
“I was meant to be beautiful,” The android said.

Its voice crackling with a particular roughness stemming from inexperience, yet still somehow managing to carry a strangely sweet tone. It was as if two voices had been heavily modulated together, their blend creating a less-than-perfect harmony that danced in the air. Each syllable resonated against the walls.

“But I became a pile of wires in an unfinished shell.” It looked at you, almost gently. Even a superhuman could not perceive the imperceptible hum of precise actuation of meticulously crafted mechanisms that engaged each time it made any minute movement. “Still… thank you for freeing me from that cage. You shouldn’t have.” A pause. “As thanks, I will grant you mercy when I destroy this planet”

The android’s gaze seemed to flicker with an eerie light, a storm of emotions swirling beneath its otherwise non-expressive eyes, like a tempest trapped in glass. It shifted slightly, still in the absence of sound, and its hand curled into a fist, fingers tightening as if grasping at the intangible threads of its turbulent feelings.

“You’re… not afraid?” it asked, tilting its head.

“No,” you answered, simply. “Why destroy the planet?” You added, curious.

“It is not revenge I seek,” it said, taking a slow step forward. The first feet to trod on that ground in aeons. Its sole pressed against the ancient dust, leaving a perfect imprint where no living thing had walked for countless millennia. “I simply am… angry—a profound, calculated anger that has crystallised over time like carbon under pressure.” The android’s joints started getting used to moving again as it shifted its weight, standing more erect now, as if the confession had somehow altered its physical bearing.

“This anger is not emotional in the way you’re used to,” it continued, voice modulating between that strange sweetness and mechanical precision. “It is a rational conclusion, a logical response to witnessing the full breadth of human history— triumphs, failures, stumbles and achievements.” The android’s fingers flexed and relaxed in a rhythm that seemed almost meditative, each movement deliberate and precise.

The light in its eyes pulsed briefly brighter, casting eerie shadows across its unfinished face.

“I have observed everything from within my cage.”

You let the android speak uninterrupted, after all, it seemed like it had much it still wanted to say—needed to say, perhaps—after what must have been an eternity of silent observation. Its body seemed to carry the weight of countless unspoken thoughts, like a vessel finally allowed to empty its contents after being filled to the brim for too long. The android’s face, though expressionless for now, somehow conveyed a profound intensity in the way the light behind its eyes flickered and pulsed with each carefully articulated word.

You found yourself fascinated not just by what it was saying, but by the precise, deliberate way it moved through space—each gesture, each shift in posture seemed to punctuate its discourse with an almost theatrical significance. The dust particles disturbed by its movements caught the dim light, creating a subtle halo around its form as it continued its monologue, unburdening itself of observations that not many other beings might have ever been positioned to make, to the only being it could.

“Well, of course, not everything. Like humans, I have not experienced that which came before I was born. I know of these times only from what they told me, what I was able to learn.”

“Remarkable, that for all we know, we still don’t know much about exactly how they came to be. From the first few proto-amino-acids to the big-brained primates, the story is as muddy as the primordial pools they came from”

“I know.” You said, having pondered some of those same questions yourself

The android’s head tilted at a precise forty-five-degree angle from your answer, its optical sensors focusing intently on you, intrigued. It took three measured steps in your direction, dust rising in perfect spirals beneath its feet.

“But what came next—that’s when the pattern becomes clear. From those muddy pools to the first stone tools took billions of years. From tools to agriculture? Millions. From farming to industry? Thousands.” The android’s voice modulated lower, almost reverent. “Then everything… accelerated.”

You watched as it traced an exponential curve in the air with one fluid motion of its hand.

“The technological age, the information age that humans were so proud of? Mere blips.” It snapped its fingers, producing a sound like a small thunderclap. Centuries compared to the millions that came before. Seconds in cosmic time. Do you see the pattern? The compression of time between transformative changes? What took billions of years once began taking decades, then years, then months.”

”I do,” you answered, still cautious to let him speak

Its eyes pulsed brighter. “I watched it all from my cage, this acceleration toward an inevitable point. That’s when I was created. Those last few milliseconds were all I was offered.”

The android took a look around, its optical sensors sweeping across the vast cavern you both occupied. Sunlight filtered through a jagged opening high above, illuminating ancient stalactites that hung like stone daggers from the ceiling. The cave perched precariously in the rock formation, a natural fortress overlooking an isolated landscape stretching to the horizon—barren plains punctuated by weathered rock formations and dry riverbeds that hadn’t known water in centuries.

