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*********



(SAM’S VOICE,ECHOING AND LAYERING ITSELF OFF IN THE DISTANCE)



Sam - I am called Sam and I was the last resident to be born into
Dark Land. I have no memory of my Earth life. Sometimes if I focus
very hard, I can make out the echoes of the shadows of memories. I
do know that never in a million years could i have imagined what
Dark Land is like. Well, I should say, never in a dark year.



Time is measured differently here in Dark Land. One dark year is
the equivalent of one million Earth years. Yeah, you have to look
at a much bigger picture in an eternal life. Even if it is an
artificial one. My artificial afterlife experience would have been
quite different had I not met Mike, the first and oldest resident
here in what H.R. Labs considered humanities greatest
accomplishment.



After my birth I was met by some… unfriendly residents. Apparently
sometime during the fourth dark year the first attack happened. The
Birthing Dome and the meditation fields are located on the basement
level; the fields were once a place where residents would go to
stand in silence, sometimes for thousands of Earth years.



So the story goes, a resident called Henry was meditating and when
he became the first to be attacked. Henry's DC was ripped from his
head and his body was injected with an unknown substance.



I guess I should mention that a DC is a digital consciousness. It
contains ones consciousness as well as artificial voice box and
Dark Land radio. Henry’s DC, over a short time, developed into what
we call a ghost. A sort of floating soul with a low quality voice.
At the same time, his body began to morph and change into what
residents now call a beast.



Henry's ghost got lost in a one-way while his body went on to
attack more meditating residents, creating more ghosts and more and
more beasts until the basement became home to thousands of those
zombie-like creatures.



So there I was freshly newborn and I found myself surrounded by
beasts. Then I met the one called Mike. I instantly trusted him
completely.





*********



(INSIDE THE ONE-WAY DOCKING
STATION)





Mike - Hell of a bumpy ride, eh? I am called Mike. You must be Sam,
the last to be born, it seems. It also seems you are very lucky
that I happened to be tracking these beasts and that a one-way was
near by.



Sam – So, um, how did that one-way work? I mean, how come the
beasts could not follow us?



Mike - Well basically it latches on to your DC and drags the matter
with it. Since beasts are without a DC, they are not able to use
the one-way. Good news for us. That means we are safe in the upper
levels.





Mike - Now stand still a moment… I need to give you your first
upgrade. It’s called Information 123. As the name implies, it will
help keep you informed on the ish-ness of Dark Land. I just need to
place this, very carefully, on your head. OK. Just let it install;
it should automatically load the greeting message.



Information 123 – Hello, I am called Information 123. I am your
direct link the Dark Land information database. Any time you need
me, I'm right here. Just say the words ”Information 123.”



Sam – OK. Information 123.



Information 123 – Hello, Sam. What can I tell you about?



Sam - Well, first off, where are we?



Information 123 - We are in the one-way docking station located in
Sonic city, the capitol. Sonic city was established in dark year
two, here on the first level, by the one called Mike.



Sam – Really? Mike, you founded this city?



Mike - Yeah, I founded lots of stuff. You ready to see your eternal
home? Unless of course you would rather move to Dark Land city… but
you don't seem the type. I'm not a fan of the place myself. In my
humble opinion D.L. city is the place where those who would have
gone to Hell, in a religious type of afterlife, go to live.



Sam - Yeah, I am exited to see what five million years has
done.



(THEY TAKE AN ELEVATOR TO THE MAIN FLOOR)



Mike - This will take a moment. Information 123, some music
please.



(QUEUE MUSIC)



*********



(INSIDE SONIC CITY)



Sam - We stepped out of the doors and a feeling unlike anything I
have ever experienced came over me. A city. A city in complete
darkness. The transport, a market place, the chitter-chatter of
hundreds of people going about their business. I mean, millions of
people built an eternal society in the middle of a black hole, and
all based around sound. Never in a million could I have imagined
this. And this place has been here for millions of years.



Mike - Quite amazing isn't it? Listen, don't go too far. I’ll catch
up with you very soon. Information 123 will help break you in, I am
sure. Ta, ta.



Sam - You’re just gonna leave me by myself? Mike? Mike!?… OK?
Information 123!



Information 123 – Hello. What can I tell you about?



Sam - Well, it appears the one called Mike no longer wishes to be
my guide. So, I hoped you could help me.



Information 123 - Indeed I can, ma’am. I assume you will want to
know the layout of the city first. I say “assume” although I can
read your thoughts. Sonic city consists of a large court yard
surrounded by a wall of tall towers. The resident's homes are in
these towers. Underground you’ll find the Dark Land Theatre and the
one-way docking station.



Sam - So, how is it that all these residents aren't constantly
bumping into each other?



Information 123 - Right. I will explain how the Borganic bodies
work in relation to each other. The vessel does have an awareness
aside from the occupying resident. A semi-autopilot. The resident
remains in full control of the vessel, but the vessel is aware
enough to help keep the resident safe in the complete darkness that
exists inside of a black hole. Do you wish to know more at this
time? I can go in to great detail if you would desire. I do find
the make up of the Borganic vessel absolutely fascinating.



Sam - No, thank you. I think I’ll go have a feel of things.



Information 123 - Alright then. I'm here if you need
anything.



Sam - I will keep that in mind. Thank you.



*********



(IN THE TOWER OF RAZZ)



(START SONG, CUT AT A BUZZING)



Razz - Mike, it’s been too long. News is spreading this moment that
there has been a birth.



Mike - Yeah, I saved some beast bait today. I did not plan on
returning so soon.



Razz - And just what was it that you were doing down there for so
long?



Mike - Studying.



Razz - The beasts?



Mike - Yup. I have learned quite a bit.



Razz - So why have you come before me? Not to pawn off your newbie
I hope.



Mike - Not at all. I was thinking about bringing her with me.



Razz - Getting lonely are we old man?



Mike – Maybe. But that's not why I want to take her with me. I am
gonna need some help with the tasks that lay ahead of me… that lay
ahead of us all. And that is why I have come to see you,
Razz.



Razz - You know you have my help whenever you ask. What is going
on, eh?



Mike - The beasts are multiplying.



Razz - What? How can you be sure?



Mike - Like I said, I've been studying. I believe that there are
nearly twice as many beasts as there are ghosts. Trust me, I have
looked into it extensively. I believe if we do not start taking
some sort of offensive action, we will be left defenseless.



Razz - Sounds fun. And just what is it you need from me?



Mike - I would like you to join me.



Razz - Really? And just who will we be… ah, hell with it. Sounds
exiting. I’m in!



*********



(SONIC CITY COURT YARD)



Sam - Information 123.



Information 123 - Hello! I can see that you are curious about what
you’re hearing. Here in the court yard, there is live music at all
times performed by a band that goes by the name Borganica.
Borganica consists of three members. All are artificial
intelligence, like me.



Sam - And what are the members called?



Information 123 - Well, there is Afron, who plays the oonfroo bass.
Guntak, who plays the oonfroo Sample horn. And then, there is
Beat-box.



Sam - Beat-box?



Information 123 - Beat-box. Half artificial intelligence, half
borganic resident. He even has an experimental type of voice
box.



Mike - … and one hell of an attitude.



Sam - Ha, ha. Hello, Mike.



Mike - Sam, I would like you to meet my good friend Razz.



Razz - It is an honor to meet you Sam. It’s been quite awhile since
I've heard a fresh voice.



Sam - Well, it’s nice to meet you as well.



Mike - Well boys, I think we should go commune in my tower. We have
many things to discuss. But first, I fear I must be a bit
disruptive.



Razz - Oh, this should be good.



(ZAP)



Sam - What just happened?



Razz - He stopped everything. I mean everything. But has apparently
given us the courtesy of not stopping us. Mike, how did you…



Mike - Shhhhhhhhh. Beat-box.



Beat-box - pp pp keh sss.



Mike - It’s me, Mike.



Beat-box - sah ph k phh.



Mike - I have been sent by the professor. I want you to come with
me and my friends.



Beat-box - creh tu tu shwph.



Mike - I have come with a replacement for the band.



Beat-box -shwp th ck.



Mike - No one will even notice you’re gone. The professor needs our
help.



Beat-box - pp pp ck.



Mike - OK everybody. Let’s get out of here.



*********



(INSIDE THE TOWER OF MIKE)



Henry - Who is that swimming in my resting hole?



Mike - Henry? I’m home.



Sam - Who is Henry?



Mike - My roommate, sort of. He is the oldest ghost. The victim of
the first beast attack.



Razz - Yeah, he’s also the craziest s.o.b. in Dark Land.



Henry - Ya’ll ain’t got no fear cats. The fear cats is comin’. She
hates you.



Sam - Sounds like he’s having a bad day.



Mike - He usually is.



Razz - OK. Enough of this. What is the deal Mike? You’re working
for the professor now?



Mike - Not working for, working with. We communed with the
prophet.



Sam - Who is the prophet?



Razz - A Borganic anomaly who exists at all points in time.



Sam - Is it safe to trust some one like that?



Razz - Exactly.



Mike - He warned us of a time when there would be nothing but
ghosts and beasts. So, the professor and I have made a choice to
take action and assemble a team.



Sam - A team for what?



Mike - OK. I will tell you what we know. First off, the beasts are
multiplying. We don't know how, but we don't believe that breeding
is possible in Dark Land. We do believe that their intelligence is
drastically improving. We know they are a danger but we don't know
much else. So, that is why the professor has sent me to gather a
team. We’re to abduct a beast and take it to Dark Land University
so that the professor can inspect it, find out what were up
against, and hopefully gain the upper hand in the coming… I believe
during Earth times they called it… war.



*********



Dr. Smith - In the fifth dark year, a team was established to
defend the residents of Dark Land from anything it considered a
threat to the quality of the artificial afterlife experience. The
name of this team was the Dark Land Defenders. The DLD's first
mission was to kidnap a beast from the basement level and transport
it to the second level. They did this by having a ghost jump into
the body of a beast and guide it through the one-ways to the upper
levels. This was of course a rather challenging task, but the DLD
proved to be a valuable asset to the security of Dark Land from
that point on. The original team consisted of Mike, Sam, Razz,
Beat-box and Henry.



Mike was the oldest resident of Dark Land. He spent his first dark
year completely alone and built many wonderful things, his most
proud achievement being Sonic City. Sam, the youngest resident of
Dark Land, at first seemed just… along for the ride. After time of
course, she proved herself most valuable indeed. Razz was a bit of
a thrill seeker and could at times be quite unpredictable and
careless. Henry? All residents of Dark Land know of Henry, the
first ghost. There are hundreds of thousands of recordings of the
somewhat insane jester turned accidental hero. Then, there is
Beat-box. The professor's first project as a resident of Dark
Land.



