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Chapter 1.

The gray mists swirled about the bare feet of the towering figure. Clad in

a simple grey robe, the figure stood in complete silence, gazing into

nothingness. He seemed as if carved from marble, save for his long white

hair which danced behind him in the gentle breeze. How long he stood as

such, we shall never know, for here time did not exist, merely he, and he

alone. Truely alone, which was rare indeed during these troubled times, he

could take his time to ponder upon events. For even the Overgod needed to

take solice in his thoughts now and then.

Though time was not measured in this rift, this abyss of nothingness,

beings such as he, though not as powerful, could still grasp the concept.

As the Overgod stood, piercing gaze locked onto some sight only he could

conceive, a head popped into existance infront of his own.

"You almost done man??", the wide eyed face asked incredulously.

The Overgod's eyes snapped upwards to glare upon the impudent godling, his

will gathering to obliterate the rude interruption.

"What?", the godling snorted, "You gonna 'obliterate' me again, oh mighty

Overgod??"

The Overgod paused for a millisecond and rolled his eyes in exasperation.

Every millenium these gods annoyed him more and more. True, he had been a

bit free lately with the obliterating, but it soothed his mind. He conjured

a massive grey sledgehammer and smote the godling in the side of the face,

sending it flying across the nether reaches. He sighed with satisfaction,

and returned to his thoughts, alone once again. Only to have the face

appear with an audible pop.

"Owe", whined the godling while rubbing a red welt on the side of his face.

The Overgod glanced up momentarily and snickered. The godling, looking

abused, snapped his fingers and the welt disappeared.

"Ya think so eh?", the godling mumbled. Snapping it's fingers again it

conjured a sledge easily twice the size as the one that had connected to

it's head, and brought it down to bash the Overgod, only to have it

harmlessly pass through the body.

"Flint...," the Overgod chuckled, "you'll never learn."

"Oh ya, kinda fair." Flint complained.

The Overgod shrugged, "Hey, I'm the Overgod, I get certain privileges."

The God of Noise grumbled and muttered.

"Ok," the Overgod began, "What do you fools need now?"

Flint immediately stopped his muttering and drew himself up rather

impressively, throwing his hair back, and striking a pose. "We require your

presence to judge an arguement."

"Rare", the Overgod grumped.

The godling began to look innocent.

Sighing in what must have surely been pain, the Overgod disappeared.

The godling, left alone, grinned and also disappeared.

Chapter 2.

The Overgod coalesced into being on his throne. The room was in an uproar.

The God of Eat and the God of Fire shouted at each other, each promising

certain death to the other in thousands of ways. The God of Fight argued

with the Goddess of Magic, she barely reaching his waist but clearly

winning the arguement. A ludicrous sight indeed.

None had yet noticed the Overgod. He sat, idly spinning raw energy on his

finger tip, waiting for someone to notice him.  Flint, God of Noise,

appeared beside the throne. Seeing chaos he grinned and glanced happily

down at the seated Overgod, only to meet a stoney gaze. The Overgod held

the gaze until the grin slowly died down to another innocent look.

No one had noticed him yet. The Overgod indulged in a brief pout, let the

spinning energy die, and gestured to his God of Noise.

"SILENCE!!!!", the God of Noise thundered, easily topping all other sounds

in the room. "The Overgod hath arrived."

Silence ensued.

The Overgod nodded to Flint and started to speak.

"Geez, take your time why don't you?" The God of Fight said, breaking the

silence.

"Ya man, what the hell were you and Flint doing out there anyways?" The God

of Fire put in, eyebrows rising.

"Oh, just knock it off Jay, you know .." Fong, God of Eat, began.

"Shut up Fong", Jay, God of Fire, returned, interrupting the God of Eat in

midsentence.

"Shut up both of you, before I knock your heads together!", Blaine, God of

Fight, shouted.

They shut up. Only Marie, Goddess of Magic, could stand up to Blaine.

The Overgod waited patiently for the bickering to end. He glared at each

until they, one by one, dropped their gazes to the floor. Satisfied, he

gathered himself to speak, but stopped for just a moment. Turning his head

to the side he looked at the God of Noise. With one hand planted on the

throne, and one hand on his hip, the God of Noise leaned casually, grinning

down at the other gods.

"Flint".

The God of Noise dipped and turned his head to look happily at the Overgod.

"Yes my esteemed and all-powerful Overgod?"

The Overgod flicked his gaze to the hand.

The God of Noise slowly lowered his own gaze to see his hand, his own hand,

rudely planted on the Overgod's throne. Grinning sheepishly he carefully

removed the offending hand, "Awfully sorry my great, almighty, .. I'll fix

it right away.. just a little..." Flint conjured a hankie and immediately

proceeded to polish the spot where his hand had rested.

