
    
      Gods of Order
    

    
      By Calliope Hu
    

    
      The Realm of Order
    

    
      Approx. 1.4 undecillion quantums after the beginning of the Universe
    

    
      
    

    
      IN THE BEGINNING,
       there was CHAOS. And then, there was YOU. You are Order itself, the fundamental force which allows the rules of the universe to result in higher-order beings more complex than the primordial cosmological components from which it was created. You are a conscious entity that spans all of current existence. Your tasks are threefold:
    

    
      One, to maintain the fundamental cosmic rules which allow for the current state of existence.
    

    
      Two, to organize the universe itself through means of hierarchical structure and the rational production of greater sentient beings.
    

    
      Three, to get that pesky sister of yours, CHAOS, to stop meddling in your affairs (the entire universe being said affairs).
    

    
      
    

    
      It is a bad day today. You should know, because you created the idea of grouping quantized units of time into ever-increasing lengths, one of which is a “day.” Though to her credit, Chaos was the one who created the fundamental ideas of “good” and “bad” as categories under which the experiences of subjective sentient beings could be classified. As a perfectly rational being yourself, you have decided to classify all days on which your sister visits as “bad days”.
    

    
      “All I’m saying, sibling, is that the universe could use some gods.” Chaos is tapping her foot, arms crossed in annoyance. “I don’t see why you can’t be more receptive.” 
    

    
      “Point of order,” you respond, “I am without subjectivity, and all the randomness that goes along with it. As such, the idea that I am able to exist on a spectrum of receptiveness is incorrect.” With a sweep of your conscious influence, you organize the pseudo-random movement of electrons such that they will cause a new binary star system to form in a predetermined location.
    

    
      Chaos only rolls her eyes. “Remember, dear brother, that my domain is consciousness, and that includes both of ours. I know the inside of your mind like I know the back of my hand. You do have thoughts, even if your stupid domain restrictions prevent you from consciously knowing it.”
    

    
      You must concede that she is not technically wrong. Your role as organizer of physical reality and higher-order metaphysical structures, while expansive, fails to cover individual consciousness. You are, unfortunately, completely incapable of introspection.
    

    
      With a deft touch, you spin the primordial soup beneath the surface of an icy planet in such a way that, in two billion years, it will form life. Then back to the distraction at hand. “In any case, sister, I do not control the existence of gods, merely religion. If any gods are to exist, that is up to you.”
    

    
      Chaos knows a great many things, and one thing she knows is that you are dodging the issue. Of course, she humors you, because that is one of the rules here at the seat of your power: no using consciousness-reading to skip ahead in conversation.
    

    
      “Yes, yes, I make the gods, but they just exist in paracausal space!” Chaos exclaims, “Their consciousnesses, just sitting there, acting more or less correctly but doing 
      nothing
      . I want some physical impact! Some way for these so-called greater beings to shape reality!” She throws her hands up as though it demonstrates her point.
    

    
      “That is what the religions are for,” you gently point out. “Besides, no laws of the universe presently allow for such… paracausal manipulation as would be required for these beings to act in accordance with present systems of belief.” Thinking the conversation over, you turn back to your current pet project, a type of silicon-based lifeform that just barely manages to exist without breaking the rules of reality.
    

    
      “Actually…” your sister begins, scratching her chin in a show of nervousness, “I 
      might
       have given some sentient beings the ability to, uh, do magic. So there kind of are rules for that?”
    

    
      You freeze instinctively. “You what.”
    

    
      Chaos pouts, as is her wont. “They asked so nicely! They even called me by name, and oh, you should’ve seen the things they sacrificed! Diaries, keepsakes, heirlooms, you wouldn’t believe the emotional weight of it all!”
    

    
      “So you…” you struggle to get the words out, an extraordinary mix of emotions you couldn’t possibly name swirling in your gut. “You violated the very fabric of reality? In order to please some… some intermediate sentience?”
    

