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Story

(Science fiction)

“I dreamed of the sound of rain

And your steps in the fog,

I remember everything, going into the sky,

And I said to everyone - “Goodbye!”
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SVEZDIGO MADE SEVERAL sharp waves with his arms and pulled up his heavy canvas pants with cotton insulation higher. It was still cool from below. Then Svezdigo stamped his feet, tapping the toes of his felt boots against the tops of his boots, buttoned up his jacket and straightened his wide canvas apron. “What a cheerful frost today, though,” - he thought, - “Krepachek”.

Despite the frosty morning, there were a lot of people at the market. Potential buyers moved along the aisle, made up of two rows of grocery stalls, in a slow stream of medium density at a speed of five to six km/h. The customers' faces were grey and puffy, their gazes absentminded, and their movements uncertain and slow. Not one of them had looked at Svezdigo's tray filled with dried fish, not one had approached him, not one had inquired about the prices. This was understandable, since the weather was definitely unsuitable, it was not conducive to beer orgies, and in general dried fish did not sell well in winter. But it still sold. As if caring about business, Svezdigo made a gloomy and concerned face, and then began to turn over his dried fish, laying it out on the surface of the tray this way and that. To be honest, his goods did not look very appetizing. An experienced lover of beer swims could tell at first glance that the fish in front of him was not the first or even the second year of drying, and that it had been lying on this tray for God knows how long. The breams had dried up to such an extent that the skeleton could be easily felt and seen through their scales, the Black Sea gobies resembled toothy overgrown tadpoles, and the carps, covered in salt stains, for some reason were all one-eyed. The crooked, dry jaws, crooked, crushed tulubs, and eyes cloudy with salt encouraged sad thoughts. “Not a tray, but a clear illustration of losing the evolutionary race,” thought Svezdigo, avoiding looking into the cloudy, paired eyes. “A salted cherry on the festive cake of life. Which, however, would go well with someone’s beer.”

Having somehow laid out his dried freaks, Svezdigo sat down on a folding fishing chair and took a crumpled pack of "Belomor" cigarettes from his jacket pocket. He flicked out a crooked cigarette, squeezed the paper tube in a special fisherman's way and stuck it in the corner of his mouth. "What a wonderful product this dried fish is," thought Svezdigo, quickly clicking an old lighter that still didn't want to share the remains of its inner flame with him. "Dry it once and you can sell it for the rest of your life. A wonderful product. Simply wonderful." Suddenly Svezdigo's nose caught the smell of burning rags. The cigarette flame had set a woolen glove with cut-off fingertips on fire. Svezdigo watched the flaring crimson coal for a while, and then pressed it down with the thumb of his left hand. A tiny blue droplet appeared at the burn site and Svezdigo mechanically ran his tongue over it. The pain from the burn was barely noticeable, but after the salty taste appeared in his mouth, for some reason he really wanted to go to the toilet.

- Toshtamboy! - Svezdigo shouted to the flower seller sitting opposite him - a good-natured Uzbek with a wide, round and red, as if steamed face.

He and Toshtamboy had made an agreement - to look after the goods of his neighbor in the event of the latter's forced absence. He quickly glanced at Svezdigo, smiled with the slightly blue, luscious lips of a real southern man and folded his thick, fused eyebrows into a house. In response, Svezdigo joined his thumb and index finger into a ring, extended the middle finger forward, and pressed the ring and little fingers to his palm. This meant: “I need to go to the toilet. Look after my goods.” Toshtamboy nodded affirmatively and Svezdigo set off along a path trodden in the snow behind the rows of iron containers with the goods of wholesale traders. There was no need to go far along this path – the tropica looked more like a shallow trench due to the heavy snowfalls this year, and its inner walls were brown from the urine of local traders and strong as metal. Most of his colleagues from the spontaneous market did not hesitate to relieve themselves right at the entrance to the trench, which allowed them not to leave the trading place too far and for too long, but Svezdigo always disdained to do his toilet in front of his potential customers, so he, comfortably puffing on a cigarette, slowly went deeper into the snow-covered container quarters. Soon a suitable place was found – near a huge brown ice floe, next to a long gray ship container. Svezdigo put his hands under his apron, and a minute later a strong stream of poisonous green water hit the ice. The ice was immediately enveloped in purple steam and began to quickly sag under the pressure of the stream, and Svezdigo used his tongue to move the cigarette to the other corner of his mouth and tilted his head to the side. The next moment, he squinted his right eye like a bandit, directed the stream at the wall of the ship's container and made a quick, almost dancing, circular movement with his hips. A second later, a not entirely ideal smoking circle formed on the ribbed wall of the container, which immediately turned black and fell inside with a metallic roar. "How strange," - thought Svezdigo, examining the black hole that had formed in the wall of the container, - "After all, I have never suffered from anything like this before. The locals are right: "You will become like the people you hang out with."

