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The God of Blasphemy 

By Arni Fannar 

 

 

Blasphemy; it had been spattered in pink across the inscription of the monument 

of the Goddess of Liberty. There the marking enjoyed widespread exposure, as 

the monument – a statue of the goddess standing on top of a stone block with the 

inscription that had now become illegible – was in a prime location to be seen by 

all the gods, as they went about their daily affairs. Groups of them drew nearer to 

the desecrated monument, talking amongst themselves and musing over who 

could possibly have treated it in such a crass way. The act was understood to be 

a statement against the Goddess of Liberty alone, while the word itself was new 

to the gods, and so they couldn’t figure out what it meant. But it stayed with them 

nonetheless and they would keep seeing it appearing in its place, from time to 

time, after it had been painted over. In the coming weeks, several theories 

emerged regarding what the word in pink had been announcing. What seemed to 

be a consensus among them was that, one way or the other, the word embodied 

the gods’ impending doom. 

 

The Goddess of Sand wasn’t a deity who concerned herself with the fate of that 

overblown monument. She would have turned it to sand herself were it not for 

the unfortunate history of what open feuds between gods, and goddesses, could 

evolve into, with unlikely alliances being formed and extreme repercussions 

ensuing. Gods were known to be temperamental that way, and so they had taken 

to appeasing each other rather than aggravating, long before that tradition was 

taken up by humans towards them. But whoever painted on the monument didn’t 

share those concerns. 
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The Goddess of Sand was returning from a campaign, and she made a 

stopover among some ruins in the field, where she expected that she would get to 

be by herself. Once there, she turned to find the God of Coincidence only few 

steps away. She was startled, especially by the god’s mischievous demeanour and 

perpetual grin, staring back at her as if with some semi-hidden agenda. 

“Did you wish to see me?” she enquired, trying to sound civilised. 

“I must have, as everything is my doing,” the God of Coincidence 

concluded. “It’s common enough for me to be blamed for every little thing that 

goes amiss in people’s lives, but strangely, I’m less used to being credited for the 

pleasantries, such as this accidental encounter of ours.” 

“You don’t like being blamed? Oh, poor you,” said the goddess mockingly. 

“Being such an unpopular god. Well, I’m sure whining about it will help you 

attract more followers to your side.” 

“Oh, please; don’t enter these kind of games with my image. That is beneath 

you; a childish habit. You, the Goddess of Sand, are meant to attract followers 

who are tough: used to thriving in harsh conditions. Others might imagine that 

you’re something of a tough cookie yourself. Self-confident enough not to have 

to be putting other deities down.” 

She gazed back at him with indifference, as she responded: “Anyone who 

believes that they’re above putting others down, have already lost at life.” 

The God of Coincidence turned away from her. 

“Of course, to you, it’s still all harmless fun and games, playing with a fellow 

god’s image,” he said. “But times are changing, I’m telling you. Now there is this 

blasphemy.” 

He turned back to her to find her looking back at him intently. 

“What do you know about it?” she demanded. 

“The God of Blasphemy: he has invaded our world, and appears to be set on 

destroying us,” he briefed her. “He’s able to disarm us with words – incantations 

– taking away from us everything that we’ve built up. And in so doing, he exposes 
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us to the world as feeble and frail. Many gods suffered this fate at his hands 

already. But I’m not worried myself; I rather prefer to look at the opportunities 

that have opened up. You see, each god, or goddess, that becomes lost will leave 

behind them whole territories for the remaining deities to exploit. Just imagine it: 

you could pick something up yourself; even become Goddess of the Sun.” 

“I would like to be the Goddess of the Sun,” she confessed. 

“And yet, you are not the Goddess of Desire.” 

“That does not mean that I cannot have desires – deep down inside.” 

Their conversation came to an end, in the traditional way: the Goddess of 

Sand stood up to display herself to the God of Coincidence, and as he looked back 

at her hourglass figure, he couldn’t imagine there being sand underneath that skin 

instead of muscles – though even if it were truly so, he would still find her 

irresistible. As she came up to him, he noticed that the ground beneath them had 

become covered with sand – her element; her linen. They were in her terrain. 

Although he could have taken it as a bold statement, he wasn’t about to pass up 

the desert sex that she had in store for him.  

Their love-making was blissful, and it took them completely out of their 

surroundings. The God of Coincidence stopped being bothered by the sand. He 

did however become disturbed as he noticed an unexpected presence on the sand 

with them.  

The two consummating deities both rose to find a god, unknown to them, 

hastily making his way towards them. This could only be the famed God of 

Blasphemy. He worked his magic on them: thundering an incantation of disgrace 

towards both of them. His words somehow managed to overpower the two deities, 

rendering them inapt to take charge, or even defend themselves. There was also 

a gust of wind accompanied his hollering, and some of the sand from the ground 

got blown in their eyes. 

The sand appeared to be reacting, by rising up from the ground. To the God 

of Coincidence, at first it seemed as if the Goddess of Sand had successfully 
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managed to use her powers to create a shield of sand around them; but then, from 

the goddess’s own frantic reaction, it became evident that their situation was far 

beyond her control. The wall of sand that now contained them, was instead 

dancing to the words of the God of Blasphemy. It moved frantically, and turned 

into a tornado, wrapping itself closely around the two deities. It swept them up 

from the ground and took them on a journey, hurling them into the air before 

throwing them back on ground. Where they landed they found themselves 

exposed and powerless, stripped of all their godly attributes. 

