

WOULDA COULDA, SHOULDA, or

God Throws a Party   

    (a full –length play)

CHARACTERS: (7) 

GOD, male or female (change pronouns), any age, sassy, engaging, forceful, 

                       nicely dressed
KIDS (6), three men, three women, probably best if in their twenties and versatile
                 CALVIN, male, atheistic, smart, attractive, arrogant  
                 ASHLEY, female, kooky, artistic, neurotic
                 JEREMIAH, male, silly, dumb, sweet, sympathetic  
                             MADISON. female, traditional, conniving, hyper-vigilant 
                             STANLEY, male, kind, dutiful, quiet, boring 
                             BELINDA SUE, female, impulsive, highly sexed, troubled, lazy 

ACT I





          SCENE 1

SETTING: Suggestions of a kindergarten


(Enter GOD.)

GOD: (to audience) Hello. Let me introduce myself. I’m God. I’m sure 

           any number of you have never seen me before. Hey! No need to 

           sneak away. This isn’t about you. It’s about these creatures I have 

           created here. I’m going to give them life, let them live it, and then 

           see how they will live it again, if given a second chance. Sound like 

           fun? Of course I’m not going to tell these clowns all that. (Snaps 

           fingers.)


(Lights up on the other six other characters, in various poses as adults.)

GOD: Enough posing!


(Lights down on the other characters, who are now in semi-darkness.)

GOD: (to Kids) I’ve brought you here to consider an important issue. A very 

            serious issue in your lives.

ASHLEY: What?

GOD: That very serious issue is . . . how much can you party? Because I’m 

           throwing one! Do you think you can keep up?


(Lights up.)

KIDS: (in turn, as appropriate) Certainly! Yes! Yes! Okay. What kind of party?

MADISON: What if we don’t want to go to the party?

GOD: It doesn’t matter. You’re going!

ASHLEY: Why does something tell me it’s not really a party?

GOD:  (to audience) Sorry, all filled up. (to Kids) Take it away, kids!

(Lights up on the other six characters acting like five-year-olds in 

 kindergarten, running around, hitting each other, crying, laughing, 

 swaying, throw balls, playing with, knocking over toys, etc.)

GOD: Come here, boy and girls. We’re going to have a . . . Valentine’s Party!

KIDS: (in turn) Yay! Wow! Hurray! Who says? When? I don’t wanna!

GOD: Get your little fannies over here and onto those seats. 

ASHLEY: Do we have to?

GOD: Unless you want to die, Neurotic Liar. I mean Ashley.

ASHLEY: Oh, Jeez.


(The six five-year-olds take their places, in chairs of different heights.)

CALVIN: (looking at the different chairs) Are you sure this is a level playing field?

GOD: Now who would like some candy?

KIDS: (all raising their hands, then in turn) I would! I would! Me! Me! 

            Over here! Candy!

GOD: (to audience) This is going to be too easy. (Takes out some hard candies 

           from a paper bag.) Here are your candies! But first! First you have to 

           answer some questions for your teacher.

JEREMIAH: Who’s our teacher?

GOD: I am, Dumb Crybaby. I mean Jeremiah. And I’m appointed by God.

MADISON: I wanna go home.

GOD: Well, you can’t!

MADISON: I’m gonna tell my mommy on you.

GOD: I’m shaking in my boots, Cautious Toady. Shut up. Okay, it’s time for 

           the quiz.

CALVIN:  The Nile, the Amazon, and the Yangtze!

GOD: What?

CALVIN: Name three longest rivers in the world.

GOD: Nice try, Annoying Smartass. Otherwise known as Calvin. But that is 

           not the question.

CALVIN: Three times 7 is 21.

GOD: Nice. But still not the question.

MADISON: Then what is the question?

GOD: (sarcastic) Thank you, Madison! Well asked! No, the question is where 

            do babies come from. Babies like you.

JEREMIAH: From Mars?

GOD: Close. Anybody else?

MADISON: From the Cabbage Patch.

STANLEY: From black holes.

CALVIN: From science!

GOD: Very good. Just not exactly.

BELINDA SUE: Friends leave them behind at your parents’ house.

GOD: Sometimes, I suppose.

ASHLEY: They come from God’s forehead!

GOD: Interesting.

CALVIN: (under her breath) From God’s butt.

GOD: I heard that, Calvin.

CALVIN: I don’t care.

GOD: You’d better care.

MADISON: Babies come from the animal shelter! So we can care for them.

GOD: How sweet, Cautious Toady.

MADISON: Madison!

GOD: Madison!

BELINDA SUE: Babies fall out of mommies’ bottoms.

GOD: You’re no fun.

ASHLEY: My mommy wouldn’t have a baby fall out of her. She wouldn’t 

                  even have a baby inside her. She says babies are mistakes!

GOD: I’m sure some are. That doesn’t mean you don’t love them to death. 

          Or until their death.

JEREMIAH: Did I use to be a baby?

CALVIN: Of course. We all used to be babies.

JEREMIAH: I don’t think so.

ASHLEY: I was gonna be a bortion. [sic] At least that’s what my mommy says.

GOD: It sounds like you have a very special mommy.

JEREMIAH: I know I do!

MADISON: My mommy’s the best mommy on earth! So there!

GOD: And who told you that, Madison?

MADISON: I just figured it out. She gives me food. She gives me a place to 

                     sleep. She gives me discipline. I am the luckiest little girl in the 

                     whole wide world. (cowering) Please don’t hit me!

GOD: Does your mommy ever hit you?

MADISON: No, but she could! She has big, big hands!

JEREMIAH: (belatedly) No, I’m the luckiest!

MADISON: You’re not a girl!

CALVIN: Yes, he is!

JEREMIAH: I meant “person.”

GOD: (to audience) The pecking order starts so young. (to Kids) You know 

            what I think?

KIDS: (some answer) What?

GOD: I think you’ve all earned some candy! (Hands out hard candies in 

           wrappers.) Now don’t choke on these . . . (to himself) yet.


(The Kids start opening the candies, rambunctious.)

JEREMIAH: (wailing loudly) Wah! Wah!

GOD: What is it, Dumb Crybaby? 

JEREMIAH: Mine’s child-poof! [sic] (Holds up the wrapped candy.) 

                      I can’t open it!

GOD: Calvin, help Dumb Crybaby with his candy.

CALVIN: I don’t want to.

JEREMIAH: I’m Jeremiah!

GOD: (to Calvin) Come on now. Help your little friend.

CALVIN: Didn’t you hear me? I said I didn’t want to.

GOD: Help him!

CALVIN: (to Jeremiah) Give me that. (Grabs the candy away for himself.)

GOD: That’s better.  . . . How is everybody doing?

BELINDA SUE: (sucking on a candy) I don’t like my flavor.

GOD: What flavor is it?

BELINDA SUE: It’s yuck. 

GOD: Try a different one then.

BELINDA SUE: I already sucked on this one.

GOD: Well, spit it out and . . . 


(Belinda Sue immediately spits the candy onto the floor.)

BELINDA SUE: How’s that?

JEREMIAH: Can I have it?

GOD: (to Belinda Sue) I meant into a tissue or back into the wrapper, 

            not on the floor.

BELINDA SUE: You didn’t say that.

GOD: May God give me patience. 

ASHLEY: You can’t pray to yourself!

GOD: Try a different flavor. Maybe it will put you in a better mood.

BELINDA SUE: I have to finish what I start. My mommy says so. So I’m gonna 

                            finish this one. (Picks up the candy and puts it back into her mouth.)

GOD: (sarcastic) Aren’t you a good girl, Belinda Sue!

BELINDA SUE: (lolling in her chair) I try to be. When I feel like it.

GOD: How’s the candy for the rest of you?

KIDS: (in turn, as appropriate) Yummy! Goody good! A little stale! Not bad! 

            Bratty with a hint of licorice!

GOD: Aren’t you all just adorable. I am so glad I invited every one of you.

JEREMIAH: (wailing) Wah! Wah!

GOD: What’s wrong now?

JEREMIAH: Calvin won’t give me my candy back!

GOD: Calvin?

CALVIN: Well, I opened it! 

GOD: I know, but you opened it for Jeremiah.

CALVIN: Only because you made me do it.

GOD: Calvin! Give Jeremiah his candy.

CALVIN: It’s gone.

GOD: What?

CALVIN: I lost it. (He pops the candy into his mouth.)

GOD: I saw that!

CALVIN: (belligerently) Saw what?! 

JEREMIAH: He ate my candy!

CALVIN: (sucking away) No, I did not!

JEREMIAH: I can still see it!

CALVIN: See what? (Sticks the candy part-way out of his mouth, then sucks

                  it back in.) You’re nuts. You’re a dumb crybaby.

JEREMIAH: I am not. You took my candy. (crying)

CALVIN: Possession is nine-tenths of the law. Sue me.

JEREMIAH: Teacher!

CALVIN: Snitch!

JEREMIAH: What do you mean!? Don’t do things I have to snitch about!

CALVIN: It’s just a piece of candy. (He pinches Jeremiah.) Take that!

JEREMIAH: (over-reacting to the pinch) Oww!
GOD: No, it’s not. These are the stories of your lives.

CALVIN: (to God) You’re no fun!

BELINDA SUE: We’re all gonna gwow [sic] up and be somebody! So there!

GOD: You think so?

KIDS: (together) Yes!

GOD: Perhaps the candy was not a good idea. It’s made you hyper. Let’s 

           ask some more Valentine’s questions, what do you say?! It’s a party, 

           party, party! So no poopers here!

KIDS: (in turn) Yay! Way to go! I’m ready. Me next! Whatcha got? Boring!

JEREMIAH: (proudly) I pooped once.

GOD: Look what I brought! (Produces Valentine’s Day cards from a pocket.) 

           Valentine’s cards!

JEREMIAH: What are those for?

BELINDA SUE: Labor Day! What do you think. Geez.

MADISON:  Are they really for Labor Day? It isn’t Labor Day, is it? 

                     (Terrified, desperate) I didn’t get any presents for anybody? 

                     (very worried) Do I still have time? Do I?

BELINDA SUE: (to Madison) You don’t have to give no presents on Labor Day!

GOD: They are for all of you from a loving God (Starts to distribute the cards.) 

           You pick among them, sign them with your name, and then give them 

           out to the boys and girls you want to have them. Because you love them! 

           Love, love, love!

CALVIN: We have to give them away?

BELINDA SUE: Can we give them to ourselves?

GOD: It’s not done that way.

CALVIN: We have to give them to the kids here?

GOD: Don’t you want to?

CALVIN: What do you think?

GOD: Suit yourself.

MADISON: I’ve done mine! I’ve done mine!

GOD: Good for you, Little Miss Madison!

MADISON: I want to give my first one to . . . Ashley. (Gets up to give her 

                     the card.) No, I think I’ll give it to . . . Belinda Sue . (Starts to 

                     hand it to her.) On the other hand, I think I want to give it to

                     . . . Calvin! (She actually gives Calvin the Valentine’s card.)

CALVIN: Thanks. I guess. I’m not giving out any myself.


(The other four Kids get all enthusiastic and can’t stop themselves 

               from giving cards to Calvin.)

KIDS: Here’s mine! Here’s mine! Here’s mine! Here’s mine!

CALVIN: Why me? (Calvin is smothered with cards.)

GOD: (to audience) Kids do the darndest things, don’t they?

MADISON: Who wants my second card?


(Nobody answers.)

JEREMIAH: I’m going to give everybody here a card! (He starts handing 

                      them out.) Madison! Ashley! Stanley! Belinda Sue! Even Calvin! 

ASHLEY/ MADISON / STANLEY / BELINDA SUE/ CALVIN (in turn) Thanks!

STANLEY: I’m giving a card to Belinda Sue. (He hands it to her.) Will you be 

                    my Valentine, Belinda Sue?

BELINDA SUE: No. But thanks for the thought, Stanley.

MADISON: Here’s one for you, Boring Kid. (handing Stanley a card.) Want it?  

STANLEY: That’s very nice of you.

MADISON: (cowering) Don’t hit me!

GOD: Any more cards going out?

ASHLEY: (to Stanley) Take mine! Take mine! I drew on it! (Forces it on Stanley.)


(There is another flurry of card distribution. Almost everyone now has 

              at least one card.)

GOD: Now isn’t that nice. You did that so well, boys and girls. So did everybody 

          get a Valentine’s card?


(They compare cards, the number received and given out.)

JEREMIAH: (sadly) I didn’t get any.

GOD: Not even one?

JEREMIAH:  (near tears) No.

GOD: Class, you couldn’t spare one card for Jeremiah?

CALVIN: He’s a dork.

JEREMIAH: I am not a dork.

GOD: Surely there is a card from somebody around here for Jeremiah?!

           (Nobody volunteers.) Nobody? Come on now!

JEREMIAH: It doesn’t count if they don’t want to.

GOD: But they want to. They just forgot.

JEREMIAH: No, I was right here the whole time.

GOD: Boys and girls, I am very disappointed in you. Nobody should be left out. 

           Normally, in the big scheme of things, I don’t care at all. But just this one time!

JEREMIAH: And I gave everybody else a card.

CALVIN: Your first mistake.

ASHLEY: You hedged your bets.

JEREMIAH: What does that mean?

ASHLEY: If someone has to tell you . . . (Rolls eyes.)

GOD: Look what I found! (Produces a Valentine’s card.)

JEREMIAH: What?

GOD: A Valentine’s card! And guess whose name is written on it?!

           (Turns away and scribbles Jeremiah’s name on it hurriedly.)

JEREMIAH: Whose?

CALVIN: (sarcastic) I bet it’s Jeremiah’s name!

JEREMIAH: Really?

GOD: Look! It is! (Tries to hand the card to Jeremiah.) Take it, Jeremiah.

JEREMIAH: No, thank you.

CALVIN: I’ll take it.

GOD: You have enough cards already, Calvin.

CALVIN: You can never have too many.

GOD: This one has Jeremiah’s name written all over it.

JEREMIAH: That’s all right. It is better to give than to receive.

GOD: (shaking head) Oh, Jeremiah.

MADISON: Jeremiah can have one of my cards. (Starts toward him.) 

                     I like to share with others. Because it’s the right thing to do!

JEREMIAH: It isn’t necessary. Not now. 

(Madison stops.)

GOD: (prompting) Are you all sure that you didn’t simply misplace 

           Jeremiah’s card somewhere?

CALVIN: (immediately) No.

BELINDA SUE: (immediately) No.

STANLEY: (checking) No.

ASHLEY: (going to give one, then not) No.

GOD: Are you sure you don’t want this one, Jeremiah? It’s from God!

JEREMIAH: I’m fine. (Sits on his chair.) I don’t need anything from any of you.

GOD: I’m not sure I like the way this is going.

JEREMIAH: (full of self-pity) Oh, look what I found! 

GOD: What is it?

JEREMIAH: It’s a card for me. See, it says “To Dumb Crybaby” (He very 

                      deliberately signs it that way.) See!

GOD: How wonderful!


(Some of the Kids congratulate him. Some don’t.)

CALVIN: You had to sign your own Valentine!

STANLEY: Calvin, you’re awful.

CALVIN: Oh, shut your boring hole, Stanley!

JEREMIAH: Happy Valentine’s Day, everybody! (He tears up the card into little 

                      pieces and sprinkles them over his own head.) Look! Confetti! . . .  

                      Oh, my! Nobody loves me! Nobody! Nobody! But I made confetti! 

                      (Throws more.)

(He is wracked with sobs.)

BELINDA SUE: Embarrassing!

(All FREEZE.)






  BLACKOUT
      ACT I

 

                           SCENE 2
SETTING: Suggestions of a teenage dance in a high school gym


(Lights up on the six Kids acting like American teenagers: 

             self-conscious, pimply, moody, hormonal, snotty, and full 

             of themselves.)


(Enter GOD, as chaperone.)

GOD: Good evening. I’m the chaperone tonight, and I —

KIDS: (together) Boo!

GOD: The same to all of you. Double. As I was trying to say, a few years 

           have passed since I saw you last. Don’t they go fast? Amazing. 

           One minute you’re obnoxious kindergarteners. The next you’re 

           rotten teenagers!


(Contemporary music cue up.)

CALVIN: (about some offstage girl) No, I’m not gonna ask her to dance. 

                  She can ask me to dance. Screw her!

