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PROLOGUE


MARCH 31st


Dear God,


 


What a glorious day! You should have been there. I’m sorry, I’m forgetting – of course, you were! Wasn’t it fantastic? I have never seen Helen looking more radiant, her auburn hair swept off her face and wearing a gorgeous ivory dress. The fragrance that was in the air. The sweetest scent I’ve ever inhaled. Not sweet in a cloying sense – but it kind of wraps itself around you and leaves you feeling light, warm and peaceful. All at the same time.


And the children, well, they were amazing too. All three of them grinning from ear to ear as they followed Helen down the aisle of the church. Tom and Jack bedecked in charcoal grey suits, crisp white linen shirts and deep burgundy ties and Annabel looking just like a beautiful and petite version of her mum, with her matching ivory dress and burgundy pashmina. Did you like the music? I know that ‘One Moment in Time’ by Whitney Houston is not your typical hymn but I hope you enjoyed it – we did.


It was a sacred day, because I know what happens when the vow breaks. I can’t believe how bad things were just a few months ago. And I remember when I married Helen back in the day. I never gave the vows much thought. But after all we’ve been through . . . well actually after all I put my family through, it was incredible to be given a second chance like that. But that’s the business you’re in isn’t it? Rescuing losers like me, people at the last chance saloon. And that’s where I was. No getting away from it. Still, no looking back, eh God? Well maybe occasionally just to remind myself of just how blessed I am, if you know what I mean. Oh by the way – Tom said he’ll be in touch soon . . . actually I should tell you he got more than a little carried away on our big day; he and his mate trying everyone’s drinks and cigarettes – they ended up very much the worse for wear. Kids eh? Jack wants to know if he’ll get ‘Woody’ from Toy Story for Christmas. Helen sends her love of course and Annabel says, ‘Hi.’


Love from your son,


 


Billy


 


PS We decided to repeat our original vows – word for word. I REALLY held it together even with the ‘Forsaking all others – ’til death us do part.’ I am SO grateful. Thank you.










APRIL 1st


Billy, my son,


 


Congratulations! And very well done. You came through all kinds of difficult tests to arrive at this moment of triumph. Today has been a pinnacle day for you. Of course I was there. And yes it was truly glorious. As you came close to me, the glory that surrounds me wrapped itself around you two. That’s why everything had that extra shine. The whole day was permeated with radiance – and the fragrance? Same thing! The scent of heaven. Just as I am closer than breathing, heaven is always close, but is hidden from your world. In your love for each other and for me, you and Helen created what an ancient people called ‘A thin place’. The veil between heaven and earth became porous. Treasure this day, because other days will come when life will be much more difficult. Moments like this, mountain peaks of joy and glory, are days to be treasured, days to be held firmly in your memory banks, so that when darker days come you can remind yourself that though it may feel all-surrounding, the darkness is not the only truth. In the end it cannot win.


You mentioned the song ‘One Moment in Time’. I love that song. It represents the longing of human beings, as they cry out to me for what they instinctively know inside them is true. They have a destiny, a dream for which they were made. The yearning for that dream is what makes people human. When it dies, something in their humanity dies as well. By the way, who are you kidding? ‘I REALLY held it together on “Forsaking all others – ’til death us do part.”’ Everybody there, not just me, knew you were struggling. Why didn’t you let go? If a man cannot weep with joy at such a moment, it is a crying shame . . . So hold the picture in your mind, especially the picture of the children. This isn’t just a new day for you and Helen, but for them too. Don’t be afraid to be vulnerable.


Here’s my promise – no matter what happens to them and how far away from me at times they may walk, I will never abandon them. I will follow them, love them and always draw them back to me.


Your proud and ever-loving Father,


 


GOD










APRIL 4th


Dear God,


 


Great to hear from you and have your promise to look out for the kids. I loved that idea of ‘a thin place’, like somehow the space between heaven and earth is just like tissue paper. I think music can take me there more easily than anything else. Like a guitar solo that transports you and lifts you up and leaves you feeling better than before, or the way Eva Cassidy used to sing – breathtaking and beautiful. ‘I wish I knew you like this as a child ah . . .’ but what do they say? ‘Youth is wasted on the young.’ Well it certainly was for me. Still, we’re all older and hopefully wiser now. I’m so looking forward to our second honeymoon. Helen and I have rented a villa not far from Nice in the south of France. I’ll send you a postcard!


