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Before you Dive in

	Have you ever seriously wondered why our planet is oozing and dripping with diseases, terrorism, racism, wars, crime, politics, business headaches, and 1001 other problems? Or felt shocked by famous businesses suddenly taking a nosedive from riches to rags? Or baffled by the unexplained collective silence of the benevolent Gods from all of our rival religions? If it’s a big YES, then don’t waste time seeking answers from any reputed experts, enlightened professors, or top economists, or by reading their superb bestsellers. Also, avoid those eminent Nobel laureates, Pulitzer Prize winners, top economists, eloquent politicians, or any influential world leaders, in case you accidentally bump into them. They will only make your doubts worse with their spellbinding theories. However, if you are desperate to clear your nagging doubts then you should ask The Inventor of Nothing because,

	
		He is the only brilliant person in the entire universe who knows the correct reasons for the chaos and problems on earth, and also why our world’s movers and shakers can do nothing about it.

		He is the dream teacher you were eagerly waiting for since childhood who can effortlessly explain why that dullest kid in your kindergarten is now a successful millionaire, while that smartest kid is now in prison.

		He has also scribbled a few books, none of which have won any popular literary awards. And without even a website, blog, or email id, he has more fans, friends, and followers than every blogger on the entire World Wide Web.

		He is the only guy who can enlighten you with the technical, political, and business justifications for the eternal dance of feast-famine, merry-mayhem, good-bad, peace-chaos, wealth-poverty, etc., around us.

		Finally, without even a formal authority he can bring anyone down to their knees, regardless of geographical boundaries, political clout, diplomatic immunity, or muscle power. 



	Want to know who that marvelous person is? Just flip the pages.
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Trigger Warnings

	This book is a work of fiction and contains a massive amount of nonsense and crazy opinions. Reading this book could be injurious or offensive to your logic, beliefs, sentiments, and may also raise your blood pressure. Hence, reader discretion and disbelief are strongly advised. All opinions, ideas, and advice expressed are entirely my personal opinions and don’t necessarily represent the opinion of any organization or person, including my employer, my publisher, or their agents. The chapters are all imaginative and can be taken with a pinch of salt, though the paper used may not be edible. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or people, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and unintentional.

	The author makes no representations or warranties concerning the accuracy, usefulness, or usability of the contents. Names, characters, places, and incidents are of the author’s wild imagination or are used fictitiously and shouldn’t be construed as real. No responsibility for any loss or damage will be accepted by the publisher, author, or any of their agents for using, misusing, or misinterpreting the contents of the book in any manner whatsoever. You are responsible for your own choices and their results. However, appreciating this book will require a mega shift in your thinking and you shouldn’t view, argue, or compare the contents with any modern political correctness, scientific or legal reasoning, wokeness, social justice, human rights, cancel culture, concepts of popular religions, or any country’s laws. I also recommend that you read (and re-read) this book slowly to fully absorb the mild and wild concepts being discussed. However, advance apologies to anyone who intends to get offended by the contents of this book for any reason whatsoever. All praise or condemnation can be sent to me at thejendra@yahoo.com or thejendrabs@gmail.com. Please visit my web cave www.thejendra.com for my other mild and wild books.

	[image: T:\THEJENDRA-PRODUCTION\BOOKS-MAGAZINE-2021\LOGOS\DIVIDER1.png]

	 


Acknowledgments

	Toni Morrison, a famous American author and recipient of countless awards including the Nobel and Pulitzer prizes, once said, “If there is a book that you want to read, but it hasn’t been written yet, then you must write it.” Taking a cue from her wonderful quote, and since its original conception in 2008, it has taken me several years to scribble, edit, update, and polish this meaningless masterpiece. However, unlike the standard norm, this book doesn’t mention the names of fifteen or twenty excellent people who helped me to write this book. Now you may suspect that I must have been a lone hermit living in some cave or stranded on a deserted island far away from civilization while writing this book. But you can stop suspecting me because I was right here loitering amid civilization. 

	However, scribbling this book involved weaving together bits and pieces of enlightenment gained from dealing with countless people over the years, opening all the mental taps, personal and witnessed experiences, pleasant and nasty encounters, rational and irrational thoughts in solitude, wake-up calls, famous quotes, and most importantly those bizarre ideas being mysteriously pumped into my brain by a naughty higher power. So, a lot of earthly and cosmic folks have directly or indirectly contributed to the flow of thoughts presented in this book. Also, no formal academic research has been done to scribble this book. Hence, it’s difficult to name anyone specifically as everyone would have contributed in a special way. However, a big thanks to each one of them. However, I do have a special thanks to my family members, neighbors, and relatives for helping me accomplish this literary feat by completely ignoring me on countless weekends while I was pounding on my keyboard with wild ideas setting my head on fire.
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Preface

	GOD, the mere mention of this word evokes feelings like awe, respect, happiness, trust, cynicism, mystery, and even terror in the hearts of many mortals. But almost everyone thinks it’s fabulous to be a God. This is because we earthlings grow up with spellbinding stories of his great miracles, benevolence, magical powers, etc. Every believer vehemently argues that God has infinite power, unlimited wealth, and can do anything. After all, if one has such supreme powers and immortality, it must be a breeze to do just about anything. But is it so? Is being a God such a fascinating job? If he is such a superstar, then why is he not solving all the world’s problems and chaos? Why are the bad winning and the good losing? Why is he always sitting quietly and never responding to our pitiful cries? What is preventing him from solving the world’s mess? Why don’t we experience any great divine stuff in our daily lives? Why is he not bothered by hotshot rationalists, scientists, and atheists who go high-pitched with their tiresome prattle on why God should be viciously attacked and banned? Our heated questions like these can be endless. However, all of our sophisticated questions and arguments are one-sided because we never get to hear his side of the story. 

	Now imagine meeting a candid, tech-savvy God who explains his supreme difficulties and dilemmas in running our complex universe. What if he told you why he does what he does? Wouldn’t that be exciting? In this highly unconventional book a bored writer accidentally meets a jovial God and engages in a wild, no holds barred conversation. Starting with a casual chat, and interspersed with friendly fights, illogical answers, and harebrained comparisons, the discussion soon enters a feverish pitch and God argues that the earth cannot be managed any better than what he is currently doing and that he is neither an angel nor a bad guy after all. Filled with believable lies, timeless wisdom, and hard-hitting answers this fascinating book explains why God’s actions don’t fit human logic and rationality regardless of the religion humans follow, why the earth is already perfect in an imperfect way, why he indulges in Machiavellian methods, why he has no hesitation in crushing business giants and helping individuals, and why he loves atheists despite what they do, etc., in a funny, serious and thought-provoking way.

	This book will completely change the way you will view the world henceforth as it will enlighten you with the technical, political, and business justifications for the eternal dance of feast-famine, merry-mayhem, good-bad, peace-chaos, wealth-poverty, etc., around us. Finally, you will be able to easily understand the mild and wild ways of our fellow humans like presidents, prime ministers, politicians, arms dealers, warmongers, detectives, anti-terrorism agencies, atheists, rationalists, scientists, terrorists, mafia dons, etc., and also to understand who is making them do what they do. 

	In short, this book contains frank and never-before-released answers to all of our heated questions about God. Or in other words – HIS SIDE OF THE STORY and a must-read for anyone curious or angry about God’s irrational ways of managing the earth without diving into traditional spirituality. 

	Even God would love to own a copy.
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The Divine Business Card

	I always take everyone for a ride

	Somebody once said, “If you want something very badly first let it go. If it comes back to you, then it’s yours forever. If it doesn’t, then it was never yours to begin with.” Now that’s what I was forced to do as idea after idea vanished while staring at my computer screen day after day hoping to scribble a new book. Finally, my right brain refused to tolerate the suffering of my left brain anymore. I decided to set my overheated mind free and go someplace far away to cool it down. Anyway, it had been quite a while since I took one of those horrible twenty-hour bus rides to Timbuktu. You may think I am a fool to take a torturous bus ride and get venous thrombosis, those nasty blood clots in the legs when there are better and faster modes of transport. Yet, I decided to take an aimless journey to a nowhere place hoping to get some useful ideas for my unknown book. 

