
        
            
                
            
        



    
        
          The forgotten planet: Mystique

        

        
        
          First Contacts - short stories, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Alain Costea

        

        
          Published by Alain Costea, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE FORGOTTEN PLANET: MYSTIQUE

    

    
      First edition. April 18, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Alain Costea.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8224484393

    

    
    
      Written by Alain Costea.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


	 

 

 

 

The forgotten planet: Mystique

- short story no. 2 -

 

 

 

 

the 99 short stories collection

“FIRST CONTACTS”

-

from the universe of

“Historia Universalis”


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"Victory and Failure are the same word.

It depends on the observer’s viewpoint."

 

Commemorative inscription: 2833

–

Monument dedicated to the planet Mystique

Sarmizegetusa Park


Celebration

 

 

 

The entire community had gathered inside the arena, which was built near the center of the sole settlement on Mistique. They were celebrating the completion of the first local cycle, equivalent to nearly two Earth years. The prevailing emotions were gratitude, joy, and hope. It had proven to be one of the smoothest installations in the history of the Solar Empire, considering both the 286 post-creation planets and the initial 38.

The arena’s plans had been inspired by the model of the one in the Earth city of Rome. As was the case on most newly colonized planets within the empire, the first structure built before any colonists landed was such a building. The future community that would inhabit the new planet could choose the inspirational model through a vote. Over time, it had become an almost unwritten rule that proposals should originate from buildings existing on Terra during the Egoism period, before the first spacecraft was launched into space. People were fascinated by everything related to "Historia Universalis", the mystery surrounding the appearance and existence of this universal library. Although it was said to have originated from the home planet, it continued to be updated with new worlds even hundreds of years after the disappearance of the solar system.

The role and reason for the existence of such a building were far from merely decorative. It also served and had proven its utility in the past as a protective zone. In the event of threats to the human population, it could ensure the survival of nearly 30,000 people within it for theoretically indefinite periods, representing a veritable closed ecosystem.

Drosden Roster looked calmly around, feeling a strong sense of fulfillment. Although this was the fourth planet he had been assigned to for colonization, implementation, and stabilization, something gave him the sense that he would settle here. The community, the spirit of the people, and the tranquility that seemed to emanate from everywhere made him think of this planet—quite different from most others known to humans—as home. In the meantime, he realized that the once omnipresent noisy buzz had gradually diminished, replaced by a murmur, until finally, silence prevailed.

Roster stood up. Everyone stopped, waiting to hear what he was about to say. Although initially regarded with skepticism—simply because he hadn’t been elected but appointed, an exception in the imperial system—he had quickly gained appreciation, especially through his swift and practical problem-solving approach.

After scanning the entire community, encompassing as much as his gaze allowed, he didn’t want to prolong the moments of silence any more so he began to speak.

“Dear friends, I’ll start by saying that I am proud of all of you. However, most likely, you already knew this—it’s not the first time I’ve expressed it…”

From somewhere relatively close to him, a man’s slightly hoarse voice interjected, “You say it every day… at least once…”

The comment elicited a series of short, cheerful laughs, followed by a brief round of applause.

Unaffected by the remark, Roster chuckled and continued “And I will continue to do so. Because it’s what I believe and feel. Nobody is perfect. Misunderstandings will inevitably arise. What matters is how we resolve them, and above all, that we do so openly without letting them affect us. But I don’t want to detain you any longer. I’m quite convinced that most of you, including myself, are already thinking about the celebration that awaits us. So, if there’s anyone left who hasn’t heard yet, congratulations to the two expectant mothers. Their children will be the first true Mystics.”

Cheers erupted from all sides. Everyone—except the two women—rose to their feet and applauded, following tradition. Some who were closer to them went over to embrace the mothers-to-be.

Slowly, everyone returned to their positions, settling into silence. Druden continued, "There is one more thing. Today, we celebrate the first mystical year. As you know, tradition dictates that two Earth years after installation, a new coordinator is chosen to replace the one appointed by the center—much like I was. Since there’s little time left until that deadline, I’ve received confirmation that we can do this during this celebration, aligning future elections with local conditions. So, throughout the evening and tomorrow, each of us can record in our journals whom we’d like to put in my place.”

The last piece of news didn’t elicit too many reactions. Partly because many remembered the challenging days they had put the coordinator through at the beginning, but also because it was considered more of a moment for introspection—a decision that rested solely with each individual, without discussions or support methods, without public demonstrations. Typically, every citizen of the empire could check the decisions they could and wanted to express their opinions on. Alternatively, they could choose not to voice their opinion, but that didn’t exempt them from respecting the decisions made by other community members.

Sensing that the crowd seemed hesitant to react, Drosden placed his right hand over his heart and his left hand to his forehead—the gesture of utmost appreciation—and added, “So, let’s move on to some fun, and don’t forget: I am proud of all of you!”

This time, the crowd reacted immediately, waves of people rising and heading toward the central square. Roster turned slightly to the left and looked inquiringly at Irina, the woman who was part of the initial organizing team but had since become his life partner. She met his gaze and understood the concern in his eyes. It was about her daughter, Smina, who had once again disappeared from their side to wander through the expanse of plants surrounding their little town. Irina responded by shrugging slightly and gesturing toward the direction of the forests. The man came closer to her and whispered, “I know that absolutely nothing so far has indicated even the slightest danger. Nevertheless, she’s still a child…”

Irina gently placed her hand over his lips, speaking with a calm smile at the corner of her mouth, “You know I like you so much when you’re worried. Sometimes I wonder if you do it on purpose…”

Drosden persisted. “She’s almost thirteen years old, I know…”

The woman’s gaze made him add, nodding slightly, “And she excelled in all the tests, not only in strategy but also in survival…”

Irina’s raised eyebrows, along with her expression that seemed to convey she had more to say, all while gently cupping his face in her hands and looking at him with all her love, immediately diminished the less relaxing thoughts in the man’s mind. However, as he lightly kissed her palms, he continued, “She’s an exceptional girl, a remarkable young woman. I know. Probably most people in the galaxy know. I admit and assure you that even now, I can’t understand how she managed to pass all the survival tests on the “Kogaion” campus ship. If she had been at least nineteen years old, she would probably have been sent directly to the top ten students. But… no matter how much you try to reassure me, you know a simple truth too: behind the weeping willow walls, there’s something. We all feel it in one way or another. Even though no device has recorded anything.” 

He paused, feeling Irina’s gentle squeeze, which seemed to ask him to return to more peaceful thoughts. He took a deep breath, closed his eyes, exhaled, and then spoke, “You’re right. Let’s go see what our amateur chefs have come up with. I’m sure that if she hasn’t already, Smina will appear. If there’s anything she likes more than wandering everywhere, it’s definitely the smell of grilled food.”

Irina took his hand and gave him a light kiss. “See? It was harder, but in the end, you understood…”

 

~

 

Smina had left her shoes aside in the field. She wasn’t entirely sure she’d find them again, but she didn’t care much. She had another pair at home. And she’d have a very good excuse to return and look for them…

For now, she couldn’t get enough of gazing at the landscape. During her last access to the "Historia Universalis", before leaving the academy on the campus ship “Kogaion,” she had searched for plants similar to what she believed she would find here on Mystique. She had discovered an area on Earth, which locals had called the Red Mountain over eight hundred years ago. Once every two years, the mountain slopes would burst into bloom, with “mountain peonies” displaying flowers ranging from pink to fiery red. That’s what she had imagined awaited her here. However, what she had actually found… exceeded her wildest thoughts. From the moment she set foot, she couldn’t get enough. If she could, she would
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