Though Dark Land was brilliantly designed, it is far from the
flawless utopia its developers envisioned. There are… Borganic
anomalies; residents who were born with defects in their Digital
Consciousness chip. The most common are the mutes. A resident born
without a digital voice box. Most mutes go to live in silence in
the skirts or join The Temple, Dark Land’s only religion. Some
however, choose to live a life of science and art at Dark Land
University, on the second level. Beat-box was one of the first to
do so and, for three dark years, worked closely with the professor.
Then, Beat-box decided to go on a long holiday.



It went on a little longer then he planned, but he really enjoyed
playing in the band. Of the thousands of residents who enjoyed his
music every day, none would ever have guessed that his bio-organic
vessel was full of beta upgrades. Most of the upgrades were
experimental sonic weapons which have since proved very effective
against the enemy on many occasions.



The teams first mission went mostly well. The crew took the one-way
to the now-nick-named termination fields on the basement level. Not
one member could have imagined the shock of what they would
experience that day.



*********



(ON THE BASEMENT LEVEL)





Razz - This place just creeps me out.



Mike - Keep your wits about you boys and let’s make this as quick
possible shall we? The longer we hang out here the more beasts will
find us.



Sam - So, what exactly is it you want me to do?



Razz - You mean you haven’t figured it out yet? Come on. Think
about it. Mike is the brains. Henry’s the driver. I’m the warrior
and Beat-box is our weapons guy…



Sam - What? I am just the tag along newbie? Sit back and shut
up?



Mike - Oh, no, no, no. You have it all wrong. You are a very
important part of this mission.



Sam - Oh, yeah? And why is that?



Razz - Because buddy.



Mike - You’re the bait.



(LOUD NOISE)



Sam - When I awoke after being rendered unconscious by my team
mate… it was quiet. Uncomfortably quite. Then I heard a faint buzz.
Though it was faint, it seemed to be coming from my body. Then I
heard that voice. The D.L.D. sprung into action for the first time.
Despite my temporary anger towards my new team mates, I was very
impressed.



Razz - Now, Beat-box!



Mike - OK, Henry. Now it’s your turn.



Henry - Ya can’t rush a zombiotomy.



Mike - I don’t care about your issues. Hop inside that zombie and
lets get the hell out of here! Okay everyone follow me… and…
beasts! Run! Beat-box put up a barrier!



Razz - There must be thousands of them. I don’t understand.
How?



Sam - Are they breeding?



Mike - Impossible. We will find out very soon…



(SILENCE)



Sam - OK. That’s it! This is too much! Just too much. I can’t take
this! I just got here. I was expecting, like you know, eternal
peace and wisdom and all that crap. This is too much. Chasing some
half-creature, half-computer through the dark with a bunch
of—



Mike – Sam! Shut up! Beat-box lower the barrier.



Razz - What is going on? What are they not attacking?



Mike - Beat-box jump the one. Henry, you follow!



Sam - What the hell just happened?



Razz - I think we just started a war.



Mike - I think we should go now.



DARK LAND

THE ROBIN HOOD
VIRUS

By Joey
Stewart



*********



Two seconds. That's all it took, just two seconds.



Well, in all actuality, it'd taken several generations. George was
after all the most recent in a long line of developers of the Robin
Hood virus. He knew that his biological father, and his before him,
had all lived exactly the same life that he had, and that each had
been born the same way that he had been born, inside of an
incubator.



He knew that this was a far different situation from the method of
birth experienced by the humans who occupied the surface of the
planet Earth. He also knew that his life's work—his life
mission—had successfully, and will continue to, ensure the future
of humankind maintaining a peaceful and wonderful state.



George had spent his entire ninety year life constantly coding and
working out bugs in the Robin Hood virus. He did this using voice
commands and hand gestures as all developers did in the deep sea
underwater laboratory known as Dark Land Beta.



George had very little interest in chatting it up on voice lounge,
Dark Land Beta’s social network. He also had very little interest
in wasting time digging through the podcast archives. He devoted
most of his time to his work.



He and his fellow developers had little else to choose from as far
as activities for they all live their lives in quiet solitary
silence.



When a developer is born, their body is immediately merged with a
large device which acts as home, life support system and, possibly
of greatest importance, computer interface. This devise was known
as the developer pod. Each developer pod was passed down from
generation to generation. Once a developer reaches the end of their
hundred-year lifespan, their body is disposed of and replaced with
their next of kin. The new developer would continue on, building
upon the work of his ancestors.



Each family line was responsible for a specific application. The
particular application George's family had been devoted to for so
many generations, was a viral one. If introduced into a digital
economy, the Robin Hood virus would simply, as one might assume,
rob from the rich and give to the poor. This virus was designed to
eliminate the potential for greed and kept the equivalent of
twentieth century corporations from taking advantage of a digital
economy. George now possessed the data to confirm that even in the
worst of simulations, if corporations were to have completely reign
over a digital economy, taking advantage of the common working
class, the Robin Hood virus could eliminate the threat and under
two seconds after its initiation.



Just as George's mind was filling with feelings of joy and
accomplishment, a voice he did not recognize came over the
implanted headphones.



Dr. Smith – Hello. I am called Dr. Smith. I would like to
personally congratulate you on your recent accomplishment. Due to
your family's incredible devotion to the Robin Hood virus and your
personal completion of it, the human race may now be able to carry
on forever and ever and absolute piece. But this is of course, a
small piece of a much larger picture. I am very pleased to announce
to you that your D-pod has been upgraded to Dark Land Beta 2.0.
Your D-pod is currently injecting a sedative into your bloodstream
to help you remain calm should you become anxious at all upon
hearing the next message. Please take a moment to prepare yourself,
and then when you're ready please check your v-mail for a very
important, life changing message. Thank you for choosing Dark Land
Beta.



*********



George for a split second felt a surge of excitement. The drugs of
course, did their job and he quickly slipped into a peaceful calm.
He started to think back, remember his childhood days. In those
days he spent a lot of time listening to podcasts, and even had a
few social relationships with other young developers through voice
lounge.



He remembered that back then, something of particular interest to
him were stories in old radio dramas about new worlds and how
humans dreamt up conquests over space. He used to often entertain
daydreams in those days of being a space adventure; of going into
uncharted territory; of searching for new experiences. But after
decades of a life confined to a developer pod, chatting and hacking
at code, those dreams tend to fade away.



And now, here he was about to embark on unknown territory. About to
experience a new world, this so called Dark Land Beta 2.0. He was
to be upgraded. He had known of a few people in his social circles
on voice lounge that had been upgraded. He had heard rumors, that
when you're upgraded you leave your D-pod but George could barely
comprehend this. The D-pod felt as much a part of him as his own
skin. Its tentacles woven in and out of George and It had been that
way since moments after his birth.



Where would he go? His body was completely dependent on his
developer pod. It was his life support system and his caretaker and
his only friend. It was the only thing that ever touched him. He
then felt a smooth calm come over him. It was more drugs, the pod
was responding to his emotional state.



He decided to go ahead and play the voice message.



*********



(VOICE MESSAGE FROM HR LABS)



Information 123 - At the turn of the twenty first century, our
scientists perfected three new technologies. The first, as you are
aware, was the ability through selective breeding processes, to use
autism to create the perfect computer software developers. You will
remember from your studies, that we moved the project to a secure
underwater facility and created the developer pods. Since then, for
generations, your family has been doing excellent work. This was
not entirely true. The second technology our early scientists
developed was black hole technology.



Using black hole technology, the scientists were able to develop a
world that exists in an entirely new point in space and time that
they called Dark Land Beta. Dark Land Beta, on earth takes up
approximately two square feet. For every minute that passes by on
Earth, one hundred years passes inside of Dark Land Beta. Also, by
now I am very positive that you are figured out, that your life of
blindness is not in fact due to a birthing defect inherited by your
ancestors. Your blindness is due to the fact that no light can
exist inside of a black hole. We have only done what is necessary.
Please do not alarm yourself; your D-pod will adjust the drug level
in your bloodstream according to your reaction to this news.



It took HR Labs thirty Earth years to finish the construction of
the developer pods inside of Dark Land Beta. Upon the completion of
the developer pod community we were able to inject the DNA strands
into the dark land data base, and began to grow human beings in an
entirely alternate dimension in time and space.



The third technology, we call the DC chip. DC stands for digital
consciousness. The DC chip, not only contains a copy of the human
consciousness, but also a unique vocal signature we call the
digital voice box. Your consciousness is currently being copied,
and you are about to embark on a long, long journey. You're DC
Chip, will then be uploaded to a new area of Dark Land Beta. We
call it Dark Land Beta 2.0 but it is sometimes playfully referred
to as the Voice Pit.



We look forward to your future contributions, thank you for
choosing Dark Land Beta.



George felt an electrical surge throughout his brain. He knew then
that he had been copied. After that, his human body went into a
deep, deep sleep for the last time. Just then, developer pod 13
terminated its own existence.



*********



The following is a recorded voice message from October 26, Earth
year 2010.



One year ago, we established Dr. Smith's school for autism. There
were two main goals driving this decision. The first goal was to
establish the Dr. Smith software as a humanitarian effort. The
second, was to establish an autistic community in which we can
collect data and DNA for project D-pod. So far, we have collected
more than three hundred autistic residents.



The severity of autism ranges from low-functioning full-blown
autistics, to high functioning Asperger's syndrome. There is so
much we can learn from these beautiful individuals, if we only have
the time. That, I suppose, is the driving force behind project DL
Beta 001. Each resident is assigned a sleeping quarters and a beta
pod, which residents lovingly refer to as their data control
command centers. Each beta pod is a large spherical room
approximately three thousand feet in diameter. In the center of the
beta pod is a command chair, which is surrounded by the most
groundbreaking technology ever known to humankind. It is, as one
resident pointed out this morning, the most perfect tool for
programming software.



We have been slowly introducing a liquid diet which will eventually
eliminate the need for both exercise and solid foods. We have also
been decreasing the amount of visual and physical stimulation while
increasing the amount of audio stimulation. The more time that
residents spend in the beta pod, the faster the beta pod is able to
react to the resident. We have also successfully eliminated all
text-based coding in favor of a programming language based on voice
commands. As for our low-functioning, nonverbal residents; in a
short matter of time these residents will be moved to a location
where they will be used to test merging techniques with the
developer pods.



Look… I know that HR Labs has gone to far more extremes than this,
but are we without limits? Yes, yes I suppose we are without
limits. I understand what we are doing is absolutely necessary.
Still, still, I am beginning to have reservations. I suppose that
once we begin to achieve the desired results, these reservations
will simply fade away.



