
Signal Zero

––––––––

The first transmission was never meant to be heard.



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SIGNAL ZERO

    

    
      First edition. March 17, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Davis Shyaka Musirikare.

    

    
    
      Written by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Signal Zero

Chapter One: The Weight of Silence

Chapter Two: Patterns in the Dark

Chapter Three: The First Prediction

Chapter Four: Echoes of Tomorrow

Chapter Five: The Weight of a Name

Chapter Six: Breaking the Cycle

Chapter Seven: Shadows of Certainty

Chapter Eight: The Ocean’s Choice

Chapter Nine: Whispers Across Time

Chapter Ten: The Mirror in the Stars

Chapter Eleven: A Heartbeat Recorded

Chapter Twelve: The Turning Point

Chapter Thirteen: Betrayal of Fate

Chapter Fourteen: The Second Transmission

Chapter Fifteen: Fragments of Hope

Chapter Sixteen: The Cost of Knowing

Chapter Seventeen: Resistance of the Soul

Chapter Eighteen: Into the Static

Chapter Nineteen: The Final Prediction

Chapter Twenty: Changing the Unchangeable

Chapter Twenty-One: The Silence Reclaimed

Chapter Twenty-Two: Beyond the Record

Chapter Twenty-Three: A World Reborn

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For everyone who has ever looked at the stars and wondered if their path was already chosen.
For those who have the courage to listen to the silence and speak their own truth.
And for the ones who believe that the greatest mystery is not the end of the road, but the next step we take.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "History is a song that has already been sung. We are simply the ones who provide the breath. If you knew the final note, would you still have the heart to sing?"
— Fragment from the first transmission

      

    

A Novel by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.
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Chapter One: The Weight of Silence
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The Atacama Desert did not care about the dreams of men. It was a vast, red expanse of dust and ancient stone that stretched toward a sky so clear it felt like a physical weight. On a lonely ridge, miles from the nearest paved road, the San Pedro Listening Station stood like a silver crown on a jagged mountain. It was a place of deep silence, designed to hear the whispers of the universe.

Zoya stood on the metal catwalk outside the main dome. She was a woman of thirty, with skin the color of polished mahogany and eyes that always seemed to be looking at something just beyond the horizon. She held a mug of tea in both hands, letting the warmth seep into her fingers. The desert air was cold at four in the morning.

She looked up at the stars. To most people, they were beautiful points of light. To Zoya, they were data. They were distances measured in light-years and frequencies measured in hertz. She had spent five years at this station, listening for something that most scientists believed did not exist.

"You are going to freeze out here, Zoya," a voice called from the doorway.

Zoya did not turn around. She knew the voice well. It belonged to Arjun, the lead engineer. He was a man in his late fifties, with graying hair and a kind face that carried the lines of a thousand sleepless nights. He had been a mentor to her since she arrived from the university in Nairobi.

"The air is clear tonight, Arjun," Zoya said softly. Her voice was melodic and calm. "I can almost hear the mountains breathing."

Arjun stepped out onto the catwalk, his heavy boots clanking on the metal grating. He leaned against the railing next to her. "The mountains do not breathe. That is just the wind moving through the canyons. You have been here too long. You are starting to give the rocks human traits."

Zoya smiled. It was a small, sincere expression. "Perhaps. But it is better than the alternative. If I do not listen to the rocks, I have to listen to the silence. And the silence is very loud lately."

Arjun sighed. He looked out over the dark valley. "The board of directors is meeting in Geneva next week. They are talking about cutting our funding. They say we have found nothing but background noise for half a decade. They want to turn this place into a weather station."

Zoya felt a sharp pang of fear in her chest. This station was more than a job to her. It was her sanctuary. After her mother had passed away three years ago, Zoya had buried herself in the work. She had nowhere else to go, and no one else who understood her need for the stars.

"They cannot do that," Zoya said, her voice tightening. "We are closer than ever. The new receivers are picking up signals from the deep void that were invisible before."

"Signals are not results," Arjun said gently. "They want a discovery. They want a headline. They want to know if we are alone in the universe."

Zoya looked down at her mug. The tea was cold now. "We are never truly alone as long as we are looking for someone else."

Arjun patted her shoulder. "Go inside. Get some sleep. I will take the morning watch."

Zoya nodded, but she knew she would not sleep. She handed him her mug and walked through the airlock door. The interior of the station was a contrast to the natural beauty of the desert. It was a world of white walls, glowing computer screens, and the constant hum of cooling fans.

