Episode 9 - The Ninth Doctor
The Multiverse Employee Handbook - Season 1

HOST: Welcome back, my temporally tangled timestreams! I'm your non-locally
optimized narrator, existing in a superposition of deadlines and procrastination,
and you're listening to "The Multiverse Employee Handbook" - the only podcast
that treats your career trajectory like a mobius strip of wibbly-wobbly, timey-
wimey... stuff. Today, we're diving headfirst into "The Ninth Doctor," where we'll
explore why your office TARDIS is always bigger on the inside, but somehow never
big enough to fit all your regrets!

Now, gather 'round, my paradoxical pencil pushers, for the cautionary tale of "The
Parable of the Paradoxical TARDIS." It's a story that would make even the Time
Lords reach for their interdimensional aspirin.

In the fluorescent-lit labyrinth of Chronos Corp, there toiled a mild-mannered
middle manager named Theo. Theo was the kind of employee who considered
"thinking outside the box" to be using a different color sticky note. His life was as
linear as a Dalek's thought process, right up until the day he stumbled upon a
peculiar blue police box in the supply closet.

"Curious," Theo mused, adjusting his horn-rimmed glasses. "l don't remember
ordering a retro British phone booth. Must be for the Anglophile Appreciation
potluck next week."

But as Theo reached for the handle, the door swung open of its own accord,
revealing an impossibly vast interior that hummed with otherworldly energy. Now,
if Theo had been paying attention during the "Interdimensional Anomalies in the
Workplace" seminar (instead of playing Gallifreyan Solitaire on his quantum
tablet), he might have recognized this as a TARDIS - Time And Relative Dimension
In Space. But our Theo, bless his linear-thinking heart, simply saw it as an
opportunity to finally get some extra storage space.

"Well, well," Theo chuckled, "looks like Janitorial finally splurged on a fancy new
closet. | bet | could fit my entire 'World's Okayest Middle Manager' mug collection
in here!"

As Theo stepped inside, the door slammed shut behind him, and the familiar
wheezing, groaning sound of temporal engines filled the air. Faster than you can
say "Allons-y," Theo found himself whisked away on an adventure through time
and space.

Our hapless hero materialized in what appeared to be Chronos Corp's annual



shareholders' meeting. But something was... off. The PowerPoint presentation
proudly proclaimed "Fiscal Year 2184," and the CEO was a sentient cloud of
nanobots.

"Ah, Theo!" the nanobot CEO buzzed. "Just in time to give your presentation on
22nd-century market trends!"

Theo, his mind reeling faster than a Time Lord with a sugar rush, did what any self-
respecting middle manager would do: he bullshitted his way through it.

"Well, you see," Theo began, sweat beading on his forehead, "the key to our
success lies in... quantum... synergy... portfolios?"

To Theo's amazement, the shareholders erupted in applause. The nanobot CEO
showered him with glowing particles of approval. "Brilliant! You've just secured our
dominance in the transtemporal marketplace for the next five centuries!"

Flush with success, Theo decided to take his newfound TARDIS for another spin.
"After all," he reasoned, "if | can nail a presentation 163 years in the future,
imagine what | could do with next week's budget meeting!"

And so, Theo began bouncing through time, "optimizing" Chronos Corp's business
strategies across the ages. He introduced smartphones to the Victorian era
(marketed as "Pocket Difference Engines"), suggested casual Fridays to Genghis
Khan's horde, and convinced Cleopatra to diversify her assets into pyramid
timeshares.

But with each temporal adjustment, Theo noticed the present changing in
increasingly alarming ways. His "World's Okayest Middle Manager" mug morphed
into "Universe's Okayest Temporal Tyrant." The water cooler started dispensing a
suspicious green liquid labeled "Soylent Green." And worst of all, the break room
only served decaf.

It was then that Theo realized the terrible truth: in his misguided attempts to climb
the corporate ladder across time and space, he had become the very thing he
sought to avoid - upper management.