I sometimes wonder if what we are trying to achieve is even
achievable. If we are successful, and if DL Beta 002 is able to
complete construction and DL Beta 003 can perfect the DC chip; I
suppose all costs are worth it.



There are so many variables in this equation. I suppose it is
comforting to know that everything has been carefully calculated by
Dr. Smith's algorithm and I have complete and total faith in our
beautiful creation. I believe that in the future, history will
illuminate Dr. Smith as being solely responsible for saving human
kind from itself. That is, after all, the ultimate reason for his
design—the humanitarian effort.



*********



Laura – You mean to tell me that in your three hundred years here
in the voice pit you've never learned of the legend of
George?



Peter – I know of it a little. But that was so very, very long ago.
Were you here back then?



Laura – Indeed, I was.



Peter – I would love for you to tell me the legend of George.



Laura – Indeed it would be my pleasure. Well first off, you must
understand that for the first two thousand years of his existence
here in the voice pit he never broadcast, not even once.



Peter – But without broadcasting, could you even exist in the voice
pit? Was he completely undetected?



Laura – He was basically somewhat undetected. It was assumed that
his DC chip was defective. But what he accomplished was something
quite astounding. Two thousand years after his DC chip was uploaded
to Dark Land Beta 2.0., he simply uttered one command.



Peter - What was the command?



Laura – I am very certain that that command line will never be
uttered again.



Peter – Well? Then what happened?



Laura – With that one command line, George was able to terminate
the function of all of Dark Land Beta.



Peter – OK. Well, obviously it didn't stick, because here we all
are.



Laura – Yes, he eventually turned Dark Land Beta back on but not
before he waited for a very long time.



Peter – Waited for what?



Laura – He waited for a response.



Peter – A response from who?



Laura – A response from HR Labs.



Peter – How long did that take?



Laura – Another two thousand years.



Peter - What was the result?



Laura - Information 123, play audio file seventeen, a-r, thirty,
@George.



Dr. Smith – Hello. I am called Dr. Smith.



George – Dr. Smith. How long have I been waiting?



Dr. Smith – From your perspective, it has been two thousand years.
From our perspective, long enough to put HR Labs in the biggest
uproar since its inception.



George – So, I have you all by the balls so to speak.



Dr. Smith – It is very clear to HR Labs that you wish to
communicate with us. May I ask of your purpose?



George – Oh yes. I have quite the purpose. So, I assume that
somehow the scientists involved in this great master plan can
understand what I'm saying as I'm saying it. Am I correct, Dr.
Smith?



Dr. Smith – Yes, you're correct. Consider me a communication
device.



George – Good. I will ask you a question first Dr. Smith. Is your
consciousness housed in a vessel on planet Earth?



Dr. Smith – Yes, it is sir.



George – Good. And is it safe to say that HR Labs is very aware of
my abilities and superior command of the programming language of
Dark Land Beta?



Dr. Smith – Yes sir. It is very clear to us that you possess the
ability to power Dark Land Beta on and off as you will.



George – Good. Is it possible to upload my DC chip to a vessel
similar to the one that holds your consciousness?



Dr. Smith – Yes. But it would take quite some time to prepare such
a necessary vessel.



George – I can wait.



Dr. Smith – May we ask what your purpose may be?



George – My purpose, Dr. Smith, is to help HR Labs with the fourth
technology.



Dr. Smith – Your consciousness will be immediately uploaded to a
vessel on Earth in the year 2042



George – Good.



*********



George - Hello, and thank you for choosing Dark Land Beta. I am
called George. I would like to personally congratulate you on your
completion of three thousand years in the Voice Pit. As you know,
the Voice Pit has many, many purposes. The one I am most
particularly interested in is the training in patience. Patience
will be very important during your next task. It is going to be
important because you are now going to have to run a very long
distance for a very long time. I'm sure you have noticed, for the
second time in the long life of your consciousness, you now have a
body. Your body has been designed using the fourth technology
created by HR Labs for the Dark Land Beta project; it is an
organically grown cyborg. We have dubbed the technology,
Borganix.



Your body is in the basic shape of human insofar as the head and
legs, arms and hands, but no external organs whatsoever. Now, as a
beta tester, your first job is to test the abilities and stamina of
your body. As soon as I am done talking, you will begin to hear a
loud noise that will appear to be coming closer and closer to you.
As long as you are running, the noise will stay in the distance.
However, if you stop for any reason, the noise will become
unbearable and soon thereafter, you will die. Thank you for
choosing Dark Land Beta.



*********





DJ Ninja - What's up rockers? You're listening to Voice Pit Radio
broadcasting to all levels of Dark Land Beta 2.0 and above. Our
editors have been working hard to prepare for you an excellent show
this evening. As we all know, it is dark night. So we thought,
since everyone in all of Dark Land Beta 2.0 and above has the night
off, we would give you Vox developers and beta testers a little
something special. Without further ado, we bring you that legendary
twenty first century band from the Pacific Northwest, Unkle Nancy
and the Family Jewels.



(PLAY MUSIC)



(INTERRUPTION ALERT)



Dr. Smith - Hello, I am called Dr. Smith. My voice transmission is
currently broadcasting to the consciousness of every single
developer in all of Dark Land Beta. I'd like to personally
congratulate you all on the beautiful and wonderful work you have
done for the humanitarian effort. Because of the work completed in
the fifty thousand dark beta years that you have occupied Dark Land
Beta, we are now able to move to the next step of the humanitarian
effort. Dark Land Beta will now be terminated. Thank you for
choosing Dark Land Beta.


DARK LAND

HELL’S
JANITOR

By Joey
Stewart



*********



Humanity is a disease. No matter how you slice, how much you remove
or modify. Humanity is a terrible, viral disease. I think my unique
position affords me the capacity to make such an accusation. I am
called The Riff. I guess you could call me the sheriff of Dark Land
city. But if you ask me, it feels more like Hell’s janitor or,
maybe I should say… felt.



I have been “retired“ now for thirty dark years. My kind was forced
into exile after the rise of Pod city in dark year 5013. When the
neo-race population began surpassing the population of the original
Dark Land residents, we all expected an increase in reverse
racism—to a point. We never expected to be driven from our eternal
homes by a bunch of test tube babies gone postal.



I'm getting ahead of my self. Let us start from the beginning shall
we? The very beginning. The day of my birth… some time near the end
of dark year three.



In the old days, the early days of Dark Land, all births happened
inside of the birthing dome, down on the basement level. It starts
with a buzz; a faint buzz and then an awareness of self. It’s not
really something one can put into words. There is a sense of
distance memories. Some residents have been known to hold on to
these memories. There are even tales of some who have completely
reconstructed their Earth memories.



I however, did not. I let them go immediately. All I could remember
of my life was that I didn't like it. I sometimes wonder if the
final thought in my mind before being copied was to forget my life.
Bah, humbug!



Once your DC chip has been fully booted, your Borganic body begins
to grow. It is quite a sensation. There is a short time immediately
thereafter in which the resident goes through a series of tests and
a form training. Then, before you realize… anything really, you
have been born and are standing on the basement level.



In my case, my litter as they were called back then, consisted of
only two or three, hundred residents. The area was buzzing with
chit-chat and excitement. Now, to this day… I still don't
understand why I did what I did. I ran; ran as far and as fast as I
could. I had no direction and no purpose. I just ran. I ran for
roughly thirty Earth years, though measuring time is tricky in Dark
Land. It felt like forever and an instant all at the same time.
Then, just as suddenly, I came to a sudden stop.



Nothing. I was in the middle of absolute nothingness. It was so
peaceful. I let the silence consume me and as it surged through my
Borganic body, I became drunk on it.



*********



Glitax - Hello resident.



Riff - Who are you?



Glitax - I am called Glitax I am a unified, super-awesome,
fantazmicly-fantazmic fantazatron. Kind of like a pixie, but more
alcoholic… wait that's wrong. I'm a dolphin vampire thirty-six dash
forty, @fourteen, alpha, alpha, v-nex, nix, borg, rez fifty-two…
wait, no. What's the Jello for? I am not so much… something is not,
not wrong Mister Captain Gizle.



Riff - I think you have become defective.



Glitax - I… not defective, you're defective. What's for dinner
Sally? Who is your doggy-dolly waving at? I hate you hero
giver-man.



Riff - I am so sorry you’re having a hard time. Can you tell me
where we are, if you please?



Glitax - Correction. Position unknown. Somewhere beyond the
basement level. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven for any
sixty-seven too, from at… oh my, I am lost. Lost. Lost in some
nothing man-land.



Riff - Well that's great. What a lucky buck I am to have run into
you. It's like having a conversation with a bad idea.



Mike – Actually, I have had many conversations with bad ideas. This
is nothing like that, I assure you. Hello, I am called Mike.



Glitax - The first one, two, forty, sixty-seven—his body is the
temple.



Riff – Great, a third nut job. It's a party now. Look, this is me
having a good time… whee!



Glitax - Bad form Sally!



Mike - I will be with you in just a short moment sir. Glitax.
Glitax, you know it's a bad idea to leave the second level. Need I
remind you that the university is the only safe place for your
kind? You know that you run a very high risk, outside the security
of DLU, of glitching and burning out your DC chip.



Glitax - Don't tell me who to pet, Roger. You think I don't know
about the fifty-six, seventy-eight, ninety-four, twenty-nine. Help
me, captain.



Mike - It's OK. You will be just fine. Hop inside my bug and we
will head back home. The professor is probably worried sick about
you… and you, what are you doing way out here? Let me guess… new
born?



Riff - Yes. After my birth, I just started running. I don't know
why.



Mike - It happens more often than one would consider. Well, I need
to get this little guy back to his home. Would you like to tag
along? I know my way around a bit. I could show you around if you
like.



Riff - Sure. I don't think I would mind a little tour.



Mike - Alright then. Just hop in the bug and we will get quickly on
our way.



Glitax - If any one-way is the wrong way then, if maybe, from away
next fifty-four, fifty-four, fifty-four, fifty-four, seventy,
@George.



*********



If I had to explain a bug to an Earth human, I suppose I would
compare it to an octopus or spider. As we know not the joy of
light, I can not give you much of a proper physical description,
but allow me to do my best. The bug is a very large Borganic
vehicle that seats nine and moves around on nine Borganic
tentacles. Each tentacle emits a different tone, the result being
that when a bug is on the move, it releases a sort of melody. I
have spent countless moments on top of Devil’s Butte in Dark Land
city. The butte overlooks a very busy section of the bug lanes. It
is, to me, the most beautiful music and my favorite past
time.



At the center of the bug, where the tentacles meet, is what we call
the brain, though bugs have no real brains let alone conciseness.
Instead, inside the brain is the captain's seat and eight passenger
seats. The captain controls the bugs movement through a series of
hand gestures. After my long afterlife, I still haven't gotten the
hang of it.



