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INTRODUCTION
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In the vastness of space, at the center of the galaxy, there lies an ancient power. A power born from the beginning of everything. The Universal OverGod. Supreme being who created the OverGods and it was they who created the Gods and the spirts of the people who would populate the planets.

Each OverGod requires a facility. The building is anything you want it to be, if it’s a huge bright white temple, with domes and pirouettes, a place of spiritual understanding with a hint of tourism, then it can be that or, it can be a small wooden garden shed, full of tools and not much else, the choice is yours. But for this timeline and this Earth, Celestial HQ is a just a square, four story building, with a small penthouse on the top that houses Fred, the Cosmic Chieftain a powerful entity who controls the Gods of Earth and the Spirits in all of time and space. But Fred has a housemate, his sister Karen and she wants to return as the cosmic overlord with a prominent role in running the galaxy. However, Earth version 199 has just blown up, due a slight mismanagement by an earlier God of war who basically introduced the art of violence at a stage where mankind didn’t even know what fire was. And with the God of greed, mankind was pretty much doomed from then on. Oh, the other Gods did try and nudge mankind off their destructive path, but they had more important things to do like pottery classes and cosmic bowling. Now the Earth has come to a violent end and the Gods are blaming each other. Until the heavens are reborn they relax in the Solar Bar of the End of Time Club. Waiting under the assumption that Fred will just reinstate them when Space collapses and the Big Bang starts everything all over again.

But with everything on the line Fred has choices to make......
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PASSING TIME AT THE END OF TIME
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A select few of the Earth’s God’s are sitting in the card room of the End of Time club. This club is for waiting out the time between the Great Collapse and the Big Bang. As they await the rebirth of the galaxy and a new earth to rule, they casually play cards, drink the finest whisky Earth has ever produced (Old Wolf’s Howling Whiskey) and discuss their past experience and their plans for the next go round. 

Carl, God of the Tetrahedrons exhaustedly walked up the marble steps. As the last God on earth before the great collapse he was also the last to arrive to the club. He sadly took a last look at the great collapse and shook his head. He’d had many names in many places. As a relatively insignificant minor God with few worshipers he had changed often as the people changed. His only consolation was that he was always the last of the Gods to watch over the earth in its final death throes. As the end approached he comforted the last people and prepared them for their end. With such a small number he personally took them to the facility where they would spend the transition time. He helped them get situated and found occupation for them, instructed them on the breaks and what recreation was available to them. Then, after a brief visit with Fred, he made his way to the club. 

The club itself was a worthy place for Gods to wait in. Round with protruding alcoves around the outside. Each alcove was frescoed and furnished in the preferred era the Gods had considered their golden age on earth. These alcoves were private places only for the use of the God or Gods of that emplacement. In between the alcoves clear crystal windows stretched up to the ceiling a mile above. Two enormous windows span the distance from the doorway to the first alcove each window framed in gold. The communal center was luxurious with a central fireplace large enough to roast a herd of oxen at once. It radiated warmth with deep leather chairs and couches surrounding it. 

On each table was a vase of sticks, a bowl of marshmallows, chocolate bars and graham crackers.  Tables and chairs were scattered around for playing cards, board games or just to sit, drink and talk. A curved bar stood at the outer edge and was long enough that all the Gods could drink at once. Berthold the bartender could mix any drink and seemed to be everywhere at once filling glasses or cleaning up the empties. Always ready to laugh at a joke he’d heard a long time before or to tell one that he had just created, his presence was what made the club special. 

He’d been there since the beginning and was happy to provide a sympathetic ear or offer sage advice. It was as if he was the personification for all the club stood for and should be. He was the only spirit who regularly interacted with the Gods. So comfortable were they with his company that they thought of him as an equal. 

On the basement level, for those who wished to use them, there were pools the size of oceans, gyms that could be used for training using Neutron stars for weights (usually only used by Zeus), pristine fields for multiple sporting events at once, Dining rooms that could feed thousands of gourmet meals in an instant. It was rumored that there was a spirit staff numbering in the thousands for surly Berthold couldn’t do everything alone but the only person they ever saw was himself. 

