Chapter Five
The Valhalla Grand Library was a location I had known about ever since I started meddling about in the divine, but I had never actually visited there until the issues with the man whom I decided to dub Future-Jerk arose. I spent a day (actually closer to a second, I just slowed time enough to where it seemed like a day for me) reading books in Valhalla in an attempt to prepare myself for whatever may happen.
The subject matter of some of the books I picked up was stunning. I found books entitled The True Meaning of Sex, Divine Interventions: What to Do If Your Deity Has an Alcohol Problem, To Sin, and Six by Nine. Apparently, divine authors had a sense of humor, as well as a knack for keeping up with what goes on in the mortal world.

I decided that it would be best to read some of the more interesting books another time, and I reserved my interest solely for the books that dealt with the loss or gain of divine power. Some of the things that I found out were completely dumbfounding.

Chiefly, the fact that, since the beginning of time, a failsafe has been in effect which allows for someone to change a god from being immortal to being mortal. The reasoning for this was because the Great Creator (as he/she/it was referred to in the books) expected some gods to get pretty sick of life and want to die. This phenomenon was something I had previously encountered, when Future-Me killed Douglas and the rest of the gods.

I also discovered that in order to for a mortal to gain divine powers, they must be transferred willingly from someone already in possession of divine powers. I had encountered this before as well, when Douglas gave his powers to me, and when Bliss gave her powers to Kat. The powers were not actually given up by the gods, only copied.

Another thing I gleaned was that, in the event of the universe being destroyed, the destroyer is punished by spending the rest of eternity in Limbo, a region separated from the actual universe, a concept I could not totally grasp. Apparently, there are an infinite number of Limbos, and, except for the very first iteration of the universe, each universe since the beginning of time is just an iteration of Limbo which was edited by the person who was supposed to be punished.

Why can the destroyer of a universe be granted the reins to a new universe? This is apparently a loophole that was overlooked by the Great Creator, because there is a law that says, “If ever there is only one sentient being left in existence, he/she/it will be bestowed with all the powers a divine being can harness.”

I picked up a divine history book and learned that the iteration of the universe that I destroyed was helmed by none other than Douglas himself. Then, something clicked in my head.

I remembered a quote that prefaced one of the books in the Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy series: “There is a theory which states that if anybody ever discovers exactly what the Universe is for and why it is here, it will instantly disappear and be replaced by something even more bizarre and inexplicable. There is another theory which states that this has already happened.”
Then it all came together. Douglas Adams somehow destroyed the universe, and then created a new one that was, as he put in his own words, even more bizarre and inexplicable. Apparently, it had already occurred by the time he began work on his book series, or else he wouldn’t have included that last sentence about it “already happening.”

It made perfect sense. Hell, he even quoted himself upon first meeting me. He looked like Douglas Adams, he had the same quirky wit, and everything. I picked up another book, authored by Douglas himself. It described, in very nice detail, how his reign began.

I gleaned that he became God before he began work on the Hitchhiker’s Guide. I also learned that becoming God was his inspiration for penning the Hitchhiker’s Guide. He felt that “being God probably offered me enough insight to share just a little bit with everyone.”


As he focused more on his writing, he created a group of Gods and Goddesses to support him. Although he identified as the God of Time and Space, he was actually, in his own words, “God Period.” 

A lot of the stuff Douglas told me was as fictional as his books. Well, except the book in Valhalla, of course. There was even a chapter dedicated entirely to me, which was surprising. I read the hell out of it.


I confirmed my suspicions that my original ability, the ability to touch a picture and travel back to when and where it was taken (an ability Douglas referred to as “pictochronia” in his book) was not some “DNA mutation,” but an experiment performed on me by Douglas. He chose me because he thought I was a “good candidate.”

Douglas watched me grow up, and he “liked my progress.” Even when he “died” (which I learned was a sham his family and close friends knew about and understood so he could focus on the divine) he still followed me.


I kept reading, and I learned that one of the incidents I could never explain was Douglas himself. When I went back to fifth grade and told myself that my mother was going to die (an abysmally stupid decision on my part) it led to Past-Me flinging me down the hall with some sort of powerful telekinesis.


Nope, just Douglas channeling himself through Past-Me “in order to teach the idiot a lesson.” I learned that the incident with going back in time for lunch and ending up making out with Kat’s grandmother was orchestrated by Douglas, who thought it would be “better than cable.”

The last chapter was strikingly recent. It dealt with the difficulties of attempting to subdue Future-Me, or Future-Daniel, as Douglas obviously put it. Douglas noted that “at some point in time, I screwed up and gave this kid an excuse to be insane. Whoops.”


The last few paragraphs of the book were...interesting, to say the absolute least.


“I have a feeling that my tenure as God will some come to an end. When I think about it, it’s ironic, because it will likely be ended by Daniel, which means that I will have ended my own reign as God, by extension. Seems only fitting. I do not know if I will live any more once I am no longer a God, and I do not know if I will be usurped by Daniel or FD. Hopefully the former, the kid’s got a better head on his shoulders.


“I also feel that my 42 fellow Gods and Goddesses, who I created and grew to be very close with, will not live to see the next reign. Thus, I dedicate my reign as God to them.

“As I close, I have but one message for any eyes that may read this (Daniel, in particular) and it is printed in large, friendly letters on the back of this book.”


I closed the book and flipped it over. Sure enough, there it was, in large, friendly letters: DON’T PANIC.


I smiled to myself, although I knew Future-Jerk was going to cause some amount of panic.
