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    “Insufficient facts always invite danger”
— Spock

  


  Alien Artefact


  America


  
    Each and every screen round the world was showing the moment. A big object landed in Red Arrow Park. Milwaukee, the best city in the world of the best country in the world. Te news was in the opening of all broadcasts and on the headline of all newspapers.


    In the days after the landing, a group of the best American scientists, leaded by doctor John A. Smith, was created to study the Artefact closely. The 120 storeys high, golden egg-shaped object, was hovering about three or four palms above the ground on its thinner side, waiting in silence, brazenly defying gravity.


    Finally, after about ten days, the Artefact gave its first sign of being alive. It lit up with a bright white light and started to pulsate rhythmically. Suddenly, it stopped and then started a light and sound pattern reminiscent of an old electronic toy. Red, yellow, red, green, white. With each colour, a sound—Five notes that created a simple yet memorable tune. The Artefact reproduced this pattern twice a day, exactly at every twelve hours, and kept silent for half a day.

  


  Europe


  
    The sky was clear, the moon showed its full size and splendour. For being summer, the night was not the hottest in Llubí, and the streets were full of people in celebration of the village patron saint. In the main square a band of teenagers was playing popular covers for a crowd that were dancing and drinking.


    Suddenly, the electricity cut off. People started booing, mainly for the laughs of watching the youngsters on stage, stressed and confused. There was a silence when a black metallic cylinder of about ten meters in diameter and more than double in height descended with a subtle low hum. Magnificent. Terrifying.


    Most of the folks walked or ran away from the landing area. The ones too drunk to react were pushed gently away by an invisible force, leaving an empty space enough to hover about two palms from ground. Once in place, the Artefact stood there, inert, waiting.


    Several persons tried to get closer to the thing to inspect it, some even tried to touch it, but the invisible force kept everybody at a distance—like a modern trench.


    Next morning, the mayor Perelló, accompanied by several members of the local police force and her personal assistant, arrived at the main square. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing, even if she was warned about it, but the Artefact was impressive. “I cannot— What— Where—” she stuttered to herself in Proper. Then, she addressed the policeman closer to her in External, «I need everybody available here as soon as possible.»


    The man nodded, made a sign to his subordinate and both got in the police car.


    “Biel, I need you to set up an urgent meeting with the town council members,” she said to her assistant.


    Biel went to make some phone calls and left mayor Perelló and two police officers staring at the cylinder. Unexpectedly, a black rectangle opened in the front side wall. A strange door. It was not possible to look through or understand how it was able to touch the ground while the Artefact was still floating. Mayor Perelló couldn’t move, astonished.


    “Don’t fear. You can come in,” she heard in her head.


    «Who are you? What do you want?» She asked instinctively.


    “You can express yourself in Proper. We understand you.”


    “Who—”


    “Come in. Let’s drink a rebentat.”

  


  –( - )–


  
    Doctor Smith exhaustively tracked the object behaviour. The groups of scientists, in rotating shifts, came and went from the camp they set up in the very park. A shared space with the military, the emergency team, and a noisy crowd of news reporters that covered for ten days, the performance the Artefact did at the exactly same time. People on the internet quickly made thousands of theories. No one could give a reasonable explanation of what that gigantic egg meant.


    “We have been compiling enough data of the Pattern, as we call the sequence the Artefact repeats,” explained doctor Smith in his latest interview. “We now are able to study its meaning.”

  


  –( - )–


  
    The town council members had been discussing for hours and still they didn’t arrive to any decision.


    “I don’t believe we even consider the fact that you believe what They say is true,” said a member of the opposition.


    “Well, They said they are an unimaginably advanced society. Why should they lie?” Mayor Perelló answered.


    «Bullshit! They are manipulating and using you as an instrument to brainwash us all,» interrupted counsellor Martínez, one of the loud members of the right-wing party. Looking to nobody in particular added, «Let’s not listen to her and let’s attack now that They don’t expect it!»