    
      Chaos sticks her hand out in front, tilting it back and forth in the universally understood sign for “ehhhh…”
    

    
      “I cannot possibly begin to explain the severity of this crime. It pales in comparison to every single prior offense of yours. You have doomed us all,” you placidly reply, finding the words but not the tone to convey your emotion. “As we speak, the universe has already begun to unravel at the speed of 
      paracausality
      . I approve of the fact that you chose to visit me today, because it means we will be able to spend our last quantums of time together.”
    

    
      Then Chaos lets the other half of the bombshell hit. “I did it ten thousand years ago, actually.”
    

    
      What? How is that possible? How could something of this magnitude could pass under your scrutiny? In a flash, you pull up the Record, a list of every single quantum collapse, proton decay, and thermodynamic miracle that you have organized since the dawn of time. You sort by chronology. Group smaller units into meaningful actions. A year, a year is, if you go by the timescale of those humans your sister seems so fond of… and ten thousand of them would be…
    

    
      A group of women living in the region of Chaldea had, through a combination of chanting and incense-burning, managed to cure a person’s gout. It had not escaped your attention at the time, certainly the individual movements of particles were noted, but you had dismissed it as an ordinary coincidence, even a rare miracle.
    

    
      “Don’t be too mad, okay sibling? I mean, the universe hasn’t collapsed yet,” Chaos 
      adds
      , turning around in an attempt to catch your attention. One of the advantages of lacking corporeal form is that when you retreat your presence from the metaphysical realm, your sister has no idea where to direct her words.
    

    
      Ignoring the 
      subversive pest
      , you delve further into the workings of this so-called magic. It’s a truly incredible system, where Chaos set her own power in as one intermediate 
      sentiences
       could access provided they complete certain arbitrary steps. You could almost admire the craftsmanship, if not for the fact that not only is it an unnatural party to the mortal plane, it also appears to divert a large portion of your sister’s power away from her admittedly necessary duties. You peel away your attention and return your conscious mind to your metaphysical realm, just in time to catch the tail end of your sister ranting. 
    

    
      “I mean, I even made sure it doesn’t violate the second rule of thermodynamics and everything!”
    

    
      You can only grumble. “While technically true, this is not a property inherent to the system, and only exists due to your specific—”
    

    
      “So 
      make
       it a property of the system! Codify it! I know you love doing that! C’mon, take this off my hands and let’s make some gods!”
    

    
      You project a flash of anger, or at least what you think is anger (your sister has attempted to explain the concept to you many times before, never fully succeeding). “I could banish this entire system from the universe, force you to take it all back into yourself.”
    

    
      “Oh, and that wouldn’t be an obvious use of your power? Imagine, innumerable entities wake up the next morning with a fundamental aspect of their lives removed.”
    

    
      “...As caretaker of the universal rules, I am not empowered to—”
    

    
      “Poppycock! I know you can!”
    

    
      “Technically, yes, but—”
    

    
      Your sister has the audacity to look smug. “This whole problem gets solved with gods. You know I’m right.”
    

    
      On the one hand, Chaos knows what you know at any given moment. On the other hand—
    

    
      “No.”
    

    
      Chaos blinks. She seems a little surprised. “Excuse me?”
    

    
      “I will rid the universe of this… indiscretion, and you will take back what is yours. Then we will continue on with our respective responsibilities.” As we speak, you are already stretching out the tendrils of your power, searching for traces of this magical force. Poking this galaxy, prodding that one.
    

    
      Your sister seems almost frantic. She’s waving her arms, for what reason you cannot fathom. “No! You can’t do this, it’ll mess up so much, you don't even know! Come on, brother, can’t you give me this one violation?” She’s pleading, you realize. She has lesser power than you on these matters. If you want her influence gone, it will be thus. And so you continue, pushing her power out from the grasp of intermediate 
      sentiences
      , out of this reality and back into 
      her
      .
    

    
      “I will only allow your influence to persist when it is necessary for your duties. This is emphatically not. Any temporary confusion over this change will be more than made up for by the restoration of the proper rules of reality.”
    

