
A Chat with God

The Mage and the Boffin were a long way from home. They’d been visiting some friends in a 
distant space and had stopped off on their way back to their home space. One of the Boffin’s 
students would probably have said that they been visiting alternative Universes, if he or she had 
known that the Mage and the Boffin could step between spaces like this.

But anyway, in the space or world or Universe where the Mage and Boffin had stopped off, a big 
battle was underway. To the soldiers of both sides, they were invisible. When they had first arrived, 
they were protected from harm, of course, but both sides could see them, and both sides naturally 
targeted them. So the Mage had hidden them both from view.

The Boffin plucked a bullet from the air and inspected it. “Hm, it’s just a dumb projectile, a lump of
metal. At least it’s not an exploding bullet or a ‘smart’ bullet. The technology is pretty basic, then.”

“Still deadly,” commented the Mage. “I wonder what they are fighting about?”

A large shell landed nearby and dirt splattered against their protection.

“They’re fighting about me, I expect,” said a voice. “It’s usually about me.”

The Mage and Boffin turned. An oldish looking man with white hair and beard and long flowing 
robes was standing next them. He didn’t seem happy.

“Hullo,” said the Boffin. “Why would they be fighting about you?”

The old man looked to the west and then to the east. “Yes, they are fighting about me, or rather, 
about something they believe about me.”

He turned to the Mage and the Boffin. “You’re not from around here are you? I figured as much 
when the bullets bounced off you or avoided you. I’m God, by the way.”

“You’re God?” said the Mage incredulously.

“Of this space, anyway.” He paused thoughtfully. “Hmm, you call it a ‘space’, I see. Yes, I’m God. 
The people in this space are believers, and their belief has caused me to exist. I can see that you 
don’t do things that way at home.”

“Yes,” said the Boffin. “We, well our people, are either more or less interested in science or more or
less interested in magic. We don’t have a strong religion, but we do have believers.”

“You’re lucky,” said God. “I actually don’t think that I existed before enough people believed 
strongly in me, but once I existed, I had always existed, it seems. You two are real people, so you 
don’t have that existential problem.”



“So what are they fighting about?”

“Apparently, according to their beliefs,” he said gesturing to the east, “I said something about the 
way they worship me.”

He gestured to the west. “They, on the other hand, believe something else.”

“Did you say anything about the way that people worship you?

God snorted. “I said nothing about worship. Nothing at all. I didn’t want them to worship me. I did 
once ask them to respect me.”

“What did you want from them? I mean, after you started to exist.”

“Once I existed, I existed for ever. I was by myself, and well, being anthropomorphic, I got lonely 
and wanted people around me, so I created the big explosion that created this Universe. You call it 
this ‘space’, of course. Good name. It didn’t work out too well. I’m infinitely patient of course, so I 
didn’t mind the billions of years it took to create all the matter, and for it to condense into stars, and 
for life to evolve on this small planet.”

“From your face, that’s when the trouble started,” guessed the Mage.

“Yes, to create humans, I needed life to appear and for evolution to occur. That was tricky to get 
started but once it was going it only took a few billion years. The problem was that evolution 
happens because of competition. All life is founded on competition.”

“Ah, so humans evolved to be competitive,” said the Mage.

“Yes, and they insist on killing each other. Sad, isn’t it?”

“It’s much the same in our space,” said the Mage, “but I don’t think that we are nearly as aggressive
as your people.”

God nodded. “Yes, I think that is because they invented religion. They invented ME.”

“But you’re God. Couldn’t you do something?”

God nodded again. “What do you do when humans start to wage a war in your space?”

“Well, we generally don’t interfere. If we do, it usually makes things worse. Oh, I see!”

“Exactly. I tried many times to stop the wars, and every time I made things worse. One time I took 
one of them aside and said to him ‘Look, I don’t like all this killing. Please tell everyone to stop it.’ 
He said ‘Lord, I’ll carve it on some stones and then everyone can see your commands and act on 
them.’ I said ‘Don’t bother, here they are.’ He went down the mountain with the stones, very happy 
with himself.“



“What went wrong?”

“Well, a couple of things. I’d added a couple of other instructions, things about loving your mother 
and father, and not desiring your neighbours smart house and car and that sort of thing and one 
about listening to me, rather than all the false gods that were around at the time. Things that I 
thought would be useful to remember. I’d written the commands in the language and the idiom that 
they used at the time. But I should have kept it simple. Just a ban all the killing. It just confused 
them.”

“What else went wrong?”

“Well, I’ll go into that, but shall we get away from all this killing?”

