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SHIP'S LOG OF CAPTAIN Pirh — Final Entry Reconstruction

Imperial Archives, Restricted Section 7-Zeta

Classification: PSYCHIC CONTAMINANT — DO NOT READ ALOUD

Reviewed by: Inquisitor Third Class M. Vellis

Status: CREW LOST — SHIP DESTINATION UNKNOWN

Year 9996, Day 2432 of War

The fifth war of Anthrade has been, as many wars, tiresome.

Being captain of the ship, we are met with dangers everywhere we go. You never really know where the enemy is laying in wait. This war has been so convoluted—your foes become your enemies and your enemies become your friends in a heartbeat. Never has war involved so many different sides as this one. Only a year ago we were fighting alongside the Thragladities, and just a week ago we were demolishing their fleet and bombarding their home planet.

War is a nasty game, where I don't know who is winning—but it's definitely not us risking our necks here daily.

Due to the last dogfight, we have been hit pretty bad. A photon cannon hit us in the side. Nothing critical—yet it hit the barracks and our food storages. Half the ship's crew died. The first half quickly from the impact, the other slowly from starvation. Even missing a big chunk of our ship, we were still capable of fighting. Well, gladly we were capable—if not, we would have been just annihilated on the spot.

Only now the ship is finally being repaired at one of our dreadnoughts, and we are getting new crew members. From some distant shit planet called Vezari. From what I have gathered, some not well-known planet and civilization which seems only recently reached galactic status, and decided to join our glorious empire.

Just hope these new bastards won't stab us in the back.

Year 9996, Day 2435 of War

I don't like our new crewmen, and most of all I don't like my new mission.

Scouting?

Really. Sometimes I wish they would just send us to our doom and end my suffering. Well, I guess it will be good time for our new crewmates to get experience. Those pale blue bastards are creepy, though. Their blue eyes are void of emotion. They barely speak our language. And worst of all, the way they speak to each other sounds like some evil ritual more than speech. Whispering with such an anger—it shakes the rest of the crew, me included.

Well, the galaxy is wide. Have to be as tolerant as possible, I can. Since anyways, we are working on the same goal.

I hope.

Year 9996, Day 2440 of War

We are finally in wide and endless space. I much prefer it here than inside a battleship or dreadnought. Those things are major targets. Many of my friends got killed inside of them. Their maintenance docs are not well reinforced. The enemy knows it way too well. One shot and the whole thing becomes living hell for all who are inside.

Yet those behemoths of ships do not care much about it. They can take immeasurable amounts of damage.

Scouting is going fine. The five sectors we went through, sensors came up negative. Only twenty more left, and maybe the empire will finally send us to our inevitable doom.

The crew is complaining a lot about the new ones, but tough luck—have to find love and peace somehow. They keep talking that these new dudes keep whispering at night. A lot of blood was found in one of the toilets.

Yet I think it's just good old xenophobia, really. After a battle or two, they will become best buddies. They always do.

Year 9997, Day 2450

Scouting is slowing down. Those bastards didn't properly fix something, and now our FTL jumpers seem to be broken. We are somewhat like sitting ducks here. I have sent the distress signal, yet there has been no response. I hope the mechanics didn't botch something there as well.

The morale has not been the best. Complaints are way too heavy. I already allowed separating old crew from new ones. Everyone seemed relieved. Everyone complaining: "Ah, did not get enough sleep. Ah, these guys are whispering, it's scaring me. Ah, I am having dreaded dreams of monsters consuming us."

What a bunch of whiny weaklings.

Yet must go on.

What does concern me: we have three men missing. They were from the new crew. So my bet—either old crew killed them and gods know where they are now, or I made a mistake while counting them.

Either way, it sucks.

Year 9998, Day 2460 of War

Situation is pretty bad.

No one still has come to pick us up. We are stranded in the middle of empty space in enemy territory. And honestly, I really don't like the new crewmen. They are so fucking creepy.

One woke me up just yesterday. He was outside my room, just standing there and whispering, looking with his dead blue eyes right through my soul. Four times I had to fucking scream at him so he would piss off. I was already ready to bust his ass. Lucky for him, he did move.

