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AND NOW A WORD FROM OUR IMPERIAL SPONSERS
Gregor

And that’s why you never piss off a carny, kid.
Son
That’s so interstellar, dad! And the town is now a radioactive wasteland?
Gregor
Only the town center, but yes, for the most part, uninhabitable. Mostly because of mutants. And the blood-lice. Let that be a lesson, son, always respect a traveler. Sometimes they will come to Earth to save it, and sometimes they will have make-shift nuclear bombs attached to clockwork detonators in their gaudy gypsy wagons.

Son
You speak a truth I had not known. I like our chats about our world. They fill me with wonder.
Gregor
This world is a wonderful place, but so is the inside of our hue-mahn mind. Tell me, son, the five aspects of our hue-mahn brains.

Son (reciting from memory)
Aspect 1: No Objectivity 

Aspect 2: Dangerous Emotions.

Aspect 3: Inherent Brutality.

Aspect 4: Illogical Decisions
Aspect 5: Able To Untruth.

Gregor

Very fine, my son. Remember these as you walk through life. They will remind you how infantile and in need of strong guidance us hue-mahns are, and why we are blessed to have the Imperator in our lives now, He-Who-Walks-The-Stars-Of-Thought.
Son

All hail the Imperator.

Enter Brunhilde
Brunhilde

Oh, my fine son, you are learning! It makes this mammalian mother misty in the eye to witness your big brain.

Gregor

You shall continue the family into success!

Brunhilde

We shall join the Primacy as sentients!

Son

It is my only wish!

Gregor and Son freeze, Brunhilde addresses the audience

Brunhilde

(in monotone) Klaxtone/Earth Relations Training Emission: Alpha Five Two

(back to normal) Welcome to Earth, Peacekeepers. May the Imperator open his thoughts to you, and make you one with all. In this training session, you will be introduced to thoughts and concepts that may be foreign and/or disgusting to you. Sadly, the Hue-mahn race has yet to achieve Galactic Acceptability, but it is YOUR mission to change this. The purpose of this and other training emissions is to open your mind to Hue-mahn behavior, so that you Peacekeepers have the tools necessary for governance of the Hue-mans. Without using disintegration. Which is rude.
Gregor unfreezes, addresses the audience

The Klaxtone Empire needs the Hue-mahns to lead happy, productive lives, to mine the vapor clouds for our very life-essence, and YOU are on the front lines of that battle. But their illogical natures may create in your frontispiece many lobe-seizures, and could possibly lead to colony-disorder of the highest order. Therefore, open your mind to our fictitious but mostly realistic portrayal of Hue-mahn interpersonal relations.
Son unfreezes, addresses the audience

In this emission, we will portray a normal hue-mahn family during an emotionally stressful time. Note the circumstances well. The life you save may be your own.
Gregor

I am Gregor, the primary provider of this human family.

Brunhilde

And I am Brunhilde, the mate of Gregor and mother-unit for our Son.

Son

And I am the Son, an inquisitive and impressionable mind, possibly my races savior, if only I could leave my human shackles behind.

Brunhilde

The setting is the family kitchen, at the moment after a meal has been finished.

ALL

THE TRAINING BEGINS NOW!

Gregor and Son return to their seats, Brunhilde walks behind the table

Brunhilde

Oh, son, such a wonder you are. Remembering all you learned in the Intellectium (In-tell-lek-tee-uhm) Isn’t that so, my husband?
Gregor

It is so. He shall be a fine leader of men. Have you yet received your final scores?

Son

(evasive) Oh, no, father, not yet. The transcipts are not sent till all scores are tallied. It should be any hour now. (to audience) Oh no! I am sad that I must lie, but I am human and sadly am very good at it.
Brunhilde

Well, we shall be proud of you as we always are. Top marks are your specialty.

Son

Yes, of course.

