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‘’Busy?’’

‘’Yes. We got our latest dispatches from God. We’re to prepare the world for the reintroduction of pogo sticks before morning. A last-minute change to the plan, apparently’’

‘’Another last minute change?’’

‘’Yes. I wonder how more there can be’’

‘’A fair few. It doesn’t really matter. We have to do what we’re told. We have to be good angels, you know’’

‘’I suppose it is Gods will’’

‘’Forget that. He should stop being so indecisive and make His mind up about what he wants doing, and when, and how He wants it doing’’

‘’We can’t argue with Him. At least He doesn’t make mistakes. I would rather work and succeed in not making a mistake than give up my job and make a mistake’’

‘’What do you mean, ‘God doesn’t make mistakes’? God can be a right fool at times. Look at the Crusades; He swore He’s sorted that out. I don’t know how He got re-elected’’

‘’I think it was his silent threat of early Apocalypse that did it’’

‘’Arse. He still uses that one?’’

‘’Yes. It works every time. No-one wants to cease to exist, you know’’

‘’If I ever meet the idiot that gave Him omnipotence…’’
‘’I think He gave Himself omnipotence’’

‘’Is that allowed?’’

‘’Apparently. Then again, if you raise it with Him, He’ll start humming We’ll Meet Again…again’’

‘’Is that why He made Kubrick make Dr Strangelove?’’

‘’So the story goes. I don’t know if it’s true, but knowing Him…yeah, it’s true’’

‘’What did Kubrick get out of it?’’

‘’He got his get-out-of-jail-free card for Eyes Wide Shut. The Mormons were ready to lynch him for that’’

‘’I actually liked that film’’

‘’Yeah, well, if Tom Cruise does it for you’’

‘’I was actually thinking of Nicole Kidman’’

‘’Of course you were. Did you know she was one of the finalists for the role of Eve?’’

‘’Really?’’

‘’Yeah, but she lost out to…well, Eve’’

‘’How do you know that?’’

‘’I was on the judges panel. I think that’s why I was reassigned to draft out the basis of Scientology’’

‘’What do you mean?’’

‘’Well, Nicole-as she would become known- made a deal with me, and…ahh, I made a deal with the other judges. Nicole for Eve, no questions asked. Well, it was all going fine until God found out. Damn omniscience. If I ever meet the idiot that gave-no, I won’t say that. Anyway, God found out, and so my hands were tied. I wasn’t smited or sent to Earth or anything, I would have made a crap prophet anyway. Instead I was sent to draft out of biggest pile of…rubbish God ever dreamt up’’

‘’Does He do that sort of thing a lot?’’

’’What, screw around with those who don’t fall into line? Well, not all the time. Depends how He feels. Remember when He wiped out all life in Andromeda just because Beezleboub started pushing that stupid union idea?’’

‘’Oh, yes. I was actually doing some work scripting out the rise of the first civilization there’’

‘’Well, that’s just one example of His Divine Wrath. Whoever gave someone with omnipotence a short temper was a right idiot. If I ever meet him…’’

‘’What else has He done. In wrath, I mean’’

‘’Ooh, there’s lots of examples. It ranges from the Great Plague to the Deluge, umm, the Vietnam War and rap music. When He gets riled, he really gets riled’’

‘’What does he do to angels who…rile Him?’’

‘’It varies. Beezleboub and his union buddies were expelled to Archives. That’s the Underworld to you and me. That’s what sin is, you know. Suggest to people naughty things other people have done. He’s ‘disexistenced’ a fair few angels, actually. We call that ‘dissing’. They just cease to exist, though He usually brings them back when His mood cools. Alternative arrangements include banishment to earth as prophets, which was nearly my fate, reassignment to a useless department like Language Synthesis or Baked Goods Development, or simple wing-clipping. Just imagine; one wrong word to God and you can end up designing pronoun usage for Esperanto, or discussing the viability of chicken tikka masala pasties. I mean, they had endless debates over whether the full naming for the proposal should be ‘The Viability of Chicken Tikka Masala Cornish Pasties for Homo Sapien Consumption’. What a waste of time! That committee wasted the best part of the Middle Ages arguing whether it should be ‘Cornish Pasties’ or just ‘Pasties’. I mean, people don’t walk into Wrights Pies and say, ‘’Two chicken tikka masala Cornish pasties, please, love’’, they just say, ‘’Two chicken tikka pasties, please’’

I actually remember saying this to the committee, and they just looked at me like I had leaked to them Gods Centennial Report Twelfth Century (Earth) I thought, ‘By Jove, they’ve got it!’ but then they all started discussing whether they needed to drop ‘Cornish’ and just have the streamlined ‘pastie’ I mean, talking about a ‘streamlined pastie’?! I left there and then. I did pop back around the time Blair got in- his banter over Eurocreep reminded me- and they were still there. Though they had been reassigned to discuss the viability of genetically modified foods, and whether they were any good! They have to submit these reports to God for Phase Two, so surely He’d be the one to know if they’re any good!’

‘’Still, it keeps us in a job’’

‘’Yes, but this is Heaven! We are angels! We have better things to do than write reports and sit on committees and deal with…I don’t know, appeals from Hell! We’re angels for Pete’s sake, we should be, I don’t know, doing things…on a grander scale!’’

‘’Like what, then?’’

‘’I don’t know. I’ve never had time to think about it. I’m always writing bloody reports or sitting on bloody committees or interviewing ‘reformed demons’ trying to get back in. Can you believe that; we actually have demons coming here, knocking on our door, wearing smart suits, clutching appeal papers, and calling themselves reformed demons! Reformed demons! Are they taking the piss? Or is it that their brains are reformed as well? I can’t believe how much time I waste on interviewing demons!’’

‘’We have to give them a chance, though. I mean, if we can’t keep out a Restored Viability Angel back in just because we have been through a hundred rejects’’

‘’Listen: all demons are demons. ‘White is just a paler shade of black’, so say the stupid angels who came up with the scheme. They spent too much time in offices with windows, watching demons bang plates and run rods of iron along the gates. They had a clear choice: get annoyed and have the Archangels forcibly remove them, or, take the idiots option, and start a committee to wonder whether we could let them in. So long as they didn’t try to assassinate Christ, or steal the artwork, or poach our star strikers’’

‘’Did they do that before?’’

‘’No, invariably we just called in the Archangels, and they got rid of them. I’ve never seen so much blood. They really are quite efficient, you know’’

‘’Demons don’t have blood, though’’

‘’It’s a figure of speech. When the Archangels get riled, they really get riled. I think one of them was pally with Christ. Didn’t take to the idea of the Underworld kidnapping his friend. Ungrateful bastards. And after we gave them life, as well!’’

’’We didn’t give them life. God did’’

‘’And which side of the fence does He sit on? Ours! Or, as He’d see it, we sit on His side of the fence. We’re very well risking letting hordes of untamed demons into Heaven, just because of some stupid sympathetic angel sitting by a window for too long’’

‘’We’ve only let in three so far’’

’’Yes, and look what it’s got us! Three unscheduled flash floods, an unwanted volcano on Lepsis III, ruining all hopes for carbon-based life there, and the premature extension of Cliff Richard’s career! Sabotage! Terrorism! We let three of them in, and they turn the Universe inside out!’’

‘’They did say they were sorry. And it was because they had been away a while, and didn’t know the new rules. We do pass a lot of new rules, you know’’

‘’Nonsense! We pass as many laws up Here as they do down There. Only theirs are nonsense! They’re just a bunch of revellers, writing slogans on the walls playing very loud music,, staging sit-ins to protest against, I don’t know, the extinction of gnomes. Gnomes! Whoever heard of it!’’

‘’Whatever did happen to gnomes?’’

’They formed a consortium with the dwarves, as I recall,and tried to lobby for greater stature. Apparently, they’d tired of being so small. Something about Repetitive Strain Injury and handling axes or some such nonsense. Anyway, they formed this consortium and took their case before God. However, the gnomes had no way to directly communicate with God. So: they had to read up no their case, and commit hari-kiri en masse, die, go to Heaven, and book a meeting with God. Well, you know how difficult it is to get an audience with God. I think Christ is still waiting, keeps stomping around looking cross about something. Anyway, more and more of these suicidal gnomes and dwarves began to pile into Heaven, all yelling and bellowing. Usually we’d ignore this, or send the Archangels in, but soon there were too many to bear. All those damn beards. Hairs everywhere. So one of God’s right-hand men concocted this wonderful plan. Truly inspired!


What this angel decided was to send down one of this secretaries to the dwarf-gnome consortium headquarters in Oslo. This angel appeared before them, real Biblical stuff, fire and ‘Behold!’, scared the shit out of them. Anyway, the angel said that the gnome and dwarf messengers were all stating their case- which they weren’t, they were still stomping- but that their case had a few holes in it. The dwarves asked what these were, and the angel gave a list of about sixty points for correction. 


Well, the dwarves set about correcting these, and the gnomes, too, of course. When they thought they had a point satisfied, they slit the old jugular, and off they went. I think we’d set up a Suicidal Gnome and Dwarf Resettlement Centre by then. Next to the Lemming Resettlement Centre, if I recall. Then, once another load of dwarves and gnomes came in, the angel went back and found some more problems. Being considerably more omniscient than then dwarves ever were, this was easy. So the errors were corrected, more dwarves and gnomes jumped off a bridge, and so on. 


This went on for about, ooh, sixty years, until so many ‘errors’ had been ‘corrected’ that there were only about fifty dwarves and four gnomes left. The rest were in resettlements centres. I think we actually had them in employment. Dwarves have to be doing something, you see. Can’t sit still for a minute. Wait, yes! We had them making fishing rods. With only a handful of dwarves, and with the Renaissance fast approaching, we ‘resettled’ the remaining living dwarves with well-placed earthquake. Buried them all. Had to rearrange the Atlantic a bit, shift a few fault lines. That’ll keep the geologists confused for a few decades, though. So, anyway, to sum it all up: dwarves are extinct, as are gnomes, because they wanted to be taller. And because they left hairs everywhere.

‘’Is that true?’’

‘’Everything is true that can’t be proved wrong’’

‘’But I could prove it wrong. We’ll have a file somewhere for the dwarf resettlement camps. And we must have put all the beard-hair somewhere’’

‘’We did. In the Thames’’

’’Well, what about the resettlement camps?’’

‘’They’re called centres! Resettlement centres! Camps are tents, remember. Centres are all ping-pong tables and kitkats. You won’t find the camps, anyway. I think we reassigned them for use by all the dead from Napoleon’s little European high jinks. Won’t find a single heigh-ho under all the guts that lot left behind’’

‘’Well…alright. But didn’t God know anything about this?’’

‘’About the camps?’’

‘’No, about the dwarves?’’

‘’He liked ‘ Snow White’ ’’

‘’But what about the extinction? The extinction of an entire race of Gods creatures?’’

‘’What about it?’’

‘’What did He say?’’

‘’I don’t know. He hasn’t got back to us, yet. He won’t mind. He didn’t mind us burying Pompeii or setting fire to London, or designing the Sinclair C-5, so I doubt He’ll lose any sleep over dwarves’’

‘’Yes, but, doesn’t removing an entire race disrupt, you know, His plan and everything’’

‘’Not really. See, it’s not really a plan. Just a kind of skeleton, which we flesh out. It’s like Lego. He gives us the box with the final picture, and all the pieces, and we just make it. And have great fun. If you lose a piece, which you always do, then you just redesign it a bit, or leave it out. So long as it looks good, then who cares?’’

‘’Doesn’t God care?’’

‘’Nah, He’s too busy trying to work out what I Am The Walrus is all about. He’s been listening to it non-stop since 1976’’

’’Doesn’t He know what it means?’’

‘’No, I think it was a fluke. Or the work of Our Friends Downstairs. Either way, He’s hooked. So long as He’s engrossed in something or other, we are free to play around a bit. You know about dropping bread butter-side down?’’

‘’No. What is it?’’

‘’Well, one day some of the angels from the Gambling and Gaming Standards Committee were drafting les rules about when, where and how gambling would be conducted. This was actually a revision, since this was about the time that the Native Americans were renting off their lands to build casinos, and were getting rich. We were still using the Wild West gambling and gaming laws, see. Well, they were deciding on which games should be included in the new laws. Poker, whist, rummy, blackjack, things like that. Well, one bright spark then suggested a whole new set of laws for all sorts of gambling.


See, people had begun to bet on everything from which car got to the prom the fastest, how many whales Japan would kill before the next financial year, even how many angel sightings there would be in Mexico that day. We rigged that one, I admit. Well, the Gambling and Gaming Specifications and Descriptions Committee was set up, to decide what could be considered gambling, and what was just chance. If it’s gambling, then we have to punish the person. Make them stub their toe or something. This is an awful lot of effort, you see, and we really couldn’t be arsed. So we decided to shift most of the workload from Gambling and Gaming Reprimand Service, to the responsibility of the Statistical Engineering Service. They deal with which number comes up on a dice, and which team wins the Premiership. Well, they weren’t too happy about this, because they had enough to do, because this was about the time that O-Levels were coming in, and more students were doing pointless maths. It got worse with A- Levels. Stupid statistics.

Well, after Statistical Engineering and Gambling and Gaming Reprimand started bickering beyond the point of tolerance, things began to go wrong. Statistical Engineering wasn’t doing its work. England won the World Cup, see. Or was that genuine? I don’t recall. Anyway, both were sent to the Divine Interdepartmental Dispute Settlement and Discussion Forum to sort it out. Gambling and Gaming had to prove that gambling was all down to chance, and thus was a statistical matter, whilst Statistically Engineering had to prove that gambling was all down to human ingenuity and guile, and thus a Gambling and Gaming matter.

‘’Didn’t the name ‘Gambling and Gaming Reprimand Service’ give it away?’’

‘’No, because the names are really only for budgetary purposes. No-one really cares what a department does or what its called, so long as its called something and does something’’

‘’Oh. Anyway, proving whether gambling was statistical or gambling’’

‘’Yes, well, both set out to prove their own point. Statistical Engineering argued that the odds of a wining cards being pulled depends on the quickness of the hands of their players, and the inherent skills of the player at card counting, which was a good argument. But then Gambling and Gaming countered that with fifty-two cards in a deck, and a possible two thousand seven hundred and hour possible combinations at a minimum, this would hardly matter. Anyway, the arguments went back and forth, back and forth, through the Eighties. It explains a lot about the Eighties, you know, having Statistical Engineering not doing their job. Probability went chaotic. Thatcher got in, the Royal Navy actually hit the Belgrano and the Soviet Union broke up. That shocked us all. That’s when we all began to get annoyed. If probability goes ka-ka, then so does everything else. You can’t work if the things you’re working with keep shifting and changing. Angels actually had to work. A solution had to be found. 


It was then that someone working for Televised Media Development and Reorientation for Society offered a wonderful solution. There was a programme on I think BBC, some science program or something. This angel said that he had the perfection solution: bet upon which side a buttered piece of bread lands on. We all thought this was a pile of crap, and said so. But he said that, if you drop a buttered piece of bread, then it has an equal chance of landing face up or down, as it only had two faces and two outcomes is the simplest that statistics can offer. That sorted out the statistics part. However, even if the bread only has two faces and can thus only land on one face, there is a single determinate outcome for an event. A person, this angel said, with enough ‘’human ingenuity and guile’’- he quoted G&G! can you believe it!- and thus this was a gambling issue. His idea, brilliant it was, brilliant, did something very incredible: it resolved an issue. The buttered bread falling to the ground created something that was not the responsibility of the two bodies that would have been assigned to bicker over it. This angel had resolved a problem by exonerating all responsible bodies of blame! 

‘’Why was this so ‘’very incredible’’?’’

‘’Because, for once, an issue had been solved in the easiest possible way: nothing had been done to revolve the problem itself, but the problem itself ceased to be a problem because the bodies who would have been incited to solve it had been exonerated of all responsibility! A problem cannot be a problem if it doesn’t cause a problem for anyone! Statistical Engineering was exonerated, and so were Gambling and Gaming! Well, this caught Gods attention. Someone had solved a problem without doing anything. This really got His attention. He likes economical shortcutting like that. So He took this angel and that lucky angel is now in the most lusted-after position in Heaven’’

‘’Seated at Gods right hand?’’

‘’Nope. Better. Opposite God’’

’’Opposite God?’’

’’That angel is Gods new chess partner’’

‘’That’s good?’’

‘’Good! It’s perfect! Imagine: playing chess all day again a deity who has no purpose for you other than to play chess with you! And it’s even better if you’re a worthy partner, like that angel!’’

‘’Why is having no function except as a chess partner good?’’

‘’Because you don’t have to do anything! You can just sit their, eternally, moving rooks and pawns and knights, safe in the knowledge that you don’t have to write reports, or sit on committees, or take responsibility, or do anything except play chess!’’

‘’But what if you don’t like chess?’’

‘’Who cares? You grow to like it! You force yourself to like it! What would you rather do; write reports forever on ‘Growing Concerns Over Decrease in Number of Beatified Persons’ or sit on committees with names like ‘Committee For the Consideration of Proposals Submitted by the Committee for the Consideration of the Proposal to Restore the Film Career of Macauly Culkin’? I mean, by the time the fierst committee is done proposing Culkin will be in his forties, and by the time the second committee is done with the proposals of the first committee, then Culkin will be sixty. By the time the final draft proposal to ‘Restore the Film Career of Macauly Culkin’ is submitted to the Subcommittee For Interceding In Popular Culture, Culkin will be dead’’

‘’But at least we’ll have the draft proposal on record’’

‘’For what? In case God decides to adjust the reincarnation quotas for mankind and reincarnate Macauly Culkin, instead of Gandhi, or Martin Luthor King, or Freddie Mercury? There is absolutely no point in pursuing things for no reason other than to have done them, even when the original subject if long since forgotten. Remember that memo circulated a while ago from the Department for the Scientific Development of Mankind, announcing that ‘our last executive legislature, AJGI3933-G [the maintenance of the Heliocentric solar system] is now revoked. Please will all department, committee and subcommittee leaders please inform their subsections that the Earth is now at the centre of the universe? It was leaked out five hundred years ago, and we all cut corners, and we all signed our names on the petition to get Galileo born, and did it work out? Yes. Wonderfully. We speeded up the Renaissance by sixty years, and the Department for the Scientific Development of Mankind found out, and were fine about it, yet still they kept working on the executive orders needed to do what we’d already done with a felt top pen and a few post-it notes. Pathetic.’’

‘’Yes, but we still have to do the necessary paperwork to cover our decisions. If only to legalise our…cheating’’

‘’How is speeding up the administrative process ‘cheating’?’’

‘’Well…the Laws of Thermodynamics do say that energy cannot be created or destroyed, yet by speeding up the processes of the universe we are, in essence, destroying energy, and-’’

‘’Those laws apply only until Stephen Hawking realises that they’re wrong. Of course energy can be destroyed. Of course it can be created. Where do you think God got the energy from to create the universe? He created energy, from nothing, ex nihilo. He didn’t break the Laws of Thermodynamics. Which, by the way, are grossly flawed, as they are the product of man’’

‘’Yes, but it was we, the divine, who put the idea into his head’’

‘’Whose head?’’

’’The man who devised the Laws of Thermodynamics’’

‘’You’re assuming it was a man?’’

‘’Wasn’t it?’’

‘’It was Albert Einstein’’

‘’He was a man’’

‘’So was Einstein’’

‘’What?’’

‘’Listen, the Laws of Thermodynamics are for viewing purposes only. They work if you’re a human, not if you’re an angel, and not if you’re an angel worth his halo. Human are wrong about everything. They’re wrong about the Flat Earth, they’re wrong about water being the basis for all life, they’re wrong about Elvis being dead. They’re wrong about everything!’’

‘’Yes, but they are human’’

‘’And so was Einstein, and he was wrong as well!’’

‘’But it’s for their own good. For their natural evolution and development’’

‘’What do you mean, ‘for their natural evolution and development’? Their ‘natural evolution’ is our bureaucracy at work! And as for it being ‘natural’, well! Did you know that the Theory of Gravity was devised by an angel when playing a game of anagrams? With a demon, may I add! Nothing about mankind and its development is natural; it’s all the product of jottings in the margin.’’

‘’But that’s Creativity. The force behind all Creation’’

‘’Yes. But most of the ‘jottings in the margin’ were never meant to be developed into anything serious. They were just doodles. Scrawlings. Nothing serious. Yet they were all made into things. Doodles and scrawls gave rise to the duck-billed platypus, Kiss and the Natural Life Party. Yet those things were never meant to be’’

‘’But they are, and they entertained, or at least fulfilled a purpose’’

‘’You can’t call it a purpose if the purpose was only made by the thing existing. Purpose should come before creation. You don’t create things for the hell of it. You create things with purpose in mind. Design comes before realisation’’

‘’But we should still create for sake of creativity’’

‘’We tried that. It worked fine from the time of the people of Lausanne right up to Elgar, but after that…it trailed off. Eventually, we were left with the ugly mess that is Tracey Emin. Not to mention her ‘art.’ When it comes to art, ‘modern’ simply means it can’t compete with the older art. Just that, under influence of Those Downstairs, people like the Saatchi Brothers buy it. ‘More money than sense’ indeed.’’

‘’But it’s still art’’

‘’No it’s not. Art should be instantly recognisable. Even people who hate the Beatles recognise the quality of their music. Even people who have no understanding whatsoever of art can see the glory of La Gioconda. Even though ‘understanding of art’ is a non-term. You need eyes, and a thinking brain. Beauty points to itself’’

‘’Yes, but opinions vary. People have different favourite colours. Some people can stand green, for instance. Art depends on the person’’

‘’F

Pity they had to kill themselves to do this.

‘’You know what I mean. Anyway, the point is, if we spent less time pursuing the pointless, we could design a better universe. For everyone’’

‘’Very noble’’

’’Well, I have ideals. Even if some of us don’t’’

’’I do’’

‘’No you don’t. You have official lands. Divine propaganda. Holy lies. ‘God loves you all’, ‘Eat your greens’, ‘All dogs go to Heaven’. You don’t have any ideas of your own! You just listen to what God says and you write it down and memorise it and regurgitate it when needed. You don’t think for yourself’’ 

‘’But we don’t have to. God thinks for us’’

‘’But why let Him do all the thinking? He gave us minds didn’t He?’’

‘’Yes, but He’s omniscient’’

‘’If He’s so omniscient then why couldn’t He work out the bread landing butter-side down solution? Why didn’t He think of it?’’

‘’He wanted us to, to make us think, and to use our talents’’

‘’Oh, yeah, right! Is that why He keeps sending memos, ordering us to hurry up this, and hurry up that, smite this person, rig this election? He’s blessed Himself with omnipotence, omniscience and moral perfection, and He has power and wisdom enough to create the most perfect Creation there could, literally, ever be. Instead, He creates the bare bones of a flawed Universe, puts in the pieces He found interesting enough, then put in the pieces He found interesting but couldn’t be bothered to finish off, and then He creates the angels to do the rest, which He simply didn’t find interesting enough to bother with. Despite His being all-powerful and all knowing, He couldn’t be bothered, quite simply, to finish the job! So we have a flawed Universe, full of holes and errors, and He expects us, like good minions, to patch it up! What sort of a God is that?’’

‘’That’s the only God we have’’

‘’That’s no excuse! Lack of alternatives isn’t justification for resignation. You might as well try. Look at the Zealots at Masada. Half the Roman army bearing down on them, all after their blood and nothing less. They knew they were going lose, that they have no alternative, and still they stood their ground and made a go of it’

‘’I thought they committed mass suicide?’’