The Overgod sighed. Make a rule for no being to touch the throne and of

course the God of Noise and Glee had to break it. "FLINT"

The God of Noise jumped and hastily backed away from the throne. "heh. oops,

sorry my awe-inspiring omnipotent Overgod, ...didn't mean.. of course..

heheh...errr.. I'll just go down here."

As the God of Noise joined the others on the floor, the Overgod pondered

upon the situation."Ok. Flint. What is the problem?"

"Uh right. Well my supreme and all-knowing Overgod, we simply wish to know

who is the most important... besides you of course."

The Overgod laughed. "That is simple. I created you all equal," his laugh

faded,"Now go away."

The gods shuffled nervously. The God of Noise again spoke,"It's not that

simple my lord..."

The Overgod looked up in anger.

The God of Noise continued, with perhaps a little hesitation, "You see, the

mortals are bickering. They keep argueing and killing each other over this

and will not accept that all are equal."

"Which of course they're not!" the Goddess put in smugly.

The Overgod flicked his glare to the Goddess and she promptly lowered her

head, though he could still see her smiling. Ignoring her for the moment,

he turned his attention back to the God of Noise.

"Well, this is the situation my lord Overgod, " Flint continued, "Blaine

likes the mortal killings, obviously, and Marie would endeavour to solve

the problem. Jay and Fong are just shouting at each other, doing nothing

really. For Jay, the mortals argue, his fire cooks the food, warms them at

night and keeps them alive during the winter, and finally, it makes light.

Also in Jay's domain lies the sun. For Fong, simply, he is food, and

without it they would not survive. For Blaine, he is war, and must be most

powerful because he can kill them all.

For the fair Marie, she holds all knowledge and wisdom, and without those

they would all be reduced to beasts.  And finally I, I hold in my hands the

power of Noise and Glee. This being, of course, all sound, with which they

communicate and basically what would be living without Glee???"

The Overgod's jaw dropped. They obviously needed a solution, or all the

mortals would be killed in the arguement. He had created all in equality

and balance, this was not a decision which should be made. What he

shouldn't have done was create Mr. Noise and Glee/Chaos over there, for

this was obviously all his fault. Yet, balance. Balance was always the key.

So, although all were powerful, they still needed a ranking. Of course,

being the Overgod, he knew the solution. Yet why not give another the

chance? One who he had created for this very situation.

The Overgod turned to the Goddess.
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Chapter three

        "The solution to this is obvious," her voice dripped with

condescension, "I will tell you in due time, but first..."  She turned

towards her master on his throne, "...I must challenge the Overgod."

        All the godlings gasped in astonishment.  The air became thick with

their fear of the wrath of the Overgod.  The Overgod, though inwardly

surprised, merely lowered his eyes to hers and smiled.  "What?" he asked,

amusement ringing on the word.  The goddess straightened her back and

approached the Overgod's throne.  As she met his gaze he saw her eyes burn

in defiance, and he was curious.

        As he waited for her to explain her foolish behaviour, he reflected

on her.  She was small, almost elvish, with an innocent beauty and a merry

laugh.  All of this betrayed her sharp tongue and inordinate stubbornness.

He was proud of his creation, yet wondered if he had erred in making her so

much to his liking...and so much his equal.

        Suddenly she reached forward and clasped the arms of the throne,

trapping him.  He knew he had nothing to fear, he was her master after all;

he had created her, he had the power to destroy her.  But, somewhere inside

of him stirred an uneasiness.  Never had he seen such confidence and

determination.  Finally, she broke the silence that had bound them.  "I

challenge the Overgod."

        Never did the Overgod let his emotions betray him.  "You are very

brave Marie, or very foolish.  What do you think, boys?  The other godlings,

who had been watching the scene in terror, became aware that the Overgod was

going to toy with and destroy Marie, but spare them.  With this knowledge,

and confident in their safety, they began to laugh and hurl insults at her.

        Never moving his eyes from the goddess, the Overgod slowly raised

his arms and extended his fingers in the direction of the insolent gods.

Unfortunately for them, they were too busy acting crude and disrespectful to

notice.  Almost instantaneously a wall of energy passed through the chamber

hurling the immature godlings in all directions.

        Realizing they had misjudged the Overgod, and not wanting to do so

again, the boys gather their broken, bloody bodies and huddled together in a

far region of the chamber.  There, they attended each others injuries and

tried to surpress their ungodly tears.  Meanwhile, the battle between the

Overgod and the Goddess of Magic was about to begin. With an unnatural

calmness the Overgod spoke, "Please, my Lady, what is your charge?"
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"Please, my Lady, what is your charge?"

Chpt.4

The elven goddess brought her head down to within inches of the Overgod's,

and met his gaze with her own.

"I charge you with the hoarding of magic."