He should never have done such things. There were many other things he shouldn't have done. And he had done worse here, and not just out of mischief, and many, many times. Despite his very similar phenotype to local population, Svezdigo he should never have opened his mouth too wide, so that no one would notice the second row of teeth, and he should never have taken part in local duels, so that no one would notice the color of his blood, and he certainly should never have ended up on the tables of local surgeons.
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HE NEVER OPENED HIS mouth, and he never ended up on the surgeons' tables, but various situations happened to him almost regularly and with depressing frequency. Who was it that once shouted at him in a voice shrill with surprise: “Count! You have blue blood!”? Well, not blue, of course. More like bright blue. And not blood, but synavial fluid based on a complex copper melt, the composition of which was selected so that it coagulates almost instantly and quickly thromboses any holes in the first bone corset. Then someone else shouted: “Count, he hit you right in the heart! He killed you, Count!” Killed, of course. He had to act out a whole scene then. First, he pressed his hand to the lace jabot, so that the blue spot completely disappeared under his broad palm, and then he had to act out a small tragic scene: “Yes, I think I am killed, gentlemen. "Goodbye." And then he collapsed into a snowdrift (there were snowdrifts everywhere here), face down, and then with a special effort of will he stopped breathing. It was a trivial wound, the bullet got stuck between the first and second bone corset, and his synavial fluid coagulated then almost instantly, and Svezdigo's heart was located in a completely different place. But on the whole, he liked this game. He liked lying in the soft snow and listening to the loud lamentations of those present. They really grieved for him, and they grieved sincerely and strongly. It seemed that they really loved him and considered him a wonderful person. A person, yes. And lying in the snow, he loved them too, in any case, he felt sincere sympathy for these particular people then, and grieved from the upcoming separation from them, although to himself he called them all "frogs." 

All without exception, and from very ancient times. So ancient that it was scary to think about it now. From prehistoric times. It was an interesting story - with that funny name. Immediately upon arrival, they began digging to determine the Primordial Being of the local dominant species from prehistoric bone remains and develop a strategy for their stay here. In addition, the search for the Primordial Being was the first standard point of the Standard Observation Protocol of the Galactic Council. All races of the Galaxy had their Primordial Being and it was considered so important that data on it was always carefully guarded as the most valuable information of a particular species. If a war broke out between galactic races, the first task of the warring parties was to obtain information about the Primordial Being of the enemy. Losing information was equated to defeat, since a successful enemy immediately learned everything - from the history of the species' development to its secret passions, weaknesses, taboos, and could even calculate the further path of development, up to the point of complete collapse. After losing information about your Primordial Being, it was simply pointless to resist. The funny thing was that the phenotype of each specific species never correlated with the phenotype of its Primordial Being, only genetic chains were important here, and only the fundamental, original, most ancient ones. Often (almost always) a specific species and its Primordial Being were phenotypically absolute and complete opposites, this was the principle of genetic camouflage of the species, which allowed it to effectively survive and develop. A species could look like a fluffy beauty, and its Primordial Being could be a disgusting monster, or vice versa, and this immediately gave the enemy a complete idea of ​​its potential and hidden capabilities. If you are a poisonous reptile with a gas flamethrower in its clawed paws, and your Primordial Being is a tiny cute jerboa, then you have lost before you even enter the next space war, and vice versa - if you look like a cute hamster, and your Primordial Being is a terrible saber-toothed giant, your chances of winning any war are simply off the charts. This is why information about the Primordial Being of each species is entrusted only to its chosen representatives from the highest military or intelligence circles, while ordinary members live their lives in complete ignorance of this matter.

Svezdigo knew nothing about the Primordial Being of the Nordics, but he always imagined it as huge, powerful and beautiful.

That is why Svezdigo immediately upon arrival began to look for the skeletal remains of the Primordial Being of the local dominant population. He wanted to know from the very beginning who he would be dealing with over long historical periods. Among other things, this knowledge freed his hands in terms of choosing the methods of interaction.