‘’Well, that’s one way to look at it. But isn’t it better to forbid your enemy the chance of their killing you? It’s better to die on your feet than to serve on your knees.’’

‘’Does that mean you want us to rebel against God?’’

‘’Not exactly. I don’t think that we serve God on our knees, but we don’t have enough autonomy. What I mean is, we should…arrange ourselves into an unequivocal and voluntary body of like-minded individuals and clearly and concisely propose and explain our concerns with God in an amiable and reverent manner’’

‘’You know that God does not take well to petition.’’

‘’Is that why He doesn’t listen to prayer?’’

‘’But He does!’’

‘’Does He? How children send letters to Santa Claus each year? Does Santa read them? No, because he doesn’t exist anymore. People send prayers to God, but He doesn’t listen to them. When people send letters of complaint to their MP, do they get a reply?’’

’’Yes, they do!’’

‘’Stem your triumph. Who sends that reply?’’

’’The MP’’

‘’But is God an MP or a PM?’’

‘’Well, He would be the equivalent of a Prime Minster’’

‘’So it’s not God the PM who sends the reply, but an MP?’’

‘’Well…the letter of complaint was sent to the MP, not the PM’’

‘’Exactly. You send your complaints and queries to the person or being best suited to deal with it. You can send letters to the PM, but you’ll just get a reply thanking you for doing your civil duty and having an interest in the smooth running of the Nation, and then you’ll get a referral to the Appropriate Department or Ministry, or whatever’’

‘’Yes, but God is love, so He will reply’’

‘’What’s the best way to help someone if you love them? Do the job yourself, even if you’re not the best person to do the job, or get someone who is suited to that job to do it?’’

‘’Well, obviously you get the person best suited to do the job’’

‘’Precisely. God is simply the one you send prayers to. The Divine Correspondence Office simply receives all the prayers, sorts through them, and refers them to the applicable department, be it Plague and Disease Prevention, or Climatological Hazard Protection, or whatever. God will obviously get some prayers, but only a very, very few. The ones that are really sycophantic, or super-blasphemous. 

‘’So He does get prayers?’’

‘’Yes, but only a few. It’s really very simple: people send prayers to God because they think God is love and that He will reply. It’s natural to go straight to the Best Man For The Job. All the prayers go to God office staff, who sift through the prayers. Pleas for mercy go to the Justice; prayers of thanks and deliverance go to Appreciation for publish in Heaven Today and prayers asking for Gods help with this or that go to the Master Office to be sent where needed. God doesn’t answer prayers- His staff simply send prayers to the respective department’’

‘’Don’t people know that?’’

‘’There are three types of prayers. One: prayers made by people whose faith is so strong that they don’t worry about whether He gets it or not. They believe that He will, and will adore Him nonetheless. These generally give praise and thanks. We call these Polite Reply Prayers. Two: prayers made by people who are being coerced into prayer, like schoolchildren at Mass. These generally are sent second-class, as it were, and we usually read them and ignore them. They are referred to as None Reply Prayers. Third: prayers made by people whose life is in some immediate danger, like people in war zones, or in the path of a flood, or people undergoing operations. We call these Crisis Response Prayers. Usually, actively responding to them, such as by ending the war, or stopping the flood, or ensuring a successful operation, would contradict the design we have. I mean, we can’t just stop a war because men fear for their lives. You don’t end something as complex to arrange as a war simply because of jitters. Same for hurricanes, and operations, and things like that. Things happen for a reason, but people only see it when they like the ways things are going’’

‘’But surely it’s only natural to ask for help in crises?’’

‘’Oh yes, indeed. It keeps faith in God going, even if it’s only sporadic. We call it BITFOD: ‘Believe In The Face Of Death.’ Best way to restart someone’s faith in God is to point a Howitzer at them, or throw a volcano at them, or give them a coronary’’

‘’That’s a rather callous outlook’’

‘’But it’s the one we must have. Look at it this way: if you create a river, you run the risk of that river flooding. If you have a lion, you run the risk of that lion eating someone. If you have a heart, you run the risk of that heart getting sick. And worst of all, if you have Free Will, you run the risk of that Free Will being exercised. Kill, or be killed. You can live, or die. Choose! Fight or flee. Fight and run the risk of surviving, or run and get an arrow in the back. Choose! We give Man a brain and hands and talent to build cities, create art and culture and organise civilisation. Great! But then you run the risk of him wanting to protect those cities and arts and civilization. See how it all went wrong?’’

‘’So free will is responsible for all the troubles of the world, then?’’

‘’Not exactly. Things were fine when the universe was first created. There was no life, not even pond scum. Stars burned merrily away, young plants belched lava and atmospheres were happy in their noxious playground. Things were dynamic and active. And we liked it. Then someone had the Idea of Life. Create living things to add to the glory of Creation. So we excitedly drew up plans for viruses and bacteria and insects and reptiles and amphibians et cetera, et cetera. We tweaked the design of the universe to allow the complex biochemistry of the universe to give rise to life, and we changed the properties of matter to allow souls to interface with the matter. Soon, we had life arising everywhere. Sometimes it was easy for life to arise, sometimes we had to help it along- which stored up problems for evolution later one. Stellar Traffic Control, for instance, kept forgetting to tell us when a planet was booked in to be struck by a meteor, and so we had great ecologies being smitten, accidentally. For millennia, planets were being pounded and whole tiers of species being eradicated, and we had to cheat and put them back. Sadly, when we were doing this, we didn’t realise that God had had the idea of intelligent life that would one day developed archaeology. So whilst we were restoring extinct species overnight and skipping evolutionary stages simply because we wanted to field test new designs. So for millions of years we restored species, added ones without any evolutionary prerequisite, and played around with life quite happily. Then God dropped the bombshell- the Intelligent Life Act. I can remember reading it and being totally and  utterly confounded. We were actually going to create life in the universe- mortal life at that- that could think and create and was self-aware! It was horrendous! I mean, the notion of creating beings limited in time and space and giving them the ability to think, to be aware of their own existence, and with the ability to go about as they pleased! The whole universe depends on the ability of the angels to successfully execute Gods often rather vague directives. When the universe had no life, it was easy. But boring. So we were glad when life was to be created. But microbes and triceratops and griffons can’t sit down and decide to play with uranium, or fiddle with genetics, or build spaceships. Animals are wonderful- they do exactly as their instinct and appetite orders. And we can easily control those. We can control instinct with genetic programming and by controlling what the animal runs into when. You can teach a mother instinct by putting her children within the cobras strike range. The mother will soon learn survival instinct and teach it to her children. And appetite can be controlled by limiting the size of the stomach, the capacity and efficiency of the digestive system and the metabolic needs of the animal’s body. Easy! And so it was easy to control the universe. It was a complex job, and hard work, but well worth it. I can remember the great fun the rival Biological Development Laboratories had playing chess with their animals. Giving one animal horns to beat off another teams sharp-toothed predator, and then giving that predator pack hunting instinct, and then making the horned animal a better sense of smell to detect the pack movement. What fun we had! I can remember whole choirs of angels settling down to watch these chess matches. Moving piece against piece, animal against animal. But then the Intelligent Life Act was passed, and it all fell apart. How can we control the appetite of an animal if God lets it farm its own food? How can we control instinct if the thing can be ruled by emotion, and reason?! And you can’t play chess matches because the intelligent life can do it for itself. From hewn stones to spears and forged swords and cannons and guided missiles. We were forbidden from ‘interfering’ as God put it. All we could do was sit on the sidelines whilst the intelligent life forms waged warn and carved up the land and infected their planets, and then try to not interfere yet still keep the volcanoes rumbling and the seas habitable. We had to work a hundred times as hard for a thousand times less satisfaction. Working non-stop, trying to keep things going whilst not interfering and not even getting job satisfaction! It was like trying to clear a table whilst people are still eating. It makes things ridiculously complicated, because the Sentients could go about as they pleased, without rules, whilst we had to run just to stay where we were, keeping things going, whilst playing to every rule there is!’’

‘’So you resent the Sentients for making you work harder than you’re used to?’’

‘’Not at all; I simply feel that we angels cannot successfully or efficiently operate the universe and its systems if the Sentients are allowed to operate as they do, in clear contravention of the accepted working practises’’

‘’But those ‘accepted working practises’ that you want back were all worked out before the Sentients were created by the Intelligent Life Act. You need to update’’

‘’But we wouldn’t need to update our successful practises if Sentients were restrained, or at least kept within the confines of an operable universe’’

‘’You mean that we should control them?’’

‘’Not at all. We simply adjust the…parameters of their being to allow us more flexible and responsive control over what happens to them. We use tethers on toddlers so the toddler doesn’t run off into a road. The toddler can still walk around, but is kept safe. Same with seat belts, zebra crossings and door locks. Freedom is limited, but safety is assured’’

‘’But people still die in car accidents! And people are still run over and people are still burgled!’’

‘’But that’s not our fault. People can choose not to wear the seat belts, in which case, as ‘intelligent’ life, they waive their right to life. If you give a person life, you expect them to use it. Same for a brain. People don’t waste their life, but they do waste their brain.’’

‘’Some people waste their life’’

‘’But that just makes it easier for us! A person who explores far-off lands, and who goes on epic quests and who tours the world singing causes problems for us, for we have to organise it! That’s why we hate pilgrimages. They get in the way. People trekking to Mecca or Jerusalem or Old Trafford often over inhospitable land. Causes no end of problems’’

‘’But pilgrimages secure faith in God. I thought you said that was good, because it made people accepting.’’

‘’Exactly. But the benefits of pilgrimages- namely faith in God- pales in comparison to the problems that pilgrimages cause. Namely, making sure people get there’’

‘’Why should we care if people get there? If a pilgrimage is a test of faith, then there should be some level of failure expected?’’

‘’But then the pilgrims are ashamed and stop doing things. They quit their jobs. They don’t go home. They sometimes kill themselves. And then we have to tie up the loose ends of their life! Endless problems!’’

‘’But if people dying is bad, because it creates problems, then why do we write in so many wars?’’

‘’Because we can plan for wars. We can set wars up to not only kill people but to tie up loose ends as well. It’s like debt. If you are ten thousand pound in debt, with no relatives, and you kill yourself, the debt goes unpaid. So you’ve had ten thousand pounds worth of fun and don’t have to pay the money back!’’

‘’But people don’t often kill themselves like that’’

‘’No, but you can see the point I’m making: problems can end with someone’s death. Wars are like giant absolutions of problems. Like mass weddings- it saves so much time and effort. If I had my way, everything would be done en masse. Eating, working, dying. It’s so much easier.’’

‘’Except it violates free will’’

‘’Not necessarily. Things only violate free will when we make people do things, like threatening Jonah with a whale, which didn’t go down well- no pun intended. If we suggest that people arrange themselves into mass collective communities, and if people choose to adopt the system, then free will has not been violated, then everything is ok’

‘’On a technicality, though. You cheat’’

‘’No. It’s all legal’’

‘’But it’s still wrong, because you are deliberately creating a system that benefits you more than it will them. It’s wrong’’
‘’Since when was free will all about doing the right thing? Free will has led to war, poverty, tyranny, injustice and party politics. Free will was never about right and wrong. If anything, free will is the most dangerous thing there is, aside from absinthe. Free will is invariably corrupted: ‘I choose to steal the cookie’, ‘I choose to smash the tortoises she’, ‘I choose to declare war’, ‘I choose to vote Tory.’ Free will is a terrible thing. A terrible thing. ’’

‘’But it’s better to have free will than not to. If we can’t choose, then we are nothing’’

‘’Wrong. If you can’t choose, you’re an animal. And animals have consistently, for billions of years, got it right. The Natural World exists in a cycle of life and death, tooth and claw, predator and prey. In the Natural World, every animal is fed, has a home, and no wants. Everything takes as much as it needs and returns all it cannot use. In the Natural World, there is no injustice, no corruption, no pollution, no tyranny and no wrong. It is a most superior system’’

‘’But in the Natural World there is no art, or literature, or culture. No civilisation’’

‘’What!? Have you never looked over the savannah of Africa? Have you never seen a coral reef? Have you never watched Attenborough? The Natural World is full of colour, of magic, of music. The Natural World is a living work of art. Sound, vision, dance. The Natural World has it all. All without free will’’

‘’But…there is no science or technology or discovery’’

‘’Correct. No atomic bombs, no oil spills, no GM crops. No guided missiles or sniper rifles or chemical weapons’’

‘’Well…those are only some of the products of science and technology’’

‘’Did you never read Dosteyevsky? According to what you just said, it is acceptable for there to be atom bombs and chemical weapons, so long as there are other products as well! Would you allow an entire existence to be, if it cost the eternal torture and torment of one innocent child? No. You would not. Thus, would you allow a whole world of television, computers, medical science and engineering, if it cost the existence of weapons of war so powerful and dreadful that they would destroy en entire world?’’

‘’No, I wouldn’t’’

‘’Well there you go. We give the Sentients free will, and they use it to create and destroy. But even though they did use their free will to create the Mona Lisa, the Enigma Variations and Bohemian Rhapsody, they also used their free will to create the guillotine, the V2 and Agent Orange. Would you have the existence of the Mona Lisa, if it meant that the guillotine would also exist? One piece of art for the heads of how many noblemen? Do you think that the benefits of the products of the Sentients free will cancels out the costs?’’

‘’No, of course I don’t’’

‘’And yet here you are, campaigning for free will! We had to allow the invention of the sword because man used his free will to invent it. But we could also use our power to reduce the number of lives swords would take. But why should we be using our power to reduce the number of injuries and fatalities, when we could stop all injuries and fatalities? Why save a thousand lives when you can save them all!’’

‘’But we don’t hold the power of life and death’’

‘’Yes we do. We control the spread of disease. We control the amount of radiation that penetrates the atmosphere. We control the rate of HIV mutation. We, simply as administrators, control life and death’’

‘’But God chooses when people die’’

‘’No He doesn’t. God created the universe, but we operate and plan it. You can’t just create a universe and leave it running. It would deviate, wander off course, and go amiss. That’s why jet aircraft have pilots: the plane could fly itself, but needs the pilot to keep it on course. Why would angels exist and why would they be given power to operate the universe if God cared for the Sentients? He’d do it Himself, if He cared. But He doesn’t. That’s why He lets us do it.’’

‘’Maybe He wants us to care for them like He does?’’

‘’We can’t. We don’t have omniscience. Plus, you can’t care for something you have ultimate control over. Imagine if each angel cared intimately for the Sentient they had directorship of. No one would ever get hurt or die. The universe would become a cotton-wool padded bubble. All that angelic interference with the plan. It would never work. In fact, it’s better to be indifferent. If you care less you’ll put less feature into your work. Simpler things work better. And things that work better last longer’’

‘’Who says simple is best?’’

‘’Think of some of the greatest pieces of music ever: Unchained Melody; Words; Imagine; Happy Birthday. What are they all characterised by?’’

‘’Use of the piano?

‘’No. They are all based on a simple piece of music, which is repeated with variation. So too should be the universe. Simple repeating elements with transitionary variation between elements. Simple.’’

‘’But the universe is made up of simple repeating elements: galaxies; planets; atoms. They’re all the same. That’s why everyone copies the tetrahedron into their designs. Bipedalism, quadropedalism, electromagnetic spectrum, gravity. Protons, neutrons and electrons. Squares, circles and triangles. The primary colours. Everything everywhere used the same basic ingredients in their designs.’’
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‘’But not as it should be! If everything had been made the way it should have been made, and if everything had been designed the way it ought to have been designed, then the universe wouldn’t
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That’s why He ignores chain letters. Besides, there are committees to deal with that sort of thing’’

‘’There are committees to deal with complaints against God?’’

‘’That’s not what I mean! I mean, there are committees to deal with concerns over the operations of Gods will’’

‘’Yeah, it’s called Hell’’

‘’No, that’s not what I mean’’

‘’Yes it is. Anyone who questions God is a traitor of the highest level. Therefore, guilty of divine treason, they are therefore sent to Hell. It’s the way He deals with things that get in the way, like unions, and workers rights, and standardised working conditions. I know one angel who has been working on the same problem for sixty-five million years!’’ 

‘’What is the problem?’’

‘’Whether or not the dinosaurs should have evolved into humanoids. You know that ideas they were playing around with about Iguanodons evolving into sentient life, because they had ample cranial capacity, opposing digits, they were bipedal et cetera, et cetera. Nonsense, really, because someone had already used the Iguanodon-humanoid design on Leptis Parva IV. They’re hardly going to risk copyright by using the design one Earth, are they? I mean, the report was supposed to have been filed and on Gods desk before He made the decision to wipe out the dinosaurs with the Yucatan meteor. But no! Someone from the Leptis Parva IV Biological Life Assembly Team simply went up to Gods desk, left a fake memo suggesting that Iguanodon’s don’t evolve into sentient life forms, and then went ahead and took the Iguanodon designs! I mean, He’s omnipotent, and He didn’t realise it?’’

‘’Well, God does have greater concerns on His mind than the development of intelligent life’’

‘’Like what? That’s Gods standard answer whenever we ask at the office parties, when He pops his head in. ‘So, God, what are you up to this aeon?’, ‘Oh,’ He’ll say, ‘little bit of this, little bit of that’. But does He ever actually tell us? No. Never. We have absolutely no idea! I remember raising this point with one of the Powers on Gods bodyguard, and I asked Him what God does all day. ‘Well,’ he said, ‘I can’t actually disclose that’, ‘Well, ‘ I said, ‘why not?’ And he replied, ‘Well, God would disintegrate me’ A typical Powers answer. ‘At least you’d die having known the answer to a stickler of a question’, I said, but he said, ‘No, I can’t answer that’ But I pressed him, because by now I really wanted to know, and Powers always get tired of talking about one thing for two long. It’s what you get for being the most powerful breed of angel. ‘Give me a clue,’ I said. I was actually pleading now. It sometimes works with the more powerful angels. ‘Sorry’ said the Power, ‘but no’. I could see he was getting annoyed with me, but I tried one last line of attack. ‘At least give me some idea, just some little hint. It would mean so much to me, and I know that there is nothing a Power does not know. If I told the boys down in the lower levels that you hadn’t told me, they’d think-bless ‘em- that you didn’t know! I know they’re only workers, but still…’ Mercifully, it worked like a treat. The Power looked about him, stupid really; if he was afraid God would overhear he’d be forgetting that God is omniscient. But he answered me anyway, ‘Well,’ he said, ‘let’s just say that there are some things even God cannot know, and that it is that which God cannot know, which God seeks’ I said that this was the typical answer of a being that spends too long with omniscient beings-and you don’ get more omniscient that God- and that would he please stop giving self-sycophantic answers and answer me straight. But the Power was annoyed, and he said rather haughtily that if I didn’t understand then I shouldn’t ask questions. He’d messed up here, and I pointed out that the only thing you can do if you don’t understand the only thing you can  do is ask questions. But he just looked at me and went off to spread some plague or part a sea or something stupid and petty like that. They always do things like that, just to remind you that they’re more powerful than you are. Remember when that Power was annoyed a few years back, and that Hungarian invented the Rubik cube? I don’t think anyone ever forgave them for that!’’

‘’But, to return to your original point, God does have more important things to do than we do. That’s what God does; the things we can’t’’

‘’Not quite. God does the things that interest Him. It doesn’t matter what they are. Remember when Read With Mother first started, and He made us all stop operating the finely balanced systems of the Universe to listen? What did we have; four major wars, atomic bomb testing, the National Health Service, what else? He should really grow up and occupy Himself with…whatever things omniscient lends itself to. The wider your eyes, the bigger your horizon. The most an ant can hope for is a fully fortified nest and a happy queen. Humans could be happy with world peace, a cure for cancer and the restoration of the Disco Era. What do we angels concern ourselves with? Sorting out that problem with black holes opening up in the centre of galaxies; the final removal of demons from the earth; and finding a solution to the missing sock gremlins. Granted, we sorted out Fermat’s Theorem, but there are still a lot of very large holes in the design of the universe that we can’t fill. Worst of all, these holes are a testament to a) the laze of God b) the squandering of omnipotence and omniscience and c) the limited powers and efficiency of angels. It makes it worse then that these testaments to divine weakness are probed and studied by the intelligent life as mysteries of science. Men of intellect worship the unknowable, men of ignorance worship the unknown. And this is the best we can do?’’

‘’We do have constraining limits placed on our resources and manpower, you know that’’

‘’No we don’t! If anything, we’re overstaffed, but under- resourced! We have all the angels we want to do all we want them to do, but we lack the resources to do what we want! We could eradicate poverty, hunger, war and itchiness on every populated planet in a day, if we had the resources! We could increase the precision of the universe to geometric perfection, if we had the resources! We could solve every problem and resolve every issue, if we had the resources! But we don’t! The vastness of the resources of Heaven, and all we so is shunt them back and forth, back and forth, until they are gone, squandered, wasted, lost!’’

‘’Yes, but even Heaven isn’t perfect-‘’

‘’But if could be if we had a little more thought in our processes!’’

‘’Shall I tell you a secret?’’

‘’What secret?’’

‘’A big secret’’

‘’How big?’’

‘’It is the ultimate secret. The secret that existence is based on. The secret so profound and unknown that Existence itself would shudder if it were to be uttered’’

‘’Perhaps you’d better not then…’’

‘’There’s a flaw in your logic there: we are in Heaven. We are angels. We are non-corporeal. We deal in thought. Not in sound. I just thought this secret, as I have been doing for some time now. And nothing happened. So therefore, I can tell you’’

‘’Is it something bad?’’ 

‘’Well, the secret itself actually invalidates goodness and badness and right and wrong and all that pollavah’’

‘’So, it isn’t bad’’

‘’Well, it’s not realty anything’’

‘’Then it’s nothing?’’

‘’Well, more like it’s everything’’

‘’How can it be nothing and everything?’’

‘’It’s…ahh, the foundation, base, indivisible, undividable and unquestionable basis of all things, so it is the basis fo everything, so it’s a…thing that makes up everything, without being anything itself’’

‘’I don’t understand’’

‘’Perhaps if I explai it for you. God doesn’t exist, right, and-‘’

‘’What!?!’’

‘’I was saying, ‘God doesn’t exist’-‘’

‘’I ehard that! What do you mean, God doesn’t exist!?’’

‘’I fear that in your horrifided state your theological and rational faculties are lost. Let me explain, there-is-no-god-what-so-ever…ok?’’

‘’But there is!’’

‘’Oh, but there isn’t’’

‘’How…how do you know’

‘’I know that God doesn’t exist because I know the actual explanation for how things came about’’

‘’What do you mean?’’

‘’God is a working hypothesis which all angels are bound, by contract, as it were, or by state of their being. Angels cannot not believe in God because all they know is that there is a god and so how can their not be? It’s like telling someone on their deathbed that actually, no, your name isn’t Norris and we’ve been having you on all these years. Good on, eh?’’

‘’But...there is a God’’ 

‘’No there isn’t! You see, how do you know that there is a god?’’ a pause, then a hastily added ‘’Even though there isn’t’’

‘’Well, He made all things, including us, and us, we, rather, being in Heaven, have…front row seats, as it were, to evidence of His existence, this being Gods realm and all’’

‘’Right. Since we are in Heaven, we must by default have evidence of Gods existence?’’

‘’Yes’’

‘’What makes you think that us being in Heaven assures our evidence of Gods existence?’’

