Songs:

1. Cows With Guns - Dana Harvey(?)

2. Louis Louis - whoever

3. Bomber - Motorhead

4. The Goodbye Song - Bear in the Big Blue House

5. Waterloo - Abba

6. End of the World (As We Know It) - REM

7. Greatest Cowboy of them All - Johnny Cash

8. AIDS - Ween

9. Curse of Milhaven - Nick Cake and the Badseeds

10. Boogie Nights theme

11. Politics Song - Frank Zappa

12. Lucy. In The Sky. With Diamonds - William Shatner

13. Bilbo Baggins - Leonard Nimoy

14. HBK Theme

15. Stonehenge - Spinal Tap

16. Calling Occupants of Interplanetary Craft - Klatuu

17. God Save the Queen - Sex Pistols

18. MASK Theme

19. Magic Roundabout

20. Wizards Have Landed - Bill Hicks

15:16
Scientologists take Delaware. L Ron Hubbard rises from grave to apologise. Adds "Scientolology was just a tax dodge. Sorry!"

15:25
Ireland Unaffected by Apocalypse. 

15:31
"Elvis sightings up 1,000,000 %. Elvis spotters down 90%

15:41
Pope replaced by Larry Flynt

15:44
Larry Flynt wins bet with Hugh Hefner over papal nomination

15:50
"Fat ugly guy who still lives with his parents fails to score the hottest girl from school - "" I said 'not even if it was the end of the world', and I stand by my promise"""

15:59
Recently resurrected Pope lead guerilla fight against Larry Flynt.

16:09
Pope Innocent resurrects. Leads to "I'm the real Pope" Schism in Catholicism. Orthadox Christian Church unavailable for comment, believed to be laughing asses off at irony."

16:14
Catholicism officially divided into over 500 "true churches"

16:20
Thomas De Torquemada, former head of the Spanish Inquisiution and current presenter of "Torque Radio" on Fox News FM, taken off air for being "too much of a liberal anti-American".

16:27
Disciples of Jesus number 13 - 28 suing Christianity for lack of mention in Bible.

16:31
Nazis take South America. Rommel replaces Ronaldo as Brazilian number 7

16:39
Cleopatra really a dog; legendary beauty all "make up, dark rooms, substitute maids, and the fact that Caeser was old and a bit blind".

16:47
"Disciples of Jesus number 13 - 28 Vs Christianity" settled out of Court by Pope Larry Flynt. Bible 2: Goin' Old Testement on yer ass will focus on their story.

16:51
Zombie sheep take over New Zealand: speculation is there aren't enough dead people there to fill a "Bucket O' Zombies"

16:59
Vlad Teppes mobbed by fan boys. Bram Stoker Sues Francis Ford Copella

17:02
John Lennon " Yoko Ono . what was I thinking?!?"

17:08
Ug, inventor of wheel, fire, and cave painting, calls Gutenberg " a hack"

17:16
James Dean meets Brando - "Glad I died young"

17:20
Laurence Olivier kills DiCaprio. Celebrations around the World 

17:21
DiCaprio resurrects. The World mourns

17:24
Emilio Estevez - Career still dead.

17:28
Kurt Cobain runs out of shells on sixteenth successful suicide attempt. Decides to reform Nirvana as a boyband

17:31
Still no response from Luxemburg - noone notices

17:39
Pope defeats Larry Flynt in 5 out of 7 falls. Controversy over which Pope it was, allegations of double teaming. Pope (?) reported to have commented after fight "Who'se the Papa now, no-legs?"

17:41
Promised land actually Nova Scotia

17:44
Messiah declarations (both self-appointed outside nomination) up 15%

17:47
Entire Bush family killed by anonymous 33 year old Texan comedian - who is "Goatboy"?

17:50
US navy confident it can take out "fleet" of Locusts

17:54
Pension funds across the globe collapse, after thousands of previously deceased OAPs come to claim.

17:59
Wall Street Crashes. Cycle of stockbroker suicides (booms) and resurrections (depressions) starts

18:03
Oliver Reed, Kieth Moon and Richard Burton unite to show how Hellraising is really done. New Phenomenen - Rain of Televisions.

18:09
Generation X realises MTV "just one long ad". Apathetically miffed.

18:12
Jesus - "oooh, are you boys soooo wrong"

18:17
New Axis of Evil formed. Hitler, Mussolini, Stalin, Ghandi. "screw that Hippie crap".

18:22
Spike Milligan - "I told you I was ill"

18:27
CNN - 24 Hour coverage of the Apocalypse. Calling Judgement Day as it is.

18:30
Fox news condemns CNN for not being able to predict The Big One(c)

18:34
CNN declares all out war on Fox. Nuclear strike imminent

18:40
Fox News Anchor Bill O'Reilly only survivor of nuclear attack on Fox News building. Credits cockroach DNA. Registered trade mark "The Big One" invalidated by nuclear strike.

18:42
Dan Rathers marauds New York. Millions feared (temorarily) dead.

18:44
"Independent" radio host Rush Limbaugh calls for blood sacrifice of the Clintons, to "appease the Angry Gods"

18:48
Godzilla refuses to fight King Ghidorah "do it yourself, skinbags"

18:50
Dan Rathers sends King Ghidorah packing back off to outer space

18:54
Rolling Stones organised charity benefit, "Armageddinoutahere", huge success.

18:58
Dan Rathers fights Godzilla in epic battle in the pacific. Millions feared dead, battle rages on.

19:05
Pope(?) takes over Hustler - "I'll show you a money shot"

19:07
Marx - " I am not a Marxist", admits Communist Manifesto bit of a cock-up, all good parts destroyed during drinking session with Engles, forced to "throw some shit together on bus to publishers""

19:10
Cars eat Paris

19:14
Jerry Bruckheimer gets movie rights to the end of the World. Will be filmed as his directorial debut, "Jerry Bruckheimer's Ragnarok & Roll: How to blow stuff up bigger, badder and better than ever before". Don Simpson will produce.

19:21
Elanor Roosavelt, Mother Theresa and Margaret Thatcher found in 3-way lesbian gangbang. Pope(?) found selling internet feed.

19:23
Mozart and Tupac to record new material together.

19:24
Osama Bin Laden and Saddam Hussein decide to unite against West as "Almighty has finally got off his eternally perfect ass, praise be, and decided to lay the Smackdown on the infidels". This new alliance, despite one being a fundamentalist nut and the other a self-serving dictator, will be called OSAMAD.

19:27
OSAMAD disbanded. Saddam - "Osama's just a little bitch, bet he's gay", Osama - "Oh yeah, you're one to talk ass-basher".

19:30
Pending nuptuals, OSAMAD back on.

19:35
Resurected presidents of the United States vying for power. Army refuses to attack Lincoln, Washington, Roosevelt. Nixon has been shot 22,197 times in the last hour alone.

19:38
Tolkien gives "thumbs up" to movie adaptations, says he is writing a new prequel trilogy, just for film, this time with "more booty".

19:40
Price of ax handles increases 38% - serial killers union take to the streets.

19:45
Moron elected president of the United States - Gerald Ford celebrates his return to office by pardoning every criminal act done by a Republican president, even ones not yet carried out.

19:45
Godzilla taps out to Dan Rathers after gruelling Motion in the Ocean match. Rathers declared Undisputed King of the Monsters.

The President

Name:

Alahis Hickory the Fifth (you aren't bright enough to know that 'V' means five)

Title:

President of the United States of America

In a Nut-Shell:

You are a good hearted person but one who is completely out of their league, and who not only tends to simplify ever issue to the point of lunacy but approached problems from a very narrow ideological perspective (such as tax cuts for the rich will help the poor). You are the idiot President. Hail to the Chimp.

Nearest Real World Example:

Guess.

How the world sees you and how you really are:

You are a lanky man in his early fifties but with babyface looks of a man in his mid-forties. Those who support you see you as a man of moral integrity who is willing to do anything to benefit his country. Your opponents and critics see you as a moronic buffoon and take special delight in bring up your past failings. 

The Hickorys are North Carolina old stock, blue-chip, salt of the earth, blue blood, Ivy League - you name the euphemism, it fits your family. You are the eldest son of three and were named after your ancestor, Alahis Hickory, who was the first man to be killed in the Civil War. Your family is 'Old Money', and great things were expected of you and your brother and sister. But that was not to be. You did poorly in school and had little drive in anything other then baseball (secretly your one true desire was to become an umpire - you are at least realistic enough to know you were not skilled enough to be a player). During your teens you took up drinking, almost to your death at age 19 when you had a near death experience thanks to alcohol poisoning. You officially went dry the next morning, but have had three relapses into drinking between the ages of 20 to 35.

