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Chapter 1: A Rich, Grumpy Old Man Funds an Implausible Project.
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The rich, old, and grumpy Abraham Goldstein looked out through the window of his penthouse apartment on Antarctica, surveying his vast domains all the way to the ocean. Despite being the wealthiest and oldest man on the planet, he wasn’t happy — he wanted more. There was one flaw in this otherwise foolproof plan: Abraham was 250 years old, and the life-extending pills he was taking had started to lose their effect. It was nearly time to take a nap, six feet under.

Abraham was not ready to die and had come up with an implausible and ridiculous plan to spend all his money, disinheriting his horrible relatives in the process. He had ordered top-grade scientist Jack Brown to build a massive machine in the basement of Goldstein Tower — a colossal particle replicator that would create a dimensional rift allowing Abraham to meet God before he died. Abraham had been planning this in three phases. Phase One: meet God. Phase Two: steal God’s technology. Phase Three: become God. It was, he felt, a perfectly reasonable use of 120 billion Terran Credits. This was somewhat wasteful, given that Abraham could simply stop taking his life-extending pills and die anyway.
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Chapter 2: Abraham Finds Out That God is Dead.
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The next day Abraham woke up and took the lift down to the basement to meet Jack Brown and try the expensive, dangerous machine Jack had built there.

Unfortunately, Abraham forgot to reserve exclusive access to the lift, so instead of a five-minute ride to the basement, he spent half an hour sharing the elevator with people getting on and off at every level — something that made him considerably grumpier.

Eventually he reached the basement, where Jack Brown and his team were waiting. Abraham spoke:


•  Is my huge secret machine ready?


Jack Brown struggled to keep a straight face. What kind of idiot thought it was possible to secretly build a one-kilometre-long machine in the basement of a landmark building? The noise complaints had been staggering, not to mention the endless truck convoys hauling away excavated soil and rock.

Jack Brown:


•  Yes, sir, it’s ready.


Abraham:


•  Took you long enough. Time is money! Chop, Chop!

•  Have you tried the machine yet? I want to be the first to use it!


Jack struggled again to contain himself. Of course he’d tested it. What kind of idiot would invite his boss down to demonstrate a machine that didn’t work?

Jack Brown:


•  As per your instructions, you’ll be the first to try this large and potentially dangerous machine.


Abraham Goldstein:


•  Excellent. I love an employee who blindly follows orders and doesn’t think for himself.

•  Plug me in.


Jack Brown:


•  Yes, sir. I must warn you — time in the Divine Dimension doesn’t follow any logic and simply moves the way that suits the narrative.


Abraham Goldstein:


•  Thank you for that irrelevant remark. Start the machine already!


Jack started the machine, and Abraham fell asleep. His mind was sucked into a dimensional warp. Suddenly, he found himself in an eerie but beautiful courtyard. It was impressive, but how could he be sure this was heaven and not a virtual reality simulation? Abraham would not be happy if he’d spent 120 billion Terran Credits on an advanced video game. He wanted fair value — he wanted to meet Yahweh and play chess.

He walked into the palace at the end of the courtyard and found a fancy throne with a dead man in robes lying in front of it. If the dead man was God, he had wasted his savings for nothing. He walked up to confirm the identity. Conveniently, the dead man had left a suicide letter.

The letter was mostly gibberish, but from it Abraham concluded that the dead man was Yahweh — an alien who had used Zetan mind-control technology to fool Bronze Age humans into believing he was a god. That was something Abraham wanted to do as well, and fortunately Yahweh had printed the blueprints to the mind-control technology on the pillar beside his throne.

Abraham tried to memorise the schematics for hours without success, then realised how unnecessary that was. His brain had bionic chips installed — all he needed to do was use his memory chip to take a screenshot and extract it back at the lab.

He waited and waited to be returned to the normal dimension. Growing frustrated at Jack for not waking him up, his mind was finally extracted.

Abraham Goldstein:


•  You bloody fool! I’ve been waiting forever!


Jack Brown:


•  Oh really? You’ve only been connected for a minute.


Jack held in a laugh. He knew precisely how long a minute felt in the simulation — about a week.

Abraham Goldstein:


•  So all that time was just a minute. How good is that!

•  Anyways. To my great disappointment, it turns out my God Yahweh was an alien who used mind-control technology to trick people. On the bright side, he had the schematics in his suicide letter. And since I’ve spent the better part of the morning in a dead alien’s palace, I may as well learn something useful about who he was.


Jack Brown:


•  I anticipated your curiosity, sir. The Zetan archives are accessible through the machine. I’ve compiled a summary.


Abraham settled back into the chair with the expression of a man determined to get his money’s worth.

The Zetans, it turned out, were a species of extraordinary intelligence and mediocre ambition. 100,000 years ago, they had managed to open an interdimensional gate to the Divine Dimension. There was no logical explanation for how — but then again, the Holy Bible is the best-selling book of all time, so ‘magic’ is often explanation enough.

Once in the Divine Dimension, they devised a plan to spread across the galaxy, not by colonising other worlds but by tweaking the genomes of various species to make them smarter. This way the Zetans could tell themselves they had indirectly spread across the Milky Way — which they could have done themselves with a bit more interest in sex and procreation. Eventually they recognised the foolishness of amplifying the intelligence of rival species and stopped, but not before uplifting humans and a species called the Xenos.

For 90,000 years, nothing terrible happened. The Zetans lived peacefully in a small galactic empire governed by the benign influence of the Zeto crystals — magical plot devices imbued with the soul of the True Maker, useful for practically everything.

Then the trouble started. But that could wait. Abraham had schematics to steal.


•  If only there were a way to recreate these alien artefacts I’ve taken a bionic screenshot of. Hmm?


Jack Brown:


•  There is. Being far enough into the future for anything to be plausible, we have access to a particle replicator — a machine that can create an exact copy of anything we have a blueprint for!


Abraham Goldstein:


•  You mean like a 3D printer?


Jack Brown:


•  A lot better. 3D printers can’t make exact copies of alien artefacts.


Abraham Goldstein:


•  Excellent. Make me 30 angel chips, 300 human chips, but only one God chip. There can only be one god! Me! Muahaha!


Jack Brown:


•  Sure, mate, whatever — as long as I get paid.


Abraham Goldstein:


•  I’ll pick them up tomorrow!


Abraham took the lift back to his penthouse — this time having called ahead to reserve exclusive access, so he didn’t have to share it.
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