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DISCLAIMER: 

This work is a piece of speculative fiction and philosophical allegory.

All characters, entities, events, and scenarios depicted herein are fictional or used symbolically. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or to actual events, locations, institutions, or belief systems is purely coincidental and unintentional.

The narrative does not promote, endorse, or oppose any political ideology, religious doctrine, scientific agenda, or worldview. Interpretations are left entirely to the reader.

References to real cultural figures, concepts, or phenomena are used in a metaphorical or artistic context and do not imply factual representation, commentary, or judgment.

This text is not intended as instruction, prophecy, manifesto, or statement of belief. It offers no prescriptions, solutions, or moral imperatives.


It exists as an observation.




Meeting No.1 and the Final One.
                                  The Conference.



Boundless space is always expanding.

Galaxies drift away from one another with great reluctance. At least, that is how four representatives would like to imagine it. They themselves do not want to leave at all, and so they try to impose their own vision of the situation even onto lifeless objects.

Who invented these laws? Why does dark energy perform its meticulous work, when it could simply leave everything that was created alone and stop bothering it altogether?

These questions no longer interested anyone. The gathered representatives of vanished races were arguing for specifics.

They cared only about how not to stumble themselves, being the last survivors.

— Damn the Great Filter! — growled the short one, sitting on the very edge of the table. — If I could, I would destroy it, just like I always did — with everything and everyone!

He was answered melodically, almost tenderly:


— Not everything yields to destruction just because you desire it.
This came from a being that had spread itself along its edge and clearly did not wish to listen to angry appeals. Out of obvious disagreement.


— Buzz off. I’m sick of you already.

The third participant immediately cut in — a slug-like creature, squelching with every word:

— Friends…

— A very bold choice of words, — the passionate, low voice of the fourth interrupted at once. — Such definitions should not be thrown around in front of an audience that is not infected with the virus of friendship. We are here for guarantees and mutual benefit, are we not?

They fell silent for a moment and examined the interior of the mess hall of the ancient vessel. There was not a single object meant for rest — except for a grated bucket of unclear purpose. The captain’s bridge held the same kind of bucket, and nothing else.

— What kind of race was this? — asked the Fourth. — Did anyone’s scouts manage to learn anything about them?

— They died, so they died! — the First waved it off and scratched his barrel-like carapace. — Who cares about losers who couldn’t withstand the pressure of Space? To hell with them. Into the sunset of their epoch — which never even really began.

— Friends… — the Third tried again, his gray-transparent container filled with gel wobbling violently. — A vessel like this could contain something of interest. We could divide it into four parts and investigate them. Each of us would gain access to everything valuable, provided one finds some artifact in the sections assigned to them.

The Second shook his twisted joints, which began ticking despite the absence of any dial. He licked himself, his tongue shifting his cheekbones and melting nose. The offer did sound tempting, but it did not meet his requirements for control.

— Material objects can wait, — he said. — What’s at stake here is direct influence. So let’s return to that topic next time. That’s not why we’re here.

— Then why the hell did we even come here? — the First slammed his claw against the tabletop. — To pretend we care about one another? Earth is mine. End of discussion.

The contours of the Fourth’s body stirred. Liquid water gurgled, spilling out in tight streams. After calming the oscillations, he said:

— Rash actions do not always lead to correct outcomes. You are in a hurry, and what’s at stake here is far greater than your ego. We are talking about the fate of a newly discovered Planet, inhabited by billions of living beings.

Think about it: until recently, we believed that the Universe contained no one but our four races and the extinct fifth — otherwise known as the no-names. And then this breakthrough happened…

His words had the desired effect. All of them paused, each to the extent allowed by their cognitive capacity and their willingness to think at all. Throughout their existence, these four peoples had done everything to conceal the truth about themselves, cutting off any contact and destroying all reconnaissance devices. Even the race of the Fourth — the one most inclined toward contact — quickly realized that no one wanted a pleasant or easy dialogue.
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