The Overgod's mouth twitched, as if in amusement, yet inwardly his mind

raced down the paths of different possibilities to the outcome of this

challenge.

Of course his goddess would think he was hoarding magic, and in fact, he

was. Yet the one fact she did not know, was that he WAS magic. He was the

fountain, the spring of all. All others drew their magic from him, and him

alone. The godlings could not truely harm him because of this fact. He

granted them whatever powers he willed. And with a mere thought he could

cease all flow of magic to them and they would perish, as if they had never

been. With a mere thought he could forever erase the goddess of magic.

He looked into her eyes, so close to his own. Could he kill her? Always he

had thrown about the other gods if they had annoyed him, obliterating or

dealing out countless other deaths he had imagined. Yet never had he

touched the goddess. He enjoyed the intellectual debates with her, he

enjoyed her sharp wit and ready smile, she was more his equal in mind than

any of the others, yet she would never even come close to his equal in

power. Could she see the uncertainty in his eyes? Mayhap he had treated her

too much his equal. All a false hope. He would forever be alone. The

immense weight of loneliness fell upon him once again, as it had millennium

ago, before he had created the gods. If any other godling had challenged

him, he would have ceased it's existance instantly, without hesitation, and

without regrets. Yet somehow he grown to like, even love, the goddess of

magic and wisdom. And now, betrayed. A single tear fell from his eye and

slid down his cheek as multiple emotions struggled within him.

At that moment the goddess brought all her magical might to bear upon him.

The attack was not a physical one, but mental. Her mind thrust pierced

through his tattered shields, broken already by his tormented thoughts. The

attack rallied the Overgod's chaotic mind instantly, and his defences

snapped up with awesome force. But it was too late. Marie, once inside his

mind, sent forth tendrils of power seeking his source, his centre of being,

and latched onto the node of raw energy and erected barriers to his

shields.

The Overgod roared with fury. A face untouched by emotion since the

beginning of time changed into a sight of incomprehensible rage. His body

exploded into motion, standing up from the throne and sending the goddess

to smash against the far wall to fall broken to the floor. With barely a

thought he forever destroyed the cowering godlings in the far corner, and

then brought both his arms up and hurled a wave of raw energy to smite the

slowly rising form of the goddess.

As the blistering attack fell upon her he felt a sudden drain from the

energy well inside him, and the energy passed harmlessly about her as she

stepped to her feet. Numbness spread through the Overgod. She now had

access to the same power he did, and would be unhurt by any physical

attack. He looked at her, she at him. The battle would be purely mental,

and here he was at a great disadvantage, for she had also had access to all

his thoughts. He sent a probe towards her mind. As he had thought, he met

impenetrable shields.

A feeling of helplessness assaulted him as the goddess strove forward with

her will and brought him to his knees. He struggled against the mental hold,

but could not find a weakness in the construction of the magical web. Of

course, he thought again, it was his own. The goddess approached him, and

stood above his kneeling form. Then something clicked in him. She could

hear his thoughts, feel his emotions. How strong was HER will? Was it

strong enough to stand against the millenniums of depression? He looked up

at her, were her eyes wet?

It mattered not. He flung open the barriers he had kept against all his

emotions.

Feelings of utter loneliness, sadness and responsibility stormed through

him along with the sorrow that hurt and tore at the soul. The waves of raw

emotion hurled his mind to quake in the corner of his being, yet he could

survive it as he had before. Opening his eyes to a slit he glanced at the

goddess.

Marie was on her knees, mouth opened in a silent scream as tears streamed

down her face. Her shields were gone, completely and absolutely destroyed

by the crashing waves of pain and anguish. No, he should not have looked.

The feelings of sorrow were instantly dissolved by a feeling of compassion.

The goddess instantly recovered and threw up another magical guard that

totally locked his emotions within his own mind.

"You are a fool," the goddess whispered, "you had the power of the universe

but you also had one weakness... me."

She wiped the tears from her face with the back of her hand. "Yield. I have

won."

The Overgod bowed his head in grief, tears falling to the floor, and each,

as it hit the stone floor, turned into a small clear diamond that held

power. But he did not notice. "You cannot kill me," he choked, "I am

immortal in all ways. You may strip me of my magic, but I will live on

forever."

Marie, no longer his goddess, but her own, stood silent.

He gathered himself and raised his tear streaked face to look at her. She

was beautiful. All she had been before, the fine elvish body and features

he so cherished, yet more. She was surrounded by an aura of power that

gleamed and flowed with silver and blue colours. Was this how he had looked

to them? Man, he thought, I must have been wondrous to behold.

In a steady voice he spoke, "I do not yield. You may have won, but I shall

never yield. You are not equipped to deal with the pressures involved with

being the Overgod, in mere centuries you will come begging to me for help."

End of chpt. 4