God, being the first God to be created had named himself simply God. Being the first he also considered himself the most important. The others felt this was more than a touch of arrogance as it precluded the opportunity to add God onto their title. It also made him uncomfortable to be around. As Odin was constantly reminding him, “being first is usually a test model and then improvements are made after. You know what a model is don’t you? A small imitation of the real thing!” 

At the card table God was holding court, “I think I’d like to take over a nice little piece of earth on the middle hemisphere for once. I always seem to get the cold places.”  He looked over the assembly and picked out Isis. “If I do get another chilly one how about you join me and help keep me warm, I’ve never worked as a pair before, might be fun.” He leered at the lovely Isis who, placing her finger in her throat, made gagging noises. 

Tangaroa of Polynesia dropped a couple of chips in the pot. “You think you’ve had it bad; I get to live in the ocean! Imagine being wet all the time. My darn skin always looks like a prune and the water gets terrible, fish eat, poop, and make love in it. People throw trash in it and eventually I spend all my time cleaning up. Ruler of the sea and I’m constantly reduced to a janitor. Thank the Universal God that I get to dry out here for a while.” Neptune elbowed him in the ribs, “It’s not like you went it alone, I took on plenty of ocean too.” He placed a comforting arm around Tangaroa’s shoulders, “You know you don’t have to stay underwater all the time; I can’t even remember how many times I’ve tried to explain that to you. Get out of the water occasionally and party on the shore. You don’t even know what you’ve been missing.” 

Totec of the Aztecs was holding up the game by looking over every inch of his body and checking his tan. Being a Sun God he had acquired the perfect tan and was constantly checking to see it hadn’t faded. The moment he saw any sign of it he was off to the sunroom for a booster. As he checked out his tan he also was doing posedowns for the benefit of Ishtar who had a fondness for muscular men. 

Odin sent one of his ravens to snatch the mirror, “Damn it man, get over yourself! Either put in a bet or sit out. We’re trying to keep the pot bubbling.” The raven grabbed the mirror and Totec leapt onto the table trying to catch it, kicking cards, whisky and chips all over. The other Gods slammed their cards down and headed for the lounge. Seated in such comfort as befit their status they discussed the last iteration of Earth. “Anyone else hear that our noble boss Fred was real cheesed off about our handling of the last Earth?” 

Jupiter sat down with a large whiskey and soda, daintily squeezing a slice of lemon around the edge, he sipped the drink through pursed lips. “Well, that was try 199 including the ones under his sister Karen. No matter what we’ve tried we still didn’t seem to get it right. So, yeah he’s kind of teed off about it. I heard his boss has threatened to demote him to Janitor at Planet Central.” 

A chuckle spread round the room at the thought of their illustrious boss cleaning the head. Astraeus was half sitting half laying in his chair, “Remember the big to-do there was when we failed the first hundred under Karen? She raised a hell of a fuss especially since they put her brother in her place.” Ishtar carefully crossed her legs. She had wonderful legs and wanted to show them off to their best advantage. “I heard Fred was trying to figure out what he could do about our constant failing.” She ran her fingers through luxurious hair and arched her back to show off a little more cleavage. Odin ogled in appreciation then with difficulty focused on the conversation, “Well, what can he do, were the only Gods Earths got, we were created by them and he can’t do a damn thing about it.”

Vishu drummed his fingers on the arm of his chair. In his hand was a card from Fred. It had been delivered by one of the spirits who worked in the hall of records. A meaningless little groveling entity named Ash, “We have to go and fill out our applications again.” Jupiter, stretched out his legs onto a footstool and chuckled, “Same as we do every time, it’s just a formality, don’t get your panties in a twist old boy.” 

God leaned forward in his chair and steepled his fingers. Looking judiciously around he cleared his throat meaningfully. Odin tossed the olive from his martini at him. God’s pretense of being the lead God was wearing thin on all of them. They were all Gods and he had no more authority than the lowest of them all. That lowest God was seated in the farthest corner and was curled up near the fire smoking a reefer. Odin waived at Dionysus the God of Idleness.

God cleared his throat with greater emphasis. When he had their attention he resumed his thoughtful pose. “I think we should deliberate regarding the next iteration of the Earth. Fred is bound to want to know what we plan on doing to improve our chances of achieving balance.”  Tangaroa reached into the drawer of the coffee table and passed out notepads and pens. Looking up, pen in hand, he asked the most appropriate question. “What kind of balance are we trying to attain? I don’t believe that it’s ever been fully explained.” God blew out his cheeks, “You know balance, everything working in harmony, all love and light and what have you.” 