As reality began to unravel around him, Theo made one last desperate leap in his
TARDIS, hoping to undo the temporal damage he'd wrought. He materialized back
in the supply closet, mere seconds after he'd first discovered the blue box.

Past Theo reached for the handle, but Present Theo slapped his hand away. "Trust
me," Present Theo said to his bewildered past self, "some doors are better left
unopened. Especially if they're bigger on the inside."



With that cryptic warning, Present Theo vanished in a puff of paradox, leaving Past
Theo to ponder the mysteries of corporate time travel and the dangers of thinking
too far outside the box.

And so, dear listeners, as we close the quantum ledger on Theo's timey-wimey
tumble through the corporate cosmos, remember: in the vast multiversal org chart
of existence, sometimes the best way to get ahead is to stay exactly where (and
when) you are.

Stay tuned! Up next, we'll be exploring the mind-bending properties of the 9th
dimension - where your cubicle exists in a superposition of corner office and
broom closet. Until then, keep your timelines tidy and your paradoxes manageable!

HOST: Now, my chronologically confused comrades, let's take a moment to
untangle the temporal spaghetti of time travel paradoxes and their corporate
consequences. It's like trying to explain to HR why you haven't been born yet but
still deserve a raise.

First, we have the classic Grandfather Paradox, where you go back in time and
accidentally prevent your own birth. In the corporate world, this is akin to deleting
the email that got you hired, only to find yourself suddenly working as a tardigrade
herder in the Andromeda galaxy. Always BCC the space-time continuum, folks!

Then there's the Bootstrap Paradox, where information or objects loop through
time with no discernible origin. It's like finding out your brilliant idea for "Casual
Fridays" actually came from future you, who got it from past you, who... well, you
get the idea. It's the corporate equivalent of a chicken-or-egg situation, if the
chicken was your career and the egg was that vague sense of existential dread you
feel every Monday morning.

But perhaps the most insidious of all is the Predestination Paradox, where
attempts to change the past only end up causing the events you were trying to
prevent. It's like finally working up the courage to ask for that promotion, only to
realize your request is what inspires the company to replace all middle
management with a hyper-intelligent shade of the color blue.

The corporate consequences of such paradoxes? Well, let's just say the term
"temporal harassment" is now a thing, and the "Time Travel Clause" in your
contract is longer than the complete works of Douglas Adams... in Klingon.

Now, hold onto your non-Euclidean hats, because we're about to take a deep dive
into the 9th dimension. And no, we're not talking about that obscure indie band
your hipster friend from Marketing won't shut up about.



In our cozy little reality, we experience three spatial dimensions - up/down, left/
right, forward/backward - and one time dimension. That's cute. Really. It's like
watching a Flatland soap opera and thinking you've grasped the complexities of
shape-based drama.

As we climb the dimensional ladder, things get progressively weirder. The 4th
dimension gives us time, allowing us to perceive change. The 5th to 8th
dimensions introduce concepts like probability and alternate realities. But the 9th
dimension? Oh, boy. Buckle up, buttercup, because we're entering a realm where
the laws of physics go to party.

The 9th dimension is where all possible laws of physics and initial conditions exist.
It's like a cosmic buffet of realities, where you can sample universes with different
fundamental constants, alternate laws of thermodynamics, and that one strange
corner where pineapple on pizza is considered a war crime.

Imagine, if you will, a universe where gravity repels instead of attracts. Your
morning commute becomes a delicate ballet of not floating away, and "down" is
just a quaint concept for nostalgia buffs. Or picture a reality where the speed of
light is slower than the speed of sound. Suddenly, "Let me see how that sounds"
becomes a literal statement, and watching a concert from the cheap seats
requires time travel.

In the 9th dimension, every possible variation of every possible universe exists
simultaneously. It's like having access to infinite versions of the office vending
machine, each with a different set of snacks, but also sometimes the snacks eat
you.

