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Intended Audience

This book speaks to all who find themselves pausing amid life’s rush to ask: “What does this all mean?” It is intended for seekers, thinkers, and observers of life who feel that logic alone cannot explain the depth of their experiences. Whether you identify as spiritual, religious, agnostic, or simply curious, this book welcomes you without judgment.

Readers who enjoy contemplative works like The Prophet by Kahlil Gibran, Conversations with God by Neale Donald Walsch, or the philosophical calm of Eckhart Tolle will find familiar resonance here. Yet God and Me is less concerned with answers and more with opening space for your own inquiry.

It is for anyone who carries both intellect and emotion—who questions life’s mysteries while yearning for simplicity and truth. For the restless, the reflective, the confused, and the quietly courageous, this book offers companionship and the reminder that asking is itself a sacred act.
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Preface

[image: ]




This book was not conceived in intention but born in silence. It came to life in moments of uncertainty—when the world outside felt too loud and the world within, too unsettled. In those quiet hours, I began to speak—sometimes in prayer, sometimes in frustration, always in sincerity—to something unseen yet deeply present. I did not seek to find answers; I sought only to be heard.

What unfolded surprised me. The responses came not as commandments or revelations, but as questions that turned my gaze inward. They did not seek to instruct, only to invite. Whether this voice was that of God, my higher self, or the stillness of consciousness itself, I cannot say. What matters is that it was real to me—gentle, expansive, and filled with quiet understanding.

This manuscript is a record of those conversations—unedited moments of clarity and uncertainty woven together. It does not claim truth, nor does it aim to convert. It is, at its core, an act of honesty. I hope that somewhere amid these exchanges, you might recognize a reflection of your own dialogue with the unknown.

For if there is anything sacred in these pages, it is not in what is said, but in the act of listening itself.

Recommended Audience and Genre

God and Me belongs within the genres of  Spiritual/Inspirational Non-Fiction and Introspective Philosophy, blending personal reflection with universal questions. It does not preach theology but explores existential and emotional truths through symbolic conversation.

Its ideal readers are those on a journey of self-understanding—individuals who value stillness, introspection, and the courage to ask uncomfortable yet essential questions. Whether approached as a philosophical memoir or a meditative dialogue, this book invites you to slow down, look inward, and rediscover the divine whisper within your own humanity.

Its genre is best described as:

Spiritual/Inspirational Non-Fiction: Due to the conversational format with a divine presence.

Introspective Philosophy: Due to its focus on peeling back "layers of confusion, fear, and societal conditioning" and its philosophical reflections.
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Introduction
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There is a moment that returns to me often.

It is late at night, the kind of night when the city is quiet, but the mind is not. The room is dark except for the light of my phone, still in my hand long after I meant to put it down. News, messages, half-finished tasks, other people’s opinions—my thumb keeps scrolling even though my chest feels heavy. At some point, without planning to, I lock the screen, set the phone aside, and stare at the ceiling. The silence that follows is not peaceful. It is crowded. Thoughts, regrets, questions, old conversations, all jostling for space inside my head.

In that moment, a simple question arises: “What am I doing? What is any of this for?”

This book begins there—not in a temple or on a mountaintop, but in an ordinary room filled with the lingering glow of a screen and the ache of a restless mind. We live in a world that never stops speaking to us: notifications, expectations, opinions, arguments. We are told what success looks like, what happiness should be, what we should fear, and what we should chase. Underneath all that noise, something quieter tries to be heard. It doesn’t shout. It asks. It asks things like: “Who am I, really?” “Why does life feel this way?” “What do I actually believe?” “Is anyone—anything—really listening?”

For a long time, I tried to answer those questions with more information. Books, talks, philosophies, and doctrines. Some of them helped for a while. Others left me more confused. Eventually, in moments of exhaustion or honesty, I found myself doing something simpler: talking inwardly. Not reciting prayers I had learned, not performing for any audience, but speaking to a presence I could not define. Sometimes I called it “God.” Sometimes I wasn’t sure what to call it at all.

The responses, when they came, were not voices in the room. They did not interrupt my day with thunder or visions. They sounded very much like my own thoughts—and yet not quite. They were quieter than my fears, steadier than my impulses, kinder than my self-judgment. They did not arrive as commands. They arrived as perspectives, as questions, as a kind of gentle clarity that did not insist on being believed.