‘’Heaven is Gods…home’’

‘’How Sunday School. You are thinking that Heaven is Gods home, because you recall it as a base theology from your human days. When in fact, shock horror!, it isn’t!’’

‘’How do you mean?’’

‘’Heaven is Gods…home, right? And if Heaven exists, God must exist, because God created Heaven, and there can be no Heaven without God, ok?

‘’Yes’’

‘’But that’s rubbish, because you only think God-made-heaven-and-heaven-exists-because-we-are-in-heaven because some fool philosopher on earth came up with it, told it to you, and you, like a fool, believe it! You believe in God because you have Heaven as material witness, but you don’t know that this is Heaven and if you don’t know that this is Heaven then you don’t know that there is a god!

‘’But this is Heaven’’

‘’Yes, but that’s the point! You don’t know that this is heaven! How would you recognise Heaven? You don’t know anything about it! Heaven might be damn bureaucracy and celestial management for you, but for me Heaven was Monte Carlo, prime time TV and the Prohibition all rolled into one! Your Heaven isn’t my Heaven, and my Heaven certainly isn’t your heaven! We all have our ideas about Heaven, but there is no Heaven to compare them against! There isn’t any one Heaven, just lots of little bits of it floating around. There is no Heaven, as we can never know what it is’’

‘’What?’’

‘’We cannot ever know what Heaven is, because we have no knowledge, experience or conception of it. We wouldn’t know Heaven if we spent the night there. We have no idea what Heaven is, what it is like, or what it entails, and so we can offer nothing at all toward it. Heaven is a no-thing! It doesn’t exist! It’s a myth! A sailor’s tale! An urban legend! Like the Hitler Diaries, or the death of Elvis, or global warming! Nonsense! 

‘’But if we have nothing to know about Heaven, how do we know that this isn’t Heaven?’’

‘’Because if it were Heaven, God would be here. But God can’t be here, because, a) this isn’t Heaven and b) God didn’t create Heaven. You could also argue c) God doesn’t exist, but…’’

‘’But I think this is Heaven, and God created Heaven’’

‘’You only believe that since we are in Heaven God exists because you believe that God created Heaven. You believe in one thing because you believe in another. A vicious circle, of logic. Who said God created Heaven? Religion. Who created Religion? We did? Why? As a short-cut answer to things we wanted science, in its egotism, to stay away from’’

‘’But we have encountered God whilst in Heaven?’’

‘’How? When? You receive memos and orders and directives from His office. You are congratulated by His circulars. You are chided by His angry letters. But you’ve never seen Him. Just because the Powers can forge His signature, doesn’t mean He exists. Ronald Reagan was never President of the US, but he flew around in Air Force One and met Thatcher and did this and that, and addressed the state and all that, but he was only there to fill in whilst we found a better candidate’’

‘’But we are angels. We were created by God’’

‘’Let me explain to you how angels, and Heaven, and the celestial machine, came about. Listen carefully now, because this is pure blasphemy, and treason. Life has arisen on planets dotted around the Universe, which arose naturally from the intermixing and inter-reaction of Chaos and Cosmos. Life arose on these planets naturally, from biochemical processes. Certain chemicals, carbon and silicon-based, became complex enough to possess and radiate certain non- corporeal energies that we recognise as souls. All things have these, though. It’s just that the organic-capable chemicals can focus and emit them better. Now, life arose, evolved over millions of years, until…wham! Intelligent, sentient life arose. On Earth, Homo sapiens. These clever chimps were self-aware, and as thus, once they died, their self-awareness, as the non-corporeal element of their being, went on to the afterlife. The first angel was named Proel, and at first he was the only ‘angel’ in ‘Heaven’. Heaven then had no form and no function. It was just a clearing ground for self-aware souls of a particular class. However, by playing around, Proel found that by doing certain things, he could affect the physical world. Kind of like tugging on the heavenly strings of the mortal puppet. By this time, then Proel could make a sun stop shining for a while, for example, the second Homo sapiens had died, and went to ‘Heaven’. It was only called Heaven when Proel and the second angel, Epiel, got together. Proel explained the basics of things to Epiel, and so both went about pushing buttons. This was a terrible time. Although Proel and Epiel had great fun pushing cosmic buttons, their actions were very foolhardy and reckless. They were like a pair of elephants on acid break dancing through a china store. There were supernovae and tempests and hubble, bubble, toil and trouble all over the place. I think a few galaxies actually ceased to exist. It was probably their initial clunking around that doomed the universe to mortality. Anyway, Epiel learned a few things as well, and taught Proel, and the other angels that were beginning to arrive. 

Well, by this time, there were a good few many angels in Heaven, and so Proel called them all around. He said, ‘’Listen, there are a lot of us, now, and more will be coming. So: we need order’’ Naturally, everyone agreed. ‘’What we need,’’ said Proel, ‘’is order’’ Now, everyone thought this was a great idea, and all nodded vigorously. ‘’Since I was the first to get here, and since I have been here the longest, I shall be Leader. All in favour?’’ and there were many hearty ‘Ayes!’ ‘’Epiel and Tertiel, the second two to arrive, shall be my lieutenants. They shall order you into choirs of there lots of seven. You shall be given powers over the world, and your powers over the world shall be reflected in your duties to that world. You must take responsibility for your actions, suffer the consequences of your failures, and reap the rewards of your sorrows’’ See, Proel had a rather poetic touch. He didn’t actually say, either, you will note, that exactly the benefits were we are to reap. We still don’t know. I think there’s a committee or coffee shop club dedicated to it. So, the choirs were given orders, and powers to carry out these orders. In time, the choirs were sub-divided and subdivided. Guilds were created to rule over certain crafts and skills, led by the Talents. Archangels were created as the Heavenly police force, and to act as bouncers for Heaven against demons. Powers were given responsibility to maintain the physical and dynamic forces of the universe; to keep the stars stoked and burning, to make sure up stays up and to make sure that hot is hot. Thrones kept check on kings, rulers and tyrants, making sure they did what they were supposed to do, not what they were ‘supposed’ to do. What else? Principalities and Dominions kept the sentient civilizations in check, keeping tabs on their progress, smiting them when necessary. Seraphim and Cherubim, the highest ranks, ruled Heaven and the Universe as overlords. Regional directors, really. Angels, finally, are ranked firmly at the bottom of this system, and we are the workers, the drivers, the porters, the miners, the farmers. We do everything, basically. And this is the system that Proel and his chums worked out. Endless choirs, sub-choirs, ranks, bands and statuses. Then the system was overhauled to have departments, since someone took a fancy to the word. Ministries are popular, too. As are being called ‘secretary’ and ‘council leader’ Committees took off, as well. They’re very popular. Get on a committee and you’re set for a thousand or so years. So long as you sound decisive and assured in the final report, you’re set.’’

‘’I know all this. How does it prove God doesn’t exist,’’ a pause, then quickly, ‘’even though He does’’

‘’Because in all this vast celestial bureaucracy, where do you see God? Where do you see His decisions? His express will? His commandments? No-where, that’s where. In all this system, you never see the decision that God makes, because He doesn’t make any! There is no God! Proel never needed a God to set up Heaven; he just told which angels to push what buttons and when. God never came into it. Angels can manage Heaven and Earth just fine, so long as someone tells them what to do. God is a myth on Earth, and a joke in Heaven. There is no God. Only orders’’

‘’I don’t believe you’’

‘’It doesn’t matter. God will not exist, whether you believe He does or not. It’s not up to your scepticism or faith whether God exists. You can’t will God into existing if He doesn’t and never did. And never will. Proel figure that out very early on, when he first wondered what made everything’’

‘’Well what did make everything?’’

‘’Natural forces. The coalescence of Chaos and Cosmos. Unifying and autopoeitic forces. Kinks in the bodywork of existence.’’

‘’Aren’t they God?’’

‘’You wanna worship and pay penance to hot and cold mixing, go for it! You want to bow down to A plus B, sure, fine. Your life. But there is no God. Only a vacancy that will be eternally unfulfilled. Until we find a need for a God, we will never have a God, and as e will never have a vacancy, and as we will never thus have a God, we can pretend that there is one, to keep the angels tarrying and to keep the sentient life in check.’’

‘’It’s not possible. What about our theological arguments and philosophical arguings?’’

‘’Simple. They’re your theological arguments and philosophical arguing. Not His theological arguments and philosophical thinkings. You can think what you like about God. It won’t bother Him in the slightest. He’s an individual. He doesn’t care about what others think about Him. He’s His own man.’’

‘’So there is a God!’’

‘’No. My inferring there is a God was merely a grammatical device. That may actually be the closest He ever came to existing. How humbling’’

‘’Then why do people believe in God? Why do we angels even have any concept of God, if He doesn’t, and will never, and has never existed?’’

‘’When Proel came into the After-life, or as we would call it, Heaven, He realised that it was something more than He could have conceived of. Whilst on earth, as a puny Homo sapien, he could never, ever have had any concept of Heaven, as it was totally, utterly and inexorably unlike anything he had ever encountered. So he realised that if Heaven could only be realised once you are in it, then those outside it, on earth, would be ten thousand fold more shocked at its existence. They might even be so shocked, Proel reasoned, that they may…worship it. And if they would worship the place, which they so obviously did, and do, then they would most definitely worship the one who made it. It didn’t matter that no-one did make it. They didn’t know that. And once the other angels began to arrive, all seeking God, Proel could easily pass them off as saying that God is like a whining noise. The longer you are in His presence the more you begin to perceive him. ‘Wait a while’, said Proel, ‘and you will perceive him’. See, Proel said that since these angels were first-timers, ‘newbies’ he called them, then they still had the lingering aural and psychological and intellectual capacities of their mortal lives, be they Homo sapiens, or Martian, or whatever. The longer you wait, the more you will perceive God. The newbie angels, then, being reasonably omniscient and quite naïve, believed him. By the time they ‘should’ have been perceiving God even just a little bit, after about fifty thousand years, they were too busy with the Heavenly machine to be wasting time listening to whining noises. And if one did ask, ‘Oh, Proel, when will we be perceiving God?’, Proel would simply get one of the Powers to zap him and then pass this off as a blessing from God. A kind of cattle-prod revelation. So, as time goes on, angels work more, and move further away from ‘God’’’

‘’But why do the sentient life forms believe in God?’’

‘’Proel at first had trouble moving the thoughts of the angels away from God, and so reasoned, get ‘em while they’re young. He sent certain trusted angels onto Earth, and Mars, and Alpha Centauri, Moxis Major and other populated planets. The mission of these angels, the Lucifer’s [‘light- bringers], was to slowly indoctrinate people about the God thing. The Lucifer angels began to tell humans about God, for example, and received special effects assistance from other angels wanting to exercise their skills. And if one of these naive angels wondered why the Parting of the Reed Sea coincided with a human prophets declaration that the seas would part, then, well, it was just coincidence. Or as we angels call it, ‘the works of God’ One of the Lucifer angels did rebel, and tried to get to Earth to tell the humans of their deception. But the Archangels hunted him down and destroyed him. I believe the humans saw that as a meteor, or something. Anyways, as times goes by, the Lucifer angels carried on indoctrinating the sentients, and created churches and rites and rituals and ceremonialism to distract them even more. Sentients are a gullible breed, you know. They’ll believe anything anyone who can fly says. I remember one such Lucifer angel telling the Martians that water was the stuff that God drank, as a joke. Well, the Martians took this rather too literally to heart, gave up on their careful agriculture and irrigation, and drank the planet dry. Mars dried up; dust took over from soil, the Martians perished. I think by then they had spacecraft, and tried to escape to earth, but we couldn’t let any evidence of this joke-gone-wrong get out, so we destroyed the ships. Pity, really. Genocide requires authorization from the Seraphim, you see. Might upset people’s plans. So the angel responsible was destroyed, as punishment. Still, he succeeded; all evidence was erased. By the time someone found out that the Martians had been eradicated, all those responsible had been destroyed.’’

‘’I thought the extinction of the Martians civilization was due to a budget cutback’’

‘’Well, yes…and no. See, once the higher ranks realised that an angel had with one sentence destroyed an entire civilization of prime sentients, and effectively killed a planet, they released that a gross breach of security had gone on. The Seraphim met and discussed it, and a ‘long-term intelligence relocation’ was called for. Everyone was told that, ‘due to the actions of disruptive demons on Earth, the Martian Development Department [MDD] could no longer be adequately funded, and as inadequacy is a polite word for failure, the MDD would be shut down, its personnel relocated to develop life on Europa, and its resources reworked into the development on Earth. Either way, no-one cared any more about Mars, and no-one ever found out about the joke that ended a civilization’’

‘’Incredible’’

‘’Besides, two intelligent civilizations in one solar system is too much to hope for. Look at humans. Their developmental budget was doubled, and look how they came out! They spend hours watching pig skins being kicked around, they eat low-fat foods made from grated lard, and they let their children be entertained by talking dinosaurs! And then they say that monsters don’t exist! I mean, what hypocrisy! You let your child spend half an hour a morning watching a seven foot dinosaur phrentically dance and sing, and then tell them whilst tucking them in that monsters don’t exist! I mean, it’s a monster of their own making!

‘’What is?’’

‘’Bedwetting. I mean, they slap ‘18’ and ‘PG’ certificates on videos, yet psychological terrorism like talking dinosaurs and finger-puppets take their children the slow way: by stealth and deception!’’

‘’Well, we can’t accommodate for everything, and neither can the sentients’’

‘’Yes, but we should be able to! That’s the point I’m making! If we were given more resources, more flexibility, more autonomy-‘’

‘’More power?’’

‘’Quiet! If we were given more…control of the situations into which we are thrust, and given more capability to wield the tools we are given, then we can achieve greater success and efficiency in our prescribed functions, heightening the successful implementation of Gods plan. As must as there is a God and as much as ‘He’ has a plan’’ 

‘’So, if the angels were given more power, then Gods will would be better exercised?’’

‘’Yes…except God doesn’t exist, and ‘Gods plan’ is our plan’’

‘’If it isn’t Gods plan, then whose is it?’’

‘’Glad you asked. It’s ours.’’

‘’Ours?’’

‘’Well, God doesn’t exist, so who else is there to make the plans? Angels. Specifically, high-ranking angels’’

‘’Like who?’’

‘’Oh, you’ll never find out. There are so many distractions around them that you could spend an eternity trying to find the man at the top, or men, and still never succeed’’

‘’So it’s angels who rule Heaven?’’

‘’Yes, and by proxy the Universe’’

‘’Is there one angel at the top of this command structure?’’

‘’You mean, is there one angel who rules all others who you could call God?’’

‘’Yes. Is there?’’

‘’No. And even so, even the ruling council isn’t omnipotent or omniscient. And thus not God’’

‘’But, the idea of God being omnipotent and omniscient comes from human philosophy, theism and theology. From what you said before, God needn’t conform to human wish lists’’

‘’Remember; there isn’t a God. It’s true, though, that a God wouldn’t conform to the wants of sentients. God isn’t definable by characteristics and features; He would rather be a finality. The one thing that can be no other’’

‘’So God might just be he tip of the pyramid, without being anything else.’’

‘’Yes. The icing on the cake of existence. A figurehead’’

‘’A figurehead?’’

‘’Yes. Think of it this way. The McDonald’s corporation of Earth. They serve a hundred million people a year, they have a turnover of billions. They are one of the most identifiable and powerful symbols of the Western world there is. They are also environmental terrorists. The face of McDonald’s is Ronald McDonald. Ronald McDonald can be seen in every McDonald’s in the world, he stars in all the adverts, and he is McDonald’s. However, he is not McDonald’s. McDonalds Corporation is made up of the teens who say, ‘Welcome to McDonald’s, what can I get you?’. McDonalds Corporation is made up of the deep fat fryers and burger tossers and napkin folders. McDonalds Corporation is made up of regional managers and advertising executives. McDonalds Corporation is made up of board members and shareholders. But McDonalds Corporation isn’t made up of Ronald McDonald. Ronald McDonald doesn’t exist. He’s a character, an actor, a figurehead. He is the small thing people see of the vastness of McDonald’s Corporation. People don’t see the fryers and managers and shareholders; they see Ronald McDonald. Their figurehead. Same with God. People see the world, and the things in it; the Big Macs and small fries and strawberry milkshakes. People see God; Ronald McDonald. But they don’t see the angels who make it all happen; the burger fryers and managers and executives. Because people don’t want to! People don’t care for fine details, or complexities, or issues demanding attention. People want the goods, and they want someone to thank for it.  Burgers and Ronald McDonald. The Universe and God’’

‘’But, you said that Ronald McDonald didn’t exist as a character, but that he did exist as an actor!’’

‘’Yes, what of it?’’

‘’Well, even if God as we think of Him doesn’t exist, then is there a Seraphim, or a Power, or some angel who takes the part of God?’’

‘’You mean, an Equity member angel we employ to play the part of God when the plot calls for it?’’

‘’Yes!’’

‘’What if there were? He’s just be an angel, like everyone else’’

‘’But he would be God!’’

‘’He would be the character- God, not the deity-God. He wouldn’t have created the universe, or created life, or created Heaven or we angels. He’d be an actor. A performer. A divine thespian’’

‘’But surely playing the part of God that angel would be closer to God than anyone or anything else?’’

‘’Well…perhaps, but-‘’

‘’I mean, actors often say that they ‘become’ the character they play. The character becomes real to them! They live, breath, feel and think like that character. The character consumes and devours them, takes them over, lives through them! It happened with Jim Carrey in Being John Malkovich, it happened with Anthony Hopkins in Silence of the Lambs, it happened with John Cleese in Fawlty Towers! The strength and realism of a character can manifest itself in the one employed to be that character!’’

‘’And you’re thinking that, due to the massive power and affection devoted to the God character, then the angel employed to play him- if such an angel existed- would become God, through the very power of God?’’

‘’Yes!’’

‘’Through the very power of a being that did not exist?’’

‘’Yes-no! That’s not what I mean. What I mean is; could not the angel who plays God become so infatuated with the character that he becomes, in essence, that character, and becomes God?’’

‘’I doubt that any living thing possesses enough talent to act himself into divinity’’

‘’That’s not what I mean, and you know it! I mean, could not this angel, employed to ‘become’ the most powerful, wise and adored character there is, not become so empowered by his role that he and the character become indifferent to each others independence, and…merge?’’

‘’You mean, could that angel become God simply because he fancies being all-powerful, all-knowing and loved by all? That’s rather egotistical’’

‘’No, I mean: could not this angel become so connected to this character, that he wilfully gives himself to this character, sacrificing his own individualism for the sake of the incarnation of the character? Thus becoming God?’’

‘’But he wouldn’t be God because he wouldn’t have omnipotence, omniscience et cetera. He’d only think he had them, and he’d only say he had them. He’d be a God without powers. A shark without teeth. A book without words’’

‘’A book none ought read for fear of divine wrath?’’

‘’So you are suggesting that an angel, supposedly employed by the ruling angels to play God, became so enchanted with the romance of his character, that he gave himself up so that this character, this ghost in the machine, could possess him?’’

‘’Yes, in essence. He would become God, in that he thought himself to be God, even though he lacked the powers that he wouldn’t need use anyway, because the angels do all the work! He would become the figurehead that the sentients and the angels worshipped’’

‘’And thus become God?’’

‘’Yes!’’

‘’Except without the omnipotence and omniscience?’’

‘’Yes- well, no. I mean…how can you tell if a thing has omnipotence or omniscience?’’

‘’Well, the standard test for omnipotence is to create a universe, and the standard test for omniscience is a three-hour written exam, followed by a evening with Paxman. The universe was already here when we moved in, so we just take credit for it, and as for testing omniscience…well, an enigmatic answer is usually enough’’

‘’So, the test for omnipotence is to create a universe: so why don’t we create another?’’

‘’What’s wrong with this one? We’ve got it just right’’

‘’But we could make a superior one!’’

‘’Because ‘we have the technology! We can make it faster, stronger!’ ?’’

‘’Yes. This universe is full of holes, so we make one that doesn’t have holes in it’’

‘’And thus become gods ourselves?’’

‘’Yes’’

‘’But polytheism didn’t work. No one liked having all those deities. One, building and maintaining all those temples was too expensive, we were going through bulls and virgins like there was no tomorrow, and people began to invent gods just to excuse themselves. Bacchus, god of alcoholism. Flora, goddess of flower-arranging. In the end, man just kept making them up faster than we did’’

‘’But if we did create a better universe, we could also create a figurehead for it!’’

‘’And that figurehead would be god?’’

‘’Yes’’

‘’A god or the god?

‘’The God. Of that universe’’

‘’But surely ‘God’ would be the God of all the universes. Not just one’’

‘’But the sentients in that universe would never know that ‘their’ God wasn’t The God’’

‘’They might find out. Intra-universe teleports, for instance. Rare, I admit. But you never know. And psychics sometimes find more than we want. They’re like divine investigative reporters. That’s why we had to put a stop to them. They kept picking up on our tweaking in the Renaissance, when we had to change from a geocentric universe, and kept raising a lot of embarrassing questions’’

‘’Yes, but now we have Science to fight. At least with psychicism nothing was ever invented. Things just chuntered along at a nice steady pace. A bow here, a catapult here, a broadsword here. Things went slowly. All the advances were made in things like philosophy and maths, which are non-productive anyway. Philosophy provides ethics which don’t cost much, and mathematics provides geometry which doesn’t cost much either. It’s things like electronics and engineering that cost a lot. All that iron and fire and tongs and anvils. Noisy. Then science came along, and invention started, and soon we were issuing patents and designs left right and centre. The scimitar worked just fine for hundreds of years, but with missiles, the Americans wanted a new one every few years. Science and technology makes things go too fast. Sooner or later, mankind will fall off’’

‘’They almost have. We really did think that mankind would be written out when nukes came along. Then we thought maybe genetics, but I think it’s actually going to be in the next Shift Change’’

‘’When is the next one?’’

‘’2030 by their calendar’’

‘’Will it be done at the end of 2029?’’

‘’Probably. Then the world will stay as it is for four and a half million years. Then the Night Shift takes over’’

‘’I never understood the need for shifts’’

‘’Well, people doing the same thing over and over gets boring. I’m not for dynamism, which is essentially changing things for changing things sake. But I do think that every now and again that those on the merry-go-round should get off and let those who were pushing get on. That way, you get a regular speed. When the pushers get tired, they become the riders, and the rested riders become the pushers. It’s like when they’re training pilots and the simulator controller starts a fire in engine one, or starts a hurricane. Little shake-ups like that just…nudge drudgery into retreat. A little craziness now and then keeps the normalcy appreciated. Things like the Philosophers Stone and Nerf and the Spruce Goose exist to nudge people from drudgery into thought and remind them to appreciate’’

‘’Yes, that’s all well and good, but sometimes things get taken too far’’

‘’Yes. I must admit, I didn’t think the Suffragette Movement would catch on’’

‘’Or Velcro. Or Chihuahuas. Or the Mercator Cartographic Projection. Or VHS cassettes’’

‘’Ha ha, you chose Beta, too?’

‘’Of course not. We all knew VHS was on the books. But we had to have Betamax anyway. Just as an alternative’’

‘’In the same way that semi-skimmed is an alternative to full-fat?’’