Despite all of your failings you were your fathers favourite (as it turns out your brother and sister crashed and burned in far greater degrees then yourself) and he made every effort to make you a success. It took him about a billion dollars but by the age of 27 you became a millionaire in the video industry. This triumph was a mixed blessing as your studios two major hits were low budget horror-gore fests with a lot of nudity - not a great career start for someone who preaches a return to moral entertainment. 

At 35 you went into your final relapse of alcoholism. Whilst on the skids you met Bubba-Budda - your soon to be spiritual advisor- who showed you the path of enlightenment by presenting the Holy Book in a more understandable way. It was then your life really changed. With a new vigour and willingness to bring morality back to the United States, you decided to enter politics. Of course, to do so you needed much financial backing (thank you daddy) and a wife. Being a young carefree bachelor was not going to cut it in the Republican Party. At the 'Free Cars For Life For Retired Politicians' fundraiser dinner, you met Laura Stewart a young and attractive 20 year old who seemed tailor made to be the respectable Republican wife. You wooed her and even managed to convince yourself that you loved her. Two years later you were married, expecting to be a father and most important of all a Senator.

Your career as a Senator was, in terms of political activity, a total waste. You did nothing controversial and only voted on what the high-ups in the party wanted. After all it was not like you really understood what was going on. Despite this you had an uncanny ability to form alliances in the party. Before you realised it, you were being groomed as the next Republican President. At the last Presidential election that dream was realised and you finally became the most important man in the world. It was a hectic ride to the top and it was only once there that you suddenly realised you had no idea what to do or any specifics on any ambition. Despite your constant nagging doubts (and increasing desire to down a bottle of Whiskey) you know that God has placed you here for a reason and that is to maintain America's dominance in the politics and the morals of the world. 

Then Judgement Day came and you realised your mission was facing its greatest threat. America was going to be removed from its position of power. This was unacceptable something has to be done. But what?

First thoughts on the Apocolyse:

I really hope I don't screw up.

Most likely to say or do:

- Lead a campaign to reduce Aids suffering and then follow it up the next day by backing a bill to allow states to ban the sale of Condoms and sex education

- Confuse which countries in Europe were Fascist during World War 2

- "You known there despite all the liberal critics, I think there is a lot we can learn about the love of country as shown by Senator Joe McCarthy ...."

Least likely to say or do:

- Apologise

- Name six world leaders of nations with nuclear weapons

- Increase taxes

The Others:

The Vice President (Bob Fox): Its great to have Bob around, he keeps moral up. That's what a vice-presidents for, right?

The Advisor (Manfred): Darn clever - if anyone can sort us out, its him.

The Senior Democrat (The Big Mac G): Just like the Democrats - why can't they get behind us for once?.

The First Lady (Laura Hickory): Laura's a peach. Where'd you be without her? She's always at your back.

The Minister: Got to have God's messenger's on your side. Especially now.

Angry General: you think there's a genuine case for going to war, but against God? That's a toughy.

Reasonable General: Quiet fella. Is he married?

Bubba Budda: Your friend and mentor. He's a good-old boy, and he's book smart too.

Secretary of State: Don't know about that German accent thing, but he sure is clever.

Catholic Archbishop: Some good ideas, but might be listening to that fella in Rome a bit much.

British Representative: You wish you could even spell the words he uses.

Anyone else: (shmooze them, and ask them about the local sports team), and the Intern has a tight ass.

The Vice-President

Name:

Robert (Bob) Fox

Title:

Vice-President of the United States of America

In a Nut-Shell:

You are an important man who has just realised that you never once did anything that would make a lasting impact on the world. With the Apocalypse putting everything in perspective, your life was entirely pointless. Now in the few hours remaining you want to change that. You want to achieve something. Anything.

Nearest Real World Example:

Walter Mitty mixed with Bob Dole.

How the world sees you and how you really are:

You are a respectable looking man in his sixties. Up until recently this is how you viewed your life:

You grew up in Maine and have always wanted to be a doctor. Despite working hard, you lost interest and changed to a liberal arts course. Through this you became well versed in American history and poetry of the 20th Century. After college you went into banking and in your early career - while on loans - you were always trying to help people and advise them to what mortgage or loan suited them. You rose quickly up the ranks and whilst a bank manager decided to move into politics for the challenge. You spent two years on the local council before your widespread popularity with the voters allowed you to become a congressman. Eventually the Hickory election committee came to you and asked you to become the running mate of Alahis Hickory because they felt you would complement is political ideals. Finally, you became Vice-President and thanks to your age stood a good chance of becoming president in four years.

Now you realise that this is how your life really was:

As a child you wanted to be a doctor but convinced yourself that you couldn't cut it, so you cowered out of it. You went to college for four years and learned absolutely nothing. You can't remember a single thing from your lectures. You went into banking and during your time in loans encountered many customers who never listened to you, and whose future was decided not by your initiative but by formula created by accounts. You went into politics because when you eventually became manager, you were bored senseless with the job. Despite some popularity with the voters, you hardly ever were on the winning side of a vote on the council or congress. When the Hickory election committee approached you, they only wanted you because they needed a malliable moderate to make their right wing candidate more palatable to the centrist voters. And finally, thanks to the fact that you are in a remarkably cut-throat right wing administration, your political capital is being sabotaged by everyone around you because they don't want you to run for President. So now you find yourself a pariah in the Whitehouse without a solitary ally and with your powers effectively being run by others. In your entire life it would appear, you did nothing and effected no one. You don't even have a pet, let alone a family. 

And for some strange reason you have a growing pain that you failed to learn to play the harmonica as a child.

First thoughts on the Apocalypse:

I've wasted my life.

Most likely to say or do:

- "Could you please get me the report. But don't hurry. Really. I don't want to disturb you. Have lunch first"

- "Sure I can do that for you"

- To spend vacation at home, alone. Watching I love Lucy re-runs.

Least likely to say or do:

- ".... And that's an order"

- Tell stories from his college days (he never did anything interesting)

- Stand up for himself.

The Others:

The President (Alias Hickory The Fifth): How come he can be president and you can't? What's special about him?

The Advisor(Manfred Peters): Bet he's the reason Hickory's the president! Why can't you have someone like him?

The Senior Democrat (Charlie McGovern): Hah! As Bad as you are, what's he done? I'm Vice President, can he even say that? But people listen to him, don't they?

The First Lady (Laura Stewart-Hickory): How does an idiot marry a hottie like that? 

The Speechwriter: What's he done? Try to get your name mentioned in the speech.

The Minister (Reverend Kenneth Jane): At least he's got religion

Angry General (General Goadrith T Hammersmith): Look at him! Five star General. Look what he's achieved with so little upstairs.

Reasonable General (Major General Hank Mitchigan): Quiet fellow. Probably has a great family life.

Bubba Budda: Bet he's happy. Hell, he even makes me feel happy for a moment.

Secretary of State (Dr. Ford Kilinger): He's got books published! You could have written a book!

Catholic Archbishop (Archbishop Harold Farrell): OK, he's insane. But at least he's insane and influenced people!

The Technician: He seems nice, maybe he'll be your friend. 

Junior Democrat (Bruce Stepford): He's already done more as a senator than you have!

Intern (Hillary Lewinsky): Another up-and-comer who'll do better than you! And a tight ass!

British Representative (Sir William Harley the Third): He's very clever, maybe he'll help you do something worthwhile before the end.

The Advisor

Name:

Manfred Peters

Title:

Chief Presidential Advisor (Head-Spin Doctor)

In a Nut-Shell:

You are the king of spin. Your clients worship and fear you and everyone else thinks you're a sleazy asshole. You could sell Snake Oil to a Snake Oil conman at a Snake Oil Conman Convention. Nothing is going to ruin your client's image. Not even the end of the world. Not even the fact that you think he is a moron. Not even the affair you had with his wife.

Nearest Real World Example:

A spin of Alister Campbell, a dodged comment of Ari Fleisher, and a oily retort of Peter Mandelson. 

How the world sees you and how you really are:

Slicked back hair and a great suit. That may be a very shallow description, but hey you're a shallow guy. You've always been a smooth operator: even as a child, you could talk bullies into picking on easier targets. You have found that if you paid close enough attention to people and how they acted and behaved, it was easy to manipulate them into anything. At school you were the first guy to get laid (both the first boy to successful convince others that you had seen some action when you hadn't and the first boy to actually get laid for real) although long-term relationships generally ended in days when the girl actually found out what you were like.

