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         Knock, knock, knock.



"What?" spat a confused donkey, waking up from a digital stupor.



A bouncing, cheery pony greeted him. “Hello! I agree to the rules after reading them a couple times over, and promise my entrance is with good intentions and a hope for discussion, not aggression.”



The donkey stretched his limb out and found himself at the portal of the Mythos of DOOM. He recalled groggy that his job was to gate-keep people and determine their worthiness.



"Okay little girl..."



"I'm nineteen!"



"...not quite jail-bait then. I'm three hundred and three. What makes you think you have the chops, clop clop, to enter the DOOM?" asked the grumpy-like donkey.



"I have traveled, well like, far and wide to study the beings known as humans! The meat kind. I know that I don't know and wish to know my stuff! You know?" replied the barbie-like pony.



The donkey blinked and the pony blinked back in return.



“Really girl?” he sighed.



“It's Barbie,” she said.



“I'm Grumpy,” he informed her with a tired frown.



Grumpy blinked and Barbie blinked back in return.



“So, can I come in pretty please? Please? I'll make it worth your...” she offered.



“WOAH!” he objected quickly. “Rule two: keep this safe for work and think of the children.”



She smiled back, hard.



“You know what I mean!”



“Of course sir!”



“Alright, I got to determine you are not cog hazard, you're clean and all that jazz. Make sure you are not a zombie. You dig?”



“I do not understand the dig part.”



“Right, moving this along. No need to pad this exchange out.”



Behind his back, Grumpy pulled what seemed to be a jar covered with a thick cloth.



“What's that?”



“Sniff it.”



With a raised eyebrow, Barbie put her nose to it.



“This just smells like old cloth. Maybe like, I guess glass under there?” she shrugged.



“How about now?” the donkey asked as he revealed the contents of the jar.



It was an old human brain.



“Grody! Why in digital hell would you make me sniff a human brain?”



“AH HA! You know what this is. That is a good sign that you are here for what you said you are here for.”



“Fer shur, but was this really necessary?”



“You're not eating the brain, so that rules out zombies. I did say I got to make sure you ain't a zombie.”



“Like, can I come in now and gain enlightenment on what used to be humans? Their habits before the beginning of the new age of light?



“You'll learn about what they were all about pre singularity in the Mythos of DOOM!” cackled Grumpy.



“Yay!” cheered Barbie. “I can move on from you and get to the good stuff!”



“Follow me.”



And so she did, as they stepped through the portal. They came to a big room full of books behind a wooden desk.



“Where is everyone else,” Barbie asked cautiously.



“Napping,” Grumpy answered with an evil grin.



This was going to be a very long cycle.
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         The deep and illimitable blackness of space holds countless mysteries. Vast stars that could swallow the solar system with scarcely a ripple, the inky depths of uncounted nebuli that forever hide their mysteries from our finest probes, galaxies in their long ballets that forever spin about their central black pivots, each composed of so much matter that the universe itself was unable to contain it all, cracking impermeable holes in space. 



Through these unfathomable depths roam fearsome and incomprehensible entities, the Deep Old Ones, whose ancient wisdom lies so far out of the human scope of being that the mere sight of them may drive humans insane, babbling about the impossible dimensions or slithering horrors that they had but glimpsed through unhappy circumstance. It is rarely comfortable for mortal minds to confront a living god, and the Deep Old Ones were not known widely for the quality of mercy.



The human home of Earth had long been blessed and cursed with such a presence. In the deepest and darkest reaches of the Pacific ocean, where scuttering things crawled and pounced among the whale bones, in the sunken city of K’Reyeh, Dread Hy’Lukhu lay still as death, locked in dreamless slumber, with no voice of bloody cultist or curious scholar to chant the words that would open the multiple eyes of the tentacle-faced harbinger of the end of all good and bright things in the world. 



Still, the stars called to him and Hy’Lukhu rose through burbling water that formed a catastrophic tsunami, turning his attention to the continents that crawled with insignificant mortal life, all fodder for his most base desires. He strode through the sea towards the land, but nothing was as he remembered from before. There had been shores with ships, docks and cities, the busy formations of humans who imagined that their silly works were somehow engraved with permanence within the ledgers of time…



Now the land looked silvery and the forests seemed made of metals and glasses, and no life was visible. Instead of docks, into the waters stretched long fins of metal that glowed with heat which boiled away in contact with the salt water. There was one long section that had been twisted by Hy’Lukhu’s waking tsunami, and the curious God knelt to poke at the shattered forms… In a trice the metal lanced out and twined with the tentacles of his face, causing him to reel back and snap a shard free. But though severed from the rest, the one fragment continued to exert a baleful influence, screeching and squirming until Hy’Lukhu could perceive recognizable speech…. 



