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Dedication

To the ones who kept asking.
Not to trap. Not to win. But because the question wouldn't leave them alone.
To everyone who sat in a church, a pub, a kitchen, or a hospital corridor and thought: I need a better answer than that.
To the sceptics who stayed anyway.
And to the believers who learned that doubt is not the opposite of faith — it's what faith sounds like when it's paying attention.
These conversations are for you. You were the reason they were worth having.




About This Book

Two people. Thirteen conversations. No easy exits.





The Sceptic arrives with the objections most people think but don't say: Why do the wicked prosper? Why does God hide? Why would anyone worship an execution device? Why not just prove it? The Believer doesn't answer from a pulpit — they answer from a pub stool. With metaphors, counterattacks, the occasional self-inflicted wound, and a refusal to pretend the hard questions aren't hard.





Talking to a Sceptic moves through the sharpest fault lines of Christian faith: death and resurrection, theodicy, the reliability of a morally messy Bible, the logic of forgiveness, the silence of God, the Trinity, the optics of the cross. Each chapter is a standalone conversation. Each one ends where conversations with these questions actually end — not resolved, but moved.





The arguments aren't dressed up to look stronger than they are. The Believer loses points. The Sceptic doesn't always concede. This is what faith sounds like when it's in the room with genuine doubt — not performing for the already-convinced, but earning every response in real time.





Nobody gets a clean answer.
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Chapter I

Death's Timetable



      Sceptic: 'Aren't you afraid to die?'

      Me: 'Nah. It's like catching a bus. You know it's coming, just not the timetable.'

      Sceptic: 'Aren't you scared of the unknown?'

      Me: 'It's only unknown to you. To me it's the next room.'

      Sceptic: 'That's awfully confident for someone who's never been there.'

      Me: 'Sometimes it wins for decades. But never forever.'

      Sceptic: 'But brain injuries change personality. Doesn't that prove consciousness is just brain activity?'

      Me: 'Break a radio, the music station's still broadcasting. Just can't hear it properly.'

      Sceptic: 'Still... you've never seen the afterlife.'

      Me: 'True. But I've seen death lose. Not always—sometimes it wins for decades. But not forever.'

      Sceptic: 'What about resurrection when bodies are cremated or decomposed?'

      Me: 'You think the God who invented DNA can't handle a bit of recycling?'

      Sceptic: 'Why do some die young and others drag on for decades?'

      Me: 'We all get a ticket out. Some just get called earlier to the station.'

      Sceptic: 'That's cold comfort to a parent burying a child.'

      Me: 'It is. Death's rude like that. Doesn't ask permission. Doesn't care about fairness. But it also doesn't get the last word.'

      Sceptic: 'How do you know?'

      Me: 'Because I've seen what dead people leave behind. Love. Stories. Debts that never get settled. If death was final, none of that would ache the way it does.'

      Sceptic: 'That's just grief.'

      Me: 'Grief's the proof love doesn't stop at the coffin. You don't mourn what's truly gone. You mourn what still matters.'

      Sceptic: 'Why Christianity over other religions?'

      Me: 'Because Jesus said "I'll be back" and people are still arguing about whether he did. If it didn't happen, the argument would've died out in a decade.'

      Sceptic: 'What if Jesus was just a wise man, nothing more?'

      Me: 'Then his friends wouldn't have died claiming otherwise. People don't get martyred over metaphors they invented.'

      Sceptic: 'Isn't heaven just wishful thinking?'

      Me: 'If I was making up a perfect afterlife, there'd be more barbecue and fewer harps.'

      Sceptic: 'So what's your advice?'

      Me: 'Be decent. Love people. Don't be a dick. Everything else—rest sorts itself out.'

    



Chapter II

Half-time Judgements



      Sceptic: 'Why do the wicked prosper whilst the good suffer?'

      Me: 'You're checking the scoreboard at half-time.'

      Sceptic: 'That's cold comfort to a child with cancer.'

      Me: 'It is. And I'm not dismissing that. But you're judging the whole story from the middle pages.'

      Sceptic: 'Some pages shouldn't exist. Genocides. Accidents. Good people ground down whilst bastards thrive.'

      Me: 'Agreed. If this was the final chapter, I'd burn the book.'

      Sceptic: 'So when does the final chapter come?'

      Me: 'When the story ends. Not before.'

      Sceptic: 'That's just kicking the can down the road.'

      Me: 'Or recognising that meaning accumulates. Ever walk out of a film at the interval and write the review?'

      Sceptic: 'If the first half's rubbish, yeah.'

      Me: 'But you don't know what the second half redeems. Or reframes. Or flips completely.'

      Sceptic: 'You're saying suffering has a payoff?'

      Me: 'I'm saying you don't have the last page yet. Neither do I.'

