Heaven had been destroyed, and the God of Love had vanished at last.  To those with the Sight, the heavens had undergone a visible transformation; the presence of the Monsters of Mud had dyed the sky a rust-colored brown.  Nevertheless, few Seers observed the phenomena – they were simply too busy worrying about their own affairs to concern themselves with that of the Gods.  Those who contemplated change could only shake their heads and shrug.  “We have no power over such things,” the Mystics would reassure each other.  And they were correct: the Power of the individual had lost control over the masses, and humanity was no longer responsible for its actions.

When Inuk saw all this, he cried out in anguish.  It simply could not be!  The Gods were forever!  He pleaded with the humans, begged them to rectify the damage they had done.  But their Ears had gone deaf, and they heard nothing.  The voice of his spirit was miniscule when compared to that of the Gods, and the latter had gone ignored for centuries.  Hopeless and alone, Inuk retreated into the Earth.

***
Inuk awoke knowing he had overslept; otherwise, he would not have dreamt so long.  He could sense his father sitting at the foot of his bed, and he dreaded opening his eyes.  Why hadn’t his mother woken him with the others?  A test, perhaps?  No, not on Monday, there was too much work to do.  Then what?  His father never missed Morning Glory.

“I know you’re awake,” his father whispered.
“Of course you do,” Inuk replied, opening his eyes and bending into a sitting position.  “Why’d you let me oversleep?  What’s going on?”

His father’s face was grim.  “You woke us up screaming earlier this morning.  We tried to calm you, but you were to far gone.”