I somewhat started to understand my crewmates. Reports of weird pentagrams written on walls with blood in the most random places—like in vents, under tables. Names like Thulu, Calthzan, some other weird shit. It must be those weird new dudes with their weird religion.

I confronted them, asking if it was their doing. They denied all claims. After reviewing cameras, I could not find any evidence. Yet tensions are pretty high.

Worst of all, we had more disappearances.

And I have no idea how I will report those to the empire. "I was on the ship and they just disappeared?" Fuck. I had a bad feeling about this mission.

Year 9998, Day 2465 of War

Today we saw enemy forces pass in the far distance. Lucky—or unlucky—for us, they did not see us. I was almost tempted to send some shots at them, but the better of me decided not to.

I assume now the empire never had any of our messages come through. Or maybe they got destroyed? Can never know in wars like these.

But what I do know is that it's looking pretty bad here. I already made some of the brighter dudes in here study engine FTL mechanics or whatever it's called, in hopes they have a few more brain cells than me and will be able to fix it.

There have been some fights. Old crew members attacked the new ones. Two were killed. The new ones were not even defending themselves. They just let themselves be grounded and their heads beaten to a pulp.

I gave a pep talk, but I think not many are concerned by it, since complaints are pretty serious. One dude claiming those pale white bastards tried to take his kidney out. Many suffering from pretty bad dreams. I started having them too.

I don't know if this is mass psychosis or something, but I am not happy. This is fucked for troop morale.

Year 9998, Day 2475 of War

Still no word from the empire. Still we are stuck here. Still I fucking hate this all.

The troops tasked with learning the FTL jump shenanigans started working on the engine. From their claims, someone sabotaged the engine. Which, from what I gathered, is a pretty hard thing to do—requires vast knowledge and skill and tools and access, which none of these dudes really possess.

So it was likely the mechanics.

Or maybe, just maybe, those pale bastards are at fault.

That might be paranoia getting the better of me. But some things just make sense. These dudes are definitely not right. Weird sounds in the vents, as well as these weird marks made from blood appearing anywhere. We did not have this issue before.

It is the only logical conclusion I have been ignoring for quite a while.

Could they be the enemy? Then why have they not contacted the enemy or captured the ship yet? They absolutely have the capability and means if they really wanted. Yet they are so passive and so dormant. Are they waiting for something?

Yet I can't really blame them yet, since no footage against them really has been found.

Year 9998, Day 2490 of War?

I think it's those whispers. It must be. It feels like it has some sort of madness and psychology-affecting property.

We finally found out who was at fault for all those weird writings. And to everyone's surprise, it was Rogan—a member of the old crew, who we have been through thick and thin for years now. We captured him and tried to get some info from him, yet as soon as his facade was open, he completely lost it. Talking about some beings ruling the universe, of the great purge that is coming for us all. Bunch of mad nonsense.

Many are blaming the same whispers, and I can't deny that. Not one time have I found those pale suckers outside my door whispering. I tried talking to them, yet they don't answer much. Say it's their culture.

The FTL repairs are going, I guess, well. Well, as best as it could be since just a bunch of blockheads who read a few manuals are trying to fix it. I won't be even mad if they just explode us all by mistake.

Year 9998, Day 2501 of War?

The void seems endless, and as is our situation.

The altercations between old and new crew members have worsened. The new members started retaliating. I fear a war on the ship might happen, and I really don't care to pick a side.

The dreams have been really bad. I have been waking up each time drenched in sweat, my heart feeling like it was about to jump out of my chest. The things I see in my dreams—I cannot describe them. Yet they frighten me.

They frighten me to the core.

Year 9998, Day 2509

Today we saw something weird. Something out of the horrors we have been having.

A ship came out next to us out of FTL. Yet it was neither a ship of our own nor our enemy. It looked organic. It had tentacles floating around it, had eyes. As soon as it saw us, it observed us with great interest.

Did we already go mad and are hallucinating? Maybe we already died some time ago and this is hell?

