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The Veratis landed on a bright, sunlit summer
day in the north of the Earth settlement identified in Advance
Scout Nerris' report as Dallas. Their gleaming silver saucer
settled with barely a whisper on the selected landing pad: a fuzzy
edged square pattern of reddish soil on the bright green vegetation
that the locals referred to as a baseball diamond. Captain Pergil
fine-tuned the landing so the gravity drive lifted nary a particle
of dust out of place.

Instead they stirred up clouds of apathy.

The hatch opened, and Viceroy Sentius strode
out onto the platform in all his eye-catching magnificence. As
steps formed on the saucer's skin and created a path to the
planet's surface, he struck his characteristic power stance, his
four arms fanned out like the rays of the sun, his gaze skyward,
his nose raised imperiously in the air. He held this pose and
waited for the usual sounds of awe to greet him, but after a few
seconds of silence he allowed one eye to wander until it settled on
the green ground, obviously empty of supplicants.

Sentius was unaccustomed to being overlooked.
Never before in his long and distinguished career as Grand and
Glorious Overlord of the Milky Way sector had he been so snubbed as
to have not even a single native begging a moment of his valuable
time to plead this case or other for why the Veratis should deem
them worthy of existence. He found this negligence on the part of
Humanity unsettling. Perhaps there had been some navigational
error? He would demand that Pergil reexamine his star charts; he
turned to reenter the saucer.

"Viceroy!" he barely heard someone call from
a distance. "Viceroy Sentius!"

Ahhh, the delegation has
arrived; we shall need to address their tardiness,
Sentius thought.

He furrowed his eyebrows appropriately, and
turned to begin the long-practiced tradition of brow-beating.
Seeing as there was no delegation, this proved to be a waste of his
diplomatic expertise,

Rather than a subdued and submissive party of
natives, the man who had hailed him was not a man at all, but
another totally undisguised Verati; it was, in fact, Advance Scout
Nerris crossing the alien landscape.

Viceroy Sentius crossed his four arms and
fumed as he watched Nerris’ approach. Advance scouts were to remain
incognito among the native population, so that their first
unobscured view of the Veratis would be the Grand and Glorious
Viceroy himself. Didn't this underling realize how his appearance
would diminish the impact of the Viceroy's first revelation to this
backwater planet? Or did he seek to steal some of the glory for
himself? Why, the sheer insolence!

Sentius was in high dudgeon by the time
Nerris had arrived at the bottom of the stairs.

"Viceroy Sentius," Nerris began.

But when the Viceroy raised both his left
hands palm out, Nerris ceased speaking. That was as it should be;
at least Nerris was holding to a modicum of protocol.

"You are out of uniform, Mister Nerris
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