	So, with my electronic gadgets, writing materials, and other earthly valuables tucked in my handbag I decided to catch any bus that would travel the longest possible distance. The funny smile on that ticket issuer’s lips revealed that he considered me an oddball when I requested a ticket to any destination far away from civilization. Besides, how will that ignorant fellow know that we authors do crazy things to overcome our writer’s block, that wretched mental fatigue, which loves to visit us every second day?

	The dimly lit bus stand, suitable for a scary movie, was practically deserted except for a stray dog, which seemed to be wagging its tail and barking softly at someone. There was no one in sight but I felt it was talking to someone invisible, maybe a ghost. My grandma always used to say dogs can talk to gods and ghosts but we talkative humans can’t do that. Anyway, I didn’t have to wait for long watching that funny dog as my bus arrived on time and all the passengers quickly slithered out and I slithered in. The bus was extremely well-illuminated and seemed to have a highly pleasant and electrifying atmosphere inside, something rare for a village bus that often has more livestock than human passengers. Allergic to the wind blowing in my face, I chose a comfortable non-window seat and started glancing at my watch when I heard a crisp good evening sound to my right. As I turned towards the voice, I was startled to see an elderly well-built gentleman already sitting next to me in the window seat. It was startling because I distinctly knew both seats were empty when I sat down. Also, there was no way a man of that stature could squeeze into that window seat noiselessly without brushing against my legs. Besides, I thought I was the only one to get on the bus.

	“Sorry, I didn’t see you sit next to me. You appeared as if by magic.” 

	“Yes, I did. I was invisible till now and just switched myself on for you. Poof, like that!” he replied snapping his fingers with a mischievous twinkle in his eye.

	“Ha! Ha! Glad to meet you. Mr. Magic,” I blurted unable to take my eyes off him. 

	“Where are you going?” he asked.

	“No specific place,” I replied.

	“What a coincidence! Even I am going nowhere,” he said and then asked, “So what do you do?”

	“I am a writer, and you are ...?” I quizzed.

	“A cosmic passerby,” he replied.

	“Cosmic passerby? That’s an amusing description. But what’s your real name?” 

	“I am known by many names.” 

	“Really? Okay, name one of your many names.” 

	“Well, let me give you my business card. My favorite name is on it,” he replied and handed me his card.

	I smiled and reluctantly took the card hoping to quickly exchange a few bogus pleasantries, grumble about where our world is heading, and get right back to acting busy on my Smartphone until I saw what was printed on it and that was it! 

	Now wild horses couldn’t drag me away from chatting with this mysterious gentleman that every person on earth would love to meet. If you have ever wondered who exactly was responsible for throwing cold water on your life and career dreams, why bad people win and good people lose, who created those nasty terrorists and diseases, why you can’t get what you want, why mad magazines are successful while success magazines go bankrupt, why best practices don’t give best results, why there are truckloads of mediocrity all around us, why your new year resolutions don’t work, why mighty businesses collapse mysteriously, and many other questions, then look no further. The naughty culprit responsible for all those troubles was sitting right next to me and I was holding his shimmering business card which read,

	[image: Image]

	“Wow, this is a fantastic name and title! I have never heard of anyone named God.”

	“You don’t know God? Well, shame on you!”

	“No, I didn’t mean that. I wasn’t aware that people kept an unusual name like God. Hope you are not kidding.”

	“No, I am not,” he replied in a calm voice.

	“But your card has no contact details like address, phone numbers, email, or website details. It’s an extremely unusual card and wacky if I may say so.”

	“Yeah, it has no contact details because I don’t reside on earth and the idea for this wacky card came from your famous celebrities.”

	“What idea?”

	“Be known to everyone but don’t reveal your personal contact details to anyone, except to an inner circle.”

	“Now why do you want to be secretive?”

	“For privacy. It’s similar to your super celebrities who don’t publish their address or contact details online.”

	“Hmm, are you really a god? I think you are joking.” 

	“Yes, I am a real god and I am not joking,” he replied calmly.

	“But you look very ordinary and don’t have any WOW factor.”

	“Well, top celebrities without makeup are always difficult to recognize.”

	“Maybe, they are like that but you sure don’t look like a god.”

	“How are you sure I am not a god? Have you seen a god before?” 

	“Well, no.”

	“Anyway, I am really a god even if you don’t believe it,” he replied again with the same confidence.

	“But you look like a normal human being to me!” I snapped back irritated at his stubbornness.

	“Yes, I do. Appearances can sometimes be deceiving. I have come like an ordinary human because that’s the only form to talk to you and other humans without terrifying anyone. Suppose I had come like a Godzilla will you sit next to me, pal?”

	“Well, no, and you also don’t have that great voice of God.”

	“What god’s voice?”

	“That robotic and accented type of voice all gods usually have.”

	“Where have you heard my voice before? I have never spoken to you earlier.”

	“Usually in many films.”

	“Oh, my soft like thunder voice. Well, I can’t talk like that for long. It causes a nasty sore throat.”

	“Hmm, by the way, what material is this card made of? It’s not paper. It feels awesome like a three-dimensional illuminated something. I haven’t seen anything like this before.” 

	“It’s not an earth material. It’s a special indestructible paper we gods use in heaven.”

	“Uh-huh?” I murmured thinking this wacky old man must have escaped from some mental hospital and wondered if it was too late to change seats in case he got cranky.

	“Yes, it’s not an earth material and I am not a wacky old man from some mental hospital as you just thought. Also, don’t worry about changing seats as I won’t get cranky,” he replied calmly.

	“Wow, you are a good mind reader too! Sorry about my rude thoughts.”

	“I told you I am a god. No need for any sorry. I don’t mind being called wacky names and insults. I am quite used to them.”

	“Thanks, now which religion’s god are you?”

	“I will let you know my religion later.”

	“Okay, so what are you doing on earth, Mr. God?”

	“I was feeling bored, so I decided to visit Earth to see you folks and talk to some of my children. It’s like a small divine vacation to recharge my batteries. Besides, I had to see my dear mother as well.”

	“Which mother?”

	“Mother Earth. She is angry because I haven’t visited her for a long time.”

	“How long do you plan to stay on earth?”

	“Only for four hours.”

	“Just four hours? Why?”

	“I only get four hours of vacation time every four years (sigh!).”

	“Only four hours? Are you kidding?”

	“No, as a god, I am extremely busy all the time. I have to plan my vacation destinations many years in advance.”

	“How sad! But did you buy a ticket? I didn’t see you near the counter. What if the bus conductor comes here?”

	“Don’t worry. Nobody is going to come to this seat, and is it so difficult for me to get a mere bus ticket, pal?”

	“Of course, how stupid of me! But what happened to your divine chariot? Why are you traveling in an ordinary bus?” I asked.

	“Well, just between you and me, I can’t be seen gliding around with my golden flying chariot. Humans will stare at it and get frightened. Besides, every traffic cop on earth will catch me if I am flying around in a strange hovercraft without a plane driver’s license.”

	“You joke well, Mr. God.”

	“Yes, I can be seriously humorous sometimes.”

	“Now where did I keep my reading glasses?” I murmured to myself while rummaging through my baggage.

	“It’s inside your coat’s left pocket.” answered god without even turning his head.

	“How the hell did you know?” I asked surprised by his confident answer.

	“How many times should I tell you that I am a god? I know almost everything and that’s why I didn’t ask for your name. Now that you are wearing your glasses can you see me clearly? See that glow around me?”

	“Wow, you look brilliant with that blue light around you! Maybe, you are really a god or a great magician. Very interesting!”

	“The glow is called an aura and I can even make myself completely invisible. See, you can’t see me now.”

