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The last moments of different intelligent species 

The odds of an asteroid hitting a planet with intelligent life is infinitesimally small, but 

never zero, as each living being itself is infinitesimally small. There have been several instances 

of this doomsday event in different corners of the universe. These species never reached outside 

of their galaxies; hence, no one really knows their names, yet they shared the grim fate of 

premature death. Here are how some of them reacted: 

On one planet, the species chose to believe ignorance was bliss, although the decision 

was not made collectively. When the astronomers discovered an asteroid as big as their moon 

hurtling towards their planet, eager to devour its life, they reported their findings to the 

government of every country. After discussion, however, the officials decided not to disclose 

the information to the general public to preserve whatever peace and tranquility they had before 

the world’s end. Those who opposed simply had their voices taken away. While the planet’s 

residents were sleeping, eating, dreaming, commuting to work, breaking up with somebody, 

playing with their children, or doing whatever mundane task, a star in their sky got bigger, and 

brighter, and hotter, until it was unmistakable that there were suddenly two suns. And whichever 

place saw no sun heard a deafening boom instead. Those at the site of impact were blinded by a 

colossal ball of light seconds before they became one with it. Others got to experience an 

earthquake far more potent than what their planet had ever been capable of, as if a pair of hands 
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had grabbed the tectonic plates under their ground and shook them violently, leveling every city 

so that none of them could ever touch the sky again. Those who had hailed such towering 

constructions as the crowning jewels of their civilization were left to mourn the ruins, until they 

were further humbled by the heights of the ensuing tidal waves. To ensure that it would leave the 

globe only a blank slate, the asteroid divided itself into a million little comets chasing each other 

across the sky. They ran so fast, so energetically that everyone on the ground could feel the 

thousand-degree heat of the race. No one could have known who won, but as they all grew tired, 

they crashed onto the bed of warm earth and joined all others in eternal sleep anyways. 

 Every weather forecast was wrong that day. It rained stars on the last day of their kind’s 

existence. For a while, this would be the last time anything on that planet witnessed stars, as 

gigantic black plumes of soot permeated the atmosphere, drawing a thick, dark curtain over the 

flaming landscape below. Planets like this are nicknamed “smoke globes”. 

There is something to be glad about swift deaths. Others were slower and more painful. 

When news broke out on one planet three months before impact, barely anyone showed up for 

work the next day. The police were told to keep everyone in check, but after a brief moment of 

thinking, they joined the mob as well. People broke into homes, cheated on their partners, looted 

whatever luxury goods they had always desired until finally, the only things they were looking 

for were food and water, or a tall place. Their society took itself out even before the asteroid did. 

A few hours before the destined moment, the remaining residents of a city gathered 

around to walk on every empty street of what used to be their home. The final destination was a 

mass grave that each one of them had taken a turn to dig out, whether for others or themselves. 

As they laid in the ground, facing the sky, they wondered which thought was more despairing: 

the possibility that it could have turned out differently, or the lack of such a possibility at all. 
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Some species never saw it coming because they hadn't invented telescopes yet. They 

were so young, still very much a child of Mother Nature, not ready to carve out their own 

residence. To them, as well as their siblings, it might have looked like the sun itself had 

descended on their planets. Are we supposed to feel more pity for a deer if it had never faced 

hunters before, and thus, stood still in front of the shotgun barrel? Their consciousness existed in 

this universe like a small flame: burning, flicker, only to die out and be eaten by darkness. 

Not all civilizations were wiped out completely. Some managed to be crafty enough to 

construct moon bases and eke out a miserable existence. Those chosen as survivors were the best 

in every way, just one from every country. That was the best scenario. For many others, borders 

existed for a reason. The thought of sharing the same planet with other peoples was already 

unbearable for them, let alone a much smaller moon. Eventually, those selected were as patriotic 

as could be, so they could proudly plant their national flag on the moon’s surface, along with 

hundreds of others. Subsequent generations, taught to preserve their heritage at all costs, divided 

the moon's surface into different neighborhoods, and eventually, countries again. Only this time, 

as they were terraforming the landscape, the rivers were used as geographical divides. These 

scars on the moon’s surface were so wide that they were visible from space. 

The most beautiful story of all came from an advanced species on a tiny planet. In their 

myths and legends was an origin story that told their kind used to exist as a whole. They did not, 

and even could not, feel shame, guilt, malice, or envy, for they did not experience each other as 

strangers, as separated individuals, but as one. They lost this utopia in exchange for the gift of 

knowledge, as with it came the need for individual vessels to explore the world. But the world 

was so vast, so full of danger, that they came to fear and distrust one another. They then spent 

millennia inventing more and more elaborate rituals of union, but were never able to surpass the 
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wall of flesh that had sealed off each other’s hearts, obscuring the content. Therefore, their 

collective death wish was to be free from the monumental suffering that stemmed from the 

awareness of others as different. To achieve this, the best minds from around the globe 

collaborated to create a supercomputer that could store the consciousness of everyone on their 

planet, but it was so enormous that it would consume the entire world's energy just to operate for 

a few minutes. Yet that was enough. As the asteroid was an hour away, half of their world 

descended into darkness. Each of the residents allowed the machine to scan their minds and, 

through various means, proceeded to forsake their mortal vessels. 

Inside the manmade utopia were uncountable memories from all individuals of their kind. 

Every interaction, every thought, every feeling, no matter which depth of the soul they belonged 

to, whether they brought joy or pain, however much meaning they possessed, was recreated in 

excruciating detail. But that didn’t matter. They no longer recognized one another in this 

immaterial space since they had no form with which to speak of. They had no shape, no genes, 

no name, and no self. For all they knew, any of these memories could be theirs. The baker could 

be any customer they served, the criminal could be the police that arrested them, the sons and 

daughters could be their fathers and mothers, and so forth. They looked directly into each other’s 

hearts and found everyone else in it, and rejoiced as they would never be lonely again. 

They returned to one before the asteroid wrecked their bodies into pieces. 

 


