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God number 005 was seated in his transportation throne and rode in on the solar winds. He had been given a new section to administer and he rubbed his hands in anticipation. He parked centrally and looked around. In the far distance were billions of suns flickering, each had their own God and each was in competition for promotion to area manager. 

Flicking his Ronson lighter, he blew so that the flame went flying. It stopped a short distance away, centered itself and he set it spinning with his finger.  As the flame spun it compacted and became brighter. “That’s better,” God thought as he looked around. He gathered a small collection of asteroids and pressed them in his hand. With a fingernail he gouged out some elaborate features. A planet without features was boring and he wanted to stay interested. A lot depended on his performance and if he did well a promotion would be in store to control of a galaxy. He made a few more globes and then crafted them as he did the first. Each was to be different to add diversity. 

He held the last one in his hands and regarded it intently. He had special plans for this planet. He worked carefully and gouged out large sections for oceans. When he had enough, he popped a sucker in his mouth to increase his saliva then spat filling the oceans to capacity. He stuck a finger in his ear and spread the contents over the face of the globe. Placing it near the fire he allowed it to heat until the surface was covered in green mold. This was allowed to grow and evolve. 

He placed the orbs hovering in front of him and then set them spinning. He stood on his throne and pulled a retractable pool cue out from a side of the cushion. With the right English he could set them in orbit around the fire. The first went around close and in perfect orbit. He set the others in motion and then sat back and admired his work. Due to the gravitational differential of the other planets the orbit of the one closest to the sun began to stretch. God shrugged, it wasn’t a big enough problem to deal with right then, maybe later. As he watched he saw that the orbs were being hit with asteroids as they passed by. Irritated by the destruction on his lovely planets, he placed smaller orbs around the larger ones so that the asteroids would hit them instead of his nice clean planets. Satisfied he sat back and watched them. 

He quickly got began to lose interest watching them spinning around. He dropped onto the planet he had worked hardest on. It was a work of art and he wandered around admiring the sun’s light and warmth filtered by atmosphere and clouds. The vegetation was varied. He sampled a few, and other than a slight taste of ear wax they were excellent. There were plenty of differing vegetables and other forms of flora that could be eaten or simply appreciated. He was enjoying himself. He rose and sat back on his seat.

His fingers drummed on the arm of his throne, the steady beat drifting off into the cosmos. “Boring” he shouted to the celestial ether. He closed his eyes and thought about having some company. From his thoughts materialized a host of beings, a host being twenty-five. Not liking an uneven number, he thought up the twenty sixth. 

Unfortunately, at the point of creation God was distracted when one of the new angels farted. All the laughter startled God and the new angel didn’t come out as intended. This one was short and balding. Its beard was scraggly, the wings slightly lopsided and its face seemed to be perpetually astonished. God was about to eliminate this uncouth being, but it looked so pathetic that God relented and had him mingle with the rest. 

For a while God was content. With his new company he played poker and pool. he created a nice place for them to hang out at and said it was so nice it was like heaven. The others agreed so it became the Heaven Pub and Pool room. Every now and then God would invite one of his angels to see the planet he had created and given life too. He was justifiably proud of his creation and wanted to share it. All the angels that he brought admired its beauty and varied plant life. That is, all except the runt. He was brought down and immediately cried out “Boring!” God cocked an eyebrow at this impertinent angel. The angel hastened to explain. “No offense meant, but God it’s so boring. There’s no active life to it. It’s just a nice garden. Whoop de doo.”

God looked around and saw that the runt was right. It was boring and he could see it now. He called down his host. “Why didn’t any of you tell me how boring it is here.” The angels cast a look of irritation at the runt. “You are God and everything you do is perfect; how could we tell you it was flawed?” 

God stamped his foot creating a fissure which would become the Grand Canyon. If I wanted a bunch of yes men, I wouldn’t have given you free will. So, show me what it needs. The angels sat on the ground and dug up some earth and began forming animals to bring life to the planet. These were allowed to roam freely. The runt was over by a tree and was forming an animal of his own. He kept giggling as he formed it and when done, he went behind God and set it between his feet. God felt the brush of fur against him and picked up the small object. He turned it over and over trying to figure out what the heck he was looking at. 

“Which one of you drunkards made this monstrosity!” He held it in front of him by the scruff. “This looks like a committee effort where everybody gets to choose his favorite part then stick them together.” He looked down to see the runt with a red face and cheeks puffed trying his best not to laugh. “Oh, this is your whateveryoucallit. So, what do you call it?” The runts laughter burst out at last.  He was weak and leaning onto Gods leg as he gasped, “It’s a platypus!” and he lay on the grass with his feet kicking in the air laughing all the more. God shook his head, shrugged, and put the platypus down to go and do whatever a platypus would do. 

God turned to the runt, “better?” The runt looked around, “better but it’s still BORING!” God slapped his sides in exasperation. Turning to the angels he asked for suggestions again. They were set to make more animals when God held up a hand and turned to the runt. “Well, brainiac what do you think we need.” The runt sat on a rock and putting his elbow on his knee and his chin on his fist, thought hard. 

He jumped off the rock and ran up to God. “People, it needs people. They kind of look like us but don’t have all the magic stuff we do, they don’t have wings either and they have to do everything for themselves, it’s what makes them interesting.” God patted the runt on the head as the other angels made the noise usually associated with the phrase “ass kisser”. 

God had each of the angels make some people. God himself sat by a pile of dirt and made one as well. The runt was on the other side of the dirt pile and was fashioning his own, but he wasn’t content to just make one that was similar to himself. He added and subtracted and fashioned something very different from the others. God had everyone bring their creation to life. From the other side of the dirt pile God heard a long low whistle. 

From around the pile came a figure who walked with supple grace and who made God and the angels blush so beautiful was it to behold. God admired the runts work, what do you call this masterpiece. The runt was transfixed by his own creation. “It’s a she. When a he and a she get together they will make more all over the earth.” Soon all the angels were creating a she. Once life was given to them, the she’s and he’s immediately got together and had the first orgy. God looked down at the commotion happening around him. “Well, it isn’t boring now.”

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