	“Wow, that’s neat just like Mandrake the magician. I would love to have a magic device like that to become invisible. Where can I buy one?”

	“You can’t buy that. It’s not for sale. But what will you do by becoming invisible, Mr. Human?”

	“Maybe, rob some banks, ha, ha!”

	“Rob banks? You are too late for that, my friend. Maybe, you can rob the bailout money provided that has not been distributed as bonuses yet.”

	“Huh? Sorry, I was just kidding. I am lucky to meet you, Mr. God, and it’s a great privilege to talk to a real one. Looks like I will enjoy this trip. So, you are the holy one many people get hysterical about. By the way, I see other passengers getting in. Maybe, we should talk softly and you shouldn’t do any magic in front of them.” 

	“Don’t worry about them.” said god.

	“Why not?”

	“I am actually invisible, and they can’t see or hear me.”

	“Great! But then I will look like a lunatic if I am talking to empty space.”

	“Well, they can’t see or hear you either.”

	“Why not?”

	“That’s because they can’t see you talking to me.”

	“But I am talking to you. Or is this a fancy dream?”

	“Something like that. I have pulled you into a different dimension so that we can talk freely.”

	“Wow, a different dimension! But everything looks the same. How can this be a different dimension?”

	“Let me prove it,” said god and suddenly screamed, THERE IS A BOMB ON THIS BUS!!! scaring the daylights out of me. But surprisingly none of the passengers or the security guards turned towards us. It was as if nobody heard that deafening shriek.

	“Now do you believe me?” asked God.

	“Hey, that’s cool, Mr. God! I believe you now. Wow, we are indeed in a different dimension! Then, I think we can talk freely. So, I can even pick up a fight with you and no one will notice?”

	“Don’t worry. No one will notice us. I promise you.”

	“Great! Hey, can I shake hands with you? I always wanted to touch a god.”

	“Of course. Here, shake it,” he said extending his hand.

	I shook his hand and my palm tingled like touching a low-voltage electric shock. Or maybe I imagined it. After all, gods are supposed to have an electric effect on humans as I had read somewhere. Then, I excitedly asked, “Hey, Mr. God, can I take a selfie with you from my phone camera? I can show it to my friends, family, and maybe even upload it to YouTube, Facebook, Instagram, Pinterest, Twitter, etc. I will get millions of hits, fans, and followers!”

	“Go ahead, but I don’t understand why you nutty humans spend so much time in front of those fatigue generating machines.”

	“What fatigue generating machines?”

	“Those boxes you humans call computers and smartphones.”

	“Oh, those machines. But computers, tablets, and smartphones are indispensable to people nowadays, Mr. God. We hate it but we can’t stop. Without it, we will feel miserable and guilty if we don’t tweet or post a smart opinion about everything that is going on.”

	“Yes, I know. We gods have seen you nutty humans tweet about scratching an itch or even pecking your nose. The more virtual social life you have the less real social life you will have. This is why we gods advise fewer Facebooks and more Textbooks, and one more horrible thing about computers is the carpal tunnel …”

	As god was yakking away I switched on my digital camera and started clicking this mysterious person, but I noticed the images were blank even though the camera was working fine. 

	“Hey, what’s happening? Why can’t I take your picture, Mr. God?” I asked.

	“That’s because I am invisible.”

	“Invisible? But I am seeing you.”

	“Right now I am visible and audible only to you and not to anyone else. Besides, there is no use taking my photo, buddy.”

	“Why not?”

	“Well, if you take a photo of me in my present form who will believe you? Other humans will think you are an idiot if you show a wacky old man’s photo and claim it as a god, isn’t it?” he replied with a mischievous smile.

	“Oh, damn! You are a spoilsport, Mr. God.” I groaned.

	“Yes, we gods usually are, and let me tell you one more secret about our photos.”

	“What’s that?”

	“Even if you take a real picture of me in one of my true forms nobody will still believe you.”

	“Why not?”

	“In this digital age, humans will think of it as some computer multimedia image using some fancy graphics software. Nobody will still believe you have a real photo or video of god.”

	“Hmm, you are right. Nobody will believe me. What a pity! Technology can be such a spoilsport sometimes.”

	Suddenly an idea hit me and I asked, “Hey, Mr. God, can I ask a few questions about you and make some notes? A small interview if you don’t mind. I am suffering from severe writer’s block for many weeks and wasn’t getting any unique ideas to scribble.”

	“What were you trying to scribble?”

	“I was trying to write some unique book.”

	“What unique book?”

	“A book to solve all the world’s problems.”

	“Solve all my world’s problems? That’s wonderful! I can now take some well-deserved rest.”

	“Well, maybe not all the world’s problems but at least the major ones.”

	“Which major ones will your book solve?”

	“Many things. It’s a sort of multi-disciplinary book that world leaders can use to successfully manage diverse people, eradicate poverty and diseases, eradicate religions and superstitions, stabilize the global economy, create jobs, eliminate wars and terrorism, etc.

	“If you scribble a gorgeous book like that will all humans of the world gladly give up their customs, traditions, culture, values, etc?”

	“But it will create a brave new world based on justice, equality, and liberty for everyone. Isn’t that good?”

	“Wow, justice, liberty, and equality for everyone? Superb! That sounds like a fantastic fiction book.”

	“No, that’s non-fiction. Don’t you even know the difference between fiction and non-fiction, Mr. God?”

	“No.”

	“No? Why not?”

	“That’s because I am a fictional character. I don’t exist in reality.”

	“Stop joking, Mr. God! Anyway, I wasn’t getting any good ideas for my book.”

	“Yes, I know. I was the one vaporizing your ideas to eject you out of that stuffy room.”

	“Aha, you were the naughty culprit! But why did you do that?”

	“Well, we gods take everyone for a ride every day.”

	“I am sure you are doing that, Mr. God. But how did you specifically choose me among millions of other people?”

	“It was simple.”

	“How?”

	“I was looking for a modest human and you met the specifications. You lucky guy!”

	“Modest? Thanks for the compliment but why were you looking for a modest guy?”

	“It’s easy to deal with modest humans who have much to be modest about.”

	“Grr!”

	“Just joking, don’t feel bad. Anyway, you are my lucky chosen one, Mr. Human. I am going to take you on a cosmic ride that no human has ever gone on before. Feel free to ask your questions.”

	“Thanks, but I have a doubt. Since I am in a different dimension or in some crazy dream how will I remember our discussion when I wake up? If I forget this dream, the whole interview will go to waste.”

	“No problem. I will help you remember it for life. But what will you ask me that you humans don’t know already? You have tons of information on all gods anyway.”

	“I know we have lots and there is no shortage of books and stuff to read. But I feel most of the god stuff we have is all mushy-mushy.”

	“Mushy-mushy?”

	“What I mean is most god books and stuff we have are just spiritual hocus-pocus. It’s too much hot air and other superstitious yadda-yadda!”

	“Possible.”

	“Many even doubt whether you really exist, Mr. God.”

	“Even I get that chilling doubt sometimes, Mr. Human.”

	“There are also many serious allegations against you.”

	“Serious allegations against holy me, the paragon of virtue? Damn, I am the usual suspect for everything that goes on everywhere! But 10% of those allegations are not even true.”

	“What about the remaining 90%?”

	“No comments there. But I tell you my cosmic political opponents and the media are always ganging up to tarnish my divine reputation. Anyway, tell me about those pretty allegations.”

	“I definitely will. Hear well, Mr. God. Many believe you are doing a lousy job simply sitting up in the skies there watching us suffer. There are frequent allegations by non-believers that you are vindictive, bloodthirsty, misogynistic, racist, merciless killer, ethnic cleanser, control freak, unjust, irrational, megalomaniac, unlawful, etc.”

	“Is that so?” 

	“Also, rationalists say all god-believers are simply loonies who should be put in mental asylums, rather than roam free in civilized societies corrupting everyone.”

	“Maybe.”

	“But your crazy believers go around with a big drum claiming you are a jolly good fellow who will come to our rescue whenever we want.”