God waved his hand and they were standing on the front porch of a pleasant house with a view over
fields and meadows, down to a wide meandering river.

“Please sit down. I’ll make some tea.” God pottered off. He was back in a minute or two with a tray,
with teapot, cups and two plates of biscuits.

“You know, for some reason, no one thought of a possible Mrs God,” he said. “So, unless I actually 
manifest myself to a human, I’m always alone.” He sighed.

“So what happened about the stones?” asked the Boffin, dipping her biscuit in her tea.

“Well, the chap I chose decided that having the stones meant that his people were ‘chosen by God’, 
and that meant that everyone else was not chosen and could be killed. In fact, he and others 
reasoned, it was his duty to kill anyone who was not one of his people. This was reinforced by 
another command, which was to have no other gods but me. I’d actually meant that they should not 
listen to the prophets of other gods, but I couldn’t phrase it that way in the language that they used. 
So the killing went on.”

“That must have been discouraging,” commented the Boffin.

“Yes, it was. I was so discouraged that at one time I created a flood and drowned them all. That was 
tricky as some lived up mountains and I didn’t want to completely flood everywhere, and also I had 
to preserve all the animals and plants. The animals hadn’t caused the wars, of course. And the idea 
of killing everyone to stop them killing themselves was not exactly logical either, was it? I think I 
was a little crazy at the time.”

“But there are people now, so did you recreate them?”

“No, I foolishly picked one man who I thought was better than all the rest, and told him to build a 
boat to save himself and his family. He floated around for a while, then ended up on a mountain. 
The floods drained away and I put all the animals and plants back. You wouldn’t believe the silly 



stories that this incident gave rise to! In one, all the animals were carried in the boat, with the 
humans! As if that were possible. But it wasn’t long before the killing resumed.”

“This is a nice place you have here, God,” said the Boffin. She was trying to stop God from 
becoming too depressed.

“Thank you. I spend a lot of time here, but it is lonely. Do you not have wars back in your space, 
Boffin?”

“Well, yes. For that matter, I don’t think that we’ve seen a human space that doesn’t have war. 
Humans seem to like them. You could be right that it stems from evolution and that competitiveness
is built in to humans.”

“Do you not have conflict between science and magic? It seems to me that having both science and 
magic in a space would lead to fighting.”

“We do have competition, it’s true, and we did have one huge war between science and magic, but 
that ended when one man absorbed all the power of science and magic into himself by accident and 
ended the war. He then passed the focus of science to me and the focus of magic to the Mage. We 
were both sympathetic to the other’s field of expertise already, and we fell in love and were married.
After that, there was still competition, but it is mostly just a friendly rivalry.”

God nodded. “I wish something like that had happened in this space. I notice, though, that you both 
have traits from the other’s field. You, my dear Boffin, are a mother figure, I think, and that leans to 
the magic side. The Mage is a father figure, and that leans to the science side.”

The Boffin was startled. “Well, I never though of it that way,” she said. “It could be true.”

She looked at the Mage. “What do you think, dear?”

“Well, God may be right. We’ve never worried too much about keeping the roles and the foci 
separate. We often borrow techniques from each other and respect each other’s field, and the 
crossover in our traits that God mentioned probably helps.”

“Anyway, God, I suppose that you tried again, to stop people killing one another?”

“Oh yes, several times. Many times! I had some success when I manifested myself, and taught a 
group of people to love one another and restrain their natural aggression.”

God took on the appearance of a younger man. “But I’d upset the authorities, and they killed me 
rather gruesomely, or rather they killed the body that I had at the time. Even for me it was difficult 
to come back from that and it took a few days until I was able to return. This shocked and horrified 
my followers so I had to leave them. The stories that resulted from that were strange. People 
rationalised what they saw, and fitted it into their view of the world.”



He paused. “Well, the movement took off, and became a religion which spread widely. It did seem 
to tone down the killing and the wars just a bit. People did consider the feelings of other people 
more. I was quite pleased, at first, but the wars started again soon enough.”

The Mage said “When we were just starting out we tried to stop all the wars. On one occasion we 
took all the Kings and Queens and put them in a space where they could harm no one, and told them
to make peace. Eventually they did, but when we sent them back, one King treacherously attacked 
and took over all the other kingdoms. We managed to stop him after a while, but we learned a 
valuable lesson from that. We only try to influence things and interfere directly as little as possible.”

God laughed. “Well, maybe I’m a slow learner. I’ve tried again a few times since but it always 
ended badly. But lately, like you, I’ve just been a spectator.”

“So, what were those two armies fighting about?”

