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“Well, I can see you’re not a dick," said God.


I was sitting in the largest of the three dressing rooms, drinking a tin of Tennent's with God. He was smartly dressed in a navy blue suit, a pair of shiny Oxfords and a crisp white open-necked shirt. His hair was medium length and light brown. He was clean-shaven. His eyes were a pale blue-grey. He was medium height with a slightly stooped gait. He looked to be in his mid-fifties but obviously that was an illusion.


He wasn’t what I'd expected exactly. I’d told myself for months to keep an open mind. He wasn’t going to fit any stereotype. But for some reason, I’d had this image of Charlton Heston when he played Moses in The Ten Commandments. Why Moses? Well, I suppose he looked biblical. Like the god that Michelangelo painted. In fact, the more I considered it, the more the depictions of God I had seen all looked pretty much the same. Stately, noble, long grey hair, beard, nice tan, white smock or bare chested and rippling with elderly muscle, like a stockier Iggy Pop. But of course these were western depictions.
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