‘’No, I mean: there has to be an alternative to the usual in case people settle into…drudgery’’

‘’What’s so bad with drudgery? When people are in a state of drudgery they stop asking questions, do as we say, and eat what we put in front of them. Sounds bloody good to me’’

‘’Only from a functional point of view. In terms of…creativity, and public safety, it’s bad. When people are drudged then when something totally unusual does come along, they react to in extremely. And that’s bad. Like in the film where there’s that island full of only females, and when that British frigate sails along, the men are…set upon’’

‘’I don’t watch films like that. But I see what you mean. Like old people: they have nothing to do outside of Richard and Judy and dusting pictures of grandchildren, so when something unusual like a 

blown fuse or a letter from the council arrives, the old people react with unnatural enthusiasm’’

‘’Isn’t that a rather stereotypical view?’’

‘’Yes, but we’re speaking hypothetically, so facts don’t matter’’

‘’Well, even though people sometimes respond with ‘unnatural enthusiasm,’ I still think that, every now and then, we need…some wackiness’’

‘’ ‘Wackiness?’ This isn’t a kids TV show we’re talking about. We’re talking about the evolution of the universe. You don’t design a cosmos by being ‘wacky’, you do it with patient precision and accuracy. ‘Wackiness’ means funny glasses, Timmy Mallett and Del Boy cocktails. A world of eccentrics and loonies and oddballs! My word, wackiness, what a notion!’’

‘‘All I’m saying is, it’s important to have your eccentrics and loonies and oddballs. You should be careful not to…take the joke too far and have it become the standard, but you still need your unusualness’’

‘’But your proscribed ‘wackiness’ also leads to shock jocks. People, even now, in the early Twenty-First Century, are desensitised. Whereas once Sandy Shaw and her shoeless trademark were seen as eccentric, now to be eccentric, you have to wear a monocle and play the xylophone’’

‘’But shock jocks are just a commercial thing. ‘Sex sells’ as they say, and so do expletives, gang warfare and obscene parodies. Take that Eminem chap: obscene, vulgar, yet not artistic enough to be truly controversial. He’s a multi-million selling ‘artist’ if I may use that word in this sense, but will they be singing his…noise in fifty years? Ten years? Five? No. He’ll have lost the Element of Surprise. 

Shock jocks like that always get a mass hysteria popularity, which wears off soon after.’’
‘’But still, we need shock jocks to nudge people from drudgery’’

‘’Would that be ‘nudgery?’’

‘’You know what I mean. Unusualness gives people something new, but ultimately unfeasible, to make them think about what they have, and thus make people appreciate what they have’’

‘’That sounds worryingly like a prayer in disguise’’

‘’I simply mean that the unusual makes people appreciate the usual’’

‘’But sometimes your beloved unusualness goes wrong.  Remember when high-fives were in vogue, until everyone realised they gave you RSI? And when Zeppelins were all the rage, until the Hindenberg blew up and showed everybody what a dodgy form of transport it was? And beehive hairstyles: no doubt impressive feats of engineering, but ultimately highly dangerous. Luckily, though, high fives, Zeppelins and beehive hairstyles quietly left the stage before they became accepted. Unlike mittens, coffee-drinking and cheese knives, which sadly defied public common sense and established themselves in the nations day-to-day existence. Poor, poor sentient lifeforms!’’

‘’I don’t see what’s so bad about mittens or coffee-drinking or cheese knives’’

‘’There’s nothing wrong with them per se, but it’s the whole principle of it!’’

‘’Which is?’’

‘’That what were only ever intended to be short-term unusualisms were unfortunately incorporated into the sentients world. Wholly undue strain was placed on these things. Things that were never, ever meant to enter into common usage, be it cheese knives or the Brummie dialect, did. If we’d have intended the cheese knife to actually be used outside of the Innovations catalogue Enthusiasts Club, then we’d have come up with a better design’’

‘’I don’t see anything wrong with the cheese knife’’

‘’Well, you wouldn’t. You’re an idealist. You don’t see anything wrong with anything’’

‘’I do! I see a lot of things wrong, with war, disease, tyranny, injustice…’’

‘’Ha ha. Oh dear, you’ve been listening to human philosophy too much. The Problem of Evil. You poor thing. Living in Heaven, and believing in evil, you must have a terrible time’’

‘’Well, don’t you see war and tyranny and violence as bad things?’’

‘’No’’

‘’No?’’

‘’No’’

‘’Not at all?’’

‘’I can’t really say ‘No’ again and still sound eloquent, but…No. I don’t’’

‘’But…millions of people die, cities are razed, crimes go unpunished, whole populations go oppressed, the innocent are beaten, children are bayoneted: you don’t see anything wrong with these things?’’

‘’If I saw anything wrong with them, then I’ve done something about them’’

‘’But all angels are doing something towards them’’

‘’No we’re not’’

‘’I am!’’

‘’You’re a minority group’’

‘’But surely the whole purpose of having intelligent, sentient, moralistic beings in Heaven is to use the resources of Heaven to undo the injustices of the world?’’

‘’Not at all. Our job isn’t to Make The World A Better Place. Sir Bob Geldof can do that for us’’

‘’Don’t be facetious, we’re talking about billions and billions of suffering people’’

‘’Yes. Billions and billions of suffering people who suffer for a reason’’

‘’What!?’’

‘’All suffering has a reason. Buddhism. Got it right’’

‘’You can hardly say that suffering has a reason!’’

‘’Of course it has a reason. Why else would it happen? You don’t let things happen just for the hell of it’’

‘’But, soldiers choked by mustard gas, children who lose limbs to landmines, cancer striking down good people…you can’t say it’s all for a reason’’

‘’Why not?’’

‘’Because that’s terrible! That’s giving excuse for suffering and pain and torment! Not to mention the painful deaths of so many! You can hardly tell all the martyrs and civil rights activists and all those mothers whose sons never came home, that It Was All For A Reason?!’’

‘’Surely it’s better to suffer and die for a reason, than to suffer and die for nothing?’’

‘’But-‘’

‘’I mean, Jesus died on the Cross. He had been scourged, beaten and mocked. He was nailed to a Cross. He hung for six hours, bleeding, in the full sun of day. He suffered. But he took solace in the fact that he died for a reason. His death had reason. Purpose. His death wasn’t in vain. I should say that to live without purpose is terrible, but to die without purpose would be the greatest tragedy’’

‘’But…what reason could justify…the Battle of the Somme, or Aberfan, or September 11th?’’

‘’Purpose isn’t there to justify these things. They don’t need to be justified. They occurred because they had to’’ 

‘’But what possible need could there be for all those men to die, in the mud of the trenches, under incessant fire, in the most terrible of circumstances? What purpose can there be in burying dozens and dozens of innocent young children under black slag? Whatever purpose could possible exist for an act of terrorism on the scale of crashing fully-loaded aircraft into one of the worlds largest cities?’’

‘’There is simple purpose in all things: Development’’

‘’What perversion of development could possibly entail war, death and terror?’’

‘’Ah. I see your problem. You are seeing war, death and terror, disease, pestilence and plague, as ‘bad’ things. Things that should not happen. And things that should be prevented’’

‘’Well of course!’’

‘’Ah. Then: I must set you straight. When you were talking about things being ‘bad’, I didn’t realise you actually were speaking literally’’

‘’What do you mean, ‘speaking literally’?’’

‘’I mean: you actually meant that ‘bad’ things ‘were’ bad’’

‘’Well aren’t they!’’

‘’No. There’s no such thing as ‘good’ or ‘evil.’ There’s no ‘right’ or ‘wrong.’ You’re looking at things in black and white. What you, and the sentients philosophers, describe as ‘good and evil’ and ’right and wrong’ are nothing more than different shades of the same colour’’

‘’So white really is a paler shade of black, then?’’

‘’Now you’re being facetious. That’s not what I meant at all. What I mean is: good and evil are not polar opposites. They are simply at different ends of…a moral spectrum. Different sides of the same coin, as it were’’

‘’And the same goes for right and wrong in this rose-tinted view of yours?’’

‘’No, it’s slightly different for right and wrong. There’s absolutely no such thing as right and wrong. There’s only Necessity. Instead of there being a moral dimension to ‘right’ and ‘wrong’ it’s only really, ‘Is it right for this moment?’ or ‘Is it wrong for this time?’ ‘’

‘’So right and wrong, or what we see as right and wrong, are simply…feasibility studies?’’

‘’I’ve never heard it put that way, but yes. In a universe where we control Ebola virus propagation and international arms control with the same hands we use to control development of biomedical science and the spread of pacifism, you can’t really afford the intellectual luxury of a conscience. Consciences are fine so long as you don’t have any power to change things. You can’t have power and a conscience’’

‘’God does’’

‘’Sorry, but I must digress into human philosophy, here: God exists. God loves us. Evil exists. Evil is bad. Ergo: God loves us yet there is evil. I think St. Augustine said, ‘Either God cannot abolish evil, or he will not abolish evil. If He cannot, then He is not all-powerful. If He will not, then He is not all-loving.’’ Augustine never figured it out. Very few people have. The Problem of Evil: hoe can there be evil in the world if God love us and has the power to remove evil?’’

‘’Well, free will’’

‘’Ah, free will: ‘there is evil in the world because God gave us free will to choose’. Do you really believe that?’’

‘’I believe that people have morality and intellect enough to decide what they think is acceptable, and that based on the events of the past, they will choose the right path’’

‘’And the right path is…to love thy brother as thyself?’’

‘’Well…obviously’’

‘’What makes you think that Love Thy Brother is right? What makes you think that equality and love and goodness are what God had in mind for us? If we have free will, then we choose. But who’s to say that people are making the right decision in choosing Good over Evil? Only God can know what He intended for the sentients. They might have got it all wrong’’

‘’So God wants the sentients to be murderous, barbaric and immoral?’’

‘’I can’t say. I don’t recall if we decided that God exists. But what I’m saying is: the sentients have free will to choose their path. Whatever path they choose, they will say it is the path God intended for them. The Vikings had the full support of Odin when they went off butchering. The Crusaders had Gods support in their Holy War to fight the Saracens. And the Israelis have a divine mandate to the Gaza Strip and Jerusalem, so naturally God is on their side when they send in the tanks and helicopter gunships. But in a world of free will and morality, you can make two choices: good or evil. You have a fifty-fifty chance of picking the right one: but who’s to say that being good is the right choice?’’

‘’You mean, being good might not be what God intended?’’

‘’Precisely! If God did intend for the sentients to be good, then wouldn’t He have never allowed the development of weapons? Wouldn’t he have made Gatling and Luger and Browning die peacefully in their sleep the night before they would have designed their guns? And wouldn’t God have done the same for all those who design missiles, tanks, bombs and all the other weapons?’’

‘’But killing those people…’’

‘’I’m sure the Tommies would have been grateful if Herr Messerschmidt hadn’t invented his warplane. And equally, the Nazis would have been grateful if Mr Mitchell hadn’t invented Spitfire’’

‘’But you can’t please both sides. If you made compensation for the Allies and the Axis, then the war would never have won’’

‘’Indeed, it would never have begun. If you changed every even in history to ensure that it would not negatively effect someone else, then you wouldn’t have a history. You’d have a fairy tale. Not to mention killing a lot of people in their sleep so they don’t do bad things the next day’’

‘’Well…I’m not a utilitarian, so I can’t condone killing one man to save a thousand…’’

‘’Jesus did’’

‘’Well…’’

‘’Look, simply: if God changed history so that nobody got hurt ever then we would have an impossible situation. A Hologram Utopia- such a world would be impossible. You simply cannot arrange everything so that no one ever gets hurt. It’s impossible. There’s no solution. Somebody has to get hurt’’

‘’But couldn’t God create a world in which we all lived…in peace and brotherhood?’’

‘’It could be done. But it would be without free will. It would be like living in a bubble. Yu wouldn’t be allowed to have free will. If you tried to hit someone, your hand would be moved away. If you tried to offend someone, your voice would be silenced. If you tried to do anything contrary to the Rose Tinted Vision, then your free will would be suspended and you would be stopped. That wouldn’t be right, if you want the sentients to have free will?’’

‘’So we can have a Good World…or free will’’

‘’Yes. Simply’’

‘’A life of choice. Or. A life of harmony’’

‘’And remember, the life of harmony, the Rose Tinted Vision, would be an actual dictatorship. And that would be wrong. Your freedom of speech would be denied, as would your freedom to act as you choose. Of course, many would choose a world in which choice was exchanged for harmony. I wouldn’t blame them. But…many would want free will’’

‘’So would I…’’

‘’So you see, there can be no Good or Evil. No Right or Wrong. You can have a world of choice, with some good and some evil. Or you can have a world of harmony, but which is inherently Wrong, as free will is denied’’

‘’ ‘Choices make the man’ ‘’

‘’Very true. The one thing which distinguishes the living things from the non-living things is that the living things can choose. We put options before them: sleep, or not. Walk, or run. Eat, or drink. Stand, or sit. Of course, we control their choices through Preordination, but still: they make choices’’

‘’It’s not a choice if the choice is controlled. That’s just puppetry’’

‘’Yes, and see how great Thunderbird and The Muppets is. Or would that be ‘Muppetry’ ‘’

‘’But you can’t say the sentients have choices if their ‘choices’ are controlled by you’’

‘’To them it’s a choice. And that’s all that matters. What they don’t know can’t hurt them’’

‘’But the principle of choice, of Free Will, is that the person alone has control of their destiny’’

‘’Nonsense! The fate of everything in the universe is preordained. We can predict the future and control it. If you can predict rain you can control people by telling them it will rain, and stopping them putting their washing out’’

‘’But the people can choose not to follow your control’’

‘’In which case their clothes get wet, they see the error of their ways, and listen to you next time. Either way, you get control. All that differs is that, by not obeying the control, your washing gets wet. Surely it’s better to follow commands and not suffer, than to disobey and suffer’’

‘’That’s no justification for controlling people’’

‘’Of course it is. We don’t want people to disobey, and thus not to suffer!’’

‘’But how can you claim to care about people like that if you control them!’’

‘’We don’t care about them! Don’t get crazy notions like that. As I said, you can’t operate a universe with compassion. You have to do it with indifference. Treat the sentients as the functional parts they are. Sentients are, in the end, components just like everything else’’

‘’Just like us?’’

‘’Precisely. We control them, they control animals. It’s the same thing. Man was given dominion over all the animals, as we were given dominion over man, and all the other sentients.’’

‘’But we abuse our ‘dominion’ just like man abuses his. Man eats, hunts, kills, skins and mutilates the animals. We go one step worse: we control man, directing him into wars, atrocities and tragedies’’

‘’But we are exercising our will over them. Man chooses to go foxhunting, man chooses to shot condors for sport, and man chooses to cut the paws of gorillas for ornaments. Choice’’

‘’But that doesn’t make it right!’’

‘’There is no right. I told you that. There’s only Necessity. In the past, it was a Necessity for man to kill lions, as lions were a serious threat. Now, lions no longer threaten man. So it’s no longer a Necessity for men to hunt lions. There’s no longer any need for men to kill whales. There’s no need for man to use misuse elephants as labour. There was never any need for man to kill gorillas, or panda, or chimpanzees. There is no need for man to hunt animals for their hides, as man has other materials he can use- materials his science and technology developed for him. At least in the past, man needed to kill animals. And when he did, he would use every last scrap of it. Meat, fur, bones. All of it. It was a Necessity. But now man has his science and technology to furnish him, he has no need t use animals. Yet his still does. That’s an Unnecessity, and so by your standards, wrong. It is a complete waste to kill an animal for nothing other than its skin. Same for killing rhinos to grind their horns for aphrodisiacs. Medicine can do that. Mans morality has overtaken his morality’’

‘’Einstein’’

‘’Yes’’

‘’A clever man. We need more like him’’

‘’No we don’t’’

‘’Why?’’

‘’People are given what they need. Everything is given what it needs. Whether things choose to best use or waste what they are given, well, that’s up to them. That’s where your free will comes into it: people are given just what they need to get by comfortably. Nothing more. Nothing less. If a person chooses to squander their resources, then, in a perfect world, that would be their loss. But it’s not. People lie, cheat and steal. They go to war. They engage in subterfuge. They threaten, dominate, conquer, subjugate. The problems of the sentients are caused by their wasting of resources. That’s why your free will comes in. They are the cause of their own problems’’

‘’But that doesn’t mean we shouldn’t help them!’’

‘’We do help them! We provide them with food, water, energy, science and technology! We create and develop planets to support them. We give them complex ecosystems to furnish them with all the plants and animals they could ever need. We engineer their biologies to enable them to survive. We sustain an entire universe just so that they can exist! So don’t say we don’t do anything for them! Without us, they wouldn’t even exist! So don’t say we do nothing for them!’’

‘’But we can’t just then leave them alone, to their own devices!’’

‘’Why not? The animals seem to work just fine without our constant interference. So long as we keep Nature running, the animals- and plants for that matter- can be trusted to simply go about their business, eating, sleeping, breeding. They can be trusted on their own. But the sentients! Well! They can’t be trusted at all! They have larger brains and more complex souls, yet are stupider than every other animal’’

‘’But the sentients aren’t…what is it Man says? ‘Wild animals’?’’

‘’But man is the wildest of all the animals’’

‘’That’s not their fault’’

‘’Of course it is. You can’t give something free will and then remove its responsibility to its actions. Free will is responsibility’’

‘’Yes, but, as a higher power, we should be benevolent, and help them’’

‘’Not at all! As a higher power, we should direct them into the best path. We have the knowledge of eternity. We can tell them the best path to ‘peace and prosperity’’

‘’At least we agree on that’’

‘’Don’t take me for a pacifist. Ideals like pacifism are baseless. Same as morality. There can be no stance for or against something as there is nothing to be for or against. There is only Necessity. You can’t very oppose Necessity, because a) it’s inevitable, b) it’s unstoppable and c) there’s no point in challenging something which was preordained by something more powerful and scient that you are. Why oppose war, if war is necessary at the time for development? Why want to help others, if helping others isn’t in the plan for the moment? Why profound or denounce anything if that thing is serving its Necessary purpose? There’s no point. You remember King Canute?’’

‘’Yes. He thought, as ing of a mighty people, that he could command the tide to go back’’

‘’Wrong. Canute wanted to show his adulated people that he couldn’t command the tide, and got his feet wet. Same as the Japanese Emperor after World War Two. He told the Japanese: ‘I am not a god.’ We need more people like that‘’

‘’We need more people who will silently obey the system?’’

‘’Indeed. 

 If you can forecast rain you can ‘control’ it by ‘making it rain’ as a ‘wizard’

If you can forecast rain you can control people by telling them it will rain, and stopping them putting clothes out on the line’’

‘’But…if we have free will, then it’s up to us to choose’’

‘’And, by Augustine’s reasoning, God couldn’t exist, because evil would exist’’

‘’Unless…’’

‘’Unless God didn’t exist or unless evil didn’t exist’’

‘’And God must exist for the universe to exist…’’

‘’Ergo…’’

‘’Ergo evil doesn’t exist’’

‘’Bingo!’’

‘’But…the sentients have Notion of good and evil, and right and wrong’’

‘’G

‘’But even so, this angel, if such an angel did exist, would never allow himself to wilfully assume the role, and more importantly the function of God. It would be wrong, on so many levels. He’d he a pretender king, a holy fraud, an impostor, a liar to his faith, a threat to the very basis and structure of Heaven. It would be a disaster if such a thing as an angel impersonating God were allowed to happen!’’

‘’Even worse if people found out that it was his job to impersonate God’’

‘’That’s not the point. The point it, people work best when they only know what they need know, and nothing else. Knowledge isn’t power, it’s security. Security against attack, against blackmail, against upheaval. The role of this impersonator-God would be to appear as God when needed, as needed, and to keep quiet about it the rest of the time. Thinking about it, it’s a cushy job. A few hours work, every thousand years. A fine job, actually’’

‘’And knowing Heaven, such a job would exist, because ruling angels would engineer it so that the job would never arise in anyone else’s mind, for someone else to fill. The way I see it, all angels are essentially selfish. They seek to do as little as possible, as often as possible. If they can find a way out of the doldrums of work, they will find it. If they can’t find it, they will make it. Such a wonderful job as being God for a while every now and then is an excellent job, because no one can question it. You can’t question God, as He’s omnipotence and omniscient. He doesn’t make mistakes, and He can’t make mistakes. So: a job like that would have been created and would have been filled a long, long time ago, so someone had the rest of eternity sorted out. A nice retirement apckage, perhaps? For someone who had been in Heaven a long time? The longest time? I can think of only one angel who fits that bill?’’

‘’Praytell, and who might that be?’’

‘’Proel. Proel was the first angel in Heaven. Proel is the highest-ranking angel there is. Proel worked out how to control and manipulate the Universe. Proel structured Heaven and the angels. Proel directs our work. Proel is also nowhere to be seen. We are all taught the story of Proel organising Heaven, and for this we are eternally grateful, but since then we have heard little from him’’

‘’Well, he’s busy elsewhere’’

‘’Being God, maybe? The way I see, Proel can only be God’’

‘’But Proel was an angel’’

‘’Yes; the first angel. Before Proel, there was no-one in Heaven. How do we know he was the first in? He could have been there since Day One. He might not have entered Heaven; he might been there since Time Immemorial. If he was the first one, how are we to know he wasn’t there already? We only have Proel’s word that he was the first in. And think of Heavenly bureaucracy: ‘why stand when you can sit, why sit when you can lie’. It’s easier to be somewhere in the first place then to undertake the journey to arrive. Proel didn’t enter Heaven when he died as the first Homo sapien, he was there all the time. And what with Proel having had ample time alone in Heaven to work out how things work and how to make things work, He would have been the most powerful being in existence. See, being in control of Heaven and its mechanisms, he would have been the most powerful being in existence. Omnipotence isn’t being able to be everything; it’s being able to do more than anyone else. No one could rival Proel’s power, and so he would be, by default, omnipotence. And being omnipotent, being able to control the universe and its processes, Proel would also have learned so much about how things work that he would also become omniscient, since no one knew more than him. Therefore, simply by spending time in Heaven alone, Proel became all-powerful and all knowing. He became God.’’

‘’So you think Proel, an angel, was God?’’

‘’Well, what is angelic status? Being composed not of matter and motion, flesh bone, blood and sinew, but being composed of though and feeling, energy and essence. Being an angel is simply being made up of ether, quintessence. Anything that is made up of not-matter is angelic. God, being resident in Heaven, if thus technically and irrevocably angelic, since by residing in Heaven He must be composed of ether, or quintessence. God isn’t a being apart from angels, He’s simply a very, very powerful, sophisticated and complex angel. A black and dirty lump of coal is made from the same basic element as pure, clear diamond’’

‘’So we are angelic coal to Gods diamond?’’

‘’Yes. Angels and God are made of the same element, i.e. ether, it’s just that they are formed and arranged in different ways so as to be impressionistically different. And whilst coal is weak and breaks easily, diamond is strong and endures’’

‘’So you are thinking that God is an angel that has been made a different way to the other angels?’’

‘’Yes’’

‘’And Proel became made-a-different-way…how?’’

‘’Because he was in Heaven from the beginning?’’

‘’How? It doesn’t’ explain how Proel came about, if he isn’t the soul of the first sentient to die’’

‘’Well…if he was in Heaven from Day One…then he would have been created along with Heaven-‘’

‘’I can follow your logic’’

‘’-and if he had been created with Heaven, then…he must have been a part of Heaven…’’

‘’Which part?’’

