Cosmic Humor
By John Shipe

On several occasions, I have seen God’s sense of humor.  It’s neat!! – never at anybody’s expense and it has often seemed to me to be “jest fer fun.”

My favorite example in the Bible is from Acts chapter 2.  The Holy Spirit had just been poured out on the believers in the Upper Room and they are running around speaking in tongues and folks from all over the world, there for the Feast of Weeks (AKA Pentecost), are hearing them praising God in their native languages.  Verse 13 says that some mockers said they were “full of new wine.”  Peter responded, not with “we don’t drink” like an early 20th Century Methodist, but rather, “Look, we aren’t drunk!  It’s only 9:00 in the morning!” (verse 15).
My latest example follows:  During the Easter season, for the past 6 years I have been part of a passion play.  This year I played a Nicodemus type priest character.  For play publicity I passed out flyers in the community in my priestly robes. 
On Tuesdays I volunteer at the Central NM Correctional Facility and have a wonderful relationship with the inmates, staff, and Correctional Officers (COs).  I decided to wear my robes and turban there but honestly worried if perhaps I was pushing it too far.

However, all went well and nobody gave me anything but positive or “fun” comments.  The inmates loved it.  After my inmate presentation, I go to “ID,” a very high security area where they are responsible for in-processing of all inmates entering the NM Correctional System.  There they practice the Aladdin principle – new clothes (all blue) for old.  They give me the old civilian clothes that new inmates don’t want to pay to ship home.  I in turn distribute them to several outreaches and charities. 

A short time before I arrived, one of my favorite COs, Sam Apodaca, had come out of ID to take a break and said to one of the supervisors, Sgt. Mike Sedillo: “Man, there is so much work back there and they are pushing us so hard that I feel like a Hebrew Slave.”  At break’s end, he said “Oh well, back to makin’ bricks.”

A few minutes later I show up at Sgt. Mike’s post looking for all the world like Moses.  He radios back to ID, but also broadcast throughout the prison: “Sam, your prayers have been answered!  I’m sending him back!!”  I got back there and all processing stopped, Sam raised his hands and exclaimed “Halleluiah!!  I’ve been delivered!!”  I played along and we all, processors, processcees, and John – had a blast in God! 
Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, I know you scoffed at Carp to Carp walleting, but I assure you it TRULY happened as above. 
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