The Brief Stirring of Life

Her eyes were amber.  Eyes of death, love, lust, hate, hunger, humbleness, pride, anguish, hope, and despair.  They pulsated down at him, two stars going nova—two black holes sucking away his world.  They were hot and angry eyes, just like her voice.  He shivered and allowed the power of his holiness to flow throw his being, remaking the universe, bit by bit. 

Blue and amber.  Somewhere, he felt the longing to feel guilty, as the score continued to climb.


There, on the left side of the great game, was the brief stirring of life, amino acids swirling in a pool.  He touched the chemistry of things, and they grew into a clutter of cells.  Fierce clutters with sharp teeth that tore into other clutters.  He clambered onto the land and the sky of that world, and made them fast and furry and all knowing until they climbed up into the blackness to join the ongoing war against the great entropy.  But the great entropy was winning.  Try as he might, more and more worlds fell away.  He used his holy power again and again, but he knew, in the end, the whole universe was doomed. Still, he had a few more tricks, and he began to try to use them when the whole universe seized to be.

“Abstinence!” he cursed, using the most wicked swear word he could think of, regarding the powerless game chamber about him.


“I told you that he’s ready now,” his selected told him, her amber eyes flashing and ultraviolet hair glowing in the darkness of the game chamber.  Soft and subtle, her form reminded him of brief longings which he quickly extinguished as he once more examined the silent game chamber.


“It’s to late now!  The entropy could have been stopped!  Do you have any idea how long it took me to get that close to destroying the entropy?” he hissed, struggling to stand and nearly falling over in the effort.  She caught him and held him there a moment, her hand hot upon his arm.


“Select, there’s more than games to life.  You should know that.  Today we have more opportunity then ever before.  In the other room is the result of combining our genes, and I just bought him a wing prescription from the pharmacy.  He just wants his ‘father’ to help him get ready to go flying.  Can’t you do this, for us?” she regarded him, gently rubbing his arm.  The ancient word ‘father’ fell off of her lips with all of the sound of a rotten redwood collapsing in a redwood forest from the great preserve worlds.

He regarded her, and saw in her eyes entropy blazing with a fire that was sure to destroy the universe.  Withdrawing, he shivered for a second, and swallowed.  “What do I care about his chaste flight?”

His select’s tears became more pronounced and her face turned red with anguish. He watched her, once more with the idlest feeling that he should feel, and at last laughed. Holding his hand to his mouth, he babbled with laughter, and nodded his head.  “You better take a love-not tablet and get back to it.  I have to beet the entropy, before everything I care about is destroyed.” As he spoke, he gestured expansively about the darkened game room.

Brushing away a stray tear, she said, “A love-not tablet?  That isn’t the problem here.  All I want is for you to help out our creation, and set him on his way to fly.  What’s wrong with that?”


“What’s wrong with that?  Will you listen to yourself?  What isn’t wrong with that?  You’ve really let your self fall apart.  Listen, things have been working out.  Our creation is a great mix, and hey, if you got him wings, he’ll be even better, and well, it’s been fun, but, I got better things to do then this antiquated culture crap.  What do you think I am?  The thing’s ‘father’?  And I bet you think you’re his ‘mother’?  Where do you get this antiquated filth from?  Loosen up and enjoy what we got, because, hey, it’s like you said, you have opportunities.  Go into your game chamber, or have a time at the sensations, and whatever you do, get yourself a love-not before your fantasies really get into that warped little head of yours.  ‘Father’?  You honestly disgust me sometimes,” he said, and with that, he reactivated the great game.  Everywhere light exploded to crackle madly through the darkness.  As it spread, it fractured into tiny clouds that further solidified into single points.  Into these he delved, calling forth life with his holiness.  On one dot, and then another, he called forth an unbroken chain of life, growing and racing wildly towards a future of intellectual potential unreached, of experiences undreamt, of power unimagined.  And from this collection of life, he raced to fight the entropy. 

The entropy twirled so loudly about that he failed to hear the quite footsteps of his select leaving the game chamber.

* * *


“Your ‘father’ is busy right now.  But don’t worry.  Your ‘mother’ will help you, ‘dear.’  Lets see.  That nice pharmacist didn’t give us any instructions on how to use this. It seems pretty simple though.  Most things are these days.  Well, hope it works all right. Drink up, ‘dear.’ Hmm . . . I wonder how long this is supposed to take.  Yeah, I know it hurts, but well, to enhance, you have to pay a price, or so the saying went.  What?  Oh, something I was told when I was your age.  Back when things were a little wilder.  Not that they ever really were too wild.  Ah, there you go.  Doesn’t that look nice?  Now, you’ll have to be careful.  I remember that much from what I’ve heard about wings. Don’t fly to fast, or to high.  Your bones are lighter now, so it won’t be difficult, but it still takes a lot of energy.  You’ll get tired fast, flying.  So be careful, ‘dear.’ Ah, there you go. Well, he seems happy at least. I hope he is.”