	“How sweet of them!”

	“Yes, but many intellectuals believe religion and god are a convenient shield for fanatics, fundamentalists, and mercenaries to kill and plunder.”

	“Possible, I often keep hearing such wild statements, yawn!”

	“Hmm, you don’t seem too concerned about our troubles, Mr. God. Now, let’s cut the jovial small talk and get right down to business! What do you say about all those serious allegations?”

	“Well, what do you want me to say, dear human?”

	“I strongly believe we need an objective take on a god, something that will suit today’s modern, rational, and scientific intellectual.” 

	“Really? Have all humans become modern and rational intellectuals? That’s good news!”

	“Well, maybe not everyone but we are getting there. Soon you will be out of fashion Mr. God and the people of the 21st century won’t need you anymore. We have modern science and technology to guide us now. We can easily take care of ourselves now and don’t have to blindly depend on you.”

	“Really? Ah, I can now retire! Thank you for relieving me of my gigantic obligations. But I will miss interacting with you darlings. I do hope you humans won’t ditch me abruptly till I find another suitable job. Now, what do you plan to ask and write about me?”

	“I want to hear something different from you, Mr. God.”

	“What is that something different?”

	“I want to hear the exact reasons for all the wacky things you gods do every day and don’t you dare feed me the same stereotyped, irrational mumbo-jumbo we have been hearing for centuries. We have been taken for a ride for too long and too far by you. The modern man today needs legally justifiable reasons for the countless mayhem you create or permit every day.”

	“My, my! You are hot under the collar today, Mr. Human.”

	“Yes, I am angry about many things about God! We need real answers today and are not convinced by the spiritual fodder consumed and preached by our superstitious forefathers. I want to arm-twist you into confessing why you do crazy things.”

	“Arm twist? Heavens, an interrogation by a human!”

	“Sort of.”

	“But I hear you human folks can be highly cruel, chum.”

	“Some are, but not me. Mine will be a peaceful discussion without the electric shocks and other gory interrogation stuff. It will be good if you can help me and answer all of my questions, Mr. God.”

	“Sure, go ahead and ask whatever you want. Let me see if I can help, though I am not good at answering questions about myself and my mysterious ways. But always glad to help another author.”

	“Another author? Are you an author too, Mr. God?”

	“Yes, I am also an author. Even I have scribbled and narrated a few spiritual books thousands of years ago. But none of them have won any literary awards or million-dollar book deals (sigh!).”

	“What books are you talking about?”

	“Sacred religious texts. All handwritten as there were no computers and word processors at that time. You may have seen those books in all places of worship.”

	“Really? You mean you wrote all those famous religious books?”

	“Yes, I wrote all those books long ago.”

	“But some say they were written by smart people.”

	“No, they’re wrong. We gods wrote them - the immaculate signature series. Do you think any mere human can write such fantastic bestsellers with thousands of divine verses, exquisite wisdom, magnificent tapestry, supreme advice, electrifying sticky power,..” 

	“Okay, okay! I will take your word for now.” I answered and became quiet.

	“Now what did you want to ask me?” he asked after a few seconds.

	“Well, actually my mind is going crazy. There are so many tough questions twirling in my mind.”

	“Tough questions? Oh, boy! Here we go again. One more silly human with an irresistible desire to ask tough questions.”

	“You seem to be afraid of tough questions, Mr. God.” 

	“Maybe, but just ask simple questions. Don’t ask any tough and complicated questions like your talk show hosts on TV.”

	“Hey, why should I ask only simple questions? Why not tough questions?”

	“That’s because tough questions are tough to answer, buddy.”

	“But tough questions are where the fun is, Mr. God. Everyone loves a hard-talk type of interview that can make the candidate squirm in the hot seat. I can’t ask convenient questions.”

	“Perhaps, but I normally don’t answer tough, smart, or hostile questions.”

	“Why not?”

	“That’s to avoid getting tempted to tell the truth.”

	“Great! That’s exactly what I want to hear.”

	“Well, the truth can be dangerous and unpalatable. This is why I usually avoid telling it but one truth I can easily tell you is I am not smart enough to answer every nutty question generated in the minds of a harebrained species who love to argue and attack at the drop of a hat.”

	“Hey, what do you mean people are harebrained?”

	“Well, aren’t you?”

	“If we are so, then why did you install such a brain inside us? Also, how can you insult a hare, which is also your creation?”

	“See, this is what I meant about you humans arguing and attacking.”

	“Sorry, Mr. God, I got carried away. But why are you afraid of tough questions?”

	“I am not afraid of tough questions. But I prefer you don’t ask any tough questions because most @#$%& humans don’t like to hear the kind of answers I may give.”

	“Hey, hold on! You can’t talk like that, Mr. God.”

	“Why not?”

	“Because you are a God! Please behave like one.”

	“So what? Why can’t I talk like that if I am a god?”

	“That’s because I have read many articles of gods conversing with people where they always spoke lovingly using gentle words like my child, my dear, my beloved, and so on. But you seem to be talking like a rude tax collector. Are you really a real god?”

	“Oh, those articles. They’re just fiction. Real gods don’t talk like that to everyone and we don’t mince words or actions.”

	“Then, to whom do you talk like that?”

	“I speak lovingly only to human children but I am not soft and cuddly with adult humans.”

	“Really?”

	“Of course. What did you expect? Should I call you my sweetie plum cake? Listen, if you don’t want to hear my straightforward answers I will disappear right away and find another deserving human to talk to!” he shot back angrily.

	“Okay, okay, you are the boss! Please don’t disappear, Mr. God.” I begged not wanting to miss the greatest opportunity of a lifetime.

	“Cool down. I was just testing if you have any criticism and insult handling skills anticipating the wild arguments we will be having,” he said switching back to his benevolent voice.

	“Whew, that’s a relief! No problem, I have those skills. I remember taking a class on handling criticism and insults sometime back from a famous instructor.”

	“Is it? Good, then I should have no problem insulting you freely, Mr. Human,” he said with a wink.

	“Okay, okay! Shall we start?” I asked impatiently.

	“Yes, but read my lips. No tough questions.”

	“I can’t promise that, heh, heh!”

	“But I can easily make your mouth ask easy questions.”

	“Hey, no cheating!”

	“Okay, just kidding. But wait, I forgot something important.”

	“What’s that?”

	“You need to first sign a small agreement. It’s necessary before I open my divine mouth to answer your questions.”

	“What agreement?”

	“A simple document. Here read it.”

	To Whomsoever It May Concern

	“This is to inform you that I, a mere mortal, will not be offended by the straightforward answers given by God to my questions. I also understand that God’s answers may sound crazy, hurt my sentiments, against my beliefs, contradict logic and science, illegal to my country’s laws, and may also raise my blood pressure. What God says comes with no warranty or guarantee as to the accuracy or suitability of the information for any human purpose. I also understand God is not liable for any damages due to use, misuse, or inability to understand or apply his advice. 

	The fabulous advice given by God is not intended to substitute or replace the mediocre advice of any rational human. However, appreciating God’s methods will require a massive shift in my thinking and I shouldn’t view, argue, or compare his answers with any political correctness, concepts of popular religions, or my country’s laws. God reserves the right to use or misuse humans in any manner he deems fit. Any claims and disputes relating to the use of God's advice are either not entertained, or may result in harsh curses, and are governed by the laws of heaven only.”

	Bravely Signed -------------------------------

	“Wow, this is crazy, Mr. God! This looks like a legal disclaimer drafted by some wacky lawyer.”

	“Yes, this is what my divine lawyer makes me say.”

	“But why on earth does a powerful god like you need a document like this?”

	“Everyone has to be careful in this litigious era. It’s a sort of diplomatic immunity.”

	“But we are ordinary people.”

	“Well, we gods don’t underestimate anyone, especially the puny rascals.”

	“Which puny rascals?”

	“You humans! But if you don’t sign the agreement the interview is off.”