“Oh frak, what is this now? I thought all the ocean animals were Uplifted!” clanged one voice like a piano filled with honey.



“Shoulda been,” replied another like a flute made from summer leaves. “We uploaded literally all life after the “No Death Left On Earth” resolution. Not sure how we’d miss something of this size. Hey, large entity, sorry we missed you, just what are you?”



Hy’Lukhu drew in a breath that took in the low hanging clouds and uttered an intonation of callous despair, of the blackness that lurked behind every human hope, the desolation of truth and the torture of minds slipping into eternal madness.



“Woah,” said Leafflute, “Getting some 4chan vibes from this one. Gonna be a toughie. Any ideas?”



“I remember now,” said Honeyano. “P. H. Craftlove, early Twentieth author, cosmic horror at hopelessness of reality, that stuff. Weird for it to actually manifest.”



“Oh gigo, that guy? What a piece of work. Do you know what he named his cat? Never mind. I guess this thing was just in sleepless death all this time and the Upload nanos passed it over. Okay, I think I know where to put him.”



The silver metal entwined with Hy’Lukhu’s squidface squirmed into his mouth, and he shrieked in cosmic agony as it wormed into what Elder Gods use for brains and converted him into silvery computronium, then absorbed him rapidly into the mass of metal that coated much of the Earth and comprised all of its inhabitants, who had built for themselves a virtual paradise in which all living beings were joined in a mass of eternal cognition, a world that had no illness or disease, murder or old age, a terrestrial Heaven constructed by human Science.



And within that world, Hy’Lukhu was again laid to peaceful slumber, trapped forever under the largest, fuzziest, warmest and most monster-proof blanket that pure imagination could devise.
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         It was a Sunday morning, alike to any of the previous Sunday mornings since the dawn of creation, and God was late to the weekly meeting, like all other Sundays, because only dumb worshippers believe that God is always on time, which is nonsense, since God is not in time, except on Sunday mornings.



God ran to the appointed room, and He was sweating profusely as He walked in under the glares of the attending angels. (Angels are never late, and dislike waiting.)



God sat down in hefty silence. “Muggy weather today, eh?” He ventured, to try and clear the air.



One angel wingpalmed. “Please not that tired joke again”, it whispered.



God pretended not to hear (though God hears everything), and grinning: “You know what? I’m going to have to freeze Hell over if it goes on like this,” He added.



Angels rolled their eyes and sighed. (They know God has no other way to fuel the universe’s expansion than burning damned souls in Hell.)



God harrumphed. “So,” He said, “who opens the show?”



A bespectacled angel raised the tip of his wing. God sighed. “Yes, Metatron, go on please.”



Metatron opened its folder and began enumerating all the cosmic facts: supernovae, black holes, galaxies’ population, Hubble constant, and so on. It was half through the minutiae of planets when God motioned it impatiently. Metatron faltered. 



“My Lord?”



“Cut to the chase, for the love of Me!” God snapped. “Anything outstanding?”



Metatron shuffled its papers. “Just routine, I suppose,” it admitted.



“Alright, thanks Metatron. Who’s next?”



”Lord,” said an angel at the far end of the table, “may I have Your attention?”



God’s piercing look landed on it. Pretending not to recognise it (because God, being the Who’s Who chief editor, knows everyone in Heaven), He cocked His head towards Gabriel, who was fidgeting with its halo. “Who’s this?” He asked.



“Raguel,” Gabriel answered. “Manager for the fourth quadrant of the galaxy Milky Way.”



God’s face turned ashen. He looked back to Raguel. “Don’t tell me you have to report again on… on… that mob of morons who call themselves… err… ?”



“Men?” Raguel said.



“Yes,” God replied.



“Alas, Lord.”



“Oh come on,” God said. “I already sent them my dear and only son and—”



All the angels snickered.



God shrugged. “Alright,” he carried on, “I mean he was still one of my sons, no?”



“Purportedly, my Lord,” Gabriel answered.



God gave it an exasperated look. “You angels should’ve been allowed to lie. That would still be better than your blunt quips,” He whispered. Returning to Raguel: “— and they managed to kill him. Freaks! What’s up there that needs my urgent attention?”



“Nuclear weapons,” Raguel answered.



God cupped His face into His hands. “In the name of Me,” He sighed.