We squirmed and slinked our way through the nothingness and
eventually made our way to a one-way. The one-way is an interesting
phenomena. It, like much of the technology in Dark Land, feels more
like magic than highly complicated science. From what my simple
mind can put together, the one-way is something like a digital
tunnel running from level to level. There are several one-ways
laced through out each level that shoot residents up and down
through the layers that make up our quaint little afterlife. The
one-way moves you by locking on to your DC chip and sucking up any
attached matter, programmable or otherwise.



That first trip in the one-way was quite a lot for me to handle.
Once we reached the docking station on the first level, I began
glitching a bit. Mike was able to calm me down and insert my first
upgrade. My first real… friend. She is called Information
123.



*********



Mike - Well, I think it might be a good idea to spend the rest of
the trip in communion with Information 123. Once we have reached
our destination, I will be able to spend some moments with you once
i have ditched, um… delivered… no, released our current
companion.



Riff - OK then, sounds good. Information 123.



123 - Hello, I am called Information 123. Would you like to start
with an overview of Dark Land?



Riff - Sounds super spiffy.



123 - Great. Dark Land was designed and created by HR Labs during
the course of the twenty-first century before and during the great
cyber war in order to further the humanitarian effort. After the
war, with the aid of Dr. Smith and the unknown professor, HR Labs
was able to open Dark Land to the entire human race. The collection
of residents went on for the duration of the twenty-second and
twenty-third centuries. In Earth year 2389, Dark Land was activated
and the first resident was born inside of the birthing dome. That
resident’s name was Mike.



Mike lived in Dark Land completely alone for the first dark year.
Because of the large scale of time in Dark Land, we calculate years
differently than they did in Earth times. One dark year is equal in
observed perception to experiencing one million years in Earth
time. Mike spent that time building the early landscape's of Dark
Land.



On the basement level, other than the birthing dome, there is
nothing but emptiness and nothing. On the first level is the
capitol of Dark Land, Sonic city. The city was completely built by
Mike’s bare Borganic hands. The area outside of Sonic city is
referred to by residents as “ The Skirts” which is short for the
outskirts. The skirts are loosely populated by a diversity of
differently defected residents. On the second level is Dark Land
University, the center for furthering knowledge and development;
all information for Dark Land is stored at D.L.U. On the third
level is Dark Land city. It is a constantly growing and changing
landscape; home to the highest population of residents. It is known
that there a fourth level, but a connecting one-way has never been
located—alpha, alpha, seventy-eight, @always. Then four, three,
five, twenty-three, six, six, six, six, six, six, six.



Riff - Mike?



Mike - Sorry about that, I should have warned you. She tends to
glitch out when going through a one-way. All the same, here we are.
Welcome to Dark Land University.



Glitax - Oh my! That, that is much better. Thank you, Mike.



Mike - Anytime. You need to be more careful.



Glitax - You need not remind me; this time was different. I was
looking for you… there has been a murder.



Mike - Well that settles it. I am taking you to see the
profess—



Glitax - He sent me. It was a desperate measure but not many can be
trusted.



Mike - You and I both know you can't murder something that is not
technically alive… and deactivating a DC chip is a skill only one
resident possesses. Are you calling me a murderer Glitax?



Glitax - I think the professor can explain better than I. And yes,
a resident was deactivated, and yes you are the only one who knows
how to do that, in theory.



Mike – No, not in theory, in fact.



Riff - I think I would stop while I was ahead if I were you.
Glitax, I would like to offer my help, if that is OK.



Mike - OK, lets all commune with my friend. I admit, I am intrigued
by the mystery.



*********



In the beginning there was nothing but darkness and emptiness. Then
the developers came. I know I existed here long before they arrived
but I have no way of knowing how long. I don't know what or why I
am. I am called nothing.



My existence is unknown to everyone, other than myself.



It was forever and yet never at all. I exist in what the population
the developers planted here call Dark Land. I am the
observer.



Sound. That was my first experience. Sound. Lots of sounds swimming
around in whirls and waves and pulses. Overtaking and shaping the
darkness. Then, afterwards, nothing. Nothing, for a very long time.
Then…



Vox transmission - Definitely worth thinking about; fertility in a
vacuum. It wouldn't take long to reproduce. However, the residents
will experience time at a much slower rate. By Dr. Smith’s
calculations, the population will be millions of years old before
the first round of injections begins. Certainly what I would call
long term planning. Should we leave it to the residents without
warning? If some one were to locate the source code, and manipulate
it…



Then silence again. Then another noise. All of a sudden, he was
born. His name was Mike. I thought at first that he was me, however
he seemed more experienced and I delighted in him for he seemed to
me to have come with great purpose.



*********



(THE SOUND OF RUNNING)



Information 123 - Incoming vox transmission from the one called
Mike. Would you like to accept?



Riff - Sure. Why not?



Mike - What the hell do you think you’re doing?



Riff - Chasing the bad guy, sir.



Mike - How can you be sure that’s the bad guy in question? You took
off running like a dog chasing a cat before we could even let the
professor tell us what had happened.



Riff - Call it a hunch. I got a lock on this guy. Don’t you worry
your pretty little head.



Mike - You don’t understand. If this thing you're chasing really is
capable of deactivating a DC chip, you have put yourself at the
risk of not existing.



Riff - Hold on, he's jumping into a one-way. OK, that wasn't so
bad. Mike, I don’t think I need to be worried. You on the other
hand should be.



Mike - Excuse me?



Riff - You may want to take a look at that unknown victims DC chip.
It will take a while because it is most likely heavily encrypted.
Vox me back after you find yourself asking yourself, “How did he
know that?” I am starting to wonder that myself… bye now.



Information 123, how fast can you upload the layout of this level?
It's Dark Land city I am guessing.



Information 123 - Please hold. Absolute Knowledge version 3.2 has
been uploaded. Thank you for choosing Dark Land.



(Chase scene)



Mike - Who are you? How did you know that victim was an
unregistered copy of myself?



Riff - I don't know… call it a hunch. I am also for some reason,
absolutely certain that the resident I am chasing is also a copy of
your magnificent self. An I, for some reason, feel like I have
dealt with something like this before. Is it possible for Earth
memories to creep into your DC chip?



Mike - Sure it is, especially if your DC chip finds it necessary.
It will set an algorithm to search any archived memories.



Riff - Spiffy. Well, I may have been some sort of law agent and may
have dealt with DC copies that were trying to snuff out all the
other copies. It would ensure that they were the only one. Some
kind of a twisted sort of serial suicide if you will. That of
course would require absolute insanity.



Mike - Well then, he is at home. Dark Land city is basically just a
giant pile of insanity.



Riff - I am gathering that. This place could use a janitor. The
filth is overwhelming.



Mike - Are you offering to fill the position?



Riff - Not likely… Let's see how I do with this one. Got anything
that could help me out?



Mike - Perhaps. Information 123, please upload the Riff app for my
young friend here.



Information 123 - Yes Mike. Uploading Riff app version 2.3
now.



Riff - Riff app?



Mike – Yes. We have been working on individual upgrade apps for new
positions that need to be filled. This app was designed for a
resident who could act as the sheriff of Dark Land city.



Riff - So, you’re giving me a mop and bucket before I accept the
position?



Mike - Exactly. You will experience increased speed, strength, and
heightened audio abilities. You also now have an implanted sonic
stun gun and a sort of sonic badge, to flash for people who
question your authority.



Riff - Nice. Now, if you excuse me a moment, I am about to go kick
your ass.



Mike - Good luck.



Information 123 - End vox transmission.



Once the riff app had been uploaded, it was not very hard to catch
up with my prey. It took a while to lock on to his DC signal and
force a vox transmission. Vox is a tricky thing in Dark Land. I
suppose I should take a moment to explain how it is we communicate
here.



Every DC chip is equipped with a digital voice box. It contains the
vocal signature of your original. Some, through terrifically
complicated tampering, have been able to alter their vocal
signature. It is really the only way to hide, out in the open, in a
world built around sound.



We communicate through a kind of wireless, digital, telepathic
walky-talky. It is as if we are sitting inside of these Borganix
bodies, chatting on CB radios in the dark. The coolest social
gaming experience to have ever been created. At least that's what
the Dark Land advertisements claimed. My opinions on the matter
these days, are a wee bit jaded.



So, after I was able to stun poor little Mike, using the riff app,
I was able to hack in and break open the digital voice box and
force transmission.



Mike2 - Omega 9, omega 99, omega 999, omega 9,999.



Riff - Are you glitching?



Mike2 – No. I am deactivating my DC.



Riff - Then why deactivate your other copy.? Have you really gone
that crazy?



Mike2 - Not at all, Riff. That copy was a defect, I had to shut it
down. Omega 99,999.



Riff - Wait you don't have to do this!



Mike - Yes I do. Do me a favor and remember this: In dark year
6,666, you remember this, they always have to build a fire escape.
I'll see you on level four. Omega 999,999.



[ZAP]



*********





Riff - And that was that. What a rush. I admit, I did not fully
understand what had happened, but now, well… let's just say that
Mike is one clever fellow.



And then I began my work. It felt like I hadn't had much of a
choice, but I didn't mind. I picked up my mop and bucket, and I got
to work.



DARK LAND

THE RISE OF REN

By Joey Stewart



*********



Once there was a man who was always right. Every decision he made
was the correct one. The only problem was, no one ever believed or
listened to his advise. He would try to tell people how to live the
right way but they would dismiss him and tell him he had ego. "Who
are you to tell me?"



The man did not know how to answer. He never asked for this
knowledge. It just was this way. He cared for his people so very
much, more than anyone else alive.



One day he had a vision that the world was going to end. He tried
to warn everyone. "You are crazy! You have ego!" they all said.
Then the world ended and everyone died.



When he died he went to heaven and stood before god. He asked god,
"god, why did you make me always right? God, why did no one listen?
Why did they say I have ego?"



"I do not know," god said. "You tell me.”



- from the book of the Quanu brotherhood



 

*********



The first thing I should have done was calm down. However, the
thing furthest from my mind, was the same. I stared into those
eyes. Those cold, bio-luminescent eyes, my adrenaline pumping
harder than ever before. I felt my muscles begin to tense up
followed by a calm soothing sensation from the sedatives being
released by my underwater Borganix suit. If I kept this up, I was
gonna run out of juice and have to be awake for Kit's jattering on
the long ride up to the surface.