She sat down at her primary terminal. The screens showed a waterfall of green and blue lines. These were the radio waves currently being captured by the massive dishes outside. Most of it was the debris of the cosmos—the dying gasps of stars, the rotation of distant planets, and the accidental interference from human satellites.

Zoya put on her headphones. She adjusted the frequency dial with practiced fingers. She liked to listen to the raw data. Most researchers used algorithms to scan for patterns, but Zoya trusted her ears. She believed the human brain was still the best tool for recognizing the rhythm of intelligence.

For hours, there was nothing but the familiar hiss of the vacuum. It sounded like a distant ocean, endless and indifferent.

Then, at exactly 5:14 AM, the hiss changed.

It did not become a beep or a pulse. It did not sound like a machine. It sounded like a vibration, a low-frequency thrum that made the bones in Zoya’s jaw ache. She froze. Her hands hovered over the keyboard.

"Arjun?" she whispered into her headset, though she knew he was still outside.

She hit the record button. She boosted the gain and filtered out the local interference from the station’s own power grid. The thrumming grew louder. It began to take on a structure. It was rhythmic, almost like a heartbeat, but much slower.

Zoya pulled up the source analysis tool. The computer began to calculate the origin of the signal. The green progress bar crawled across the screen.

Origin: Unknown.
Distance: Beyond local cluster.
Age of Signal: Estimated 13 billion years.
Zoya felt the blood drain from her face. If the data was correct, this signal had been traveling through space since the very beginning of time. It was older than the Earth. It was older than the sun.

She adjusted the audio filters one more time, trying to find a clear channel within the noise. Suddenly, the thrumming vanished. In its place, there was a voice.

It was not a voice Zoya recognized. It sounded distorted, as if it were being played through a layer of water, but the language was unmistakable.

"The date is June fourteenth," the voice said. It was a woman’s voice, sounding calm and professional. "The heavy rains in Southeast Asia have caused a secondary landslide in the mountainous regions of northern Vietnam. Rescue teams have confirmed the loss of twelve lives. In other news, the peace summit in Cairo has reached a historic agreement regarding water rights."

Zoya ripped the headphones off her ears. She was shaking so hard she had to grip the edge of the desk.

"That is impossible," she breathed.

She looked at the digital clock on her wall. The date was June twelfth.

The signal was broadcasting the news from two days in the future.

Zoya scrambled to her feet, her chair skidding across the floor. She ran toward the airlock. She needed Arjun. She needed someone to tell her that she was hallucinating from the lack of sleep.

She burst out onto the catwalk. The sun was just beginning to peek over the edge of the mountains, painting the desert in shades of gold and purple. Arjun was standing by the railing, staring at the sunrise.

"Arjun!" Zoya shouted. "Come inside! You have to hear this!"

Arjun turned, his expression puzzled. "What is it? Did you find a pulsar?"

"No," Zoya said, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "It is not a star. It is a broadcast. It is... it is the news, Arjun. But it is the news from the day after tomorrow."

Arjun frowned. "Zoya, that makes no sense. We are a deep-space station. We do not pick up local television signals."

"It is not local!" Zoya cried. "The computer says the signal is thirteen billion years old. It is coming from the edge of the observable universe. But it is speaking English. It is speaking about events that have not happened yet."

Arjun saw the terror in her eyes and his expression softened. He realized she was not joking. He followed her back into the station.

Inside, the recording was still playing on a loop. Zoya hit the play button on the speakers. The voice filled the small room, echoing against the metal walls.

"...The peace summit in Cairo has reached a historic agreement regarding water rights. International observers are calling it a new era of cooperation."

Arjun listened in silence. He walked over to the terminal and checked the source data himself. He looked at the frequency. He looked at the distance markers.

"This cannot be," Arjun whispered. "If this signal is billions of years old, it was sent before the Earth even existed. How could it know about a summit in Cairo?"

"I do not know," Zoya said. She felt a cold sensation crawling up her spine. "But there is more. Listen to the end of the recording."

The voice on the recording paused for a moment. There was a brief burst of static, and then a different sound emerged. It was the sound of a child laughing. It was a joyful, innocent sound that felt strangely out of place in the sterile environment of the lab.

Then, the woman’s voice returned.

"History is a circle," she said. Her voice was no longer professional. It sounded weary and sad. "We are simply the ones who keep the record. If you are hearing this, please remember: the choice was always yours."