Gregor

Think of it! My son, joining the ranks of sentience! My father could only dream of such a thing, during the Scary Time. But to have my genetic code so honored! My emotions are deep and rich.
Brunhilde

It is not just YOUR genetic code. As your mate, I shall share in the glory as well. 
Gregor
Yes, but, Brunhilde, my wife, my male genome is pure and approved. Sadly, your female line is descended from unapproved traitors of humanity’s deep South. From rebels and riflemen proscribed by our Klaxtone liberators.
Brunhilde

Oh, husband, why must you always remind me of my shame? It is enough for water to leak from my eyes!

Son

Mother! Your sadness is causing ME to leak from my eyes!

Gregor

Control your emotions! They shame our race! It was lucky I bought you through the Forced Breeding Program, and am bringing what was forbidden to once again flourish in our genome. These are facts, and you are forbidden to get upset about facts.

Brunhilde

Well, maybe they are facts, but your mentioning them is untimely and hurtful. I cannot change the past!
Gregor and Brunhilde freeze, Son addresses audience

Son

My mother’s grandmother was born into the evil lawless kingdom of Texas. When the revered Klaxtone’s brought peace and galactic prosperity to our Earth, many humans of the South, most of them owners of primitive weapons like guns and Ford trucks, rebelled against their overlords, and many Klaxtones suffered colony disorder and perma-death because of it. Most of the rebels were disintegrated, but some of them, like my mother’s grandmother, were placed in camps and forbidden lucrative breeding contracts. (proud) My mother was the first of her line allowed to be auctioned for mating through the Forced Breeding Program. The first Texan ever honored. I have mighty ancestors.
Gregor and Brunhilde unfreeze

Gregor
Ah, wife, my apologies! I am forgetful and sometimes unthinking. Your ancestor’s shame is none of yours. Your papers were and are of pleasing note. Please accept this lustful kiss as recompense!
Brunhilde

Oh, husband, your quick changing of the subject has made me amorous.

(They make out, Son speaks but they don’t freeze)
Son

Humans sometimes do not make sense, but this can be used to our advantage. Introducing mating rituals into an argument will sometimes defuse an explosive situation, even when the humans are engaging in the common act of destroying their flatware at each other. Gregor was wise to use the tact. REMEMBER IT.
(They come up for air)

Brunhilde

Ah, all is well with the world. Sit, my husband, I must collect dishware for cleansing. Continue to indoctrinate our son in correct behavior. (she tidies throughout this exchange)
Gregor
That I shall do, with relish.

Son

I am always eager to learn.

Gregor
So, tell me, my son, what lessons of the Klaxtones did you use to peacefully defuse the explosive situation with that human bully? You know, we cannot indulge in violence, as befits a potential candidate for sentience.
Son

I… (again, evasive) Yes, father. He shall not be a wearisome burden anymore. (cagey) I have seen to that.
Gregor

Ah, this makes my pride multi-colored and pulsing.

Son

It was very hard, but I was his rock, and he is bully no more.
Gregor

Only a son of mine could communicate the teachings of our liberators! Well, that is very well. Come, show me your homework. I wish to read how you shall care for our family water evaporators, allowing us to collect the needed oxygenated water that sustains the Klaxtone Empire. Are they in your satchel?

Gregor reaches for the satchel, but Son quickly pulls it away

Son

I am sorry, father, they are not. I… I have left them at the Intellectium. I was so happy for the final day of programming to end, I must have forgot them. (takes satchel, stands up from the table) If I may ask your permission to withdraw to my personal bed chamber?
Gregor (senses something amiss)

No, not yet, son. Your manner is perplexing. You also clutch that satchel most possessively. Also, I notice several emotive ticks occurring in your face, which I have not seen before. What is in your satchel that creates this?

Son

Father, you are mistaken. I have no emotive ticks in my face. I am just weary from a long day of schooling. I must instantly lie down or else fatigue shall force me to faint and possibly have a seizure.