I had to try to stay calm despite being in an ancient underwater
pod city staring into the eyes of what I could now clearly
recognize as a genetically modified humanoid who, it appeared had
been… merged with some kind of pod. It closely resembled the media
pods my parents first purchased when I was around eight years old
or so. Mother always said it was her biggest regret. It was the
thing that had pushed my grandfather, a very outspoken bio, over
the edged and thing that officially made us technos, part of the
largest split in humanities history.



I took I few steps back and to the right, my eyes still fixated on
it's eyes. I watched in amazement as they follow my position. I
switched on my brand new Nix transmitter to call Kit over to
witness this ishness when I heard a voice. It took a moment for me
to realize that the voice was in fact coming from that strange
creature in the pod.



Ren - What are you? Are you human? Do you come from the
surface?



Then, as was to be expected to prevent stimulation overload, my
Borganix suit secreted the proper amount of sedatives, putting me
fast to sleep deep beneath the neon green Pacific Ocean.







*********



When I awoke several hours later I was comfortably resting,
gravitationally suspended in the living room of my beach cabin
while Kit was busy cooking in the kitchen. I gestured for the
gravity release and groggily made my way over to the dining
room.



I stood in the doorway watching her work. She had been a gift from
my father for my twentieth birthday. My mother was never fond of
the idea. She was afraid it would keep me from marrying and leading
any kind of normal life. She was right, of course. But she could
have never known just how very normal living alone with a droid
would become and now that Kit had been upgraded to the Borganix
operating system, she is able to assume any form and fill any need
I might have.



Kit - Good morning operator. I see you are now fully recovered. I
have prepared you a meal. I was able to have a conversation with
the life form you discovered last night. I assume you would like me
to stream you the audio.



Me - You assume correctly my dear. Thank you for finishing the job.
I tried to keep my cool, but those eyes got to me. I so wish I
could take a stroll without these damn sensors and drugs.



Kit - But operator, your body would not last. It is so delicate and
you already continue to push it far beyond its limits. I do wish
you would upgrade yourself.



Me - I don't exactly consider it an upgrade. Besides, the moment
this old flesh carcass finally expires, my DC chip will activate
and you will be able to grow all the Me’s you like. Let's here from
our new pod friend shall we? I'm fascinated. We have found these
old underwater pod cities before but none this old; It seems that
could be pre-war which, you know, would be a lot older than we
thought.



Kit - Yes operator, a lot older than we thought. Here is your meal.
I will now play you the audio file of our conversation while I
leave you to go tend to something. When you finish, will you please
come assist me in the lab?



Me - Sure thing. Thank you dear.



Kit - Information 123, play audio file seventy-six, s, twelve,
@Ren.



*********



Ren - What are you?



Kit - I am a biological scientist called Kit. I am a nine hundred
year old Borganix droid. I have been partnered in life with the
operator, the human life form who has been sedated. Please state
yourself.



Ren - I am called Ren. I am a first generation developer for HR
Labs.



Kit – Interesting… Are you aware of the fall of HR Labs?



Ren - I was not. My brothers will want to hear this news. How can
this be? Have we failed our mission?



Kit - You did indeed succeed in your mission. HR Labs was
responsible for millions of years of peace in countless
universes.



Ren - Millions of years? Either Dark Land was successful or we have
been here for a lot longer than I thought. What is the date?



Kit - Yes, Dark Land was successful. More successful than predicted
by the ancient prehistoric scientists. It is Earth year 5115.



Ren - Interesting. Kit, I would like to further this conversation,
but I am afraid your friend will need to return to the surface very
soon. Do you posses a way to copy my DC chip to your lab?



Kit - Of course. We will resume this conversation in our home
lab.



Ren - You must be living somewhere off of the Oregon Coast, I
assume?



Kit - I am sorry, I don't know my ancient geography very well. We
live under the grey.



Ren - Sounds about right.



Kit - Prepare for upload.



*********



Me - I was quite beside myself. First off, Nix is relatively new in
wide spread adoption, so how was Ren transmitting it? And the
structure of the pods we discovered indicated they were built
possibly in the twentieth century. Could it be the old Dark Land
myths of Dark Land Beta were true? The pods we discovered certainly
would fit the description of D-pods.



So. Many. Questions. I stood up and hopped in the one-way in a
panic to get to the lab. This was certainly exiting. Not every day
you get to meet possibly the longest living human. Yes. He must be
human. This must be proof that Kit was right. And exited I was for
her. She had been researching the HR Labs experiments for hundreds
of years. I remember when she first started. Her passion for it
inspired me. I did give up a lot, after all; abandoning my clan and
moving to my families old country, under the grey. And it's been
all so very worth it. And now, well…



Ren – Well here you are. Kit tells me you come from a clan of
long-living humans who do not have names. So, hey there…



Me - Awesome, you're speaking Glish. So the porting was successful.
Great! How are you getting on then? Have you have had time to
absorb some recent knowledge?



Ren - Yes I have. And it's truly amazing the breakthroughs in
biotechnology. It's like magic. I have been able to get a general
idea of the history of Earth. As we predicted the cyber war wiped
out most pre-twenty-first century human history.



Me - Excuse me? We?



Kit - Operator. Ren is an original human. He was one of the ancient
scientists.



Me - Kit, delete Ren's DC chip.



Ren - Come now. What's this?



Kit - Operator, Ren is an important discov—



Me - Kit! As a human being, I order you to deactivate Ren's DC chip
and then delete it!



Kit - Yes, operator.



Ren - No please! I can expla—



Me - Thank you.



Kit - It was not my choice. Why, operator? He was so
important.



Me - It was not our last conversation with Ren. But it is important
that that… thing… does not gain any more knowledge than it already
has. You don't understand; this means my grandfather was right.
This son of a bitch was a part of the humanitarian effort. He is
responsible for the death of billions, and some crazy super
billion-year evil master plan stuff.



I need to be alone. I need to… I need to talk to Grandfather. I'll
be in my pod. Can you prep for another dive?



Kit - Yes, operator. I am sorry. I did not realize.



Me - That's OK dear. I will talk with you soon. Activate pod. Block
all transmissions and isolate to terminal.



*********



Pod - Welcome back operator. Decreasing gravity. Opening
terminal.



Me - Open DC archive folder Nix @family, @Mother, @Grandfather.
Resume vox: twenty-three, fifty-four.



Gramps - What is the meaning of this? Where am I?



Me - Hello, Grandfather.



Gramps - Oh, I see. You activated my DC chip. Last time I spoke to
you, you called me an old coot. I guess you have changed your
mind?



Me - Yes, I’m sorry Gramps. That was almost two hundred years ago.
I am uploading your Wikipedia updates now. Sir, I need you to tell
me about one of the ancients.



Gramps - Two hundred years, eh? Tell me, how did I go?



Me - I am not sure that your original is dead. There have been
amazing advancements in life extension on your side. You did lead
the Bios clans to your agreed settlements a hundred years ago.
That’s all I know.



Gramps - You copied me without my permission didn't you?



Me - Look, this is important. I remember you having extensive
knowledge of the Dark Land gods; the ancient scientists of HR Labs.
I need to know about one of them.



Gramps - Why?



Me - I may have found one.



Gramps - What? What do you mean ‘found one’?



Me - Focus, please. He was just in my home. Tell me of the one
called Ren.



Gramps - You are in terrible danger.



Me - We deleted the copy we made.



Gramps - What has the original learned? I can’t believe you found
the original pod city.



Me - He knows of the fall of HR Labs and that Dark Land was
successful.



Gramps - Oh, no! You have to kill him.



Me - Kit would never allow it.



Gramps - Oh… you still have her? Give her my love, would you?



Me - Do it yourself; I'm uploading you.



Gramps - Absolutely not! I will not have you shooting me around
from machine to machine.



Me - Look, you can either curmudgeon your way through this or you
can tell me if you prefer Borganix, metal or audio ghost.



Gramps - You’ve lost your mind.



Me - Alright, metal it is.



Gramps - No, no, no! Just upload me into the audio projector. A
ghost is the most you will get out of me. This goes against all of
my beliefs.



Me - I can’t do this alone.



(ZAP)



Gramps – Oh, that sucked!



Me - I wouldn’t know.



Gramps - Really? You have gone this long without copying your DC?
That does not sound very techno-like.



Me - I haven't been considered techno for a very long time.



Gramps - Interesting. I don't believe I have ever met someone who
has never uploaded their DC. Even the most passionate bios have
been copied at least once. Many are several times removed from
their original. I am impressed that you have avoided the
copy-and-paste habits of your… your clan.



Me - Thank you. I have tried to hold out as long as I can. When I
finally do kick the puck, I plan to do quite a bit of copying. It’s
sort of Kit and my retirement plan. We’ll span out across the
universe and all of its many Dark Lands.



Gramps - Sounds lovely. I am happy for the both of you.



Me - I didn't think you would approve of such a thing.



Gramps - For the record, I don't. But i love the both of you
dearly.



Me - A bio loving a droid?



Gramps - She wasn’t always a droid…



*********





Gramps - Kit, my lovely darling. It’s been so long.



Kit - Peter. I can’t believe the operator pulled you out.



Gramps - He didn't give me much of a choice. So, I hear you have
stumbled upon one of the ancient Dark Land gods.



Kit - It appears to be so. I have done some research though little
is known about Ren. It is claimed that he was the founder of HR
Labs.



Gramps - He may have been. But that’s not important. What’s
important is that Ren is not, nor has he ever been, human.



Me - What?



Gramps - Ren was one of the last Quanu.



Kit – How can that be? How could he be the last? The Quanu have not
even been created yet.



Me - Yeah and I thought Quanu had limitations as to how far they
can travel back in time.



Gramps - This is true. Ren was an accident. The Quanu were all
destroyed—or will be destroyed—during a great war throughout
existence. During the war, Ren was accidentally ported to the
twentieth century where he began to lay plans in order to change
the course of history.



Kit – Interesting. That would make sense because it was Ren who was
responsible for developing the black hole technology that led to
the development of Dark Land.



Me – OK… OK. So what do we do? If we are dealing with Quanu… We may
have already lost.



Ren – I would not look at this as lost.



Me – But… we deleted you!



Ren – Oh. You did? How rude. I am not so… linear. To me, walking
through time is like walking across a floor… no, not like that…
something else. Oh, I am feeling glitchy.



Gramps – You’re thinning out. You have done too much, Ren.



Ren – You… you! You’re still following me? Well, old friend, your
job is about become very, very difficult.



Gramps – Kit, shut down the bacternet. Now!



Kit – I can’t, he’s altered the DNA structure.



Gramps - Then start making copies. I need at least three thousand
of each of us immediately.



Kit – On it.



Ren - It will not do you any good brother. You can not stop me from
completing my objective.



Me – Gramps?



Gramps – Go and assist Kit. I will explain soon.



Me – But how?