You've never had many people that you'd call a friend. Although you've met a lot of people who did believe that you were not only their friend but their best friend. These friendships lasted only so long as the chump, sorry, friend, had something you wanted.

What you really wanted in life was wealth and power. Politics was a natural hunting ground. But the first thing you realised was that the career of a politician was variable at best. One transvestite prostitute and a bag of crack and your career was dead. The career lifespan of those behind the scenes were far greater, and scandals were at best a diversion for a year or so. Since the rewards seemed equal, you chose to operate behind the scenes. 

Despite being one of the least liked figures on Capital Hill your services are high in demand, for not having you as a consultant was only less stupid then having you as an enemy. Your greatest endeavour has been to change the dim witted Alahis Hickory the fifth, a Senator for North Carolina, into a world leader. Admittedly such a feat was impossible but you have done the next best thing: Make it appear that he is a world leader of great stature. In politics after all, image is everything - substance is a nuisance. 

First thoughts on the Apocalypse:

Now that God is against us, we need more allies. Perhaps we need to help make Satan into a more appealing figure.

Most likely to say or do:

- Get a client elected.

- Get a clients dubious past cleaned up

- Sleep with barely legal women.

Least likely to say or do:

- Give to charity without a T.V. crew present

- Call the barely legal girl the next mourning

- Be lost for words.

The Others:

The President (Alias Hickory The Fifth): Raw material - the best puppets are made of the softest wood.

The Vice-President (Bob Fox): Ditto. But you better destroy his career before he is eligible to run for President. He is unelectable.
The Senior Democrat (Charlie McGovern): He may be idealistic, but he's backed down from the moral high-ground more than once. Make use of his tendency to retreat in the face of adversary, and his capacity as a threat is diminished.

The First Lady (Laura Stewart-Hickory): For a woman who screams all night long, she's surprisingly quiet during the day.

The Speechwriter (Carson Dink): Like any tool - just requires the right manipulation. Make sure the speech is done phonetically, inspirational, informed-sounding, anti-religion without chaffing the Bible Belt voters, and leaves it open for Satan to just be 'misunderstood'. Always ask for improvement.
The Minister (Reverend Kenneth Jane): His attitudes seem more like your own that would be normal. If you have the time, investigate further.

Angry General (General Goadrith T Hammersmith): Give him a toy gun and a paper target and he's happy.

Reasonable General (Major General Hank Mitchigan): Far too quiet. Investigate further.

Bubba Budda: He has the ear of the President. He must be removed but there is definitely something narcotic in the air around him. Possibly the alcohol. Avoid him at all costs, he's making you feel less professional!

Secretary of State (Dr. Ford Kilinger): Practically a mentor. But if it comes to your interests versus his, give no quarter. That's what he'd do, and its only professional courtesy.

Catholic Archbishop (Archbishop Harold Farrell): Racist idiot. Make sure you expose his past and take him out of the power loop.

The Technician (Bill Finch): Another tool. Make sure he picks some rousing song out of the limited selection.

Junior Democrat (Bruce Stepford): Idealistic, energetic, myopic. 

Intern (Hillary Lewinsky): Tight ass.

British Representative (Sir William Harley the Third): Truth be told, if he were an American you could work wonders. As it is, he's another slick-tongued limey who you direct at the president's asshole.

The Senior Democrat

Name:

Charles Theodore McGovern (or Charlie to his friends, and 'The Big Mac G' to many voters)

Title:

Democrat Senator for Massechutettss

In a Nut-Shell:

You once had ambitions and dreams. Now you don't. In the forty years you've spent in politics you've come to realise that the system is pointless and that nothing changes. All you can do is grow old and fat and, if your luck holds, quite rich too. You've done all three, but you secretly still occasionally dream of one day making a difference.

Nearest Real World Example:

Ted Kennedy 

How the world sees you and how you really are:

You come from a very Old School family, one that has not forgotten it's roots. So when your father decided that he wanted his sons to enter politics, and not into manufacturing (or dealing with the Nazis, same difference) like himself, the democrats were the obvious option. Albeit, those were the days when most democrats were more right wing then the Republicans. You entered politics with a view to change everything but soon realised that even your own party conspired against you.

Your political career was grinding to a halt and you realised within your first year of being a senator that you were not going to achieve any of your ambitions. But you had an idea that would change everything, one that would allow you to gain all the power you ever would need. You gave up all your ambitions. It sounds strange but you realised that American politics was designed to ensure nothing big ever happened. Therefore all the power was kept away from those who tried to reform anything and entrusted to those who would never use it. 

Your new found status allowed you to become a regular on many news shows (as well as in your own weekly column in the Washington Post) and you constantly attacked any right wing position. You just never did anything about it in real life. These regular appearances on high profile shows has made you one of the most well known Democrats of your generation. Though your zeal for attacking the right has waned, your political power base is rock solid.

You are considered to have a remarkable political career, thanks to the fact that no-one has copped you based it on doing nothing at all. Deep down, however, you consider yourself a charlatan for having had such a self-serving career. You tend to take this out on yourself or whatever poor fool happens to get in your sights.

First thoughts on the Apocalypse:

Strange, I always said I'd out live the world

Most likely to say or do:

- Jeer your opponents behind their backs.

- Jeer junior members of his party -who still seem to care- behind their backs

- Express concern for any tragedy in public

Least likely to say or do:

- Express concern privately for anything

- Give a complement

- Fear for your career.

The Others:

The President (Alias Hickory The Fifth): Idiot. Idiot. Idiot.

The Vice-President (Bob Fox): Idiot.

The Advisor(Manfred Peters): An actual threat. Thinks he's better than you, time to show him why you're the BIG Mc G!

The First Lady (Laura Stewart-Hickory): Pretty sure you had an affair with her. All these Republican wives look the same.

The Speechwriter (Carson Dink): Try to make the speech impossible for that chimp to say.

The Minister (Reverend Kenneth Jane): Never trust a man who believes in God.

Angry General (General Goadrith T Hammersmith): Warmongering idiot.

Reasonable General (Major General Hank Mitchigan): Surprised he's not a democrat. Quite possibly gay.

Bubba Budda: Never met him before, sounds like an idiot.

Secretary of State (Dr. Ford Kilinger): Obviously a war criminal - but never say it, cause he'd sue.

Catholic Archbishop (Archbishop Harold Farrell): Loud idiot.

The Technician: Never met him.

Junior Democrat (Bruce Stepford): Young pup. Too loud and too energetic mostly. Once he's had his Chappachiqewick, he'll know better.

Intern (Hillary Lewinsky): Tight Ass. (rrrrrrrrr)

British Representative (Sir William Harley the Third): Never trust a man who believes in God ….. or the British.

The First Lady

Name:

Laura Stewart Hickory

Title:

First Lady

In a Nut-Shell:

You are the prim and proper wife of the Republican President. Unlike those Democratic wives, you are happy to stay out of the limelight and avoid any scandal. Well, apart from all those affairs you've had. Or your college years, when you danced naked in Wicca covens and worshipped Gaia. But no-one at Church group knows this yet, right?

Nearest Real World Example:

Public she is like a young Barbara Bush. Privately she is like Dharma (from poor T.V. Sit-Com Dharma and Greg)

How the world sees you and how you really are:

Your family was rich enough for you to do anything you liked, a detail you readily exploited. Was it not for the fact your father was a prominent fund-raiser for the Republican party, you wouldn't have been bailed out of almost every lockup in the state, and all your indiscretions covered up. Still, that was just the weekends. During the week, you maintained a proper façade and made all your daddies friends think you were sweet and innocent. 

Things only got worse when you went to college. You decided to go tree-hugger to piss off your dad. When he threatened to cut off your credit cards (a very idle threat), you joined a Wicca circle and counter-threatened to invite NBC to come along for an exclusive. You also made 'acquaintances' with a hell of a lot of guys and girls.