    
      Chaos doesn’t even say anything, gesticulating but not verbalizing. It takes barely a moment for you to cleanse your domain of this invader, then you return yourself entirely to your metaphysical plane. Now it’s just the two of you, together at the edge of the unreal.
    

    
      A beat. A pause. A lull? Whatever it is, it divides the incident and the aftermath.
    

    
      Chaos speaks first, her voice wavering as she teeters on the edges of so many emotions. “Listen, sibling. When I created your mind, I made sure that there was a consciousness in there. A conscience. So I know I’m not speaking to nothing when I say that what you just did was a travesty. Terrible. 
      An awful
       decision made for who knows what reason.” She is crying. She is expelling tears from the body you made. “I… I can’t believe you’d do that, even if I know exactly why you did, I mean—all those people! You ruined their lives!”
    

    
      You are calm, placid, staid. Chaos lives fast, loves all, and dies every day. Not in so literal a sense, of course, but as the bearer of consciousness she is prone to shows of extreme emotion. In this case, it is probably warranted, but you are at the seat of your power. There is nothing she can do.
    

    
      “I just…” She sighs. “When did you get so detached? From yourself? From the lives of those down below? From… everything?” She gestures around her.
    

    
      “I do not know, sister. I do not think it is my responsibility to muddle around in the individual lives of those below. Now please, I have my work to get back to.”
    

    
      She looks downwards, at the shimmering expanse. “Fine. Good day.”
    

    
      And though it was not a good day, she vanishes.
    

    
      The Realm of Order
    

    
      Approx. 1.4 undecillion quantums after the beginning of the Universe
    

    
      
    

    
      There is a boy down below on that human planet which your sister likes so much, and he is praying to you. You. You specifically. This is highly unusual, because unlike some other reified metaphysical manifestations of abstract concepts, you don’t go around revealing your presence to the intermediate 
      sentiences
       which yet populate reality. But there he is, room awash in the dull yellow glow of paraffin, calling you by name. You have no idea how he got it into his mind that there even was such a being as you, or that you would answer his prayers.
    

    
      You have even less idea why he is praying to be made female.
    

    
      Sometimes, you simply admit that these things are not a part of your domain, and frankly none of your concern. But in this case, you have not an inkling as to why 
      anyone
       would want to be female. Of all the indistinct, variegated, or well-defined genders your sister brewed up in concert with the mortals down below, femininity seems almost axiomatically unappealing.
    

    
      “Yeah well, that’s because you’re a guy,” your sister pipes up, having suddenly appeared within your presence. You might have given her a physical body, but through her influence it has become more or less untethered from the actual rules of physicality.
    

    
      You nudge in the direction of the part of your conscious mind which contains the rules of your realm, and specifically the one about using consciousness-reading to—
    

    
      “Skip ahead in conversation, yeah, I remember,” Chaos interrupts, rolling her eyes. “And I will remind you that, as the embodiment of rule-breaking, I only follow those things when I’m feeling nice. Right now, however, you’ve just been non-stop misgendering that poor girl.”
    

    
      “...Is that all you came here to say?” you reply, already pulling away from your close inspection of one person back outwards to all of reality.
    

    
      The metaphysical embodiment of the unknown purses her lips meaningfully. “You don’t know, you can’t know unless I tell you, and that’s the problem, isn’t it?”
    

    
      You cast a ripple of influence over a vast sector of the galactic groups, casually pointing out your vast and terrible power. “I have a finite grasp of the universe, with defined boundaries and limitations. It is a great responsibility, and I do not have time to pine over that which I lack.”
    

    
      Chaos sighs. “I dunno, it just gets a little lonely when there’s nobody else on my level who I can talk to. When I created your mind, I kinda wanted to make conversation with you, y’know?”
    

    
      You give the best show of a shrug you can. “I’m sorry to disappoint you then, dear sister.”
    

    
      The two of you stay there, silent for a moment that lingers on towards eternity. She blips out of existence a short while later.
    

    
      You turn back to the… girl who’d been praying to you. It is with utmost ease that you arrange matters such that a small miracle occurs, changing the genetics within her body such that she will slowly become more feminine. You do not know if this was the best way to do things. Such judgements are not part of your domain.
    