	“Okay, okay! I will sign it. Done, shall we begin now?”

	“Okay, now fire your questions.”

	“Thanks. But I have so many doubts and questions swirling in my mind. I don’t know where to begin my questions.”

	“It doesn’t matter.”

	“Why not?”

	“In a universe without a beginning and an end, it doesn’t matter where you start and end your questions.”

	“Hmm, but my fear is our chat may not be orderly. How will I get answers to my questions if we jump all over?”

	“The path to enlightenment is never straight or orderly. It’s like a treasure hunt. There are answers to questions and questions to answers all over my universe. You must learn to connect the random dots to see my cosmic patterns.”

	“Cosmic patterns? Wow, I think I will learn a lot of things from you, Mr. God!” 

	“You will unlearn a lot of things from me.”

	“What do you mean by that?”

	“You will get to know as we talk.”
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God - Who Are You?

	Search engines are still searching for me

	“Okay, Mr. God, let me ask the first question. Who are you? There is so much secrecy and mystery about you.”

	“Yes, I am aware of that.”

	“People have been going in circles trying to decipher you from every possible angle like the moral angle, cosmological angle, scientific angle, and so on.”

	“Yes, every angle can lead you on an indefinite journey.”

	“No, what I meant is who exactly are you?”

	“I am an extraordinarily simple person and too good to be true.”

	“Oh, really? Who are you kidding, Mr. God? Come on, tell me who you are. Describe yourself, in your own words.”

	“I feel a bit shy to describe myself and my powers.”

	“Shy? Why is that?”

	“I suffer from extreme humility.”

	“Oh, come on, stop kidding! For heaven’s sake, you are a God! Besides, your business card here claims you are supreme.”

	“Oops, you caught me there! Okay, I will describe myself. But it’s difficult for you mortal folks with mediocre capabilities to understand me.”

	“Mediocre?”

	“Yes, mediocre, but I am sorry for being blunt. Civility is difficult when one’s mind speaks faster than the heart.”

	“That’s okay. Now please tell me who you are.” 

	“Since you insist let me give you a brief explanation though I feel a bit awkward describing my glorious powers. Besides, I have not updated my divine resume in thousands of years.”

	“Just describe your old resume.”

	“Okay, listen carefully. I am the supreme master of the universe as my business card says. I am the holiest of the holy and the most magnificent of all. I am immortal and I have no death. I have no beginning and no end. I am bigger than the biggest and smaller than the smallest. I have more powers than you can ever imagine. There is nothing that I don’t know or can’t see. I am richer than the richest and poorer than the poorest. I can be formless, or take any form as my devotees wish. I can be extremely merciful or extremely merciless and also exhibit every behavior in between. I am also extremely good at everything, and I have a few other strengths and weaknesses. To summarize, I am Mr. Indefinable, the Creator of Paradises, the Greatest Showman, and a Priceless Jewel of the Universe. I think that should be a good enough description of me. If you want more I can go on and on but I don’t like to self-trumpet.”

	On hearing his supremely confident answer my brain shut down for a few seconds, but still hoping that I don’t wake up from this wonderful dream. After taking a deep breath I said, “Whew! That was a pretty wild description of you, Mr. God and you casually claim that you are embarrassed to describe yourself?” 

	“Yes, even I think it’s pretty wild. But this is the glorious description my human devotees have fondly created for me and also love to hear. So, I just go around claiming what humans like to hear.”

	“But why do you do that?”

	“If I don’t, then all the human fans who adore me will feel angry and confused. They insist that I must always remain supreme and invincible. Besides, why should I refuse to accept such grand compliments?”

	“Hmm, good idea, but I found your supreme self-glorification a bit arrogant if I may say so.”

	“Yes, I know. But I have frequently heard it’s difficult to get noticed if you don’t blow your own trumpet loud enough.”

	“Hmm, you do have a point there. But I have never come across such a fancy description anywhere in my search for god.”

	“Where did you search for my description?”

	“The Internet. Where else can we search?”

	“Naw, you can’t find me there.”

	“Why not?”

	“Because all Internet search engines are still searching for me. But give me ten minutes and I can make that description appear on Wikipedia and the first page of all search engines. Maybe, then you can believe it.”

	“Oh, I am sure you can hack every website, Mr. God. Anyway, thanks for describing yourself. I recall you also said you were extremely good at everything.”

	“Yes, I am.”

	“But I see a lot of bad things all around. How can you be good at everything?”

	“What I meant was I am good at creating good as well as creating bad.”

	“Oh, nice answer. By the way, what’s your true shape?”

	“It’s difficult to describe my true shape.” 

	“But your believers describe you as if you are human-shaped.”

	“Their assumption is wrong.”

	“Why do you say that?”

	“Never assume the obvious is always true. I am not a fixed-shaped person like you.”

	“I don’t understand your answer.”

	“Most humans assume I am also a human-shaped creature who can speak their language and sit in the sky with some magic screwdrivers and toolkits assembling humans and non-humans.”

	“Well, aren’t you gods something like that?”

	“No, I am not. Your imagination of a God’s shape is wrong. You cannot expect the machine that manufactures a car to also be in the shape of a car. As a cosmic creator of thousands of different things, my shape has to be highly flexible. However, a human shape is also one of my countless shapes.”

	“Why is that flexibility needed?”

	“Infinite flexibility is the only way to manage and communicate with an infinitely complex universe. Besides, my shape is impossible for you to understand just like how a tiny ant won’t be able to understand the shape of an elephant. Secondly, I don’t have to use my hands to create things. I can assemble and create anything magically. However, I do slip into human forms when required as it’s the most convenient and comfortable shape to be in.”

	“But isn’t there a default shape you gods usually wear?”

	“Yes, but you will get to know that later as we talk.”

	“Okay, now it must be great to be a god. You must be on top of the world. I am jealous of you and your great powers.”

	“Don’t feel jealous of me. Great power is not as great as you humans imagine.”

	“But, Mr. God, how can it not be great? It must be the greatest job in the universe.”

	“Yes, theoretically, it’s the greatest job in the universe. But I also have the greatest problems and dangers in the universe, which no human can experience or truly understand. Anyway, I love the job, but hate the work like everyone else.”

	“Are you saying even a god’s job is not an ideal job?”

	“There is no such thing as an ideal job anywhere in the universe, Mr. Human. Happiness in anything doesn’t last forever.”

	“Hmm, now many people claim you have absolute dictatorial powers and can do anything. Is that true?”

	“No, they are wrong. I don’t have such mighty powers. It’s just a foolish belief of ignorant humans and my fanatical devotees.”

	“Now why can’t a god have dictatorial powers? You are not going to misuse it as we people do. Just take an oath.”

	“Nobody, not even a god, should have dictatorial powers. Even we gods are not immune from the powerful natural temptations of misusing such dictatorial powers. Rules, laws, and oaths cannot nullify the powerful natural urges of misusing power.”

	“What motivates you to be a god?”

	“Well, ever since I was a baby god I loved to work under tremendous pressure, meet deadlines and targets, add value, provide a seamless end-to-end service, serve humans passionately, and be a scrupulously honest stellar god.”

	“Hah, your claim sounds too hollow to be true!”

	“Hey, how did you guess that?”

	“Simple. You sounded like a fancy marketing brochure.”

	“Did I? Heh, heh! Well, nobody gets up in the morning intending to serve others without having some personal motives. Anyway, what’s going on my earth?”

	“As if you don’t know or are responsible for.”

	“Like what? What are you humans accusing me of?”

	“Everything. The usual never-ending Middle East crisis, terrorism, rainforests disappearing, global warming, ice caps melting, subprime crisis, recession, banks disappearing, billionaires becoming paupers, stock market crash, pandemics, etc.”

	“Wow, I didn’t know there were so many problems for you poor sweeties! What are you folks doing to solve those problems?”

	“Well, all the world leaders like the United Nations, G8, G20, etc., are working on it. A new concept paper and joint statement have been released that will create new working committees to tackle problems. Lots of companies are also downsizing heavily.”