This book is a record of those conversations.

It is written as a dialogue between “Me” and “God.” Still, you are free to translate those names into whatever language fits your experience: conscience, awareness, life, love, higher self, the universe. The point is not to define God for anyone. The point is to enter honestly into the questions that many of us carry and to see what happens when we stay with them a little longer than usual.

Each chapter begins with a real question that has troubled me at different points in my life. Some were born in hospital corridors, some in arguments I did not know how to repair, some in private disappointments I never spoke aloud. The dialogue that follows is not meant to be theology. It does not claim to be a revelation. It is, at its heart, a human attempt to listen—to explore what might be possible if we paused between reaction and distraction and allowed a deeper kind of answer to emerge.

You will not find rigid conclusions here. What you may find are mirrors: phrases that reflect something you already sensed but could not quite articulate. You may find ideas that you disagree with. That is welcome. This book is not asking for agreement; it is offering companionship. If it succeeds at anything, I hope it is this: helping you feel a little less alone with your own questions.

The journey that follows is not about becoming someone else. It is about meeting, perhaps for the first time, the part of you that has been quietly present through every success and every failure—the part that watches, that wonders, that longs for what is real. If there is any “holy ground” in these pages, it is not in the text itself. It is in that inner place where your questions and your honesty meet.

That is where this book begins. And, in a different way, where it ends.
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Chapter 1: Who Are You? 
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Me: Who are You?

It’s not the first time I’ve asked. I’ve whispered it in hospital corridors, staring at a blinking monitor. I’ve thrown it into the air after reading about another pointless act of violence. I’ve mumbled it on quiet walks, when life looked fine on the outside but hollow on the inside. Mostly, it felt like a question thrown into infinity—an echo with no return. Tonight, though, I ask it without bargaining or ceremony. I’m not asking as a believer trying to be faithful, or as a skeptic trying to be clever. I’m asking as someone tired of pretending the question doesn’t matter. So, who are you, really?

God: You begin where many seekers begin—by asking who I am. Yet the question already splits what is whole. You ask who, as if I were a single person among many, a being beside other beings. What if I am not a “who” at all? What if I am being—without edges, without a fixed name, without a shape you can hold?

Me: That sounds poetic, but my mind can’t wrap itself around it. Everything I understand has borders: faces, objects, roles, even beliefs. They all come with definitions. Something without beginning or end feels like a riddle, not an answer. If you’re not a person or a force, then what am I even talking to right now?

God: You are speaking to what listens through you. You call it “God,” but you could also call it awareness, life, love, existence. The words differ; the presence they point to does not. A name does not define me; your lived experience does.

Me: So you’re saying you’re not somewhere “out there” at all? Not separate from me?

God: When you love, where do you feel it—out there or in here?

Me: In here. In my chest, my body, my thoughts.

God: And does it feel like something you invented from scratch?

Me: No. When it’s real, it feels bigger than me, like I’m plugged into something I didn’t create.

God: That “something” is not far away. It is depth, not distance. When you ask who I am, you are also—whether you admit it or not—asking what it means to be you.

Me: So, you and I are the same? That sounds dangerously close to arrogance. I grew up hearing that you are the Creator and we are the created. To say “God and I are the same” feels like crossing a line.

God: It feels arrogant because you picture a ladder: high above, a perfect creator; far below, flawed creatures. But existence is less like a ladder and more like a field. A wave can rise, fall, crash, or glide, yet it never stops being the ocean. You are a particular expression of Me—distinct in form, not separate in essence.

Me: If that’s true, why don’t I feel anything like divine? I feel small, conflicted, and embarrassed by my own habits. I get angry at people in traffic. I replay old conversations and wish I’d said something smarter. If I’m somehow an expression of You, why do I spend so much time lost?

God: You feel small because you keep measuring yourself. You compare your life, your achievements, and even your spirituality to others. When you look at yourself only through those comparisons, you see a fragment and call it the whole. Fear, anger, pain—these are not signs that you have been cut off from Me. They are signs that consciousness is awake enough to notice that something hurts. They are signals, not verdicts.
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