
My name is Daniel Smith. Utterly bland and unexciting, I know. The life behind the name is everything but, however. I have experienced countless things that very few people, if any, can say they have done. And to think I am only sixteen years old. It feels as if I have lived one thousand years, though. It feels like I’ve lived infinite lifetimes. Surprisingly enough, it makes sense. My body is but sixteen years old, but my mind has aged more than I could have ever imagined. But hey, that’s what comes with being God.

A God, rather. Although I am the God, I’m not the only deity on this Earth. There is a Goddess who helps me rule all of existence, and her name is Kathleen Cullen, or Kat for short. Ironically enough, she was dating me before our divine powers surfaced. Worked out great for the both of us, it seems. 

Before we came into rule, there was an assortment of different Gods and Goddesses, each one with their own special field, such as Science (as ironic as that may seem) or the Arts. However, all of these deities were killed by me.


I didn’t mean to, though. Rather, the then-present version of me didn’t mean to. There was a version of me from the future who was very disturbed and disgruntled, who eliminated all of the deities that ruled. Since the present me was on good terms with some of the deities, namely Douglas, the God of Time and Space, and Bliss, the Goddess of Wisdom and War, Kat and I were apparently their Plan B, even though initially I only received Douglas’s powers and Kat received Bliss’s. 


I managed to fend off my future self, who already had all of those powers and then some. In the process, the Universe got destroyed. You have to break a few eggs to make an omelet, though. Since I was the cause of the Universe getting blown up, I was the only survivor. I came to in an area Douglas introduced me to, called Limbo. It is also sometimes referred to as Purgatory or simply The White Space. Why? Because it’s white ground on white sky as far as the eye can see. 


Before long, I figured out that since I was the only sentient being remaining, I had been bestowed with all of the powers of all of the Gods. I brought Kat back, shared my powers with her, and restored the world to the way it was, sans crazed Future-Me.


Before long, I also figured out that being a God was difficult. So I, with Kat’s help, created a cabinet of about two dozen Watchers, as I dubbed them. The Watchers were all loosely based on people Kat and I knew. Their job was to keep tabs on the universe while Kat and I focused on our teenage lives. They were not granted nearly enough power as we had, but just enough to keep things in check. 

My sophomore year of high school ended quite nicely. Kat and I’s relationship was still going strong, and all of my friends were getting things right in their lives, with no divine intervention. The only thing that Gods and Goddesses have no jurisdiction over is free will. That, and revealing that I had divine powers to everyone would cause quite the fuss.


It has its perks, though. Whenever I wake up in the morning and I need a few more hours of sleep, I snap my fingers, freeze time, and catch up on my sleep, without my father knowing a thing. If I want to see Kat, I can just teleport myself over to wherever she may be. And I can explore the annals of history, which is my favorite thing.

During my AP European History class, which was my third period in my second semester of my sophomore year, I would always go get some personal extra credit by going back and witnessing the events that transpired in whatever period we were going over. Naturally, I made sure to freeze time in the present, so I didn’t miss a thing. I also made sure to freeze my aging, which comes naturally with being immortal. However, I chose to age myself naturally, so as not to raise suspicions.


But witnessing history is so much better than simply reading about it. I have seen the results of the Black Plague, and I have witnessed Napoleon’s defeat at Waterloo. Obviously, I reset history as soon as I return to the present. Everything stays the same, which proves to be useful whenever I feel like screwing around in the past.

I got in a fist-fight with Hitler (dude is a total wimp) and I thwarted the assassinations of both Presidents Lincoln and Kennedy. I have met Jesus Christ, who was actually a really cool person, and the Virgin Mary, who was totally not a virgin. I boarded the Titanic as it took off on its last voyage. I made friends with my shipmates and I was genuinely saddened as the ship struck the iceberg and people I had come to like went down with it.


This doesn’t stop me from screwing around in the present, though. Nothing is more awesome than sitting on top of a thundercloud with your girlfriend as you watch the lightning from the best angle. Nothing beats flying to school. Nothing beats dancing on the moon. The options are limitless when you have divine powers.


And to think it all started due to a so-called “DNA mutation” which meant that I could touch a picture and travel back to when and where it was taken. When those powers were awakened, I met Douglas, who I blame for the “DNA mutation.” I think he just got bored. Still, I’m a very lucky person.


When I first discovered my powers, though, I was dating a different person: Rose Hawthorne. Things between us didn’t end well due to me liking Kat while I was supposed to still be liking Rose. I made use of those powers every now and then, namely since people knew I had them.

I have come to know my friends better than I ever thought I could know them, though. Mainly due to me reliving a lot of my life and gaining a second opinion on my friend’s actions as they happen. I would always watch from afar as the Daniel from third grade played soccer on the playground. I would blend into the crowd at the skating rink where I was first kissed on the cheek by a non-family member. God damn, that looked awkward.


It’s interesting to watch your life as it happens. You gain an entirely new perspective on things. You realize who your real friends are and who isn’t. I suppose insight comes with being a God.


It is impossible to travel into the future, though. Mainly because the yarn of time is still being woven, or something like that. Sure, people can come back from the future, but when they do, they’re just snipping off what yarn they had on the present. Obviously, that means something much more important.


You can never predict the future.