Love you God,


 


Billy x


 


PS There is something very wonderful about an older woman. I mean Helen. All that experience. Admittedly the chassis may not be as buffed and polished as it used to be (but neither is mine).










BILLY FIDGET’S FAMILY FORTUNES










FIVE YEARS LATER


MAY 4th


Hello Billy,


 


Long time, no speak.


Just wanted to ask, ‘How’s the love life?’ I remember you saying a few years back, ‘When I make love to Helen now, it’s better than anything I’ve experienced before.’ Or something along those lines. Maybe you described it more in ‘old’ Billy’s vernacular. In any event I hope you are delighting in the gift I gave you both for each other. The Romans used to say, ‘After sex a man is sad.’ Thousands of years ago they discovered it – using and abusing people makes you lonelier, sadder and angrier. Real love-making draws you into a circle of love and mutual pleasure. It can at times be like your experience of music. It becomes ‘a thin place’ – your pleasure mirrors the pleasure of heaven. That power and purity is divine. The moment when heaven and earth intersect is what every addict is looking for, dreaming of in the next fix. The same longing drives every sex addict – ‘perhaps next time!’ Every drunk is looking for it in the next bottle. They are looking in the wrong places. But at least they’re looking, and, in the final analysis, looking for me. That is why, believe it or not, there is hope for them.


Look out for your son Tom . . . he is just entering the phase of life when enchanting idealism and rampant stupidity march hand in hand. Keep praying, Billy. You’re going to need loving patience as well as strong and tender discipline. It’s a good job you have me as your Father! By the way, don’t be too hard on the lad. He is after all 50% your DNA!


Bless you my son.


Always your loving Dad,


 


GOD










MAY 22nd


Dear God,


 


I’ve taken the family away to Spain for half term. What with Tom about to take his A levels it might be the last chance we get to go away all together. I’m sat by the pool, the sun is shining, Annabel and Jack are splashing around. Tom is a few yards away laid comatose on a lounger with his headphones glued to his ears. Reading Milton’s Paradise Lost. How he can do the two things together I just don’t know.


Helen is asleep in bed today – says she’s not feeling too well so I thought I’d take a few moments to write back. Thanks for the advice. That’s really helpful and as usual so insightful. Particularly from you. I mean have you ever . . . you know? What I mean to say is just how can you be such an expert on the subject when a) you’re not married and b) you’re not over the side with someone else’s wife? Just another of your great mysteries is it? Sent to baffle me and drive me bonkers . . . you know what I mean. You’re right about the whole addiction thing. I was addicted to sex – I just hope that I haven’t passed that rogue gene from my side of the family on to Tom in his DNA. So many of his peers at school seem to be exploring all that life has to offer, sexually and chemically. I know it’s important that everybody should get to feel immortal for a short time in their life. You know: that feeling that the world is your oyster and anything can happen! Anything is possible! We can change the world!


Sadly that seems to dissipate all too quickly; innocence is eroded faster than a tsunami engulfing a coastal town. Some of Tom’s friends just turned sixteen and they’re already world weary. Burnt out from diving into a dark and deep moral abyss. Tragic really. Anyway got to run now – I think I can hear Helen being sick in the bathroom . . . Write soon please.


Love,


 


Billy










MAY 23rd


Dear Billy,


 


I love the sense of pleasure with which you write about the simple joys of your holiday. So few people understand what David the poet wrote to me: ‘God – I know I’m on the right track with you. When I hang out with you there is real life and overflowing joy – pleasures forever.’


Now that was what surprised you when you first made my acquaintance. Sadly, in your culture I seem to have a reputation as a cosmic killjoy. (It’s not only politicians who suffer from bad press.) Hopefully, in my case, you might like to consider that the bad press is wholly unjustified! I am glad you enjoyed what I said. I really do chuckle when you struggle to ask me simple questions like ‘Hello God, have you ever had sex?’ to which I could only ask you, ‘Have you ever had sex? Truly?’ You know what it is? It’s the expression in your human bodies of total loving commitment between two people who are completely given to each other in every fibre of their being. We gave it to you, a present, a gift from us – Father, Son and Holy Spirit. So that you would have just a little bit of insight into the love we have and the joy we know with each other. This is the very heartbeat of heaven itself. So, if you see it from our perspective, it’s not such a mystery that we understand sex. The real mystery is that you understand it so little. We crafted it as our special gift to you, to Helen and every member of the human race. Its dynamic, its power was programmed to draw men and women out of the selfishness of their own needs, to actually give themselves, not just their bodies, but themselves. Perhaps that explains why your addiction to sex never satisfied the longing deep inside.


