Almighty Anonymous
You’ve never been one for reunions—bloody waste of time is what they are; time that could be better spent on more appropriate pursuits: diversions such as reading, drinking, or messing about with one of them newfangled whatchamacallits…what are the kids calling them nowadays? Scry pools? Boob tube? Some ridiculous name of that nature, for certain. Credit where credit’s due, they are indeed far more effective than the traditional methods you remember using. At one point a person practically had to be some kind of seer to pull off something like that; now any random loser on the street has one of them little doohickeys with a world of information at their fingertips. It’s a development that could have depressed you; did in fact depress you, had not the charming young fellow who trims your lawn introduced you one day to the wonders of Game of Thrones. Come to think of it, you’re pretty sure that’s where you’d rather be right now: glued to the siren call of a glowing screen waiting to see what develops from the Khaleesi’s ambitions to retake Lion’s Landing. 
Ah, right. Netflix. That’s what the kids called it these days. Preposterous name that makes no sense whatsoever. What even is a ‘flix’ anyway? You’re pretty sure that’s not an actual word. Screw it though, any generation that comes up with something like that is free to name it whatever the hell they please. 

“Are we all here? Settle down, everyone. Cross your name off the sign up sheet and pass it around,”

You suppress an overpowering urge to roll your eyes. Same old Hootie; going through the motions like he’s addressing the collection of snotty nosed brats he used to teach instead of the cranky geezers you all are. 

“Again? Do we really need to do this, Thot?”

Then again…some kids will always be kids; no matter their actual age. 

“For the nine millionth time, my name is NOT—”

“How about OwO then, you like that better?” 

Sniggers from around the table. You already know without looking that Hootie is going red in the face, and it’ll be another few minutes before things die down. Oh well, at least it’ll be something to write about and pin on your neat little corner of the internet; that one with the equally stupid name. Red-Tit? Read-it? Damned if you can remember what it is right now.  You’re a minor celebrity there from what you understand; with faceless people enjoying the things you write about and asking you where you get your ideas. You just haven’t the heart to tell them that it hasn’t been fiction, that this sad state of things is what actually passes for your real life. Yes, furrylover123; my family really does act like this. Thank you for your sympathies. 

Speaking of stupid names…

You casually scratch your own off the attendance list with a practiced swipe of a talon, the motion somehow oddly similar to how today’s youngsters unlock the touchscreens of their blasted iphones. The unwelcome comparison does nothing to improve your already sour mood. Dratted technology making old things obsolete. Already it’s responsible for the shoddy turnout; the motley crew around you today in no way representative of the impressive roster of names you hold in your claws. You like a joke as much as the next fellow, but some can be in bad taste: the list is so long it nearly touches the floor; the names on it bunched together in small writing that at one point was hardly a problem for you but currently is. It only serves to remind you of your lost youth—a condition you do not care to contemplate. You bellow your wayward (cousin? Nephew?)’s name in the voice that once made proud heroes quiver in their beds, now reduced to a raspy screech. “Lukey!”
“What?” Cheeky sod. 

“Enough is enough—tease old Hootie as much as you like, but messing with the roster’s uncalled for,”

“I’m sure I don’t know what you mean, Uncle,” Wide-eyed innocence. 

“I’m not your uncle,” Actually, the way things are you’re not really certain of this statement but damned if you’ll give the little brat the satisfaction of admitting it. “Just look at some of these names! Nut? Uranus!? At least come up with something that sounds halfway believable if you’re going to all this effort,” 

The little creep has the audacity to look confused. “Seriously, I’ve no idea what you’re talking about and I’ll swear it on the Styx; Duat, whatever you like,”
To your surprise and slight disappointment, there is a distinct lack of the usual manifestations appearing to strike an oath breaker down. “Then who…”

“If you’re quite finished,” Hootie is rolling up his list, fixing the both of you with those gimlet eyes you know so well. Class is in session again, apparently. Whoopee. 

As always, it reminds you of those Alcoholics Anonymous meetings you once had the misfortune of attending with your endless strings of colleagues and acquaintances. Apparently Hootie even plans on doing things the same way, with each of you going in turns around the table to generally moan and complain about the way things are and how different it is from the glory days. You’re not sure how much of this brain-numbing idiocy you can take. 

“…all the same, no respect these days. Not the slightest consideration for everything we do for them, is it asking too much to be appreciated? Fatted calf? Some incense now and again?”

“Incense? Might as well ask for frankincense and myrrh, that’s how likely it’ll be. Me, I’d be glad if they even say my name. Not one single dedication in…how long?”

“Says the one whose name isn’t a bloody meme! A meme!” You idly wonder how Hootie can possibly be making that grinding sound when he lacks any teeth to grind with. One of life’s mysteries. “Do you know how many times I’ve been drawn out only to find some punk kids crank-calling me?
“At least yours don’t mean to. Mine, though…” you’re mildly interested to see Luke shudder. “Ever since that damned summer blockbuster it’s been an absolute nightmare. Have you ever dealt with teenagers? All because of this Hiddleston person,”

“You think you have it bad? At least your followers didn’t randomly change your hair colour. All along I’ve been ginger but then suddenly I’m blond. Blond! And who’s this ‘Donald Blake’ supposed to be anyway?”