    “What are you talking about, Swarseneger?” Another member replied.


    “Please, let’s keep it civilised,” interrupted the mayor. “They want to give us a gift.”


    «A gift?» Asked mockingly counsellor Martínez. «Why would They give anything to us? What do They want in return?»


    “That’s what They said. They didn’t give any explanation.”


    «They didn’t give anything to the Americans. I’m sure it’s a trap, a poisoned gift!»


    “Such a drama queen!” Counsellor Ribot said.


    «What are you calling me? You are a stupid mothe—»


    “Matínez!” Interrupted mayor Perelló. “Let’s turn it down. I think it is a perfect moment to take a break. Let’s meet tomorrow at the same time.”


    “Tomorrow? Tomorrow is a feast day,” said one of the counsellors.


    “Buff, then let’s make it the day after tomorrow. We could get a team of experts here…”


    «Shouldn’t that be debated in the next session?» Said counsellor Martínez.

  


  


  
    Mayor Perelló couldn’t sleep that night, so she dressed and walked to the main square. Once there, she stood in silence staring at the cylinder.


    “Have you decided about our gift yet?” She heard in her head.


    “No, not really. We need more time,” she paused. “Is that thing in the US you?”


    “Indeed. Time is running out. We can’t distract them much longer with that old child toy. If they know we are talking with you, they will become hostile.”


    “Understood.”

  


  –( - )–


  
    The group of scientists tried every experiment possible, from the more coherent to the more esoteric. They played the Pattern forwards and backwards, they looked into the blank spaces of the sound wave, they compared the note progression to several mathematical series. They hired the best musicians in America to scrutinise even the most insignificant aspect of the tune, its longitude, amplitude, frequency, period, everything. All fruitless. For the ten days, the Artefact stood there, playing its show punctually, indifferent to everyone. On the eleventh day, it flew away the same way it had arrived.

  


  –( - )–


  
    “I can’t believe you are so annoying.”


    «Better annoying than stupid.»


    “Listen…” mayor Perelló looked tired, “we have been only talking and fighting, and that thing has been there for three weeks now. Don’t you think it’s time to get to a decision?”


    «Don’t you think this is the most important matter we faced in the last century? We better take some time to make no mistakes.»


    “What mistakes?” Counsellor Ribot asked. “I think we are making a big fuss for nothing. There is a study—”


    “There is a study,” mocked counsellor Martínez. «Come on! All studies have been manipulated.»


    “Are you being serious? That proves your incompetence!”


    «I will not tolerate more insults and slanders. This is outrageous!»


    “Come down, come down. Please. Show some respect!” Mayor Perelló said trying to repress a list of swear words. Let’s recap. We have agreed to get a third professional study on the matter. About the questions I will ask before making a decision—“


    «They should be asked in External,» interrupted counsellor Martínez. «The citizens have the right to—»


    “Yes, yes, we have taken note,” also interrupted the mayor with a movement of her hand, visibly tired. She continued, “As I was saying, we agreed on the list of questions, and to ask for a minimum of a week, so that we have the time to consider all possible options. Any more request?” She looked around and continued—“Then let’s make the final vote and proceed to set a rendezvous with Them.”


    Meanwhile, outside, in the main square an old man walked near the Artefact helped with his shepherd’s crook. He stood there for a moment, inspecting the object as if he would try to discover its secrets. Finally, he said grumbling, “Damn you re-forty times! Don’t you see you are a bloody nuisance?! Leave the square, you moron!”


    Softly, the cylinder raised to a safe height and accelerated until it was a dot in the sky. Then, the man walked to his favourite bench, sat down and took a deep breath. Now he could contemplate pigeons fly across the square.
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    AMAN NÒLEM (he/they) is obsessed with the far and distant future, a future full of unknown creatures, AIs and sentient robots as they travel from the a Mediterranean island to unexplored deep space.


    Read more at amannolem.cat
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