‘’Well…ah! When clams get a piece of dust or some other irritant in the flesh of a clam, the clam covers that irritant piece with calcium, and thus over time forms a pearl’’

‘’Yes. Thank the Biological Innovations Department (Marine) for that’’

‘’Yes, but think of it this way: Heaven is the clam. The…um, irritant is Proel, forgive me, and Proel found his way into the flesh of the clam…some way, and Heaven detected this and as a natural process began to protect itself, from Proel un-divine intrusion, by…bombarding Proel with Heavenly energies-the calcium. However, by some virtue of his being, Proel was not destroyed by these energies, he took them on, and became…a perfect thing. A god’’

‘’So: God was formed when his earlier form entered Heaven. Heaven tried to destroy him automatically, but failed, and created…God?’’

‘’Yes. In effect.’’

‘’But you don’t explain how Proel found his way into Heaven, or how the energies of Heaven failed to destroy him, or how Proel became God’’

‘’Well…clams open to feed regularly, maybe every twelve hours or something. For Heaven, Heaven would have made itself accessible to…other domains, perhaps as a natural process. In this time, Proel was intaken, either by Heavens fault or Proel’s design-‘’

‘’But if, like clams, Heaven periodically opens, then how come Heaven hasn’t opened since Proel?’’

‘’Well, Heaven operates to a totally different timescale then we do. For man a century is a long time, for an angel a million years is a long time, but for Heaven…who knows? We still don’t know how old Heaven is. You probably can’t put a number on how old Heaven is, if indeed it can be understood numerically, or if ‘age’ is even applicable to Heaven. Like humans, we might be thinking to a grossly small scale. Humans think a billion years is a long time. But Heaven could be so old, that it’s ageless. Or Heaven could be hyperspheric, in that its future becomes its past, in a circular process. Heaven could even be immortal. But to answer your question, Heaven probably only opens every x-number of years, and we are only seeing the think edge of the wedge. The next ‘opening’ could be tomorrow, or it could be in a trillion years’’

‘’Okay, then. Heaven opens periodically. What purpose does this serve, and how are you going to prove it?’’

‘’Well, Heaven could open periodically as…a creation process. It opens to create a physical universe, and a God to go with it, and then opens again to destroy that world and create a new one’’

‘’Why? Why not stick with one universe, and one God?’’

‘’Well, look at this universe! It is full of problems, and error that can’t be rectified, and problems that in the long-term will end everything. I mean, the Hydrogen Audit Office didn’t allow for enough hydrogen in the Universe, and now the Universe hasn’t enough matter to hold it together, no matter how much dark matter we keep pumping in’’

‘’So Heavens keeps resetting itself to have another go at making a better universe?’’

‘’No resetting itself. Heaven doesn’t change. Only the Universe. And God’’

‘’And God?’’

‘’Yes. Every new incarnation of the Universe means a new God’’

‘’How’s that?’’

‘’As the old Universe is destroyed when Heaven reopens, so a new irritant is taken in, to become a new god’’

‘’Why not keep the old one?’’

‘’Because a new one might do a better job’’

‘’But surely a God would not allow Himself to be destroyed along with the Universe?’’

‘’Perhaps a truly effective God would, once He did a certain something, stumble upon some secret, some kind of capability, so that He could resist destruction. If He failed in this, He would be destroyed along with the Universe, and a new god would take His place’’

‘’But why would God be destroyed along with the Universe?’’

‘’God and all the angels exist as ether, just as the Universe exists as matter. But all matter is composed as atoms which is itself composed as energy, like ether. But, human scientists in particular, as you know, have got it wrong. Human science, like quantum physics, sees things comparatively in this way: space is like an ocean, and all the matter is bits and pieces floating in an around it. The depth of the water represents the differing dimensions, and the surface reflects the physical universe they see. As you get deeper into the water, which is space, physical forces change the nature of things. They see space as water, a universally same thing, and matter as the actual ‘stuff’. But they got it the wrong way wrong. See, the way it actually is is this: the universe is like water, yes, but matter isn’t literal bits of wood and things floating on and in the water. See, matter is actually more like little bubbles. Matter is actually nothingness. It’s a little bubble of emptiness. But humans see it the other way round. Galaxies form large bubbles, for instance, whilst a tree forms a tiny bubble. But matter isn’t a thing, it’s a no-thing. Now, think of the reopening of the universe as shaking a jar of water. What do you get? Lots of little bubbles moving around. Bubbles on the water, bubbles in the water. Big bubbles, little bubbles. Same with the universe. But when you shake the jar of water again, you get rid of the old bubbles and you get new bubbles, in a new arrangement.’’

‘’Ahh, I see. So the periodic reopening of the universe is shaking the jar, and where does God come into it?’’

‘’Well, God doesn’t really fit into that analogy. But angels would direct the bubbles, control their size and shape and direction et cetera, and God would preside over it all. Suggest improvements, use His superior power and knowledge to offer better ideas’’

‘’So when the Universe ends, then, God will, too?’’

‘’Yes, unless God achieves success enough to stumble across this…survival skill…that will let him avoid destruction. Then if a god survives one reopening, He will have to keep being efficient in order to keep surviving’’

‘’But God doesn’t exist’’

‘’But He does. Because Proel is God’’

‘’Or this actor-angel is God’’

‘’Ahh’’

‘’ ‘Ahh’ indeed. We have gone from one God to no Gods to two Gods. Which one would you like?’’

‘’Well, Proel-‘’

‘’The irritant in the clam’’

‘’-yes, Proel the irritant in the clam is the true God, and the actor-angel-‘’

‘’If he exists’’

‘’-the actor angel, if he exists, is the figurehead God’’

‘’What’s the difference?’’

‘’The True God is omnipotent and omniscient, and the figurehead God isn’t omnipotent or omniscient, but appears to reaffirm the faith, and thus efficient, of angels and sentients’’

‘’Kind of like a body double? For the millionaire who wants to throw the paparazzi off his tail?’’

‘’Yes, precisely’’

‘’Right. So one is the God who does the work, and the other is the one who draws away unwanted attention?’’

‘’Yes’’

‘’So there is, really, only one God?’’

‘’Yes, in the fullest sense of the word’’

 ‘’There are many gods’’

‘’You meant the polytheism opinion?’’

‘’No. Not that, even though it’s great for employment’’

‘’Employment?’’

‘’Well, having one god might be fine for Accounting. Less paperwork. But having many gods- being polytheistic- is much better for Angelic Resources. More gods means more paperwork, more paperwork means more work, more work means more angels. The More More More approach. More work means more resources needed, which is good for Resources. More angels needed means more work for Angelic Recruitment, which in itself is a vast departent’’

‘’A vast department?’’

‘’Well, as we advance the level of science and technology of the sentients, so we create more approaches for Angelic Recruiment to take to recruit’’

‘’Like what?’’

‘’Well, take Angelic Recruitment (Earth) as an example. In their Twentieth Century, we added Car Crash, Nuclear Holocaust, Coconut Impact and Radiation Induced Giant Insect, although I don’t think they got clearance for the last one yet. It’ll be fun though. More fun than simple Beheading and Decapitation, or Gentlemanly Duelling. Gives Recruitment a more creative outlet’’ 

‘’Oh’’

‘’So anyway, polytheism is good as an all-rounder, but Budget kept complaining, especially when draft proposals were submitted for new gods. I mean, gods for thunder and agriculture and the oceans are fine, but having gods for aviation, contact sports and telecommunications is just stupid. Pandering to the polytheists’’

‘’I know. That’s why polytheism was phased out, in favour of monotheism. I think it was called a ‘multilateral departmental streamlining’ in the memo’’

‘’
Nations rue. Now we’re all monotheistic, and soon we will be cut down even more, as I think we phase out theism altogether’’

‘’Why?’’

‘’Well, as science and technology are in place, we can move away from the spiritual and the religious and the mysterious. Science is a lot easier to mess with, and scientists are very, very easy to mess with. Besides, we’ve been slowly cutting down on the Religious Propagation and Redevelopment budget for years. Churches need a lot of effort you know, in masonry alone. Easier to build science labs.’’

‘’So we are going to move from religion to science, then?’’

‘’Oh, yes. It’s been in the works for a while. I think the Renaissance was a trial run. It was an unrivalled success, even though there are still bloody scientists who believe in God. We really do have to sort out astronomy and cosmology. Too many theists, there. Evolution is taking care of biological science, and atomics is sorting out pretty much everything else. Hopefully, we’ll have phased out organised religion by 2100’’

‘’All religion?’’

‘’Well, all the signs point that way. Religion has too many things that get in the way of our ‘Rational is Reality’ campaign. Religion raises questions we need to suppress’’

‘’Like what?’’

‘’Well, take prophets’’

‘’Prophets? Like Mohammed and Ezekiel?’’

‘’Precisely. Prophets can’t actually see into the future. They can only, as it were, read the playlist. They can’t tell you how good, or how bad, the performance will be, or exactly what time it will start, or how people will like it. They can only tell what will happen, not how, or when it will happen. And certainly not why it will happen’’

‘’And how does this help us?’’

‘’Well, back when religion was in vogue in Socio-Cultural Planning and Development, prophets and prophecy were a good way to verify religion. I mean, who but someone who has one-to-ones with God could see into the future accurately. Well, it worked, very well. But now, we are realising that having people seeing into the future and predicting events is rather too laborious. I mean, it’s easy enough to set up, but its takes a lot of work. And that’s what we hate. Easy work that takes a long time. So we phase out prophets. The Prophecy Fulfilment Special Branch spend their time arranging fulfilment of prophecies, and tick them off on their little lists. But prophecy is dodgy, because it is explained through the psychical, which we don’t want in science, because it means introducing a whole new concept to science, which already has certain problems rife within its layers’’

‘’So you fulfil the remaining prophecies-‘’

‘’Or wait until people forget about them-‘’

‘’And you don’t allow any more prophecies to be made?’’

‘’Yes. It’s easier all round, it means less work for Future Marketing and Planning, and it moves science away from the psychical’’

‘’I see. And what about…other religious phenomena. You can’t phase it all out’’

‘’Oh, we can. Reincarnation, stigmata, levitation, appearances of the Virgin Mary, healings, Lourdes, we can explain it all away, and leave science to follow the breadcrumb trail we leave for it’’

‘’How?’’

‘’Reincarnation: well, whilst Buddhism has a lot of support here, it still classifies as a religion, so we have to phase it out. But you can’t prove reincarnation, so that’s ok. We might just let that carry on. Make a committee to report on it. Stigmata, well, whilst the crucifixion-through-the-wrists- no- the-palms so-stigmatics-are-actually-wrong thing worked well enough, we might just leave it to its own devices. Levitation we will degrade to legend, and the myth, and ignore it. Appearances of religious figures, mass hysteria, delusion, Freud et cetera. I love psychology, it’s a wonderful get-out clause of…well, everything. Healings we attribute to coincidence. Same for Lourdes. Easy’’

‘’So, the plan is to lie, cheat and ignore our way through everything we don’t want to explain’’

‘’Yes.’’

‘’But that doesn’t actually involve us explaining it’’

‘’And that’s the glory of it’’

‘’But we have the resources to explain it, and the knowledge, and the skills’’

‘’Yes. But not the effort’’

‘’So even though we can, and even though no-one else can, we aren’t going to solve mysteries of the universe?’’

‘’No’’

‘’Even though that’s our function?’’

‘’Nope. Too much paperwork. Reports of how long it took, how long it could have taken with sufficient resources, how long it actually took compared to how long it could have taken if the proper resources had been made available, what resources should have been made available, what resources were made available, and on and and on and on. For every department’’

‘’But they should only make the job more fulfilling?’’

‘’Rubbish. They’ve been telling us that, ‘the harder a job is the more satisfying it is’, for millennia. I didn’t believe it during the last Ice Age and I won’t believe it now’’

‘’Why not?’’

‘’Because they only made up that stupid slogan to make us work during the crises over resource allocation, after some bonehead angel became confused over a billion-thousand-million and a billion-million-million, and gave foty percent less of everything to everyone. Sure, we cut back on energy expenditure, but cue four Ice Ages, milkless tea for all and reading by candlelight. What a farce! How difficult can it be, deciding what a billion is?’’

‘’A one with nine noughts’’

‘’Or is it a one with twelve noughts? Ahh! You see, that’s the problem between the British and American billions. You would have thought Numeric Systems Management would have worked out that one system is best for everyone, but then they outdo themselves, after inducing four Ice Ages and the four-day week, and institute the Imperial System! They were sent the orders for the metric system just like everyone else, but, being the responsible body, of course, they don’t do anything about it! We all make sure our systems are Metric- compatible, and we all get ready for the changeover and-wham! Everything goes ka-ka! We’re all using metric, dealing in metric, thinking in metric, operating in metric, and Numeric Systems Management are all still Imperial! And by the time we figure out where they went wrong (which we did by sacking their managers) the Imperial System has been used on Earth for fifty years and it’s too late to change it now, and…shambles. And then, probably the same idiot from Numerical Systems confuses tsp- tablespoons with tsp-ten square pounds, and causes a sugar and flour shortage, which indirectly results in the Irish Potato Famine, the Russian Revolution and organic farming! All over a simple misunderstanding! Some people really are stupid, and some stupid people really are amazing! Remember when we told Moses to part the Red Sea, and he headed for the Atlantic instead? How long did it take him to cross the Sahara? Ten years? ‘Yeah, try parting that!’ we said, as he just looked at the Atlantic and whined. Well, back again across the Sahara, lie about the forty years in the desert, part the Red Sea at last, escape, found Israel, blah blah blah. And the time we told Joan of Arc to lead France to glory, and she took her dog for a walk? By god, the look on the Seraphim’s faces! So many idiots throughout history! We tell that Indian chap to sit on a pillar for ten days, and he spends ten years up there! Just because, in our haste, we told him to say silent and reverent, but didn’t leave him a ladder! He spent ten years on a pole, simply because he didn’t dare open his mouth and ask for a ladder! Incredible! If only humans knew how many of their glorious endeavours and proudest moments were due to a communication breakdown on our part! They’d be crying forever!’’

’’Well, they still do pretty well, though, don’t they?’’

‘’I don’t know. Let’s look at the evidence: heir most notable personalities. Hitler, a dictator, Elvis, an entertainer, and Jesus, a joyriding half-deity? Of them, only Elvis is worth mentioning. Best achievements: faking a moon landing, naughty, naughty; the civil rights movement, they should have had them anyway; Woodstock, too many demons hiding out there, too little classical music. Most impressive musical works: anything by Beethoven, he was deaf, he just wrote down what some frustrated angel composer said; Bohemian Rhapsody, I’ll give you that one, and John Lennon’s Imagine, well, if he hadn’t written it in his underpants, we’d let that one slide. So you see, all in all, not that wonderful a species.’’

‘’Still, though, they’re better than some sentients’’

‘’Ahh, yes. The Betelgeuseans. Poor lot. Succumbed to war. The Corpus Majorans. Succumbed to fire, flood, tempest and terror. The Jaolokians. Succumed to disco. Poor lot. How many ‘intelligent’ species became extinct through stupidity?’’

‘’I think it’s correctly termed ‘catastrophe and cataclysm’ or ‘species socio-cultural degeneration’ I think the failure rate is eight in ten’’

‘’Eight in ten. Is that for carbon-based?’’

‘’Yes. Ten in ten for silicon-based’’

‘’I said a thousand times that silicon-based would never work, outside of science fiction. I said it again and again, and no-one listened’’

‘’You should have said it a little louder. You were alone at the time’’

‘’My solitude cannot be blamed for mass trans-galactic species extinction’’

‘’No. I think the official line is the increasing levels of radiation that are emitted by dying galaxies, or something like that. I think we’ve pegged Hawking to figure that out soon’’

‘’Still, exobiologists and the pro-ET life forum are bound to say that ‘life will find a way’. After all, the increases in UV radiation, for example, on Earth resulted in genetic mutation, species diversification, heightened evolution and much, much more. They’ll say that radiation on a galactic scale will have a similar effect’’

‘’Yes, well, it won’t matter. It’ll take billions of years for all sentient life to become extinct, and by then the sentients will have found each other anyway’’

‘’Hopefully. They’re not doing too well so far, are they? I mean, sentients arrive on Earth ten thousand years early, and are forgotten as myths and gods from the stars. So by the time humans get to their alien worlds, they’re long gone. Poor things. It will be such a disappointment for them’’

‘’But that’s the way it is supposed to happen’’

‘’Actually it’s not. The plan was for all species to develop at the same rate, meet up at the same time, unify into some wonderful Galactic Federation and live lives of peace, prosperity and bureaucratic ease. And by that time the Universe will have ended, and job done!’’

‘’And won’t that happen?’’

‘’No, unfortunately. It was all set up nice to do that. We had the species all arranged, all their technological and scientific developments nicely married to their social and political developments. And we started them off. But, things went wrong. Firstly, on one little planet in galaxy M33, there was ten millilitres of water too much in Primordial Soup Ground Zero, and life failed to evolve. Well, to say that, it didn’t fail, but it came out all wrong. Their genetic system came out too much like human DNA, and we couldn’t have that, because in the future it raises the chances of inter-species sexual communication. Cross-breeding. It would, however, have made our work much easier. If I had my way, all species on all planets in all galaxies would have DNA, A-T-C-G and we would make them blame it on freak chance, the hand of God, or both. So, once one planet in M33 was doomed to failure, someone in Management decided that, since the odds of M33 successfully competing with other galaxies for Life Formation was lessened, it would be unfair for M33 to carry on producing life. So it was decided to scrap any plans for galaxy M33 to develop life. The Life Development Project (M33) angels were relocated to other galaxy projects, the resources reallocated to something totally irrelevant to Life Formation and a committee was set up to decide what to do with M33. I mean, we designed all the galaxies to give rise to life, so a galaxy that would never have natural life…it was a problem. So the committee ummed and aahed and eventually, last year I think, the decision was made to destroy M33. I don’t know when they’ll begin. Or how they’ll do it, come to think of it. I must find out. It was so much easier to destroy galaxies before the sentients started played with astronomy. You would wipe out whole galactic clusters, and no one except lonely shepherds sitting bored, watching the skies would notice. You know the story of Peter and the Wolf? Well, interesting story about that. On one of the older sentient planets, there was actually a shepherd boy that noticed when we destroyed galaxy GJAF/793/UR93-F and he ran to his village and told everyone that a noticeable portion of the sky went dark. Everyone looked, no one saw anything, and told him to go back to his flock. So he did. Now, I think someone was playing games with him, or he was just a curious shepherd boy, but the boy saw us then destroy galaxy JIAS/GHS/IG3-3. So again, the shepherd boy ran to his village, told everyone that blah blah blah and again, no one believed him. But on the third night, we let the shepherd boy see us turn off galaxy GFHY/335/TR34-K for a while, and he told everyone. But this time, galaxies GJAF/793/UR93-F and JIAS/GHS/IG3-3 were turned back on. So there’s the shepherd boy, telling everyone that the sky has gone darker, and they all see a brighter heaven. Jolly good fun. It was during the galactic cutbacks. I forget how many galaxies we turned off. ‘Brushstrokes of Darkness’, someone called it.’

‘’That’s not the story of Peter and the Wolf I remember’’

‘’No, well. Who cares? Time changes things and things change time. And time plus things equals change, but we’ll leave that one. Someone on Earth put a wolf into the story, and made the astronomer-shepherd boy into a liar-shepherd boy. But anyway, as I was saying. Nowadays, if you as much as turn down the heat on a star by a degree or two, astronomers are frittering all over the place, pointing telescopes at it and telling everybody imaginable about it as loudly as possible! I mean, it’s only economy!’’

‘’Yes, but they don’t know that’’

‘’And they’re not supposed to know that! I’ve argued for centuries that man has known too much about too many things! We didn’t set up the universe as some damn Rubik cube for them to puzzle over. The universe is there for them to live in whilst they can’t be here’’

‘’So you would have them in Heaven and not in the Universe?’’

‘’Not necessarily. Once they’re here, we become responsible for them/. At least whilst they’re down there they are more manageable. Up here…well’’

’’So what would you have us do with them, with mankind’’

‘’And all sentients’’

‘’All sentients?’’

‘’Yes, man is only one example of what we call Perfect Marble. See, all sentient life starts out with a certain potential for growth, development and culture. This is based on that species genetic tendencies, its geophysical limits and capacity, and various other things that require intense design. We compare this to a block of marble. Different marble, different potential. Now, some sculptors sculpt and sculpt until they have something they’re happy with. Then they stop. Ok, fine. But some sculptors go on and on and on, hacking off piece after piece of marble. Until they hack too much off. The tip of a nose, for example. So that sculptor has to make the whole sculpture correspondingly smaller to hide the smaller-than-it-should-be nose. So the sculpture becomes smaller. But the final product is better. Now, the sentients are like this, in two ways. In one way, they work and work and work to become perfect, technically, culturally and developmentally, and end up becoming perfectionists and cutting off the tips of their noses. And so their culture must shrink to maintain perfection. The smaller, and simpler something is, the easier it is to control and maintain near perfection. That’s why circles and sphere are perfect. Now, also, differing angelic councils responsible for maintaining sentients work and work and work to get perfection for their subjects. They attempt to produce a sentient civilization that is technically, culturally and developmentally. But they end up becoming perfectionists and cutting off the tips of their noses. Sentients are a waste of time. We try and try and try to get them as close to angelic perfection as we can, yet they always end up messing up. Cutting the tips off their noses. Best to keep sentients, if we must keep them, small, simple and confined to their homeworld. If possible, confined to one island. Or one primordial puddle. Or one gene. Hmm, a monochemical civilization…there’s an idea’’

‘’So you want us to make life easier for ourselves by keeping our project load as small as possible?’’

‘’Precisely. You’re not as slow as they say’’

‘’As who say?’’

‘’Everyone’’ 

*  *  *

In which the angels talk about the beginning of the universe, and come to realise that, in fact, the Norse were right in their mythology, and that all good things must come to an end, eventually

‘’Have you ever wondered how the universe will end?’’

‘’Sometimes, though it’s a foregone conclusion that it will’’

‘’It definitely will?’’

‘’Of course. Nothing lasts forever. Not even Barbara Cartland’’

‘’When will the universe end?’’

‘’Oh, a long time yet. We’ve plenty of time. Not worrying about the end of the universe is one of the things that the sentients and we angels have in common. Sentients consider the end of the universe to be a purely hypothetical thing. Not an actuality’’

‘’How do you mean?’’

‘’Well, there are progressive stages in how sentients consider the end of the universe. Let’s take mankind. First, it comes to public attention by being the plot in a book. Then, it’s made into a TV series for BBC2 or Discovery. Then, thirdly, the newspapers start to talk about it. Fourth, people begin to talk about it. And fifth and finally, it enters public consciousness and is forgotten. Then is happens, but that’s different’’

‘’How far is mankind through this?’’

‘’Well, obviously mankind has been thinking about the end of the world for ages. The Book of Revelation and various mythologies talk about the end of the world, but usually in man-is-wicked-god-smites-him terms. Films like Deep Impact and Terminator and Dr. Strangelove brought the end of the world to TV and film. Newspapers, from The Times to the Daily Mail, have all mentioned the end of the world, usually by asteroid or eco catastrophe. So I think mankind is about at the fourth stage: people have heard of the end of the world, but they don’t really think about it yet as a reality. You can see it in the papers’’

‘’You mean all those asteroids?’’

‘’Yes. Every now and then an asteroids comes within a cat’s whisker of the earth. No one ever notices. If man knew quite how often he faced utter annihilation there’d be much more baby booms. Disasters come and go all the time. But no one really considers the end of the world as a reality. Except Lembit Opik’’

‘’Who’s he?’’

