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A warning to your race.

This message is from the quiet dark between your moon and your oceans, where your signals drift to us like fading breaths. I address you not as a conqueror, nor as a savior, but as the one among my kind who believed in you. 

Defended you. 
I argued for you.

I insisted that the human race, despite its contradictions, its fear, its history-was capable of meeting the unknown with curiosity instead of violence. I wanted peace. I wanted understanding. I wanted to prove that two civilizations separated by light-years could still meet with open hands.

But I was wrong.

When your species began searching the skies for something, we felt it. Seen it, caught it. Your instruments brushed against our borders. Your transmissions reached our listening chambers. You were reaching outward, desperate to know if you were alone. And we, the quiet, the patient, were watching and we are in fact, that something you sought.

I volunteered to be the first to step forward.

I sent a single vessel, a lone envoy, far from your cities, far from your children, far from the fragile structures you call home. 

I chose your desert because it was empty, quiet, safe. I wanted no harm to come to you. I wanted no fear to spread among your people. But fear came anyway and your violence arrived first. The machines surrounded our envoy, their weapons drawn, their voices sharp with panic.

My envoy stood still, hands raised in a gesture we learned from you, palms open, fingers spread, a universal symbol of peace. He mimicked your posture exactly like we planned. 

He trusted you. 
He trusted my faith in you.
You attacked our messenger who sought only peace. 

The first point of attack tore through him before he could speak. The second ensured he never would. And then your soldiers dragged what remained of him into containment, as if he were a specimen, not a being who crossed the void to meet you.

Our higher council had warned me. They told me your species reacts violently to what it does not understand. They told me your history is full of fear disguised as bravery. They told me you would not welcome us. But I refused to believe them. 

I argued that humanity had grown, that your search for life meant you were ready to meet it.

I defended you. 
I stood for you.
And you proved me wrong.

When your soldiers killed our envoy, our protocol demanded a rescue. Not retaliation but rescue. And when our rescue vessels arrived and saw what you had done, saw the weapons raised again, saw the fear twisting your faces, they acted to protect themselves. They neutralized the threat. They erased your base from the sand. They did what they were trained to do when diplomacy fails.

You call it an attack.

We call it a consequence. 

Understand: we did not come to conquer you. We did not come to harvest you, enslave you, or dominate your world. We came because you were searching for us. We came because I believed you were ready. I believed you would meet us with the same hope we carried for you.But now, I feel something I never expected to feel toward your species. Anger. 

Not hatred. 
Not vengeance. 
Anger born from disappointment. Anger born from the realization that I gave you the benefit of doubt, and you answered with gunfire. I wanted Earth to be a place where peace between our kinds could grow. I wanted your children to inherit a future where the stars were not frightening, but familiar.

I wanted your species to rise beyond its fear. But now I see that perhaps you are not ready.

Perhaps you never were.

Do not reach out to us again.
Do not search for us in your skies.
Do not send your signals into the dark.
Do not attempt contact, diplomacy, or apology. There will now be consequences and not because we desire conflict.
Not because we seek revenge.

But because your actions have shown us what you are willing to do when faced with something you do not understand.We will not risk another envoy.
We will not risk another life.
We will not risk another moment of misplaced hope and if you reach for us again, you will not find open hands again.

You will find the result of the choice you made in the desert.

The End

"They sent one of their kind to speak for us. We shot him in a desert."
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