Why Some People Are Built for
Belief

Why some people lean into faith, others walk away, and why the
answer may have less to do with truth than with personality,
upbringing, and social wiring.
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I recently wrote something very personal. It started almost like a journal
entry and slowly turned into something else entirely. It was about my
childhood, and about the long, uneven road that shaped how I think about

religion, society, empathy, and human relationships.

When I finished it and was ready to publish, I read it back and realised I had
put too much of myself into it. More than I was comfortable sharing. So for

now, it is sitting on the back burner.

But part of it kept nagging at me. One thread in particular. I wanted to pull
on that thread without opening up the whole thing. So that is what this piece

1S.



Life, religion, and mental health.

You may not have realised it, but yes, I'm fascinated by religion € Not just
by its history, doctrines, interpretations, and cultural impact, but by the more
serious question underneath all of it: why are some of us religious at all, while
others feel nothing of the sort? Why do people so often grow up convinced
that their beliefs are uniquely true when the larger pattern points so clearly to
identity, upbringing, and childhood conditioning? How do people fail to see
that if you convince one generation of something strongly enough, you can

end up with a society that believes it for centuries?

Come on. A treasure-hunt fraudster still has millions of followers in Utah,
and wealthy people are still pouring money into chasing the “secret” invented
by a science-fiction writer who turned fiction into a movement. All well

documented.

What’s going on here?

Chasing Gods

Do you believe in a god?

That is not a question you are ever likely to hear from me. I have never been
particularly interested in debating it, and the reason is not especially
profound: it is pointless. If someone could produce actual evidence for the
existence of a deity, we would not be talking about what people “believe.” We
would simply know. And no, philosophical wordplay does not count as

knowledge anymore.

Going the other direction doesn’t hold up either. You can argue against a
specific religion’s god — poke holes in the logic, challenge the doctrine, fair
game. But you can’t claim the impossibility of god as a general concept when
we haven’t even agreed on what that concept means. You can’t argue against

something that hasn’t been coherently defined.

Does that make me agnostic? Not necessarily. My position is simpler than
that: you believe in a god, or you don’t. That’s personal. And whether you do

or you don’t has exactly zero value to me as a third party. It tells me nothing



useful about you, and I have no stake in the answer. What I am interested in
is the much more interesting question underneath it — why do some of us
believe, and others don’t, and what does that actually reveal about us as a

species?

Why Are We Religious — or Not?

Most of us believe what we were taught as children, and as a species that
worked to our benefit. Whether it is true or not, believing in the same thing

creates unity. But that is the utilitarian aspect of religion, not its validity.

Like countless animals in nature, the human brain is most malleable early in
life, and the frameworks we are handed before we are old enough to question

them tend to stick. But there are exceptions everywhere.

Some people were raised religious and lost their faith after a tragedy — the
god they were taught to trust did not show up when it mattered most, and the
religion that came with that god collapsed along with it. For example, after
the Holocaust, many Jews kept their culture but left behind a God who

allowed what happened during the war.

Some of us were mentally or emotionally harmed by religious households and
now cannot separate the doctrine from the damage, so they reject all of it
wholesale. Some had a gradual awakening as they got older — an education, a
relationship, a single book — and quietly stepped away. And some, like me,

never really got on board in the first place, even as children.

For a long time, I thought my disconnect from religion started with one
specific observation: faith is mostly an accident of geography. If you are born
in Cairo, you are almost certainly Muslim. If you are born in rural Alabama,
you are almost certainly Christian. If you are born in Mumbai, you are almost
certainly Hindu. The content of the miracle changes depending on the
country you open your eyes in — which is a strange foundation for something
claiming universal truth. That felt like enough of a reason to keep my

distance.

But there was something before that. Something more fundamental. And I

did not fully understand it until much later.



The Desire to Fit In — and What Happens When You Don’t Have It

Religion is an identity. And we are wired, deeply and evolutionarily, to want
to belong to a group. Fitting in wasn’t just socially useful for our ancestors —
it was survival. The people who didn’t cooperate, who didn’t share the tribe’s
rituals and beliefs and stories, didn’t last long. That drive to belong is in us.

It’s ancient.

I didn’t have it. Or at least, I had far less of it than most people seem to.