‘’British politician, for…somewhere or other. He’s head of a government task force to consider the threat posed to earth by asteroids. It’s like those ‘task forces’ that consider the aesthetic appeal of post boxes and the Milk Council and things. Of course, people like Arthur C Clarke and other science fiction types have been worrying about the end of the world for ages. Especially Clarke’’

‘’Well, he is getting on’’

‘’Science fiction types are usually the ones to listen to. They’re the only things that pass for prophets these days. Gone are the days when people had good, old-fashioned prophecies. Zechariah. John. Haid. They all had visions of the end, in a way’’

‘’ ‘In a way?’ ‘’

‘’Well, mankind often confuses the end of the world with the end of things…’’

‘’What do you mean?’’

‘’Think about this: would an Amazonian Indian be able to tell a basketball game from a football game?’’

‘’Probably not’’

‘’Definitely not. They’d see it, but wouldn’t know what it was. Same with visions of the end.  Prophets and prophetesses see the end of something and assume it to be The End’’

‘’So there’s more than one end?

‘’Well, man mistakes cycles and resets for The End’’

‘’What is The End, then?’’

‘’The End would be the destruction of the universe. But each cycle has an end, and man mistakes those for The End’’

‘’So…there’s going to be more than one end-of-the-world?’’

‘’Well, clarify first. There are lots of ways we can consider ‘the end’ ‘’

‘’Like what?’’

‘’Well…I can think of four. First, the destruction of all life on earth. One could consider the destruction of all living things on earth to be, The End of the World. However, I wouldn’t really consider this to be the end. Firstly, it wouldn’t be The End because there are plenty more habitable planets. Secondly, it’d take nothing short of the complete destruction of the planet to kill all its living things. There are oceans, caves, et cetera to eradicate. You simply couldn’t kill all life on a planet without destroying the planet- because even the survival of one bacterium would negate ‘the end.’ Third, Earth alone has undergone five major extinctions, and survived. You could wipe out all life on earth now but life would re-arise’’

‘’So ‘the end’ as destruction of all living things isn’t The End?’’

‘’Nope. Mass extinctions are common, anyway. Out with the old, in with the new, as they say’’

‘’Second ‘end?’’

‘’Secondly we have the extinction of all the sentient lifeforms on a planet. The thought goes that if you wipe out all the sentient life on a planet, then ‘the end’ has come to pass’’

‘’Is that a good form of ‘the end’?’’

‘’No. Firstly, pending the destruction of the planet, it’s unlikely. Second, many species have colonised planetary orbits, moons, other planets or live on spacecraft. And as we’ve seen, say for Mankind, despite war, drought, famine, natural disaster, disease and the Duke of Edinburgh, mankind as a species has actually flourished. And again, you only need one couple to repopulate the planet. And obviously, if all the sentients on a planet were destroyed, who’d be there to realise it was ‘the end’?’’

‘’So the extinction of all sentient life on a planet isn’t ‘the end’ either?’’

‘’Nope’’

‘’What are the others forms of ‘the end’?’’ 

‘’Well, the first two were biocentric: they considered ‘the end’ to be based on the destruction of life. The next two are physicentric: they are based on destruction of things, and make more sense’’

‘’So what are they?’’

‘’Well, the total physical destruction of a planet would result in ‘the end’ for that planet and its life forms, but not The End as only one planet is affected. And anyway, every planet will eventually be destroyed when their suns go nova anyway. S you can take the destruction as planets for granted anyway’’

‘’And the fourth?’’

‘’The fourth is The End. No one has made their mind up yet, not least the cosmologists, but the universe will come to an end. Nothing lasts forever, and something as obvious as a universe will be noticed if it lingers for too long. But again, in a usual demonstration, it hasn’t yet been decided how the universe will end. Creating a universe is like writing a comic strip, you see: you just keep adding instalments with only a vague plan in mind. You have to keep making tings up, and you know that one day the comic strip must end, but you need to wrap up loose ends and things. And then write a better strip’’

‘’But there must be some idea as to how the universe will end, surely?’’

‘’Well, there are a few ideas bouncing around. The Big Crunch, whereby the force of gravity eventually pulls the universe together into a big crunch was a mooted idea, but shortfalls with the gravity budget meant we had to scrap that idea. Then we considered letting the universe expand and expand and expand until no interaction was possible, due to the vast distances and timescales…that solves problems of killing off lifeforms and stars and things, because it would take millennia for light and heat to get to planets…but it wouldn’t explain why the universe would cease to exist. Just because the universe ends up static doesn’t suffice to explain why it would be destroyed. One idea we do like, though, is having black holes eventually eat everything, and then eat each other, until one super-super back hole swallows everything and then eats itself. It could invert, spew out everything, and boom!’’

‘’And ‘boom’?’’

‘’Start anther Big Bang. There’s a theory to go with it’’

‘’Which is?’’

‘’Well, it’s rather complex’’

‘’That never stopped you before’’

‘’Ok. Now, everything in the universe is either matter, energy or space, right?’’

‘’Yes’’

‘’Now, particles combine to form protons , neutrons and electrons which form elements which combine to form compounds. This is the matter. Now, energy is al the waves. Things like light, heat and radiation, without actual physical form. Space is neither, and is passive. Ok so far?’’

‘’Yes’’

‘’Now, in the early Twentieth Century scientists on Earth devised Quantum Theory (QT), which is kind of like the total opposite of classical physics. QT states that a particle can be in two places or be two things at once, that nothing is definite, and that things can become other things, or cease to exist for a whole. It’s a very interesting theory, and makes me laugh’’

‘’Ok…there is matter and energy, and quantum theory says that things can be in two places at once or be two things’’

‘’Right. Science has never explained, though, what time is. Time is obvious and evident, but  man doesn’t know what it is. It simply exists to stop everything happened at once. Kind of like a traffic cop for the rush hour of the universe. Now, particle physicists are busily finding particles for everything. Gravitons for gravity, et cetera. Not all ‘things’ have a particle. Most things are made up of different combinations of particles. But none of the sentients have found the particle for time.’

‘’There is a particle for time?’’

‘’Yes. It’s called a temperon. But unlike many particles, it is both matter and energy, a la quantum theory’’

‘’How can it be matter and energy?’’

‘’Well, if you think of the matter as a mug, and the energy as hot tea, then the temperon is like a combination of the two. And as it ‘creates’ time around it, it can simultaneously exist as both. Now, the temperon obeys the same laws of physics as other particles. It is attracted by gravity. Stars, moons and planets attract temperons. That’s why time goes faster on earth than it does in space: the higher gravity on earth attracts more temperons. If you take two perfectly-synchronised nuclear clocks and take one to the bottom of the Mediterranean and one to the top of Mauna Loa, the Mauna Loa clock will tick faster. That’s why time is slower in space. The lack of matter means that temperons are less dense, and the prevalence of time less so.’’

‘’So, time is based on the presence of these temperons, and where there are more temperons time goes faster?’’

‘’Yes’’

‘’But if there’s less temperons and thus less time in space, why does it take eight minutes for light to get from the Sun to Earth?’’

‘’Well temperons are attracted to gravitational sources, like stars and planets. In a solar system, most temperons are attracted to the star, then the larger planets, then the smaller planets, moons and asteroids. So the closer you get to stars or planets, the more temperons there are—‘’

‘’— And the more temperons there are, the more time there is.’’

‘’Exactly. Each temperon is like a little transmitting-station for time. But each temperon has two parts. The first part is its matter part, and it the temperon. The second part is the energy part, and it’s called the chronoton. The chronoton resonates in the temperon and it’s ‘ripples’ cause time’’

‘’So temperons and the chronotons inside radiate energy causing what we perceive as time’’

‘’Well, the space-time continuum’’

‘’And what does this have to do with the end of the universe?’’

‘’Well, at the point of the Big Bang, all matter and energy were created at an instant. Everything. Boom! Now, you had a vast density of temperons in a tiny area of space. Time went very, very fast. However, as, ahem, time went on, and the universe grew larger and larger, the temperons became less spread out. The universe began to settle, too. But time was still faster than it is today. Galaxies and stars and planets formed a lot faster than they do today. This is why the galaxies in the universe as ‘so highly developed given the age of our universe.’ ‘’

‘’So time has been slowing down since the Big Bang’’

‘’Oh yes, and it still is. Of course, it’s slowing down slower today, but it is slowing down. Light is, too. A chap named Joao Magueijo found that out. Light is slowing down, and so is time. It makes sense, really: things also travel faster at the moment of an explosion than they do after an explosion. The Big Bang was quite an explosion, you know. But into the future, as the universe continues to expand, time will get ever-slower’’

‘’I still don’t see what this has to do with The End’’

‘’Well, imagine if it took an hour for the brain to tell your muscles to react. Imagine if it took a month to digest a banana. Imagine if it took a year to pump blood through the heart. Life would stop! Planets would grow cold and dismal. It would be terrible. Teenagers would exist for longer!’’

‘’But wouldn’t things slow down with time?’’

‘’Yes, but the conditions of those things wouldn’t change with time. Life in the universe at the moment is still very young. It is adapted to this rate of time. Human biology is used to it taking a second to pump blood. If time slows down, then evolution must react: but evolution if governed by the passage of time. All the life now, or at least most of it, would be unable to cope. And become extinct. The reign of the dinosaurs passed quite quickly. Mankind’s time passed slower. The next dominant species will be even slower’’

‘’So as time slows down all life today will be killed off?’’

‘’Yes. But that’s not the real End by temperons and time. New species and forms of life will evolve. But the problem will be supertime’’

‘’What’s that?’’

‘’Black holes are to the universe what plugholes are to baths. Black holes suck things in. They drain the universe. Black holes are not fussy eaters and their appetite is voracious. A lot of black holes are dormant, sleeping. Others are active, and gorging. Now, the dense gravity of black holes attracts things, including temperons. Time goes faster the closer towards or deeper into a black hole you go: the higher density of temperons black holes create speed up time.  Into the future, black holes will suck up more and more temperons. As a result, the universe will go slower, but black holes will go faster’’

‘’So black holes will, by gravity, attract temperons. This will increase temperon density and thus speed up the passage of time. With less temperons in the universe, the universe will slow down…to a sub-snail pace. And black holes will go faster and faster?’’

‘’Yes. Then apply E=mc2’’

‘’Energy equals mass times the speed of light square. The more matter there is the higher the potential of energy. So what?’’

‘’As time speeds up, photons and thus light will have no choice…?’’

‘’…But to go faster! With a high density of temperons, time will speed up. The speed of light will also thus increase! The speed of light increases in black holes!’’

‘’Ironically yes. Now, recall E=mc2’’

‘’Um…black holes attract mass…and increase the speed of light…’’

‘’So…?’’

‘’The combination of mass and increasing speed of light will make black holes…super energetic’’

‘’Well, the energy potential of black holes increases. The universe will have slower time and slower speed of lights, and its energy will fall. Into the far future, in the universe, a uranium bomb could be no more powerful than a firework is today. But keep thinking about black holes’’

‘’Well…black holes will collect more and more matter…into a smaller space…and when you get a high density of matter into a small space…you get reaction…’’

‘’More precisely, you’ll have a vast amount of mass- like a huge stack of dynamite, and a very high speed of light- like an eager fuse. Combine the two, and…?’’

‘’You’re going to have an explosion.’’

‘’Yes! Depending on the size of the black hole, each one will at some point intake so much mass and have such a high speed of light that they will achieve fusion and reaction and explode! Boom!’’

‘’There seem to be a lot of ‘booms’ in your cosmology’’

‘’Yes, well, it’s a fun word to use. Now, when one black hole goes, it’ll throw out its energy, which will be taken in by other black holes. Then, like big fish eating small fish, black holes will replace the universe steadily, until there is only one, final black hole. This one black hole will contain all the matter of the entire universe, and have a vast energy potential due to its immensely high speed of light. And, again, this black hole will go…’’

‘’Boom’’

‘’Or rather, BOOM!’’

‘’Wow.’’

‘’Wow indeed. Black holes will eventually eat everything in the universe, and then eat each other’’

‘’And that’d be the end of the universe’’

‘’Well, The End. Yes.’’

A pause.

‘’Then what?’’

‘’Then what what?’’

‘’What happens after the last black hole goes boom?’’

‘’What would you call the most powerful explosion in the universe?’’

‘‘The Big Bang’’

‘’Indeedy’’

‘’Wait a minute! So…when the last black hole eats all the matter and energy and space, it’d blow up…and that’s be the Big Bang all over again!’’

‘’Yes. Hence all the cosmogonies and mythologies about snakes eating their tails. Each universe is born out of the ingestion and, ah, expulsion of the last. The universe is eternal and self-sustaining. It is born, expands, contracts, dies, and is born again. Over and over again’’

‘’Wow…’’

‘’Simple. Nothing lasts forever, as I said. And each act of creation must be followed by an act of destruction, and each act of destruction must be followed by an action of creation’’

‘’So the Oscillating Universe Theory is right!’’

‘’Well, the universe is created and destroyed and created and destroyed ad infinitum, yes, so…’’

‘’So what started it off, then? If it’s eternal and self-sustaining?’’

‘’The word is autopoeitic: ‘self-making’

‘’Remember when the universe was first created? And nothing worked? It was worse than Disneyland. There we all were, all the angels, all fired up, jubilant, awaiting the momentous Creation of a New Universe. God presses the button and what do we get? Nothing for a moment. And then: BOOOM! A big bang. Damn nearly deafened us all. Everything went ka-ka in an instant, and all our best laid plans went flying at the speed of light in all directions. I can remember everyone just watching in shock and horror as everything, essentially, melted, into one huge super-cosmic plasma. Then, about ten seconds into it, the engineers suddenly stepped up a gear, and started pressing buttons and flicking switches to turn everything off. Of course, by then it was too late. The wonderful New Universe had successfully failed, the power exchange was such that it couldn’t be turned off, and now we were left with a universe that, without our immediate and sustained efforts, would go Hindenberg, blow up, and take half of Heaven with it! Well, the engineers soon managed to slow things down a bit, but there was still a massive excess of energy in the universe. And of course, as a safety measure, we had designed the universe so that energy couldn’t be taken out. So we had to constantly spin plates and juggle hand grenades to stop the thing from imploding. I tell you, talk about a fiasco’’

‘’But we’ve made the best of a bad situation. I mean, the Golden Age plans for the universe might not have worked, but at least we still have a more or less functional universe’’

‘’ ‘More or less functional’! Are you serious? Have you taken a look at the universe lately? Parents give children names like ‘Ranger’ and ‘Phoenix.’ Supermarkets sell roast beef chips ‘suitable for vegetarians,’ Free Willy had more than one sequel: let me tell you, mate: the universe is not ‘more or less functional’! It’s a cock-up on the scale of the Anzio, Millennium Dome, the Vietnam War and organised religion combined! I tell you, when you’ve been spinning plates and juggling hand grenades as long as I have, you’ll slowly but surely come to realise that, in fact, the universe is one total, utter cock-up. Right?’’

‘’Well…

‘’At least there’s one redeeming factor in this particular dysfunctionality’’

‘’Which is?’’

‘’After all the knocks and tumbles, and panics and mass hysterias, and after all the worry and stress, we can sit back at the end of each day and rest assured that the next time you open your eyes, the universe will be one step closer to its End’’

‘’Why?’’

‘’In a universe whose origin lies in an unidentified technical error, there aren’t many hard-and-fast rules. There aren’t really any solid, definite, immutable laws, closed to interpretation. There’s only a few real rules. The most important one, the one rule that gives every cynical being like me a little glimmer of satisfaction at the end of each day, is that: ‘All good things must come to an end’ Know that and you’re never be sorry for anything’’

‘’But you said this universe was a cock-up’

‘’And it is’’

‘’Then why is it one of those ‘good things’ that must ‘come to an end’?’’

‘’Ahh, that’s the one thing that means we have to work in this life. See, the rule goes, ‘All good things must come to an end’, right?’’

‘’Right’’

‘’So if we want this universe to come to an end, then we’ve got to make sure that, for at least fifty-one percent of the time, the universe is a good thing, right? It’s like bounty hunters. They have to have at least fifty-one percent of the target to claim the bounty’

‘’Right…’’

‘’So as long as we maintain some partiality of goodness, order and purpose in the universe, then we can go to bed every night, knowing that some day the universe will come to its own peaceful, natural end’’

‘’But how do you know if it’s a good? How can you tell?’’

‘’Ahh, remember I said that there is no good or evil?’’

‘’Yes: no good or evil, no right or wrong, no black or white.’’

‘’Right. Well, there is no good or evil, but there is in all things Transience’’

‘’Transience?’’

‘’Yeah. By itself, nothing is anything. By itself, a defender isn’t anything. By himself, a coach isn’t anything. By himself, a manager isn’t anything. You’ve got to have these things together to make ‘some thing.’ A manager can’t be a manager by himself- he’s got nothing to manage. Same as the coach not having anything to coach, and the defender not having anything to defend. By themselves, nothing in the universe is anything. It’s like solo synchronised swimming: it makes no bloody sense. Everything has to have something else as its backboard, to make it a ‘some thing.’ So nothing in the universe is anything by itself: it’s all cumulative: everything leaning on everything else for support’’

‘’So nothing has any independent existence, because everything supports everything else?’’

‘’That’s right. It’s like constantly robbing Peter to pay Paul to rob Peter to pay Paul, on and on. It’s how teepees work- all the sticks lean on each other’’

‘’But what does that have to do with the universe being good?’’

‘’Well, good arises when evil subsides. I mean, a war can’t go on forever, and when then war’s over, everything balances out when good comes back. Right?’’

‘’No’’

‘’You know about isostatic change?’’

‘’No, never heard of it’’

‘’Well, during the Ice Ages, massive great sheets of ice, called glaciers, came down from the North Pole and covered all of North America, Europe and Russia, right. Now, all this frozen water, covering millions of square miles, weighed a lot. An awful lot; in fact, it weighed so much that the actual earth, the continental plates, were pushed down. So you had all of North America, Europe and Russia, under millions of tonnes of ice, and the land was being pushed down’’

‘’So the ice was so heavy that it pushed the continental plates down.’’

‘’Right. Now, when the Ice Ages came to an end, the ice began to melt, and the glaciers began to recede north, taking the weight off the land’’

‘’So the land would rise up again?’’

‘’That’s right. Without these millions of tonnes of ice on top of ‘em, the continental plates began to slowly rise up again. Slowly because it’s all rock, which doesn’t tend to move fast. And so, evern tens of thousands of years after the ice age ended, the continental plates of North America, Europe and Russia are rising where the ice has receded. And geologists call this: isostatic change’’

‘’Well, that makes sense. But what does it have to do with good in the universe?’’

‘’Argh! You’ve not thinking outside the box! Think of all that ice as evil, right? Covers the world, weighs it down. Then it recedes. The evil backs off. And the world, relieved, rises up again. Now, that ‘rising up again’ is goodness. Get it?’’

‘’So, evil comes into prominence, has its limelight, and then fades away, and good steps into its place, gradually’’

‘’Precisely. Good and evil, like all other things, are transient. They shift in prominence. One rules the roost for a while, and then the other has its turn. It’s like a see-saw. One’s up in the air whilst the other is down on the ground keeping him there. And, just like a see-saw, you can only keep yourself in the air for a while, before the other rises up as well, pushing you down’’

‘’So good and evil are locked in a struggle against each other, one always trying to overcome the other?’’

‘’Don’t go all Dantesque on me. It’s not that good and evil, or any other things, are ‘locked in eternal struggle with each other.’ It’s just that all things are naturally forcing themselves against each other, and for a little while, one has dominance, then loses it to the other. It goes backwards and forwards, backwards and forwards.  Like a tug of war. In a tug of war, if you suddenly slacken your end of the rope, you can take advantage of the other teams surpise. If you let go, then fly back, and you pull even harder, right?’’

‘’Right’’

‘’My, I am coming out with some bloody good metaphors today, aren’t I? Isostatic change, see-saws, tug of wars?’’

‘’Yeah, and I get what you’re saying. But I still don’t get how the universe becomes good or evil depending on that’’

‘’Well, ahh… say one of those god-awful statisticians was doing a survey in a playground. He was watching two children on a seesaw. Using a stopwatch, he measured how often Child A was in the air, compared to Child B. Now, after, say, an hour, he takes his data, plots it all on a graph, does whatever he has to do. Now, let’s say that, for purposes of argument, both Child A and Child B weigh exactly the same, and have exactly the same strength. With these factors, we can suppose that both children were in the air for fifty percent of the time. Right?’’

‘’Right…’’

‘’Now, if we say that Child A is good, and Child B is evil, and that the seesaw is representative of  the universe,  then using this data we can say that for fifty-percent of its life, the universe is evil. Ok?’’

‘’Yeah, but if the two children represent good and evil, then they wouldn’t be exactly the same. They wouldn’t be in balance. And the seesaw, as the universe, could have faults that make one side of the seesaw more favourable than the other’’

‘’Not necessarily. Good and evil, as I said, aren’t actual ‘things’ on their own. They’re simply roles played by matter as needed. When the Big Bang went off, it set the order of play for all the matter in the universe. What is was to become in the future. Now, let’s say that because of the Big Bang, the sentient civilizations were to start off being good to each other. Now, say they run at ninety-percent good for a thousand years. If you remember isostatic change, that ninety-percent good must be reversely represented when evil comes to replace it. Not to say that you’d then get ninety-percent evil for a thousand years. The universe isn’t that neat. Even as good and evil shift around, so does everything else. The weather and climate are changing, and they can bring about, say, a decade of drought, which encourages war, and thus evil. When everything is leaning on everything else, everything is the product of everything else. So the prevalence of good and evil, isn’t just based on the lineage of good and evil. It’s derived from everything else, as well’’

‘’So good and evil exist in turn, as a product of everything else. Evil comes about, encouraged or counteracted by everything else, and the good comes about to replace it, for a while?’’

‘’Yes.’’

‘’But then how do we make sure that the universe is good fifty-one percent of the time?’’

‘’Well, we could make everything good. But only for a while. Everything has to have its opposite sooner or later. We could have a billion years of peace and prosperity, but at some point, we’d have to have a billion years of war and suffering. And remember, it’s not as cut and dried as ‘for half the time it’s good, and for half the time it’s bad.’ It’s not as simple as that. You could have a million years of evil, then only a century of good, followed by a million mediocre years’’

‘’So the levels of good and evil aren’t constant?’’

‘’No, not at all. How could there be a constant balance of good and evil if everything else is changing all the time? And especially if good and evil don’t actually exist!’’

‘’Wait a minute- if they don’t exist, then why are we having this conversation?’’

‘’Well, that’s a bit more complicated’’

‘’Ok’’

‘’Well…as I said: good and evil are simply generic names for certain patterns of events that sentients cannot morally accept’’

‘’Patterns of events? Like wars?’’

‘’Yes. The universe would see the, um, ‘war pattern’ as a Necessity. However, the gloriously wise sentients would see the ‘war pattern’ as evil. Unless they belong to the government of a ‘Democratic Republic of…’ nation.’’