Neptune scoffed, “Well you certainly never achieved that with your area, you were always going to war with someone! You wouldn’t know balance if a scale was placed right in front of you.” Vishu hung his head, “None of us did, too much competition for bigger temples, more converts and prophets.” Tangora mulled things over, “Seems to me things were going all right at the start, but then, the earth had plenty of space. We were all working with our own little group. As the population grew it became necessary to spread out. Seems that’s when problems started.” Zeus finished off his drink and poured another. “I don’t think that was the reason, after all a little competition creates inspiration or innovation, I can never remember which.” 

Ishtar looked over at another table where Ares, Alke, Mars and Androktasiai were having an intense game of Risk. As Gods of war they hung together, never mixing with the other Gods and discussed battle plans and strategies. They had arrived late to the party on the previous Earth and immediately set things into high gear. Mars in particular had shown the early humans some of the most devastating weapons ever to be thought up by the mind of a war God. It was through his intervention that the previous earth had been blown to smithereens.  Ishtar pointed surreptitiously in the direction of the war Gods. “I think things were going fine until those guys joined us.” As if in chorus the four chanted, “We heard that!” and made motions as if to engage the rest. 

Freyr and Pax looked over from the couch on which they had been intimately discussing peace prospects for the new Earth. Discussing it so intimately that Eros himself was getting worked up and looking for a partner of his own. Freyr saw the entire room begin to prepare for battle with Odin, horn at the ready, prepared to summon his Valkyries. Freyr borrowed the massive joint from Dionysus and taking a huge drag blew a calming cloud of smoke over all of them. Handing back a roach which was all that remained from the reefer he had borrowed, he went back to the couch and laying his head on Pax’s legs allowed his mind to span time and space. Pax angerly held up a middle finger at the group for spoiling what had promised to be a night of passion. Freyr was going to be down for a day at least. 

Taking a pin from his lapel Dionysus attached the roach and took a drag. Looking up through a cloud of smoke he weighed into the argument, “you all should just chill out, let things flow and don’t try and control every little thing. Relax man, Let the people just get on with living their little, short lives and just cut in when things go south.” Taking another long drag he folded into tailors’ seat closed his eyes and meditated. 

Isis looked over at Dionysus. Something he said made her feel he might have a point. “He might be right you know. Maybe we could work together,” She looked over to see God’s grin become the leer again and his eyebrows raise, “Platonically of course.” She saw God reluctantly simmer down and she breathed out a sigh of relief. God’s brow furrowed, “So we just let the people do whatever the hell they want is that what you’re saying? No controls, everyone going about willy nilly and creating chaos. If we’re God’s we must act like God’s That means we control. 

Zeus leaned forward and grabbed God by his beard. Glaring into his eyes he spat the words out, “But it doesn’t work you idiot! The more we control the more the people leave us. Then we’re either out of a job for the rest of the millennial or we change names and start again. Damn it man, we’ve got to get radical. If we don’t and Fred gets fired were all demoted to Under-God’s and we’ll be spread out across the expanse of eternity cleaning toilets for all the lead offices. Look what happened to Pelopisis.” He pointed to a huge former deity who was walking towards the rest room with mop and bucket. “He failed miserably and now he’s here as one of the spirits and cleaning up after us. It’s humiliating!” 

God shrugged and merely repeated that Gods had to act like Gods. The others solemnly nodded in reluctant agreement and ended up doodling on the pads. Vishu went to the large window and stared out at the swirling vortex. The time of the great collapse was nearing its end and the big bang would happen soon. As soon as it did planets would be meted out and Fred would notify them which portion of the galaxy they would be sent to. A new beginning, a bright new earth and hopefully a new opportunity to get things right.
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In his spartan office Fred was looking over the current reports from Earth Version 199.0. Almost two hundred iterations and they still couldn’t get Earth balanced right. Running his finger down the ages of pages he saw that the problem was part human and part Gods.” The Gods continued to spend too much time in competition. If it wasn’t for converts, it was for the most original sacrifices, the most area or even the most devotion. He shook his head at the God of the Aztecs sending his people to war on anybody he could find and then having the captured people sacrificed by the hundreds and thousands. For him it was numbers that counted but he did little for them in return. God had won a commendation for changing from people sacrifices to using animals. Some of the more progressive Gods considered that any sacrifice was unnecessary and devotion and works should be enough. 