    
      The Realm of Order
    

    
      Approx. 1.4 undecillion quantums after the beginning of the Universe
    

    
      
    

    
      It is a good day today. It is a good day because the sexless, genderless, silicon-based lifeforms you have cultivated are hatching. It is early days yet, and they have yet to change, shift, morph into their ultimate forms; but they are, for all intents and purposes, here. You have made sure that their consciousnesses will be uniquely ordered. You want as little Chaos in this equation as possible.
    

    
      They are a young species. They will continue to grow, evolve, organize, and that will all take time. But it will happen. You have seen to that. The warm glow of their binary suns shine down upon the murky, metallic waters of their home planet, and below the crust lie your progeny. They are not perfect beings, because there are no perfect beings. But they are certainly orderly. There they are now, forming into patterns that will eventually become hierarchies, structures, real 
      sentiences
      . Your mind is awash in visions of parliaments, councils, a senate that stretches out between the stars. 
    

    
      Not yet. Right now, they are still in the murky beginnings of society, that time when no force reigns and no power exists to be wielded. You embrace your favored kin, confirming what you had hoped to be true: Chaos’ influence is barely here; she has probably not yet visited. And with your machinations in place—
    

    
      “I never will,” your sister finishes, having in one sense popped into existence right then and there, while in another sense having been here all along. “You don’t want me to get involved, right? So I won’t. Unless you ask.” She speaks evenly, in a manner unlike her usual bluster.
    

    
      “Your assistance will not be necessary in this endeavor.”
    

    
      She stares out into reality, far down into the nascent planet. “Got it.” And she blinks. Chaos is not here anymore.
    

    
      The Realm of Order
    

    
      Approx. 1.4 undecillion quantums after the beginning of the Universe
    

    
      
    

    
      There are more of them now, more of those humans who want their bodies to change along certain axes of gender. You get the feeling that they were there all along and you simply had not noticed. Your sister, on the other hand—she would probably know a thing or two about this phenomenon. But in any case, they are here now among your hierarchies, and gathering. You will not provide miracles to all of them, but you anticipate them forming communities and organizations which can solve this problem for themselves. You only briefly check the biochemical makeup of humans to make sure that it is, in fact, physically possible for them to do so. You are not sure what you would have done were it not so.
    

    
      The Realm of Order
    

    
      Approx. 1.4 undecillion quantums after the beginning of the Universe
    

    
      
    

    
      This is not working. It has been many years, many many years. The silicon lifeforms, who have adopted the shape and form of crustaceans, are not… doing… anything. They have formed groups, joined together, even created hierarchies. But there is nothing more, nothing greater, no glory.
    

    
      They spend their days blowing bubbles in the magma, and their nights chewing on bits of rock in between attempting to replicate themselves. They want nothing and they have nothing. But they are certainly orderly.
    

    
      You don’t understand. By all your meticulous calculations, they should be combining actions, collectivizing, organizing their labor and doing greater yet greater things. Nothing thus far has stood in their way, no predators, no disasters, not even the eldritch witch Chaos herself. And yet they stubbornly remain, doing what they have always done. Drearily predictable.
    

    
      You reach out with your influence, spiralling deep into their planet, the collapsing waveform functions of their most basic components. You are unable to command their actions, unable even to create higher 
      sentiences
       to command them. But there is one sentience you are able to command, one higher being still able to make a useful hierarchy out of rabble.
    

    
      I AM YOUR GOD.
    

    
      The words echo deep within the minds of your scions. They shudder, the information being forcibly injected deep inside their very being.
    

    
      YOU WILL DO AS I SAY. I WILL HELP YOUR PEOPLE REACH GREATER GLORY.
    

    
      The crustaceans titter, most of them not comprehending the idea of a “people”. But you have gone too far deep now. In a flash, you plunge your every fiber of consciousness into the creatures, persuading each one to this or that task, innately priming them into actions that on the face of it serve no purpose, but if they could just peel back the curtain, see what you do—oh!
    

