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ACT I

Scene 1

AT RISE: A very soft light comes up

to barely reveal a small, bleak

room. There is a camping cot and

two small tables. On the cot is an

old, sweat-stained pillow. No

pillow case. There is an equally

old and thin blanket on the cot

with a childrens’ nursery style

pattern on it. One of the tables is

a small, wooden dining table with a

plain wooden chair at its side.

There is a small, dusty lamp on the

table. The other table is a small

workbench. Scattered about the room

are piles of dried thistles with

stems still attached. There are no

doors and no windows to the room.

In the gloom we can see a figure

sitting up in the cot, staring at

the blanket, one arm extended. A

small spark flies from the figures

hand to the blanket and we hear a

laugh...

THE GOD

Ha! Got you, you...you...

(two more sparks)

Ouch. Get off.

(another spark)

Come on, come on...

(three more sparks)

Pathetic.

LET THERE BE LIGHT.

(pause, nothing happens)

Bugger.

THE GOD rises from the cot and

approaches the lamp. He turns it on

to reveal a man dressed in an old,

threadbare and dusty tuxedo. Long

in the crotch and short in the leg.

Odd socks and a dirty tie.

Useless damn things. Suck-suck-suck, nibble-nibble-nibble.

All night long with the nibble-suck-nibble. You should all

be sent back. Flying back. Whizzing. Zooming. One word from

Me and you will all be zooming. Yes! Zoom! Pow! Blam! Hah!

Yes and all the way too. Right to the beginning of the

beginning of all of the...all the...stuff. All the floating

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

THE GOD (cont’d)
stuff. All of the marvelous, floating...things. Floating and

flowing things everywhere. Kaleidoscopes of sounds.

Symphonies of colours. Yes. I saw it. I was there. I saw it.

Me. All Me. Me of many colours. Wonderful Me. All Me and no

fleas. I should send Myself back and who would you nibble on

then huh? Who? There is no-one. Only Me. All Me. Wonderful

Me.

THE GOD sits in the chair and

stares at the floor. He extends his

arms out in front of him not unlike

a magician showing us he has

nothing up his sleeves. He raises

his face to the ceiling, closes his

eyes and concentrates. He takes a

deep breath and then claps his

hands together in a sudden,

dramatic gesture. His eyes open and

he looks down at the breast of his

jacket. He reaches inside and

slowly draws out a withered,

long-stemmed thistle. He stares at

it for a moment before placing it

on the table with the others

already there.

Hah.

With a sudden movement, THE GOD

stands and slaps frantically at his

calf

LET THERE BE NO FLEAS. LET THERE BE NO BEDBUGS. LET THERE BE

CLEAN BLANKETS.

He closes his eyes and assumes the

magic trick pose once again.

LET THERE BE ROSES!

He once again produces a thistle

from the depths of his jacket.

Let there be thistles.

THE GOD turns off the lamp and

climbs back into his cot.

BLACKOUT



3.

Scene 2

The lamp is off and THE GOD is in

his cot zapping fleas with his tiny

lightening bolts.

THE GOD

Missed. Missed. Hit! Missed. Lightening. Thunder. Zap, zap,

zap a flea. Zap. Missed...LET THERE BE LIGHT.

(pause, nothing happens)

Damn.

He climbs out of the cot and turns

on the lamp. When the light comes

on we can see that his hair is wet.

He runs his hands through his wet

hair and inspects them.

LET THERE BE AN UMBRELLA.

(He pauses and listens to the empty room

for a moment before noticing the

audience.)

Well well well. Here at last. I can hear you, you know. I

can. I can feel you. I can feel it when you presume too

much. And you’re not supposed to be here yet anyway. I have

not finished. I haven’t. I still have one. I do. He’s out

there somewhere.

(points to a wall)

I heard him earlier today. Or yesterday. At some point in

time I heard him so he’s still there so I haven’t finished

so you’ll have to wait it’s in the rules so...there.

(listening again.)

Hah!

He sits in the chair and pulls

himself toward the dinner table.

LET THERE BE CHEESECAKE.

(pause)

Just let Me find him that’s all I’m saying. It’s a simple

thing. I can feel him just like I can feel you. I can. And

he can feel Me. He has to feel Me or I wouldn’t be able to

feel him and I can feel him and that’s how I know he can

feel Me OK? Simple. LET THERE BE TOAST.