	“I hope they will be successful and, yes, reckless downsizing, ruining families, and firing employees even when they are making profits is the correct way to improve the global economy.” 

	“You are good at bad satire, Mr. God. But many people think you are the real culprit behind all of our problems.”

	“Maybe, I am. Maybe, I am not,” he replied with a wink.

	“Your wink looks suspicious. Even I strongly suspect you have a hand in all of our troubles. By the way, when were you born? On second thought, just forget that question for now. A more important question is why can’t we see you, Mr. God?”

	“That’s because I am invisible.”

	“I know that, but why exactly are you invisible?”

	“That’s because as the custodian of the universe, I have gigantic powers, great wealth, and fantastic beauty.”

	“Huh? Why should those superb powers make you invisible?”

	“Well, the more beautiful, famous, or powerful the creature, the more advanced protection it needs. Fantastic folks like me can’t be easily seen in the cosmos, nor can I experience the countless simple luxuries that mediocre mortals like you can easily enjoy. Secondly, I am also an extremely high-value target. Hence, I need terrific defenses and security.”

	“Maybe, but why total invisibility, Mr. God?”

	“Invisibility is the only way to achieve that terrific defense and also cut all my operating costs on security. Always remember, the golden rule to live happily is to live hidden.”

	“I still don’t understand what you are trying to say.”

	“Have you seen any popular human celebrity, president, military general, or some other VIP?”

	“Yes, I have seen plenty of them.”

	“Why do they surround themselves with a large number of security guards, tinted glass cars, armed convoys, electric fences, bouncers, ferocious secretaries, video cameras, and tall compounds like a medieval fortress?”

	“That’s for security, Mr. God.”

	“What will happen if they don’t have those guards and other security stuff?”

	“Fans, media, and other clowns will start mobbing them.”

	“Correct. Similarly, if I am easily visible then millions of my devotees and fans will start mobbing me for money, food, help, blessings, protection, and umpteen other desires. But all of their desires cannot be fulfilled due to various reasons.”

	“What if you can’t fulfill?”

	“Well, that’s why I went one step further in my security enhancement and took a conscious decision to be always invisible. No face, no risk, just complete anonymity.”

	“But how does that help?”

	“Very simple. Invisibility offers the ultimate protection and also helps me to keep all of my options open. By being invisible, I have the freedom to decide who I should help and who I can avoid. It’s similar to the way famous CEOs of top companies who are always unapproachable to their employees but are pulling the strings from behind and it has other benefits.”

	“What other benefits?”

	“It helps me avoid stalkers and fans.”

	“Stalkers? Why are they after you?”

	“All great celebrities will have stalkers and I am the supreme celebrity of the universe. If I am easily visible then millions of fans and stalkers will want to touch me, hug me, pinch me, bite me, pull my hair, take my autograph, offer rubbish advice on how I can run earth better, etc., like what happens to your famous pop stars and political leaders. Human fans can often get violent with the ones they love.”

	“Hmm, yes, yes. Fans can get very violent with their rock stars to get their autographs or a strand of their hair.”

	“This is why invisibility gives me perfect security, freedom, and great peace of mind to move around freely without being stalked. Besides, I don’t have to hire an army of security guards, and bouncers, have several layers of protection, and lose my privacy. I also save plenty of operating costs on security. Another important advantage of invisibility is it also protects me and my friends from my enemies.”

	“Enemies? You have enemies, Mr. God?”

	“Of course, and that includes many humans.”

	“Why is that?”

	“It’s a simple nature’s law of connection. It’s mandatory to have enemies. Everyone will have enemies.”

	“Everyone?”

	“Yes, everyone from the tiniest to the mightiest creature will have enemies and competitors in my universe.”

	“Really?”

	“Of course, there is always someone out to get you, regardless of whether you believe it or not. But the hidden advantage of enemies is they keep you alert and sharp.”

	“How do you normally deal with your enemies?”

	“I have no trouble dealing with my enemies. But it’s my goddamn friends that I always have trouble with. I hope you now understand why I am always invisible.”

	“Mr. God, why did you give so many comparisons to my single question about your invisibility? Couldn’t you give a single straightforward answer? It reminds me of a crazy professor I once had in college who would never give a straight answer.”

	“A nail won’t stick into wood tightly without multiple hits on its head. Similarly, my actions cannot be fully understood if I give a single straightforward answer. There is no fun in explaining 2+2=4. Instead, stating 390-172+100-314=4 is more fun and creative. We gods are like mysterious puzzles and can’t be understood easily or quickly, buddy.”

	“Well, Mr. God, your invisibility reasons sound too simplistic to me.” 

	“I am a simple guy, so I can only give simple answers.”

	“Hmm, but as a god, I was expecting a much fancier fairy tale for your invisibility. But you are giving examples similar to what our famous people do for their security.”

	“Well, let me tell you a little secret. It appears similar because humans also have the unique ability to imitate me in many areas.”

	“Imitate you? How is that possible?”

	“That’s because I have embedded many of my characteristics and behaviors into human design. I have created you in my image. Hence, humans are also miniature gods or my replicas but with limited powers. You will gradually discover our mutual similarities and comparable tears, fears, and powers as we chat.”

	“I think you are still not telling me the truth.”

	“Well, Mr. Human, these are the declassified reasons I have exclusively reserved for humans. Of course, there are superior and fancier classified tales for my invisibility, but they’re beyond the grasping powers of the tiny primitive brain that humans have. But why haven’t you noticed the many visible gods around you?”

	“Visible gods? Where are they?”

	“You will get to know them shortly.”

	“Hmm, you are pretty smart at telling lies with a straight face, Mr. God.”

	“Thank you. I am trying to get better.”

	“Well, Mr. God, I am still not buying your nutty story. Please stop joking and tell me the correct reason. I am asking you a serious question. Why can’t we see you? My grandma used to claim that dogs can easily see you.” 

	“She is right. Dogs and many other animals can see me and even talk to me. In fact, I just met one dog on the bus stand before boarding this bus.”

	“Aha, so that’s why that dog was acting funny! So, are you selectively invisible?”

	“Yes.”

	“Now, come on! When those low-life creatures can see you, why can’t we intelligent people see you? It’s unfair!” 

	“Perhaps, but the reason you can’t see me is that modern humans don’t have the minimum capability or eligibility.”

	“What the hell do you mean we don’t have capability and eligibility? We can understand everything.”

	“No creature can self-certify that its brains are capable of understanding everything.”

	“But people are indeed the most capable on earth with the most complicated and intelligent brains in the universe, Mr. God.”

	“Your human brain is indeed complicated and intelligent, but it’s not the most complicated and intelligent thing in the universe. It still cannot understand or comprehend everything in my cosmos.”

	“But, Mr. God, look at our superb scientific achievements. We have invented television, mobiles, airplanes, spaceships, nuclear energy, computers, internet, electric cars, etc., and we are confident of inventing many more fantastic things very soon.”

	“Yawn! Listen, human boy, I know all about your mediocre scientific achievements. I was the one who created the necessary raw materials for your kindergarten materialistic creations. But humans still don’t have what it takes to see me or shake hands with me.”

	“But we are confident of understanding if you reveal yourself.”

	“No, you still cannot understand. Confidence cannot help you understand me.”

	“Why not?”

	“Because confidence is not true capability. Confidence is just a sweet ignorance that’s only good for getting humans into trouble.”

	“If confidence cannot help, then what method can we use to understand you?”

	“Try acceptance of your limitations.” 

	“I don’t understand your suggestion.”

	“To understand me humans must first realize you are still extremely insignificant in this universe, though you may refuse to accept it.”

	“Insignificant?”

	“Yes, you are insignificant and will always be!”

	“Now, come on, Mr. God! Convince me.”

	“I will try. Have you seen any photographs of the earth, planets, and deep space taken by your NASA, Hubble, and James Webb telescopes?”

