: CNN droning
about political scandals with pundits shouting over each other, ABC
hyping a cooking show where contestants wept over burnt toast while a
judge screamed about "texture," NBC airing a reality series featuring a
family arguing over a pet llama’s grooming habits, and something called
"Celebrity Dumpster Dive" where garishly dressed humans rummaged through
trash for prizes. Zlorgax gaped, his eyes flaring brighter with each
channel shift.

"Look at this garbage!" he roared, flailing another tentacle at the
screen, nearly knocking over a stack of data crystals. "These are
amoeba-level intellects! Barely sentient! They’re broadcasting their own
stupidity into the void like it’s a badge of honor. We’d be doing the
galaxy a favor by pruning a few! I could zap that llama family
first—watch ’em scatter, bleating like the beasts they adore!"

Qweevrin, a sleek, bioluminescent Vyxian with a body that shimmered
like liquid mercury, reclined in his grav-chair, his three elongated
fingers tapping rhythmically on a neuro-interface pad. His voice was
smooth and measured, carrying the weary tone of someone who’d been
babysitting Zlorgax for far too long. His glow pulsed faintly, a calming
counterpoint to the chaos beside him.

"Zlorgax, you’re forgetting the Prime Directive of Non-Interference,"
he said calmly, not looking up from his pad. "The supervisors
will notice if we start meddling with the locals. They’ve got
quantum scanners that can detect a single atom out of place across ten
parsecs. You zap one of those primates, and next thing you know, we’re
both liquidated into nutrient slurry for the next batch of recruits. I’m
not risking my existence because you’re bored out of your six-eyed
skull."

Zlorgax snorted, a sound like a malfunctioning exhaust port, spraying
a fine mist of slime across the pod. "Prime Directive? Pah! These
creatures don’t even qualify as lifeforms! Look at them—worshipping
glowing rectangles, arguing over who gets to sit on a metal chair in a
big white house they call ‘power.’ They’re a cosmic joke! I’d be doing
them a favor—zap a few, shake things up, give ’em something real to
scream about instead of their ‘dumpster dives’!"

Qweevrin sighed, his glow dimming slightly as he activated his
virtual earplugs—tiny nanites that filtered out Zlorgax’s rants while
letting him monitor the outpost’s systems. He leaned back, letting his
partner’s tirade wash over him like background radiation, though a faint
smirk tugged at his features as Zlorgax’s voice hit a new pitch.

Undeterred by Qweevrin’s silence, Zlorgax slithered over to the
weapons console, his tentacles twitching with glee. "Fine, you sit there
like a lump of inert gas. I’ll handle this myself. How about we deploy
the Neuro-Scrambler? Make a few of them think they’re giant lizards for
a day—watch them run around, screaming, eating their own furniture! Or
the Molecular Recombinator—turn their ‘cities’ into piles of glitter!
Harmless fun!" He tapped the console, and a holographic menu flared up,
displaying an arsenal of absurdly advanced weaponry: the Graviton
Disruptor (for imploding targets into singularities), the Psionic
Agitator (for inducing mass hallucinations), and the Chrono-Shuffler
(for sending victims five minutes into their own past, just to confuse
them). Zlorgax’s eyes gleamed as he scrolled through the options,
muttering, "Ooh, maybe the Plasma Tickler—give ’em a little jolt!"
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