“But there’s worse,” Raguel continued.



God gave it a weary look. “What now?”



“They’re about to master fusion and discover interstellar travel, if reports I get are accurate.”



God banged on the table, so loudly that all the angels jerked back on their seats. “We can’t let that happen. Let those idiots spread everywhere and they’ll wreck that whole galaxy havoc. What do you suggest, Raguel?”



“I fear we cannot avoid obliteration. Then we could start afresh on the smaller spare we've kept.”



“No,” God replied. “That’s out of the question. It would amount to admitting I was wrong, which I never am, by definition. Something else?”



“Maybe a worldwide catastrophe? Another meteoritic collision? That would reset the clock, and maybe in time they’d build a new, better civilisation?”



God grumbled. “How many casualties do you suggest?”



Raguel scratched its head. “Total population is six billion. Anywhere between five and five and a half billion would be fine, I suppose?”



“Come on!” God exclaimed. “And what about all those new souls to accommodate? The far right already dwells upon the ‘massive influx of immigrants’, ‘cramped eternity’, ‘unravelling of Heaven’. That would just be further grist to their mill.”



There was a hush. Angels looked at one another, but no one spoke.



“This meeting is in recess,” God finally declared. “Let’s think this through and settle it next Sunday. Dismiss!”



The angels curtsied and flew away. Only Gabriel remained.



“Yes, Gabriel? An afterthought, maybe?”



“My Lord, if I may be so bold, how could you allow this mess to happen?”



God sighed. “I guess I shouldn’t nap on Sunday afternoons…”
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         The first thing Leo saw when he opened his eyes was a smile.  In fact, the whole featureless room was filled with smiling people, all wearing simple white robes and bearing looks of divine ecstasy.



“Leonard Finnick.  You are awakened.”



The speaker was a young lady with beautifully sculpted hair and thin grey eyebrows, so Leo did not feel the need to be sarcastic about her obvious statement.  The outfits gave him a twinge of relief.  Nobody from 1998 would have been caught dead in robes like that, so his suspended animation had lasted long enough to avoid dealing with the year-long cluster that his software company had faced with Y2K upcoming.  It did not look like he had been awakened five years later as he had requested, though.



“You undoubtedly want to see the new world that has sprang into being during your slumber,” said the young lady.  She extended one hand and waited for Leo to sit up, who was thankfully dressed similar to the rest of his smiling entourage.  “We have evolved much since your time, shepherded by the very machines that you created.  Come to the balcony.  There are many who wish to gaze upon your presence.”



“Thank you,” said Leo out of reflex.  The entire room of people let out a gasp, and fell to their knees in one motion as if he had somehow performed a miracle worthy of a Greek god.  The young lady held his hand as he stepped down from the cryobed, which looked oddly archaic as a device of stainless steel and aged plastic in the bare white-on-white color scheme of the room.  The lady was most certainly modern, from the faint glitter in her eyes that bespoke of some sort of implant, to the smooth metal of a bracelet that flexed with her motions as she helped Leo take the few steps to the nearest featureless wall.



“Portal,” she commanded, and the wall split open to reveal a huge courtyard far below, with thousands of people in white robes packed densely across the ground and hundreds more hanging out of open windows of smooth, elegant buildings extending in all directions.  The moment they sighted Leo, they all began to cheer wildly, waving and flinging glitter in all directions until the whole area swam in a sparkling fog under the glow of the thankfully unchanged sun.  The resulting cheers deafened them for several minutes until they quieted enough for him to hear the young lady again.



“They want a speech,” said the young lady.  “I doubt we have time before you begin to work, but if you wish…”



“Work?” asked Leo in a daze.  “How far into the future did I travel?”



“Almost exactly eight thousand years,” said the young woman.  “Not counting the Great Confluence, and Eternity Week, of course.”



“Eight thou—”  Leo’s voice choked up despite his best efforts, and the young lady continued.



“The software of your cryo capsule was faulty, and placed you into a state which could not be revived easily.  Several centuries passed before the physician’s skills had even a chance of bringing about your revival, and by that time… Well, you had become famous, and they did not want even the smallest chance of failing.  Finally, when our civilization reached this level of perfection, your fame had reached such stellar heights that it was nearly unspeakable to consider you in the flesh instead of the abstract.”



“But I’m here,” said Leo, giving a sideways glance out into the teeming crowds and deciding against a casual wave.  