	“Yes, of course.”

	“Do you see how infinitesimally tiny you are in the universe? Your planet is just a tiny speck in the entire universe, and you humans are a further tiny speck on it.”

	“Yes, we know how tiny we are in the universe but still, there must be some way to see you. Tell me what special effort does it take to have a glimpse of you?”

	“Let me explain by asking you some simple questions. First question, can you see that green frog sitting on a rock about five kilometers away?”

	“No way. I will need very good binoculars or a telescope.”

	“Correct answer. Now the second question. How many kilos can you easily lift, Mr. Human?”

	“Maybe, 10 or 15 kilos, I guess.”

	“Why not 200 kilos or 2000 kilos?”

	“It’s too heavy for my tender shoulders. I will need a forklift or some other device to lift such a heavy load.”

	Next, God looked towards the bus window and asked, “About three kilometers away two ants are fighting over a grain of sugar. Can you hear what they’re shouting at each other?”

	“That’s a foolish question. You know it’s impossible for any person to hear it.”

	“Yeah, I know. But I just wanted to confirm. Now one more question. Do you know the configuration of your fatigue generating machine?” asked God looking at my laptop computer.

	“Yes, it’s a full HD high-powered model with 4 terabytes disk and 16 gigabytes memory.”

	“Is it capable of playing movie files? I want to copy a movie file into it to show you something spectacular.”

	“Yes, it can play all movie files. Feel free to copy it, Mr. God.”

	“Good. I will transfer the file through my magic.”

	“Okay.”

	“Hmm, there is something wrong with your laptop. I am getting an out-of-disk space message.”

	“How big is your movie file?”

	“It’s just a tiny five million terabytes, ultimate-high clarity, seven-dimensional movie file.”

	“A tiny five million terabytes file? Are you crazy, Mr. God? It’s a ridiculously large file!”

	“So what? Why can’t I copy it?”

	“It’s impossible to copy that file into my hard disk. I will need some astronomical memory, disk space, and processor technical upgrades necessary to copy and view such a file. I am not even sure such an upgrade is possible on any computer today. Even mainframes can’t handle such a large file. Five million terabytes movie file, whew!!!”

	“Are you saying your laptop cannot display my computer file?”

	“Yes, the file is too big for its capacity. This laptop wasn’t designed to handle such a big file.” 

	“Ah, Capacity and Design, those were the exact words I wanted to hear from you, Mr. Human. Thanks, now listen well. When you humans can’t even see or hear what’s going on a few kilometers away, can’t lift a few hundred kilograms, can’t hear what two tiny earth creatures are talking, and don’t have the capacity for a million other things, then it also means you don’t have the necessary capacity to see me, the supreme one who created this earth and the infinite universe with an infinite number of things. Your human brain, eyesight, and every feature of your body are limited. Got it?”

	“I know we can’t do many things. But we can still see, hear, talk, feel, think, imagine, and so on. Now, what can we do within our current powers to see you?”

	“You are a stubborn fellow, Mr. Human. But you still cannot see me with your current insufficient powers.”

	“Hah, convince me why our powers are insufficient to see you. I don’t believe in any blind faith.”

	“Blind faith? Listen, you dolt, your human eye is not a supreme device to see and detect everything in this universe. Just because you have two eyes and a brain doesn’t mean you can see and understand everything in my universe. Remember, I created you and decided what powers you will have, what you can see, cannot see, what you can do, cannot do, etc., similar to the way you designed your computer’s capacity. Your computer is limited to the computing capability it was designed for unless you humans upgrade it for a higher computing purpose. Similarly, your human brain and senses are currently too limited in their capability to understand or see mighty me. Your brain cannot copy the picture of my grand structure, just like your computer couldn’t copy my big file. It’s not engineered for such capabilities. To see me in my true form you will need a massive Mind, Body, and Spirit upgrade to a level that can comprehend me. Only I have that knowledge and the necessary spare parts to upgrade and enable you to that level. You cannot upgrade yourself. Understood, Mr. Human?”

	“Hmm, understood. Now how about upgrading me to see your true form?”

	“Impossible.”

	“Why not?”

	“You don’t have the eligibility or permission to see my true form.”

	“Who has that eligibility?”

	“In the history of humankind, I have upgraded only a few extraordinary humans to see my true gigantic form. But right now I have downgraded myself to a human form where you can see and talk to me.”

	“Wow, thanks for the consolation prize! Lucky me! But I still feel it’s unfair for a dog to see you and not us. How is that mongrel more blessed than us?”

	“Mr. Human, you seem to be obsessed with dogs for some reason. You forgot I have also given cats nine lives, and an ordinary ant can lift several times its own weight. Well, get over the jealousy. Everything on this planet is not about capability or intelligence as you humans naively believe. It’s about eligibility. You can be intelligent and capable but you may not be eligible. This is why you, a highly literate person, are living a hand-to-mouth existence writing stupid books that don’t sell, while your illiterate country cousin is roaming around the world in his Learjet throwing money around. Everyone is not entitled to all the goodies. Get the picture, smarty?”

	“Grr, that’s insulting, Mr. God, and don’t remind me of my rascal cousin as my blood boils if I hear his name. But I say your methods are wacky! People are not too happy with you gods these days. You are not proactive in solving our problems.”

	“Well, many humans do accuse me of many things but I am not bothered about any approval ratings as I like to work quietly in the shadows without any fanfare.”

	“But you don’t respond to our prayers on time, you don’t help us when we need you, and do many other nasty things that we don’t like.”

	“Hmm, looks like the natives of my earth are getting restless.”

	“Yes, we natives are restless. Dealing with you is like sending emails to an unmonitored mailbox or watching a rock melt. It’s so irritating.”

	“Well, Mr. Human, powerful folks rarely reply to anyone’s emails. But you humans must live with it for some more time. I am not up here to make everyone happy, though I do read every email. I have countless things on my plate. I am not a bellboy to rush to your service at all times.”

	“So, it’s a take it or leave it rule?”

	“There is no take it or leave it. You have to take it, earthlings! I am the Cosmic Lord and you are my cosmic slaves. Understood?”

	“Earthlings? Slaves? Oh, yeah?” 

	“Yeah, double yeah!”

	“Do you always talk rough like that, Mr. God?”

	“Not always but only when it’s necessary. I told you I am straightforward in my talking. I do not need to be even polite or politically correct either because I am not answerable to earthlings. You, humans, have to follow my orders and cosmic rules and can do nothing about it!”

	“Yes, we people know that (sigh!).”

	“Any more rubbish questions?”

	“Oh, plenty more. Please don’t disappear on me.”

	“Okay, I won’t. But shoot your questions fast as I have other cosmic tasks to attend to.”
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 Are You Really Alone?


	I do want to be left alone sometimes

	“Okay, Mr. God, who are we and why did you create the earth?”

	“I am a budding artist and you are my inspired art.”

	“I don’t understand your answer.”

	“What do human artists do when they are bored or inspired?”

	“They will do paintings or try some other artistic stuff.”

	“Correct. Even I was once experiencing artistic boredom and restlessness just like your human artists feel.”

	“Okay, but what’s that got to do with creating the earth?”

	“Well, thousands of years ago I was suddenly bored. I realized I wasn’t doing anything other than twiddling my thumbs and counting the number of moons on every planet. For the first time in my life, I felt a strange feeling that was sucking my happiness out.”

	“Why did you feel that way?”

	“The universe I saw was too predictable, too boring, and with no action anywhere. Stars and empty planets went round and round and round with no change. I was fed up with all the serenity and tranquility around me. It was also eerie. My vast knowledge was lying idle, nobody came to me for help, and I was unable to show off my divine products and services to anyone.”

	“But why did you get such a desire to show off?”

	“Well, the urge to show off and impress others with one’s talent and powers is irresistible even to us gods.”

	“How sad! Okay, so what did you do?”

	“I thought of creating something exciting. After several years of intense brainstorming, I had an inspiration and rushed to my cosmic garage.”