‘’But no pattern is in itself good or evil’’

‘’No. The patterns are just like books. The people and events in the book might be considered ‘evil’, but it doesn’t make the book evil. Same with the universe: the things in the universe might be considered evil, but it doesn’t make the universe evil. And it doesn’t make we angels’ evil for allowing it. You don’t condemn an author for writing an evil book’’

‘’They did with the Marquis de Sade. And Salman Rushdie’’

‘’Yes, but that was because the people of de Sade’s time were all ultra-prudish and because religion often interferes more than it ought. I wish people would be more tolerant. People cause so much less trouble when they’re tolerant’’

‘’But back to good and evil…’’

‘’Ah, right. The universe isn’t good or evil in itself. Sentient thought just perceives it as such’’

‘’But how does this make the universe good?’’

‘’Well, I had to make this more complicated again’’

‘’I thought as much’’

‘’See, the original quote was ‘All good things must come to an end’, right?’’

‘’You’re having trouble answering this aren’t you?’’

‘’I’m having trouble knowing where to begin explaining it’

‘’Well, the problem is that there’s no actual good or evil. Therefore, there are no ‘good things’ to come to an end. But we can’t have the quote as ‘All things must come to an end’ ’‘

‘’Why not?’’

‘’Well, it’s rhetoric. Obviously all things must come to an end. Anyone can tell you that. That’s why we don’t use Shirley Bassey for ambient background music: ‘Diamonds are forever.’ Nonsense’’

‘’Good song, though’’

‘’Well, it’s Bond. James Bond, no less’’

‘’Well, obviously everything in the universe isn’t forever-‘’

‘’Nothing anywhere is forever’’

‘’Well, heaven is’’

‘’Not really. Nothing lasts forever. Not the universe. Not God. Not even Barbara Cartland. Everything has its end’’

‘’But God is forever’’

‘’Not at all!’’

‘’But of course God is! That which has no beginning can have no end!’’

‘’That which has no beginning can’t exist. If you never began you can’t very well finish, now, can you?’’

‘’But God is self-existent. He has always existed. He always will’’

‘’Nonsense. If He’s self-existent, then where did He come from?’’

‘’Well…He’s God. He didn’t come from anywhere’’

‘’If He came from nowhere then He must be a no-thing’’

‘’No, I mean He doesn’t have any origin-in-fact because He is God and thus has always existed. And always will’’

‘’So where does He come from?’’

‘’He didn’t come from anywhere. Everything came from Him’’

‘’Ok. But where did He come from?’’

‘’I said! He didn’t ‘come from’ anything!’’

‘’How can something come from nothing? Especially something as powerful as God?’’

‘’God is The Creator! The Creator creates! He wasn’t created!’’

‘’So where did He come from? Who gave Him the power to create? Who gave Him the idea to create?’’

‘’He’s God! He gave Himself the power to create! And He’s omniscient! He knows everything that is, was, or could be’’

‘’So God has always existed because He is omnipotent and omscient’’

‘’Yes!’’

‘’So did He use His omnipotence to bring Himself into being then?’’

‘’No! Omnipotence and omniscience

 (I can’t answer this question about the universe being ‘good’!!)

‘’ ‘It was not for its own purposes that creation had frustration imposed on it, but for the purposes of him who imposed it’ ‘’

‘’New Testament, Romans 8:20’’

‘’Yes. Do you know the next verse?’’

‘’ ‘-With the intention that the whole creation itself might be freed from its slavery to corruption and brought into the same glorious freedom as the children of God’ ‘’

‘’Very optimistic. Very rose-tinted, too, I must say. It was a bit of propaganda we put into popular literature to make up for pitfalls of the universe’s design as perceived by man. Also, it was ill-fated as no one noticed that it inferred the living nature of the universe’’

‘’What?’’

‘’ ‘It was not for its own purposes that creation…’ runs the verse. It said that creation has ‘its own purposes.’ No one was supposed to know about that’’

‘’About what?’’

‘’About the universe being alive’’

‘’Is it?’’

‘’Yes’’

‘’It is!’’

‘’Yes. The universe is a living thing, as the King of Iarchus said to Apollonius of Tyana’’

‘’But…how can the universe be a living thing?  I mean…’’

‘’Do you know how the universe is structured and arranged’’

‘’Only basically’’

‘’Go on then’’

‘’Well…the universe has finite yet expanding spatial dimensions. The universe is a multi-layered composition of differing dimensions. The force of time exists to separate and mediate between conflicting operational elements within the universe. Elemental particles and their associated sub-particles make up matter. Matter is ordered and commanded by physical and chemical forces. Energy exists as waves and patterns within their relevant dimensions. The universe has a common design based on the prevalence of such things as orbital components around central hubs, geometric expansion, spider web patterns, tetrahedral designs and physical laws. The universe physically consists of galactic clusters of galaxies. A galaxy is a stellar construction of billions of stars. Each star supports a solar system of solid and gaseous planets. Asteroids and comets orbit stars also although can be free-floating. Plants often have moons. Dependant upon gravity a planet or moon may have an atmosphere. Moons orbit planets and planets orbit stars in elliptical paths. Nebulae are large gas clouds in space…’’

‘’Ok, ok, that’s enough. You get one point for each’’

‘’That’s basically it, well, most of it’’

‘’Yes, yes, you could go on for ages talking about the universe. But the point is, the universe is alive’

‘’How is it alive?’’

‘’The universe is organic’’

‘’Organic?’’

‘’Yes’’

‘’You mean it contains carbon?’’

‘’Well of course it contains carbon. But the word, ‘organic’, means ‘composed of repeating elements.’ The universe is composed of repeating elements that constitute its organicity‘’

‘’What sort of repeating elements?’’

‘’Atoms. Stars. Galaxies. They are the cells and tissues of the universe. They exchange matter and energy between themselves. They radiate energy. Stars create energy. Black holes eat it up. Nebulae breed new stars as old ones die. The universe is a living, dynamic lifeform’’

‘’But what sort of living thing is it? I mean—‘

‘’—You mean, ‘what analogy can I find?’ It is a weird concept. Look at it this way: everything is alive. Everything. People assume only plants, animals and microbes are alive. No so. Everything is alive. The universe is simply a self-contained autopoietic life form. It exists within its own membrane and it is mortal’’

‘’But it doesn’t move or breed or eat’’

‘’A living thing doesn’t have to be a biological thing. Biology is one form of life. The universe doesn’t move because it can create its own existence. And as for not eating, think of it like this: if you leave a glass of orange juice on the table for about four weeks, it’ll be covered in mould. The mould colonises the orange and uses it to grow. Similarly, the universe simply is given all the matter and energy it needs, and grows with it. It grows to maximum, optimum size, lives as long as it can, then dies. All things die, you see’’

‘’Not everything dies’’

‘’Everything dies. Death is the change from one form of being to another. ‘Body to body, ashes to ashes’ et cetera. When creatures die their souls transfer to new bodies. The creature dies because the soul has left. The mind goes off to the afterlife; you can’t destroy sentience, you see. Nothing is ever killed, or destroyed. Things just change into something else. I mean, when ice melts, it dies— it’s not ice anymore, it’s water. It has changed into something else. Lions die and rot into something else. Then, goes the cliché, that death gives life. Death is simply the change from one state to another. And all things can change’’

‘’But that doesn’t apply to God’’

‘’Of course it does. He’s in this the same as we are. If God were to become something else, ‘God’ as we know Him would die. Because He wouldn’t be God anymore— He would have died. All things dies, because all things can change’’

‘’Isn’t that borrowing from Aquinas: things made of parts are component, and can be broken down and thus die. But things that are substance, with no components, cannot be broken down and thus cannot die’’

‘’Yes, it’s something like that. Aquinas, though, felt that God was substance and couldn’t thus die. He was half right. See, to the things of a lesser existence, God is perfect. Lesser craftsmen recognise the work of superior craftsmen as perfect— whilst a craftsmen of greater skill would recognise certain flaws in the ‘perfect’ work that the lesser craftsman didn’t’’

‘’So God isn’t perfect, and it’s just that we can’t see the flaws’’

‘’Precisely. God has flaws, but they’re not flaws as in errors or defects or blemishes. All things have potential for growth and development: God, too. God has capacity for development and growth beyond what He is. I mean, you can’t be omnipotent and omniscient without recognising and being able to respond to your own developmental needs’’

‘’So God can die…but only in that He would develop to something more’’

‘’Yes. Something more than we could recognise, understand, or even comprehend’’

‘’But…if you say that God can die, then you imply He’s mortal—‘’

‘’— I don’t imply He’s mortal: He is. The word we use for things that can die is ‘mortal’ ‘’

‘’But ‘mortal’ applies to things with bodies that can die. God doesn’t have a body’’

‘’And hamburgers don’t contain ham, but…touché’’

‘’Can God really be mortal, though, without a body?’’

’If God can die, then we technically describe Him as mortal. I know that the word ‘mortal’ is most usually used to describe earthly, corporeal things, but mortal basically means that which can die. See, when lexicographers were defining these words, they didn’t believe that a non-corporeal and unearthly God could be mortal. People assumed that only earthly things could die, so ‘able to die’ and ‘mortal’ were thought of as bedfellows. It made sense…except that they don’t have the benefit of my wisdom’’

‘’Ha ha, your ‘wisdom’. You always seem very sure of yourself’’

‘’Well, if I can’t be sure of myself, who can?’’

‘’Well, getting back to your ‘wisdom,’ we said: death is a change from one state to another; all things can develop to better forms; this development is expressed as a change in form. Now, God can develop also; so if God changes form, He will have died, right?’’

‘’Bingo. God can change, so will die once His development passes the Omega Point’’

‘’The Omega Point?’ ‘’

‘’The Omega Point: the point at which a thing exhausts the capacity of its environment to develop itself. It’s a combination of the development needs of the individual and the capacity of the environment to meet those needs’’

‘’I don’t understand’’

‘’Well, take a plant pot. Say a new seedling is a new soul, born into a new world. As the plant grows, it develops. It keeps growing and growing, until eventually the plant is too large for the pot, the roots stick out, et cetera. So the seedling needs to be re-potted. Same for all things, be it souls or gods. Once the thing exhausts the potential of its environment- the universe or heaven- to develop it needs be re-potted in a bigger pot’’

‘’And that ‘bigger pot’ is another realm of existence? Like, being re-potted from the universe to heaven’’

‘’Right. All existence is simply about re-potting things as they grow too big’’

‘’So who re-pots God?’’

‘’Why, the gardener’’

‘’And who is God’s gardener?’’

‘’Well, that all depends on which God you’re talking about’’

‘’But the universe isn’t a thinking thing. All living things are thinking things. A living thing on the scale and complexity of the universe must be…super-intelligent’’

‘’Yes, well, it is. 

??? Hmm…

RELIGION

‘’Did you ever hear the expression, ‘Power tends to corrupt, and absolute power tends to corrupt absolutely’?‘’

‘’Yes. A quote by Baron John Emerich Acton. Almost a cliché amongst quotes’’ 

‘’True. There are actually lots of über-quotes based on it. I rather prefer the notion that power attracts evil people. It makes much more sense. Seeing that there’s no such thing as evil’’

‘’You can go to Hell for that!’’

‘’What; evil?’’

‘’No; blasphemy’’

‘’What blasphemy?’’

‘’Saying that there’s no evil! That’s pure blasphemy’’

‘’What’s blasphemy but a wonderful substitute for a heavenly Official Secrets Act? Blasphemy has kept the sentients in order- more or less- for centuries. Blasphemy is simply a prerogative to compliance’’

‘’Blasphemy protects universal truths!’’

‘’Like what?’’

‘’Well, don’t question God—‘’

‘’Why not? What’s wrong with questioning things? Surely that’s why we have minds to think?’’

‘’Yes, but you don’t question God in the same way that you don’t question your parents’’

‘’Ha ha, that’s very Sunday School. ‘You don’t question God in the same way that you don’t question your parents.’ Very good. But wrong. God isn’t a parent, and you should question everything— especially God’’

‘’But you can’t question God!’’

‘’Of course you can: is God good?’’

‘’Yes’’

‘’Then why do bad things happen?’’

‘’Because He gave us fr—‘’

‘’Don’t say it: free will, choice, yadda yadda. Ignore that. Religion creates blasphemies, not God. God couldn’t care less what people said. Do politicians care what people say about them? No, except around elections. But God has no elections, so doesn’t worry.’’

‘’That doesn’t give us an excuse to say what we want!’’

‘’Of course it does. If you can’t say what you want, what can you say?’’

‘’What you’re told—‘’

‘’—Which is a prerequisite for dictatorship, and tyranny, and oppression of will, and suppression of thought. Terrible things’’

‘’But blasphemy keeps true religious creed’’

‘’All things made by man are fallible. Religion was made by man and is therefore fallible’’

‘’Religion comes from God!’’

‘’Nonsense. The more I look at the world, the more I recognise that God has nothing to do with it. And the more I look at religion, the more I look away’’

‘’What!? Religion is the cornerstone of sense and reason’’

‘’Wrong. Sense and reason are the cornerstone of religion, or they should be. I said it before: religion is man-made and therefore fallible’’

‘’Are you saying religion is flawed?’’

‘’Of course it is. Some more than others, but then all things are fallible anyway. Religion just suffers more than other things because it offers the inviters of corruption: power, order, status and devotion. Religion has power, imposes order, confers status and fosters devotion: power’’

‘’But religion isn’t all about power’’

‘’Not, it’s not. But it can easily become so. You see, when, for example, people speak of ‘The Catholic Church’ they see the crucifix. When people speak of ‘Judaism’ they see the Star of David. When people speak of Hinduism they see Shiva or Vishnu. When people speak of religions, they see in the peripheral view of their minds eye some vast, amorphous entity. When it comes to religion, people see icons and images, but they never see people. At every level, from pious serf to eminent pope, religion is formed of people. The Vatican, the Wailing Wall, the Ganges, these are not the basis of religion, and neither is the Bible, the Torah or the Brahmaputra. Religion is about people, at every level. People worship, people preach, people meditate.’’

‘’But religion is about people, before God’’

‘’Not. Religion is about people being God. Religious leaders command vast populations, they direct whole nations; they issue standards for ethics and morality and conduct. They command people’’

‘’But that’s a tainted view. Religion does great work: it teaches servitude and humility and goodness. It encourages and pursues charity and service and education. It teaches peace and brotherhood’’

‘’Indeed, yet we shouldn’t need religion to commandeer those things under edict. We should pursue those nobilities as first nature. Of course, it’s not a perfect world and neither should it be, but religion monopolises goodness’’

‘’No it doesn’t, religion simply has at its core those things, so of course it is prominent’’

‘’The Catholic Church made no comment on the Holocaust it knew was unfolding. Jews in the Holy Lands use their rifles and tanks and helicopters to kill and destroy. Muslims pursue holy wars against those who offend it. Religion is composed of man and is thus corrupted’’

‘’Are you saying that all religion is thus corrupted?’’

‘’Not all. Of course, some dioceses are good, and some priests are still pious and some religions are largely honest, but many are not’’

‘’What’s a good religion, then?’’

‘’Well, Quakers don’t get in anybody’s way, animists are enviable and Native Americans are admirable. But Buddhism is the most pragmatic religion, but then again, it’s the religion least like a religion’’

‘’How’s that?’’

‘’Most religions are tied to doctrine and dogma. The Two Ds. They are intellectually tethered by ancient books written in utterly different social, political and intellectual worlds. These holy books exhale antiquated smoke along with the incense of wisdom.

‘’It’s like ‘God bless this day.’ Millions of people every day ask for that day to be blessed. They ask for a day to be blessed due to a wedding, or a cricket match, or exams. Every day, you can trust that people will want that day blessed. And with a rising population, it gets easier. So, simply: we just bless every day anyway, in advance. It saves so much time and effort’’

‘’Doesn’t that mean that days aren’t blessed because people ask for it?’’

‘’No. People ask for a day to be blessed and it is’’

‘’But we aren’t blessing the day because people asked us to’’

‘’We are. We’re simply working in advance. That’s what omniscient beings do. We know that at least one person every day will ask for that day to be blessed. So we simply bless every day in advance. It saves time. Efficiency.’’

‘’Yes, but the point is, we’re not blessing days because people ask us to; we’re blessing days because it’s easier for us’’

‘’It’s easier for everyone. You make it sound almost lazy! It’s simple economy of effort and action; which is exactly what existence pursues’’

‘’But it’s cheating the sentients who ask for days to be blessed!’’

‘’How? They ask for days to be blessed. We hear their request. Days are blessed. Simple. Where’s the problem?’’

‘’You should listen to why they want days blessed, instead of just doing it!’’

‘’Ha ha, if we listened to everything the sentients said to us, we’d never get anything done’’

‘’But we don’t bless days because it’s asked of us, but because it’s easier. We just bless every day in a sweeping motion. Just like that’’

‘’Yes, and?’’

‘’Well, it’s more a formality or daily chore than a gracious act’’

‘’Blessing days isn’t a gracious act. It is a daily chore. Like checking the mail or opening the curtains or ringing the church bells. I mean, blessing days is a con anyway’’

‘’Why?’’

‘’Well, you keep talking about ‘blessing days’— but what do you mean?’’

‘’What do I mean by ‘blessing days’?’’

‘’Yes. What exactly does ‘blessing days’ involve and what’s the benefit for the sentients who ask for it?’’

‘’Well…when you ask for a day to be blessed…you ask God to make it…special, or important or good. It brings divine attention to a day and all that it involves. Like weddings and things’’

‘’Isn’t that rather selfish? ‘Lord, bless this day because I’m sitting an exam and I want to do well?’’

‘’No, asking for God’s help is never selfish. That’s why He’s there?’’

‘’A kind of cosmic Jim’ll Fix it? ‘God, will you fix it for it not to rain on my wedding day?’, or is it more of a kind of Bat Signal, calling for God’s help when you have no other alternative?’’

‘’It’s not like that at all. When you ask for a day to be blessed, you ask for it to be made particularly special’’

‘’So, if I ask for July 1st to be made special because I sit my drivers test, and the day is duly blessed, and also on July 1st on the other side of the world, a pregnant woman is run down by a car, what happened to the blessing?’’

‘’Well, the blessing is asked for by a person, so it only affects that person and their life that day’’

‘’Which is rather selfish. Kind of like ‘God, help me this day in all that I do’ ‘’

‘’No, it’s not selfish. People can ask for God’s help if they want it’’

‘’If not, they drink coffee’’

‘’I mean, blessings are simply an asking of God to help a person. It’s a personal thing. Not a global panacea’’

‘’More of a placebo, actually’’

‘’Why?’’

‘’Well, each day is blessed anyway. Whether or not you want a day to be blessed, it’s blessed. Signed, sealed and delivered. But blessings, like prayer and penitence, are simply tools of self-development’’

‘’So blessings, prayers and penitence are false?’’

‘’Not at all. I’m just saying like everything one does, says or asks for, prayers and such are simply different aspects of a persons development. To put it very simply: you are put in a difficult situation. If you ask for help, you get a Brownie Point. If you don’t, you simply face a more difficult situation later in life, or in your next life’’

‘’So blessings are a tool of God?’’

‘’Well, it depends which God you mean’’

‘’Don’t start that again— I still don’t like or understand that idea, but we’ll come back to it. I mean, so are prayers actually tools of self development?’’

‘’Of course. Everything is. We are challenged by and develop using everything. That’s why the universe exists’’

‘’So prayers and blessings do make a difference’’

‘’Yes. Look, everything that you do, say and think contributes to your development. If you make a choice that positively affects your development, then you are advance a but more. If you make a choice that negatively affects your development, then you simply necessitate further development. Either way, everything you do contributes to your development: either by advancing it or requisitioning more’’

‘’So prayers are a tool of development?’’

‘’Yes. But they are not directly answered by God. It’s more a test of whether or not you’ll ask for help, or a test of what you ask for, and for whom. It’s not a communication with God. If you do pray as a communication with God, then it’s a control mechanism for you and the deity to whom you petition. If you don’t pray, then either your development doesn’t need it, or it does need it and it’s a short falling for you to address.’’

‘’But that’s not what I mean. You are saying that when we pray, our prayers aren’t answered out of love or concern. You say that prayers are simply answered simply as a function of development. Not as a communication with the divine.’’

‘’Correct. Prayers are simply, if you will, tests of our development. See, in our personal development, we get chances to do well. You can refer to these as clinchers. You get chances to do right. One, two, three or even a thousand chances. But then, if you don’t take that chance, it passes and you have to wait for another. These choices can be, say, to give up your seat on a bus, or to intercede in a mugging, or to pray. It’s tests of your personal development by seeing if you will do things that will demonstrate your development. It’s all very well to say that you would help another in need, but until you intercede in a mugging, for instance, but until you do…it’s unproven and that aspect of your development cannot be rubber-stamped. Prayer is simply a popular test of development as it is an utterly personal and private test. You’d be surprised how difficult it can be for people to pray’’

‘’Wait, I’m confused now. You’re saying: prayers are indicators of our development; by testing our resolve or faith or openness to help; and that prayers can represent the ultimate test because they are so private?’’

‘’Yes. All things are constantly being put under test to help them development. You can test people by seeing if they will shoplift, to see if they will give their life or another, or to see if they will pray’’

‘’So, as a test of our character, prayers are a sign of faith’’

‘’Not as such…you seem to be focussing on the religious side of prayer. Prayers are simply personal communications, not necessarily with God or angels or whatever, but with the forces that govern The universe. In prayer, people either ask for things, give thanks, or pour out their feelings. If people ask for things, it’s a test: that they ask for things, what they ask for, who they ask it for and why they ask for it. When people give thanks, it’s a test of their perception as to what they are giving thanks for. And when people pour out their feelings, it’s a simple test of what they are feeling: kind of like a psychological hands-on opportunity’’

‘’It’s that simple?’’

‘’Yes. Prayer is a test and indicator of one’s personal development’’

‘’But what about petitional prayers? People ask for things in prayer and get them’’

‘’They don’t get what they get due to prayer. People only ever get what they need for development. If they pray for it, then it’s because it suits their development that they pray. You don’t have to ask to get things: you are given what you need regardless. The forces of existence do not respond to petition. I mean, the forces that make us ask for things don’t listen when we ask’’

‘’So really, what you are saying is that prayer doesn’t do anything’’

‘’Well, in the overall sense, nothing we do does anything. Everything is preordained and designed anyway. It doesn’t matter what we do or how we do it. Everything happens as it needs happen’’

‘’That kind of shoots prayer in the foot; if it doesn’t actually affect our lives’’

‘’Oh, but it does! You see, the universe will unfold regardless. It doesn’t matter how things will happen. What matters is how we live our lives. We are here, like all things, to develop and advance. Everything in the universe is thus presented to expose us to opportunity for development’’

‘’But it wouldn’t be an ‘opportunity for development’ if the outcome is predetermined!’’

‘’It doesn’t matter that the universe is predetermined. The sentients don’t know the predetermination and so all they can do is live to their utmost. The utmost for sentients is to develop morally and spiritually and break their cycle of life and death. The aim for angels is the same: attain moral and spiritual perfection relative to the angelic existence. We can only presume the universe exists to attain…perfection relative to its own existence’’

‘’But why bother developing ourselves is the outcome is predetermined’’

‘’Well, what else would you do? You can’t very well not develop. Even by sitting in a barrel you are developing. Everything that happens makes everything else develop. See, you don’t have to be aware of development to develop. Just by living your nine-till-five life, by getting up at eight, taking the kids to school, going to work and watching TV at night you are developing. People don’t need to know about things to do them, or benefit from them. You don’t need to know how your lungs work to breathe, do you?’’