This mind-bending property of the 9th dimension has some interesting
implications for our multiversal corporation. For instance, in one universe, your
quarterly report might be a stunning masterpiece that brings the board to tears of
joy. In another, it's a series of interpretive dance moves that somehow perfectly
encapsulate the company's fiscal strategy. And in yet another, it's a recipe for the
universe's best banana bread. The trick is figuring out which universe you're
presenting in before you start your PowerPoint.

Now, let's blast off into the cosmic significance of the number 9, shall we? It's not
just the number of lives a cat has or the amount of times you'll hit snooze on a
Monday morning. Oh no, in the vast expanse of the universe, 9 is practically
everywhere... except, ironically, in our current count of planets.

Let's start with our cosmic backyard. For decades, we proudly proclaimed our
solar system had nine planets. It was a nice, neat number. We even had a handy



mnemonic: "My Very Educated Mother Just Served Us Nine Pizzas." But then,
faster than you can say "controversial astronomical reclassification," poor Pluto
got demoted. Suddenly, mothers everywhere were just serving us... noodles? The
universe, it seems, has a cruel sense of humor.

But fear not, dear listeners! The number 9 still holds a special place in the cosmic
order. Did you know that it takes approximately 9 minutes for sunlight to reach
Earth? That's right, every time you step outside, you're basking in 9-minute-old
light. It's like the universe's way of saying, "Here's your daily dose of Vitamin D.
It's a bit stale, but it'll do."

Now, let's zoom out a bit. Our home galaxy, the Milky Way, is estimated to be
about 13.6 billion years old. But here's where it gets interesting: the vast majority
of stars in our galaxy are thought to have formed in a cosmic growth spurt about 9
billion years ago. It's like the universe hit its galactic puberty and decided to
sprout stars like a teenager sprouts... well, let's keep this family-friendly, shall we?

And speaking of 9 billion, that's roughly how many years Earth has left before our
sun turns into a red giant and gives our planet a cosmic bear hug. So, you know,
no pressure or anything. Just a friendly reminder that your deadline for achieving
your life goals is a mere 9 billion years away. Tick tock!

In the realm of exoplanets, astronomers have identified a fascinating system called
HR 8799, which boasts not one, not two, but four planets that take about 100, 200,
400, and 900 years to orbit their star. It's like the cosmos decided to play a game
of celestial "count by multiples" and got bored after reaching 900.

Even in the quirky world of particle physics, the number 9 makes an appearance.
The hypothetical magnetic monopole - a particle with only one magnetic pole - is
predicted to have a magnetic charge that's 9 times stronger than an electron's
electric charge. It's like the universe's way of saying, "You think your fridge
magnets are strong? That's cute."

So there you have it, folks. The number 9 isn't just the last single-digit number or
the highest grade you can get without resorting to roman numerals. It's woven into
the very fabric of our cosmos, from the time it takes sunlight to reach us, to the
age of our galactic star-forming boom, to the magnetic charge of particles we
haven't even proven exist yet.

Remember, in the vast cosmic classroom of existence, we're all just trying to get a
passing grade. And sometimes, that grade is a 9... unless you're Pluto, in which
case you've been held back a grade and are no longer invited to the planetary
parties. Poor Pluto.



HOST: Alright, my transmogrifying time lords of tedium, let's talk about the
challenges of regenerating your professional persona. In the grand tradition of our
favorite Gallifreyan, sometimes you need to completely reinvent yourself to avoid
career extermination. It's like hitting the cosmic reset button on your LinkedIn
profile, but with more glowing energy and fewer awkward profile pictures.

Imagine, if you will, that every time you're faced with a career-threatening disaster
- like accidentally setting fire to the CEQ's prize Venusian orchid or replying-all to
the entire multiverse - you don't just get fired. Oh no, that would be too simple.
Instead, you burst into a dazzling display of golden light and emerge as a
completely new version of yourself, with a different face, personality, and possibly
a sudden inexplicable fondness for celery as an accessory.

