The Conversation, part 3

me “God, will You answer a question for me?”

God “Certainly, My son, you have but to ask.”

me “Lord, where do souls come from?”

God “From My kitchen.”

me “Your kitchen, You mean You make them up from a recipe?”

God “Yes, indeed I do.  I have 12 canisters on My kitchen cabinet, the six on My right are the good ingredients -  honesty, loyalty, courage, strength, generosity, and compassion.  The six canisters on My left are the bad ingredients – guile, cowardice, weakness, cruelty, selfishness, and envy.  I also have four spice shakers in the middle - intellect, talent, sensibility, and humor.  From these all souls are formed.”

me “Lord, you mean to tell me that You put bad ingredients into souls?  I thought babies were born pure and it was only in growing up in their environment that they picked up bad habits?”

God, “Well, life is My testing ground, if I made everybody perfect to begin with what kind of a test would that be?  Every new soul gets some of the good and some of the bad and a little bit of spice.  It is up to them to sort it all out in life.”

me “Dear Lord, I understand our job is to overcome and all, but how do You determine how much of what ingredients to combine?  

God “I like to have fun with it, you know, like a cup of courage mixed with a teaspoon of cruelty and you get Saddam Hussein, or did I use a teaspoon of courage and a cup of cruelty?  Oh, and did you get a load of what a cup of talent with no sensibility gets you – Michael Jackson, oh boy!  Anyway, you get the idea.”

me “God, we know every life at every stage is sacred and we understand this to be Your greatest gift, but You must also be aware that the abortion issue has created a great rift in our society.  Could You settle this question once and for all, at what point is the soul joined with the fetus?”

God “I saw you making a cake last Thursday.  I saw you drive to the store and buy the mix, and then you came home and laid out the pans, the ingredients, and pre-heated the oven.  Then I saw you put the ingredients in the bowl and mix them up and pour that into pans and put it in the oven.  After a period of time you took them out and placed them on cooling racks for another period of time, then you put the cakes on a plate and frosted them.  Let Me ask you, at what point did you consider it a cake?”

me “Well, when it was ready to be eaten, I guess.”

God “Next question.”

me “So You’re saying that it’s not a complete person until it’s born?”

God “Have you ever witnessed coitus?”

me “Yes, my Lord, of course, I have experienced that myself.”

God “And was that a miracle?”

me “The orgasm was great, but it didn’t strike me as a miracle, my Lord.”

God “Of course not.  Would it be a miracle that one sperm out of millions released is able to penetrate the female egg thereby completing conception and this in only about once in 188 attempts?”

Me “It does seem surprising that only one so infrequently completes the trip.”

God “Exactly, while your mate was pregnant, did you witness the morning sickness, the mood swings, the swelling of the abdominal area?  Did that strike you in any way miraculous, My son?”

me “Not at all, it was a very tough thing to go through for her I’m sure.”

God “How about the hellish screaming as her contractions got closer and closer or the episiotomy, or the brutal pushing to force the baby out that once relatively small opening?  Did that seem at all miraculous to you?”

me “No, I nearly fainted during those events, but the instant I saw my son’s little face, all covered in what looked like cottage cheese, and those beautifully formed hands and toes, and heard that first sound from the first cry that was his first breath, I knew I had just witnessed a miracle!”

God “Next question.”

me “Ok, that’s for new souls, but what about those souls that are not so new, they’ve been around the block a few tries and haven’t quite got it right yet.  Where do You get them from?”

God “I keep the leftovers in my cold, dark refrigerator and try to use them within four days, I want them to wait awhile and think about their situation, but I don’t want them to spoil, of course.”

me “You mean after I die, I’ll be back within four days?”

God “Four of My days, not four of yours.”

me “Well how long is a day in heaven, Lord?”

God “Time is a relative concept.  Time on earth is convenient for counting the revolutions of the globe, but hardly the same in My realm.  I sighed but once in the span of your last life, but I will tell you that 20 of My minutes in the cooler and you’ll be very anxious to get out.”

me “Lord, if we keep conceiving, will you keep providing souls, even if through our own poor judgment we overpopulate the world?”

God “In the beginning, I said be fruitful and multiply, now I would say, use a condom, enough already, but it’s your world, I gave it to you so it’s up to you to manage it.”

me “Lord, will we ever figure it all out, will we ever get it right?”

God, “I hope so, but until that happens, I’ve got to get back to my recipes, My latest batch is about ready.  There’s nothing like the smell of freshly made souls in the morning!”
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