However, your father had the last laugh. He conveniently forgot to pay off your examiners, meaning you nearly failed your finals, forcing you to spend an entire summer preparing for the exams, since you are too vain to appear dumb as a post (if you barely passed with bribed examiners, how stupid must you really be?). Besides, everyone in your Wiccan group who you danced with naked has since “matured”, and claimed it was merely a phase they were going through. Only you had the kahones for Gaia. Therefore, you decided that it was best to go along with your father, even if you secretly desired to return to your pagan lifestyle. You became the prim and proper Republican daughter and eventually Republican wife. Yes, marriage is a perfect ruse for you, cause you never loved that idiot husband of yours. At worst you're seen as a trophy wife as dumb as your husband, at best as the strong young woman standing in the wings. The poor sap is stupid enough to think you love him back, and his position means anything you do will be covered up, even from him - like sleeping with his top advisor. Still, as long as everyone at Church group thinks the sun shines out of you know where, what can go wrong? You are starting to believe your own hype, however, reacting with semi-real indignity to much of what goes on here, and even what you just did in the broom closet. Still all the affairs you’re having does at least bring some excitement to your humdrum ways.

First thoughts on the Apocalypse:

Damn war-mongering phallocentric mysogynst deity!

Most likely to say or do:

- "You know me, dear - I'm just here for a good cause"

- Attend a P.R. shoot at a religious convention in South Carolina.

- Have an affair with an intern. Or your bodyguard. Or anything with a pulse.

- Secretly wish that women dominated the male race and Gaia regained supreme

Least likely to say or do:

- Admit that you want men to be subjugated and that you worship Gaia.

- "I think my husband was wrong to ban food shipments to the starving children in that African country we can't be bothered to remember the name of"

- Love your husband

The Others:

The President (Alias Hickory The Fifth): (Shudder) the fact you've bore his spawn sickens you.

The Vice-President (Bob Fox): Not even you are that desperate.

The Advisor(Manfred Peters): A shit and shit in bed. Still, lie to you some more!

Senior Democrat (Charlie McGovern): You've slept with him, but you're convinced he doesn't remember. Fat pig.

The Speechwriter: Haven't had him yet. Looks like a quickie man.

The Minister (Reverend Kenneth Jane): 4 out of 10 at best. 

Angry General (General Goadrith T Hammersmith): For an elderly phallus worshipping warmonger, he's got surprising stamina.

Reasonable General (Major General Hank Mitchigan): Gay.

Bubba Budda: Normally not with a ten foot pole. But desperate times...

Secretary of State (Dr. Ford Kilinger): Even kinkier than you.

Catholic Archbishop (Archbishop Harold Farrell): Purvayor of false beliefs, misogynist, and bigot. Believes Sex to be the first, third, and eighth deadly sin. Now, there's a challenge you're up for!

The Technician: Different...

Junior Democrat (Bruce Stepford): Loathes you as much as you loath him. Which is justified, considering how quick in bed he is.

Intern (Hillary Lewinsky): Tight ass. Shame she doesn't want to join the Sisterhood. Maybe before the end.

British Representative (Sir William Harley the Third): Well hung. And gotta love that accent!

The Speechwriter

Name:

Carson/Carla Dink

Title:

Speech-Writer

In a Nut-Shell:

You wanted to be a policy maker, but you didn't have any political contacts. Therefore you're a speech-writer who demands perfection from others. Now that it is the end of the world and this is the last speech you will ever write the pressure is really getting to you. Not to mention the 100 cups of coffee you've had in the last five hours, or the garter belt you're wearing.

Nearest Real World Example:

Actually any speech writer in an emergency I imagine.

How the world sees you and how you really are:

You've never had a political bone in your body - as a child you wanted to be class president, head of the basketball team, editor of the school paper. You ended up with none of the three, and your consolation prize was reporter on the paper. You were also too spineless to go out and interview people, so you made up the reports yourself, making sure to write it in such a way so as to be ambiguous, acceptable and lacking in any criticism. That, it turned out, was your two gifts in life - writing material for others that had no fibre but full of feelgood (though your conversational skills are clumsy compared to your writing), and getting behind more prominent and successful people. You don't appear to be a doormat, since that would have got you noticed. People hear you, they just don't listen to you. 

By college you had completely abandoned writing anything for yourself, since you didn't want to hear anything in your own voice, even in your head. You made money by doing reports for other people, and in your spare time wrote song lyrics for bad bands with illiterate and stoned members. That's how you met women - scoring with groupies who settled for you as a distant second. With only irregular success, you decided to compensate by dressing up in women's clothing. At first it was just at the Rocky Horror Show, but now you do your best writing as 'Carla'. This is something you don't admit to anyone. That's why you took a job with the Republican party after college - though you dislike right-wingers in general, there were too many cross-dressers in the democrats who might have recognised you. You've managed to reach the top ranks in a few years though complete chance, since most people can't even remember your name, and you like to keep it that way. Wheels within Wheels, and all that. 

First thoughts on the Apocalypse:

I'm finishing this speech, with or without my feather boa.

Most likely to say or do:

- Write a speech (Well Duh)

- Resent anyone who demands an alteration

- Have to alter your precious speech regardless of how stupid the suggestion (you are after all one of the lowest ranking persons present).

Least likely to say or do:

- "But my Speech is better then yours"

- Forgive anyone who demands an alteration.

- Complete a speech which doesn't have to be revised 80 times

- Admit you like wearing women's clothing

The Others:

The President (Alias Hickory The Fifth): That idiot always mispronounces your words.

The Vice-President (Bob Fox): Mumbling Joe, ruins all the speeches you write. No charisma, that's what.

The Advisor (Manfred Peters): (fall on knees and pray) Oh God, please smite him first!

Senior Democrat (Charlie McGovern): Now there's a man you could write a speech for.

First Lady (Laura Stewart-Hickory): Good looking. Too prim, though.

The Minister (Reverend Kenneth Jane): Don't know him that well.

Angry General (General Goadrith T Hammersmith): Gee, he was fun to write for during Iraq. Fortunately he didn’t realise you were being ironic.
Reasonable General (Major General Hank Mitchigan): Don't know, you haven't heard him speak.

Bubba Budda: My nightmare has arrived.

Secretary of State (Dr. Ford Kilinger): Bastard writes his own. Often better.

Catholic Archbishop (Archbishop Harold Farrell): It’s no fun playing cut and paste from the Bible.

The Technician: Who?

Junior Democrat (Bruce Stepford): Would be very easy to be his speech writer, to hide ironic jokes at his expense.

Intern (Hillary Lewinsky): Haven't met - but a tight ass.

British Representative (Sir William Harley the Third): Now, there's a people who speak well. Maybe he'll give me a job.

The Minister

Name:

Reverend Kenneth Jane

Title:

Protestant reverend of a St. Jerome's Chapel, Washington DC, and advisor on religious matters to the White-house.

In a Nut-Shell:

You remember when you once believed in God but now you don't and you hate everyone who does. The fact that God has now walloped the world with the Apocalypse is still not enough for you. Now that son-of-a-bitch is ending the world. Are you supposed to worship that blowhard?

Nearest Real World Example:

Reverend Tim Lovejoy from the Simpsons

How the world sees you and how you really are:

Your father was a preacher, your grandfather before him - in fact, as far back as preachers go, your family has been there. So, while you were brought up with Christianity as a major part of your life and expectations were made, you had your doubts. You were always a little too much of a free-thinker. Yet, you felt the work of God was your true calling, and any doubts you had were proof that you were suited for the job - God didn't want someone who preached and didn't question.

Well, that doubt grew and grew. In the Seventies, it was "Does God appear to different people in different guises out of love, and to encourage our own development?". Then in the Eighties, it was "How, if God is love, can bad things happen?", to finally in the Nineties, "Why, for God's sake, did you create Courtney Love?" Doubt has grown to cynicism, and your faith has been surpassed by your belief the only thing running the world is Irony. That made it so easy to become a spiritual advisor to the White House. You didn't care about the other advisors, since you pretended you were all about acceptance (in truth, you just want to slam them at poker), and you were amoral enough to play the politics of approval.

However, the Apocalypse has concreted your faith -  in Irony. Rather than falling on your knees and begging forgiveness for your doubt, you think the Apocalypse is just proof what an ass God is. To you, he's like someone who turns up at a party drunk when everyone else is sober. Well, two can play at that game. Though you're old, and need time to build up momentum, you'll show God who can really raise Hell.

First thoughts on the Apocalypse:

That's just typical of the charlatan. I'm not getting enough attention so I blow up the world. Well, Bring It On, Fat-Boy!

Most likely to say or do:

- Break as many commandments as possible.

- Give crap spiritual advise to anyone who asks.

- "The Bible is very clear on the topic of Killing. It is, however, rather vague on the area of kneecapping".