The first challenge? Explaining to HR why you suddenly look like an entirely
different person. "No, no, | haven't been replaced by a shape-shifting Zygon. This
is just my new look for fiscal year 2024. The extra arms? Oh, they're for improved
multitasking efficiency."

Then there's the matter of your new personality. One day you're a grumpy, no-
nonsense manager with a penchant for Earth-saving and Jelly Babies. The next,
you're a wide-eyed enthusiast who thinks bow ties are the height of corporate
fashion and fezzes are the next big thing in office headwear. Try explaining that
shift in your annual performance review.

And let's not forget the most crucial part of any professional regeneration: the
catchphrase. Will you go with the classic "Allons-y!" to motivate your team? Or
perhaps a robust "Geronimo!" before diving into particularly daunting quarterly
reports? Choose wisely. Nothing says "I'm fit to lead this company" quite like
shouting "Fantastic!" every time someone successfully unjams the printer.

Now, let's exterminate the elephant in the room and talk about dealing with Daleks
from Accounting. These ruthless beings live by one creed: EXTERMINATE...
budget overruns!

Picture, if you will, a pepper-pot shaped creature, armed not with a deadly ray

gun, but with a calculator and an unhealthy obsession with spreadsheets. Their
eyestalk is permanently affixed to the bottom line, and their suction cup arm is
always ready to plunge into the depths of your department's finances.

"EXPLAIN! EXPLAIN!" they screech, rolling into your office with the unstoppable
force of an overdue audit. "YOUR DEPARTMENT HAS EXCEEDED ITS TONER
CARTRIDGE ALLOWANCE BY 3.7%!"



But fear not, my budgetary warriors! Here are some tips for dealing with these
decimal-point despots:

1. Reverse the polarity of the cash flow: Try explaining that your apparent
overspending is actually an investment in future savings. It's not a deficit; it's a
temporal financial anomaly that will resolve itself... eventually.

2. Deploy a Teselecta Expense Report: Much like the shape-shifting justice
vehicle, create an expense report so complex and ever-changing that even the
Daleks can't penetrate its true nature.

3. The Pandorica Gambit: If all else fails, seal your budget in a perfect prison of
bureaucracy and paperwork. By the time the Daleks break through, it'll be next
fiscal year, and no longer your problem!

Remember, in the face of a Dalek from Accounting, channel your inner Doctor: be
clever, be brave, and if necessary, technobabble your way out of financial
responsibility.

And now, let's unlock the secrets of The Sonic Screwdriver of Office Politics:
Universal tools for interdimensional workplace challenges. Much like the Doctor's
trusty device, these tools can get you out of (almost) any sticky situation, from
navigating the quantum foam of office gossip to recalibrating the chronosynclastic
infundibulum of your project timeline.

First up, we have the Psychic Paper of Persuasion. This handy tool allows you to
present yourself as whatever your colleagues need to see. Meeting with the board
of directors? Your psychic paper shows you're a highly qualified consultant with
three Ph.D.s and a Nobel Prize in Interdimensional Economics. Trying to sneak an
extra donut from the breakroom? Suddenly you're the Regional Coordinator of
Pastry Distribution. The possibilities are endless!

Next in your arsenal is the Chameleon Arch of Career Changes. Feeling stuck in
your current role? Simply pop on this handy device, and it'll rewrite your entire
work history. One moment you're a lowly data entry clerk, the next you're the
Intergalactic Ambassador of Quantum Photocopying. Just be careful not to set it
to "Tardigrade Wrangler" by mistake. Those little water bears are tougher to herd
than you'd think.

Don't forget the Time-Turner of Task Management. Missed a deadline? No
problem! Simply give this little gizmo a spin, and you'll have all the time you need
to complete your work. Warning: May cause temporal duplicates. If you run into
yourself, remember the universal rule: Past You does the work, Present You takes



the credit.