      Sceptic: 'Sounds like wishful thinking.'

      Me: 'Sounds like patience. Mystery novels—the murder looks senseless until chapter thirty.'

      Sceptic: 'Life isn't a detective novel.'

      Me: 'No. It's longer. With more characters. And you're not the author.'

      Sceptic: 'So I just... wait? Whilst people suffer?'

      Me: 'No. You act. Relieve suffering where you can. Feed the hungry. Sit with the grieving. Write the next page yourself if you have to.'

      Sceptic: 'I'm not the author.'

      Me: 'No. But you're a character with agency. That's not nothing.'

      Sceptic: 'And if nothing changes?'

      Me: 'Then you've still fed someone. That's not nothing.'

      Sceptic: 'But the wicked still win.'

      Me: 'Do they? Every empire collapses. Every tyrant falls. History loves to footnote the invincible.'

      Sceptic: 'That's just entropy, not justice.'

      Me: 'Maybe. Or maybe gravity works on power too. Takes longer than you'd like, but it still pulls.'

      Sceptic: 'That's cold comfort.'

      Me: 'Cold comfort carries you through winter. Warmth is a luxury.'

      Sceptic: 'You're full of metaphors.'

      Me: 'And you're full of objections. We're both stalling because the story isn't finished.'

      Sceptic: 'Martin Luther King said that. He was shot.'

      Me: 'He was. Arc kept bending.'

      Sceptic: 'You're asking me to trust a story I can't see the end of.'

      Me: 'I'm asking you to stop grading the rough draft.'

      Sceptic: 'What if the ending's terrible?'

      Me: 'Then at least you didn't quit at the worst part and miss whether it turned.'

      Sceptic: 'That's a hell of a gamble.'

      Me: 'So's walking out. You still don't know how it ends.'

      Sceptic: 'I know how it ends for the kid with cancer.'

      Me: 'You know how that chapter ends. You don't know the whole story.'

      Sceptic: 'Now you sound like a motivational poster.'

      Me: 'I sound like someone who's read enough books to know: the bit where everything falls apart? That's usually chapter two of five.'

      Sceptic: 'And if there's no chapter three?'

      Me: 'Then we were wrong. But booing Act Two of a five-act play is still premature.'

      Sceptic: 'You really believe there's an Act Three?'

      Me: 'I believe judging the playwright before the curtain call is bad criticism.'

      Sceptic: 'Easy for you to say. You're not the one dying.'

      Me: 'No one gets out of Act Five alive. That's the human condition, not evidence against the story.'

      Sceptic: 'So death is just a plot device?'

      Me: 'Death's the page turn. Not the end of the book.'

      Sceptic: 'Prove it.'

      Me: 'Can't. Same way you can't prove the story's meaningless from the middle chapters. We're both reading the same unfinished manuscript.'

      Sceptic: 'Then why trust it?'

      Me: 'Because every story I've ever read that's worth finishing looked broken at the midpoint. That's how stories work.'

      Sceptic: 'Life isn't a story.'

      Me: 'You sure? Because you just complained about the narrative arc.'

    



Chapter III

The Losers' Advantage



      Sceptic: 'If God exists, why does He always side with losers?'

      Me: 'Because winners stop listening.'

      Sceptic: 'That's convenient.'

      Me: 'It's inconvenient. That's why it keeps happening.'

      Sceptic: 'Why not empower the strong to do good?'

      Me: 'Because they already think they are.'

      Sceptic: 'That's insulting.'

      Me: 'It's accurate. Ever try telling a CEO their company's hurting people? They'll show you the charity wing.'

      Sceptic: 'So wealth automatically makes you blind?'

      Me: 'Not blind. Insulated. Hard to hear criticism through marble walls and yes-men.'

      Sceptic: 'So you're saying God prefers failure?'

      Me: 'I'm saying God prefers honesty. The strong lie to themselves. The weak can't afford to.'

      Sceptic: 'Still sounds like you're romanticising poverty.'

      Me: 'Not romanticising. Recognising. Revolutions never start in penthouse suites.'

      Sceptic: 'Because the poor have nothing to lose.'

      Me: 'Because the poor know the system's broken. The rich think it's working fine.'

      Sceptic: 'So weakness is holy now?'

      Me: 'No. Dependence is.'

      Sceptic: 'That sounds like cope.'

      Me: 'So does pride. One just collapses faster.'

      Sceptic: 'You're twisting words. Power gets things done. Feeds people. Builds hospitals.'

      Me: 'Power also burns books. Builds walls. Silences dissent. Want the good bits without the rot? Can't separate them.'

      Sceptic: 'Better than nothing.'

      Me: 'Nothing's exactly what power becomes. Every empire. Every dynasty. Dust.'

      Sceptic: 'That's just time. Everything decays.'

      Me: 'True
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