The locals looked quite harmless, but who knows? Svezdigo understood perfectly well what insidious camouflage tricks the cosmic evolution of species is capable of. In theory, he was ready for anything, but when six Nordics, puffing with tension, dragged a huge petrified head of a predatory lizard right into the wardroom... He was especially struck by the petrified remains of monstrous teeth, which were preserved almost better than everything else, so struck that for the first and last time during his entire stay here, he opened his mouth too wide and mechanically ran the tip of his tongue over his own teeth.

- There can't be a mistake? - he then asked his staff astromentozoologist. - Is this really it?

And his astromento then did not immediately find what to answer to this somewhat naive question, and only shook his head sadly.

- We were lucky, - Svezdigo said with a crooked smile.

- Well, - the astromento said quietly. - I counted at least three types of teeth - fixing, cutting and grinding. And all this - in one mouth, can you imagine? Three functions in one clamping of the jaws. We were lucky with this... with this...

That's when he said the word - "little frog". He said it simply to say something and relieve the tension of the moment, and the word stuck and entered their everyday life. One thing was good - now the lower frogs could never, no matter how much they tried and wanted to, deceive either him or the members of his crew, despite all their sophisticated disguises. And they did not try, because they simply did not know that they should deceive anyone, and quite often confirmed their nickname, and their connection with the original lizard, and the complex structure of their mouth, and in many, too many of their actions. Almost all. The original lizard was clearly visible in their every action - from the ordinary meal and the simplest sexual act to the nightmarish, bloody and multi-year war for the complete destruction of a neighboring population of their own species. They were never embarrassed by anyone and did not seek to deceive anyone, because in ancient times one bold and eloquent frog convinced them of the exclusivity of their species, of its chosenness and uniqueness. Of course, that frog was immediately believed and therefore the need for more careful disguise and the need to deceive anyone simply did not occur to them. And even if they had known about the need for such deception, they would hardly have been able to resist their deep urges, which were laid in them by their Primordial Being.

In order to never forget who he would have to deal with for the rest of the historical periods, Svezdigo ordered the lizard's head to be attached to the ceiling of the wardroom with special strong guy ropes. This was both a reminder to the crew and a good help in his own reflections on the tasks of their mission. However, the funny nickname soon lost its original touch of black humor and turned into an ordinary working term, sometimes it should not be used at all, such moments really did happen, especially it should not be remembered on such a terrible, one might even say - decisive day. But was that why he did it now? Just to free himself from tension? From the incredible, unthinkable tension of today? However, the main thing now was not to open his mouth too wide, and he did not open it. And fine, that's enough, today he would have other concerns. If only he could survive today somehow and well. To survive it, this damned day, he, Captain Svezdigo, commander of the frigate "Fenri", Observer of the Galactic Council in this forgotten gangrenous star kakiromoy system, and his crew to survive it, and all the local frogs to survive it, and they will strictly adhere to the camouflage protocols later, and - if they are all very-very-very lucky today. Long ago he, Captain Svezdigo, the local authorized Observer decided that the Galactic Council had long forgotten about him and this remote star system. However, perhaps the learned bureaucrats of the Galactic Council would have forgotten, but they were reminded. And by whom? His own cook. Of course, the cook had long been offended by the crew's attitude to his cooking, but what can you do if such a riot of gastronomic colors is observed below? Can a standardized nutritional naval mixture, even with aromatic additives, compare with this amazing triumph of taste sensations, smells, aromas and aftertastes? His cook was, of course, on edge when he composed his complaint to the Galactic Council, and immediately to the Galactic Control Commission, worse than which was only the Galactic Scientific Inquisition, but his radio operator is also good. Such an important communication channel cannot be protected even by the simplest code. But the cook is the core of any military vessel, you can’t just throw him into outer space, even if you really want to, and the radio operator is the last hope of any military crew, and these two are reliably protected by the unwritten laws of all military fleets of the Galaxy. And it is well known that all unwritten naval laws are written in the synovial fluid of countless naval crews. And this means that neither the cook, nor especially the radio operator are guilty of anything, but he, the captain, is guilty. Guilty that he didn't watch, guilty that he didn't appreciate, didn't understand and didn't take measures. And how can they be taken when the entire crew is almost always below, and only the duty team is above. Who are just waiting for the shift to end quickly, so that they can go down, and there - below, breathe in a full lungful of natural, and not ship's, synthetic gas mixture. Together with all its aromas of skillfully processed proteins, minerals and vitamins?
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