The signal cut to black. The screens returned to the waterfall of meaningless noise.

Zoya and Arjun stood in the center of the room, surrounded by the hum of the machines. Outside, the sun rose higher, bringing light to a world that suddenly felt very fragile.

"What do we do?" Zoya asked. Her voice was barely a whisper.

Arjun looked at the screen, then at Zoya. He looked older than he had ten minutes ago. "We wait," he said. "We wait forty-eight hours. If there is a landslide in Vietnam... if there is a peace treaty in Cairo... then the world has just changed forever."

Zoya looked at her hands. They were still shaking. She thought about the child’s laughter in the recording. It had sounded so real, so full of life.

She realized then that the mystery was not just about the stars or the age of the signal. It was about them. It was about every person on the planet.

The first transmission was never meant to be heard, but it had arrived nonetheless. And now, the silence of the desert felt more like a countdown.
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Chapter Two: Patterns in the Dark
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The next forty-eight hours were the longest of Zoya’s life. The sun crawled across the desert sky like a slow-moving predator. Inside the station, the air grew thick with the smell of stale coffee and the hum of overworked cooling fans. Neither Zoya nor Arjun slept for more than an hour at a time.

They had agreed to keep the discovery between them. If the signal was a hoax—a sophisticated prank by a rival research group or a stray reflection of a satellite—reporting it would destroy their careers. But if it was real, the implications were so vast they could barely speak of them.

Zoya sat at her desk, her eyes bloodshot. She had separated the signal into layers. Below the professional voice of the woman reading the news, there were thousands of other frequencies, all braided together like the strands of a thick cable. Most of it was noise, but every so often, a melody would drift through, or the sound of a crowd cheering, or the rhythmic clicking of a clock.

"It is like a library," Zoya whispered to the empty room. "It is not just one broadcast. It is a record of everything."

Arjun walked into the command center, carrying two bowls of instant noodles. He looked exhausted. His shoulders were slumped, and he hadn't shaved. He set a bowl down in front of Zoya.

"Eat," he said. "The news from Vietnam should be breaking soon. You need your strength."

Zoya looked at the steam rising from the bowl but didn't pick up the chopsticks. "Arjun, do you remember what my mother used to say about the stars?"

Arjun sat in the chair next to her. "She said they were the ancestors watching over us, didn't she?"

"She did," Zoya said, a faint smile touching her lips. "I used to argue with her. I told her they were just burning balls of gas, billions of miles away. I told her that there was no such thing as fate, only physics and probability. I felt so smart back then. I thought science was the tool we used to escape the unknown."

She looked at the screen, where the waveform of the signal pulsed like a living thing. "But if this signal is thirteen billion years old, then physics is fate. Every word that woman says was recorded before our sun was even a cloud of dust. How can we have a choice if the record already exists?"

Arjun was silent for a long moment. He watched the green lines on the monitor. "I do not have an answer for that, Zoya. But I know that even a map does not tell you where to walk. It only shows you where the roads are."

"But what if the map shows exactly where you will fall?" Zoya asked.

Before Arjun could answer, a notification chimed on a secondary monitor. They both froze. It was a news alert from an international press agency they had been monitoring.

Zoya’s hands trembled as she clicked the link. A video began to play. It showed a muddy hillside in northern Vietnam. Rescue workers in orange vests were digging through a mountain of red earth. The rain was coming down in sheets, blurring the camera lens.

The headline read: Landslide Hits Northern Vietnam; Twelve Feared Dead.

The room felt as if the oxygen had been sucked out of it. Zoya felt a wave of nausea. It was exactly as the signal had described. Every detail, down to the number of casualties, was identical.

"It happened," Arjun said. His voice was hollow.

"The Cairo summit," Zoya said, her voice rising in panic. "Check the Cairo summit."

Arjun typed quickly. He pulled up a live feed from a major news network. A reporter was standing in front of a white palace in Egypt. Behind him, leaders from five different nations were shaking hands and smiling for the cameras.

"...a stunning breakthrough," the reporter was saying. "After decades of tension, a historic agreement on water rights has been signed. Observers are calling this the most significant peace treaty of the century."

Zoya leaned back in her chair. She felt a cold, biting sensation in her chest. The world outside the station was moving forward, people were celebrating peace and mourning loss, and none of them knew that their lives had been predicted by a voice from the dawn of time.