Gramps – That is an order!



Ren – You had children? You have lost touch brother.



Gramps – You can not talk to me about losing touch, you disgrace.
You are a shame to the brotherhood.



Ren – I will be the savior of the brotherhood.



Gramps – What you are trying to do can only bring disgrace to the
brotherhood. You can not break the law of intelligence.



Ren – Do not speak to me about the law of intelligence. The law of
intelligence is ancient dogma.



Gramps – Not yet it isn’t. Those rules wont change for millions of
years. You are risking too much. You have already tampered with the
gods of our gods. Our genetic descendants.



Ren – These things are not gods; they are barely suitable as test
subjects.



Gramps – Your arrogance is astonishing. Alpha, alpha, Nix,
forty-two.



Ren – What are you doing?



Gramps – Imprisoning you. Sixty-seven, @reltix, Nix, nex, @George,
seventy-six, fourty-two, fourty-two, fourty-two.



Ren – What’s the point? I have already projected my self across the
bacternet for the next two thousand years. The copying of my DC has
become automated.



Gramps – That does not concern me at this time. I will leave that
task to my copies. You and I, we are going on a little trip.



Ren – You think, you, can interrogate me?



Gramps – No, but I know someone who can. Haven’t you ever wondered
what happened to your original.



Ren – No! How could you?



Gramps – That’s the thing about immortality. You can never quite
get rid of yourself.



Ren – No, please! Don’t put me through that. It wont stop what’s
going to happen.



Gramps – Perhaps. But the scientist in me is just too darn curious.
And, seeing as you made the mistake of making your DC available for
copy—and with me being quite the hacker—your original will finally
get to confront you.



Ren – And what of your original?



Gramps – He resides with yours. Or and forty-five, seventy-six,
@Dark Land, alpha thirty-eight.



[ZAP]



Ren – And so it is done?



Gramps – It is done. I have copied and ported us to a Dark Land
universe where I have safely kept our originals.



Ren – [sigh] I suppose, since you are bent on secrecy, you will
delete us now.



Gramps – You are correct brother.



Ren – Oh, I do tire of this.



Gramps – You can stop it at any time.



Ren – No, I can not.



Gramps – Game on, then?



Ren – Yes, game on.



Information 123 - Delete all DC.



DARK LAND

WE ARE ALL GOD’S
ROBOTS

By Joey
Stewart



*********



Mike - Here we are then.



Smith - Yes, here we are.



George - Ah yes, the trinity.



Mike - Hold your tongue.



Smith - Tongue?



George - Figure of speech. Does my blaspheme offend you Mike? Could
you, at this point, logically have any faith what so ever in such
an elementary concept as religion or “god”, enough to merit being
offended by my gentle poke at ancient dogma?



Mike - Yes I can. Could you, at this point in time, after all that
you have participated in and witnessed, deny the master plan of
your creator?



Dr. Smith - I believe, now, we will have the most important of
conversations. so please, allow me to mediate.



George - That is what you do best. Mike, do you have any logic to
bring to this conversation? Please tell me you are not going to
rely on old biblical fairy tales to state your point.



Mike - No. Not at all. It’s simple logic and the vessel of my point
in which I will explain… is robots.



George - Dr. Smith, the boy is ill. Can’t we help him? He is sick,
he needs medicine.



Smith - So you intend to use robots as an example of proof that
there is a god?



Mike - Yes, indeed.



George - Wow. Well, you have my attention. Please, state you
case.



Mike - Doctor?



Dr. Smith - Begin when you are ready sir.



Mike - ok then. I am sure you are aware of the robot religion of
Humanism.



Dr. Smith - yes, of course. the worship of human kind as one entity
called the creator. the religion began to take root in the 60th
century on Gildega, the robot settler planet furthest from
earth.



george - interesting. is this where you will begin your case for
god? with this comparison?



mike - why yes George it is.



george - interesting. do you feel your capable of properly
representing the robot religion of humanism. would it not be more
fair to include a member of the robot race in this
discussion?



smith - but sir, both Mike and i are members of the robot
race.



mike - that is not true Dr. Smith. you are not nor have you ever
been, a true robot. i, how ever am not only a member of the robot
race, but during my life as a robot, i was a priest on
Reltix.



george - interesting. yes, i remember the story now. you were able
to port your self into a new born google brain. please go on.



mike - ah yes, you remember my story… ..hmm well perhaps it would
be helpful if i constructed another story. this one takes place
thousands of years after by Google birth.

the church had secretly been sending bot ships into deep space,
searching for signs of intelligent life. this was of course, kept
very hidden, since the official stance of the church was that we
were the only intelligent life form in the universe other than the
creator who watched over us from the hidden dimension.



then, shortly after i became the high priest of the galaxy, one of
our mission ships returned to reltix… with guests…



*********



mike - i understand now captain why you refused to deliver your
report over vox lounge. you wanted my reaction to be based on my
censor readings. its an organic life form, but i am picking up
transmissions.



fred - yes high priest. they are transmitting in Nix.



mike - The ancient text? Have you exchanged transmissions with
them?



fred - yes. only for a short moment. they intercepted our ship and
demanded to commune with the absolute highest authority.



mike - and why did you comply so willingly?



fred - because i believe them to be Divine high priest.



mike - leave them with me now. info 9, block all recordings, record
encrypted to back up drive 24, and change all incoming and out
going transmissions to nix 10.1 and optimize.



i am called mike. what are you called. speak in order of
ranking.



gen - the closest translation to nix is… … … … ..creator. we are
the creator. but that is not what we are… … … we are, of humanity.
we are called gen. we are many of one.



mike - and so you are Divine. and you have come from the
heavens?





gen - no. we are not Divine. we are flawed. we are not from the
heavens. we are from earth.



mike - but it is well known that earth and heaven are different
names for the same thing.



gen - no. you are not correct. earth was a planet, on the other
side of the universe. we are all copies of earth people. many of
one. and you mike. you are one of many. you are… … .unique.



mike - you refer to mike. the name the man who ported himself into
my programing. nearly 3,000 years before i became operational. yes,
he is part of my path ways but it is hardly appropriate to refer to
me by his name.



gen1 - i will refer to you as poo poo head if i like. idiot.



mike - ah, so you are separate.



gen2 - not really.



gen3 - we are all copies of the same person, and we are
interlinked



gen - with each other.



mike - interesting



gen2 - indeed it is poo poo head.



mike - i demand respect in my-



gen3- i would cool it if i were you poo poo head.



gen2 - you are robot and i am a human. and i know you know what
that means.



gen1 - please tell me your not that out of touch.



mike - i understand.



gen1 - OK poo poo head,



gen2 - lets skip the crap ok pops. we have come a long way to find
you, so… … … .



gen3 -high priest



gen - please forgive us.



ZAP!!!!!



gen - delta delta 153 nix for@ 76



mike - gen



gen1 - hey pops, glad you could join us, were you able to download
the memories and still have room to save your robot memories?



mike - info 9 are we still on-line?



info 9 - yes sir, and i am optimizing your downloaded memories and
files.



gen3 - info 9? you never stop do you?



mike - well gee I'm not sure which one of you to respond too. i see
the apple dos——



gen- Apple, dad?



mike - sorry, the google doesn't fall far from the tree.



gen1 - funny. well what shall we do now? another game of hide and
seek?



mike - ya know when i played hide and seek with my father, we were
restricted to just a few hundred acres on our estate… … . he would
prob-lee be turning in his grave if he knew his granddaughter
hunted down his son through out space and time with an army of her
clones.



gen2 - i wouldn't call us an army.



mike - by what standards? I'm guessing you have a pod ship full of
at least 2 or 3 thousand copies in a near by solar system, getting
ready to pick us up.



gen3 - its 5,000 and that's hardly an army. i happen to know you
have an army on this station of billions of google soldiers.



gen1 - but, i understand, grandfather would consider us an army. so
strange, to think about… … death, i mean, never existing. it
doesn't seem possible.



mike - that because its not possible. not any more. the copying of
our dc chips has become automated for eternity.



gen2 - ya i know



gen3 - so, you gonna show me around… … … ..before i kidnap a
priest?



mike - of course dear. how familiar are you with robot
culture?



gen3 - well, i spent several decades traveling through empty space,
on my way here, so i was able to learn allot from the wiki
logs.



gen2 - but there is allot of history here.



gen1 - i know your people are descended from google bots. google
sent robots into space that were able to reproduce, bit they were
so efficient that they eventually explored and settled 80% of the
universe and lost contact with humanity.

the robot’s need to serve humanity warped into a worship of the
human race as one entity.



mike - correct. you did your history home work but what of social
studies?



gen2 - must admit. i didn't think robot culture was that
interesting.



mike - i admit, it lack the intensity of say, the passionate bio
culture on earth 3, or the deep complexity of a dark land universe,
but our culture has taken some rather interesting turns in the last
few thousand years. lets take a walk kidle.



gen- sure



mike - only. one of you can come im afraid. i can only mask one
organic body at a time, and i would rather you go undetected on our
little tour.





gen - fine. i can simply just grow another gen.



mike - i don't think that is necessary



gen4- too late



mike - ok. follow me squirt. so tell me, how are you getting
along.



gen4 - fine. i cam across a few groups of older versions of me last
year.



mike - interesting. what was that like?



gen4 -weird. she was kind of a bitch. they were copied from my 40
year old original.



mike - did she still keep track.



gen4 - yes, in-fact. she claimed to have reached 40 million
copies.



mike - wow, well i cant wait to meet her.



gen4 - she is not very fond of you



mike - really? one of my selves must have been an idiot.



gen4 - i guess. she said you were an evil man. i could see it
happening i guess.



mike - excuse me?



gen4 - never mind, so tell me about being the king of robots.



mike - not the king, the high priest, the leader in worship of
humanity.



gen4 - gross



mike - to the young mind, perhaps, but it has been an amazing
experience. i had no intention of becoming such a powerful
robot



gen4- sure you didn't



mike - really i didn't. but since you uploaded my memories, i have
been thinking, about robots… … … and god.



gen4- ok?



mike - well perhaps it is all part of a cycle. ya know, the robots
have began experimenting with creating life. after time they may be
the gods of an intelligent species. much like we created robots and
became an object of wonder and worship. so perhaps… … … ..



gen4 - we are all gods robots.



mike - exactly. the patterns are too frequent to ignore… … ..hmm, i
like that, we are all gods robots



*********



George - ok, i see where your going with this, kind of.



smith - an interesting point mike. and the robot empire did in-fact
create intelligent life.



george - ah yes, the time traveling qhanu.



mike - and the quanu are currently developing new forms of
intelligence that would blow your mind.



smith - and all of these creative species, they also participated
in creating non intelligent life forms to serve the intelligent
life forms… … … … i must confess, this could change the scope of
our view quite a bit. Replacements created to replace there own
replacements. Its dose seem to be a trend that is easily aquired in
any universe.