Odin spent his time boozing and womanizing, and Zues was even worse. You don’t go lusting after some human and change yourself into a bull to get her alone. That’s just abnormal thinking and poor Europa was traumatized. Every time they started again they just did what they had done before or worse. Now his own position was in jeopardy. He walked over to the window that looked out over his administration office. Billions of spirits were constantly occupied in keeping records updated, collated, annotated and any other -ated that could be thought up just to keep them occupied. 

He wandered around the floor watching how industrious and diligent they were. Shifts weren’t long as he had more people than he needed. They’d work for six hours then go to their rooms for rest and relaxation or do whatever they wanted for another eighteen hours then go back to work. He had to do something with all the spirits floating around. When the time came they too would be reborn again and again, living life after life until the next end of time arrived. A constant cycle and a constant mess every time. The God’s were no better than a collection of Faber College, Delta Tau Chi students. 

Sitting in the enormous break room he sat with a cup of strong coffee and looked over some of the relaxing spirits. This was the only room where they would attain a small amount of physical being. This way they could enjoy a small portion of their former lives eating and drinking and even doing some things a bit more physical. Each shift an hour was allotted for breaks and the finest food and beverages were always available from an automat type setup. 

Fred saw an attractive figure crouched in the corner. Without seeing her face he recognized Gladys who was the mom of the place. She was constantly checking on everyone, offering to bring them coffee or giving them an encouraging word. She spent most of her time keeping the mood of the office light and pleasant. At present she was crouched in front of Gary trying to be encouraging and cheer him up. Gary was always bummed about something; it was like having Eeyore working for you. Don came in checking who was on break. He was a terror for ensuring nobody took more than their allotted hour. The folks in the office had several names for him from mild to obscene.  

Don had no authority but acted as the general manager of the place and did his best to be in everyone’s business. Spirits scurried out of his way to avoid his caustic manners. At his side was Ash wearing an ingratiating grin. He was kind of a Uriah Heep character from a Dickens novel. In fact, in a former life he had been Dicken’s inspiration. Constantly wringing his fawning hands as he looked up at Don, anxious for his signal. Don pointed to Larry who was waiting until the very last second before returning to his cubicle. 

As Don pointed his finger at Larry, Ash leapt into action. Rushing over he wheedled, whined and cajoled Larry into rising and returning to work. Larry attempted to stay but the sound of Ash’s voice and whimpering drove him crazy. He hurried to his cubicle and put up a video of spreadsheets playing on his screen. Slipped on a pair of googly eyeglasses he had been buried with and settled himself for at least a two hour nap. Spirits passing by marveled at his industry as spreadsheets were quickly filled out and filed with a fresh one taking its place and filled out in its turn. In all the millenniums no one had ever divined Larry’s secret. 

Don made a beeline for Fred with Ash following. They sat down at his table, causing Fred to sigh inwardly. He hated being trapped by Don. Don was as much of a sycophant as Ash was but smoother. Don handed Fred a cigar, “Don’t know why I was buried with these. Can’t smoke them so you might as well do it for me. At least I can smell it.” Fred knew this was an inducement to keep him in Freds mind if a promotion was ever in the offing but a good cigar was a good cigar. He obligingly lit it and inhaled deeply. “Good Cigar.” Don cried incredulously. “Good!”, “they’re the best! Straight from Cuba when they made cigar rolling into an art.” Don breathed in heavily and was at risk of hyperventilating. Ash covered his mouth and nose with his handkerchief. The smell was not to his liking. 

Don pulled his chair closer to Fred’s, his voice taking on a wheedling tone tinged with mock sympathy. “Boss, I heard through the grapevine that the Head Office is thinking of putting someone else in charge here. I’d sure hate to think of someone else sitting behind your desk.” Fred wondered how the hell word got around the facility so fast. 