(Pause. Nothing happens)

LET THERE BE NO TOAST.

(Pause. Nothing happens)

Hah! See? Yes! I did that. I made that happen. Me. All Me. I

gave the toast the power to NOT BE. Not you. Me.

He rises from the table.

Don’t even like toast. Never have. And honestly; why would

I? There’s no point to toast. It’s already been cooked once.

I’m supposed to cook it again? Why? It’s cooked. It’s done.

It has "Been Made". There is no more "Making" to do to it.

(MORE)
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THE GOD (cont’d)
Do not over-make things. Number one rule. Very, very

important. Do. Not. Over-Make. Things. A pearl from Me to

you. Things can’t cope if you over-make them. They can’t

keep up. Can’t surface. They lose control. They spiral. They

forget. They fall away and get lost. Lost and adrift. Cast

adrift. Lost and cast adrift in black, foaming seas.

Confused, they can’t tell if they are toast or if they are

bread. Or some new species of strange, square sea cucumber.

All that they have left, all that remains to them once the

last crumbs of self have been washed away in the black, is a

vague sense of profound unfairness and an intimate knowledge

of waiting. Waiting and watching the dark. A queasy union of

patience and dread. Looking for the day when the fish with

big teeth arrive to take their share of the toast. And do

you know what? It won’t be the toasts fault. It won’t ever

be the toasts fault. It will be yours.

Toast. Toast! Why toast? Who thought that one up? Wasn’t Me

I know that. Must have been one of them. The imaginative

monkeys. Here is some free will for you! Be fruitful!

Multiply! Oh, you’ve invented toast. How wonderful. Very

creative. What’s that you say? Would I like some toast?. How

very thoughtful but; have you run out of lambs? You have run

out? No more lambs are being made. I see. So; it’s the end

of lamb then. Right, right and where did you get that

colourful woolly hat? The one on your head. No, no never

mind. I understand completely. You are clearly worried about

how the lambs feel about being eaten. No, no, that’s fine.

Honestly. I’m your God, why would I lie? It’s fine. Thank

you. Thank you for this toast. Thank you for this very fine

toast and bless this toast and bless you and bless all the

toast. Gesundheit. They could have given Me roses. I like

roses. And I know they had some. I’m very clear on that. Had

them all over the place. Roses everywhere. Impossible to

miss. Not easily over-looked are they? They practically

scream "LOOK AT ME, LOOK AT ME!" all day long. I even put

thorns on the damn things for the blind people. They could

say: "Ouch, that hurt, this must be a rose." But no.

Apparently it was, after all, too subtle a hint. Any

reasonable God might have expressed a hope that His monkeys

would eventually come to conclude that the abundance of

roses was because their God was very fond of them. But once

again; no. Never any roses and then, if that wasn’t bad

enough, they stopped giving Me lambs. Lambs. Now they were a

good one. Fluffy and juicy at the same time. Genius. There

must be some lambs still out there somewhere.

He sits back at the table, raises

his face to the ceiling and closes

his eyes.

LET THERE BE LAMB.

(He opens his eyes and looks at the bare

table. He closes his eyes again.)

(CONTINUED)
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LET THE BE LAMB CHOPS.

(He looks at the bare table. He looks at

the thistles on the table. He picks up a

fistful of thistles and stares at them.)

Let there be dead things on My table.

The God turns off the lamp and

climbs back into the cot.

BLACKOUT

Scene 3

The lights come up to reveal the

God with his ear pressed against

one wall of his room. He listens

for a moment before flapping his

arm up and down towards his cot.

THE GOD

Shhhhhhhhh! Be quiet. Shhhhhhhhh! I can hear him...yes.

What’s he...be quiet or I’ll zap you again! Shhhh!

(He listens.)

Hah! I told you, I told you. Didn’t I tell you? I did. he’s

praying. Shhh... Now, what is he...hello? Hello? can you

hear Me? It’s Me. Hello? Damn. Hello? Shhh. Hello? Hello?

He searches the wall before banging

on it with his fist.

Hello? Yes? No! No don’t stop. Hello? Just speak up a bit.

I’m here. I can help. What is it you want? Tell Me your

name. Tell Me who you are. I’m here. I’m always here. Hello?

Hello? I can hear you. I can feel you. I can feel you out

there. Speak up a bit. That’s all. Speak up a bit and I can

help you. I can. I swear I can. Hello? Hello? Keep going.

