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THE ORIGIN OF MAJOR DEEJ  

The Major Deej Universe proudly presents 

òOnce you make a decision, the universe conspires to make it happen.ó 

- Ralph Waldo Emerson 

 

Brooklyn, New York, 

circa early 1990s.  

The Major Deej Universe is what it is due to one unique anomaly amidst the millions of parallel universes and 
divergent timelines: Major Deej.  No other timeline or universe has a ñMajor Deejòéexcept this one.  A time-
travelling sect known as the ñOrder of Chronosò from this universeôs 28

th
 Century have discovered that Major Deej 

is a critical if not sole factor in the prevention of the destruction of all time as they know it. 

 

How does ñMajor Deejò factor into all of this? How shall a man of humble origins become the focus of saving time 
as we know it?  Read on and discover the origins of timeôs potential savior... 
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CHOICES. Everyone makes them.  Like deciding if I wanted curly fries with my burger, or maybe 

riding my bike here instead of taking the subway. Even choosing to come here and shoot hoops 

instead of hanging out at Timôs house listening to his parents argue for the millionth time. 

ésome from order. 

CHOICES. Dad says the choices I make 

every day can make meéor break me.  He 

also says I shouldnôt hang out with those 

kids down the block because they always 

get into trouble and I donôt need that. 

Instead he wants me to stay home and 

study. 

CHOICES...  

The problem is if I study 

more, how am I going to 

get better at basketball if I 

canôt play with the older 

kids on the corner?   Iôm 

the best basketball player 

in school right now. 
I wish Dad would 

listen to me more 

about it. Mom doesnôt 

even understand. 

Everyone I know who goes home and 

studies gets beat up at school.    
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éonly one stands out from them all. 

Argh. Schoolwork. Homework. I really hate it. 

Itôs boring. Basketball is more fun. If I get 

good enough at it, I could make millionséIF 

Iôm that goodéIF I donôt get hurt in-seasoné 

Momôs a nurse, Dadôs a fireman. They both 

worked hard to get their jobs. Gotta admit, 

theyôre both smart.  They made enough for us 

to go to Disney for an entire week last year. 

Choices.  

This is it.   

I make the basket, I 

choose basketball 

for life; if I miss, I 

get smart and 

study like Mom and 

Dad want me 

toéfor lifeé 

I got it.  

Wait. 

The rest of 

my life in this 

one shot. 

I got an idea. 
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Did the ball go inéor not?  What cosmic, destiny-altering, fickle future transpired for this 11 

year-old boy who lived in Brooklyn, New York?  Was it a life of basketball or books? 

Interestingly enough, it was bothéand neither.  You see, that day, young David Jason Yorke, at 

that moment, across countless other timelines and dimensions, DID make a choice, however the 

choice he made HERE, in this universe, will have a profound impact on the infinity of time itself. 
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Youôre probably thinking, ñSure. Time itself.  Riiightéand Iôm the Easter Bunny, eh? Well, if my 

calculations are correct, in a certain timelineéyes; you once dressed as an Easter bunny... 

ébut I digress.  Weôre here because of Davidôs unique choice.  A choice that allowed him to be 

athletic, smart and a morally good man, all with a heart of gold and a will of steel; a man who 

served in the U.S. Army for four tours before returning to his Brooklyn hometown as a policeman. 
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And thus starts our story.  Not in his teen years or young adult life. No. HERE. This is where things 

begin to change. Shhh. Itôs time to see history unfold for the man soon to be called ñMajor Deejòé 

Baker-7... Captain wants 

you 10-2*. NOW. 
Go for Baker-7é 

10-4,** 

Dispatch. He 

saw why? 

*Return to Command 

 ïDispatcher Deej  

***Disorderly person 

or group and/or noise. 

Heôs gone 

10-50***. I 

ainôt asking 

him. 

**Affirmative or OK.  

Think itôs 

about the list? 

Over. 

Thatôs 

affirmative, 

Baker-7. 

Your 10-83*. 

*Out of Service at Post. 

 ïDispatcher Deej again 

Ah, well. Itôs time to finally get 

this over with, I guess. 
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I knew this day would 

come. Four years on 

the force. Iôve been 

treated like a leper 

since day one in this 

precinct while others 

have slithered into 

Sergeant and 

Detective ranks.  

I really liked the idea of 

being a detective.  Iôve 

already done over 18 

months of time working as 

one. Even though I aced 

the tests and exceeded the 

criteria, I was held back 

and lied to that Iôd failed 

my examséby my own 

Captain, Captain Irons!  

Whatôs sad is that I left 

the military as an Army 

Captain after the Soltan 

Empireôs Invasion of 

Earth*, and here I am, 

now, relegated to being a 

street patrolman.  

I love doing this job, but I 

know I can use my skills 

and training to be a far 

more effective detective 

instead of being a 

patrolman! 

*See about in 

MDU: Origins #1! 

ïHistorical Deej 

 ïDispatcher 

Deej  

After all thatôs happened 

with me this last year, Iôd 

hoped all the dirty 

corners in this precinct 

wouldôve simply 

vanished and we, as 

cops, could just start 

doing our jobs as weôre 

meant to!  

As it is, without my 

current óace up the 

sleeveô Iôve got, itôd take 

years to expose or even 

convict anyone involved 

in the dirty dealings 

here at this precinct. I 

just hope it turns out to 

be like ótheyô said it was 

going to be before the 

dayôs out.   
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I just have to get through today 

and Iôll be able to start doing 

what Iôve wanted to do since I 

joined the police forceé 

éa chance to do 

right for people. 

 

At the Police Precinct Parking Loté  

I was beginning to 

think you lost your 

phone.  Yea, thatôs 

me, the comedian. 

Hello?  SIS!! Hey, 

you havenôt called 

in whatéa day? 

Yes, I did get 

the invitation to 

attend the 

grand opening 

of your new 

condo high rise 

off of 25th.  

You know as well as I do, though, 

that the job may have other plans for 

me. Iôll do my best to be there. 

Look, I gotta get 

back to work.  We 

still doing dinner at 

mom and dadôs 

tonight? 6pm? 

Yea, tell our little 

brother he needs 

to show before 

dessert this time 

or he can forget 

about the free 

labor he wants 

from me on one 

of his cheap 

house flippings.  

Ya, love 

you too, 

Sis. Bye. 

SIGH. David 

Yorke, today is 

going to beé 