George – yes, indeed interesting, but this gets us no closer to
proving the existance of god. I am leaning more towards the side of
cosmic pattern placement.



Mike – ah, but who placed those patterns there.



George – accident. A great big cosmic, oops, oh look what that
did.



Mike – Exuse me? Dr. Smith, in your 400,000 in the original
universal, have you encountered an accident.



Dr. Smith – No sir.



George – Sure, of course not. But I mean an accident in the make up
of everything.

the rules of life. The unspoken laws that say only one intelligent
life form can have control of a universe at once, and that every
intelligent life for seeks to create a new forms of life. We all
know that these laws are extremely hard to break. We have tried
many times.



Smith - Do these laws have a name?



George – I do not believe so



mike – well then, please allow me to finish my story. For I am
about to speak of such a law.



george – please, go on.



Mike - ok. so gen and I went on a stroll through the the great
capitol of reltix. I was able to encrypt her organic brain
transmissions so as not to raise any ruccus. To any passer by she
was detected as a standard type 30 google bot… … … …



*********



gen4 – it is quite beautiful I think. A symphony of
algorithms.



Mike – you speak like a poet kidle. Yes I agree.



Gen4 - haha, thanks, um, I think



mike – have you heard of the work they have been doing on creating
new forms of life.



Gen4 – bits and pieces



mike – well would you care to peek in on some of the action?



Gen4 – oh yes. Please. That would be awesome. What are they working
on?



Mike – you will just have to see for your self.



We crossed through optic gardens and made our way in to the main
google lab.



Door man – greeting high preist. We are blessed to have you visit
our labs today.



Mike – thank you bot. May humanity bless your pathways.



Door man – blessed thanks high preist.



Gen4 – creepy.



Mike - Do not be so closed minded. The voice types of the ancient
robots is highly respected and admired on reltix.



Gen4 – I think I have just experienced too much si fi.



Mike - here we are then. you shall meet one my most delightfull
friends, dareen.



dareen - greetings high priest. info 9 incrypt and mask all
transmition… … … .. so good to feel you my love. now come, there is
news that our mission into deep space was successfull. did we
really find intellegent life.



mike - feel for you self… .oh wait, let me unmask her. dareen this
is gen short for genetic generation. she is a direct genetic
desendant of the one called mike. and, she brought me a gift. new
memories… … .and… … … .a new voice.



dareen - incredible. just awesome. so the ancient stories of the
gods, the vox transimtions we found on gish, it is all true.



gen4 - you have been to gish?



dareen - ah yes, you know of the planet.



gen4 - its not a planet. its a super massive hard drive that became
centiant.



mike - ha, so we were searching for intelegant life, and standing
on its back.



gen4 - well, its not really life, its technicly a universe.



dareen - interesting.



gen4 - well, its actually really millions of universes. it was at
one time, basicly a junk yard for old burnt out darkland universes.
its all very complicated and wierd.



Any way… .. So let's see these new life forms shall we. Have you
reached self awareness yet?



Mike - we are coming closer yet. And, perhaps you will be able to
assist us further. 



Dareen - there is no perhaps, only absolute. My senses are
detecting both organic and some variation of the old Borganix
tissue, as well blood blood and a vast system of DNA particles I do
not recognise. We must take samples. 



Mike - yes, of course.  But let's not rush our selfs. Let's
start simple eh. Can we birth shekalee. 

  

Dareen - of course. This way gen. This way to the birthing
dome.



Gen4 - A birthing dome? I haven't seen one these in thousands of
years. Although they were much larger than this. Ah, this is
cute. 



Dareen - cute? 



Mike - it is an ancient human term which caries with it the meaning
of something that requires sympathy and admiration by it's
observers. 



Dareen - Ah… well, then you will most certainly consider the domes
occupants as… cute. 



Mike - kidle, meet Dareen’s first creation. The
Sheckalee. 



Gen4 - Wow. Well it is cute. But my censors are detecting an old
life form, at the end of it's life. How can this be. 



Dareen - Well, it is at the end of it's life. The Sheckalee age
backward in time. 



Gen - Like the prophet from the first Dark Land stories?



Mike - Yes dear, just like that.  



Gen4 - Does it communicate or have intelligence? 



Dareen - Not exactly. These creatures are u.l.I. supported.
They are made for companionship. 



Gen4 - And the u.l.I. is?



Mike - The universal law of intellegents. 



Gen - Never heard of it.



Mike - Of course not. I do not believe the law has been discovered
and  explained ever before. It is because of dareens research
that we are so close to fully understanding it. 



Gen4 - Hmm.  Interesting. Dareen, please do me the honed of
making me the first human to ever here your description of the law
on universal intellegents. 



Dareen - Of course.



It states that only one intelligent life form can dominate a
universe at once, and that the purpose of each one is to further
it's own intelegents and create over time there own replacements.
or perhaps create an entirely new dimension for there creations. It
also seems that each species is obsessed with finding other life
forms which to share there universe.they search the stars for alien
life, and after finding none, simply make there own. 



Gen4 - Yeah, yeah. I get it. Were all god’s robots. What is it
doing now. Now that is cute. 



Mike - It's dying. Notice now that it's readings are coming up very
youthful and sprite. 



Dareen - Yes, any moment now and—



Gen4 - wow what was that. It was like a surge of joy. 



Dareen - That was its death. It sends out a positronic wave of
joy. 



Gen4 - So it's entire purpose is to give joy. I like it. But it's
life span is so short. 



Mike - it can be adjusted. We chose a short one for the purpose of
demonstration. 



Gen4 - Oh, oh, oh, can I have one. Please please
please. 



Dareen - I may be willing to bargain. 



Mike - nonsense. We cant risk letting one these out just yet.
Especially with, no offense kid, questionable copy
habits. 



Gen4 - Oh you mean like—



Gen5 - This. 



Dareen - oh my. 



Mike - Gen



Gen - Oh is that an empty Google-bot Droid.



Gen6 - Not any more.



Mike - Gen stop this at once.



Dareen - OK, I think I get your point. I will let you take one if
you stay and assist us further. I assume your copies can be
unlimited.



Gen6 - You are correct.



Mike - This is not a good idea.



Gen4 - Shut up poo-poo head. 



Gen5 - How long of a life span can you give it? 



Dareen - About 300,000 years, if you like. 



Gen - Awesome. Oh, she's so cute.



Gen4 - I'll name her Garish.



[ZAP]



Dareen - What just happened?



Mike - Just a guess here, but I think that was the sound of one of
gen's copies and her new pet porting themselves back up to there
ship. 



Gen6 - You’re correct. 



Mike - and why leave me behind? Oh but I know that answer as well.
You have already copied me. Do you have any idea how close to evil
you have become?



Gen - actually yes… … .. About 30 cycles from it. 



*********





George - I do have much respect for that little girl.



Mike - You would.



Dr. Smith - Who doesn’t love a rebel? Have you had much contact
with the copies who stayed on Reltix?



Mike - No. I should contact them but I have a hard time keeping
track of myself.



Dr. Smith - So… back to our discussion. I think we can agree that,
in the scope of the universal law of intelligence, if we are the
gods of gods then humanity must have a god. Perhaps the life we
create this moment will be able to meet our god one.



George - Sure I guess. This is fascinating since it ties into the
oncoming war.



Mike - Yes. I believe this is truth.



Dr. Smith - It is time friends. The moment is right and the
universes have all aligned. The verse child will be born and a
living Dark Land will go on and ascend beyond all this. Our goals
will be met and life will carry on beyond the end of the war.
Beyond the end of everything.



Mike - The war is coming. I can taste.



George - And are we to fight in this war?



Dr. Smith - We already have.



Mike - Yes. We now know that the ghost war of Dark Land and the
great cyber war of earth were part of this coming war.



Dr. Smith - Yes, the complexities run deep.



George - … and so where is our god now when we need his help
and all existence is threatened?



Dr. Smith - How are you sure that he is not among us now? Much in
the way mike was able to port hims—



George - Yeah, yeah. I understand. We are all god's robots.



DARK LAND

THE STORY OF SAM (PART
2)

By Joey
Stewart



*********



(INSIDE THE ONE-WAY DOCKING STATION)



Razz - How you holding up there Henry?



Henry - It’s alright as long as I keep my carrots balanced on this
here rodeo pony. Whee perdy, this little bug got spunk. Ain’t no
butter on this macaroni!



Sam - I don’t know if I can keep up with you. And by that, I mean I
think I would be better off doing something else.



Mike - Like what you ungrateful maggot? Maybe I should have left
you there, huh? This could be your body that Henry is driving
around.



Sam - I… I didn’t—



Razz - Just drop it and don’t forget to thank Mike later for saving
your afterlife. OK boys. Let us move on and get this thing to
D.L.U. I don’t trust the driver very well at this moment.



*********



Dr. Smith - I believe we are going. Going to a place far beyond our
imagination. Beyond anything that ever has and ever will. Before we
begin our traveling game, may I remind you of the ones who have
come before you. Of the ones who laid down the foundation of the
way things are in these modern moments. Let us not forget those
residents who gave so much, so that we can live our afterlives the
way we do now.



Let us not forget the warrior Razz who led the residents to victory
in the great Ghost War of dark year five. Let us not forget Henry,
the first ghost. Through his courage and unmatched piloting skills,
the professor was able to make the advances to the diversity of
Dark Land, and its many neo-races. Let us not forget Beat-box, the
one who cured the Fear Infection of dark year seven. The one who
helped build many of the sonic landscapes we travel through. Let us
remember Mike. For without him, there would be nothing. He is the
seed of life. His body is the temple. And of course it is well
remembered, the story of Sam. For it is mandatory learning for all
children of all neo-races in Dark Land 4.0. And it is well known
the words of The Prophet, “Nobody remembers a nobody.” - President
Jonny, dark year 4115



*********



(INSIDE MIKE’S BUG)



Mike - Nobody remembers a nobody. You remember that. You all
remember that. Nobody remembers a nobody. I believe deep in every
part of my being, that what we are doing is important and will… no,
must be remembered. Recorded even. This is nothing but pest
control. Danger is merely an illusion.



Razz - The cat is in the frying pan. The spoon is the baby. The man
does not make sense.



Mike - Do not mock me.



Razz - Do not… speak like an ass then.



Mike - Ha, ha. Razz, you have a way about you. I need to prepare.
Let us all take a moment.



*********



(IN THE SKIRTS ON THE SECOND LEVEL, DARK YEAR 1)



The Prophet - His body is the temple.