Don’t stop. I’ll help you. I will. I swear I can help you.

Hello? Hello? No! Don’t...

he stops and listens before

stepping away from the wall and

addressing the audience.

You see? Still have one. I can’t be touched. I am

untouchable. I still have one. He is Mine. Me. Can’t be

touched. Not now, not ever. Because; I’m going to get more.

You’ll see. Lots more. Full to the brim with hopes and

aspirations just like him. All of them praying to Me just

like him. You all heard. You all felt it. I can’t go

anywhere while I have one just like him. I have to be here

to answer his prayers. I am here to answer his prayers. I

will always be here to answer his prayers. I have answered

his prayers. And you know it doesn’t matter what the answer

is, it only matters that he was answered. And he was. By ME.

I gave him...a...thistle! Yes. A thistle. A piece of the

(MORE)
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THE GOD (cont’d)
divine predicament. When he sees it he will know it is from

Me because...because...I am the God of the thistles! Yes.

The One True God of the Thistles. Look around Me. Hah. Yes.

You see? You see? God. Thistles. The Thistle God. Hah. Yes.

Me. You. You have made a big mistake coming to see Me. Oh

yes. A colossal, gargantuan, behemoth of a blunder. A cosmic

boo-boo that will leave you, not Me, begging for another

chance. You will not be seeing Me fade. Oh-no. You will see

Me grow.

He stands centre stage and

re-enacts his thistle producing

magic trick. Showing far more

confidence than on previous

attempts. He finds that his jacket

is empty this time. He checks the

other breast then double checks the

first place he looked. He abandons

the search, embarrassed and takes a

moment before he speaks.

That was...that was...the thistle I gave him. Yes. Next

time, next time I will send him a rose. Yes. Me. A rose.

Then you will see. Then you will learn that you-

He slaps at his leg again as he is

bitten by another flea. Catching

the flea in two fingers, he holds

it up to the light.

Hah! Yes. The fleas. The fleas I will keep with Me. Yes. The

fleas will be My burden. I will not trouble him with fleas.

The fleas I keep as a reminder to him that without Me he

would-that if he didn’t believe in Me he would...he

would...I would place an affliction on him. Yes. A curse.

Gnashing his teeth in a frenzy of despair he would seek and

beg for My forgiveness. Plead with Me to lift him up in my

sight and remove the blood from upon his limbs. Giving

worship and sacrifice to Me, My heart would go out to him

and I would reach down unto him and with Mine own hands

snatch from his body the curse I have placed upon him. Yea

and verily. No more scratching. No more bleeding. I would

lift from him the fleas.

he inspects the flea closely before

crushing it between his

fingernails.

Yes, I will keep the fleas with Me.

He rubs his fingers together to

remove the dead body of the flea

and watches the pieces fall to the

floor.

Blessings upon these fleas.

(CONTINUED)
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(To the audience.)

No blessings for you.

He turns off the lamp and

approaches the cot.

BLACKOUT

Scene 4

The lights come up to the same

gloom seen at the start of the

play. No lamp. THE GOD is laying

down in his cot.

THE GOD

LET THERE BE LIGHT.

(pause, nothing happens.)

LET THERE BE LIGHT.

(pause.)

LIGHT.

(pause.)

LIGHT.

(pause.)

LET THERE BE LIGHT.

(longer pause)

ABRACADABRA.

(pause.)

SHAZAM.

(pause.)

LIGHT SESAME.

(pause.)

LET THERE BE-oh stuff it I’ll do Myself.

THE GOD rises from the cot and

turns on the lamp.

LIGHT. Hah. Yes. You see? Me.

The lamp goes out.

What? No! On.

He turns the lamp on. The lamp

comes on, the lamp goes out.

Gah! ON.

He turns the lamp on but nothing

happens. He flicks the switch a few

times with no effect.

Why? Why why why?

(To audience)

This is normal. It’s OK. This is nothing for you to think

about. My lamp is off. So what? If I want it to turn on it

will. It’s nothing. Nothing. I don’t want the lamp on. I

(MORE)
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THE GOD (cont’d)
don’t. Even if I said I do I don’t. It doesn’t make sense

to. I am the lamp. You see? I am. I am the God ergo I am the

light ergo I am the lamp ergo I am not...on? That doesn’t

sound-hang on. The lamp is not on ergo I am not...no. The

lamp is on but the light is not ergo I am on unless I am

off. Or this, this is it. I am and I am not on ergo so is

the lamp. Yes. That’s it. The truth. Here is the truth. THE

LAMP IS NOT ON ERGO IT’S NOT MY FAULT.