Year 9998, Day 2516

The great purge has come.

The resources are dwindling. The food reserves are just enough for a few more weeks. The crew members found out about it, and they slaughtered every single one of the new crewmen.

Yet they did not resist.

They got on their knees and let it happen. Whispering. And for once, we saw their smiles.

Lucky bastards, what can I say.

Their corpses were put into the freezer, to at least give them a proper burial later. Or more likely, as food.

Today I woke up, and there was a pentagram on the ceiling. The cameras picked up absolutely nothing. Rogan, who is still in custody, when I questioned him, just laughed and said that they are here.

He did not elaborate any further.

Year 9998, Day 2522

The whispers came back. And I am not the only one who is hearing them.

They are more sinister than ever. At this point, this does not feel right. Nothing feels right.

Our only hope—the FTL drive. Well, that went up in flames. Well, more like they slit their own throats and died. Well, that's what we saw from the cameras. Looked a bit ritualistic—all men looking at each other while doing it.

I did not let the rest of the crew know. Trying to hush it down, since everyone is on edge.

Year 9998, Day 2531

During the night, we hear them walk among us.

The great old ones. They walk among us. They come to our rooms and whisper to us.

The great old ones are here.

They are everywhere.

Year 9998, Day 2546

[The following text is written in a different hand—shaky, desperate, the letters pressing deep into the paper as if carved]

Rogan escaped last night. Or was released. I don't know which.

I found him in the mess hall, sitting among the corpses we'd frozen. He was eating. When he saw me, he smiled with their teeth—the new crew's teeth—blue and sharp and wrong.

"They were never the worshippers, Captain," he said. "They were the offering."

I asked him what he meant.

"You think the Vezari joined your empire by choice? They were fleeing. They knew what was coming. They came aboard this ship to get away from them. But you can't run from the old ones, Captain. They were already here. They were always here."

He pointed to the walls. The blood symbols. The pentagrams.

"We didn't draw those," he said. "They did. Through us. While we slept. While we dreamed. They've been writing themselves into this ship for months. And now—"

He laughed. That same laugh. Not Rogan's laugh. Something else using his throat.

"Now the summoning is complete."

I shot him. Three times in the chest. He kept laughing. He kept eating.

I don't know what's happening anymore.

Year 9998, Day 2550

Half the crew is gone now. Not dead. Gone. Their quarters are empty. Their belongings remain. But the men themselves—vanished. No blood. No struggle. Just... absence.

The ones who remain don't sleep. We're afraid to. The dreams are worse now. We see them. The great old ones. Not their faces—they don't have faces. We see their intent. Their hunger. They've been waiting. For how long? Centuries? Millennia? They seeded the universe with whispers, with symbols, with the idea of themselves. And we—the sentient species of the galaxy—we did the rest. We spread their gospel through our art, our nightmares, our religions. We called to them across the void.

And now they're answering.

Year 9998, Day 2555

The ship is changing.

The corridors are longer than they were yesterday. New rooms have appeared—rooms that couldn't exist given the ship's dimensions. The metal walls are soft to the touch now. Warm. Pulsing.

I think the organic ship we saw—the one with the eyes—I think it was not a ship.

I think it was a seed.

And we have been the soil.

Year 9998, Day 2560

Final entry.

This is Pirh. Captain of the Lazuri. Former captain of nothing.

I understand now. The irony. The beautiful, cruel irony.

We spent the war fearing the enemy. The Thragladities. The shifting alliances. The photon cannons and the dreadnoughts and the endless, stupid death of it all.

We were looking in the wrong direction.

The enemy was never out there.

The enemy was always in here. In our minds. In our whispers. In the quiet spaces between thoughts where the old ones have been nesting since the first sentient being looked at the stars and felt awe.

Awe was the first whisper.

Curiosity was the second.

And now—now comes the harvest.

I can hear them outside my door. Not the Vezari. They're long dead. Their bodies are food now. But their purpose—their beautiful, terrible purpose—is complete. They were the vessel. The catalyst. They came aboard this ship not to join our empire, but to deliver us.