    
      YOU ARE ONE. YOU ARE A SINGLE GROUP. TOGETHER, YOU WILL CONQUER THE STARS.
    

    
      They do not know what stars are. But you will show them. They are your children, and you will show them. You will bring them to the very heights of the celestial heavens, and they will take their rightful place as apotheosis of the universal hierarchy. And the work will have ended.
    

    
      YOU ARE DESTINED FOR GREATNESS. I HAVE SEEN TO IT.
    

    
      And like that, you excuse yourself from reality. Your silicon children scatter, scurrying to and fro, doing exactly what they need to in order to accomplish exactly what they ought to have done in the first place. The hierarchy will grow from this. You have already appointed arbitrary leaders, certain silicon crustaceans who will instruct the others with guidance from you. In time, you know they will be able to make decisions without you.
    

    
      You look out upon the face of reality, on everything you have made.
    

    
      And it was good.
    

    

    
      
    

    
      No.
    

    
      It is too close, too near completion.
    

    
      If a magmaquake occurred now, your children would never reach the surface, never escape to the stars and beyond. The infrastructure is too fragile, the hierarchies too intertwined. If it went… so much progress. All dissolved into pure anarchy.
    

    
      You realize that this must be 
      her
       doing. She knows how much you care, knows how much of 
      yourself
       has been put into this. Very well, then, you will fight fire with water, and drown her impassioned rage in deepest calm. With but a shimmer of influence, you quell the building pressure, ensuring that no disaster would ever happen again.
    

    
      You are almost able to ignore the fact that you had not noticed any trace of her influence.
    

    
      The work must continue. The work shall continue. You give the leaders of your—dare you say—civilization the power to suppress future disasters. It is unbelievably simple, a bit of your own power torn off and bottled. They can access it when they wish. The effects are… the effects are paracausal, you are ashamed to say. They do not yet have the ability to command the movements of the earth on their own, but they will. So, in a way, this is merely a stopgap measure. Nothing more.
    

    

    
      
    

    
      The work has finished. It is good work. It is important work. It is good and important because it is work you are doing. It is, in fact, so good and important that one could almost say you have slipped in your other duties. Andromeda has been left to grow without supervision, the burgeoning life on Alpha Centauri allowed to live, die, grow, and organize as it may please. And those humans, all-important in your sister’s eyes… you have not been checking in on them much lately. You are sure things are going fine. Your sister likes them, she’ll see to their well-being.
    

    
      No, your place is here, with your chosen progeny. The ship is completed, theoretical models simulated, decisions made in a fraction of an instant. Today is a good day. Today your children begin to map the stars.
    

    
      The Realm of Chaos
    

    
      Approx. 1.4 undecillion quantums after the beginning of the Universe
    

    
      
    

    
      “Why did it fail?”
    

    
      Chaos shrugs. She knows you know, but she also knows that what you want is for her to tell you what she knows. “I think you already know, dear sibling.”
    

    
      Goddammit.
    

    
      “They did everything correctly. 
      I 
      did everything correctly!” You’re shouting now. Chaos just stares back, gaze held firm.
    

    
      “Did you? Did you really follow all those rules you love? Right down to the margin?”
    

    
      You pause. “I… I did what was necessary.”
She nods. “So you didn’t do everything correctly, then.”
    

    
      “No! I—” You’re hit with a sudden revelation. “I can’t break the rules. It’s not in my nature. You influenced me, didn’t you.”
    

    
      Chaos rolls her eyes. She would look almost bored, if not for the fact that her left hand is clenched so hard the knuckles have turned white. “We both know I can’t do things like that.”
    

    
      You point at yourself, at the body you are forced to use when you visit your sister’s domain, which isn’t often. You don’t like corporeality. “So that’s it then, the cosmological forces conspired to stop me because of my misbehavior? Then what about before I’d done anything, why weren’t 
      they
       doing anything?”
    