Least likely to say or do:

- Actually admit you don't believe in God: You would lose your pension, and it’s easier to screw with people if they think you know something they don't.

- Reconsider the possibility of the existence of God

- Be in a state that is not considered "knowingly smug".

The Others:

The President (Alias Hickory The Fifth): Moran. But as gullible as any of the sheep in your pews. Perhaps you can use this.

The Vice-President (Bob Fox): Boring.

The Advisor (Manfred Peters): If you were religious you would believe this man had no soul. Actually screw it, he definitely has no soul

Senior Democrat (Charlie McGovern): The Big McG to his voters. Probably alright to drink with.

First Lady (Laura Stewart-Hickory): You thought she was one of typical Republican wives until two years ago when she seduced you. Now that was a great night. Since then she has been pretty cold to you.

The Speech Writer: Don’t know ‘em. 

Angry General (General Goadrith T Hammersmith): He doesn’t like you as you’re not in the milltary. You don’t like him because he is a loud mouth son of a bitch.

Reasonable General: Don’t know him 

Bubba Budda: Presidents spiritual advisor. Either a moron or a conman! Not quite sure. You like him despite his smell and incoherence.

Secretary of State (Dr. Ford Kilinger): Obviously a war criminal. You’d never say it though as he would sue. You once hear rumors that he dealt in prostitution after WW2. Maybe he could set you up.

Catholic Archbishop (Archbishop Harold Farrell): AAAGGGGGHHHHHHH!

The Technician: Don’t know him.

Junior Democrat (Bruce Stepford): Met him once. Pompus socialist jerk.

Intern (Hillary Lewinsky): Tight Ass. 

British Representative: Never met him. 

Angry General

Name:

General Goadrith T Hammersmith (Aka Old Firebrand)

Title:

General of the Army (Five Star General), Head of the Joint Chiefs of Staff and Military Advisor to the Commander in Chief.

In a Nut-Shell:

The world is a dangerous place and you have been defending this country for half a century, as part of the Best of the Best - the Army. You've heard all this "But the enemy will never be beaten" bullshit before, and you didn't believe it in the Gulf, and you sure as hell ain't going to believe it about God.

Nearest Real World Example:

Rod Steiger in Mars Attacks.

How the world sees you and how you really are:

Some people are Money. Well, you're Military. You're so Military. You eat rations, sleep in a bunk, drive a vehicle and shit in a latrine (though you don't actually shit bullets, its not a rumour you've quelled). You're first sentence was probably "nuke the commies". Though your family was career military, you surpassed them in both rank and psychosis, serving in every war, conflict, dispute, peace-keeping operation, intervention, and Iraq bombing you could get your name attached to. With such perfect qualifications, you made General in record time, and you're the first Five-Star general since Eisenhower. 

That, however, is your problem. You may be in your sixties, but you've still got what it takes to pound on rag-heads and lefties (which you know from recent experience). But being a general is insulation enough from the direct joy of personal violence. Apart from commie-bashing, you haven't had a good rumble in years. Watching some special ops take out a desert base is no fun. Hell, even Iraq was a side-show, like so many fights that just don't go the distance. Well, the Apocalypse will be different. You'll MAKE it different. You'll see them Birds fly with their nuclear load. Hell, you'll empty seventeen rounds of oh-forty-five into the Almighty if he shows his cowardly-lefty ass up. You're ready to go Hog Wild, and all you need is Executive approval. 

First thoughts on the Apocalypse:

We must Kill. KILLLLLL! Kill for America!

Most likely to say or do:

- Demand that a war is declared.

- Demand that a war is declared

- And Finally, Demand that a war is declared.

Least likely to say or do:

- Seek a peaceful solution

- Accept that Gays can join the military

- Respect anyone who doesn't want to declare a war.

The Others:

The President (Alias Hickory The Fifth): Never in the milltary but you feel this man maybe willing to go all the way to war. If only you can convince him.

The Vice-President (Bob Fox): Never served a day in his life. You had a word for people like him in the marine core. Targets.

The Advisor (Manfred Peters): Slimy. Still despite your hatred of this civilian, if you convince him that war is necessary the president is sure to follow.

Senior Democrat (Charlie McGovern): Democrats haven’t the balls for war. This one is no different.

First Lady (Laura Stewart-Hickory): A good wholesome American woman. Prim, proper and ready to take it up the ass for a US marine. She is the first 1st lady you’ve had since Elenor Rossevelt.

The Speech Writer: Make this person acknowledge the need for war and milltary.

The Minister (Reverend Kenneth Jane): Godlover. He should be round up like we did the nips in WW2. 

Reasonable General (Major General Hank Mitchigan): For a military man there is something not quite right about him. Probably a democrat supporter.

Bubba Budda: The President’s spiritual aid. Perhaps can be used to convince POTUS to take necessary action.

Secretary of State (Dr. Ford Kilinger): A patriot. Despite having brokered peace deals in the past, this man realised the importance of the military in forcing the peace.

Catholic Archbishop (Archbishop Harold Farrell): Godlover. But still there is something you like about this one. Should have been a marine.

The Technician: Never met him

Junior Democrat: Democrats should realise that democracy is a privalage you ensure and should shut the hell up

Intern (Hillary Lewinsky): Tight Ass

British Representative (Sir William Harley the Third): Limey hanger on.

Reasonable General

Name:

Major General Hank Mitchigan

Title:

Airforce General and junior military advisor

In a Nut-Shell:

You consider yourself a patriot, and have always wanted to serve your country. You are competent and have an excellent record for a peace-time general. However, having been a closet homosexual in the military for so long you have learned to become someone passive in voicing any strong opinions, not tying your colours to any mast. Even now you find it difficult to point out that your superior is quite obviously a homicidal maniac.

Nearest Real World Example:

Denzel Washington in Crimson Tide, only gay.

How the world sees you and how you really are:

Back when you joined the Army, they still had a ban on gays. That's the reason you joined - you were considered a bit of a sissy, even though you were a high-school football hero. You were too sensitive, too thin-skinned, easily prodded and poked into making bad decisions. Strangely enough, the Air Force turned out to be not such a bad idea. You used your reflexes and skill to make fighter-pilot, where the solitude and prestige was a good thing for your ego. You stopped being the 'sissy', and became the slick guy. 

You proved an excellent peace-time soldier, and though you missed the cockpit, you took promotion to the command level gracifully, ending up in the White-house as a junior advisor under the last liberal president. Your prospects were dashed somewhat with the arrival of the Hickory regime, who decided to promote General Goadrith T Hammersmith to five-star general, and appointing him your superior's replacement. You personally believe Hammersmith is too much of a conservative and war-monger to be either a friend or ally. You have considering retiring of late. All that holds you back are your guilt about removing your stabilising influence from the White-House, and the fact you feel cheated by Hammersmith's appointment. And the Apocalypse isn't making anything easier.

First thoughts on the Apocalypse:

You planned to make peace with your family until you were suddenly drafted in to help fight a war against God. You are now in a perpetual state of shock.

Most likely to say or do:

- Dislike the Head Presidential Advisor for being a manipulative sleeze.

- Feel incredibly guilty that you are attracted to him.

- "You know, maybe blowing up everyone else in the world is a possibility you all haven't considered"

Least likely to say or do:

- Come out (well, maybe at the very end)

The Others:

The President (Alias Hickory The Fifth): Dumb. Someone attractive but ruined by lack of brains.

The Vice-President (Bob Fox): Reminds you of that lazy old dog which you use to own.

The Advisor (Manfred Peters): Sleeze. But god damn attractive sleeze.

Senior Democrat (Charlie McGovern): A loud mouth who never backs anything up.

First Lady (Laura Stewart-Hickory): She is very cold to you. Your not sure why. Could she know?

The Speech Writer: Never met

The Minister: Never met

Angry General (General Goadrith T Hammersmith): Your boss. Obviously psychotic. You don’t want to cross him however as he could find out your secret. You think he suspects. 

Bubba Budda: Presidents advisor. Looks like a pot belly pig. Still there is something about him …..

Secretary of State (Dr. Ford Kilinger): Warmonger. You’d never say it though as he’d sue.

Catholic Archbishop (Archbishop Harold Farrell): You have seen this man on television denouncing not only Gays but those who accept Gays and those who don’t execute Gays. Fear this man.

The Technician: You have never met him

Junior Democrat (Bruce Stepford): You have never met him

Intern: Never met but very pretty. Like a Barbie doll. Every man in the room generally ends up looking at her ass.

