The Conversation, part 7

me “God, there’s this guy that lives just down the street from me and he’s funny You know?”

God “Oh, I like funny.  Did you hear the one about the hooker, the addict, the church deacon and the alphabet soup?”

me “No, no My Lord, I don’t mean funny, funny; I mean funny gay.”

God “Ooooh, funny gay, I see.  Why didn’t you just say gay or homosexual or any one of scores of words used to describe my special ones?”

me “Excuse me, did You say special ones?”

God “Yes, My son, you sound a bit surprised.”

me “Well, everybody knows that gays are the epitome of immorality.  I mean having sex with a man for me would just be unthinkable, yuk!”

God “Oh, let Me see, oh yes, it was July 14, 1861, New York.  There you were all decked out in your flowing ankle length gown and really kickin it with your then boyfriend, Ralston, and later that night seemed pretty intimate to Me back at his place.”

me “Dear Lord, please tell me You’re making all this up!”

God “It was two lives ago now and you were the very fetching Angela Brisbee, very sexy and quite active with the men at that time.  Now what were you saying about having sex with men as, let’s see how did you refer to it, oh yes, ‘unthinkable’.

me “I was a girl in that life, me, a girl?”

God “You, a girl.”

me “OK, but that’s different.  If I was a girl then, then it would have been ok to be intimate with men, although the picture of it horrifies me.”

God “On this plane there are no sexes, but as souls are reborn life after life, many different scenarios are necessary to test one’s metal, shall we say.  Women and men have different challenges in life and if you’re to be a well rounded and evolved spirit you must encounter all that life has to offer.”

me “Well, I guess I see the benefit there, but what has that got to do with my neighbor having sex with other guys?”

God “The unconscious mind links to the universal consciousness and as such has memories of past lives, not only memories, but also impressions, feelings, and emotional attachments that have been stored like on the hard drive of a computer, although you’re not aware of it consciously, you can still have similar drives, likes, and desires as holdovers from life to life.”

me “You mean if I loved a man in one life, that love can come up again in this life or another life?”

God “Right, you could call it ‘that thing in your head’ or as I like to refer to it ‘Systematic Transformational Evolutionary Works’ or STEW.  That is to say a new soul fresh out of the bowl is like a raw vegetable, nutritious but barely editable, but chop it up with the many choices in life, put some nice textured beef, the essence of one’s soul, along with plump potatoes, the opportunity for growth, with just the right spices, the good and bad influences that all will encounter, and you’ve got yourself one heck of a nice stew.” 

me “You got a thing about cooking, don’t You Lord?”

God “I’m just stirring the pot, My boy, just stirring the pot.”

me “Ok, Lord, so I’ve been a guy in some past lives and also a girl, does that explain it all then?”

God “You also make close connections to other spirits along your journey and you all tend to want to come back together, so when you meet a spirit you were in love with in a previous life, you still will be attracted to him or her in this life no matter what sex they are this time.  Haven’t you ever been attracted to another guy, even just a little bit?  You must have at least had some strange feelings even if you weren’t willing to act on them?”

me “I wouldn’t say sexually, but I have become good friends with certain guys that I really couldn’t tell you why, just that I liked them.”

God “There you go, instant love.

me “So why call them ‘Your special ones’, Lord?”

God “In a perfect world I wouldn’t, but they’re special because no matter the societal mores they will plow right ahead in expressing their feelings for another, even of the same sex.  All souls that have made the trip a few times will encounter ‘strange’ inner feelings from time to time for someone of the same sex, but most are too hung up on doing ‘what’s right’ to act on it.  So, they become special, see?”

me “Ok, so I shouldn’t think too badly of my neighbor, he’s only reacting to his unconscious past lives, right?” 

God “He is courageously following his destiny, My son, and doing it in the face of the greater societal outrage.  That takes courage, did I tell you I like courage, My son?”

me “Yes, but are You saying You condone all that philandering, My dear Lord, surely there’s no courage in that?”

God “That’s true, dear one, he is either still searching for the right one or he is acting out in the absence of real love.  Either way he is in evolution down the path to enlightenment and who can say otherwise?”

me “Sorry, My Lord, I did not mean to be presumptuous, I just didn’t see how whoring around could be a beneficial activity.”

God “Shall I take you back even further, to a time in ancient Rome when you were one of the courtesans to the Roman Emperor Commodus.  Does the name Marcia ring any bells?  Cast not the stone of indictment lest ye be stoned as well.”

me “I’m so sorry, Lord, I have such a narrow view from my vantage point.  I will endeavor to be more compassionate for You are so right, this path I walk has many footprints, some heavy with the weight judgment.”

God “Yes, and some light with the lack of wisdom, but each shall walk this path in his own way and at his own pace and as he ascends the mountain no matter his burden I shall receive him each and everyone.”

me “You are wisdom, My Lord, and I thank You for sharing so much of it with me.”

God “I am the sunshine and you the budding wildflower in an open meadow, My boy, and as your eager petals unfold from out the darkness I bath you with My rays of discovery and truth.”

me “My sponge absorbs your profundity, dear Lord.”

God “Yes, and this I would with those flowers deep within the forest as well, but alas they are lost amongst the thick canopy of convention and conditioning.  If they were to just turn to the merest of cracks in that veneer I could raise them up as well.” 

me “Oh, it would be such a day.”

God “I will take them one by one and from time to time some special help for those too mired in their own circumstance.”

me “You mean like that terrible dream vision I had in ’94, dear Lord?”

God “Hey, you can count on Me to plant one right in the ole keester when you need it.  Say, what about My joke?  Don’t you want to hear it, My lad?”

me “Sure, tell it to me, Lord.”

God “Ok, this hooker and her drug addict/pimp are out working the street one night and this car pulls up.  The hooker leans in the open window and asks the driver, ‘Lookin’ for some action, sweetie?’  The driver, who just happens to be a church deacon says, ‘I was wondering if I could treat you and your friend there to something to eat?’  ‘Ok’, the two lost souls responded’, and with that they got into the deacon’s car and he sped off to a very special restaurant to get them all a bowl of alphabet soup.  As the soup arrived piping hot, each had a bowl placed in front of him or her and the hooker eagerly picked up her spoon and dipped into the soup.  ‘Hey, what’s this?’, the hooker said, startled.  ‘The letters spell out - I love you.’  And the addict/pimp dipped into his soup and he exclaimed in amazement, ‘Yea, and my letters spell out - I embrace you.’  The deacon, sitting and smiling with the knowledge of this soup just laughed a small laugh and said, ‘This is a very special kitchen for the chef is the Lord himself.  When you dip into the soup a message appears telling you just how God feels about you.’  And with shock on her face, the hooker responded to this startling news with, ‘now I’ve had a lot of johns tell me they loved me before, but I never got soup too!”
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