Sadly, you’re right about the generation in which Tom is growing up. Instead of choosing the adventure, they choose to exploit each other. It’s consumerism. It robs them of all meaning and steals away their idealism. Consumerism makes cynics of them all before they’ve even had a chance to discover their dreams. Their ideals are seared out of them by the acid of relationships without love, emotions without connection, sex without commitment. Your concern about Tom’s friends is well placed. Keep praying for him. The best you can do for him is to provide a kind of spiritual force field around him. Your prayers, connected with my love, and faith that refuses to surrender him to the darkness in spite of whatever stupidity he may display – these things will win through in the end. Give Helen a cuddle and remind her I’m her Dad and am very proud of her. A surprise is coming and you are going to need more of my grace. Remember I still am your immensely proud Father in heaven.


Love,


 


GOD










MAY 24th


Dear God,


 


About the surprise . . . I know what it is. I woke up this morning to find a pregnancy test kit laid on the pillow where Helen’s head would normally be. Two. Blue. Lines. I am completely freaked out. And she says she thinks she must be four months already; she thought if her periods were stopping it was early menopause and that I certainly wouldn’t cope with that. But I’ve got to tell you, this is worse! We’ve got three children already! Why do we need any more? Oh yes, it’s nice to know my guys are still swimming, I’ll be honest that part positively makes me glow with pride. But by the time the child is twenty I will be seventy! I’ll probably never see him or her get married and I will certainly never see their children. And then there are the financial consequences. I don’t have a pension, money has always been so sporadic, and it was going to be hard enough surviving as we were, without an extra mouth to feed in our old age! I don’t know how to tell Helen but I simply do not want another child. Our family is complete, thank you very much. What do you think you’re playing at? Anyway I’m going now – I can hear her coming up the stairs. You’d better come up with something pretty good, I can feel my chest tightening, my wallet constricting and I can’t begin to tell you what’s happening down below!


Love,


 


Billy










MAY 24th


Hi God,


 


It’s me, Helen – I’ve had a bit of a shock. Life has been really good these last five years, since we retook our vows, the kids are for the most part all doing fine, and Billy well . . . he’s been like a young man in his twenties rather than somebody in middle age. I always thought men were at their peak at twenty but Billy . . . well, frankly, he’s been insatiable. The thing is – you and I already know I’m pregnant but for Billy, I think it will come as a rather traumatic shock. You certainly are the God of surprises! Anyway, can you please watch over us as I’ve left the test kit on my pillow and I’m just about to take him his morning cuppa. Black coffee. No sugar. I think he’ll be needing it. Thanks, God – I feel at this stage in life that this new baby is a gift. I don’t know about our Billy though.


Love,


 


Helen x










MAY 25th


Dear Helen,


 


Thanks for yours. Yes, I realise it is a bit of a shock to you. As for Billy, he has been experiencing for the first time in his life what it is to actually make love. Before, it was always a mechanical desire to satisfy a kind of inner itch. Now he has discovered the longing to be truly one with the one that he loves and that is the best aphrodisiac there is.


I am glad you are pleased about the baby. Keep rejoicing because your pleasure will spill over and begin to change Billy. You’re wise – you already know intuitively that this news will leave him staggering. In fact, he’ll be truly fearful. But he will eventually learn to trust if he sees that joy and peace in you. If he gets grumpy – and he will – don’t let that rob you of your joy. It may well feel that he is blaming you, but it’s just his fear talking. He has to work through that. Simply fix your gaze on me; let my peace flood you and, without saying a word, you will be to him a sign of peace. It will take a while to get through. But he’ll get it in the end.


Thank you for discerning that, particularly this stage in life, this one is a gift, a special child, a child of your love. I am so proud of you and rejoice along with you.