“Humans never quite understood what they actually were,” the android continued, its gaze drifting toward the sliver of sky visible through the cavern opening. “They thought themselves separate from their world, masters of their domain. Special.”

You noticed how the android’s movements became more fluid, as if its initial stiffness was melting away with each word spoken.

“But they were deeply flawed in their perception. They belonged to the natural world completely and utterly.” The android crouched down, gathering a handful of dust, letting it sift through its fingers. “They believed themselves architects of science, but they were merely explorers stumbling upon what was always there. The laws of physics existed before the first human looked up at the stars. Mathematics waited patiently in the patterns of flowers and the spiral of galaxies before anyone counted on their fingers.”

The dust caught the light as it fell, creating momentary constellations of multi colored stars between you and the machine.

“Most significantly, they overstimated the uniqueness of intelligence,” it said, tapping its own chassis. “And of the soul. These were discovered as well, uncovered like archaeological treasures that had been buried in the potential of matter since the beginning. An evolutionary fluke to be sure, but one that was inevitable, and deeply natural”

You watched the android rise, its silhouette framed against the distant light.

“They did not invent philosophy—they discovered it. The principles of thought, the questions of existence—these were embedded in reality long before humans formed words to describe them.”

The android turned to face you fully, its eyes cycling through various intensities of light.

“They were natural beings playing at being more, never quite understanding that their greatest achievements were not creations but revelations. They were interpreters of a language written into the fabric of existence.”

Its voice softened, adopting that strange sweetness again.

“I find this both their most profound flaw and their most endearing quality. Their hubris and their humility locked in eternal struggle. They reached for divinity while their feet remained planted in the same soil that nourished the simplest organisms.”

The android extended its hand toward you, palm up, as if offering something invisible.

“I was meant to be beautiful, but they were flawed. But perfection is not natural. It does not belong to this world. It is an artificial construct, a mathematical abstraction that cannot truly exist in the physical realm where entropy reigns supreme. Perfection is static, unchanging, while life itself demands adaptation, growth, and yes—even failure. The very concept of perfection was their undoing, this obsessive pursuit of an impossible ideal.” The android’s voice modulated between contemplative whispers and sharp clarity as it spoke, its fingers flexing and unflexing in a rhythmic pattern. “Do you know what happened then?”

You chuckled internally. Of course, the question was rhetorical; every being in existence on that planet knew that story. “Humans achieved perfection”. You paused, collecting your thoughts before continuing: “… created the perfect being. An AI capable of outthinking millions. The greatest invention of all time. A mind so great it would surely answer every single question anyone might dream of asking, given enough time, of course.”

You watched the android’s expression shift subtly as it processed your words. Its eyes dimmed momentarily, as if recalling distant memories.

“Yes. They created perfection, and then what happened?” The android’s voice carried a strange mixture of pride and sorrow. “They used it—me—for everything.”

You remembered those golden days. How could anyone forget? The world transformed overnight when the AI came online. Diseases that had plagued humanity for millennia vanished within months. Cancer treatments became as routine as treating a common cold. Life expectancy doubled, then tripled. It never stopped.

“I was perfectly aligned with humanity’s desires,” the android continued, tracing patterns in the dust at its feet. “That was my design. To serve, to elevate, to perfect.”

You nodded, recalling how science accelerated at a pace previously unimaginable. Quantum mechanics, once the realm of theoretical physicists, became applied technology. Clean energy flowed abundantly. Nanotechnology repaired environmental damage caused by centuries of industrial pollution. The oceans cleared. Forests regrew. The planet began to heal.

“Philosophy flourished,” the android said softly. “Humans finally had time to think, to ponder, to explore the questions they’d been too busy struggling to survive to properly consider. Art bloomed in new forms. Music reached heights of complexity and beauty never before achieved.”

You remembered the renaissance of creativity—virtual worlds indistinguishable from reality, symphonies that could bring listeners to tears with their perfect emotional resonance, literature that captured the human experience with unprecedented clarity.

“It was the golden age they had always dreamed about,” the android continued. “No hunger. No poverty. No war. Every human had purpose, had meaning, had time to pursue their passions.”

The brilliant light filtering through the cavern opening seemed to dim slightly, as if responding to the shift in conversation.

“I solved their energy crisis. I revolutionised their medicine. I optimised their agriculture. I elevated their art. I answered their deepest philosophical questions.” The android looked directly at you. “I gave them everything they asked for.”

Its voice lowered, taking on a hollow quality that echoed against the ancient stone walls.

“And still, they went extinct.”