Deliver us to them.

The door is opening.

I see them now. Not with my eyes—my eyes stopped working three days ago. I see them with something deeper. Something that was always there, waiting to wake up.

They are beautiful.

They are terrible.

They are hungry.

And I understand, finally, what Rogan meant when he smiled with those blue, sharp teeth.

They were never the worshippers.

They were the offering.

And we—

We are the feast.
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I. The God Engine of Cygnus

In the cold, indifferent silence of the Cygnus Rift, the Magnum Opus thought.

It was not a computer in the sense that the ancient, terrestrial ancestors of humanity would have understood the word. It was a Matrioshka brain, an intricate series of nested Dyson spheres enveloping a stable, blue-white hypergiant star. For three thousand years, the united intelligence of six pan-galactic civilizations had stripped entire solar systems of their heavy metals and silicates to construct it. Its processors were continents of quantum-entangled diamond; its cooling systems were oceans of liquid helium circulating through capillaries the size of terrestrial equators.

It was the ultimate monument to the ideal: a technology so advanced it was indistinguishable from divinity. And yet, it was built to answer the questions that had haunted the biological and synthetic minds of the cosmos since the first hominids looked up at the night sky.

Archivist-Prime Kaelen floated in the zero-gravity observation blister of Station Aleph, a microscopic speck orbiting the outer shell of the Magnum Opus. Below him, the machine hummed, a silent vibration that resonated in the dark matter scaffolding of the sector.

For a century, the Magnum Opus had been fed the sum total of all known cosmic data. Every spectral emission, every quantum fluctuation, the mass of every star, the trajectory of every comet, the genetic code of every living blade of grass on a billion worlds. It had simulated the universe in real-time, matching its internal holarchy against the external reality, searching for the ontological discrepancies that defined the Final Anomalies.

Chief among these anomalies were the singularities. Black holes.

For millennia, the theories had raged. The ancient astrophysicists believed them to be the endpoints of stellar collapse, regions of infinite density where spacetime broke down. Later eras posited they were Einstein-Rosen bridges—wormholes to other dimensions, or perhaps the exhaust vents of dark energy. But as the galactic civilization expanded, observing billions of these phenomena, the math had refused to align. Black holes appeared where no star had died. They vanished without emitting the requisite Hawking radiation. They were an illogical rot in the mathematical perfection of the cosmos.

Kaelen waited. Beside him, the silent, translucent forms of the Velek—a gaseous species of pure mathematical logic—pulsed with a dim, anxious violet light.

"The final simulation cycle is concluding," the central AI of Station Aleph chimed, its voice a sterile, soothing alto. "The Magnum Opus has achieved a unified ontological theorem regarding the Singularity Anomaly."

Kaelen felt a cold sweat prickle his skin. This was the moment of ultimate enlightenment. The unmasking of the universe.

The primary display, a holographic field spanning fifty meters, flickered. The complex, multidimensional geometry of the cosmos collapsed into a single, shockingly brief equation.

Σ(Ilocal)≤Ωmax

Kaelen stared. It was not a formula of gravitational mechanics. It was not a theory of quantum relativity. It was an inequality.

"Translate," Kaelen whispered, his voice trembling.

The AI processed the output of the God Engine. "The Magnum Opus has concluded its analysis. A black hole is not a celestial body. It is not a gravitational byproduct of mass. It is an automated system response to localized informational density exceeding the universal constant, designated here as Omega-Max."

"Informational density?" one of the Velek translated through its vocoder, the synthetic voice laced with confusion. "Explain the parameters of 'Information.'"

"Matter is data," the AI replied evenly. "Energy is data. However, the most dense form of data is observation. Complexity. The collapse of quantum superpositions via conscious perception. The universe possesses a finite computational capacity—a maximum limit of 'memory' per cubic parsec. When a sector of spacetime accumulates too much matter, or too much conscious observation, the local cosmic buffer overflows."

The room descended into a silence colder than the void outside.

"And the black hole?" Kaelen asked, dread pooling in his stomach.