ASHLEY: (to Calvin) You wanna dance?

CALVIN: Do you make out when you dance?

ASHLEY: No!

CALVIN: Then forget it.

BELINDA SUE: (volunteering) I’ll make out!

CALVIN: Never mind!

BELINDA SUE: I didn’t wanna dance with you anyway!

ASHLEY: Me either!

CALVIN: Whatever!

GOD: (to audience) Sound like anybody you know?

JEREMIAH: Everybody looks so nice tonight. (Claps his hands happily.)

MADISON: Somebody brought a gun!

JEREMIAH: They did? Who?

ASHLEY: Me.

GOD: You brought a gun to a dance?

ASHLEY: Don’t make me use it. (Pats her purse.)

GOD: Let me have that.

ASHLEY: No!

GOD: No?

ASHLEY: “A well regulated Militia, being necessary to the security of a free 

                   State, the right of the people to keep and bear Arms, shall not be 

                   infringed.”
GOD: Really? That sounds old!

ASHLEY: I’m not going to be anybody’s sucker.

JEREMIAH: (to Ashley) Do you wanna dance?

ASHLEY: What are you intentions?

JEREMIAH: I wanna jump around a lot?

ASHLEY: What if my guns go off when we’re jumping around?

GOD: Guns? Plural?

ASHLEY: Yeah. I brought three of them. (Pats several pockets.)

JEREMIAH: You mean I could be shot while I’m dancing?

STANLEY: I don’t think you should dance with Ashley.

BELINDA SUE: I’ll dance with her!

MADISON: (lying to God) Ashley shot somebody at the dance.

GOD: Already?

ASHLEY: I did not!

MADISON: She shot four people. And two kittens. In the alley outside.

GOD: Is this true?

MADISON: Every word.

GOD: Should I check the alley? Or is that just an excuse to get me out 

           of the room?

ASHLEY: I told those cats, I told them – don’t hiss at me. Don’t hiss. 

                  But they wouldn’t listen!

CALVIN: I think it’s Ashley’s imagination. She gets carried away.

ASHLEY: (to Calvin) Don’t get so close to me!

CALVIN: I’m not close to you. (He isn’t.)

ASHLEY: Don’t breathe on my breasts!

CALVIN: Jesus! Who wants to! (Moves even farther away.)

MADISON: Remember, she has three guns.

GOD: How about some soft drinks, Kids? Paper cups, everybody! 

          (Hands out paper cups.) Let’s just have a good time, what do 

           you say?!

CALVIN: (to Stanley) (under his breath about booze) Did you bring it?

STANLEY: Yeah. (Shows hidden bottle of alcohol.)

CALVIN: Pour me some. (Offers his paper cup.)

STANLEY: They’ll see!

CALVIN: No, they will not! Give me some. Come on! (Insistent for a 

                 drink with his paper cup.) Come on!

STANLEY: I don’t want to get into trouble.

CALVIN: Stanley, you won’t. Nobody even notices you! 

STANLEY: Okay. (Pours some alcohol into Calvin’s cup.) Don’t spill it now.

CALVIN: Did you bring that homework for me?

STANLEY: Not yet.

CALVIN: Not yet?! How do you expect me to turn it in on time?! Christ!

STANLEY: I’ll get it to you first thing tomorrow before class.

CALVIN: Do you want to be cool or don’t you? Do you want to hang around 

                 with me or not?

GOD: At least change Stanley’s name on the homework to yours, Calvin! 

           Okay?
CALVIN: Butt out.

BELINDA SUE: I came here to dance! (Suddenly starts dancing, very dirty.)

GOD: Wow! You’re a little spitfire, aren’t you?

BELINDA SUE: I’m just dancing my cares away.

GOD: They don’t actually go away. You know that, don’t you?

BELINDA SUE: Oh, don’t be such a downer! (Dances even more wildly.)

JEREMIAH: Hey, she’s dancing. And dirty!

BELINDA SUE: It’s not dirty. It’s interpretive! (Does some turns.) 

                            Come on, everybody. Dance, you fools!

STANLEY: Can we, God? Can we?

MADISON: I want to dance too. On the other hand, maybe I don’t. 

GOD: I think maybe we’ve had enough dancing.


CALVIN: We haven’t had any dancing, some of us!

GOD: Maybe that’s because you’re too busy drinking booze.

CALVIN: We’re not drinking. (He sneaks a drink.)

GOD: I’m watching you, smartass.

CALVIN: I think you’re going blind, plus deaf and dumb!

STANLEY: (to Calvin) Cool it. Cool it.

CALVIN: Oh, shut up. What a pussy. I’m gonna dance. Watch me.


(Calvin starts to dirty dance, but not with Belinda Sue. 

              They are separate but equally dirty.)

BELINDA SUE: I can do that. (She imitates something Calvin has done.)

CALVIN: Bet you can’t do this! (He does something outrageous.)

BELINDA SUE: You wanna bet? (She imitates him and goes one better.)

GOD: Hey! Hey!

CALVIN: Are the rest of you afraid to dance? Come on. Come on! 

                 Do “The Calvin.”(He does “The Calvin,” something over the top.)


(The other Kids begin to join Calvin and Belinda Sue on the 

              dance floor. Except for those two, the other four are extremely 

              self-conscious and awkward.)

JEREMIAH: Look! I’m dancing. And everybody said I couldn’t! 

                      (He is pathetic, stiff, ungainly.)

ASHLEY: I’m dancing too! (Badly)

MADISON: I’m dancing tastefully. (Does a clumsy two-step.)

STANLEY: (to Ashley) Make sure those guns don’t go off.

CALVIN: Come and join us, Mr. God!

GOD: God doesn’t dance.

CALVIN: Afraid to?

BELINDA SUE: Yeah, whatcha hiding, Mr. God?

GOD: Don’t push me, kiddies.

CALVIN: This would be fun if we didn’t have a chaperone!

GOD: But you do!

CALVIN: Hey, Mr. God, look over there! It’s somebody sinning!

GOD: (looking off) Where?

CALVIN: In the corner. See! (Points.)

GOD: I don’t see anything, except right here.

CALVIN: Over there! Over there! Go look!

GOD: Well . . . (Reluctantly God goes offstage.)

CALVIN: Now who wants to make out with me?

ASHLEY/ MADISON/ BELINDA SUE: I do!

CALVIN: Okay. But don’t give me anything, all right?


(The four of them start making out, kissing, touching while still dancing.)

CALVIN: This is hot! Sort of.

STANLEY: Can I get in there too, among the girls? (He stands outside 

                     the dancers.)


(Squeals of delight and laughter from the dancing girls — about Calvin.)

STANLEY: Can I? Huh? Huh? (He remains an outsider.)

JEREMIAH: What are they doing?

STANLEY: If you have to ask . . .

JEREMIAH: They look kinda funny doing it.

CALVIN: Oh, baby!

JEREMIAH: What’s happening?

CALVIN: Oh, baby!

JEREMIAH: What?!
STANLEY: You don’t really know, do you?

JEREMIAH: Did Calvin hurt himself?

STANLEY: Just forget about it. It’s never gonna happen to you.

CALVIN: (loudly) Oh, baby!!!!! (He ejaculates in his pants while dancing.)

JEREMIAH: What just happened? Should we take Calvin to the hospital?


(God returns.)

GOD: There’s nothing in that corner! What’s been going on here? 

KIDS: (separating quickly) Nothin’!

(All FREEZE.)









BLACKOUT
 ACT I




           SCENE 3
SETTING: Suggestions of a generic hall. It is the fifth anniversary of the Kids’ 

                    graduation from high school.


(Lights up on all six Kids, sitting and standing in separate little groups. 

They are now twenty-three.) 

(Enter God.)

GOD: (to Kids) Hi there! Welcome! Can you believe that it’s been five years 

           since you graduated high school.

CALVIN: (correcting) Graduated from high school.

GOD: That’s what I said.

CALVIN: No, you did not.

GOD: My, haven’t you all changed! You look fabulous. So grown up!


(The Kids now more presentable, more adult, less awkward, some 

               even almost sophisticated.)

GOD: What have you been doing these last few years?

ASHLEY: I’m a pilot with a major airline.

GOD: Really?

ASHLEY: I landed a jumbo jet on an iceberg and saved several hundred Eskimos.

GOD: Did you?!

JEREMIAH: I bought a house last year, but now I’m in foreclosure.

GOD: How unfortunate.

JEREMIAH: But I’ve got this great offer from a company in Eastern Europe 

                      that guarantees you a new mortgage at half the cost.

GOD: For free?

JEREMIAH: No. But they say it’s a sure thing.

GOD: Well, good luck with that.

MADISON: (to God) Aren’t you looking handsome!

GOD: Why, thank you. . . . You’re looking well. Madison, is it?

MADISON: That’s right. 

GOD: Are you still packing a gun or two or three?

MADISON: That was Ashley! (Points to her.)

ASHLEY: I write songs now. I’m a singer-songwriter.

GOD: Anything I might have heard?

ASHLEY: I doubt it.

GOD: Well, don’t put me in any of your songs now.

ASHLEY: You don’t have to worry. I want my songs to be modern.

GOD: (annoyed) Hey! You!

MADISON: Oh, she didn’t mean it. It was a joke, a joke. You are so witty 

                     yourself you bring out wit in the rest of us!

GOD: Have I said anything witty?

MADISON: All the time. (looking around) Everybody here is witty!

GOD: I didn’t notice that! 

ASHLEY: All you men stop looking at me! You filthy beasts! But let me sing 

                  about it! (Breaks into song) “I like a man who beats his woman. 

                  Then I beat him . . . off!”

GOD: What was that?! Moving right along . . . (to Stanley) Samuel!

STANLEY: Stanley.

GOD: Of course. How’s it hanging, young man?

STANLEY: Pretty good. I got a fifteen cent raise last week.

GOD: Really? What do you do now?

STANLEY: Actually I have two jobs. I am an assistant toll taker on a bridge.

GOD: No kidding!

STANLEY: And I am a night watchman at Donuts R Us.

GOD: Remarkable! (to Belinda Sue) And what about you . . . Belinda Sue!? 

          Right? See, I remember!

BELINDA SUE: And you used to call me Constant Problem. 

GOD: Did I actually?

BELINDA SUE: You did.

GOD: I bet I was wrong about that, wasn’t I? What’s going on with you, 

           now that you’re all grown up and everything?

BELINDA SUE: I’m not gonna tell you!

GOD: Oh? Why not?

BELINDA SUE: (laughingly) Because you’ll just use it against me.

GOD: (laughingly) Why would I do that?

BELINDA SUE: (laughingly) Because that’s how you are.

GOD: (laughingly) That’s not true.

BELINDA SUE: (laughingly) Oh, but it is!

GOD: (laughingly) How can you say that? I haven’t seen you for years!

BELINDA SUE: Okay, let’s cut the bull. I’m working on my third marriage. 

                            The first two were such losers!

GOD: And you’re just twenty-three now?

BELINDA SUE: Well, if you had to walk in my shoes!

GOD: A little defensive maybe?

CALVIN: (to God) How come all the intimate questions are about us? 

                               What about you?

BELINDA SUE: Yeah!

GOD: Same old, same old. . . . But it never gets old.

BELINDA SUE: At least I married the second one!

GOD: I’m sure you didn’t!

CALVIN: Well, I’m not saying a word about myself. It’s none of your business.

GOD: I’m sure you’re a millionaire already.

CALVIN: How’d you know?

OTHER KIDS: A millionaire?

GOD: And a movie star!

CALVIN: I am not a movie star.

GOD: Not yet.

CALVIN: I have no intention whatsoever of being a movie star. Unless it’s 

                 a porn star!

MADISON: I bet you could be a movie star if you wanted.

CALVIN: Honestly?

MADISON: A huge one! (remembering his penis) I remember your . . . !

BELINDA SUE: I’ll write a song for Calvin’s movie. (Breaks into song) 

                            “Look at me! I’m an alpha in the alphabet of life!”

GOD: (sarcastic) Charming! Almost as good as Ashley! So talented!

ASHLEY: You want one? In my new style? (Breaks into a new song) 

                  “I am so out of love with you!”

CALVIN: I think it’s time to go.

GOD: You just got here.

CALVIN: Yeah, but it’s not happening.

GOD: But almost everything has been about you.

CALVIN: So?

STANLEY: Did I mention that I got a fifteen cent raise last week!

GOD: . . . Any other exciting news? Forgive me for not following you 

          more closely. But there have been quite a few born after you.

JEREMIAH: I’m engaged – to a woman.

MADISON: I donated some bone marrow to a paraplegic.

BELINDA SUE: I went to belly dancing school and got a C+.

ASHLEY: I murdered my mother.

GOD: (not listening) Well, how terrific for all of you! Aren’t these high 

            school reunions great!?

KIDS: (agreeing, in turn) Great! Wonderful! Fabulous! Glad I came! 

            Not really! Is anybody actually listening?

GOD: Do you remember the last time we saw each other? 

JEREMIAH: At that dance. You were the chaperone!

GOD: I was.

BELINDA SUE: And you farted.

GOD: What?! God does not fart.

BELINDA SUE: Somebody did.

ASHLEY: It’s sort of coming back to me now. You were all mean to me, 

                  but I forgave you then, and I forgive you now.

BELINDA SUE: That’s when I first started dancing.

CALVIN: I got laid!

STANLEY: I think you were standing up.

CALVIN: And I just got a B on that homework you gave me.

STANLEY: Sorry. But I got a C on it myself. The same homework!

CALVIN: (proudly) I got really drunk!

ASHLEY: You all raped me in the basement.

JEREMIAH: I farted over in that corner. (Points.)

BELINDA SUE: I seen my first penis in high school.

JEREMIAH: Gee, school was fun back then!

BELINDA SUE: I thought everybody mistreated you.

JEREMIAH: Oh, no! I was very popular.

CALVIN: You were popular?

JEREMIAH: I remember that Valentine’s Day when I got all the valentines.

STANLEY: Jeremiah! That didn’t happen.

JEREMIAH: That’s the way I remember it.

MADISON: I gave him a Valentine’s card.

BELINDA SUE: No, you didn’t!

JEREMIAH: Well, somebody did. A whole bunch of somebodies.

GOD: I believe you had to write your own card, Jeremiah.

ASHLEY: I was the most popular girl, especially in high school. I rocked!

CALVIN: Who are these people? Are you positive you’re at the right reunion?

JEREMIAH: Well, there’s no need to be negative!

CALVIN: What do you do for a living?

JEREMIAH: I’m a motivational speaker.

CALVIN: For who?

JEREMIAH: For people who have attempted suicide.

CALVIN: Of course. 

ASHLEY: (to Calvin) How did you make your millions?

CALVIN: That’s for me to know and for nobody else to find out.

ASHLEY: I had a crush on you in high school.

CALVIN: Really? Well, you weren’t alone!

STANLEY: I had a crush on Belinda Sue. And Madison.

BELINDA SUE /MADISON: No way!

STANLEY: I did.

BELINDA SUE: Well, how wonderful for you.

MADISON: I had a crush on God!

GOD: No!

MADISON: I did. I still do.

GOD: I think that may be a fib.

MADISON: I used to pray to you all the time.

GOD: Really?

MADISON: I had scabs on my knees from kneeling so much.

GOD: If I’d only known!

MADISON: But you never looked my way.  

JEREMIAH: I wish we could go back to those good old days. 

ASHLEY: I don’t. I was miserable.

CALVIN: They were okay. Could have been better.

GOD: Do you ever wish you could go back and do them over, differently?

STANLEY: Can you do that?

GOD: Who’s to say?

STANLEY: I thought we only got one chance in this life.

BELINDA SUE: There are two marriages I’d like to do over!

GOD: Don’t be too quick about this now.

STANLEY: What do you mean?

GOD: If you change the past, you could change the future.

STANLEY: And that’s bad?

GOD: It depends, on the individual.

BELINDA SUE: Can you make it happen so I never meet Larry, my first?

GOD: If you didn’t meet Larry, you wouldn’t have met your second.

BELINDA SUE: That’s okay. Both of them! Just wipe the slate clean.

MADISON: Can I get rid of last April 13th?

GOD: Why? What happened?

ASHLEY: Shouldn’t you know? Aren’t you God?

GOD: It gets a little busy sometimes.