“Well, both sides believe in me, and both are offshoots of the religion I talked about before. One lot 
believe that their leader is an avatar of me, and that everything he says is the literal truth. It’s not 
true of course. The other lot don’t believe in this doctrine of infallibility, and they loathe the rituals 
that the other lot love. So they are trying to persuade each other with bullets and bombs! Madness!”

The Mage asked “Are you not interfering in this war, then?”

God snorted. “No, I’ve not interfered for a thousand or so years. I feel so sorry for those who suffer 
through these wars, though, that I’ve a space that I send them to, where everything is idyllic. It 
makes me feel a little better.”

“You don’t think that you need a bit of balance do you, God? What about the environment? What 
part of you worries about that? Is there a part of you that encompasses the mother figure?” asked the
Mage.

“The environment? I’m always trying to persuade them to save some species or another! As for the 
‘mother figure’ thing, maybe you are right, and maybe I do need some balance. Over the millennia 
and the millions of years I’ve thought about that, and meeting you two I can see that there are 
advantages. A shared burden. Someone to talk to. A different point of view.”

“Then there’s the kids,” said the Mage.

“Kids!” said God. “Oh, yes, the kids!” He was lost in his own thoughts for a while.

“Well,” said the Mage, “I would say that you possibly do need balance. Your approach is definitely 
paternal, as is mine, and there seems to be little corresponding maternal influence, like the Boffin 
provides in our space. It may improve things to have that influence. Most spaces that we have 
visited have a maternal and a paternal influence, or an equivalent. In some spaces, the males look 
after the offspring and the females do the providing, but the balance is there.”



“Was there never any such maternal influence in this space?” asked the Boffin.

God cast his mind back. “Well in the early days, there was a mother Goddess, but as rational 
thinking replaced mysticism she sort of faded away. My followers have always been aggressive, as 
you saw on that battlefield, and, they claim, favour a rational approach which may have contributed 
to her eclipse. I wonder what happened to her? I’ve always been suspicious of magic and 
superstition, but you, my dear Boffin are able to accept it alongside your science? Maybe I’m wrong
to be suspicious about magic.”

“Of course. It helps to remember that you use intuition all the time. You expect the sun to come up 
every morning, and you are always right. Oh, you can justify your intuition by wrapping science 
around it and talk about the rotation of the earth and stuff like that, but inevitably, eventually, those 
equations will be inadequate and the sun will not rise. But until that day, your intuition will prove to
be correct. You don’t even think about it. Long before science existed people expected the sun to 
rise every morning, and it did! Your intuition is magical, not scientific.”

She looked at her husband and smiled. “Besides, magic works, doesn’t it, my love?” she said.

She kissed her hand and blew. A brilliant ball of light flew through the air to the Mage and touched 
his lips. He did the same and the ball of light flew back to the Boffin.

God mused a bit. “But surely there is science behind that phenomenon?” he asked.

“Sure,” said the Boffin, “but it is still magical, isn’t it?”

The Mage and the Boffin bade God goodbye and strolled down his drive. It would be rude to vanish
right off his doorstep.

As they reached the road a woman turned into the gateway. An attractive woman, thought the 
Boffin. She was slightly more curvy than the Boffin’s slim build, and her skin gleamed darker than 
the Boffin’s fairly dark skin. She wore a colourful wrap around dress that caused the Boffin to break
a commandment, the one about coveting, and her long, dark, curly hair was studded with small 
white flowers. She had bracelets on her wrists and anklets around her ankles. Her feet were bare. 
Around her neck was a necklace supporting a single large pearl. She smiled and her smile lit up the 
space, or the world, or the Universe. The Boffin instantly liked her.

“Is he is in?” asked the woman.

The Boffin stepped forward and hugged her. “Yes, he’s in. And I think he’s ready.”

“It’s about time,” laughed the woman. “It’s been thousands of years. Millions. Thank you.”

“For what?” asked the Mage. “Oh, you think we helped by being a couple?”

“Don’t mind him, he can be a bit slow at times,” said the Boffin.



The woman laughed and started off up the drive. She swayed in a way that the Boffin wished she 
could copy.

“Good luck,” called the Boffin.

“Thank you,” responded the woman.

The Mage swept the Boffin into his arms and kissed her thoroughly. She linked her fingers behind 
his neck.

“You don’t have to prove anything, my love,” she said. “She’s a very attractive woman, the 
Goddess, but I know my man. It’s nice of you, though. Now let’s go home.”

The Mage laughed. “It wasn’t that. It was the thought of millennia without you, my dear. But it’s 
nice of you, though!” he said teasingly.

He kissed her again, then slipped his arm around her waist, and she did the same, and they took the 
step that took them home.
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