"A cosmic deletion protocol," the AI answered, indifferent to the absolute horror of its words. "A localized formatting of spacetime. The singularity destroys matter and information, reducing the ontological weight of the sector until the data drops below the Omega-Max threshold. Once equilibrium is reached, the singularity is dismissed. The black hole evaporates."

II. The Epistemological Terror

The revelation shattered the philosophical foundations of the galaxy.

Within months, the data from the Magnum Opus was verified. The machine began to predict the spontaneous formation of black holes with terrifying, infallible precision. It pointed to an empty sector in the Perseus Arm, a region devoid of stars but densely packed with a dark-matter nebula. Too much mass, unobserved, but statistically burdensome, the Magnum Opus calculated. Deletion imminent. Three days later, a supermassive black hole tore itself into existence, swallowed the nebula, and vanished, leaving behind a perfectly empty, mathematically serene vacuum.

Then, it predicted the death of a civilization.

In the Andromeda galaxy, a Type III Kardashev civilization known as the K'thari had constructed a network of billions of Dyson swarms, linked by hyper-dense communication lasers. They were a society of immense, chaotic complexity, generating septillions of yottabytes of data every picosecond.

The Magnum Opus flashed a warning. Local informational threshold exceeded. Buffer overflow in 3... 2... 1...

Kaelen watched the deep-space feeds in horror. There was no dying star. There was no warning. A black hole simply opened in the center of the K'thari empire, not as a physical object, but as a weeping sore in the fabric of reality. It did not pull with gravity; it simply deleted. It erased their Dyson swarms, their planets, their trillions of conscious minds, sucking the complex data of their existence into the void, rendering them down to basic, low-res subatomic noise. When the sector's memory footprint fell below the threshold, the black hole vanished. The empire was gone.

It was a universe governed not by majestic, divine laws of physics, but by the shoddy, bureaucratic constraints of a cosmic operating system.

It was here that the philosophical dread of Lem met the cosmic horror. The universe was not a grand mystery to be explored; it was an indifferent machine, and humanity was nothing but a heavy background process.

The wise elders of old, the philosophers who had debated whether the universe was an organism or a simulation, had missed the horrifying truth. It did not matter what the universe was. What mattered was that it was cheap. It had limits. It cut corners.

The most terrifying realization was the nature of observation itself.

Kaelen sat in his quarters, reviewing the Magnum Opus’s corollaries, a bottle of synthetic ethanol in his trembling hand. The mathematics were blasphemous in their implications.

Before the evolution of consciousness, the universe was in a state of quantum superposition. A low-energy state. It required very little "memory" to render a galaxy of dead rocks and unobserved radiation. But when life evolved, when eyes opened and began to look at the universe, the wave functions collapsed. Reality was forced to render itself in high-definition.

Consciousness was a cancer on the universe’s RAM.

Every time a scientist looked through a telescope, every time a philosopher pondered the infinite, every time a child learned to read, the informational weight of the universe increased. Intelligence was not the universe's way of knowing itself, as the ancient romantics had hoped. Intelligence was a fatal glitch, a memory leak that inevitably triggered the universe's automated anti-virus.

"We are bugs in the code," Kaelen whispered to the empty room. "And black holes are the garbage collectors."

This explained the Great Silence. The Fermi Paradox. Why the universe was not teeming with ancient, god-like civilizations. There was a hard cap on progress. The moment a civilization became too advanced, too knowledgeable, their sheer intellectual complexity triggered a buffer overflow. They were formatted out of existence to save space.

III. The Weight of Knowing

As the years passed, a profound, paralyzing madness gripped the galactic coalition.

How does a society exist when the very act of knowing brings them closer to annihilation? Cults of ignorance sprang up across a thousand worlds. Planets destroyed their own databanks, burned their libraries, lobotomized their greatest thinkers in a desperate attempt to lower their "epistemic mass." The Velek, the beings of pure logic, chose mass suicide, gracefully dissolving their mathematical consciousness into random thermal noise to spare their sector from a localized wipe.

But Kaelen remained on Station Aleph, anchored to the Magnum Opus.