For those really tough situations, there's the Tribble Transmogrifier. Simply place
this device on your desk, and it'll rapidly produce small, furry creatures that coo
soothingly, instantly defusing any tense situation. Warning: May cause rapid
infestation of your entire office space. On the bright side, your productivity reports
will look great when you count each Tribble as a "completed task."

And for the ultimate workplace challenge, we have the Vortex Manipulator of
Vacation Days. Strap this to your wrist, and you can take a two-week holiday
between meetings. Just make sure you come back to the right timeline. Nothing's
more embarrassing than returning to work to find out you've been promoted to
CEO in your absence... three centuries in the future.

Remember, my temporally savvy subordinates, in the complex cosmos of
corporate culture, it's not about having the right answers - it's about having the
right tool to convince everyone you have the right answers. Now, if you'll excuse
me, | need to use my sonic screwdriver to recalibrate the office coffee machine.
This time stream could use a little more caffeine!

HOST: Now, let's talk about the ultimate solution to your storage woes: Time Lord
technology in the office, specifically, dimensionally transcendental filing cabinets.
Forget those pesky laws of physics; with these babies, you can fit an entire
galaxy's worth of paperwork into something the size of a shoebox.

Picture this: You open a drawer labeled "Q2 Reports," and suddenly you're staring
into an endless void of color-coded folders stretching to infinity. It's like your own
personal TARDIS, but instead of exploring the wonders of time and space, you're
navigating the horrors of corporate bureaucracy.

"But wait," | hear you cry, your voice echoing from somewhere near the event
horizon of the "Miscellaneous" drawer, "won't | get lost in there?" Fear not, my
filing-phobic friends! Each cabinet comes equipped with a quantum GPS. Simply
input your desired document, and it'll guide you through the labyrinthine depths of
your paperwork dimension. Warning: May cause temporary existential crisis when
you realize your entire career can fit in a drawer.

And for those really sensitive documents? We have the "Chameleon Circuit"
security feature. One moment it's a filing cabinet, the next it's disguised as a
potted plant, a water cooler, or that one coworker nobody can quite remember
hiring. It's perfect for hiding those embarrassing emails you accidentally sent to
the entire company. You know the ones.

Just remember: If you hear the sound of grinding gears and wheezing engines



coming from your filing cabinet, don't panic. It's probably just reorganizing itself.
Or possibly taking your expense reports on a joyride through the Time Vortex.
Either way, it'll probably be back in time for the audit. Probably.

Now, let's turn our gaze to the most terrifying entity in the corporate universe: The
Weeping Angels of Missed Deadlines. These quantum-locked creatures of pure
temporal terror are the stuff of every project manager's nightmares. Don't blink, or
your project will be sent back in time!

Imagine: You're working diligently on your presentation, when suddenly you feel a
chill down your spine. You look up, and there it is - a stone statue of an angel,
hands covering its face, standing right next to your desk. You blink, and suddenly
your project deadline has moved up by two weeks. Blink again, and that report you
just finished is now overdue. It's like playing Red Light, Green Light, but the stakes
are your job security and sanity.

But fear not, my deadline-dodging disciples! Here are some tips for dealing with
these temporal terrors:

1. The Laptop Mirror Defense: Always keep your computer camera on. If it can see
the Angel, the Angel can't move. Just be prepared for some awkward explaining
when your boss asks why you're on a video call with a statue.

2. The Quantum Lock Screensaver: Install a screensaver that's just a pair of giant
eyes. The Angels can't move if they think they're being watched. Side effect: You
may develop an irrational fear of your own computer.

3. The Time Loop Trick: If you find yourself sent back in time, immediately start
working on the project that just got backdated. You'll create a stable time loop and
maybe, just maybe, meet the deadline this time around.

Remember: In the battle against the Weeping Angels of Missed Deadlines, your
best weapon is constant vigilance... and maybe a really good project management

app.

Lastly, let's delve into the philosophical implications of fixed points in time vs.
wibbly-wobbly timey-wimey stuff in project management. It's like trying to nail jelly
to a wall, if the jelly was quantum jelly and the wall existed in eleven dimensions
simultaneously.