Don edged still closer, his eyes hypnotically fixed on Freds, “Boss you know damn well nothing is going to change the next time. They’ve gotten set in their ways.” Fred blew out a cloud of smoke filling the break room and sending people running back to work. “It’s no good telling me stuff I already know, if you haven’t got a solution then you’re just wasting my time.” He flung the cigar on the ground and ground it out. Storming off to his office he saw Ash dive under the table to get the cigar. He knew that Ash would now spend the next few hours unrolling and rerolling the remnants into a new cigar for Don. 

Fred took a break and went to the club. Picking a quiet corner he was immediately handed his usual drink by Berthold. Fred looked at him with admiration. “I don’t know how you do it, every time I come here I pick a different spot yet you always find me immediately and bring me,” he took a sip, “the best Bloody Mary, absolutely perfect every time!” Berthold nodded in appreciation of the compliment. “Sir, you look troubled is there anything I can get or do for you?” Fred shook his head. Looking out he saw the Gods all relaxed and having a swell time while he sweated blood and was in danger of losing everything. Berthold saw what he was looking at. “A pity sir that these cannot be changed for others who would not only have concern for their charges but concern for yourself as well.” Fred nodded, “yes, a great pity.” Finishing his drink he headed back.

In his office Fred reached over to pick up the folder. Realizing he’d read the reports hundreds of times with nothing to show for it he pulled back. Lowering his head into his hands frustration welled in him. How was he going to get his Gods to balance out the Earth. Ying and Yang, perfect balance. He’d heard that plenty of planets had done it. It just took time, patience and a willingness to work together. Looking at his Calander he saw that the following day he was to meet with the Gods and collect their applications. He’d look them over; see what type of area they wanted and then assign them. The same thing all over again. 

Maybe he should add something. Maybe, just maybe, he should have them write out a report on how they were going to make the Earth balance. That might work, give them a chance to show some initiative. See if all their experiences gave them any insight. Yes, that’s the spirit!

Rising slowly it was as if the word spirit was giving him insight. What had Berthold said? That the old Gods were set in their ways. That they no longer cared what happened to himself or the people they were supposed to lead. Maybe an infusion of new blood was indicated. Don passed below ensuring things were running smoothly. He was always on the ball and even stayed late keeping a few spirits with him when things required it, which was almost never but still. Maybe. Fred sat again at his desk and wrote his thoughts onto a sheet of velum. Sealing it with his official seal he transmitted it via cosmic ray to his boss. By tomorrow he’d have a response and just possibly a way to salvage his job. He went home feeling more positive than he had in many a session. It was just possible things would be looking up for the next iteration. 

Seated in the kitchen he helped himself to some chili and crackers. His sister Karen was looking over some papers she had received from Don. Karen had been the first overseer of the earth and had done a fairly consistent job, not good, but consistent. Unfortunately she could not bring the earth into balance either with the same God’s at her disposal. She had tried everything she could think of including some things best not mentioned. She’d been replaced by her brother but if this last iteration failed she would be given another shot and her brother demoted. Somehow she had wormed her way into the good graces of the Universal OverGod. 

Unknown to Fred his sister was consistently looking over his shoulder biding her time until Fred would screw up so bad he’d have to be replaced. To ensure this, she had been secretly working against him using the Gods as chess pieces til it was check and mate. She pretended sympathy and offered advice, “They just need your inspirational guidance. Be assertive and more hands on and you can lead them to success!” She knew the Gods would rebel the more hands on Fred got. They bridled at micromanagement and well she knew it, but Fred was a trusting soul and would probably do what she said. 

Luckily, Fred hadn’t told her about the inspiration he’d had that afternoon. He was keeping this one close to the vest in case it worked. If it did he’d have the job for another hundred iterations and his sister would be moved to a new portion of the galaxy and demoted. In the meantime she constantly tried to meddle in his affairs, distracting him and offering her “sage” advice based on her own attempts. Well, if this worked she would finally be out of his hair.  

He ruminated on the fact that of all the overseer Gods he was the only one with a fraternal twin. They were an experiment by the supreme deity with each twin being endowed with positive or negative energy. Karen had received the negative energy of envy, jealousy, pride and ambition. Fred had received humility, sympathy, faith, and aspiration. Forcing them to live together had been the deity’s own idea. He wanted to see if one would change the attributes of the other. So far the experiment was a failure and come what may after this iteration the two would be separated and go their own way. 
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