Always your loving Dad,


 


GOD










MAY 25th


Billy, my dear son,


 


What are you panicking about? I thought we had been through all of this stuff about fear. But, OK, that was fear in a different area of life. Fear about personal safety, physical danger and the lives of your family. So let’s get this straight. I’m the God who says Fear not in every situation and circumstance. I’m bigger – always bigger! No matter what the problem may be, whatever difficulty you face, I am still Lord of the whole universe. And when it comes to fathering a child at your age, why shouldn’t you feel a certain measure of joy and pride? I hear your anxiety as you say, ‘By the time the child is twenty, I will be seventy years old!’ What are you saying? When you are seventy, you are as good as dead? Ask your friends who are seventy – they will tell you to get lost! It’s certainly possible to sparkle with life, laughter and energy at that age as much as at yours.


Where does this stuff come from that tells you that you will probably never see this child get married and, even worse, ‘certainly’ never see their children – how do you know that? I am the one who knows the future and I haven’t told you anything remotely like that. Oh, right – I see. Your mum died early so you must be going to as well. Never accept that kind of programming in your thinking, Billy. I, the Eternal God, am your Father. When you die is in my hands. I have far better plans for you than the pronouncements you’ve made over yourself. So here’s what I want you to do. It’s very simple – repent! Take back what you wrote to me. Take back the thought. I am the one in whom your future rests. I’m the one who has promised that I will give you energy to the very end of your days. I am also the one who has promised that if you walk with me, I will make your life long and satisfying.


As for the financial consequences, when you look back, can’t you see? Even when you were running away from me, I still watched over you. Even when you were absolutely blind in your rebellion, somehow your needs were met. Why assume that I will abandon you now? Again we go back to your childhood – the Billy that was abandoned and so often let down by his earthly father needs to learn that his heavenly Father will never abandon him or fail him. Here is my promise: ‘I will never let you down, never walk away and leave you – NEVER!’


How do you tell Helen about the way you feel? Be honest. But don’t leave me out of the equation. Tell her you’re frightened. But tell her you trust me to get you through. And be at rest. Let your heart feel my peace and your chest relax. Your wallet should be informed that I have promised to provide! And may the nether regions of your body truly know peace!


Always your loving and proud,


 


Father GOD


 


PS Don’t dismiss this child – genuinely a love child. So give your fear to me, and rejoice. Remember, it’s not just about you and me. You are a part of the body of Jesus on earth. Other people love you and are there for you. Don’t be too scared to contact them.










MAY 25th


From: Billy


To: Haakon


! HIGH IMPORTANCE


 


Dear Haakon,


 


I know it’s a while since we’ve been in touch and I’m sorry about that. But you prayed for me for over twenty years and you learnt to love me. I’m writing to you because you are the nearest thing I’ve got to an earthly dad. I don’t know whether you’ve heard, but Helen is pregnant with our fourth child. All I can think is, I’m fifty and I will be seventy by the time the child is twenty. I’m not even sure I will live that long. Heavenly Father keeps telling me to trust him. He says I should let my heart feel his peace. But right at the moment, all I can feel is a kind of great big scream building up inside like an express train just about to burst out of me. I am in a total state of panic and although God keeps saying trust him, I just don’t know how. Why am I in such a panic? Why am I so scared? It’s just a baby, for God’s sake! You once called yourself my father in God. Well, please be a dad to me now. Tell me, what am I supposed to do?


Your son in God (I hope),


 


Billy










MAY 26th


From: Haakon


To: Billy


! High Importance


 


Billy, my dear son in God,


 


There’s no need for there to be any question about it. That is what you are, my son in God. I think even in eternity, that relationship will still be there. There’s more to being a father than just the process of conception. I have become your true dad and I’m proud to be. Don’t doubt it.


What are you going to do with that fear inside you? The only advice I can give you is this. If there’s a scream inside, then let it out. Scream at God. He’s not going to be shocked. He knows the fear that’s buried deep inside. Give it to him. Don’t stay with the fear. Let it go. Scream it out; let God have it then begin to allow his peace to be breathed over you. Remember you’re not just my son. Far more importantly, you are his son and he loves you far, far more than I do. Will be in touch. I will give you a phone call soon.
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