Gregor and Son freeze

Brunhilde

When confronted, a human will sometimes speak falsely to cover a deeper untruth. It is important for all Peacekeepers to make especial note of a human’s emotive ticks. DO NOT LET THEM FOOL YOU.
(Gregor and Son unfreeze)
Gregor

You have never shown any inclination of a fainting nature, son. I am suspicious of this. Come, let me see your satchel. Show me I have no cause for alarm.

Son

Oh, father, your suspicions hurt my tender feelings. On most days, I will not faint, but, you know… the end of programming… my need to excel in all areas to achieve sentience… those are very debilitating. I must…

Gregor

You must nothing! I hear the untruths in your voice! What is in that satchel? I order you to speak the truths!
Brunhilde

Oh, Gregor, do not harass my son unduly. 

Gregor

I will harass him when he is obviously untruthing! Cannot you see this, my wife?

Son

I am not untruthing! My mother, tell father that I am tired!
Brunhilde

It is nothing, husband.

Gregor

I am the breadwinner. I am the Potato Familiar. I am the one who paid vast sums of Klaxons to use your genetic code to enhance my chances for sentience. He is of my seed, and I can smell the untruthing on him! Give me the satchel!
Brunhilde

Gregor…! My lovely bee pollen. My cake frosting. Please kiss me again in a sexually pleasing manner and forget all of this. (attempts to make out)

Gregor

There will be no using mating rituals to diffuse this explosive situation! He will open his satchel and make known the contents or he shall be subject to my intense and possibly disruptive sarcasm.

Brunhilde
Gregor! Sarcasm is prohibited. You cannot mean that!

Gregor

I mean it. I will let an angry, cutting remark scar his emotional well-being if he doesn’t…
Son

Okay, okay! (rummages in satchel, pulls out a formal paper) Is this what you wanted to see? Will this return you to your vaunted equilibrium? I think it won’t!
Gregor takes the paper, reads it, then sits back stunned

Son

Oh, mother, hold me.

Brunhilde

My dearest loin-egg. I comfort you with nonsense syllables. (makes various odd noises that attempt to communicate comfort)

Gregor

Expelled from the Intellectium? Interdicted under Imperator law?! (stares in horror) Recommended for the Castratoriador (Kas-trat-ee-ah-door)!?! This is a continuous punch to my genitals! You were to gain sentience! To lift my genetic code above all others. And for what… (continues to read)

Brunhilde

The Castratoriador?!? Oh no, my sugared grit! That is a punishment only given for…

Son

Oh, mother, my shame is rising. Do not say the words.
Gregor

I’ll say them. For de-lifing that human bully! By introducing a fist-shaped rock into his brain pain?! That is BARBARIC!

Son

(frantic) I couldn’t help it! He called my mother a traitor whore! He said her genetic material was substandard, and that I was the recessive gene of a revolutionary! His words created a buzzing madness in my head. My eyes could only see a crimson not normally relegated to our human spectrum. My limbs moved without my thought. Before I knew it, the rock was in my hand, and I was leaping … my animal … it was my animal… 
Brunhilde

Oh, my progeny, my progeny … (makes unintelligible keening noises, beating her breast in grief)

Gregor
You have wrought the shame of my house, young man. I… (suddenly crumples, defeated) It was all for nothing. My grandfather’s capitulation, the years of placing my family’s olfactory protuberance up a Klaxtones waste-chute, the careful genetic planning, the huge sum of Klaxons I bought your traitor mother with…
Brunhilde

(suddenly fierce) I am not a traitor mother! I am not! He must protect himself! He cannot allow subservient humans to bully him. It is a mother’s demand. 
Gregor

Your mother’s demand has dis-manded my families mandate! I am stricken! 

(Gregor and Brunhilde freeze)

Son

When dealing with a human female, it is a wise Peacekeeper that never threatens her progeny. And at this point, the use of mating rituals to diffuse an explosive situation is generally considered very not effective. Ducking behind cover is the approved method. DO NOT ENGAGE AN ENRAGED MOTHER.
(unfreeze)

Gregor

It is final. I must annul the marriage. Find another female. It is the only way to put myself back in our benefactors good graces. 