	“Garage, why?”

	“To execute my inspiration. Remember, every mighty enterprise of all innovative entrepreneurs always starts in their garage.”

	“Okay, what did you do in your garage?”

	“I grabbed a bucket of cosmic clay and created a small three-dimensional glowing art near a beautiful yellow star. Then, lifting my magic wand I created a superb, self-sustaining ball hanging in space without any strings to support it.”

	“Cosmic clay? What’s that?”

	“You will understand later.”

	“Okay. What is that ball hanging in space? Do you mean Earth?”

	“Yes, I created the enchanting earth. Next, I handcrafted all the rivers, mountains, canyons, deserts, etc., on it using only biodegradable stuff for everything. Then, I added myriads of tiny suckers, I mean living creatures, on it each with some puny power over the other like beautiful birds, flowers, fishes, plants, animals, insects, and also ugly humans.”

	“Grr! But why did you add those living creatures?”

	“Well, I always loved to own plenty of entertaining toys that could work in unpredictable ways. I wanted freak creatures and animated toys that could never be a threat to me, but just be enjoyable, obedient, and powerless so that I could easily bully, tease, hit, hurt, push, etc. By adding many kinds of puny creatures this magnificent rotating blue ball of matter, life, and energy became the first-ever living art created by a budding divine artist. It was also the first biggest zoo, garden, and aquarium ever created in the universe. Finally, the earth was so beautiful that tears started coming out of my eyes, and accidentally made the oceans and seas salty. Anyway, I had to do something to get over that terrific boredom, and the best artistic ideas come only in solitude. I hope it’s good.”

	“Yeah, yeah, good for you! So, you manufactured us for your amusement?” 

	“Of course, but why are you sounding sarcastic? It’s similar to what you humans manufacture for your amusement.”

	“Like what?”

	“Don’t you humans create 2-D and 3-D cartoons, video games, movies, game gadgets, amusement parks, etc., for your enjoyment? Similarly, I have created countless three-dimensional human and non-human cosmic cartoons for my divine entertainment. The whole universe is my cosmic Disneyland, and all of my cartoons have the freedom to enact their own screenplays within their respective physical and mental limitations.”

	“Are you comparing people with cartoons? Well, let me tell you I am offended by that comparison, Mr. God!”

	“Yes, you will be offended. But feeling offended is also one of the key features of my cosmic cartoons in addition to exhibiting your other mild and wild features.”

	“What mild and wild features?”

	“Exhibiting and demonstrating abilities like thinking, talking, laughing, crying, disgust, outrage, fighting, anger, sadness, insult, cynicism, arrogance, pettiness, fear, stupidity, etc., and none of those features are patented.”

	“What do you mean by not patented?”

	“It means my features are free to use by everyone. For example, you can laugh loudly and another human can also laugh loudly. This is why twins can’t sue each other for being identical.”

	“Silly answer! Are you calling people's behaviors features?”

	“Yes, all of my cartoons have hundreds of interesting technical specifications and features that switch on and off unpredictably. They’re all part of the human code I have programmed into you. This is what makes my earth and all of its cartoons so exciting.” 

	“Hmm, you can insult us well, Mr. God. Looks like you don’t have a high opinion of people.”

	“No, it’s because humans belong to the down-to-earth category.”

	“But your earth is such a mess! How can you proudly call it art?”

	“Now hold on! I said I was a budding artist and a novice. I still have a lot to learn about art and you cannot question my creative freedom. Earth wasn’t such a mess when I first created it. But at least my creation is not like those messy modern arts done by renowned humans who don’t know how to draw or paint well.”

	“Don’t paint well? Well, I agree modern art is rubbish. But do you know the cost of those messy modern arts, Mr. God? They sell for millions of dollars!”

	“Really? I had also heard the most useless things on earth are usually the most expensive. I wonder how much I can sell my earth for. Know any good buyers? It’s a great collector’s item.”

	“Buyers for the earth? Impossible!”

	“Why not? When those eccentric collectors can buy various hideous, meaningless art for millions of dollars why can’t they buy my divine mess? Earth is the emperor of messy masterpieces.”

	“That’s because nobody can afford your earth art, Mr. God.”

	“Too bad. I was hoping to make some pocket money.”

	“Good joke! But what’s the true purpose of your inspired art?'

	“Nothing.”

	“Nothing?”

	“Yes, no real mission, and no true purpose. It’s just a piece of art that popped out of spontaneity.”

	“Mr. God, are you saying we are simply sitting on a space rock and aimlessly loitering in the universe?”

	“Yes, that’s the unique idea of my cosmic game. I believe life can be enjoyed fully only when there is no purpose.”

	“But that’s crazy! Anyway, what’s the cosmic game all about?”

	“It’s an exciting and endless game of chasing mirages.”

	“Chasing mirages? What mirages?”

	“The universe is full of beautiful mirages that humans desire. It will show mirages of water when you are thirsty and mirages of wealth when you are greedy. But you can finally conclude it is a meaningless and wicked game. I hope you like it.”

	“Like it? I think your creation explanation is absurd!”

	“Yes, absurdity is also one of my creations, and I have also created countless other types of absurdities in my universe.”

	“How can there be no purpose, Mr. God? And how do you confidently say that everything is truly meaningless?”

	“My semi-infinite knowledge made me realize that everything is finally meaningless. But why is it so difficult for humans to accept aimlessness? Everything in the cosmos need not have a purpose.”

	“But it makes us feel uneasy if there is no purpose. However, if it’s true, then your toy explanation throws out the most pressing philosophical questions we people have.”

	“What pressing questions?”

	“Questions like - Who are we? What are we doing here? Where we are going, and so on?”

	“Brilliant questions, Mr. Human! Oh, those mischievous human philosophers are always asking endless complex questions. I never realized how the curiosity feature and questions without answers can torment humans so much. But it’s a coincidence.”

	“What do you mean by coincidence?”

	“As a god, even I get the same nagging questions in my head. Who am I? Why am I babysitting Earth? When will it all end and so on? Such questions have plagued me for billions of years and keep me awake at night. In case your human philosophers get the correct answer do let me know.”

	“Stop teasing them, Mr. God! Now how does Darwin’s theory of evolution fit in with your toy creation?”

	“Oh, that naughty Charles Darwin! Things were going fine for Noah until Charles started his irritating theory of evolution and confused everyone. It’s a pity how those long sea voyages and seasickness can affect humans in mysterious ways. But we gods give humans the choice to choose between a believable lie and a rational explanation with your human scientific terms.”

	“What believable lie and rational explanations?”

	“The believable lie is you can believe in me, a mysterious God, for having created the earth and all of its creatures. Or, you can believe in your rational explanation that Earth and all of its creatures somehow jumped into existence out of nothing without any intelligent designer. Then, evolution somehow switched on automatically to make humans out of monkeys. Also, this bus, your laptop, your cell phone, or the helicopter flying above were simply the result of a million years of metals, rubbers, plastics, and other materials mysteriously coming together because they loved one another. Or, given enough time mud and ash can gradually turn back into humans. Humans are free to choose either explanation. Each can kindle your imagination to keep you busy.”

	“You can manufacture an absurd answer out of nothing, Mr. God. Okay, I will buy your story for now. Now how long did it take to create Earth?”

	“Well, it took about a week in your human time for the basic model.”

	“Just a week? Impossible! No one can achieve such a feat.”

	“You cannot speak on everyone’s behalf. If a feat is impossible for weak-powered humans, then it doesn’t mean it’s also impossible for everyone else in the universe.”

	“But how could you build such a big earth within a week?”

	“I have the POWER! When a simple magnitude 9.0 earthquake of mine can decimate a big human city in 10 seconds, imagine how much I can achieve in seven days consisting of 604,800 seconds working at the speed of thought and with many months of design preparation. That’s why I was able to finish Earth within a week. Besides, a free mind without any hurry, stress, or controls can produce miracles.”
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