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Lithium for God

God stsweeping in the corner. His sergphim gently try to coax Him (God
can't be made do anything He doesn't want to do, so He has to be coaxed)
into taking Hislithium. Herequiresfive gigatonsaday, just to

function.

The Big Guy's bipolar disorder is the worst-kept secret in existence.
Everyone knows how in afit of mania he created the Heavens and the Earth
inonly six days. Everyone knows how, in depressve mode, hefdl into
such adough of despond that he let that cretinous little toady,

Morningstar, torment Job, who was the most faithful of His servants.

The problemis, God just won't admit He has a problem. He blamesit all
on Adam, for the gpple, or on Eve, for tempting Adam. He blamesit on
Herod, on Hitler, on the Trilatera Commission, on anything but Himself.
"Open wide," sing the Seraphim, cheered on by al the Heavenly ranks and
powers. "Take your nice medicine."

God buries Hisface in His hands. "Such children | have," heweeps. "Oy
gevalt, what did | do to deserve such afamily?’

"Why don't you try alittle smiting?" the seraphim urge. "Wouldn't thet

be nice? Bangkok! It's the sexually transmitted disease capitd of the
world. It would be agreat way of getting the Word out.”

But God doesn't listen.

Meanwhile, the Kid comes douching into Heaven (He's having adifficult
adolescence), holds up His pierced hands, and says, "L ook what they did

to medown therel | am, like, so bummed out.”



The Archangel Michad castsajaundiced look hisway. "So'syour old
man," he sneers.

TheEnd
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