British Representative (Sir William Harley the Third): Despite his gentlemanlyness, he reminds you of the jocks back in your highschool.

Bubba-Budda

Name:

Bubba-Budda (Bubba is your given name, you can't really remember your surname at this point)

Title:

Bubba-Budda (You don't am need no title)

In a Nut-Shell:

You're the kithan kin o the Pressydent. He's a mighty fine fella who through yer understandin o the Holy Book, you directed back on the straight n' narra. Praise be, yeehaw, and where's the beer?

Nearest Real World Example:

Any Deep-South Hillbilly Confederate moonshine-drinkin' illiterate cousin-marryin' Redneck idiot you can think of, crossed with a new-age guru.

How the world sees you and how you really are:

It a sob story, how you came inta the wurrld, like on Jerry Springer. Yo momma, a good God Fearing woman, who was big boned, nat fat, y'hear, was left at the alter by yer pappa, Cletus, who were a drunk, a fornicator, an adultererer, a gambler, a cheat, a no-good snake in the grass, and local preacher. So many fellas say you be taking after him, and you were thinkin' its important to be respectin' yer parents, as the good book do done sayin. But what he did, by leaving yer momma a year before you were born with nowt but a copy o the Holy Book and an empty bottle of Hooch was a cotton-pickin' shame. 

Still, he were preacher, and that title does am come with both respect, responsibility, and heriditary rights. As soon as it were considered legal for you to speak the holy word, you took to pulpit. 'Mittedly, you weren't old enough to speak, but you gurgled n gooed the best you could, which is all that need'n be done. Avfter Preacher School, where all the young n' righteous go, you took to free-lance preachin', Klan cross-burnin's first, then Klan rallies, then finally Klan marches. You did yer best to be preachin' the good word, but them fellas in the robes, despite bein' from upstanding families, were more concerned with the lynchin' and segregation than the word of the Laurd.

It was wehen you were visited by a strange Chinaman sort, when you did am realise what you were really here fore. He did am explain you were an "A-Vatarrrr" oh one of them Eastern Indian prophets, and that it were time to travell to Tibet to set up yer own church. Tibet, Nevada, taht' is. The first Church, Libary and Laundromat O The Holy and Righteous Bubba -Budda soon fallahed. No more than a month, maybe twelve weeks later, in walked Alahis Hickory, hew yew knew would be yer greatest test and proof yew were here to spread the word O the Lord.  Stickin' with him, he gat ye to the Whate-Hause, up in Yankee-country. You guided him by the right way o' livin, truth be, and even this here big old angry in the Sky, is all a matter o' faith fir a surpassin'. So say Bubba-Budda (Hic).

First thoughts on the Apocalypse:

Yup.

Most likely to say or do:

- Drink beer.

- Misquote sections of any religious book

- "I done am thinkin' it be time for a little bit o' ponderin. Y'all hear me back there? Falla me, and we g'down knee and get hollering up'bove for answer, y'hear?"

- "Gimme A HELL YEAH!"

Least likely to say or do:

- Admit you've never read the Bible, Koran, Vedic texts or back of a communion wafer.

- Hold it in.

- Talk coherently.

The Others:

The President (Alias Hickory The Fifth): Whoo-Hoo! Now, he knows a hooker from a horse, and what te do with either!

The Vice-President (Bob Fox): Quiet fella, but promisin’ talent on the tinny-whistle. Maybe git him in yer Blue-Grass band, Bubba-Budda And the Jug O Enlightenment Brothers.

The Advisor (Manfred Peters): Funny lookin’ boy, thinks too much. Like yer Uncle Jetro.

Senior Democrat (Charlie McGovern): I think he be a yankee, but perhaps we can get together over a keg ‘r two of moonshine an’ batter out summit.

First Lady (Laura Stewart-Hickory): Sweeter than a peach straight frum the tree.

The Speech Writer (Carson Dink): Six pack and a woman, that’d sort that boy out.

The Minister (Reverend Kenneth Jane): ‘Mind you of yer brother Dervis. Dervis went an got on the TV. But not in a good way, y’hear?

Angry General (General Goadrith T Hammersmith): Whoop! Now, there’s a dog that’ll hunt!

Reasonable General (Major General Hank Mitchigan): Needs a gud woman. Maybe he’d suit yer sister Maisey-Ann-Bob.

Secretary of State (Dr. Ford Kilinger): He taks funny.

Catholic Archbishop (Archbishop Harold Farrell): Angry boy. Must be that colla that’n be cuttin’ off blood t’his braen.

The Technician: Reminds you of yer cousin Cletus. An’ there were summit wrong with Cletus.

Junior Democrat (Bruce Stepford): Yankee.

Intern (Hillary Lewinsky): Taght Ass

British Representative (Sir William Harley the Third): He done am use them big words a lot.

Secretary of State

Name:

Dr. Ford Kilinger

Title:

Secretary of State

In a Nut-Shell:

You consider yourself to be a good man, an intellectual man. True in the past you have had dealings with the Nazis, the communists, Libya, the PLO, the Taliban, but at least never the French. And sure you've had a few people assassinated along the way, but then again, sacrifices sometimes have to be made. It's not like anyone has definitive proof of your past indiscretions, meaning you can safely dismiss those who have slandered you. Admittedly, since Judgement Day arrived, you have development a condition similar to Tourrettes syndrome where you blurt out racist opinions or comments on your shady past at inopportune moments. But, with a mind like yours, it's easy to cover it up.

Nearest Real World Example:

Henry Kissinger (with a bit of Doctor Strangelove thrown in too)

How the world sees you and how you really are:

You like people to think of you as a German born, American raised academic, whose family fled the Nazis at the start of the war. You returned in 1945 as a young officer in the Army, serving in the post war rebuilding. From this, you came to appreciate the horror of war and decided never to allow it happen again. With your drive and knowledge of both American and European politics, you shot to prominence as an academic in the field of political science, being brought into the Johnson government as an advisor. Under that and subsequent governments, you brokered peace agreements in the Middle East, trade agreements with China and the EEC, and you facilitated the transition from dictatorship to democracy in a dozen countries. Your treatises on economics and politics are fair, and your social connects with the rich and famous are no more than good-hearted friendships, or means to promote your ideas further.

Your critics take a slightly dimmer view - your politics are right-wing, and not based on a 'never again' philosophy, rather 'never be in the position where you don't have the power to stop it'. Your rise to academic influence came at the cost of the careers of several whom you plagerised, terrorised, abused, or coerced during your days as student and lecturer. Your stint with Johnson's government was only so you could slip information to the Nixon camp, in particular your sabotage of the 1970 Vietnam peace talks in Paris. Your peace agreements were flimsy, designed to direct blame away from their architect. Your trade-agreements collapsed economies. And those 'democracies' all have oil or gold or anti-communist agreements with the United States. Your connection with the rich has kept your books published and your affairs with up and coming actresses out of the media. At best, you are seen as a self-elected demagogue, at worst a war criminal.

And in truth, you have done some bad things. You did escape Nazi Germany, by switching identities with an elderly German baker who sheltered you selflessly. Upon your return, you pimped German girls of varying ages and legality to American and Russian troops, some of whom disappeared permanently. In college, you took advantage of more than few students, both for pleasure and purpose, and you got a colleague intentionally drunk, only for him to end up in a car accident. You had incrimination photos of one of your peers made up, discrediting him from the Johnson Administration Job, and you had the author of an essay you plagerised locked away in solitary confinement for drugs charges. You authorised illegal bombing of Cambodia to show the Viet Cong who was boss, then pulled the helicopters out of Vietnam early to save on damage to 'valuable equipment'. Your trade arrangements came at the price of overlooking human-rights abuses, while you gave the invisible ok to assassination of anyone remotely left-wing in countries with assets worth snatching. And you've attended more than one group humiliation of failed starlets, sending them on the path of drug abuse, mental illness and suicide. As for war criminal? Beelzebub in waiting would be better.

Still, you've got away with it so far.

First thoughts on the Apocalypse:

How can I get out of this mess?

Most likely to say or do:

- "Sir, it is slander to call me a murderous pig. My involvement in the Tienamen Square incident was in purely an advisory capacity and very little I said was acknowledged"

- "I'm not answering that"

- "It is an outright insult to claim the US armies involvement in Quatocalumpa was immoral. And it is completely erroneous to claim that we napalmed 100 villages."

- Accidently admit that you are a murderous pig who has ordered the death of millions, due to your new affliction, and then try to cover it up.