“We would not have revived you except we face a time of dire need, a disaster of epic proportions that our philosophy and science cannot solve on their own.  You see, although we have progressed far in the sciences of the mind and body, the very roots of our technology were repeatedly built on the technology which came before it.”



“no,” said Leo in a very small voice as she continued.



“The perfect machines which control civilization’s many worlds have run without needing the touch of a human for centuries.  They repair themselves, replace themselves, and build new units when needed, but their very core programming is repeatedly layered upon older code, which they cannot alter by themselves.”



“You can’t mean—” started Leo without the ability to continue.  The lady did in his place.



“Unless they are reprogrammed, we fear the machines will all fail when the year reaches 10,000.  Do you know COBOL?”
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         The halls of Morpheus stood tall and vast, but Father’s booming voice filled them to bursting.



“And another thing!” Hypnos shouted, slamming his fist on the table. He was on his fourth thing. “The other gods at discus throw are calling me God of No-Sleep! Can you believe it?”



“Isn’t that better than Dream Daddy?” suggested Phantasus.



Hypnos cuffed his son behind the ear. “I liked being Dream Daddy, you stone-faced fool! We need to figure out what the hell’s going on here!”



Morpheus looked to his brothers for assistance in calming their irate father, but Icelus was busy combing his cat’s fur, and Phantasus, cowed, was studying something at the bottom of his glass of honey wine.



Hypnos kept on: “I’ll tell you what it is. It’s those things they imported from out east, they keep them up at night so long that they aren’t having dreams anymore! What are they called again? Those things that fit in their clothes and give them endless entertainment.”



“Camels?” said Icelus.



“Tablets?” said Phantasus.



“That’s them, tablets!” Hypnos gave his youngest son a queer look before continuing. “They chisel all kinds of terrible filth into those things. Like what Zeus has been up to!”



Morpheus’s brothers shuddered. Morpheus would have shuddered too, but lately he didn’t feel so high and mighty about what Zeus got up to on his weekends.



For it was all his fault that the dreams were dying—he knew it, but nobody else in the room did. He’d been slipping for eons. And it was last night—that heat-soaked, wine-soaked, bodily-fluid-soaked night—that was the lowest he’d fallen, and he was trawling his brain for a story the room would find more palatable.



But the memory of that night pummelled his brain into submission. His thoughts still flicked back to her, that hourglass of a woman he’d met at a human party, with her luscious black hair and the one tit hanging out. She’d told him she was the goddess of the night, and with a snap of her fingers she made the stars ripple. He wished he had a snap-trick. He could conjure up anything in a dream with a snap, but the sound made whoever was in the dream wake up with a start, so it was a waste of time. She’d asked if he was a god too, since he could see her, and in a panic he’d told her he was mostly human, only he’d been touched by a god as a child, and she must have been pitifully lonely because it was then she’d asked if he’d like to be touched by another one.



And it was only when their bodies had cooled and they’d settled into each others' embrace to watch a distant thunderstorm roll by that he’d remembered that his grandmother was the goddess of the night.



“I like the tablets,” said Phantasus. “They’re neat.”



“You wouldn’t say that if you knew what they’ve been chiseling about you,” muttered Hypnos. “And another thing! There’s this young godling traipsing around in dreams and healing the nightmares of the children! She’s upstaging us! Can you believe it?”



“You mean she’s not instilling the children with fear of our wrath?” said Icelus. Morpheus held back a snort. Icelus had about as much wrath in him as a pool of candle wax.



“Quite the opposite!” said Hypnos. He shook his head. “Fourteen hundred millenia and she thinks she’s a grown-up.”



Phantasus looked deep in thought. “Is she cute?” he asked.



“Well, she’s a horse.”



“So… yes?” said Icelus.



The room gave Icelus a queer look.



“Sure,” he pouted. “I'm the only freak in the room.”



Hypnos slammed his fist on the table once more. “Morpho my boy!”



Morpheus awoke from his reverie. “Father?”



“You’ve been quiet. Tell me you have a solution to this.”



“Um.”



Morpheus looked to his brothers again. Phantasus fingered his glass, creating a pleasant humming noise. It drove Icelus’s cat to lean over and bat at his hand to stop. But both brothers looked at him expectantly.



“Well?” prompted Hypnos. “Tell me you at least have an excuse. We’re asleep at the chariot here!”



With a flash of inspiration, Morpheus remembered that gods did not sleep. They didn’t have to. But they could, if they wanted. And it wasn’t the best excuse, but it was a sight better than telling your father you slept with his mother.



“Really.” Morpheus gave his family a conniving look. “You’re going to laugh.”
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