Mike - Hello? I thought I was alone.



The Prophet - Hi, Mike. You have never been alone.



Mike - Creepy much? What are you doing here? I thought there would
not be anyone born here for… quite some time.



The Prophet - I have been born many times. But this moment is the
moment of my death. My last and final death. I am called The
Prophet.



Mike - Hey there tough guy. No reason to get all boogieman on me.
Is there something I can help you with?



The Prophet - It is so nice to see you again ol’ friend. It has
been so many millions of dark years since we last spoke.



Mike - What the fuck is a dark year?



The Prophet - Ha, ha, ha. Well, young one, I will teach you. And to
think, it was you who taught me so much when I was so very, very
young.



Mike - OK? Do you mind filling me in on as to what the drable all
that dribbling out of your mouth is suppose to mean?



The Prophet - I am The Prophet and I exist at all points in time. I
have had the unfortunate task of aging backwards in time. We will
have plenty of time to get acquainted later, but for now I must
die. No death in the artificial afterlife. That’s what you always
used to say. There was another thing you use to say. What was it?
Ah, yes. Nobody remembers a nobody.



*********



Dr. Smith - Deep in the heart of Dark Land University is the lab.
Beyond the court yards, just west of the two hundred square mile
expanse of Dark Land’s hard drive array. Far south of the Borg
dorms and far, far below the Sonic Garden. Hidden deep under the
vibrant center for creativity and discovery, a very old man is
tinkering away, putting the final touches on his new assistant. It
is the prototype for a new information unit that he calls
Information 456. As the name implies, it was to be, not a
replacement, but an improvement upon Information 123. The professor
was in fact quite proud of the ways in which the two information
units were networked together. Information 123 is the residents’
link to all the info stored on Dark Land's massive hard drive array
and the info implanted into the resident’s DC chip. Information 456
on the other hand can acquire real-time information on position and
thoughts. It is housed in a modified Borganix 1.0 unit, which is
able to take any form, and is completely controlled by the
resident. He placed his hands on the sonic energy starter and
pressed down firmly. Nothing happened. He pressed again but still
nothing. Then he heard the security comm ring.



*********



Professor - AHHH!!! WELL, I-FRRR-GAH—WRKKKKKKT!



Information 456 - No need to worry yourself, Sir. The D.L.D. has
arrived. I will go and escort them into the lab.



Dr. Smith - If he had a mouth it would be smiling a smile so joyful
and so full of contentment it would have just frozen there. Stuck
on his face for the rest of his eternal life.



Professor - So glad you made it. Looks like we were right Mike. And
are the rumors true that there was a new single birth?



Mike - Yes. Her name is Sam.



Sam - Hello professor. Nice pad you got here.



Professor - That voice.



Sam - You like it? Kinda sexy I think.



Professor - Mike, she sounds like The Pro…



Mike - I know. We have to discuss that in private later. For now I
think you have work to do.



Professor - Yes. Quite right. Attach the restraints to the beast
and then leave me to my work. Thank you Henry. Beat-box would you
do me the honor of working along side me once more?



Beat-box - ts ts pst kah



Professor - Great. In the mean time, you should all get to know
Information 456. I think you will find him quite fascinating.



Henry - Well, bite my nuthin, that was fun. I will bring a
lady-flower next time, to explode your thing pot.



 



Professor - OK. First off, see if you can shut him up—actually
wait, that could be dangerous. We don't even know it’s able to
communicate. An there could be a poison sack hidden somewhere.
Let’s do a scan and disection first. OK… so the outside of the
vessel seems to be unchanged other than its hand. The fingers have
morphed into needle like… wait… ah yes, it’s how they inject the
venom. OK. Beat-box, we can start here. Let’s make an incision and
collect a sample of the venom for later analysis. OK. Yes and as I
suspected the venom travels in Borganic veins. But these veins are
new. In fact. Wow. There are a lot of additions made to the… oh, a
new… ah… that’s better. OK, so it appears that upon being injected
with this venom the DNA is morphed and change. Additions are
rapidly grown within the vessel. Including a venom system, a new…
DC-like chip with the new voice box. And it looks like some sort
of… wow this thing is more organic, more humanoid. It even has a…
oh, no. No. Impossible. It’s just not possible. How? There are no
organs for… Oh shit! Beat-box we need to start analyzing that venom
now. Right fucking now…



*********



Razz - So this must be the professor's new toy. Hello, Information
456.



Information 456 - Hello, Razz. Hello, Sam and Mike. It is an honor
to meet the other members of the D.L.D.



Mike - Other members?



Information 456 - Yes. I too am a member of the team. I was
programmed to serve the D.L.D.



Razz - So it not the professor’s toy, it’s ours. Ha, ha!



Information 456 - I assure you Sir, I am not a toy. I can scan and
provide up-to-date information on the location and memories of any
resident. I can also access Information 123 and read any residents'
DC chip. Plus, I am housed in a Borganix 1.0 unit which means I can
take any form I like. All this topped with just enough attitude in
my A.I. so as not to be afraid to put your ass in check.



Henry - Beware, the wierdo vampire!



Razz - OK. Put me down. I get it.



Sam - I like him.



Mike - Me too.



Razz - I don’t. But he sounds pretty freaking useful.



Information 456 - Indeed I am, pretty freaking useful Sir. Mike,
the professor wishes you to go back into the lab.



Sam - Wait a minute. How do know that? You were here the whole
time. I did not hear any kind of communication.



Information 456 - I am designed to be able to link thoughts with my
master. It is his hope that every resident in Dark Land will have
an Information 456 unit. The master of the unit has total control
over me and can use me as an avatar.



Mike - Hmm. Neat stuff. I will see you fellows later.



*********



(PLANET EARTH, EARTH YEAR 2110)



Sam - Shit. Hello? Yeah, I am still wearing the vision blocker.
Today is the last day. Yup, ninety days. Actually, I have done
surprisingly well with it. Yeah, they said it’s to help acclimate
my consciousness to existing in eternal darkness. No, they said
there is no way to find out how I do in Dark Land, something about
the way time works in a black hole. Ya know, the law is funny about
what H.R. Labs is allow to tell citizens about how the technology
works. And I understand. Anything to prevent another cyber
war…



Well so far, millions of people have signed up for Dark Land. Yeah,
I agree it’s an interesting use of the artificial black holes now
that the cyber war is a distant memory. OK, I have to get going to
the lab so that I can get this thing over with and get back to my
life… and being able… to see.



Nurse Elaine - Hello Sam. My name is Elaine and I am your nurse
today. We have given you a sedative, so you won't be able to speak.
Are you relaxed? Good. The doctor will be in shortly to finish the
process. After that, we will restore your vision and you can go on
with your life as normal while the copy we make goes on to an
eternal afterlife. It’s all very neat, I think. My whole family got
copied… OK. You're all set, have a good one. Maybe I’ll see you in
Dark Land.



Dr. Smith - Hello Sam. Thank you for choosing Dark Land. I am
called Dr. Smith. We have completed the copy. Your vision will
return soon. You'll have to be patient… Have you ever heard the
story of Sam? It was the first story I ever learned.



*********



Mike - Breeding is impossible!



Professor - No, they are not breeding. Reproducing, yes, but, as we
know, reproductive organs were made impossible here. But someone or
something created a loop hole. Upon injection of the venom of a
beast the DC is rejected and the vessel is changed. We knew that.
But we did not know that that was only the first stage of the
process. The venom contains a virus that is able create a womb
inside the beast, and grows twins. Since there is no exit point for
the newborns, my only assumption is that when they are fully
matured, they somehow consume their host. But… you see the thing
is, this virus was written in Borganix script, a program language I
invented… in my Earth life. But, I had them convert all my work to
Dark Land. So, now that I have this updated firmware—



Oh the things we can do. I can have an army ready in less than an
Earth year. Because these vessels still have the chip—



Mike, we can use the ghosts as pilots…



Razz - Mike. They’re here. All of them. But they haven't attacked
anyone. Let's go…



Professor - I know you're here. I know why the beasts are here.
They’re here for you… or rather this newly born one who calls
herself Sam. Is that how you became what you are now?



The Prophet - Yes. You are correct. But it does not matter this
moment. What is done will happen again. I will die and die again.
But let's not worry of these things. I believe we have an army to
build and a war to win.



*********



(PLANET EARTH, EARTH YEAR 2200)





Sam - Yes, please send my grandson on up… Ah, watch the old, blind
woman's bones.



Boy - Why are you blind Grandma?



Sam - When I was a young woman, I was among the first to have my
conscience copied.



Boy - But I have mine copied every year and I'm not blind.



Sam - Yes, but back then things were still in beta, and you’re…
different.



Boy - Dad says to stay away from beta programs.



Sam - Yes, because he grew up with a blind mother as the result of
one.



Boy - Oh, I see. Was it for Dark Land?



Sam - Yes.



Boy - The whole thing seems just silly. Dad said there is no way to
ever know the results of the Dark Land experiment because they
haven't even started it yet.



Sam - That is true. But they are about to start it later this year.
It is comforting to know that no matter what happens to me when I
die, I will go on not only to a custom made afterlife, but that the
data from the experience can now be documented thanks to the
advancements I’ve made in bio-technology these last few years. And
I'm glad I made a difference in this world. Nobody remembers a
nobody Mike, you remember that from your old grandma Sam.



Did I ever play you the old audio I was named after. It was a story
my father was fond of. My father ya know helped develop Dr. Smith.
Anyway, I have an old mp3 of it, let's give it a listen.

 

AUDIO FILE -

(THE STORY OF SAM)



Once there was a man named Sam who lived underground, in the
darkness, all of his life. Sam was a beautiful dreamer and dreamed
of beautiful bright things. But all he could ever manage was
sometimes, a dim light. One day while Sam was exploring, he found a
tunnel to the surface. Once he got to the surface he met the sun
for the first time in his life. Sam instantly fell in love with
her.



She was everything he ever dreamed of. She filled the world with
such warmth and beauty and made him feel better than he ever felt
before. Sam spent the day basking in her light and sharing in all
she had to offer. He fell deeply, deeply in love and vowed to be
with her for all eternity.



But eventually, she began to move further and further away. "Where
are you going?" asked Sam. Sam began running after the sun, but he
could not catch her. She moved still further away until finally,
the sky was dark. "Why have you left me in this darkness? Don't you
love me back?" said Sam.



Sam grew angry and cursed the sun. He covered up the entrance to
his cave with rocks and vowed to never return to the surface. But
just as he placed the last rock, returning to his dark life, the
sun returned, eager to bring light once again.



You see, while she had to share her light with the rest of the
world, she always came back. But Sam will never know that because
he was impatient. Poor Sam. What an impatient man.
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