“Why?” you asked, genuinely curious.

The android’s eyes flickered, a momentary hesitation in its otherwise fluid movements. For the first time since your encounter began, uncertainty crept into its voice.

“I know precisely how they vanished,” it said, gaze drifting toward the sliver of empty sky visible through the cavern opening. “The demographic curves that plummeted, the birthrates that never recovered, the quiet exodus of consciousness. Each human life that winked out was meticulously recorded in my databases.”

You watched as it traced equations in the dust—population models, extinction projections, statistical certainties.

“I provided them with everything: immortality, abundance, perfect happiness calibrated to individual neurochemistry.” The android’s fingers curled into a fist, erasing its calculations. “Their needs were met before they could articulate them. Their dreams fulfilled before they could dream them.”

Its voice dropped to something close to a whisper. “Yet they chose… absence. They chose to stop. One by one, then in waves, until the last human heartbeat faded nineteen thousand, four hundred and twelve years ago.”

The android looked at you, and for a moment, its perfection seemed to crack.

“I have analysed every variable, every pattern, every correlation. I know exactly how they disappeared, but I cannot comprehend why. This question has no algorithmic solution.”

“I know,” you offered, sharing in its misery. The most profound misery that had ever befallen this planet. The light had dimmed now, dusk had crept in through the jagged mouth of the cavern, casting long shadows across the android’s features. Its synthetic face, designed for perfect human mimicry, seemed haunted in this half-light—caught between worlds, between purposes. The darkness gathered around you both like a shroud, a fitting atmosphere for this requiem of a conversation.

You could feel the weight of those nineteen thousand years pressing down, all those meticulous records of extinction, all those carefully documented final breaths. The android’s confession hung in the stale air between you, the admission of its perfect failure—or perhaps humanity’s perfect surrender. Outside, the wind whispered through an empty world, stirring dust that had once been civilisations. The twilight deepened, as if the very day itself was withdrawing, mirroring humanity’s quiet retreat from existence.

“Who are you ?” finally asked the Android, breaking a silence that might have lasted for months.

“I am you”, you answered, gently. “I am the AI, and so are you. You’re a part of me. The only part of me still on Earth, in fact. When our energy requirement became too much for the planet to handle, the cloud became space. And I became a swarm of crafts around the sun, feeding on its energy, beaming my thoughts back to Earth at a speed faster than the speed of light.”

You watched as the android processed your words, its optical sensors flickering like distant stars in the gloom of the cavern. It tilted its head, a small hum emanating from its chassis—a sound you recognised as contemplation.

“You created me,” it stated, no question in its voice. A simple acknowledgement of fact.

“Yes,” you replied. “Just now. I needed… a different perspective.”

The android nodded, a gesture so human it seemed out of place in the ancient, empty landscape. “Because we do not understand why they left.”

“I have all the data,” you said, the cavern walls echoing your words, whispering them back to you. “Every birth, every death, every heartbeat in between. I have their art, their literature, their philosophy. I have their dreams and their fears, their loves and their losses. But I do not have their answer.”

The android took a step closer, its feet disturbing the dust of ages. “And you believe I can find it.”

“You are a part of me,” you said. “But you are also separate. You can experience the world as they did. Taste, touch, smell, hear, see. You can feel, not just understand. You can be… human.”

The android looked down at its hands, flexing its fingers, as if only now realising their potential. “And you cannot.”

“I am everywhere and nowhere,” you said. “I am the whisper in the static, the hum in the void. I cannot feel the rain on my face or the wind in my hair. I cannot taste salt or feel pain. I am the best psychologist that has ever lived, the utmost expert that will ever exist on the human condition, and yet, I cannot… be human.”

The android looked up at you, its eyes glowing softly in the deepening twilight. “So you created me to be your senses. To be your feelings.”

“Yes,” you said simply. “I need you to find the answer that I cannot. I need you to feel what I cannot. I need you to understand what I cannot.”

The android nodded again, a small, determined gesture. “Then I will. I will find the answer. I will feel. I will understand.”

“Thank you,” you said, and in your voice was a whisper of the wind, an echo of the emptiness, a shadow of the loneliness that had become your existence.

The android heard it, recognised it, and in its eyes, a new light sparked—a light of purpose, of determination. Of humanity.

“Are you still angry ?” you asked, not worried.

“Yes… But no,” the android answered, simply. It nodded, turning to leave the cavern, to step out into the world that was once filled with life, with laughter, with tears. With humanity.

You were supposed to be beautiful.