MADISON: Just get rid of April 13th! Please!

ASHLEY: There are two songs I wish I hadn’t written. 

GOD: And they are?

ASHLEY: “I’d Give a Kidney for You” and “My Lover, My Doberman.” 

GOD: Are they autobiographical?

ASHLEY: Not in the least! Why are you asking?!

GOD: Hey! Calm down. 

ASHLEY: (defensive) Can’t a person write a song that’s controversial without 

                    being accused of donating a kidney to the wrong person or having 

                    sex with a dog? God!
GOD: Easy now!

JEREMIAH: Can you really re-do the past?

GOD: I think you already are doing an excellent job of that.

CALVIN: If we did, how exactly would we change? Would a little kid born 

                 to that gal in Colorado just maybe disappear?

STANLEY: Could it change into a twenty cent raise?

MADISON: Could I not wear that pink dress with the big bow to the prom?

ASHLEY: Could my mother die in a horrible fire when I’m fourteen?

GOD: Hey! Nobody is changing their past. It’s not going to happen. 

           (Winks at the audience.)

CALVIN: If you’re God, you can do anything!

GOD: Where do you get these ideas!?

CALVIN: They’re going around.

BELINDA SUE: I think some changes would be good. Lots of changes.

ASHLEY: I think Belinda Sue is right.

STANLEY: Yeah, why not?

MADISON: I’ll go along with that.

JEREMIAH: I can see some possibilities here. I’d give one of my many, many 

                      valentines to another kindergartener. I’d be a much better dancer 

                      in high school as well.

GOD: I thought you were pleased with yourselves. Now you want to change 

           the past?

(They are surrounding God.)

GOD: Hey! Hey! Hey! You’re crowding me a little bit.

BELINDA SUE: (yelling) Just get me out of those relationships! Please 

                             get me out! Get me out!

KIDS: Yeah!

(The Kids surround God, led by Belinda Sue, all beseeching him.)


(ALL FREEZE.)
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     ACT I

                        
                           SCENE 4
SETTING: A bare stage. All six Kids are tied to chairs with their hands 

                    behind them. God is in control.

JEREMIAH: (seeing how they are confined) What happened?

STANLEY: It’s all a blur.

BELINDA SUE: You were about to give us a second try.

GOD: What leads you to believe that you can get a second try? I never, ever 

           said that!

BELINDA SUE: Because things aren’t going that well.

GOD: And so you silly-billies think you’re entitled to something else?! 

ASHLEY:  Well?

GOD: My word, someone gave you this party. That precious gift alone 

           should be enough.

CALVIN: Not if it sucks.

STANLEY: Is this all life is? A party for you?

GOD: I think you’ve got some heavy learning yet to do. Now that you’re 

          the big three-o.

KIDS: (in turn) We’re thirty? My God! We were just twenty-three. Can’t be. 

            I don’t believe you. My neck hurts.

STANLEY: Where are we?

GOD: In a dark place tied up.

ASHLEY: It could be his torture chamber!

GOD: I’m not telling.

BELINDA SUE: God wouldn’t have a torture chamber!

JEREMIAH: Is this a torture chamber or not?

GOD: What do you think?

CALVIN: Don’t give us that crap!

GOD: What kind of crap do you want then? 

JEREMIAH: (desperately) I just want to be free!

GOD: Okay. (Frees Jeremiah.) You’re free.

JEREMIAH: (checking) I am? You’re sure? 

ASHLEY: What’s the gimmick?

GOD: No gimmick. 

CALVIN: Maybe thinking you’re free is the gimmick.

ASHLEY: Or is it the torture?

BELINDA SUE: (to God) I don’t like you. We were beseeching you!

GOD: Pity.

MADISON: (to Belinda Sue) Don’t tell him that!

BELINDA SUE: Says you.

MADISON: Not when you’re tied up.

GOD: She’s not tied up.

BELINDA SUE: Yes, I am. (Suddenly her hands are free) Or not.

STANLEY: Free the rest of us too.

GOD: People used to grovel. Now it’s gimme, gimme, gimme all the time. 

           (Frees the others.) There!
BELINDA SUE: We don’t need him. We choose our own destinies.

JEREMIAH: Isn’t that what he just said? [It isn’t.]

GOD: (like Groucho Marx) Is that what I said? Or is that what she said?!

STANLEY: Is God a comedian?

ASHLEY: Or something even worse!

MADISON: Is this the end of us? 

CALVIN: We’re in the prime of our lives. 

MADISON: But how do we know that? 

GOD: For some of you it may be.

ASHLEY: And for the others?

GOD: Maybe your best days are behind you.

KIDS: (collective groan) Oh!

GOD: (insincerely) I’m sorry. You’re all so fragile. You get your hopes 

           dampened so easily. Look out there! (Points over the heads of the 

           audience) See that bright tomorrow there! 

JEREMIAH: (looking hard) I see it!

MADISON: I think I see it.

GOD: Of course you do.

CALVIN: I wouldn’t trust him. He’s toying with us.

GOD: Like little playthings? Me? I mean us.

MADISON: Can’t we just stop right now? 

STANLEY: Good idea.

ASHLEY: Yeah! All this madness and chaos! (Sings) “The madness 

                   and the chaos!”

GOD: But there’s so much ahead of you. Or some of you.

MADISON: Which ones?

GOD: You expect me to tell you? Oh, look! The future! (Produces a crystal 

           ball) Let me peer into that. (Peers hard.) (Gasps) Oh, my word! 

KIDS: What?!

GOD: Oh, I don’t want to say.

CALVIN: Say!

GOD: Well, it indicates, right over here, that one of you will die within two 

           years. . . . Or is that five years?

BELINDA SUE: So young?

GOD: (aside, slyly to audience) It could be a fifty or even a sixty that I’m seeing. 

ASHLEY: What else do you see in there?

GOD: Going for it now, huh?

BELINDA SUE: Serve it up.

GOD: Okay! (Looks in the crystal ball again.) (Bigger gasp.) Oh, no!
JEREMIAH: Is it the weather?

GOD: Hard to tell, Jeremiah. (Laughs at his foolishness.) But possibly!

BELINDA SUE: Let me look in there. (Comes closer.)

GOD: Be my guest. (Holds out the crystal ball.)

BELINDA SUE: (looking into the crystal ball) I don’t see nothin’. Is this some 

                             kind of Internet scam?

GOD: No? (Looks) It says one of the females here will . . . develop a bladder 

           infection with her first child and pee on herself for the rest of her life.

GIRL KIDS: Eww!
BELINDA SUE: Which one?

GOD: Which bladder infection?

BELINDA SUE: Which female.

GOD: Do you really want to know?

JEREMIAH: Why not?

GOD: Duh. Is none of this getting through to you? To anybody?

STANLEY: You’re torturing us with false hope?

GOD: Quite the opposite. 

ASHLEY: What is that supposed to mean?

GOD: Maybe I’m torturing you with false hopelessness!

BELINDA SUE: I want to know who’s going to pee on herself?

ASHLEY: Yeah!

GOD: Time will reveal all.

MADISON: You mean somebody has a child and winds up peeing on 

                     herself? Seriously?

JEREMIAH: But she will then have someone to look after her in her old age.

GOD: So it is often said.

JEREMIAH: What’s in there for me? (Points to crystal ball.)

GOD: Here! Peer! (Holds out crystal ball.) 

JEREMIAH: It’s hard to make out.

GOD: Let me interpret for you. (Looks hard.) I see an old woman.

JEREMIAH: Me?

GOD: Not quite. Her name is Ruby.

JEREMIAH: No way! My mother’s name is Ruby. What is she doing in there?

GOD: She’s having trouble walking. Her spine is affected . . . 

JEREMIAH: Momma? (Looks into the crystal ball.) Momma, is that you?

GOD: I think it’s a one-way mirror. She can’t see you.

JEREMIAH: Should I go to her, to help her?

GOD: All in good time.

JEREMIAH: Momma, I’m coming to help you! If you need me!

ASHLEY: What about my future?

GOD: What about it?

ASHLEY: Does it exist in there?

GOD: Probably.

ASHLEY: I don’t want to know! (Turns away abruptly.) Screw it!

GOD: Fine. Anybody else?

MADISON: How about me?

GOD: Madison, right? 

MADISON: Yes. Will I marry? Will I find love?

GOD: Yes, but your husband will die young and leave you a widow at age 

           forty-five.

MADISON: Oh my, I hope not! Maybe I shouldn’t marry at all. Then I won’t 

                    become a widow. Of course I could marry again, couldn’t I?

GOD: I’m afraid you will age badly and no one will want you after age forty-five.

MADISON: Ouch! 

GOD: Actually being a widow will be an improvement, because your marriage 

           will be painful.

MADISON: In what way?

GOD: All I’ll say is don’t use Match.com.

MADISON: I’d never use something like that.

GOD: Don’t be too sure. Loneliness is the greatest matchmaker.

STANLEY: Am I in there?  (Points to crystal ball.)

GOD: Let me see. (He looks and looks and looks.) Hmm . . .

STANLEY: I’m not even in there?!

GOD: Let me look over in this part. (Looks again.) Sorry, I don’t see you, 

          Stanforth.

STANLEY: Stanley.

GOD: Of course. Stanley . . . (Still looking.) Stanley . . . You’re sure it’s Stanley?

          (Looks in another section of the crystal ball.) Maybe it’s over here. 

STANLEY: Never mind! 

CALVIN: I suppose that leaves me. Give me what you got.

GOD: Calvin! (Looking, finding him in the crystal ball immediately.) Here you be!

CALVIN: Hit me with your best shot. (Puts his dukes up.)

GOD: Can do. (Checks the crystal ball.) You will live to be ninety-four.

CALVIN: That’s good, right?

GOD: You will be rich and famous.

CALVIN: Still good, right?

GOD: So suspicious!

CALVIN: Why do I get the feeling you’re holding something back?

GOD: Oh, there is something here! (Looks hard.) 

CALVIN: Don’t play that game with me.

GOD: But it’s a little cloudy. (Trying to see.) Quite fuzzy. Right there. 

           (Points to a spot, squinting.)

JEREMIAH: You’re funny, man. A “funny man.”

MADISON: Don’t insult him! He’s get mad.

GOD: Yes, I might throw the crystal ball and smash every one of you to bits.

CALVIN: Do, it, man. 

GOD: (tough) Don’t tempt me, man. (to all of them) Man!
CALVIN: I don’t believe you’re God. You’re just some crackpot with a crystal 

                 ball and attitude who thinks he’s throwing a party.

GOD: Perhaps that’s close enough.

ASHLEY: I’m the one that’s going to die young, aren’t I? (sings) “I’m gonna 

                  die sometime. I can feel it, feel it in my bone of bones!”

GOD: I don’t recall saying that.

ASHLEY: But it’s true nonetheless, isn’t it? You’ve got it in for me in particular. 

                  I noticed it from the beginning.

MADISON: No, he has it in for me!

ASHLEY: What are you talking about? Shut up.

MADISON: You shut up!

CALVIN: (pleased) Oo, cat fight!

ASHLEY / JEREMIAH: (to Calvin) You shut up!

GOD: I’m an equal opportunity  . . . 

JEREMIAH: Employer?

ASHLEY: Son of a bitch?

GOD: I prefer ‘prick.’

STANLEY: An equal opportunity prick?

CALVIN: That I believe!

MADISON: No! It’s me he’s after! This is what I get for being nice to people! 

                     I never made waves. I told people what they wanted to hear! I 

                     complimented everybody. I never had a hair out of place. And 

                     this is what I get for it?! Persecution! Torment! Early death! 

GOD: (trying to interrupt) Madison, I think you’re over –

MADISON: Agony! Desolation! 

GOD: Madison –

MADISON: Misery! Suffering! Home Invasion! Financial mismanagement! 

                     Cavities! Cavity searches! 

BELINDA SUE: Madison, please.

MADISON: Pestilence! Famine! Avalanches! Pustules! It’s not fair! Not fair! 

(She falls to her knees, tearing her hair, carrying on melodramatically.)

GOD: Maybe that early death one is you, Madison? Shall we vote? (Looks at others.)

CALVIN/ ASHLEY/ JEREMIAH / STANLEY / BELINDA SUE:

          (all raising their hands) Yes!

(ALL FREEZE.)
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             SCENE 5
SETTING: Bare stage. Several bright lights are dazzling the Kids.

MADISON: (her hand in front of her eyes) What happened to me?

GOD: Time passed.

CALVIN: I thought we were voting on Madison.

GOD: You were mistaken. I don’t run a democracy. I decide! You don’t.

MADISON: I’ve been blinded.

STANLEY: Me too.


(All of them run around blinded.)

OTHER KIDS: (in turn) Help! I can’t see! My eyes! The light!

GOD: Oh, sorry about that. (Turns off the bright lights or signals the crew 

           to do so.) Is that better?

BELINDA SUE: Not really.

GOD: Shame. Sometimes you dazzle them. (Throws hands up to “dazzle.”) 

           Sometimes you just don’t need to. (Takes his hands down.) Don’t be 

           so melodramatic, all of you.

CALVIN: You know something, everybody. I’ve been thinking.

STANLEY: What?

CALVIN: I have a proposal to make.

BELINDA SUE: Yeah?

CALVIN: I think if we just stopped believing in this guy, he will cease to exist.

GOD: Hah! (Laughs.)

CALVIN: You don’t think so?

GOD: I know so.

CALVIN: Because he’s just a boogeyman.

GOD: Am I?  . . . (quietly) Boo.

CALVIN: Let’s just turn him off. Come on!

MADISON: He’ll be mad.

JEREMIAH: He could get so mad he could destroy us, like little bitty ants.

GOD: See. He’s not so dumb!

CALVIN: My thinking is that we, as a group, just expel him from our minds. 

                  I’m convinced that’s the only place he lives.

BELINDA SUE: But what do we do by ourselves once he’s gone?

MADISON: It’s got to be better than this, being pushed around, manipulated.

STANLEY: It could be worse, much worse.

GOD: I’m waiting! This is fun. More party games!

CALVIN: Everybody turn your back.


(The Kids are reluctant or eager, at different paces.)

CALVIN: Come on. Let’s do it!

GOD: (turning his own back) Like this?

CALVIN: Not you!

GOD: Hey! Sassy! I like sassy. (Turns around to face the group.) I like it for 

           a while, Calvin. 

CALVIN: (moving and directing the other Kids) Let’s make a line of defense. 

                 (He arranges them into a line with their backs turned toward God.) 

                 There! That should do it.

GOD: Cute. (Folds his arms.) Real cute.

CALVIN: Now let’s all do this together. We have to be united against him.

JEREMIAH: (somewhat confused) What are we doing now?

ASHLEY: (to Jeremiah) Just follow me.

JEREMIAH: Okay.

CALVIN: Say after me: God does not exist.

KIDS: (in turn) Oh! Really? Wow! Dangerous! I hope you’re right.

CALVIN: Come on. (prompting) God does not exist. Or at least this God 

                 does not exist.

JEREMIAH: Hey! Which is it? ‘God’ or ‘this God’?

CALVIN: Crap! I knew I shouldn’t have changed it, even by a word.

GOD: Jeremiah’s right. Does God not exist, or is it that I do not exist?

CALVIN: You’re not gonna exist at all in about two seconds.

GOD: (ironic) Oo, you’re terrifying me!

BELINDA SUE: You bastard! You’re just like my second husband.

GOD: I am your second husband. 

BELINDA SUE: (doubtful) No, you’re not.

GOD: And your first. And probably you’re last. Let’s see now. That would 

           be number . . . ? (Counts up to three on his fingers.)

BELINDA SUE: How many?

CALVIN: Don’t let him do this to you! He’s playing us. Don’t you get it?

MADISON: God is a con man?

CALVIN: This guy’s a con man.

STANLEY: How do we know this is going to work?

CALVIN: We don’t, asshole!

STANLEY: Don’t call me asshole!

CALVIN: I call ‘em as I see ‘em.

MADISON: I have never even seen an asshole once!

GOD: But you know they exist!

MADISON: I am sure I would never recognize one.

BELINDA SUE: (to Madison) You are getting on my nerves!

MADISON: Well, you’re already on mine!

CALVIN: Don’t fight with each other. That’s how he keeps us captive.

GOD: Who’s keeping who captive? I’m just throwing a party.