 

But the God of Blasphemy went on to dispose of more gods and goddesses. As 

long as there were any left, he would go after them. He wouldn’t have an answer, 

were he ever asked why he felt compelled to do what he did; but then, having a 

clear reasoning at hand for their actions and obsessions wasn’t exactly a typical 

trait of deities. The God of Blasphemy made good progress; in one afternoon he 

took out the God of Smoke, the God of Good Will, the Goddess of Shadows, the 

Goddess of Healing, the God of Insects, the God of Charisma and the Goddess of 

Karma, blasphemising all of them into obscurity. 

As far as he knew there was now only one deity left, and that was the God 

of the Sky. So the God of Blasphemy approached the deity, in the mind-set that 

he would now be reaching the end of his mission. The sky-god was sitting on his 

throne made of clouds – his private parts covered merely by a thin, white sheet 

that would all too easily get ruffled by the high altitude winds. 

Though all of the gods were notoriously self-confident as a rule, something 

off-putting this time about the ease at which the God Blasphemy found the final 

deity. There was no change in the sky-god’s composure when he observed his 

arch-nemesis approaching. Surely, the all-knowing would possess some 

knowledge of the doom that the visitor was capable of summoning; and yet the 

final deity didn’t seem to mind. 
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The God of Blasphemy initiated his cursing, in an attempt so forceful that 

he expected the outcome to surpass any previous successes, in how badly 

tarnished his target would get. And yet the god on the throne endured all of it, 

showing no sign of faltering. It was as if the God of Blasphemy himself had been 

disarmed. 

He would later learn that the sky-god had prepared for the attack, by 

activating followers of his down on earth – getting them to surrender their own 

dignity in his honour, grovelling in praise of him and all his good qualities. The 

more that the people worshipped him out-loud, sucking up to him, the more easily 

the sky-god was be able to endure the blasphemy. It served to create an invisible 

barrier before him. But at that time, the God of Blasphemy couldn’t figure out 

what had made his adversary immune to the attacks.  

The God of the Sky became the first deity to manage to retaliate against the 

God of Blasphemy – by hurling him down from the sky and onto the earth. As 

the fallen deity came to, he discovered that this had stripped him of his godly 

status. He would have to go on living among humans, as one of their own. This 

meant getting a job and trying to make friends. He wouldn’t be able to get to the 

God of the Sky with him blasphemy from where he had ended up, and so it 

seemed that he would never be able to complete his calling. And yet, in a way it 

seemed like his new situation was an improvement, as the company of humble 

human beings should be largely preferable to that of the gods, with their over-

inflated egos – although admittedly they wouldn’t have been much of a company 

anymore, with the God of Blasphemy having disposed of them. With time, he 

reconsidered his position, as he began to detect the similarities between the 

humans and the deities, with both being equally sensitive about their image. He 

detected in the humans a god-like vanity. 

The former God of Blasphemy entered the employment of a wealthy family 

living in a remote manor. He was to attend to their needs at home, or at least those 

tasks delegated to him by the senior members of the staff. This brought him closer 
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to home in a sense, as once more he found himself surrounded by unworthy 

superiors, who responded to anything out of the ordinary simply with arrogance 

– not just the owners but all the senior staff members as well. They all looked 

down on the former God of Blasphemy. They didn’t know that he had single-

handedly almost managed to clear out the gods of the world. 

He discovered private truths about his employers. One was that they had 

taken part in the counter-attack against himself, by praising the old sky-god, 

providing him with strength against blasphemy. They were his co-conspirators. 

Not only had they contributed to it back then but had also gone on praising the 

God of the Sky every day, as if he still needed protection against blasphemy, 

while that threat had been banished to a residency on earth. However, the 

discovery filled the fallen deity with determination; it made him feel relevant 

again, to know that he was still feared. Even if he couldn’t act vengeance upon 

the God of the Sky himself, at least he had access to his partners-in-crime down 

on earth. 

So he barged in on his masters in their private bedroom and blasphemised 

them, just as he had done with the gods, and found that they reacted much in the 

same way – becoming exposed as feeble apes rather than the superior form of 

existence that they had pretended to be. It was no wonder why they had teamed 

up with the fragile deity of the sky, and perhaps this would apply to all those who 

showed allegiance to him: that they would all be subject to blasphemy 

themselves. 

The revived God of Blasphemy went on to confront his fellow servants of 

the manor, who had treated him so snootily before. He blasphemised them as 

well, and with that their own arrogance turned into an empty shell which they 

hopelessly clung on to, while remaining naked and exposed to the world. The 

God of Blasphemy now had the manor all to himself. But that turned out to be 

debilitating to his new calling. The humans who needed blasphemy were 

numerous indeed, and he would need to travel far in order to get to them all. 
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But the resources that had been left to him by the wealthy family of the 

manor, enabled the God of Blasphemy to set up the arrangement he needed in 

order to expand his operation: a publication, with a wide-ranging network. 

Through his own magazines he became able to blasphemise humans all over the 

world. He discovered that even when he targeted only a single individuals with 

his attacks, others would come out to draw attention to themselves, acting as if 

they had been affected by the attack, feeling blasphemised themselves. They 

would exclaim that they were offended – which was their way of expressing that 

they themselves were vulnerable to blasphemy, but it resulted merely in exposing 

themselves to the revived god and getting on his radar. How they had thought that 

there could be comfort for them in publicly complaining didn’t make any sense 

to the deity, but it was a fallacy that was helpful to the mission. 

Even if the God of Blasphemy couldn’t get to the God of the Sky, the horde 

of humans that he now had access to, provided a compensation. By and large, 

they were gods as well – in the sense that they were made out of the same fragile 

fabric, of an image that could be swept from under them, leaving them feeble, 

exposed and helpless. 

 

  


