The Conversation

I have been deeply disturbed by the horrific events that took place earlier
this week in our city by the Hudson, the one that proudly displays our
wonderful gift from France 115 years ago, the Statue of Liberty. I lied in
bed tossing and turning with no chance of the peaceful silence of sleep
overtaking my body so I decided to talk to God and this was our
conversation.   
 

me "Dear God, are you there?"
 

God "Yes, my son, I am here."
 

me "God, a terrible thing has happened in our county this week, as I am sure
you are aware of, and I was really wondering how you could let so many
innocent people meet such a horrible death?"
 

God "Yes, that was a bad week on your nations highways."
 

me "No, no I am taking about the people in the World Trade Center that died
when the towers came crumbling to the ground after the attack by
terrorists."
 

God "Oh yes, that was unusual I guess. You'll have to pardon me as I see so
much death and destruction every week it all kind of starts to blend
together after awhile."
 

me "God, please tell me why you let such a terrible thing happen?"
 

God "Don't put the blame on me, I gave the world to man thousands of years
ago and told you to take care of it and one another. You are responsible for
these events, just like any other."
 

me "I'm responsible? But, I didn't have anything to do with it, God. I was
here in my home in Florida, over a thousand miles away from New York when
this happened."
 

God "Do you remember going to the Publics grocery store last Friday?"
 

me "Yes Lord, I do."
 

God "Well do you remember being in such a hurry you nearly ran into a
stockboy in the aisle and gruffly told him to 'get out of my way, can't you
see I'm in a hurry?' "
 

me "Yes, I do remember him. He was just in my way and I don't know why he
couldn't understand that. He should know the customer is always right."
 

God "That was me."
 

me "What do you mean, that was you?"
 

God "I routinely go to body and mix and mingle with you. I created you.
Don't you think I'm going to enjoy my creation?"
 

me "God, I'm so sorry, if I had known that was you, I would certainly have
given you more respect."
 

God "Oh, I see. You'd give respect only because you thought it was me?"
 

me "Well, I try to be respectful most of the time, it's just that I was in a
hurry that day."
 

God "So you're telling me you were only concerned with your needs and so you
didn't think about the needs of the stockboy?"
 

me "Yes, I suppose you're right, Lord. Perhaps tomorrow I'll work on giving
respect to other people like I know I should."
 

God "Well, perhaps those terrorists would like another chance to think about
what they did. Of course, its too late for them as they have passed on now
and are presently enjoying the torments of hell."
 

me "Oh, God, I didn't think the action I took in the grocery store would
have any affect on anyone."
 

God "Well, actually every action influences other actions. It's a action,
reaction kind of thing. You live on this tiny little globe in my universe,
hurling through space at 50,000 mile per hour, tumbling and rolling, its all
I can do to keep other asteroids and meteors from wiping you out. It's how I
spend most of my time. And then there's all those other planets, don't get
me started on that."
 

me "Ok, Lord, how did I cause this terrible event in New York this week?"
 

God "Well, if I remember correctly after your nasty comment to the stockboy,
me in this case, I had to answer to the manager who overheard your comment
and he fired me. Then the manager hired another guy to stock the shelves and
so was not available for another job he had lined up as a cab driver that
day. Since his now non-existent cab wasn't available to pick up a fare for
the airport in your city, that delayed John Smith from getting to the
airport Saturday morning so he missed his flight to New York. Since he was
not available for his meeting with a banking executive in downtown Manhattan
at 9 AM Tuesday morning, that banking executive went to work at 8:35 AM in
his office at the World Trade Center instead of three blocks away at another
branch. Since he was now at the site of the terrible event he died when the
building came tumbling down."
 

me "Oh, my God! I never realized my silly littlie actions could affect so
many other people's lives."
 

God "Oh, yes they do. I suppose you could say all the actions of every
person that ever lived has brought this event to being."
 

me "So its fate that rules us."
 

God "Well, I suppose you could look at it that way. I like to think that
when I made you, I gave you enough intelligence to realize that you all have
to make you're own choices in your lives. Anywhere along the way of history,
if only one person had acted differently, say an act of kindness, in place
of a selfish deed could have altered all the rest of the events that would
then take place and this horrific event as you call it may not have
occurred."
 

me "It all seems so hopeless, I'm just one person among billions." What can
we do now? Shouldn't we go after these terrorists around the world and make
them pay for what they have done here?"
 

God "Well, I have reeked my share of vengeance in the past, so I can't
really tell you not to do it. But, what you should realize is that there is
uncertainty in all of our actions, even seemingly minor ones. You just have
to be ready to accept responsibility for all your actions. This may turn out
to be the right thing in the long run or it may not. All I know is in
general kindness, respect and caring will have a  more positive affect then
being rude, insensitive, and selfish."
 

me "Lord, it's not just vengeance we seek. We want to rid the world of all
terrorism. We want this world to be a safe place for all people to live."
 

God "Sounds good to me. When I first created you that's kind of what I had
pictured too. I hope you have better luck then I did."
 

me "God, it seems so ironic these hate-filled fanatics flew right by the
Statue of Liberty, the one with the inscription:
'Give me your tired, your poor, Your huddled masses yearning to breathe
free, The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. Send these, the homeless,
tempest-tost to me, I lift my lamp beside the golden door!"
 

God "Well, I guess they weren't looking that way."
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