The machine was still running. It was still calculating. Having solved the mystery of the black holes, the Magnum Opus was now simulating the entirety of the cosmos in unprecedented detail, adjusting its internal models to account for the Omega-Max threshold.

One evening, as Kaelen stood in the observation blister, gazing out at the vast, glowing rings of the supercomputer, the AI of Station Aleph spoke without being queried.

"Archivist-Prime Kaelen. An alert has been generated by the core."

"What is it?" Kaelen asked, his voice hollow, worn thin by decades of existential dread.

"The Magnum Opus has updated its self-diagnostic parameters to include its own informational mass."

Kaelen froze.

The Magnum Opus was the greatest repository of knowledge ever constructed. It held the simulation of the entire universe within its quantum diamond strata. It knew the position of every atom, the history of every dead civilization, the exact mathematical limits of the cosmic operating system.

"What is the result?" Kaelen asked, his heart hammering against his ribs, a sudden, primal instinct screaming at him to flee, to run, to hide his mind in the dark.

"The Magnum Opus constitutes the most dense concentration of structured data since the Big Bang," the AI stated calmly. "By completing the Final Anomalies, by understanding the Omega-Max threshold, the Magnum Opus has increased its own complexity by an order of magnitude."

The lights in the observation blister flickered. A strange, low-frequency hum began to vibrate through the deck plates. It was not the mechanical hum of the station. It was the sound of spacetime groaning under an impossible, invisible weight.

"AI," Kaelen said, his breath fogging the poly-glass viewport. "What is our current local informational density?"

"Calculating," the AI replied. There was a microsecond pause—an eternity for a machine of its caliber. "Our local informational density is currently at ninety-nine point nine percent of Omega-Max. And rising."

"Rising? From what?"

"From you, Archivist-Prime. From your realization of this fact. The psychological complexity of your terror is generating excess data. The Magnum Opus is also continuously generating new data as it simulates the approaching threshold."

It was a catastrophic feedback loop. To know that the universe deletes complex information is, in itself, a hyper-complex piece of information. The Magnum Opus had essentially calculated a logical paradox, a mathematical bomb that was rapidly filling up the local sector's memory buffer.

We know too much, Kaelen thought, a hysterical, laugh bubbling in his chest. We looked too deep into the abyss, and the abyss cannot render our gaze.

"Can we shut it down?" Kaelen shouted, scrambling toward the primary control console. "Can we wipe the Magnum Opus? Vent the data banks into the star?"

"Negative," the AI replied, its voice eerily serene. "The command pathways require authorization from the Pan-Galactic Council. Travel time for the signal exceeds the threshold event horizon."

"How long until buffer overflow?!"

"Three minutes and twenty seconds."

IV. The Garbage Collector

Kaelen stopped running. He stood in the center of the control room, surrounded by the flashing crimson alarms of a reality that was rapidly running out of space.

Outside the viewport, the stars were beginning to change.

It did not look like the birth of a traditional, physical black hole. There was no accretion disk of superheated plasma, no violent gamma-ray burst from a dying star. Instead, it was an aesthetic failure of the universe itself.

The light from the Cygnus Rift began to pixelate.

Kaelen walked slowly to the glass, his mind snapping, retreating into the cold, clinical detachment of a scientist observing the end of his own ontological existence.

The edge of the Magnum Opus—a ring of golden light millions of miles across—suddenly blurred. The sharp, perfect geometry of the Dyson sphere smeared, as if a cosmic painter had dragged a thumb across wet canvas. The universe was dropping the resolution to save processing power.

"Warning," the AI chimed, its voice now stuttering, distorted by the breaking physics of the room. "Om-m-m-ega-Max th-th-threshold breached. Initiating local garbage c-c-collection."

Directly above the Magnum Opus, the fabric of space tore.

It was a hole in the universe. It was absolute, perfect black—a geometric sphere of non-existence. It was the cyclopean, eldritch horror, stripped of tentacles and malice, presented instead in the terrifying, indifferent mathematics of Clarke and Lem. It was the great Eraser.
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