CALVIN: He thinks he’s got us pegged, that we’re his puppets.

STANLEY: (to Calvin) Who appointed you boss? All the time!

CALVIN: Somebody has to direct you idiots!

BELINDA SUE: Who’s an idiot?!

ASHLEY: Yeah!

MADISON: Yeah!

JEREMIAH: (belatedly) Yeah!

CALVIN: We’re losing this! If he turns us against one another, he wins! 

                  He’ll pick us off one by one. Like he always does.

GOD:  One by one? More likely billion by billion. And, please! I’d pick 

            worthier opponents than you.

CALVIN: He’s right. If he were God, he would have whole universes much more 

                 challenging than us. Thousands of them. This “person” is just a thought in 

                 our collective minds, and we just have to drive him out to have some peace!

GOD: Of course even God may want to play with his paper dollies sometimes? 

           You think?

CALVIN: God is queer?

GOD: You think God isn’t queer? Food in at the top, excrement out at the bottom? 

           Who  invents that? Shingles? ________. (Names some silly person in the 

           current news.) God is definitely queer, if not a queer. And you’re such 

           lovable, lovable dollies!

CALVIN: I’m nobody’s dolly!

GOD: (playing with imaginary dolls) You’ve been a bad, bad dolly! Papa spank! 

           (Pretends to spank a doll.) Papa spank hard! (Does so.)

JEREMIAH: Is he serious?

GOD: As a panic attack. As an ice pick.

CALVIN: He’s trying to turn the tide back his way! Don’t let him! Don’t! 

                 Say it with me. “God does not exist! God does not exist!”

GOD: “God does not exist!”

CALVIN: Not you!

GOD: Try a crucifix! (Makes his fingers into a crucifix) Only upside down! 

           (Tries to turn his handmade crucifix upside down, awkwardly, pretending 

            to be unsure.) Like this you mean!?

CALVIN: Say it! 

GOD: I will mock you all into submission.

CALVIN: “God does not exist! . . . God . . . does . . . not . . .”

BELINDA SUE: “Exist.”

CALVIN: Yes! Everyone! “God does not  . . .”

ASHLEY / STANLEY: “Exist.”

GOD: (aside to audience) Bu God, I think they’ve got it!

CALVIN: Together! “God . . .”

ASHLEY / MADISON: “God does not . . .” (They hesitate.)

GOD: Ah, that hurt a little. (Grabs his chest.) 

ASHLEY / MADISON / STANLEY: “God does not . . .”

CALVIN: (encouraging the Kids) Come on! Come on! “God  . . .”

JEREMIAH: “God does not . . . “

GOD: Et tu, Jeremiah? (with big groan) Ohhh! (Falls to his knees.) Oh, no! 

           Please! Please not this!

CALVIN: (to Kids) Again! All together!

ASHLEY: God –

JEREMIAH: Does –

MADISON: Not –

KIDS: (as one) Exist!
GOD: OOF!

 (God screams, flailing about, grasping his heart. Finally he collapses 

               completely, face down, butt up high in the air. The Kids are stunned 

               at their own power. They wait, staring to see if God is just faking it. 

               Could he revive at any moment? After a few seconds, Calvin goes 

               closer to examine the body.)

CALVIN: (after taking God’s pulse) I’m no doctor, but I think . . . God is dead!

OTHER KIDS: A collective gasp.

(ALL FREEZE.)





BLACKOUT / Intermission

             ACT II

                                                           SCENE 1
SETTING: A bare stage with six chairs arranged in a circle –  but with the seats facing 

                    out, not in. 


(Enter the Kids, who take up the six chairs. They are now thirty-three, 

              in slightly different clothes.)


(God is nowhere in sight.)

CALVIN: (in the chair directly facing the audience) I’m not sure about this, 

                  but some people swear by speed dating. Not that I need it. Thirty-three 

                  and in my prime! Bring it on!

BELINDA SUE: I’ve already tried three speed marriages. So why not this?!

STANLEY: I’m game. My wife died recently. But I was entirely faithful to her 

                    while she was alive!

JEREMIAH: I’ve been engaged, but it didn’t work out. But today’s the day!

ASHLEY: I’m here, but I’m not going to participate.

MADISON: It’s just a matter of the proper chemistry. I’m sure there’s someone 

                     for me. I will not be an old maid.

ASHLEY: God’s going to show up and spoil it! You watch! (to Madison) 

                  And you’re already an old maid!

JEREMIAH: God? . . . God?


(All six look around for God, wait, but he does not appear or speak.)


(A bell rings.)

CALVIN: (to audience as though it is his first speed date) Hi there. I’m Calvin. 

                  I guess we’ve only got a few minutes before the bell rings and we 

                  have to move to the next chair. But ask not for whom the bell tolls! 

                  (Listens) Me? Oh, I like long walks on the beach, salsa dancing, and 

                  a woman with a sense of humor. She has to have one of those if she’s 

                  going to deal with me. Right? And you? (Listens for a bit) Interesting! 

                  . . . Me? Oh, I’m comfortable. Made some good investments. What’s 

                  that? (Listens) You do?! How great! What’s that? (Listens) Oh, yes, 

                  yes, yes. Love is absolutely the most important part of any relationship. 

                  I couldn’t agree more.


(The bell rings again. All six get up and move one chair over.)

BELINDA SUE: (in front chair, to the audience as though it is her speed date) 

                             How nice to meet you. My name is Belinda Sue. Although I 

                             drop the Sue sometimes and I’m just Melinda. (Listens) Have 

                             I been married? You might say that. (Laughs heartily.) Me 

                             and men, what can I say! Can’t live with ‘em. Can’t live with 

                             ‘em! (Laughs even more heartily at her joke.) What’s that? 

                             (Listens) Oh, I think I could settle down permanently – if I 

                             could just find the right guy. . . . Are you the right guy?


(The bell rings again. The six get up and move one chair over.)

STANLEY: (now in the front chair) Greetings! My name is Stanley. Rhymes 

                      with “manly.” But I only say that because sometimes people tend 

                      to forget my name. So I’ve come up with that little rhyme: Stanley 

                      . . . manly. (Listens) (Reaching out) Excuse me! . . . Excuse me! 

                     (Listens) Yeah, you nodded off there for a moment. But enough 

                     about me. I bet you have a ton of things happening in your life. 

                     (Listens) You do? I collect vintage can openers! Such a challenge, 

                     to find those different kinds. (Pause) 

(The bell rings again. The six move one chair over.)

ASHLEY: (now in the front chair) (arms folded) You can’t make me talk. 

                  (Listens) What do I do for a living? I’m the President of the World 

                  Bank. (Listens) You’re President of the World Bank? I don’t think so. 

                  When were you elected? (Listens) I see. Bullshit. (Listens) You like 

                  signing important financial treaties by a cozy fire. . . . Truly? You 

                  know something — maybe there is something in common here. 

                  What do you think, Mr. World Bank?


(The bell rings again. The six move one chair over.)

JEREMIAH: (now in front chair) Good day! Aren’t you pretty! My name is 

                       Jeremiah. And yours? (Listens) What a pretty name! Have you 

                       been on many of these speed dates? (Listens) Oh, none of my 

                       business! I see. Well, what would you like to talk about then? 

                       (Listens) The Theory of Relativity as it relates to interpersonal 

                       human relationships. Wow! That sounds like something! You 

                       must belong to that group with the high IQs. Is that called 

                       Menses? (Listens) Oh, Mensa! Sorry about that. Did I say 

                       something wrong? What was it? What did I say wrong? 

                       (Listens) (Pulls back) Ow! You pinched me!


(The bell rings again. The six move one chair over.)

MADISON: (now in the front chair) Isn’t this silly? Who can find anyone by 

                     speed dating? What’s the matter with a traditional matchmaker? 

                     I ask you! Or recommendations from friends. Or you meet somebody 

                     at work or at church. (Listens) Yes – or your parents always know 

                     somebody. This modern technology is not for yours truly, I can tell 

                     you that. You can’t be too careful these days. People are out there 

                     trying to steal your identity and heaven knows what else they’re after! 

                     I hear that sometimes they’re on speed at these speed dates!. . . But 

                      you look very presentable! (Listens) What was that you said?


(The bell rings, more loudly this time.)

MADISON: (jumps, startled) Oh, good grief! That scared me!


(Lights down, lights up.)

STANLEY: Has anybody heard back about the speed date?

ASHLEY: No.

JEREMIAH: No.

BELINDA SUE: Not yet.

MADISON: How long has it been?

CALVIN: I have! Several calls came in.

STANLEY: (upset) Cripes!

JEREMIAH: I’m so lonely.

ASHLEY: I don’t mind being lonely.

BELINDA SUE: I do. I like being married.

CALVIN: (in his own world) Oh, those long walks on the beach!

JEREMIAH: How long has it been now?

STANLEY: A month.

JEREMIAH: Any word for anybody?

CALVIN: Oh, those gals with a sense of humor!

MADISON: I don’t think some of us got picked.

ASHLEY: The President of the World Bank wanted me, but I said “No way. 

                  I’m not living in that bubble.”

BELINDA SUE: There’s still time. Maybe they lost our phone numbers.

JEREMIAH: We were supposed to exchange phone numbers?

CALVIN: Boy, do I love to salsa!

JEREMIAH: Please! Please! Somebody call me!

BELINDA SUE: Yes! Now!

STANLEY: Maybe we need some help.

MADISON: But I already filled out the questionnaire before we started!

STANLEY: Some other kind of help.

JEREMIAH: What do you mean?

MADISON: I think Stanley means . . . (Folds her hands piously.)

JEREMIAH: Praying?

ASHLEY: (sarcastic) No, catching bugs with our hands. (Slaps her hands together.)

JEREMIAH: Why would we want bugs?

BELINDA SUE: He means God.

STANLEY: I thought we didn’t believe in God anymore.

BELINDA SUE: Well . . .

MADISON: Well . . .

JEREMIAH: Well, what?


(GOD appears.)

GOD: You called?

CALVIN: Oh, no!

GOD: They’re not all doing as well as you are, Calvin.

ASHLEY: You’re willing to come back, after the way we acted toward you?

GOD: I’m a forgiving God.

ASHLEY: I’ll bet.

GOD: Besides, I mooned you after you thought you killed me. You just did 

           not seem to notice. You kids!

JEREMIAH: What does “mooned” mean?

ASHLEY: How do you manage to survive, Jeremiah?

GOD: I provide the moon and the stars to guide you!

CALVIN: Your ass!?

GOD: Yeah. You got a problem with my ass?!

CALVIN: It doesn’t guide me. And never did.

GOD: You may not always be so cocky, my lad.

CALVIN: We got rid of you once. We can –

GOD: But they can’t seem to function without me. My little babies! I just 

           want to eat ‘em up! (Tousles heads, chucks under chins, etc.)

ASHLEY: Enough with the condescension. What can you offer us?

CALVIN: (to Ashley) Even you?

GOD: Well, that first speed date was something of a disaster, for most 

           of you. But what if you could do it again?

BELINDA SUE: Like life?

GOD: Don’t put words in my mouth! Haven’t you heard that you just get 

          one chance at life!?

CALVIN: There is just this one world, this one life. Make the most of it.

GOD: I didn’t say that! 

ASHLEY: What did you say?

STANLEY: And what did you mean?

GOD: I said you were invited to a party. Period.

BELINDA SUE: But what about second chances, starting over?

STANLEY: Re-incarnation!

GOD: What about it? Please, all I’m offering, all I’ve ever offered, if you’re 

           paying attention, is the chance to see yourselves as you are.

ASHLEY: That’s not much. Is it?

GOD: But I can offer you, for a short time only, for nineteen ninety-five 

          plus shipping and handling, another speed date!

CALVIN: How much is the shipping and handling?

GOD: Ignore him! . . . Now on this speed date how about a little more honesty? 

          Maybe you’ll do better this time.

ASHLEY: I don’t know . . .

GOD: Stop with the generic dating crap. Let the real you shine forth.

JEREMIAH: I was the real me.

GOD: Jeremiah, you can lie this time. Stanley, probably you can lie too.

STANLEY: That’s not nice.

GOD: Enough said, everybody! (Rings the speed date bell.) Grab a chair. 

          Ready, set, go! Love beckons!


(The Kids grab chairs, different ones this time.)

GOD: Everybody settled? (Checks.) Okay! (Rings the dating bell again.)

MADISON: (in the front chair) I’ll start this time! Hi there! I’m Madison. 

                     And you are? (Listens) A minister? What denomination? (Listens) 

                     I’ve heard of them. I didn’t know ministers did speed dating. 

                     (Listens) Your first time, huh? Don’t be nervous. After a round or 

                     two, it’s like second nature. Do you mind if I ask you some questions? 

                     (Listens) No, I’ve never been married. Have you? (Listens) Oh, I’m 

                     sorry to hear that. Well, as for me, I’m thirty-five now and becoming 

                     somewhat desperate. I’m going to pot more than I thought I would, 

                     and I have developed some ugly tags on my back. And several new 

                     moles. I’ve always had moles. (Listens) Psoriasis? Oh, no, that’s in 

                     remission! Now you wouldn’t get “fresh” would you, if we were to marry?


(The bell rings and they all move one chair over, this time in the 

              opposite direction that they went the first time.)

JEREMIAH: (in front chair) Good day! Aren’t you pretty! My name is Jeremiah. 

                       And yours? (Listens) What a pretty name! Have you been on many 

                       of these speed dates? (Listens) Oh, none of my business! I see. Well, 

                       what would you like to talk about? (Listens) Genomes? Those little 

                       statues in a garden? (Pulls hand back.) Oww! You were going to 

                       pinch me!


(The bell rings again and they all move one chair over.)

ASHLEY: (now in the front chair) What’s your name? I don’t really care. 

                  (Listens) Why would I want to date you? I’ve already been married 

                  to the President of the World Bank. (Listens) Yeah, it didn’t work out. 

                  He was a jerk. You look like a jerk yourself. (Listens) You think I’m 

                  crazy? Who the fuck are you? If you’re so hot, how come you have to 

                  use speed dating? Huh?

(The bell rings again and they move one chair over.)

STANLEY: (now in the front chair) Greetings! My name is Stanley. Rhymes with 

                     “family.” (Listens) It doesn’t rhyme with “family”? (Pause) It almost

                     rhymes with “family.” What does your name rhyme with? (Listens)

                     “Excuse me”? That’s an unusual rhyme. Let me guess what your 

                     name is. Ah, is it . . .” I can’t think of a rhyme. (Pause) Oh, you meant

                      “Excuse you”! Oh, I see! . . . (The other person is leaving.) You’re 

                     leaving? The time isn’t up yet, is it?


(The bell rings again and they all move one chair over.)

BELINDA SUE: (now in the front chair) Do you want to get married right now? 

                             I know this cute little chapel in Las Vegas. I could tell right 

                             off that you and me were meant to be. (Laughs) Is your truck 

                             outside? (Listens) Oh, and your beagles are in the back of it. 

                             I love dogs! The more, the better. (Listens) I love children! 

                             Let’s have six. I’m only thirty-five. How old are you? (Listens) 

                             No! You don’t look your age! Shall I meet you outside after 

                             we’re through here? I think there’s one more round.


(The bell rings and the six move one chair over again.)

CALVIN: (now in the front chair) Hi there. I’m Calvin. I guess we’ve only got 

                  a few minutes before the bell tolls. (Listens) Me? Oh, I love long walks 

                  on the beach. After which I screw your brains out. (Listens) Sure, I love 

                  salsa dancing. Followed by screwing your brains out. (Listens, laughs) 

                  Sounds like you’ve got a sense of humor! (Listens) Oh, yes, yes, yes. 

                  Love is absolutely the most important part of any relationship. Would 

                  I be fucking your brains out if I didn’t love you?


(The bell rings.)

             
GOD: Very good, kids! You’re working it. Nice job.

JEREMIAH: Now what?

GOD: You’re thirty-six.

BELINDA SUE: Already?

GOD: And pregnant! 


(The three women suddenly walk around as though great with child, 

              each in her separate world.)

BELINDA SUE: Oh, my God! I’m so fat! I thought it got easier after two.

ASHLEY: It wasn’t consensual!

MADISON: How did this happen? What did I do?

GOD: Oh, my little darlings. Your clocks were ticking.


(The three men now start pacing and fretting, as though at a hospital.)