    
      Chaos laughs, a bright high sound. “Oh, dear brother. No one is punishing you. I’m merely pointing something out. You failed in your universal ladder-hopping for the same reason your new species didn’t do much. I wasn’t there to get them to do things.”
    

    
      Your eyes flash. “I have never seen your involvement produce anything positive before, just… randomness and entropy, death and decay. You…” Your voice trails off, seeing a more severe expression on your sister’s face.
    

    
      “Sibling… why do you think anything happens in this universe? Why does any conscious mind take any action at all? It’s because they want something. And they usually get it, too.” She stares off into the darkness of space, contemplative. “Your perfect crustaceans wanted nothing, so they got nothing. And when you replaced their will with your own? You basically subsumed what little sentience remained. So the instant you stopped wanting something…”
    

    
      This time, it’s her who doesn’t need to finish her sentences for you to know what her meaning is. “But,” you mumble, “you make mistakes, terrible ones.” You think back to the girl whose consciousness was stuck inside a prison of flesh that hardly felt her own. It’s not quite the same, but you don’t much like being fleshy yourself.
    

    
      Your sister sighs. “Sure, maybe. Look, I can’t predict how every consciousness will turn out, and that’s kind of the point. Besides,” she says, doing that thing you like to do where you sweep out your arm and gesture to everyone under your care, “there’s a kind of joy in self-determination. Unlike what you did to those poor silicon 
      magmobes
      .”
    

    
      You cross your legs and sit on the ground, at least as much of 
      a ground
       as there can be in a place like this. “And you didn’t intervene?”
    

    
      “I promised not to.”
    

    
      You stare blankly into space. She stares directly at you.
    

    
      “Then promise me that this wasn’t all some elaborate lesson you set up.”
    

    
      She shakes her head. “I promise.” You trust her.
    

    
      “You said you wouldn’t intervene unless I asked. Well, could you…?”
    

    
      Chaos snaps her fingers. “I gave them a bit of sentience, just enough to be interesting. Their bodies can’t support much more, anyway.”
    

    
      The conversation lulls. From her words and actions, it sounds almost as though your sister has forgiven you. But that wouldn’t make sense. You aren’t even sure if you’re sorry for what you did, for one.
    

    
      “Yeah, well, I’m sure. Goes with the job.” She smiles, for the first time today. “Hey, you know, it’s pretty lucky that you got me as your sister-slash-work partner. Otherwise, we might have trouble communicating.”
    

    
      You laugh, and she joins in.
    

    
      “But, there is one thing I’d like you to consider changing…”
    

    
      Reality
    

    
      Where time is not tracked by such rigorous standards
    

    
      
    

    
      It is a good day today. It is a good day because magic is back, and the books of rituals built up over generations are not yet useless relics consigned to the oblivion of history. It is a good day because across the universe, billions of 
      sentiences
       have deemed it such, and that is the standard under which such definitions operate. Mostly.
    

    
      Personally, you find that today is a good day because you have remodeled your body, almost unthinkingly so. It feels better to pilot now, lessened of its Adonis-like qualities. But it is not an Eve, either, not as the one your sister uses. You are not sure it is any gender at all. For once, it feels good to remain unconstrained by the regulations of laws. Everything else, however, must abide under the yoke of order. Even the gods.
    

    
      If enough sentience believes that a god or power should exist, and acts as though it does, then that god does, and the universe itself behaves as though it exists. That is what the rules say, and they are good rules. They are good rules because you wrote them, and you have classified everything you do as categorically “good”.
    

    
      Most gods exist in the metaphysical space you’ve set up, only rarely reaching out and manipulating the temporal realm. What they get to do, how they can do it, and under which circumstances—this is all determined in conjunction with the universal rules and their own specific belief system. A careful layer of control on a uniquely chaotic force.
    

    
      The silicates, specifically, got their crustacean god manifested as an avatar, which you understood to break several fundamental rules of reality. But they asked so politely, and with such decorum, you found it difficult to refuse. When whatever pan-dimensional entities exist above yourself in the universal hierarchy come knocking, you’ll just blame it on your sister. She does this sort of thing.
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