(The lamp turns on.)

LET THERE BE LIGHT! Hah. Yes. Me.

He turns the lamp off. He turns the

lamp on. He gestures to the

audience that he has proven his

point. He walks to the wall where

earlier he heard a prayer.

He is like a lamp. Shining outside these walls. I can see it

when I sleep. It guides Me to him. It’s very dark where he

lives. A world of fog and shadows and dirt-clouds. No

colour. Never any colour. Not any more. Not without Me. He

keeps his colour inside him and opens his heart for the

world to see. But they don’t look. They have dusty eyes and

are blinded by the dirt. But he knows. He knows I am here.

He is looking for Me. Looking for answers. Sifting through

the shades of grey to find the white. And when you find the

white; you find the colours. You find Me. Did you know that

yellow is the colour of bravery? It is. That was for the

plants. Encouragement. Climb through the soil and head

towards the sun. Be brave. Here is warmth. Here is light.

Come and find it. Look for the yellow. Don’t be afraid. I

promised them and they listened and they grew. Like him. He

lives in the dirt but his soul shines yellow.

Hah. Yes. There are many things I could teach. Even to you.

Sitting there staring at me with your empty eyes and cloudy

hearts. What do you know of colours? The colours are mine.

All of them. Every one. Perhaps I should. Yes. Perhaps. Hah!

I will. I will teach you some of what I know. Yes. Then you

will see. Then you will learn that the greatest lesson of

all is how to ask for My forgiveness. There will be no need

to beg. If you kneel too often on the road to humility you

might hurt your knees. There are rocks there that are hard

to see. They blend in. The road is green and they are green.

Yes, the colour of humility is green. It can take a thousand

leaves to support one flower. How do you expect them to do

this if they are not humble in themselves? Impossible. These

are things I know. They come from me. I made them. I gave

them truth. There is no truth but through Me and anyone who

tells you otherwise is a liar and a thief. Oh yes, there are

many liars out there. Deceivers. Worshipers of rocks and

fish and wheels and...and monkeys whose only virtue is the

ability to wear a flowing white robe without tripping over

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 9.

THE GOD (cont’d)
the hem. But all the truth comes from Me. It flows pure from

My thoughts through a filter of corruption that hides just

outside these walls. It mingles with the dirt and becomes a

torrent of mud befouling the lives and minds of all who

bathe in it. And so many do. Everything becomes twisted.

Tainted. Folded back on itself so that it becomes the

opposite of what it once was. Here. I will give you an

example. Proof that My words are true. I will give such a

compelling, damning piece of evidence that even you cannot

fail to see that something, somewhere has gone seriously,

grievously wrong with my message. Oysters. Oysters were

never meant to be sexy. Hah! You see? How? How did this

happen? Oysters are just little blobbery vacuum cleaners

whose only job is to rid the ocean floor of sharp things

that might otherwise hurt the fish. That’s it. Vacuum

cleaners. Nothing more. They are not food, they are not

toys, they are not titillating they are vacuum...oh, I get

it. It’s the sucking thing isn’t it? Hah! You see?

Disgusting. Shameful. Wicked. Wicked, wicked monkeys

wallowing in filth. But it gets worse. There is more.

Strange, convoluted feats of mental gymnastics that have

resulted in all manner of outrageous beliefs and practices.

Did you know that sometimes they teach their young ones the

value of theft? Oh yes. Stories about the glory of vandalism

and the wonderful adventures to be found in the sins of lies

and trespass. Hah. Goldilocks should have been eaten. Yes.

Munch munch munch and justice is served. On a platter.

You see? You shouldn’t be here. I’m not ready. I still have

one and I still have the truth. I have My knowledge. I have

My memories. I have enough of everything I need to start

again. And, and I can’t leave because I’m waiting for My

visitor. My visitor is coming again to see Me. He promised

Me he would and I believe him. I have to be here when he

arrives. He doesn’t stay for very long. Or, at least he

didn’t the last time. Although he seemed very sad to be

leaving Me. He said it was because it took him so long to

find Me. He didn’t want to leave Me alone but he thought he

could help more if he was away from Me. I don’t know why he

was leaving Me when he had only just arrived. I was here.