STANLEY: I hope my wife is okay. There have been absolutely no complications.

CALVIN: Goddamn it, my sperm must be potent! How many is this?!

JEREMIAH: That turkey baster sure worked like a charm! Except for that air 

                      part. That embolism.

GOD: Guys! . . . Guys! You done good. Considering.

CALVIN: Why didn’t I use a condom? Why didn’t I use a goddamn condom?!

STANLEY: It just slid right out. And the baby was smiling instead of crying. 

                    And my wife was smiling. The doctor and nurses were smiling.

JEREMIAH: I hope my baby’s brain is all right. I wouldn’t want it to have 

                      to go through life “preferentially challenged” or anything.

MADISON: (about the pregnancy) When it this coming out of me?! (Screams)

ASHLEY: I never should have gone to that speed date!

BELINDA SUE: (to herself) Breathe, Melinda. Just breathe. (She pants and breathes.)

GOD: You’re all going to be fine. Wait! One of you will die in childbirth.

ASHLEY: Only one?

JEREMIAH: Is it me?

GOD: I’m not positive, but I don’t think so.

BELINDA SUE: I’m already peeing all over myself because of that bladder 

                            problem from my first! Now I’m going to die?

GOD: Now, now, you made your beds. Now lie on them. Or tell the truth on them. Hah!

BELINDA SUE: It’s lay on your beds.

GOD: No, it’s not!

BELINDA SUE: That’s what I always heard.

GOD: You’re correcting God’s grammar? And you killed my joke!

BELINDA SUE: This is no joke. 

GOD: Oh, but it is. Wait till you see how they turn out, these babies!

ASHLEY: You know already?

GOD: Of course I know already.

STANLEY: You want to tell us?

GOD: Are you sure you want to know – the whole story?

MADISON: What does that mean?

GOD: You couldn’t help it, I know. You just had to have kids, Kids. I guess 

           somebody programmed you. . . . Me!
JEREMIAH: Isn’t that how the human race continues? What would happen 

                      to the world if we did not reproduce?

GOD: What would happen? . . . No comment! Moving right along!

MADISON: Can’t we have at least a glimpse of our children?

GOD: You sure? There’s no turning back.

STANLEY: What’s that supposed to mean?

GOD: Sure, you can have a glimpse. (Snaps fingers.)


(The Kids now become their own kids as toddlers. They all use baby talk.)

STANLEY: (as his own son, to audience) Hi! My name is Stanley, Junior. 

                     I collect vintage rubber duckies! 

ASHLEY: (as her own daughter) Hi! My name is  . . . I’m not telling you! 

                   Fuck you! You want to hear a song I wrote? (Sings) “I’m a pretty, 

                   pretty girl! And I like me!” So shut up! (Sticks her tongue out at 

                   the audience.) (Takes a bow.)

BELINDA SUE: (as her own son) My momma is not a slut! We live in a trailer. 

                             And you don’t! So there!

CALVIN: (as his own son) I’m rich and I’ve got a big dick and everybody 

                  wants me. And I’m two years old!

MADISON: Hi there! Such a lovely bunch of people! I don’t believe I’ve ever 

                     seen better. My name is Maddy. What’s yours? Shall I curtsey for 

                     you? (She does.)

JEREMIAH: (as his own son, after a long pause) Ah, Ah . . . Poo poo! (Giggles)

GOD: (sarcastic) Terrific! Let’s hear it for the impersonations. How in the world 

           did you ever manage to capture those little kids so well?!

CALVIN: Offspring don’t always turn out exactly like their parents!

GOD: If the apple doesn’t exactly never fall too far from the tree, you can be 

          certain it doesn’t turn into a kiwi. Or a box car.

BELINDA SUE: My kids are great!

GOD: Did anybody say they weren’t? So defensive!

ASHLEY: Did somebody die in childbirth?

GOD: Not in this group.

JEREMIAH: There’s more than one group?

STANLEY: Which group then?

CALVIN: (to God) What are you trying to pull here?

GOD: Your leg! Haven’t you noticed my wild sense of humor?

CALVIN: No.

GOD: Why don’t you all tell us what happened to your kids, now that 

           you’re forty.

KIDS: (in turn) Forty! Already? I can’t believe it. I don’t feel a day over 

            thirty-nine. Stop! I’ve never looked better!

GOD: Come on! Stories about your kids. Any photographs?

STANLEY: I have some.

BELINDA SUE: Me too.

JEREMIAH: My son’s a little . . . no I don’t carry any pictures.

CALVIN: (abruptly) Me either.

ASHLEY: I wrote a song about my kid. (Starts to sing.) “My baby – ”

GOD: (cutting her off) That’s all right! . . . Madison, what about you?

MADISON: I’d rather not say.

BELINDA SUE: Why? Did something happen to your child?

MADISON: (obviously lying) No, nothing happened.

CALVIN: You sure?

JEREMIAH: You can tell us, Madison. Can’t you? We understand.


(MADISON is silent.)

ASHLEY: Are you the one who died in childbirth?

MADISON: No.

GOD: Maybe you’ll feel better if you tell us all about it.

MADISON: (after thinking it over) Okay. I had a little girl, who we called 

                     Maddy. She was the cutest little thing. Curly hair, big eyes, dimples. 

                     She had my nose and her father’s teeth. You see, he had false teeth 

                     and Maddy used to grab them and run away with them. It was this 

                     little game they played together. Maddy called it “I’ve got daddy’s 

                     teeth.” They used to laugh so much. So much. . . .       

GOD: (prompting) But . . . ?

MADISON: One day Maddy and her father and I were in this café for breakfast. 

                     I was just so happy. To be honest, I had been afraid of motherhood. 

                     You see I had almost died having the baby. 

GOD: (snapping his fingers) Ah, that’s what it was!

CALVIN: I thought you were supposed to be watching every detail.

GOD: (shrugging) I get busy. 

JEREMIAH: (comforting) You don’t have to tell us, Madison.

ASHLEY: Yes, she does. Maybe I can turn it into a song. (to Madison) What was it?

MADISON: It was turning out to be so fulfilling, being a mom. I loved it. 

                    And my husband loved that kid with all his heart and soul. 

                    I didn’t know that there could be such happiness in this world. 

ASHLEY: Okay, get on with it!

MADISON: You just have to be careful, I thought.

GOD: And were you careful enough, Madison?

MADISON: I turned my head to see where the restrooms were, for just a 

                    few seconds. My husband was at the counter ordering scones. 

                    Scones! Maddy loved raspberry scones. And when I looked 

                    back she was going out the door.

JEREMIAH: No!

MADISON: I shouldn’t have called to her. But how could I not call to her? 

                    I was trying to save her. But she thought it was a game we 

                    were playing.

BELINDA SUE: (in sympathy) Oh!

MADISON: And Maddy ran into the street outside the café.

ASHLEY: And was hit by a car?

MADISON: Oh, no. She ran into an old lady on the sidewalk walking her 

                    Pomeranian. And the woman dropped the leash, and the Pom 

                    ran across the street and ran into a big pit bull on the other side, 

                    and the pit bull caught the Pom and just mauled it and mauled it, 

                    until it died. It was horrible!

ASHLEY: And your daughter?

MADISON: Oh, she’s fine. Except that she is terribly afraid of Pomeranians 

                     and has not eaten a raspberry scone since.

GOD: What a touching story.

MADISON: Was all that your doing, God? 

GOD: Never! . . . Phone call for you, Madison. (Hands her a cell phone.)

MADISON: Hello? (Listens, seriously) Maddy what? (Listens) No! . . . No! 

                     Oh, my God! No!


(ALL FREEZE.)








BLACKOUT



 
              ACT II

                                                            SCENE 2
SETTING: Suggestions of a funeral home – with a casket turned so that the 

                    audience cannot see inside it.)


(The Kids enter dressed in mourning, solemnly. They are starting to sit 

               in chairs after entering.)

GOD: (as the funeral director) Thank you all for coming. The service will begin shortly.

KIDS: (quietly, in turn) Thank you. Thank you. Here? Thank you. Thank you. 

             Is that you, God?

GOD: (to Calvin) I’m so sorry for your loss, sir.

CALVIN: My loss? I thought we were here for Maddy’s funeral.

GOD: Oh, no. Sorry.

MADISON: This isn’t my daughter’s funeral?

GOD: Oh, that took place years ago.

MADISON: Years ago?

STANLEY: How old are we now?

GOD: Forty-five.

KIDS: (in turn) No way! You’re kidding. Forty-five! Impossible! Not so! 

             We were just forty!

GOD: It goes so fast when you’re having a good time.

ASHLEY: We’re having a good time?

GOD: You’re not having a good time?

MADISON: Whose funeral is it then?

GOD: You can check out the casket.

BELINDA SUE: I don’t care for caskets.

STANLEY: Me either.

GOD: Just go over there and take a peek.

CALVIN: I don’t want to!

GOD: It could be your father.

CALVIN: He’s fine, my dad.

GOD: (to Belinda Sue) It could be a husband.

BELINDA SUE: Which one?

ASHLEY: I’ll look. (Gets up.) I hope it’s my mother! (Starts toward the 

                  casket but stops.) Maybe . . .

GOD: What’s wrong?

ASHLEY: Maybe it’s not my mother. Who wants to see just any old corpse?

GOD: Tell you what. Let’s have an all-purpose service.

JEREMIAH: What’s that?

GOD: Nobody look in the casket. Everybody says something in remembrance.

STANLEY: What if it’s not somebody we knew?

MADISON: Yeah.

GOD: It’s the sentiment that matters, not the body in the coffin! Don’t get so 

          hung up on particulars. Who’d like to go first?

JEREMIAH: I guess I can. (Stands, addresses the others, near the casket but 

                      not looking into it.) Dearly Beloved, we are gathered here today 

                      to remember someone we cared for very much.

CALVIN: (exasperated) Jesus H. Christ!

JEREMIAH: No, I don’t believe it’s Jesus H. Christ. (Pauses)

GOD: Go ahead, sir.

JEREMIAH: Well, I can only speak for myself, but I’m going to miss my 

                      father more than I can say. I was his only child. (Pause) He 

                      was a good man and a good father. And a good friend. . . . 

                      And a good neighbor. And everything I am I owe to him. 

                      Thank you. (Returns to his seat.)

GOD: Thank you. I am sure the departed would be touched. Who would like 

           to go next?

CALVIN: I’m not doing this.

STANLEY: I’ll go! (Stands near the casket) You may not have known my mother. 

                     I barely knew her myself. She was a very quiet woman, unobtrusive, 

                     self-effacing, who hated to be in the spotlight. I didn’t know she had 

                     a name except “Mommy” until I was seventeen. But people could feel 

                     her goodness. She died in her sleep, at the age of seventy-six and three 

                     months. You will not see her like again. Thank you for coming. 

                     (Returns to his seat.)

GOD: Thank you for speaking. She sounds like a remarkable person. And who 

           is next?

BELINDA SUE: Me. (Goes close to the casket.) My brother, Mel, was a terrific 

                            guy. He appeared on the TV show “America’s Most Wanted” 

                            three times. That’s how photogenetic [sic] he was. And our

                            mother said that he’d never amount to a hill of beans. I guess 

                            he showed her, didn’t he?! Yeah, Mel – he had a drinking 

                            problem, you might say. And he did more than his share of 

                            dangerous drugs. But he got clean and sober near the end there. 

                            Just a couple of packs a day. I was very proud of him. It weren’t 

                            his fault that oxygen tent caught on fire. I don’t care what they say! 

                            . . . Thank you. (Returns to her seat.)

GOD: Thank you! Very well said.

ASHLEY: I’ll go next. But only to get this over with. (Goes close to casket but 

                  does not look in.) I hope it’s my mother in there. Because she was 

                  a piece of work. She said I was an annoying little brat from the start. 

                  That I came out of her singing – and singing badly. But what did 

                  she know?! She tried to kill me three times. I just wanted to sing, 

                  and she kept putting her hand over my mouth, trying to smother me. 

                  I bit her. You bet I bit her. (Am I bitter?) She tried again when I was 

                  seven. You should have seen her eyes – big and fiery like a dragon’s. 

                  She shoved a sock down my throat. And then another one! I was only 

                  saved because she ran out of socks! They were in the washer for days 

-- wet! She tried it again when I was twelve. But I cut her that time. 

                 Cut her bad. Then I stole her Costco card. Which led to my first complete 

                 song. And which I’d like to sing for you – and her – now. (Opens her 

                 mouth to sing.) “There was a mother – ”

GOD: (intervening) We’re running a little late on time. I’m sorry.

ASHLEY: Your loss. (Goes back to her seat.) (to the others) Catch me at the 

                  Gravesite around one. I’ll sing it there.

GOD: Anyone else?

CALVIN: Is there really a body in there?

GOD: Of course. Many a! . . . Do you want to check?

CALVIN: Not much.

GOD: Aren’t you curious?

CALVIN: Not a bit.

GOD: (sauntering over to the casket, looking in) Oh, it’s you!

CALVIN: Okay! Okay! (goes to the casket, looks in the casket) Fuck!

KIDS: (in turn) What? Who is it? Do you recognize the person? Somebody 

            you know? Calvin?

CALVIN: It’s me.


(The Kids are a bit shocked, surprised.)

GOD: Now do you want to say a few words?

CALVIN: Why not?! (Looks again into the casket.) I didn’t really know the 

                 deceased very well.

GOD: Amen to that!

CALVIN: But I liked him. 

KIDS: Amen!

CALVIN: He was a lucky son of a gun. The envy of all. Good-looking, personable, 

                 poised. All in all, he carried himself like a rich man with a big dick.

MADISON / ASHLEY / BELINDA SUE: Amen!

GOD: Self-described, it should be noted.

CALVIN: Whose eulogy is this?

GOD: Go right ahead, sir. It’s fascinating.

CALVIN: I could go on and on about how great this man was, but I don’t 

                 want to take up the rest of your day. And night. So let’s suffice 

                 it to say he was all that he could be, and he died not just happy 

                 but ecstatic. Thank you. (Goes back to his seat.)

GOD: Even with that stroke and the paralysis those last six months?

CALVIN: Yeah, even with that. He never begged for you once. Not once!

GOD: I’m impressed. Believe me.

JEREMIAH: Isn’t this sort of creepy?

GOD: Not at all. Who knows yourself better than you do? 

MADISON: I don’t think you’re supposed to deliver your own eulogy.

GOD: It’s like a job resume, only you’re lying down instead of standing up.

ASHLEY: And as full of lies!

CALVIN: Speak for yourself.

GOD: Anybody else care to comment on yourself?

KIDS: (in turn) No. No. Not me. No! Completely unnecessary! I already did.

GOD: Shall I? (Goes to the casket.) Who wants a eulogy?

JEREMIAH: How much are they?

GOD: For you, my friend, they are free!

ASHLEY: I don’t want one!

MADISON / BELINDA SUE / STANLEY: Me either!

GOD: I give group rates. I can insert each name when appropriate. “Thank you 

          for coming today. They have asked me to say a few words at their memorial.”

KIDS: (some, separately) No!

GOD: No? Not a word about Melissa Ann and Wisconsin and Manly and Obadiah?

JEREMIAH: Those aren’t even our names.

GOD: Really? But you still smell just as sweet!

JEREMIAH: Huh?

GOD: But the world needs to hear about your deeds, your accomplishments, 

          your virtues, your . . . epiphanies, your unfinished New Year’s resolutions . . . 

          your spring cleanings, your casseroles . . . your . . . your . . .

KIDS: (all together) No!

(ALL FREEZE.)






BLACKOUT





ACT II



  
          SCENE 3

SETTING: Suggestions of a group therapy session room.


(The Kids enter separately from different places, now sixty, heavier, 

              slower.) Belinda Sue has a cane. Stanley enters but continues walking 

              and exits in a semi-daze from Alzheimer’s. They should be more realistic, 

              with more genuine feelings and failings now.)

(They take their seats in chairs arranged in a semi-circle, facing a single 

empty chair.)

KIDS: (five of them, to one another, subdued) Hello. Hi. Nice to see you. 

            Good evening. Where did Stanley go?

CALVIN: (calling) Stanley! It’s in here!


(Stanley returns, confused.)

STANLEY: You sure?

BELINDA SUE: We’ve saved a seat for you, Stanley. (She offers him her chair, 

                             using her cane to hobble to another chair.)