Brunhilde

Oh you bastard.

Gregor

Don’t make this harder than it already is, my soon-to-be-ex-wife. After our son visits the Castratiador, I will begin the paperwork to…

Son

I won’t go to the Castratiador! I won’t! Mother is right. We have lived too long as slaves to these Klaxtones. Why shouldn’t we act as our evolution has taught us? It worked for millions of years! Who are they to tell us what to do?
Gregor

I knew it. I knew IT! You have undermined my son with your revolutionary recessive gene! I will call the Peacekeepers and have you both arrested. (gets up to go)

Son

(suddenly cold) Father. You WILL not. (starts forward menacingly)

Gregor

Oh? You may be a strong youngling, but I have many hardened years working our family’s water evaporaters, and I have a wiry strength. Do you threaten me?

Brunhilde

Stop this, stop this!

Son

If I can commit murder, a bit of petty larceny is as nothing (grabs the satchel, pulls out a gun) I stole this from the Museum of Barbaric Devices after they expelled me from the Intellectium. 

Gregor

But that is where I work! How did you…

Son
The passcard was easy to forge, since I share your DNA, ‘Father’. I will use it to protect myself, even from you!
Brunhilde

(the sight of the gun suddenly turns a switch on in her head, and a smile twitches on her face) You did it. Just like I told you. I am proud to have suffered the pangs of your birth!

Son (proud)
I AM your son.

Gregor

You… you can’t be serious. You… what is this about? You know you cannot escape the justice of the Klaxtones. It is foolish! They will destroy you! And destroy me for making you! All of that planning…

Brunhilde

Amorously penetrate yourself with your own planning! I had my own planning, ever since my great grandmother flew the Rebel Flag of Southern Defiance! All those years after she was caught, after being raped repeatedly by men just like YOU, traitors to our glorious Texas, she planned, planned in hate, and now her hate has finally birthed revolution once again.
Son

And I am the seed that will grow the human race back its set of balls!

Gregor
Even your metaphors are badly formed and twisted. 
Brunhilde

We are leaving. Do not force us to de-life you. You were kind, in your own way, and such a thing would be a shame to do. But we will do it. 
Son

For the feelings you once felt for us, do not hinder us. Find another wife, find another son. We shall be going our own way. (both start to leave)
Gregor (suddenly sighing)

So you leave me no choice. (pulls out the Thighmaster) 
Brunhilde shrieks, Son begins to shake, the gun jittering in his hand

Son
My father! That is a Klaxtone disintegrator! It is forbidden for us Hue-Mans own one.
Gregor (grim)
For most hue-mans, yes. But there’s something I never told you or your mother. My grandfather was not just a Klaxtone sympathizer. He was a Klaxtone LOVER! He created my father through colony-absorption-replication. I am a Klaxtone. I have Klaxtone blood in me. And for your crimes against my race, feel the power of our mighty business!
(Gregor squeezes the thighmaster between his thighs, making strange unearthly noises…son and Brunhilde make wretched dying noises… Brunhilde oblivates first, but the Son manages to point the gun at Gregor)

Son

Nooooo! Die, imperialist alien overmaster daddy! The Eyes of Texas BLERGH!

(son goes BANG BANG BANG, Gregor slumps to the ground as the Son likewise oblivates)

(beat)
(beat)

(beat)
(All rise)
Son
This was a work of fiction, of course. No Klaxtone would ever deign to have mating rituals with a human.

Brunhilde

Or mating rituals in general. Such icky fluids.
Gregor

But the lesson is still strong and firm. Do not, under any circumstances, amorously penetrate a Texan. They will give you a mating ritual you will not enjoy. It is much better to just disintegrate them.
Son

This ends (monotone) Klaxtone/Human Relations Training Emission Alpha-Five-Two
All
All Hail the Imperator, the Genesis of Thought!

