God does not exist
Chapter 1
When I was first started school I used to love listening to stories about what God had created, I was informed that he even made me. I listened intently at the wondrous gifts he had bestowed on everybody in the whole world. He sounded a fantastically talented being, a magician and conjurer who had endless talents, but if any of this is true, he created my father who abused me most of my childhood and into adulthood, and let it happen. “Suffer the little children and bring them unto me”, well I am still waiting to be saved. That was a lost cause from the start.
I was taught that God loved me and everybody else, and that he made the world. Mrs. Oag my school teacher at primary school told me that in the beginning God created the earth and the heavens.
[bookmark: _GoBack]I now know that she was wrong when she told me that. The God, who has the starring role in the fictitious Old Testament, is unquestionably the most unsavoury character villain ever to be cast in such a role. He is the most vindictive, homophobic control freak, who bullies and manipulates people to suit whatever scene is being played at any given time. And if the scene is not going to his satisfaction, he changes his script again.
I hate religion with a passion, as it divides people form one another based on nothing more than some assholes interpretations and beliefs, which equates to nothing more that make believe and fantasy, in various texts, written thousands of years ago, and translated repeatedly, until it ends up what we call the Bible today
I have not written this book to change the readers mind, nor to invoke rage or hatred, nor do I dislike any religious follower who believes in any of the different Gods in the world, but rather in the futile hope of someday understanding the opposing viewpoint. 
My belief about God was what I had been told to believe in, and I had no choice as it was thrust upon me. God was like the Tooth Fairy or Santa Clause to me, until my intellect realised that they were fables for children invented over time. As we grow older we stop believing in Santa and the Tooth Fairy, but keep the tradition going through generations, but some people keep the God tradition alive by still believing and preaching to people to keep the belief, because it is so strongly embedded in their minds. We all invent in our head what we believe. Like Santa Clause, the act of believing is so powerful that we can imagine him flying through the sky on his heavily laden sleigh, then sliding down our narrow chimney to leave gifts under the Christmas tree, before eating his mince pie and drinking his milk, before flying to the next house to do the same. The act of believing can be so powerful that it can make us believe anything we are told, but it also makes us forget that God is also a product of human fantasy which some of us never realise is also a fable. Religion was first written about to control the thoughts and the minds of the people, and it is still like that today. 
But unlike other species, human offspring are neotonic, taking a long time to mature. When humans are born, the brain is not yet fully developed as an organ. It takes many years to ripen and develop a brain. Whilst it accounts for the remarkable scope of our learning and innovation of our species, this neotonic handicap we are born with makes our offspring very reliant upon what is instilled in them by adults. 
Our beliefs may be clearly bizarre, ridiculous on face value, but us who adopt them are empowered by what we believe. We may act for or against our own family and culture, depending on what we believe. Because beliefs cannot be disproved, nobody can prove that our world was not created by a huge Staffordshire Bull Terrier, who lived at the dark side of a distant planet, but no one can disprove it either. They seem to have a power that defies and exceeds any reason.
I suppose that is one reason for the appeal of certain beliefs, the other being that beliefs try to provide answers, however improbable, to questions such as “Where did life begin?” which cannot readily be answered easily, if at all.
The sight of school children getting forced to recite the Lord’s prayer, or children in a Madrasa, an Islamic school, nodding like sheep and repeating the Koran for hours every day, are examples of how children are programmed to believe anything we tell them. Practices such as this exist in every diverse culture and religion, and should be classed as child abuse.
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