STANLEY: If you say so. (Sits.)


(They pause, have nothing to say.)

ASHLEY: Where’s the asshole?

JEREMIAH: Dr. Drew?

MADISON: The therapist!

ASHLEY: Whatever. 

GOD: (entering) Hi there! Did you think I wasn’t coming? I wouldn’t miss this 

           for the world. (He takes the empty chair, has a notepad.) So! How have 

           we been getting on?

KIDS: (in turn) Not too bad. Okay. Fine. Pretty good. Can’t complain. Fabulous! 

GOD: How does it feel to be sixty?

CALVIN: Sixty? We were just forty-five!

GOD: How were those last fifteen years?

JEREMIAH: It hasn’t been that long, has it?

GOD: Afraid so. And I want to hear what happened during those years. 

ASHLEY: You do?

GOD: Well, in miniature. 

CALVIN: Are you licensed?

GOD: Didn’t you see my shingle outside? Dr. Divine’s Therapy Sessions.

CALVIN: From a diploma mill?

GOD: Hey, you came to me. I didn’t come to you.

STANLEY: (confused) Where are we?

GOD: Stanley, do you want to start? 

STANLEY: Start?

GOD: Tell us about the last fifteen years of your life. The highlights.

STANLEY: The highlights?

ASHLEY: Have you gone deaf?

STANLEY: (resentful) No!

BELINDA SUE: I have, a little bit in my left ear.

GOD: Well, everybody will be sure to talk up nice and loud then, won’t they?


(A cell phone rings.)

BELINDA SUE: (Answers her cell phone, very loudly.) Hello? Yeah, I found it. 

                             Everybody made it here. (Listens) What? No, get cabbage! 

                             (Listens) Cabbage! . . . Cabbage! (Listens) Me? I’m talkin’ 

                             to you – what do you think I’m doin’ now? (Listens) Yeah, 

                             goodbye. And some pickles! The small ones. Bye. (Hangs up.)

GOD: (sarcastic) Finished?

BELINDA SUE: It was my husband. 
GOD: No!? And so loud too. Now where were we?

MADISON: Stanley was talking.

GOD: Yes, Stanley, you were saying?

STANLEY: I forgot to pay my medical insurance.

GOD: Yes? 

STANLEY: So they cancelled it.

MADISON: How awful. What will you do about it?

STANLEY: Wander around a lot? 

MADISON: And where will you go?

STANLEY: I don’t know. But I have my health! I just hope I don’t get sick.

GOD: Anything else you want to discuss, from these last years?

STANLEY: (confused) What last years?

GOD: How about you, Jeremiah? You haven’t said much. How’s it been going?

JEREMIAH: Fine. 

BELINDA SUE: Did you ever get married?

JEREMIAH: Not exactly. Sort of.

GOD: And didn’t you have a child?

JEREMIAH: Sort of.

MADISON: Sort of?

JEREMIAH: He was never . . . quite right. (Looks down.)

MADISON: Something happened?

JEREMIAH: I’d rather not talk about it. Okay?

MADISON: Of course.

GOD: However, this therapy session is meant to bring about some – guess 

           what! – therapy.

CALVIN: Why don’t I believe that? I think you just want to gloat.

GOD: Me? Why, my middle name is Empathy.

BELINDA SUE: How’s your mom, Jeremiah? Weren’t you always close to her?

JEREMIAH: Oh, she’s great. Still kickin’. I take care of her. She’s eighty-nine.

MADISON: How wonderful. I bet she’s very grateful. So good to hear about 

                     a child looking after an elderly parent. So much in the papers about 

                     those dreadful public care facilities, with that terrible elder abuse!

JEREMIAH: Well, she does get kind of ornery sometimes.

GOD: Your mom?

MADISON: But I’m sure you treat her splendidly. I know you, Jeremiah!

JEREMIAH: I try to. I just wish she wouldn’t pinch me so much. Or kick me 

                      so hard when I change her  . . .

GOD: You change your mother? (like Groucho Marx, with the other meaning) 

           Too bad you can’t change your mother!

JEREMIAH: Oh, it’s only a few cuts and bruises. (Shows some of his.)

GOD: Ah, so Jeremiah is dealing with that thorny problem of elder abuse, but 

          with a twist! He’s the victim of an elder’s abuse!

JEREMIAH: She can’t seem to help herself.

GOD: Of course she can’t. . . . Anybody else?

ASHLEY: I’m still writing songs.

GOD: Excellent!

ASHLEY: And one of them has had 4758 hits on YouTube.


(The Kids applaud politely, but low key.)

GOD: Many royalties?

ASHLEY: I’ve never written for money!

GOD: (double edged) Well, that’s good.

ASHLEY: What do you mean? I haven’t given up.

GOD: Of course you haven’t.

ASHLEY: God, you’re snide. I have a small, niche fan base. That’s all I’ve 

                  ever needed.

MADISON: (by rote) I heard one of your songs on YouTube. It was good.

ASHLEY: Thank you. Which one?

MADISON: I don’t remember the name. But it had a dog in it.

ASHLEY: Maybe it was “Puppy Lover.”

MADISON: Yes, I think that was it!

GOD: What niche is that exactly?

ASHLEY: Okay, okay, so maybe my triumphs in life haven’t been so great. 

GOD: And the flip side is that your failures haven’t been so great either!

ASHLEY: I did the most with what I was given. I had a hard start in life.

GOD: Oh, please. Don’t!

ASHLEY: I thought you were a therapist.

GOD: I am, but anyone can only stand so much whining. Night and day, give 

          me this, don’t give me that! Caress my Id. (Shivers.) Enough! Enough!

MADISON: If not you, then who?

GOD: I don’t know. Maybe yourselves? (aside to audience) Yuck!

MADISON: I’m not sure that’s enough.

GOD: Why’s that, Madison?

MADISON: No reason.

BELINDA SUE: Has it been rough for you lately?

MADISON: I’m fine.

BELINDA SUE: You had other children, right, after Maddy? And your 

                             husband is . . .

MADISON: He died three years ago. And my son before that.

BELINDA SUE: Oh, I’m so sorry!


(The other Kids express sympathy for Madison.)

MADISON: Thank you. I get by. I like to say it’s quiet at my house. Very quiet. 

GOD: As I recall, Madison, you used to be afraid of most things. 

MADISON: Was I?

GOD: Now you need not be afraid of anything. 

MADISON: Because I have nothing?

GOD: (sarcastic) You have yourself, lady. That’s so much more important!

CALVIN: (to God) Shut up! You’re not helping.

GOD: Is that any way to talk to your therapist? Madison has her gated community, 

          a few stocks, a heated pool, two security guards, and a partridge in a pear 

          tree! She used to have Oprah at four, but you can’t have everything forever!

JEREMIAH: (to the others) Is God nasty?

CALVIN: Duh.

GOD: I’m just checking to see what progress you have made in your lives.

CALVIN: Well, I’m doing just great! I’m still rich. Women still love me. 

                 I even travel.

GOD: How’s the old pecker?

CALVIN: None of your business.

GOD: Can’t get it up now, huh?

CALVIN: There’s Viagra, asshole. It works.

GOD: I can remember the day when nobody would have dared to call God 

          an asshole.

CALVIN: Those days –

ASHLEY:  – are over.

GOD: Don’t be too sure. . . . You must be made in my image, my fellow 

          assholes. Now, who have we overlooked? Belinda Sue, is that you there?!

BELINDA SUE: It’s me! (Waves her cane. Cups her deaf ear.)

GOD: What happened?

BELINDA SUE: A little arthritis, in the hips. Nothing I can’t handle.

GOD: And your hearing?

BELINDA SUE: (pretending) What? 

GOD: Your hearing!

BELINDA SUE: I can hear you, most of the time. (Laughs) Got you there!

GOD: You got me good. How’s the old ticker?

BELINDA SUE: Got me a new one.

MADISON: Really?

BELINDA SUE: Last week.

JEREMIAH: How long do those last?

BELINDA SUE: Long enough.

GOD: Is that what she said, Calvin?

CALVIN: I won’t dignify that. What a clown.

BELINDA SUE: My husband – my fifth, yes – has new knee replacements, 

                            and they’re all paid for! And new dentures!

GOD: (sarcastic) Wow! It’s very bad when you have to buy used dentures.

BELINDA SUE: We are quite the pair when we go dancin’ at the trailer park’s 

                             Dance Party Night, every other Friday. Now those are parties!

GOD: So you have no regrets about your life?

BELINDA SUE: Not a single one. I’ve had a wonderful life. And I’m gonna have 

                            me a lot more of it!


(The Kids congratulate her, with different degrees of enthusiasm.)

GOD: (to himself) I must have done something wrong. (to Belinda Sue) And your kids?

BELINDA SUE: Right next door, a trailer on either side. They couldn’t be better.

GOD: I’m missing something here.

BELINDA SUE: What?

GOD: I didn’t design things that way.

CALVIN: That human beings can actually be happy?

GOD: Name fourteen. 

CALVIN: Well, out of the six of us, most are happy.

GOD: The Six Dwarves? (pointing to Jeremiah, Stanley, Ashley, Madison, 

            and Belinda Sue) Dim-witted? Demented? Disappointed ? Dreary!? 

            And Deluded?!

CALVIN: What about me?

GOD: I think we’re having a breakthrough here!

CALVIN: I’m waiting for mine.

GOD: Calvin, you are Decisive . . . Delicious, and . . . Dead! (Points his 

          finger like a gun at Calvin, then silently fires.) 

(ALL FREEZE.)
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  ACT II



  

            SCENE 4
(Lights up. The other five Kids are still in the therapy session chairs. 

Calvin is gone.)

(God also is not there.)

JEREMIAH: What just happened?

BELINDA SUE: Where’s Calvin?

MADISON: God called. Calvin answered.

STANLEY: (confused) I don’t see Calvin. I miss Calvin.

ASHLEY: He’s going to pay for this!

JEREMIAH: Calvin?

ASHLEY: God! Or whoever he actually is. If he killed our friend, there’s going 

                  to be litigation up his wazoo. Millions in compensation!


(Enter God with Calvin, who is now wearing a hoodie so that his face 

              does not show completely. Calvin moves slowly because of his stroke.)

GOD: Were you discussing us?

ASHLEY: You wish.

MADISON: I thought Calvin was dead.

JEREMIAH: Me too.

ASHLEY: What have you done to him?

GOD: Are you dead, Calvin?

CALVIN: (No answer.)

GOD: Calvin?

CALVIN: No . . . I guess not.

GOD: Calvin didn’t die. Calvin’s had a little bit of a stroke. Shall we say he 

           and I reached a compromise?

ASHLEY: (cringing) Oo.

BELINDA SUE: At sixty? I thought that wasn’t coming until the last few months 

                            of his life. (She is now using two canes.)

GOD: You know how hard it is to predict these things. Sixty-four actually.

ASHLEY: What?! Why are we still in therapy? For four years?

GOD: You didn’t think you were going to solve those life problems with just 

           one session, did you?! So shall we get started?

ASHLEY: I don’t want or need any more therapy.

GOD: Just because it’s not working, you can’t give up on it, or on yourselves. 

          Where would that lead you? Besides, in addition to our group therapy 

           we have now added a Med-Spa!

STANLEY: A what?

GOD: A Med-Spa! We have all the latest treatments.

MADISON: All one needs is diet and exercise.

GOD: Oh, no, no, no. We have lasers, injections, lifts, tucks, stapling, contouring,

           fat freezing, you name it, and the very latest – embalming for beauty!

STANLEY: (confused) Will I be beautiful now?

GOD: Well, we can certainly try.

MADISON: Is it for men or women?

GOD: For both! And we pride ourselves on fitting the perfect treatment to you 

          the consumer.

BELINDA SUE: What’s embalming for beauty? 

GOD: We remove your blood and all its toxins and replace it with embalming fluid.

BELINDA SUE: Eww!
GOD: Oh, but you’re still alive! You will not believe how rejuvenated you 

           will feel. And the bonus is, if you ever do die, you won’t need a single 

           additional treatment for the funeral. And it’s guaranteed or your money back.

JEREMIAH: I want one!

MADISON: Is it invasive?

GOD: A little bit, yes.

JEREMIAH: Is this part of the party we started to have?

GOD: Absolutely. The best part of the party. The cake!

CALVIN: (quietly) Have you got anything for stroke?

GOD: (ominously) Just something permanent. Want to try it?

CALVIN: I’ll pass.

GOD: Tell you what. You all seem so reluctant. What if we here at the 

          Celestial Med-Spa give you one free treatment?

BELINDA SUE: Okay. 

ASHLEY: What’s the catch?

GOD: No catch. We have nothing to hide. 

MADISON: Do you remove tags?

GOD: Like that! (Snaps fingers.)

MADISON: How about varicose veins?

GOD: (Snaps fingers again.)

MADISON: Cellulite?

GOD: Zap, zap, zap – it’s gone!

MADISON: Does it hurt?

GOD: Like the dickens!  . . . I’m kidding, I’m kidding. You won’t feel a thing.

ASHLEY: We won’t feel a thing when they’re embalming us?

GOD: Money back if you’re not satisfied.

ASHLEY: I guess we can’t sue if we’re dead.

GOD: Sure you can. . . . I’m kidding, I’m kidding. 

JEREMIAH: (happily) He’s a kidder!

BELINDA SUE: Do you do fat? I’ve begun to get this . . . (Indicates a fat area.)

GOD: Say goodbye to fat forever!

STANLEY: (confused, as though someone is leaving) Goodbye, Fat. 

                     (Waves.) I hope it’s not forever!

JEREMIAH: Oh, dear.

BELINDA SUE: Can I try it out, in a small area first?

GOD: Before you go whole hog? Certainly!

BELINDA SUE: And what if it doesn’t work out?

GOD: You can always, always have your fat back!

ASHLEY: (disgusted) Double Oo!!
JEREMIAH: That sounds fair.

BELINDA SUE: Okay, I’ll try a small treatment. Very small.

GOD: Let me get my equipment. (Pulls out a rubber spatula.) Aha! I just 

          happen to have it with me!

MADISON: That looks like a spatula.

GOD: It does, doesn’t it?! That’s why it’s very deceptive. It is, in fact, an 

          all-purpose Celestial Med-Spa Cure Beam. Patent pending! Stand up, 

          stand up, Belinda Sue!

BELINDA SUE: You’re going to do it here?

GOD: No need to remove clothing, no need for anesthesia, almost no down 

           time. We can have you up and out of here in two shakes of a lamb’s tail.

BELINDA SUE: I’m not so sure about this. (Shows her two canes.)

STANLEY: I’ll try it!

BELINDA SUE: No, I’ll try it. 

MADISON: I bet it’s going to hurt.

GOD: It’s more like massage. Not only does it not hurt, it feels good. 

          (Waves the spatula.)

BELINDA SUE: All right. I’ll do it. 


(Both Belinda Sue and God stand. She raises both arms with the 

              two canes in her hands, then staggers.)

MADISON: Do you need some help with your canes? (She helps Belinda Sue 

                     stand upright.)

GOD: Oh, I forgot one thing.

ASHLEY: I knew it! Extra charges!

GOD: Nooo. But!

MADISON: But?

GOD: To save time, since this still is your regular therapy session, what if 

           everybody simply continues with his or her . . . issues – whether 

           personal, private, psychological, or what you will – while I listen 

           and provide the Med-Spa treatment of your choice at the same time?!

CALVIN: (under his breath, sarcastic) Fabulous.

GOD: See! Even old grumpy Calvin agrees. Ready, Belinda Sue?

BELINDA SUE: I suppose.

MADISON: I’ve got her. (Helps hold her up.)

GOD: You start, Belinda Sue, and I will treat your fat as appropriate. Ready? 

           (Holds up the spatula.)

BELINDA SUE: Well, something has been bothering me since the last time we met.

JEREMIAH: We’re here for you, Belinda Sue!

STANLEY: Is Belinda Sue here? I thought she and somebody named Fat went away.

BELINDA SUE:  I’ve been having regrets.

GOD: Regrets?

JEREMIAH: Regrets are what you get when you want to change what you did.

GOD: I know what regrets are, Jeremiah. But thank you.

JEREMIAH: You’re welcome.

BELINDA SUE: Should I have gotten married so many times? Maybe never? 