"We have to tell someone," Zoya said. "We cannot keep this a secret. If the signal knows about landslides and peace treaties, what else does it know? Does it know about wars? Does it know about disasters we could prevent?"

Arjun stood up and paced the small room. "And who would you tell, Zoya? The government? The military? If they find out we have a recording of the future, they will turn this station into a fortress. They will use it to gain power, to manipulate markets, to win wars before they even start. The world is not ready for this."

"But people are dying!" Zoya shouted. She pointed at the screen showing the landslide. "If we had known about this two days ago, we could have warned them. We could have saved those twelve people."

Arjun stopped pacing. He looked at her with a profound sadness. "Or perhaps we couldn't have. If the signal is thirteen billion years old, then that landslide was always going to happen. Maybe our attempt to stop it was already part of the record."

Zoya shook her head. "I refuse to believe that. I have to believe that we matter. That our choices have meaning."

She turned back to the computer. She felt a sudden, desperate need to find more. She began to scrub through the recording, moving past the news segments, looking for something different. She ignored the professional woman’s voice and dived deeper into the layers of static.

She found a section where the signal grew faint, almost disappearing into the background radiation of the universe. She boosted the volume until the speakers hissed with white noise.

Underneath the hiss, she heard a sound. It wasn't a voice this time. It was music.

It was a piano. The notes were soft and slow, played with a gentle touch. It was a melody Zoya recognized instantly. It was a lullaby her mother had sung to her every night when she was a little girl in Nairobi. It was a song that had never been written down, a song passed from mother to daughter for generations in their family.

Zoya’s breath hitched. She felt as if she were falling.

"Zoya? What is it?" Arjun asked, stepping closer.

She didn't answer. She closed her eyes and listened. The piano finished the melody, and then there was a long silence. Finally, a new voice spoke.

This voice was not professional. It was not distant. It was a man’s voice, and it sounded as if he were standing right next to her.

"Zoya," the voice said. "I know you are listening. I know you are afraid. But do not look for the end. Look for the beginning."

The recording ended.

Zoya sat in total silence. Her heart was hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. The man had spoken her name. He had spoken to her across billions of years, through a signal that had traveled through the birth and death of stars.

"He knew my name," she whispered. "Arjun, he knew my name."

Arjun looked at the screen as if it were a ghost. "That is impossible. It has to be a transmission from Earth that we picked up by mistake. Someone is playing a trick on you."

"No," Zoya said, standing up. "The frequency is correct. The distance markers are the same. This signal is not from Earth. It is from out there."

She walked to the window and looked out at the desert. The sun was setting now, casting long, dark shadows across the sand. The world looked the same as it had yesterday, but to Zoya, it felt like a stage set. Everything—the mountains, the sky, even Arjun—seemed fragile, as if they were all just characters in a story that had already been written.

"He told me to look for the beginning," Zoya said, her voice turning firm. "He didn't say to look for the future. He said the beginning."

"What does that mean?" Arjun asked.

"It means we have been looking at the signal the wrong way," Zoya said. "We have been treating it like a broadcast. But what if it is not a broadcast? What if it is a conversation?"

She turned back to her desk, her exhaustion replaced by a cold, sharp focus. She began to look through the very first few seconds of the data they had captured—the moment the signal had first appeared.

Signal Zero.

She found the very first pulse of energy. It was a single, clean spike on the graph. When she converted it into audio, it wasn't a voice or music. It was a series of numbers.

Coordinates.

They weren't coordinates in space. They were coordinates on Earth.

Zoya pulled up a global map and typed in the numbers. The map spun, zooming in across oceans and continents, until it settled on a tiny, uninhabited island in the South Pacific.

"There is nothing there," Arjun said, looking over her shoulder. "Just coral and birds."

"Then why is it the first thing the signal told us?" Zoya asked.

She looked at the coordinates again. Then she looked at the date on the screen. The signal had predicted the landslide and the peace treaty. It had spoken her name. Now, it was pointing to a speck of land in the middle of the ocean.

"I have to go there," Zoya said.

"Zoya, be reasonable," Arjun pleaded. "We have no money, no transport, and we are supposed to be running a station. You cannot just fly across the world because a ghost told you to."

"I am not going because a ghost told me to," Zoya said, looking him in the eye. "I am going because for the first time in my life, I don't want to just listen. I want to talk back."

Arjun saw the fire in her eyes, the same fire he had seen when she first arrived at the station as a student. He knew he couldn't stop her. He also knew that he couldn't let her go alone.

"The board
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