* * *

Light and free, the child flowed through the murky sky.  It felt cold and damp upon his flesh, and stagnant, cursed with the smell of the recycling center spewing forth great flumes of grey into the air.  The normal green of the atmosphere of Ascree was growing darker, year by year.  Soon, it would be the color of a smudge.

The child liked the changing color, though it made him cough as he flew.  Far below, he could see his mother leaping up and down, waving at him.  He waved back briefly, before he beat his multi-hued wings even faster to thrust his little body  closer to the heavens. 


His mother had told him that there were great wonders above.  Places that he could scarcely dream of.  Places like the sensations, the preserves, the factioning, the voice, and the pharmacy.  As he struggled to breathe deeper and to flap his new wings faster and faster, he wondered if he could fly high enough to reach those places. 

He could still see his mother, but she was much tinier now.  Perhaps it was his imagination, but her waving seemed to be growing more frantic.  He looked down, squinting to focus, and blinked.


“I wonder why ‘father’ is away from his game?” he wondered, his voice straining against the wind to form the archaic word ‘father.’  Curiosity getting the better, he flicked his gossamer wings in a new direction, and his little child body began to plummet with growing speed.  Gritting his teeth, the wind swirled harder against his form, and the world swam closer as though to swallow him whole.

* * *


“I can’t defeat the entropy,” he began, pacing towards her.  His hair was wild, his beard long and disheveled, his fingernails overgrown.  His eyes, a dark violent grey, were bloodshot.  “I almost had it before. But now I know the truth. I can’t—“

“You can’t what, ‘dear’?” his select told him.  As she looked, she silently wondered why he would get mad at her for skipping a single love-not when he had obviously failed to take his hide-hair and potency tablets.  She laid a hand over her heart, as he came closer.


“I can’t defeat it . . . in there.  But here, here, I can stop the entropy, once and for all.  And you’ll help me.” As he spoke, she examined him further, and found that something was missing.  He still wore the skin tight silver environment suit that could display holograms, as was the current retro-fad, but something wasn’t right.  Her eyes flowed over his shrunken arms and his wasted legs, to at last focus on the brain-tap.  The small metallic world eye that watched them all was off on her select, so that he could not be monitored.  The world eye’s black base with its silver circuitry hung limply from the base of his skull and his neck, its wires flashing behind his head as he walked.  She cursed herself for having failed to observe the world eye’s destruction before, in the game room. 


He wasn’t being watched; he wasn’t taking his tablets, or doing his therepy. “What have you done?  Why is your world eye dead?”


“It’s dead because it knew; it knew it had to stop me.  But I showed it.  I can stop the entropy.  And you can help.”


“How?” she asked, pausing as she heard the flapping of wings somewhere close.


“By shutting your eye.”
 He leaped at her, swinging a thick metal rod from the game room at her head.  As the rod rushed forward, she felt tiny child hands struggling to pull her upwards, and for a moment, she hung there suspended a foot above the ground, before her world melted away in scarlet agony. 

He stood there, watching the child crying there, flapping his wings like someone possessed, holding the evil one’s corpse.  The eye was closed now, its horrid amber gone forever, and he couldn’t help but laugh, a sound of unimaginable despair so awful that surely the entropy would flee.


But it didn’t.  He could see it everywhere, growing by the moment.  Growling, he swung the rod at the nearest entropy.  This one, flapping in the air, would have been an easy target if it had remained stationary.  However, it dropped something heavy on the ground and soon was vanishing into the grey-green sky.


Hissing at the entropy, he swung the rod in a wild circle.


He was still swinging the rod when they found him.  A few minutes work and he quieted down, the world eye once more watching him, adjusting his chemicals. Commanding, demanding.  Guiding.  Serving him.  Serving all life.  The greatest creation ever conceived.  He looked at his select, repaired as well, smiling at him now.  They’d cleaned off her blood, repaired the hole in her skull, or maybe they’d just cloned a new one and dragged the previous one’s corpse off to the recycling center.  He examined the time, but of course, he didn’t remember when it had been.  What it had been.


He struggled to think, to remember.  Something painfully important.  His select, complete and new, caressed his hand, and said, “Relax.  What’s wrong?”


“Nothing,” he told her.  And it was true. 


Together, they went into the game room, and the world eye breathed a sigh of relief, and the technician’s and their technology dispersed to make the rounds.  After all, it was early in the week, and the job was always busy early in the week.


And somewhere, forgotten, a child flew, remembering blood and rage, and eyes forever closed.  He flew and flew, his world eye having long ago been cut.  And beneath him, grey spread into the sky. 