I never felt the pull of tradition for its own sake. If something didn’t make
logical sense to me, the fact that it was old, or common, or what everyone else
did wasn’t a compelling argument. It was actually more likely to make me
suspicious. And religion, when you strip away the social infrastructure and
look at what you're actually being asked to accept, requires a lot of that kind
of deference — belief in things because people around you believe them,

participation in rituals because they've always been done this way.

Here’s a small example of the kind of thing that would trip me up: what do
church buildings or mosque architecture have to do with Christianity or
Islam? If you can’t point me to a scriptural passage mandating that specific
spire, that specific dome, those specific clerical robes — then what I'm
looking at is human invention presented as divine instruction. The tradition

isn’t sacred, it’s just old.

That pattern of thought — tearing everything down to see what’s actually
holding it up — made me difficult to socialise. Things like the expectation of
expressing emotions in the culturally approved way — why do we cover our
mouth when we’re shocked, why do we clap at the end of a performance, why
do we cry at funerals in public when grief is the most private thing there is —
never came naturally to me. The feelings might be real. But the choreography
around them is learned, and once you see that, you can’t unsee it. I could see
the script. I just couldn’t make myself follow it. It probably made me difficult

in a lot of ways, honestly.



Are Some of Us Wired for Religion?

Thanks to eugenics, which many now treat as if it began in pure evil rather
than becoming something monstrous, and because of World War II, talking
about genetics and personality became taboo. This helped create a dream
world where it’s all about nurture, we all have free will, and we are all born

the same in every way that matters.

That is obviously not true.

Anyone who has spent enough time around people can see that we do not
arrive with identical settings. Some people are naturally more compliant.
Some are more suspicious. Some crave belonging. Some resist group pressure
almost automatically. Some are drawn to ritual and structure. Others keep

pulling things apart to see whether any of it makes sense.

If life taught me anything, it is that many of our personality traits have a
genetic component, and we’re too afraid to see that because we want to
believe we are the makers of our own personalities, fully in control, able to
divide the world neatly into good people who choose good and evil people

who choose evil.

There was a case of a man who suddenly developed an unhealthy sexual
interest in children, and his stepdaughter was nearly victimised. It turned out
he had a brain tumour, and once the tumour was removed, he returned to
normal. When the unhealthy interest began growing again later, doctors
found that the tumour had returned, so he had a second operation. The
tumour was removed, and he returned to normal again. He was eventually
exonerated, but the case tells us something deeply unsettling: personality can
be altered by physical changes in the brain, not necessarily by genes alone.

We just do not understand the brain at that level yet.

Are we really supposed to believe that human beings are just good or evil, and

that free will explains the rest?

Why | Was Probably Never Going to Be Religious



Circling back to me, I don’t think I was ever especially likely to be religious
because of certain personality traits that I got without doing anything to earn
or shape them. I would have had to be a completely different person, with
less analytical instinct, to concentrate on religion as an identity of the tribe I
am in, rather than asking whether it makes sense that God chooses a few
people in a certain geography to be taught the right God but allows others to

be indoctrinated into the old one.

Since religion is so insistently geographic throughout history, and one of the
religions is supposedly correct, why would God want me to do this and that
for salvation but refuse to give clear enough signs to lead people to the right
God?

And these questions aren’t related to whether there is a God, but to where
one should not be looking for answers. Again, whether there is a god is

something you must answer for yourself.

So, What’s Going On?

I have so many questions.

How much of religiosity is genetic, and how much is choice? What drives us
to believe something for no good reason other than that the people around us
believe it too? And why do so many adults defend with blood and tears what
they were taught as children, refusing to admit that once you are
compromised that early, you may be the wrong person to judge the truth of it
— and may need to listen more carefully to people who were not

compromised in quite the same way, whether they believe or not?

Why is tradition so important to some of us? Why do some of us trap
ourselves within social expectations while others seem to thrive on the

attention it brings?

What does it mean to be human if one day we can breed humans like dogs —
analytic thinkers, people with no interest in religion, people less likely to get
cancer or heart disease, people immune to viruses like HIV, people with a

natural disposition toward empathy, curiosity, emotional resilience, or



impulse control? What would that say about human nature, and about

everything we currently pretend is sacred?