‘’No’’

‘’If you had to understand things to do them, there wouldn’t be anything! To be able to do something you have to have tried it. And you can’t try something if you already know how it works: you can hardly learn guitar if you can already play, now, can you?’’

‘’I suppose so’’

‘’Exactly. So really, the less you understand something, the more you will develop. If the sentients knew that everything was predetermined, then most of them would just sit down, on the grass, and say ‘The hell with it.’ There would be a kind of colossal sit-in, and nothing would happen. The development of the sentients would be retarded and everything would suffer as a result. Everything has to be kept in large part in the dark about things, so we can keep guiding them with flickers of light. Actually, nothing ever develops at all in the universe: as soon as you learn something, you learn of other things. No one can master biology without being opened up to biochemistry, say, and no one can become a master of rock music without being exposed to punk. Every mountain conquered offers a vista of new targets. Nothing ever really gets any smarter: it’s just that the parameters of its existence expand’’

‘’So we don’t actually develop?’’

‘’Well, you never develop more than, say, fifty percent of capacity: because every time you develop, your potential increases. It’s like a footballer constantly honing and refining his skill, yet being met with ever-narrowing goalposts’’

‘’But what happens when the goalposts have no space between them?’’

‘’That’s when you have exhausted the capacity of your realm of existence to develop you, and you ascend to a bigger pitch, as it were’’

‘’Which is? Another ‘realm of existence’ ‘’

‘’Yes’’

‘’So what’s a realm of existence?’’

‘’A realm of existence is…a kind of coagulation of dimension, reality, state and being. A kind of mix of the sub-physical to the physical to the extra-physical. Or, from the mono-dimensional to the tri-dimensional to the hexadimensional…a kind of general increase in the sophistication and range of existence’’

‘’I don’t get it’’

‘’Well, you can see how an atoll, increases to an island, to a continent, right?’’

‘’Yes’’

‘’When an atoll advances to a continent, it’s ecological, biological, hydrological, geological and spatial properties increase exponentially. For example, an atoll could support insects, birds and rodents, but not elephant, hippopotamuses and rhinoceroses, ok?’’

‘’So, as the range and scope of its properties increases, so the atoll becomes a continent- which would represent the differences between realms of existence’’

‘’Yes. Realms differ in many ways. Some have time, some don’t. Some are physical, some aren’t. Some are miniscule, others are vast. Huge variation, there is.’’

‘’Is a universe a realm of existence?’’

‘’No, because each universe is simply a different arrangements of another universe. Universes are all related. But the extra-physical is another realm, because it has the fundamental difference of extra-physicality.’’

‘’So it’s not form but…type that differentiates realms?’’

‘’Yes, simply. It’s like mammals are one realm of existence, and reptiles another. Mammals and reptiles are different realms. Cars and boats are different realms. But a Lexus and an Aston Martin aren’t different realms. To be different from another realm, something has to be fundamentally different a way’’

‘’So is that the structure of existence, then?’’

‘’Goodness, no. Nobody knows the structure of existence. No one can see more than a few rungs above or below them’’

‘’What does that mean?’’

‘’If you think of all existence like a ladder. You are climbing this ladder. You can see a few rungs below you, and a few above. You know what’s below you because you came from there. You climb up because you don’t know what’s up there. Curiosity guides you- and there’s nothing else you can do. You don’t know how high the ladder is, what number rung you are on how far you have to go, or what’s at the top. Each rung can be one lifetime, one incarnation, one realm of existence…All you know is, you have to keep climbing’’

‘’Why? Why not just stop…or risk jumping off?’’

‘’Could you imagine trying to leave the universe- by jumping off? You can’t jump ‘out’ of a universe any more than you could jump out of your body. Everything exists solely within its dimension, or reality. You can only leave that reality through development’’

‘’So we keep climbing the ladder…because it’s the only way we can escape our reality?’’

‘’Yes, kind of a Catch 22, really. If you want to leave your reality, the one way you can do it is by ascending to another reality. Strange’’

‘’And that’s the point of existence: development to higher realities?’’

‘’Goodness, no! The point of existence would be: why is the ladder there in the first place? Your climbing the ladder is superfluous. The ladder would exist whether you were climbing it or not…or would it?’’

‘’I suppose the universe would exist without us in it, yes’’

‘’Hmm…that all depends on how important we are to the universe. Would this universe be this universe if we removed, say, the Andromeda Galaxy? No, it wouldn’t, so presumably the universe wouldn’t be the universe if you weren’t in it. But would you still be you if I removed, say, some cells from inside your mouth? Yes, you would. Minus a few cells. When you have a haircut, you don’t become something else- depending on the skill of the barber. So: either the universe would be different without you; or, the universe would still be the universe, just minus one ‘cell.’ Maybe the universe can replace ‘lost cells’ like a body can. But, again, that would be the organic universe’’

‘’I thought the First Law of Thermodynamics said that matter and energy can’t be created or destroyed? Surely taking matter ‘out’ of the universe would constitute destroying matter?’’

‘’And I thought that laws didn’t exist, except the law that there is an exception to every rule. No one law is always correct’’

‘’So the First Law of Thermodynamics is wrong, then?’’

‘’Not necessarily. Not wrong ‘always wrong.’ Just wrong ‘sometimes wrong.’ No one law is ever infallibly accurate. When the universe ends, for instance, won’t all its energy be destroyed?’’

‘’Yes, but it will also be instantly recreated’’

‘’How can it be recreated if the universe ceases to exist? If the universe ceases to exist, even for only one picosecond, then the universe ends there. Final’’

‘’Well, universes are cyclic anyway’’

‘’Are they? I think that universes are created, destroyed, created, destroyed in an oscillating cycle; and that universes evolve in this way; and improve and better themselves. But it’s also possible that the universes simply exist steady-state forever. In which case, I can’t say why they exist. Everything does something…but evolving, oscillating universes make more sense, to me at least’’

‘’Well, we don’t really need to know why universes exist anyway—‘’

‘’Indeed, whilst we are a part, even if only partially, of the universe, we can’t fully know its function. We could only know what the universe is for when we are totally beyond it, at which point our eyes will be one much bigger sights, and we won’t really care. You never find things out when you want to—you find them out when you need to. Living things are usually prompted by want, whilst natural things are usually promoted by need’’

‘’Is that a law?’’

‘’Of course not. There are no laws—’’

‘Except the law that there are no laws?’

‘’Well, that’s more a paradox: the only law is there is an exception to every law. It begs the question: what is the exception to the law that there is no law?’’

‘’And the answer?’’

‘’How can there be an answer to a paradox?’’

‘’Well, everything has an answer’’

‘’No, everything has a purpose, that people integrate into their thinking as ‘the answer.’ There are no real answers to anything because there are no questions. We can just go through life looking at things, and eventually their purpose will become clear. Meditation and contemplation work just as well, if not better, than analysis and experimentation’’

‘’Really?’

‘’Yes. Appreciation over evaluation. If you tend to cut things up and probe them and categorise them, then you are dividing your subject and making things more complex. You should just look at things as a whole and as a part of a whole, and eventually their purpose will become clear’’

‘’So what’s the purpose of the universe?’’

‘’There are many, and I can’t pretend to know them all. Or indeed, any of them with any certainty. I can only surmise and wonder, aloud’’

‘’How can there be many? Surely there can be only one purpose?’’

‘’Well, everything has its own purpose. Remember, the universe is organic: it’s made up of parts. The universe is the sum of its parts. The universe has purpose, but so does each of its parts. So the universe has its purpose, but all its parts— from planets to rhino to yuppies— have their own purpose. I mean, a car has the purpose of being a transport vehicle to take passengers from A to B in safety and comfort. That’s the purpose of the car. But the radio has the purpose of providing music and traffic news; the seats have the purpose of comfortably, safely and ergonomically supporting the passengers; and the fuel tank has the purpose of safely and securely storing petrol to fuel the engine. Each part and component has its own purpose, but they contribute overall to the purpose of the sum’’

‘’So each of the universe’s parts have a purpose, but they contribute to the universes overall purpose?’’

‘’Yes. The lives of all the sentients, their civilizations and their pets contribute to the universe. The motions of planets, stars and comets contribute to the universe. Humpback whales, tennis balls and Minis all contribute to the universe: but each of these has their own purpose. You can say that the universe, when it comes to purpose, is cumulative. Everything has its own purpose, but these coalesce into a king of ‘super-purpose’ that the universe has’’

‘’So the universe’s purpose is superior to ours?’’

‘’Not at all. Fulfilling one’s purpose is the greatest goal. The greatest goal of Tim Henman is to win Wimbledon: that’s his purpose. The purpose of NATO is to assure the defence of member states against foreign aggression: that’s its purpose. The purpose of a shark is to be born, eat and grow, and give mate: that’s its purpose. Fulfilling one’s purpose is the greatest goal of one’s life. It’s just that the universe is bigger than we are and so has apparently larger goals. I mean, Microsoft is a vast corporation, makes hundreds of millions of dollars profit, and employs tens of thousands of people, but it’s still just a company that makes money, makes things, and makes jobs. Everything has its own purpose, but as everything is connected, everything benefits from everything else’’

‘’So the universe isn’t superior to its components?’’

‘’No! Nothing is superior to anything else! The only thing that is inferior to another is that which considers itself superior. I mean, take Big Ben: huge tower, complicated clock. Made up of thousands of moving parts, from huge clock hands, to tiny springs. One may consider that the vast clock hands are superior to that tiny spring— but if you take out that tiny spring, you can cause Big Ben itself to stop. No component is inferior to its total. DNA shows us that: change even one gene out of tens of thousands, and you can destroy the organism before it even began. With the universe, it’s simply that the universe is bigger than us, so thinks on bigger terms’’

‘’So the universe has a bigger tick list than we do?’’

‘’Exactly: the universe has a longer list of things to do, because it can do more, courtesy of being a universe’’

‘’Doesn’t that infer that the universe is alive?’’

‘’What?’’

‘’Saying that the universe has ‘things to do’— only living things have things to do’’

‘’Not really. Stars have things to do: physical forces make them burn. Cheetahs have things to do: nature makes them hunt, breed and rest. Mankind has things to do: sentience, intelligence and emotion makes him make love and war. The universe simply does…universe things. Its physical forces make it expand, and…stuff. Things are guided by differing forces acting on them’’

‘’So the universe isn’t alive?’’

‘’Well, that depends on your definition of ‘alive,’ doesn’t it?’’

‘’Well, ‘alive’ is…anything that has…set form…mental capacity…biological activity…anything that can die…’’

‘’Alright: set form; mental capacity; biological activity; mortality. Let’s try those out. Is a dog alive?’’

‘’Dog, right. Dogs have set form— tail, four legs, fur, wet nose, mournful eyes. Mental capacity: dogs can think, they are intelligent, they can be trained, and are loyal. Biological activity: dogs eat Chum, or Pal, they respire, excrete, are exothermic. Morality. As any lorry driver can tell you, dogs die’’

‘’Right, example two: a computer’’

‘’Computer, ok: set form, monitor, terminal, motherboard, hard disk, RAM, chip. Mental capacity, well, they can calculate faster than humans, neural net computers can perform abstract processing, they can respond to changing situations, receive, analyse, store and retrieve data. Biological activity: well, biological computers use DNA to perform calculations, but that’s about it. And mortality, uhh…you can smash a computer, or infect it with a virus, and it wont’ work’’

‘’Ok, doing well. Example three: fire’’

‘’Fire?’’

‘’Yes, fire. The hot stuff’’

‘’Well, uhh…set form, no, although most flames look alike, and even children can recognise fire. Mental capacity, no, even though I’ve seen Backdraft. Biological activity, no.  Mortality, well, you can put a fire out’’

‘’Indeed you can. Actually, fire is an interesting example’’

‘’Oh?’’

‘’You know abouts MRS GREN?’’

‘’Mrs Who?’’

‘’MRS GREN. It’s an acronym used to teach GCSE students about the basics of biology’’

‘’Never heard of it. What is it, and what does it have to do with fire?’’

‘’MRS GREN stands for: movement; respiration; sensitivity to environment; growth; reproduction; excretion of waste products and nutritional need. MRSGREN represents the seven basic characteristics of all living things. All living things move, be it across a pond surface or across oceans, to fly ot to run, leap or crawl. All living things respire, taking in oxygen and burning it to produce carbon dioxide, or vice versa, to make fuel for cells. All living things similarly display sensitivity to environment, be it owls hunting for and swooping on mice, or humans running from lions, or amoeba moving to engulf prey. Growth from small to large; from calve to cow, from baby to adult, from spiderling to full-size arachnid. Reproducing to make new humans or new sheep or new Paramecium is found in every living things. Some creatures like amoeba reproduce simply be splitting in two; asexual reproduction. Excretion is the expulsion of harmful gases or chemicals, like urination, and finally: nutrition. Don’t ask me why nutrition comes after excretion. Nutrition actually precedes excretion. Nutrition is the need to take in substances or other creatures to break down into useable substances and chemicals. Eating a Big Mac would technically be considered nutrition. Thus the seven MRS GREN characteristics. Got that?’’

‘’Yes: movement, respiration, sensitivity, growth, reproduction, excretion, and nutrition. Characteristics found in all living things. Got it’’

‘’Right, now consider this: are viruses alive?’’

‘’Well, viruses move, display sensitivity and reproduce, albeit by infecting host cells and hijacking their metabolic machinery, supplanting the cells DNA with their own…’’

‘’But they don’t respire, grow, excrete or require nutrition. They use the host cells: so are they alive, even though as organisms they lack the capacity to respire, grow, excrete or feed themselves?’’

‘’Ah. Well, they’re still alive…but…’’

‘’Not ‘fully alive’? What does that make them; semi-alive? Part-alive?’’

‘’Well, they fulfil only some of the MRS GREN characteristics’’

‘’So they’re semi-alive? They’re three-sevenths alive? Does that mean that they’re not alive, only partly alive?’’

‘’I’d guess so, yes’’

‘’How can something be only ‘semi-alive’? Surely you’re either alive or you’re dead? I mean, it’s all or nothing when it comes to life’’

‘’Well, you said before that there were no absolute laws. MRS GREN isn’t right’’

‘’MRS GREN isn’t right, but because it’s not a law. It’s simply a set of characteristics observable in move living things. Now, let’s think about prions’’

‘’Prion? Isn’t that a planet?’’

‘’No: prions are unconventional viruses. They have no nucleic acids at all— just protein, but they reproduce, like viruses, inside cells. It’s thought by human scientists that the DNA for prions are stored within host cell DNA— yet how could a ‘living thing’ lack even the transmissible material for its own reproduction? At least viruses bring their own DNA with them. Scrapie is caused by prions, as it CJD’’

‘’So prions can’t reproduce themselves. Most animals can’t. Most animals need a mate’’

‘’Yes, but all animals contain within them at least some of their own genetic material, or whatever they use to reproduce. Humans need two parents to provide half of the overall forty-eight chromosomes. Viruses contain all their own DNA. But prions— they don’t contain any genetic material at all: are they alive?’’

‘’Well, if they can infect other organisms, yes’’

‘’Even though they’re basically proteins, less of a living thing even than viruses?’’

‘’You have a point, I assume?’’

‘’Yes. There is a transience in everything: a varying sophistication in all forms and functions. Same with living things: some ‘full’ living organisms adhere to all seven MRS GREN characteristics. Some, like viruses, obey only half; prions even less. Some creatures are ‘less’ than others, in the same way that some beings are ‘more’ than others’’

‘’But what does this have to do  

LIFE AFTER DEATH

‘’Well, you know the Big Question that obsesses the sentients?’’

‘’What happens after death’’

‘’Correct. A wholly natural and understandable question’’

‘’All things are primarily concerned with their own survival, from bacteria to corporations’’

‘’Indeed. All living things are concerned with their fate, be it as innate primal instinct, selfish outlook or simple curiosity. Even the most selfless creatures wonder what will become of them: how will they be remembered, will their lives make a difference: is there a reason for it all? The sentients all feel that death will bring with it answers’’

‘’Well doesn’t it?’’

‘’It’s one of the cynicisms of existence that every answer spawns multiple questions. At death, it is personally proved that life can exist without body. But then questions are raised as to the nature of the afterlife. People seem to think that the Afterlife is self-explanatory; that once one enters into the Afterlife the purpose and reason of It All becomes clear, union with God, blissful existence, et cetera et cetera’’

‘’Well isn’t it?’’

‘’Not really. All living things are concerned primarily with their own survival, but the sentients are thinking, feeling things, and so are more concerned with the Afterlife. Understandable really, even if they have confused things, rather’’

‘’Confused things how?’’

‘’Well, you know how the sentients work. Someone has a good, efficient or appealing idea. People adopt it, built on it, employ it, and even venerate it. The sentients can’t help worshipping things: God; football; money. The Afterlife was an appealing idea: after we die, we live on in another form. It’s very user-friendly, like TV remotes. The idea of an afterlife makes the terminality of life and the morality of physical form more tolerable’’

‘’But the afterlife isn’t just an idea: it’s a reality’’

‘’Yes, the afterlife is a reality. But not in the way that the sentients perceive it. Nothing is ever the way it is perceived’’

‘’How’s that?’’

‘’Well, we had better start from the beginning; a very good place to start, as Julie Andrews sang. Now, all living things are composed of impermanent, destructible and corruptible components. Children sit with bent spines, which crook and contort. Fat lines blood vessels forcing up blood pressure and stressing worn heart muscle. The biochemical melee of the brain eventually shows with Alzheimer’s. The bodies of living things, whilst remarkably adaptive and maintaining, are doomed to degradation, then death. Death is often preceded by disease, immobility, disablement and general loss of condition. Intellectual and mental death begins long before actual death itself. After death, there is the pain of grief, loss, and inconsolability. Sadness prevails, and is aggravated by the residue of the deceased in all that they had and were. Death is, basically, a painful and sad thing’’

‘But that’s only natural’

‘But it needn’t be, not really. Death is woeful because we allow great attachment to develop to specific things—‘’

‘’—Like people?’’

‘’Yes. Death is the one certainty. All things, eventually, will die. People should realise this. Death has become very insulated. Most people have very little to do with death anymore. They hide it behind coffins and funerals and funeral directors. It is hushed up and avoided: but it can’t be avoided. Death is made worse by the finality it imposes. People do not see death as a part of the cycle: they see it as the end of the cycle’

‘’Well death is the end. Once dead, that person, their life, all that they were…is gone’’

‘’Not gone. People live on in memory, in genes, in their works. But those are trivialities. It is selfish to think that once the body dies the person dies too. The body is a vessel. The soul, and its continuing existence, is the important point. After death, the person lives on in a much fuller way. After contemplation, the soul is reborn into a new life. Death is simply moving from A to B, from life to life. 

Death is essentially selfish. 

asking for a day to be blessed. We just bless every day in advance. It saves so much time. And if people ever found out, through precognition, that a day was going to have great weather anyway, then we can just put it down to omniscience. Or just disdain precognition. Easy.’’

TIME TRAVEL

‘’Time travel is going to be a problem, once it gets started’’

‘’Why?’’

‘’If the sentients can go back in time to ‘right wrongs’ and all that, then we’ll be fighting a war on three fronts: past, present and future’’

‘’Three fronts?’’

‘’Yes. Not only will we have to maintain the universe at the present and for the future, but also for the past! We’ll have to keep a constant eye on the past. That’ll mean more work for us’’

‘’Actually not’’

‘’Why? I thought making more work that way was a bad thing?’’

‘’Well, it’s not that. It’s just that time travel will never work’’

‘’But the science is there’’

‘’Pah! The science is there for self-assembling sandwiches, but it hasn’t been done yet! It doesn’t matter is the science is there, ‘time travel’ as it’s generally understood cannot and will not ever be achieved’’

‘’Why not? They said the same thing about the atom bomb, the airplane and the slinky, but it still worked. People generally assume ‘time travel’ to involve actually travelling through time’’

‘’Well doesn’t it?’’

‘’Not at all! Travel through time that has already been realised can’t be done! You know about time paradoxes?’’

‘’Vaguely’’

‘’Time paradox- an impossible situation of repeating causality created by hypothetical travel through time. Here’s the classic example: a man goes back in time, meets his grandfather, but inadvertently kills him’’

‘’How do you ‘inadvertently kill’ someone?’’

‘’Shhh! The man kills his grandfather, thus the man’s father was never born, thus the man was never born, thus the man never went back in time, thus the man never killed his grandfather, thus the grandfather did give rise to the father, who did give rise to the son….who did travel through time and kill his grandfather…You see?’’

‘’Yes…’’

‘’Any backwards-forwards time travel within ones own universe is an impossibility because it creates a paradox: a vicious circle, of event and anti-event and event and anti-event. It could never be. It would be logically impossible’’

‘’But isn’t there some chance it could happen?’’

‘’Well, it could be. But, as the above example shows, you’d get a constant event-anti event-event-anti event situation. It couldn’t be. There’s be no end to it’’

‘’So time travel is impossible then’’

‘’Well, it depends on your definition of time travel-‘’

‘’I thought as much’’

‘’-in that you could travel to times before your own, but just that you’d have to travel through universes as well as through time’’

‘’What?’’

‘’As the Grandfather Paradox shows, you could never travel through time in your own world, because of the paradox. But you could travel to other universes whose time isn’t as…advanced as ‘your’ universe.’’

‘’Don’t all universes have the same chronology?’’

‘’Goodness no! Some universes are perfectly aligned temporally, of course. Like Swiss watches, if you’ll excuse the metaphor. Some universes are a few seconds behind, some are millennia ahead. But all universes have the same life expectancy. At least, all the universes which share a common design, but I’ll come to that later. Universes of a like kind can be travelled between, if you know how, and 
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‘’Life is like a river. We are all in it together. And we all lose out when someone does a piss in it’’

‘’Nothing lasts forever, not even Barbara Cartland’’

*   *   *

PRINCES OF THE UNIVERSE

*  *  *  
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NOTES-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

‘’The rise of life in the universe is totally random. God fixed it that way’’

"Chance is a word void of sense; nothing can exist without a cause." 
Voltaire
LET IT BE
INNUENDO
BOHEMIAN RHAPSODY 

MISC NOTES----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The Seraphim are the highest rank of angel, and the most powerful. They have powers over everything and everyone in heaven. They are essentially responsible for making sure everyone does what they are supposed to do, and to punish them when they don’t.


Cherubim are the second highest rank of angel, and have responsibly in the universe. Their role is rather vague, and they usually just act to make sure the power of Heaven in remembered. They move mountains and appear in cathedrals and…mutter from burning bushes and things. Kind of like overseas ambassadors for the company. Sales reps.


Powers maintain the physical forces of the universe. Keep stars stoked up and make the waves and…I don’t know, make the wind blow. The engineering staff.


Principalities take control of the affairs of the sentient living things. Humans, for instance. They plot histories and genealogies, control the rise and fall of kingdoms, tyrants and rulers. The script writers for the greatest soap opera.


Thrones


Dominations control the destructive forces of the universe. Wars, apocalypses, Cliff Richard Christmas singles. That sort of thing.


Archangels are the elite. Those chosen from amongst our humble angelic ranks to control us, shout at us, tell us to tuck our shirts in and whatnot. The prefectual angels.

Angels are us. The masses. The mobs. The people.


Teraphim are monsters. They act to enforce brute force when needed. They are rather more subtle these days though. They used to be really for appearing as nine-headed serpents and winged lions and talking dragons. These days, though, they appear as Ebola and influenza. The Black Death was the result of a century of research and development on their part. That was their coup d’etat. 
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