In the world of project management, we often talk about milestones and deadlines
as if they're fixed points in time. But as any good Time Lord knows, time isn't a
strict progression of cause to effect. It's more like a big ball of wibbly-wobbly...
timey-wimey... stuff.



So, how do we reconcile the need for structure in our projects with the inherent
chaos of a non-linear, non-subjective viewpoint on time? It's enough to make even
the most seasoned project manager reach for their sonic screwdriver and a stiff
drink.

On one hand, we have the concept of fixed points in time - those moments that
must happen, lest we tear a hole in the fabric of space-time. In project terms,
these are your non-negotiable deadlines, your must-have features, your "if-we-
don't-deliver-this-the-company-implodes" objectives. They're the equivalent of
making sure your grandfather still meets your grandmother, even if you've
accidentally landed in 1955 and your mom has a crush on you.

On the other hand, we have the wibbly-wobbly timey-wimey stuff. These are the
fluid aspects of your project, the parts that can shift and change without causing a
temporal catastrophe. It's like that time the Doctor and Martha ended up in
Elizabethan England instead of 1950s New York. Not what was planned, but hey,
they made it work.

The key to successful project management in a universe of temporal flux?
Adaptability. Be like the TARDIS - able to go anywhere in time and space, but
always ending up exactly where you need to be. (Even if it's not always where you
intended to go.)

Remember, in the grand cosmic scheme of project management, we're all just
trying to prevent the heat death of the universe... or at least prevent the heat
death of our careers. So the next time your timeline starts to look less like a
straight line and more like a bowl! of temporal spaghetti, just take a deep breath
and remember: Somewhere out there, in one of the infinite parallel universes,
you've already completed this project perfectly. And in another, you're a talking
cabbage. Perspective is everything.

HOST: Well, my temporally transcendent teammates, as we come to the end of our
journey through "The Ninth Doctor," | can't help but feel a bit like a Time Lord
facing regeneration. You know that tingling sensation when you're about to change
into a completely new person, but you're not quite sure if the next you will have a
penchant for question-mark umbrellas or celery lapel pins? That's the exact
feeling | get when | think about our next episode.

Speaking of next episodes and complete transformations, hold onto your sonic
screwdrivers and psychic paper, because we're about to take a quantum leap into
the fiscal unknown. That's right, in our next thrilling installment, we're tackling the
most terrifying adversary in all of time and space: multiversal bankruptcy!



Join us for Episode 10: "Chapter 11," where we'll explore the topsy-turvy world of
interdimensional insolvency. Ever wondered what happens when a company goes
broke in every possible reality simultaneously? Curious about how to balance the
books when your assets exist in a superposition of profit and loss? We've got you
covered!

Here's a sneak peek of what's coming up:

- "The Parable of the Perpetual Pivot": A cautionary tale of a corporation that's
perpetually filing for bankruptcy and rebounding across the multiverse. It's like a
cosmic game of financial whack-a-mole!

- Quantum Economics 101: Learn why Schrodinger's cat is both the wealthiest and
poorest entity in the universe until you check its bank account.

- Interdimensional Debt Collectors: Discover why "You can run, but you can't hide"
takes on a whole new meaning when your creditors can literally chase you across
time and space.

- Time-Dilated Payment Plans: Find out why "The check is in the mail" becomes a
lot more complicated when that mail could arrive anytime between yesterday and
the heat death of the universe.

So, whether you're a Time Lord trying to make sense of the TARDIS's maintenance
bills, or just a humble multiversal middle manager wondering how to expense your
last trip through a wormhole, tune in for "Chapter 11." Remember, in the grand
cosmic economy of existence, we're all just trying to stay out of the red... even if
that red is the crimson depths of a supergiant star about to go supernova on your
profit margins.

This is your non-locally optimized narrator, signing off. Allons-y, Geronimo, and
may all your deadlines be timey-wimey!