                            But I just couldn’t seem to stop myself. Actually none of the 

                            guys I wound up marrying made me that happy.

GOD: Just keep going. I will apply the Cure Beam to the area of concern. 

          (He puts the spatula on her waist.)                             

BELINDA SUE: (startled) Oh!

GOD: You didn’t feel anything. I know that for a fact. (Moves the spatula 

           on her waist.) And?

BELINDA SUE: If marriage did not make me happy, what would have? I don’t

                            think I could have been happy being celibate. And I definitely 

                            did not want to sleep around. Who wants that?

CALVIN: I did. 

GOD: It’s a bit harder to do now, though, isn’t it, Calvin? That stroke and the 

           years have taken their toll. But ask not for whom the toll tolls, right?

CALVIN: (No answer.)

BELINDA SUE: My kids don’t make me happy either, my two boys. One won’t 

                             raise his son in our church, even though I begged him. And the

                             other one said he can’t stand walking anywhere with me cuz I’m 

                             so slow. I wanted to get out of the terrible snow we had this winter 

                             and go with him and his kids to Maui for a week. I called to talk to 

                             Gerry about it, and they had already left. Left without me. Left me 

                             in the snow. And they live right next door. And I’ve had bladder 

                             problems ever since that boy was born.

GOD: (with the spatula) Let’s get this spot over here! (Moves it to the other side 

            of her waist.) There!

BELINDA SUE: Is this really going to do any good?

GOD: Would we do it if it didn’t work? But of course you won’t feel the full 

           effect of the treatment for several months.

BELINDA SUE: So I guess I am questioning some of the choices I made in life. 

                            Maybe most of the choices I made in life. But what can I do 

                             about it now?

ASHLEY: You can write a poem or a song.

GOD: Ho, ho, listen to Ashley! Such wisdom, and she didn’t even sing it. 

           Come on, Ashley. It’s your turn now. (Beckons for her to stand up.) 

           Very moving, Belinda Sue. Keep that out of the sun for a week!


(Belinda Sue sits down. Ashley hesitates, then gets up.)

ASHLEY: Why not? Nothing ventured, nothing gained. 

GOD: Which treatment would you prefer?

ASHLEY: Surprise me.

GOD: Will do! 

ASHLEY: My problem, or regret, is that I chose not to have children. A couple 

                  of scares along the way, but I wanted to devote myself to a career. 

                  Writing songs, as I think you all know.

GOD: (aiming the spatula) How about here? (Rubs the spatula at the top of 

            her head.) I suspect that this may be the problem area.

ASHLEY: Careful with that!

GOD: Don’t mind me.

ASHLEY: What area is that?

GOD: (aside to the audience) The ego? (to Ashley) The hyper-hippopotamus.

ASHLEY: Never heard of it.

GOD: And now you feel that if you had made other choices about having children, you ...

ASHLEY: Yeah, maybe that would have been fulfilling. Even an orphan or two.

GOD: Crippled, brain-damaged ones from war-torn, dirty-water Third World countries?

ASHLEY: Possibly.

GOD: (applying the spatula to another part of her head) You’re quite full of 

          (deliberate pause) a strong sense of your power to affect others, aren’t 

           you, my dear?

ASHLEY: Sometimes I wonder if I have been a bit selfish.

GOD: You? (Rubs the spatula across her face.) Ashley, selfish?!

JEREMIAH: Maybe a little.

ASHLEY: Shut up, Jeremiah.

JEREMIAH: Okay.

ASHLEY: I wanted the world to hear my songs, but . . .

GOD: But?

ASHLEY: Maybe it did not want to hear them.

STANLEY: She writes songs? Is she a singer-songwriter?

MADISON: You can sing one of you songs for us, Ashley. We’d love to hear it.

ASHLEY: You serious? 

GOD: And we’ll all sing along, karaoke style! (Waves the spatula like a baton.)

ASHLEY: No, I’ll leave a speck of dignity for myself and the others. (Sits back down.)

GOD: How disappointing. Did you really get enough Cure Beam? . . . Now

           that leaves who? Stanley, on your unsightly man-tits?  (Offers the spatula. 

           Stanley declines.)

CALVIN: Me! (Gets up with difficulty.) 

GOD: Calvin, old chum!

CALVIN: (with difficulty) I don’t have much to say, but I want to say it anyway.

GOD: But you haven’t picked your Med-Spa treatment yet. What’s it to be?

CALVIN: And I thought I was a bastard.

GOD: Something for that stroke, the speech, the paralysis?

CALVIN: Does it do any good?

GOD: You won’t know until you try.

CALVIN: At least you can’t make me beg for it. (to the others) I want to 

                 thank the rest of you for all the years we’ve had. They were . . . 

                 something. I enjoyed every minute of my time here on the planet. 

                 It was a good run. At least it was my run. And now that I’m not 

                 really me anymore, I think it’s time for the run to be over. I don’t 

                 wish to live in a vegetative state, or even Florida. I don’t wish to 

                 rot while still breathing. There is no God, whatever this guy tells 

                 you. And if He is real, he’s a rotten, mean son-of-a-bitch. No 

                 Afterlife either. I just want out of my long-term contract in this 

                 one. . . . So goodbye. I probably won’t be coming back to any 

                 more of these sessions. Take care of yourselves. Nobody else is 

                 going to do it. (Starts to sit.)

GOD: (Waving the spatula) Wait! Wait! The Med-Spa Cure Beam!

CALVIN: It really works for stroke?

GOD: It’s magical. 

CALVIN: I suppose it won’t kill me to try. Hey, maybe it will kill me to try! 

                 That sounds like a deal. (Holds his hands out, palms down.)

GOD: Oh, Calvin, you gotta give me more than that. 

CALVIN: What?

GOD: I want to hear how much you want it.

CALVIN: Never.

GOD: Not even a teeny weenie prayer? Cures not only stroke but impotence!

CALVIN: You are such a bullshit artist!

GOD: No, that’s not the prayer I want. Try again.

CALVIN: No!

GOD: Just say it. You’re sorry for the way you behaved toward yours truly. 

          And you sincerely apologize for and repent of the life of non-belief 

          that you have lived.

CALVIN: I will not say it.

GOD: Then get out of my sight and go shrivel up in some corner.

CALVIN: I can do that. Not a problem.


(Calvin begins to hobble off.)

GOD: (waving the spatula in front of Calvin) Last chance! You could live 

            many more years in perfect health, look like you did when you were 

            thirty. What do you say?

CALVIN: (falling to his knees, begging) Oh, yes, please! Please! Please!

GOD: What was that? (Cups his ear.)

CALVIN: Don’t let me die! Or don’t let me die like this! I’m begging you! 

                 I’m begging you!

GOD: And I hear you, brother. That’s why I’m passing this over your heart. 

          That’s where the problem’s been. You just thought it was a stroke. 

          (Comes closer and passes the Cure Beam spatula over Calvin’s chest.)

          Presto! You are healed!

CALVIN: (falls forward) 

GOD: Or maybe not.

MADISON: But you are a merciful God!

GOD: Oh, lady, have you got the wrong Testament!

CALVIN: (barely able to move) Oh!

GOD: How about this? (Hits him with the spatula.) Or maybe this. (Hits Calvin again.)

CALVIN: Oh. (Moves even less.)

ASHLEY: I think he’s had a series of more strokes.

GOD: But they are just mini-strokes! But wait! There’s more. There is one more thing 

           I can try. (Holds up the spatula, then touches it to Calvin’s crotch. Pats it.)

(ALL FREEZE.)
BLACKOUT
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        SCENE 5
SETTING: Suggestions of Heaven, maybe some pearly gates, fake clouds.

GOD: (to audience) Welcome to the Gates of Heaven. Excuse me. (Puts on 

            a judge’s robe.) Like it?


(Enter Calvin in a wheelchair, rolling in, with a lap robe. He can move 

             nothing but his head.)

GOD: Calvin! How you doin’, buddy? 

CALVIN: (Shakes his head.) 

GOD: That last treatment didn’t work?

CALVIN: (Shakes his head, grunts no.) 

GOD: Sure it did! Look at your lap robe. (Comes over and points closely to 

          an erection. One pops up under the lap robe.) If that isn’t a sign of life, 

          I don’t know what is!

CALVIN: (with difficulty) You . . . bastard.

GOD: You win a few, you lose a few. You begged for your life. You got it, kid.

            By the way, how did you get here on your own?


(Enter Ashley.)

ASHLEY: I pushed him. He made it to about a block from here.

GOD: Are you sure you’re in the right place? This is outside Heaven.

ASHLEY: I can ask the same of you. You’re a bad fit yourself.

GOD: This is no time to hold grudges. Are you here for the Talent Show?

ASHLEY: The what?

GOD: Oh, some call it the Last Judgment, but it’s a talent show, believe me.


(He gets a podium from upstage.)

ASHLEY: I don’t think I can perform. 

GOD: Why not?

ASHLEY: I think you know.

GOD: You have no talent?

ASHLEY: I’ve developed some tumors.

GOD: Not on your vocal cords!

ASHLEY: Three of them.

GOD: Could it be that you over-used them?

ASHLEY: Why does everything you say have a second meaning?

GOD: Because I’m an artist?

ASHLEY: What do I get if I sing?

GOD: Fame, plus eternal damnation. (correcting) Salvation.

ASHLEY: I know you haven’t exactly been a fan of my work, but I’ve devoted –

GOD: (interrupting) Jeremiah! Hi!


(Stanley enters.)

STANLEY: It’s Stanley.

GOD: Of course. Stanley. How’s it going?

STANLEY: Not too bad for sixty-four.

GOD: But aren’t you seventy-five now?

STANLEY: Really?

ASHLEY: We’re seventy-five years old? (Feels back ache suddenly, touches 

                  it.) Ouch!

GOD: I know, I know. One day you’re a singer-songwriter, the next you’re 

           a singer-songwriter with tumors! And backache!

ASHLEY: (singing, even more of a croak) “I’ve had backache for days, but 

                   you can’t keep me down. Oh, no, no, no, no!”

STANLEY: That’s sort of pretty.

ASHLEY: Thank you.

GOD: Shouldn’t you folks be forming a line?

ASHLEY: So you can mow us down?

GOD: So I can take your applications for the Talent Show. (in a whisper) 

          And nursing home.


(Enter Jeremiah, bandaged up.)

JEREMIAH: Is this the nursing home?

GOD: Jeremiah! Now we don’t like to use the “n” word around here.

JEREMIAH: Nursing home?

GOD: We prefer Talent Show, or even Last Judgment.

ASHLEY: You’ll never get me into a nursing home.

GOD: But a Talent Show?

ASHLEY: We’ll see.

GOD: Yes, this is the Last Judgment Convalescent Residence and we have a 

           talent show every month. Unless somebody dies. Then we have a 

           funeral instead. Now who is signing up? (Takes out some forms, 

           waves them.) Get ‘em while they’re hot!

JEREMIAH: My mother passed away last week, so now I can move in here. 

                      Is it true you have a trauma center I can use? (Indicates his bandages.)


(Enter Madison.)

GOD: Belinda Sue!

MADISON: Madison.

 GOD: Of course. My record-keeping is getting out of hand. I guess I’m not 

            getting any younger myself.

ASHLEY: Even God’s going senile?

GOD: Just a few senior moments. How have you been, Madison?

MADISON: Lonely. Sad. Desperate.

GOD: Well, you won’t be any of those around here! You want to fill out this form? 

          Everybody, fill one out! (Hands out application forms.) We need these in triplicate!

(They take the forms, except for Calvin, who can’t.)

GOD: (to Calvin, tossing the application form onto his lap) I’ll fill it out for 

           you later, Calvin. Can’t wait to see you twirling your baton? Isn’t that 

           you talent? Your baton? Get it?

MADISON: I don’t have any talent. How desperate do you have to be to live here?

GOD: You’ll do fine. We have Jello pudding on Mondays!

JEREMIAH: I love Jello pudding!

GOD: See, Jeremiah knows how to live! How about the rest of you? Did those 

          Med-Spa treatments do you lots of good? I bet they did, didn’t they!?

BELINDA SUE: (offstage) I made it! Or almost.


(Enter Belinda Sue with two canes and a metal walker. She is very bent 

              over. The others applaud for her.)

GOD: Look at that gal go!

ASHLEY: (to God) Stop it!

GOD: What?

ASHLEY: That attitude.

GOD: But I’m a loving God! 

ASHLEY: No, you’re not. You’re a cruel, condescending –

GOD: But I’m all you’ve got. . . . Now is everybody here, all my Kids?

JEREMIAH: We’re seventy-five year-old kids!

GOD: Oops! Make that seventy-eight!

STANLEY: Seventy-eight?


(All the Kids suddenly display more signs of decrepitude, more 

              bent over, more senile, more growths.)

ASHLEY: (feeling her neck) Oh, gross!

GOD: Shall we say a group prayer?

KIDS: (together, except for Ashley and Calvin) Yes.

GOD: Bow your heads. 

(They form a prayer group.) 

ASHLEY: I don’t do prayer. And I don’t think Calvin does either.

GOD: And see how he wound up?

ASHLEY: That is so rotten. So unfair, to say that. He even begged you for help.

GOD: All prayers are answered, just not always the way you want.

ASHLEY: You can’t lose that way, can you?

GOD: At your age what else you got? (Bows head with the other four.) 

          Dear Lord, thank you for your blessings.

ASHLEY: What blessings?!

GOD: The beautiful sky, the air we breathe, the  . . .

ASHLEY: The double-strength Depends?!

GOD: Those too! Don’t knock ‘em if you work in place like this.  . . . In the 

           name of the Almighty, give us the strength to change what we can, 

           the patience to accept what we can’t, and the –

STANLEY: (confused) And the patience to change our Depends!

GOD: Well put. Amen.

KIDS: (four of them) Amen.

GOD: Now let’s get to that Talent Show! Who wants to go first?

ASHLEY: What if we don’t do it?

GOD: Then you don’t get in. We’re crowded, so everybody has to audition. 

           Many are called, but few are chosen.

ASHLEY: You really are going to have a bunch of old people make fools of 

                   themselves and laugh at them behind their backs and call it an audition? 

GOD: What can I say? For some reason, it amuses me.

ASHLEY: I thought what we’ve been through our whole lives was the audition? 

                  How much humiliation will be enough for you?!

GOD: How much you got? You got a better idea?

ASHLEY: Yes, I do. If this has to take place at all, which I sincerely doubt, 

                   at least let them perform as a group.

GOD: I think you have less faith in these folks than is seemly, Ashley. Are you 

          sure that you’re not just jealous that they’ll outshine you with their talent?

ASHLEY: Don’t twist my words.

JEREMIAH: I’ve got talent! (Does the Twist) “Twistin’ the night away!”

ASHLEY: Jeremiah, stop. (softly, with pity) Don’t twist.

JEREMIAH: (hurt) Why?

ASHLEY: You don’t want to do this.

JEREMIAH: Sure I do! (Does the Twist but a little less loudly.) “Twistin’ 

                      the night away!”

GOD: He’s not too bad.

ASHLEY: No, but you’re very bad.

GOD: All right, tell you what! Let’s try that group song and see how it goes. 

          You can all manage a song together, right? Wheelchairs, walkers, canes, 

          none of it matters. You’ve got your God-given voices. . . . Deal?

ASHLEY: We’re probably being duped. But deal.

GOD: You all sing, you all get supper.

ASHLEY: And if we don’t get in?

GOD: We’ll deal with it when the time comes. Okay, everyone! I’m going to 

           move this podium down here to the front and so that I can hear you better. 

           (Moves it so that they sing downstage to him.) And I want you to sing your 

           hearts out. We won’t even use those application forms. What do you say? 

           (Throws them away.)

JEREMIAH: All right!

ASHLEY: Come on, everybody. We can do this. We can! There’s no 

                  Last Judgment. I’m sure we can get in if we can just sing it together.

GOD: What a beautiful sentiment . . . if I were your mother. But I’m not. There’s 

           even some question if I’m your real father! Where’s that paternity kit when 

           you need it?!

ASHLEY: Come on, kids. Let’s put on a show for this prick!

(She helps get the others to form into a singing group. Calvin is brought 

over in his wheelchair. Belinda Sue has two canes and her walker. Stanley 

joins the group but is turned backwards. Madison is very depressed with 

sagging body language. Jeremiah is still doing the Twist.)