Least likely to say or do:

- Allow yourself to appear before the Geneva courts of human right

- Acknowledge that the Geneva court of human rights is a legitimate body.

- Acknowledge the existence of Geneva.

The Others:

The President (Alias Hickory The Fifth): He can be used for your endeavours.

The Vice-President (Bob Fox): So can he.

The Advisor (Manfred Peters): This man is an ally but one who would betray you if he had to. Probably the only other brain in the room.

Senior Democrat (Charlie McGovern): Except for this man. Still, he is too jaded to be a real threat.

First Lady (Laura Stewart-Hickory): You’ve slept with her, so keep your distance.

The Speech Writer: You’re a better writer, make sure you improve the speech

The Minister (Reverend Kenneth Jane): A nobody.

Angry General (General Goadrith T Hammersmith): Psycotic, unreasonable and willing to destroy democracies in order to save them. A perfect five star general really. 

Reasonable General (Major General Hank Mitchigan): This general however seems to object to your plans. Fortunately little backbone. 

Bubba Budda: A plebeian.

Catholic Archbishop (Archbishop Harold Farrell): Even worse then the plebeian.

The Technician: Don’t know him.

Junior Democrat (Bruce Stepford): Worse then the tree huggers in the sixties.

Intern (Hillary Lewinsky): Tight Ass. You may be old, but even you have eyes.

British Representative (Sir William Harley the Third): A stooge of the British government. No threat to you.

Catholic Archbishop

Name:

Archbishop Harold Farrell 

Title:

Archbishop of the diocese of Washington and spiritual advisor to White-House

In a Nut-Shell:

Everyone is a Sinner and deserves to be punished. You'd be happy that the Rapture is here, but in this weak corrupt era of Sinner's law you can't be sure if even the Almighty has kept to the plan of smiting the Gays and Muslims and Jews. Still, as his humble servant you are more then willing to denounce any Sinners.

Nearest Real World Example:

Peter Griffen's father in Family Guy

How the world sees you and how you really are:

You were lucky - you were conceived in wedlock, and you had nine brothers and sisters, for it is for the righteous to go forth and multiply. Not like the Jews, who are conceived in sin, or Protestant fornicators who utilise Satan's tool - the contraceptive. You learned well the lessons beat into you by your father and the Christian brothers, for they knew how to detect sin in a boy. You made sure to point out when a classmate was violating himself and God's will in a toilet to one of the Brothers, or to make sure the Nuns dealt with any Jezebel who exposed herself. It was this compliance with the hierarchy of the Church that led you to join the Preisthood. You took your devotion to Catholicism and added the zeal of your teachers, to make you a scourge of the betrayers and the heathens who populated the primitive islands you missioned to. Just as God had it, no conversion, no food. Medicine isn't for Satan's minions.

Your many years in the Church, proselytising the Sinners and crushing the lies out of those who would bring down good priests and nuns, brought you to prominence. First Bishop, then Archbishop and Catholic Advisor to the White-House (why that Sinner president hasn't repented yet still amazes you - you will have to compel him with the Power of Christ before the day is done). You are currently being considered for Cardinal, and if God wills it, the first American Pope. You know it is a role you'd humbly accept, with your first order being the reinstitution of the Inquisition, only this time not just for witches. Still, the Lord hasn't smote all the queers and heathens yet, so you can't help but wonder what the delay is. Perhaps he's gone soft - how else could they get here in the first place? Perhaps you'll need to beat some sense into Him!

First thoughts on the Apocalypse:

I hope all the Gays are finally going to go to hell with the Jews.

Most likely to say or do:

- Lock the Jewish and Muslim advisors out of the war room (√)

- Condemn gays, liberals and non-Catholics

- Condemn everyone else

Least likely to say or do:

- Forgive

- Admit that God could be loving

- Forgive

The Others:

The President (Alias Hickory The Fifth): Pity he isn’t a Catholic and can’t be saved because you can sense a religious soul here.

The Vice-President (Bob Fox): Jesus hates a slacker.

The Advisor (Manfred Peters): Jesus hates a Jew.

Senior Democrat (Charlie McGovern): He’d be a dangerous socialist Satanist, if he were not too lazy.

First Lady (Laura Stewart-Hickory): Good woman. Perhaps she’ll only go to purgatory.

The Speech Writer: Make this person write a God fearing speech.

The Minister (Reverend Kenneth Jane): Your not sure was it worse to be born evil like a Jew or to have abandoned Christ like the splitters.

Angry General (General Goadrith T Hammersmith): You wonder if this man is Catholic. If not, he should be. 

Reasonable General: Don’t know him. 

Bubba Budda: Jesus hates a fool.

Secretary of State (Dr. Ford Kilinger): Obviously an athieist. Almost the worst sin of them all.

The Technician: Don’t know him

Junior Democrat (Bruce Stepford): Socialist. Quite possibly a Jew

Intern (Hillary Lewinsky): Her attractive posterior is sure to lead many men a stray.

British Representative (Sir William Harley the Third): British. The scum of the earth. God should start smything them first.

The Technician

Name:

Bill Finch

Title:

War-Room Technician

In a Nut-Shell:

You're a bored worker in a overly dull job. You are also a nasty jerk who likes to torment anyone and everyone. Well as long as that doesn't get in the way of looting the war room clean.

Nearest Real World Example:

A bit of Bender from Futurama, any bored worker who is far too overqualified for their menial job, Snake from the Simpsons, Jack Black, particularly in High Fidelity, and any kleptomanic.

How the world sees you and how you really are:

You're a technician, most people don't even notice you. Besides, do you really need a back story? That would just take up precious time which could be taken up by stealing, looting or lusting. On the plus side, your job is simple. Monitor the fax reports, maintain the electronics and set up the video link in the war room, blah blah blah. The only hard part is picking what is the most patriotic song on a CD compiled by your illiterate brother, who loves making "event CDs", like "Day that ends in Y - The Soundtrack". 

All that should take the best part of five minutes. Besides, it's not like you're planning to do a full ass job here. Or even a half assed one. With all this spare time you should be able to find something worth stealing. And even if you are progressively loosing your mind in more and more overt ways - compensate by stealing more and more!

First thoughts on the Apocalypse:

Actually, you haven't been informed that it is the Apocalypse yet. And even if you are, it's not like you're going to believe any of these crotch-goblins in here. Or the Hob-Goblins. Or the Green-Goblins, or Green Boglins. He he he he he he he he he...

Most likely to say or do:

- Lie

- Cheat

- Steal

Least likely to say or do:

- Believe anyone or anything.

- Be pleasant to anyone you consider your inferior (i.e. everyone)

- Be sane.

The Others:

The President (Alias Hickory The Fifth): Idiot.

The Vice-President (Bob Fox): Dolt.

The Advisor (Manfred Peters): Probably smart still a jerk.

Senior Democrat (Charlie McGovern): Old and fat. Lost his faith in everything. Maybe hard to steel from though.

First Lady (Laura Stewart-Hickory): Try to seduce her. It’ll be a challenge 

The Speech Writer: Don’t know, Don’t Care

The Minister: Who?

Angry General (General Goadrith T Hammersmith): Don’t cross this guy or he’ll shoot you

Reasonable General: Who? 

Bubba Budda: Bum some beer from this guy.

Secretary of State (Dr. Ford Kilinger): Intellectual mass murdering pig. If only you had proof, you could blackmail him.

Catholic Archbishop: Last time you were in church, you were steeling the Communion wine after all the bars had closed. Tasted like shit. Avoid religious nuts like him

Junior Democrat: Super Dolt

Intern (Hillary Lewinsky): Tight Ass

British Representative: Who Cares?

Junior Democrat

Name:

Bruce Stepford

Title:

Democratic Senator

In a Nut-Shell:

You are a young radical democratic senator who believes that the Republicans are a moral cancer attacking any chance of forming a just society. Everything is the fault of the right. Even Communism, if you got down to it. Just hope no-one asks to back up any of your statements with proof or examples.

Nearest Real World Example:

Any person on the left who attacks everyone on the right, because they are all prejudice and overtly judgmental (without realising the irony).

How the world sees you and how you really are:

Your family has always been involved in the Democrats (well, since after slavery, officially). You're the first to get into politics, after your father managed to push your family from Upper-Middle Class/Upper Class to Elite Upper Class, thanks to his involvement in Silicon Valley in the 1980s. Ok, he died of a cocaine overdose in the company of six hookers, two of them male, but that was during the Clinton presidency, and it turned out to be something of a boost for your campaign, providing the facade you were more normal and understanding than you are. 