You tune out their complaining, only half paying attention here and there for fresh material to blog about. You don’t know why you bother attending these meetings really. It’s not like anything constructive ever happens. 
“We should do something about it,”

Silence—and this time it’s not entirely because of age on nearly-deaf ears. Who said that? Was it you? Yes. Yes it was. 
“And how exactly do you intend to do that, Anpu?” 

Wow. That name really takes you back. Back to the days of sun on sand, of musty air whistling through the depths of sunken tombs. When offerings were made and men believed; truly Believed.

“Simple. We adapt, as we should have done from the start. We evolve. We learn to use these new platforms to our advantage. Nothing has changed, not really. We can still reach them, some of us do already reach them. Right, Lukii? Dihauti? Thunar?”

“He goes by ‘Thor’ now, don’t you ‘brother’?”

“Shut up, ‘Loki’.” 

You intervene before the pair can get into another one of their pointless arguments. “Alright, so the tellers have got parts of it wrong. Does it really matter? They’re still telling the stories. Our stories. We’re still relevant, even if its not in the forms we’re accustomed to. We just need to engage them on their level, be who they envision us to be,”

“You can’t seriously expect me to be OwO. Do you even know what a ‘furrie’ is?”

You give Thoth a glare. Obviously you know what furries are. Thanks to the online readers of your blog, you’re more than fluent. The things you’ve seen, the ways that the younger generation have profaned your image are best left unspoken of. You have bourne witness to horrors that would scare the old ibis featherless. 

“Look, some of us already have a foot in the door: Lukii? Thunar? They’re writing books about you two, for crying out loud! Actual books! So what if they’ve got more pictures than words? You’re been talked about, you have a following, that’s a lot more than most of us can say,”

“You’ve not come out of it that badly yourself, ‘Anubis’. I’ve seen your e621 page, and I must say—”
“The point is, we should be doing something about that. Learning how to leverage these new things. Adapt to the times. This Wikipedia thing that people keep talking about, for example. Have you even seen your entries there? You could go correct them if it means so much to you. Not sure if it’ll help but it’s worth a shot. The longer we laze around idling the more time that Abrahamic upstart has to usurp our pantheons and the more changes they’ll be making to our stories. You think its bad being blond now? Wait till they suddenly decide you ought to be sporting a crew cut,”

Thor explores his scalp anxiously. “He does make a good point. I’m no good with all this newfangled nonsense though. This weekey…?”

“Wikipedia. It’s easy, Dihauti can help you with that, it’s his domain after all—”

“Who?”

“Thoth! He’s—”

Huh. That’s odd. Who were you talking about again? Somebody who could help with the rewrite of all your various wiki articles but for some reason the name escapes you, as does the likeness. “He chaired this meeting, whoever he is,” even to your ears the statement sounds weak. False. 

Thor/Thunar is peering at you with a confused expression. “You’re mistaken, Anubis. I’ve been chairing this meeting. There’s no such person as…what’s that you said—Dee-hoot-tee? I’m pretty sure I’d have remembered if there were. What kind of name is that anyway? And what were we talking about?”

“Some kind of plan…” but for some reason the impression is suddenly vague and unimportant in your mind, something with as much substance as smoke. You look around the table, your eyes somehow lingering upon the one empty space in the otherwise unbroken ring of seats. To your knowledge there never has been an unoccupied space in all the times you’ve met your brethren. Sure, the circle might have gotten smaller and smaller as the eons crept by, but that meant the extra places just got removed is all; and chairs rearranged to fill gaps in the circle. This is the first time you’ve ever encountered an actual empty chair. The sight of it bothers you in ways you cannot explain. 

You’re still pondering this vague feeling of disquiet when you hear your name being called and see everyone looking in your direction expectantly. Poor loopy Anubis, separated from Ma’at and his worshippers, reduced to fraternizing with the mortals to keep baa and essence together. Well, whatever—a job’s a job, and at least the atmosphere of grieving in the morgue is enough to sustain you albeit as a shadow of what you once were. “Nothing to report. Can we wrap things up?”

Wrap: now there’s an unfortunate choice of words. No more mummies, no embalming…oh well, at least there’s always Game of Thrones. 

“In that case, meeting adjourned till next time. Check off your attendance if you haven’t done so already,” the form makes its rounds once again, and even though you vaguely remember ticking it you take another look just to be sure. It’s a lot longer than you expect it to be—Loki’s doing, no doubt. Especially with funny names such as these: Nut? Uranus? Dhauti? Whoever heard of a deity like that? And yet it bothers you more than you are willing to admit, especially the way those odd names have also been checked off, as though…

--as though they had actually attended the meeting but suddenly vanished without a trace. 
And what’s with the feeling you’ve been having that you’re overlooking something important anyway? Was there something you and the others had to do today? Something urgent? You look around the room as realization dawns. Table. Chairs. The meeting. There is to be one today, that’s right. That must be it. Tremendous bore of course, but rituals have to be observed. Without ritual none of you would be who you are. So you sit and wait patiently for the others to arrive. 
You’ve never been one for reunions—bloody waste of time is what they are; time that could be better spent on more appropriate pursuits…