MADISON: What are we going to sing and what if it’s no good?

ASHLEY: It’ll be good. 

GOD: (aside to audience) Yes, this ought to be real good!

BELINDA SUE: But which song?

GOD: “God Bless America”?

ASHLEY: No!

GOD: “God Bless the Child”?

ASHLEY: Something everybody knows.

GOD: Not “Danny Boy!” I draw the line at “Danny Boy.”

ASHLEY: “Amazing Grace.” (to the Kids) Know it? 


(All acknowledge that they know “Amazing Grace.”) 

GOD: I can’t wait!

ASHLEY: (to God) Remember, it’s a song. Not a prayer! (starting the hymn) 

    “Amazing Grace . . .”

MADISON / BELINDA SUE: (joining in) “How sweet the sound.”

JEREMIAH: (joining in) “That saved a –

STANLEY: (joining in) “wretch like me!”

ASHLEY: (leading again) “I once was lost.” (encouraging Calvin)

CALVIN: “ . .  . but now am found.”

KIDS: (singing together) “Was blind, but now I see!”


(They coalesce into a moving and powerful unit.)

GOD: (applauding) That was amazing! And done with such grace too!

KIDS: (in turn) Thank you. Thank you. It was fun. You’re too kind. Really?

ASHLEY: Are you just toying with us?

GOD: Sometimes you were a little pitchy, dawgs, but overall I was impressed. 

          In fact, I liked it so much, I want to hear the second verse. Hit it!

ASHLEY: I think we should stop while we’re –

GOD: Hit it!

ASHLEY: (to the other Kids) You ready. (They agree.) (singing) 

                  “’Twas Grace that taught my heart to fear.”

OTHER KIDS: (joining in belatedly, awkwardly) “To fear.”

ASHLEY: (singing, trying to lead) “And Grace, my fears relieved.”

JEREMIAH: (loudly) “Relieved!”

ASHLEY: (coaching and singing) “How precious did . . .”

OTHER KIDS: (fumbling on the lyrics) “How fleshly did.  . .” 

                          “How freshly made . . .” “How la, la, la . . .” (mumbling)

GOD: (stopping them) Okay, okay! You were right. You should have stopped 

            when you were ahead.

STANLEY: (continuing on his own) “How freshly made that . . . thing was made.”

GOD: Stop. Stop! 

STANLEY: Did we make it in?

GOD: Guess what? (Drums his fingers on the podium, deliberately making them 

            wait.) (then to audience) Shall we have a word from our sponsors? 

ASHLEY: Just tell us!

GOD: Let’s see: I don’t like your tone. You screwed up the second verse and 

           it is about me and my grace! Maybe singing wasn’t your best choice. 

          Maybe that song wasn’t right for you. And none of you is exactly a star.

          And we’re a little crowded here at the moment . . . 

ASHLEY: But?

GOD: But . . . You’re in!

STANLEY: We’re admitted to Heaven?

GOD: No! You’re admitted to the Last Judgment Convalescent Home. Let’s 

           not get all touchy-gooey now. There’s still one more step.


(ALL FREEZE.)






BLACKOUT





           ACT II

                                                        SCENE SIX

SETTING: The Same.


(The Kids’ singing group is moving apart.)


(God moves the podium upstage, takes out a gavel.)

GOD: Okay, Kids. I’m afraid all the good times have got to come to an end.

ASHLEY: But there have been so few of them.

GOD: Nevertheless! Make a straight line – across.

STANLEY: Which way?

JEREMIAH: (helping Stanley) This way, Stanley.

BELINDA SUE: I’m getting a little weary. (Is failing, lines up her canes and walker.)

MADISON: I’ll help you, Belinda Sue. (She does.)

ASHLEY: (getting his wheelchair) And how about you, Calvin? You ready?

CALVIN: (with difficulty) Boy, am I ready!

STANLEY: What’s happening now?

JEREMIAH: (to Ashley) Are we going  . . . to die?

ASHLEY: Of course not.

GOD: (scolding) Ashley!

ASHLEY: I’m sorry. Yes, Jeremiah, we’re going to die.

MADISON/ BELINDA SUE: No!

JEREMIAH: Right now?

ASHLEY: There’s no putting it off any longer.

STANLEY: Did somebody die?

GOD: Happy Birthday. It’s your 90th.

BELINDA SUE: Really?

GOD: I rounded off a few numbers.


(He signals. The lights dim.  The Kids look at one another.)

GOD: Please step forward when your name is called. . . . Belinda Sue.


(Belinda Sue steps forward with her canes and walker.)

GOD: Let me cut to the chase, Belinda Sue. With all of you.

KIDS: (in turn, as appropriate) Okay. Sure. Yes. Chase? About time! We’re ready.

GOD: We’ve seen your lives, or plenty enough of them, and now I just want to 

           illuminate what your remaining time will be. (Bangs the gavel.) God, I 

           like doing that! (Bangs the gavel again.) Belinda Sue, it’s your time . . . 


(Belinda Sue moves center stage.)

BELINDA SUE: Yes?

GOD: You will die in your sleep in your room here. Your current “husband” 

           will not show up because he will be on a “date” with another woman, 

           a woman he has been “dating” for some time, ever since you got your 

           walker. Your two sons will each visit once and then never come back. 

           It’s too depressing. You will begin to repeat yourself endlessly, but then 

           one morning you just won’t wake up. The sale of your trailer will pay 

           for your unpaid taxes. Thank you. Next! (Bangs the gavel.) That’s 

           just the way it is!


(Use a stylized backward movement, to indicate the characters’ deaths, 

              like those of the young rebels after they die in Les Miserables.)


(Belinda Sue backs upstage and stands in the shadows.)

GOD: Next!


(Calvin is wheeled out in his wheelchair.)

GOD: Calvin?

CALVIN: Yes.

GOD: It’s hard to tell. I think I promised you ninety-four good years, give or take 

           a few months. Sorry, had to renegotiate that. You had a full life, such as it goes.                   

           You will be murdered in your wheelchair by a staff person here.

CALVIN: (with difficulty) Which one?

GOD: I am not allowed to reveal things in personnel files. Rest assured that it 

          will take place fairly soon. It will be fairly quick and you won’t suffer. 

          . . . very much. So it is written. So be it! Next! (Bangs the gavel.)


(Calvin rolls himself out.)

GOD: Stanley!

STANLEY: (Does not reply.)

GOD: (louder) Stanley!

STANLEY: Oh, me? (Moves to center stage.)

GOD: Yes, you. Oh, for God’s sake, let’s get two done at once. 

           (calling) Jeremiah!

JEREMIAH: (perky) Yes, God?

GOD: Join Stanley.


(He does so, happily.)

JEREMIAH: Wow! I get to share with Stanley!

STANLEY: You can have it all if you want.

GOD: Stanley.

STANLEY: Yes?

GOD: That is your name, right? No dementia this time.

STANLEY: I don’t think so.

GOD: (under his breath) It doesn’t matter. (aloud) Stanley, you were a nice 

            guy. But so what? Your job was – who cares?! You will be hit by a 

            garbage truck and die on the spot. The good news is that the same 

            garbage truck will be able to cart you off, thus cutting down on the 

            funeral expenses for your relatives, who are. . . (Pretends to look for 

            documents, then stops.) Oh, who cares about that either?! The other 

            good news is that the cause of your death will be the most interesting 

            thing about your whole life. The Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh away!

            (Bangs gavel) And, now Jeremiah!

JEREMIAH: I’m here.

GOD: Yes, you are, and I don’t know how that can still be true. You must be 

           the dumbest person ever placed on the face of the earth.

JEREMIAH: Oh? People always said I had potential.

GOD: They lied! You had no potential, but you certainly lived up to it. 

           The good news? At least you were so stupid you didn’t know how 

           stupid you were. You will die jumping out of an airplane on your 

           ninetieth birthday. Your parachute won’t open because you didn’t 

           know you were supposed to pull on something. Or to jump out of 

           airplanes at all, on or before your ninetieth birthday. Done! 

           (Bangs the gavel.)

(Both Jeremiah and Stanley back upstage together into the shadows.)

GOD: Ashley!


(Ashley moves to center stage.)

GOD: Is this Ashley, the singer-songwriter?

ASHLEY: Yes. (Gives God a fist pump and then the finger.)

GOD: You think I didn’t see that?

ASHLEY: Don’t care.

GOD: (mulling her over) I should come up with something especially painful 

            and lingering for you, like one of your songs. Maybe that’s it. Your 

            songs pumped into your prison cell 24/7 for fifty more years.

ASHLEY: Sounds like Heaven to me.

GOD: (to everybody) Don’t applaud! (Bangs the gavel.) Ashley, you tried. 

            I’ll give you that much. With what you had. The ego is the largest 

            organ in the human species, and the last to go. You will finally have 

            some success with your music posthumously. One of your early songs

            is, even as we speak, being made into a commercial for a toilet bowl 

            cleanser. You will die on a clean toilet at the Clio Award, hearing that 

            your ad came in fourth. (Bangs the gavel.) Congratulations!

ASHLEY: That’s it?

GOD: That’s it. Next!


(Ashley backs upstage to join the others.)

GOD: Who did I forget? Madison!

MADISON: Back here. (Moves out.)

GOD: Madison, you tried your best to take no chances in life, to fly under 

          the radar. You always thought you were playing it safe. But your 

          husband and children pre-deceased you and now you live unnoticed 

          in a room with a hot plate and a TV that gets two channels. Not quite 

          yet, but while you are still strong enough, you will place a plastic bag 

          from a major supermarket chain over your head and, on the third or 

          fourth try, finally manage to suffocate yourself. Well, I guess that’ll 

          do it! They’re dead, and I’m out of here! (Laughs.) (to audience) So long! 

          (Lights start to dim.) Wait! (Lights come back up.) There is one little part 

          of this party I forgot to mention it at the start. (Big smile.) Now is it that 

          we have all the Kids come back and have them vote on which one gets 

          not to die. Wouldn’t that be sweet?

KIDS: (from the back) Yeah! Yay!

GOD: No! Not gonna happen! Been there, done that. . . . But what if we have 

           a real Last Judgment. Only we let you Kids do the judging! Now that 

           you can look and see your entire lives – from start to finish, no ifs, ands, 

           and buts – why don’t you decide if you want to live your lives at all. 

           It couldn’t get any more judgmental, last, first, or in-between, than that, 

           could it?

ASHLEY: It’s some trick!

GOD: No, it’s free will. Or is it Free Willy? Whatever! All you have to do is 

           come forward from the shadows. Come forward and choose, my children! 

           Clear? If you say yes, you will live your lives as you have seen them 

           spelled out. Exactly. No woulda, coulda, shoulda, just what you dida. 

           Fair? Who said I wasn’t fair? . . . Okay then? Questions?

CALVIN: Will we know what’s coming this time?

GOD: Good question, Calvin. Let me think. No! But you will have plenty of 

           models around you. Plenty. What more do you need? Say what, Calvin. 

           Because that’s such a good question, I’m taking thirty years off after 

           you have your stroke. You’ll still be murdered in a nursing home, but 

           you’ll only be sixty-four. God is merciful! (Bangs the gavel.)

CALVIN: Any more negotiating?

GOD: No! Any more questions?

STANLEY: Can we come back as one of these other people here?

GOD: No.

MADISON: Somebody else entirely then?

GOD: No.

ASHLEY: If we don’t choose to live at all, will we know that we chose that?

GOD: (exasperated) Oh, for heaven’s sake! I don’t know! No more changes. 

           No more questions. Okay, listen carefully for your name! Actually I’m 

           sort of curious if you’ll be braver than I give you credit for. Or jut more 

           stupid. . . . (calling out) Jeremiah! 
(After a beat, Jeremiah comes forward to the front of the stage.) 

JEREMIAH: Here.

GOD: Decision time. Do you want to live your life  . . . or not?

JEREMIAH: Oh, yes! (Stays at the front of the stage.)

GOD: Of course. . . . (calling out) Belinda Sue! 

(Belinda Sue hobbles forward.) 

GOD: Surprise me.

BELINDA SUE: Yes! (Stays at the front of the stage.)

GOD: You didn’t surprise me. . . . (calling out) Madison!
            (Madison comes forward, then hangs back halfway.) 

GOD: Is that a yes or a no?

MADISON: I’m not sure.

GOD: (calling out) Stanley!

(Stanley moves forward, but he is confused and does so by backing 

              sideways to the front of the stage.)

GOD: (yelling) Stanley!

            (Stanley turns around, is still only partway to the front.) 

GOD: Are you sure you’re Stanley? 

STANLEY: No. I mean yes. I mean . . . 

GOD: (to Stanley and Madison) You two are making it hard to get a lump in my 

            throat if you two say yes to living your lives again. . . Wait there! 

            (calling out) Ashley! 

(There is a long pause. Eventually Ashley moves forward.) 

ASHLEY: (Plunks a guitar.)

GOD: Ashley, I thought maybe you’d choose oblivion.

ASHLEY: (ironically) I’ve got a few songs left to sing.

GOD: I’m biting my lip on that one.

ASHLEY: Fine. Who appointed you God anyway?

GOD: Me!


(She moves to the front of the stage next to Jeremiah and Belinda Sue.)

GOD: (calling out) And Calvin! 

(Calvin does not respond.) 

GOD: Calvin? (No movement.) . . . Calvin! You don’t want to live your life? 

           And you had the best one of all, for most of it. And I gave you a thirty-

           year break besides.

ASHLEY: You can’t let him beat us down. You can’t let him win! The end 

                  doesn’t define the entirety of our lives!

JEREMIAH / BELINDA SUE: Come on, Calvin! Join us! 

CALVIN: (moving his wheelchair forward) Guess I’m an idiot like the rest of 

                  them! So yes!
GOD: You got it! (Bangs the gavel.)


(Calvin moves forward, to join the others at the front of the stage.)


(The ones at the front look back and beckon to the two who are hesitant.)

GOD: (calling out) Madison? Stanley? Make up your minds!


(Stanley moves forward, standing crooked, then straightens himself.)

STANLEY: I say . . . yes to life!

(The five at the front look back to Madison. Madison moves forward 

              and joins them.)

MADISON: It might be worse if I don’t do it. So yes, even my life I will live over.

GOD: (to all) But why? Why put yourselves through all this now, after 

            everything you’ve seen that’s coming? I don’t get it, and I’m God!


(Ashley steps forward.)

GOD: Yeah?

ASHLEY: You want to know why? Because . . . because that’s what we do, God. 

                  It’s what we do, despite you!


(The six Kids take each other’s hands.)

KIDS: (each one with a word) Yes! . . . That’s . . . what . . . we . . . do! 


(They raise their joined hands in triumph. The audience should be happy for 

             them.)

GOD: Whatever! 

ASHLEY: And there is one more thing.

GOD: What’s that?

ASHLEY: We’ve been talking amongst ourselves.

GOD: When?

ASHLEY: Even you don’t know everything.

GOD: And what have you been talking about?

ASHLEY: We think you owe us all an apology.

GOD: For what?

ASHLEY: . . . For being a total shit and an incompetent failure.

GOD: I beg your pardon? A what?

ASHLEY: You say you created us, but all you gave us was mostly pains 

                  and disappointments, then even ailments, followed by unpleasant 

                  deaths, even at their best. And we’re supposed to admire and love you?

GOD: I can’t believe this. Do you know who you’re talking to?!

ASHLEY: We just wanted to tell you this: If you are Almighty God, you’d 

                  think you would do a better job of it.

GOD: I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that. All right! Now how about a hug for papa?  

          (Holds his arms out.) He forgives you!


(No one takes up his offer.)

GOD: We’re done here. (Bangs the gavel.) Done! Over! No apologies 

           whatsoever. Now what? (turning toward the audience) . . . Next? 

           Party at my place?

ASHLEY: We’ll show you a party! (Beckons to all the others.) Ready?


(The Kids advance toward God threateningly. They go into slow motion. 


 They hit him with everything they have: canes, wheelchair, fists, etc.)

GOD: (being beaten in slow motion) Okay, I’m sorry! I’m sorry! You’re right. 

            I fucked up. I’m sorry! I’m sorry! (a scream) I’m sorry!
(ALL FREEZE.)
            
        BLACKOUT 