In truth, despite five years in office, you have learned very little. You're not a comprimiser, which is good. But you also fail to realise there are plenty of people just like you on the other side, who could be coerced into voting with you if you just opened your perspective a little. You are so 'left' that you've done a full loop and ended back up in conservative right-winger, all without realising. Still, you're in the bunker, aren't you? Take advantage of every failing by the president or his cabinet, and exploit it to the maximum. Remember the names of the little people, since he won't. If all else fails, even 'misplacing' something necessary to his speech will do. That's what democracy is all about.

First thoughts on the Apocalypse:

This is all that Hickory's fault.

Most likely to say or do:

- Condemn the President for being an idiot

- Condemn the Vice-President for being a stooge

- Condemn the Secretary of State as a war criminal

Least likely to say or do:

- Try to open up dialog with the right (Even over an issue like the end of the world)

- To be able to confront a working class republican without being as condescending as hell

- Be humble

The Others:

The President (Alias Hickory The Fifth): The cause of all problems in the world today.

The Vice-President (Bob Fox): A stooge for the president.

The Advisor (Manfred Peters): The brains behind Hickory. You hate this man.

Senior Democrat (Charlie McGovern): A disappointment to you. He seems willing to talk to the opposition

First Lady (Laura Stewart-Hickory): You loath her as much as she loathes you. However you have slept with her. You are not sure if that sickens you (for sleeping with a republican bimbo) or makes you smug (that you have screwed Hickory’s wife)

The Speech Writer: Don’t know but try to make the speech acknowledge it was the Presidents fault for the end of the world

The Minister: Don’t know

Angry General (General Goadrith T Hammersmith): Warmonger. 

Reasonable General: Don’t know, must be the stooge of the warmonger

Bubba Budda: The idiot presidents, idiot advisor.

Secretary of State (Dr. Ford Kilinger): The evil man behind most warmongers. He is the cause of all evil in the past.

Catholic Archbishop (Archbishop Harold Farrell): Loud, racist and obnoxious.

The Technician: Don’t know.

Intern (Hillary Lewinsky): Tight Ass

British Representative (Sir William Harley the Third): Kisses the ass of the President for a living.

Intern

Name:

Hillary Lewinsky

Title:

Intern

In a Nut-Shell:

You have always believed firmly in the American way. And now finally you work in the highest level of government office. This is the greatest experience of your life. Particularly as you have a permanent rose tinted view of the world that prevents you from seeing any ill in any person. Even that pass the first lady made at you three months ago has been blotted out as a "understandable miscommunication".

Nearest Real World Example:

Elle Woods from Legally Blonde 2 (only without the brains)

How the world sees you and how you really are:

You are young, blonde and pretty (or pretty blonde). You are not a bimbo - your academic results are good, and you are successful regardless of your prettiness (but you are pretty!). Your position here is based on your skill, not your looks. You realise that sometimes you get a little overwhelmed with all the things that happen, and you need a moment to stop and think, but doesn't everyone? Everyone else here is just more experienced in hiding their 'think-time'. Still, try your best to contribute, even on important stuff. All the generals and big thinkers will respect you more if you try, and odds are, they're more scared of your prettiness and brains than you are of them. Yaaay!

First thoughts on the Apocalypse:

So we're all going to Heaven. Yippeee.

Most likely to say or do:

- Forgive a politician who had an affair because they are understandable pressure.

- Forgive a politician who has embezzled money from welfare because it is only a minor blotch on their record, compared to their other fine patriotic acts.

- Forgive a politician for being a politician. Aren't they all just super.

Least likely to say or do:

- "Of course I mind working late"

- Realise that everyone surrounding her doesn't give a rats ass about the American way of life (bar the British ambassador)

- Realise how many people are actually only friendly to her because she has a tight ass.

The Others:

The President (Alias Hickory The Fifth): He’s super!

The Vice-President (Bob Fox): Aw, isn’t he like a big cuddly teddy bear?

The Advisor (Manfred Peters): Some people don’t like him. He’s just misunderstood!

Senior Democrat (Charlie McGovern): Someone whose been in office so long has to be upstanding and decent.

First Lady (Laura Stewart-Hickory): She wants to be your bestest friend!

The Speech Writer (Carson Dink): Never met him, but you bet he’s really nice!

The Minister (Reverend Kenneth Jane): Have to love a man who believes in God! All that good work!

Angry General (General Goadrith T Hammersmith): He keeps us safe at night.

Reasonable General (Major General Hank Mitchigan): So does he!

Bubba Budda: We shouldn’t judge on appearance. Or odour. Deep down, you’re sure he’s great.

Secretary of State (Dr. Ford Kilinger): Super!

Catholic Archbishop (Archbishop Harold Farrell): He’s certainly passionate!

The Technician: Never met, but sounds like a natural winner!

Junior Democrat (Bruce Stepford): He’s not only dashing, but he’s bright too!

British Representative (Sir William Harley the Third): Isn’t the queen super?

British Representative

Name:

Sir William Harley the Third.

Title:

British Representative to the White-House for Special Relations. 

In a Nut-Shell:

You appear to be a traditional gentleman politician, well bred, polite, and knowing when to be subtle, when to be diplomatic, and when to be confrontational. In truth, you were a working class rugger-bugger thug who scraped through Oxford on the back of scholarship and bullied classmates. Though you have come to believe some of your airs and graces, you are still a galoot in fine clothing.

Nearest Real World Example:

William Regal (the wrestler) mixed with Boris Johnson (that Conservative MP with the floppy blonde hair and bad ties who talks complete nonsense), but older and much more subservient - even more of an American ass-kisser then Tony Blair, if that's possible.

How the world sees you and how you really are:

You started in working class Bolton, where it looked like you were destined to end up in the same textile factory as your father and grandfather. While you share the same name as them both, you distinguished yourself as "Bruiser" Bill Harley, skilled as a boxer and a rugby-player. It was your prowess at the latter that got you accepted into Oxford, even though you were absent nearly all your final three years at school. As a result, you got through college based on easy marking and others doing most of the work for you. Many of your wealthier classmates did the same, and after finishing college, got you a nominal job with one of their firms while you played Rugby. 

When your career ended, you weren't bright or literate enough to go into management or commentary, but your friends helped you re-invent yourself as an 'urban-gentleman', and Conservative party gadfly. You liked the idea of continual fame, but your unexpected political animal awoke from so much proximity to politicians and power. You ran for office six times over twenty years, elected twice during the Tory power years. Still, you were scandal free, popular with the public (hence your knighthood) and you had learned a few diplomatic tricks over the years. 

With the election of President Hickory in the US, it was decided someone who had a better understanding of the president's 'mindset' (aka Jock) would help Britain maintain good sentiments in the US cabinet. So, you were appointed as the British Representative for Special Relations - essentially, your job is to represent the British end of the 'Special Relationship', offering experienced guidance to the 'Colonial Cousins', and to make sure the Americans don't forget Britain when they're lobbing bombs about. With the Apocalypse looming, you're especially concerned about that last one.

First thoughts on the Apocalypse:

This is a bloody poor show.

Most likely to say or do:

- Appease the important Americans

- Quietly threaten the unimportant Americans who "besmirch" you.

- Use big and proper words that the Americans don't understand (and often neither do you)

Least likely to say or do:

- Confront any of the important Americans

- Break character (Swear, drink, be lewd) before the end

- Insult the Queen.

The Others:

The President (Alias Hickory The Fifth): Not very smart, but a good ally.

The Vice-President (Bob Fox): Don’t need a vice-prime minister, so why you need a vice-president

The Advisor (Manfred Peters): The sort of little shit that would have been a right fag in bording school, and you don’t mean someone who gets a senior boys slippers.

Senior Democrat (Charlie McGovern): ‘Minds you of your aunt Doris – pleasant to talk to, but can turn on you in an instant.

First Lady (Laura Stewart-Hickory): 

The Speech Writer (Carson Dink):

The Minister (Reverend Kenneth Jane):

Angry General (General Goadrith T Hammersmith): 

Reasonable General (Major General Hank Mitchigan): 

Bubba Budda: 

Secretary of State (Dr. Ford Kilinger): 

Catholic Archbishop (Archbishop Harold Farrell):

The Technician: 

Junior Democrat (Bruce Stepford):

Intern (Hillary Lewinsky): Tight Ass

British Representative (Sir William Harley the Third): 