Then he was here. Then he was gone. To help...something. He

will visit Me again. I was bigger the last time he was here.

Bigger than him and bigger than you. Bigger than many

things. Very big. I know what it is to be big. I know what

it is to be much bigger than you could possibly imagine. I

shouldn’t be here. I should not be here. All these things I

remember. All these things I know. They are enough. I know

they are enough. Hah! Yes. You! You are trying to trick Me.

I know! Yes! Me! You know I know and now I know you know I

know. I know all of that! Hah! You...you...buggers! I can

start it all again. I can! What came first? The chicken or

the egg? Huh? Huh? You don’t know. You don’t. I know. Only I

(MORE)
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THE GOD (cont’d)
know. I know that there is no chicken and there is no egg.

There is only chickenegg! One thing not two! Chickenegg.

Chickegg. All the same. All one. A perfect combination on

feathers and fragility, of clucking and cracking. What came

first? Hah! I came first. The original Chanticleer. The

cockerel of the first dawn and the crower of the climactic

cock-a-doodle-doo. Proof? You need proof? Proof I can

provide. Oh yes! Proof is easy. Watch. Look. Learn.

He walks over to a thistle on the

floor and holds it up for all to

see.

A leg!

He searches for another thistle and

lifts that too.

Another leg!

(As he finds more thistles.)

An arm! Two arms! Shall I have three? I could. A third arm

might be useful. Cookery for instance. Here! And here! A

head. Hands! Feet! Toes! Toenails! Bellies and buttons!

Elbows and knees! I take full responsibility for nostrils.

They will work better this time! There are the fingers and

yes; next to them the genitals.

(he has a bunch in his hands by now)

Just as it should be. Here is your proof. I make you all

witnesses. From the death of the stems I will make living

flesh. From the breath in my body I will fashion a spirit

and in the fire of My heart I will forge the two into a

perfect union of life and limb. That is what I shall do. And

then? And then you must leave. You will leave. I have

decided that that shall be our agreement. I will make life

and you will leave. A fair bargain. Equity. And that is more

than many got. Yes indeed. More than most. You are being

given a blessing right now. Most weren’t. I’m not a deal

maker. I’m a God. And what of it? They were Mine. I made

them and I could do as I liked with them. Not everybody can

be blessed. That would make a mockery of the whole process.

What would be the point? Where the challenge? Who would care

about trying to please Me if it all just came naturally?

No-one. That’s who. Effort. That is all that counts. My

world. My rules. My way. My way or the quantum way and

believe me you do not want to go the quantum way. Nobody

knows where it is for a start. Not even me. I used to, I

think. I suspect I may have made it. Perhaps not. Maybe. Who

knows? Who cares? I can always make another. But I probably

won’t. I don’t want to complicate things you see. People

need to know how stuff works and it upsets them when they

can’t. They fiddle with things. Get mentally...energetic.

Intellectually...gymnastic. They start giving shapes to

things that don’t need a shape. Look at Me. Why this? Why

this shape? A suit. A tie. I lack only a top hat and a white

(MORE)
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THE GOD (cont’d)
rabbit to torture on a nightly basis. "Hey Presto!" Is this

really what they think of Me? What I have become? A

trickster? A conjurer? Well no more. I’m keeping it simple.

Simple and clear and with a blanket ban on stage magicians.

No bloody clowns either. Even the dolphins got depressed

after they saw some clowns. They’re worse than toast.

Hah! Yes. I feel...Godly. Godly and good. Godly good. I feel

so Godly good that I am going to give you all a gift. Yes.

You will not leave here entirely empty handed slash

tentacled slash gripping mechanism of your choice. No.

Although many have been grateful for less I feel that you

are...special. Filled with a sense of self worth. Hubris

some would call it but not Me. No. I sense that you only

seek for assurance in accepting our bargain. So, a small

gift then. Just a small one. I would not wish to be acuused

of bribery here. A little thing. That’s all. It does have

value though. Oh yes. You can be sure of that. Immense value

when it is placed where it is needed most. Entire lives have

been spent in the search for it. Some found it. Others did

not. Not My fault. Some people know not where to look. But

here it is given freely as a token and a promise of good

faith. The promise of a God. Wondrous is it not? You are

truly blessed. Here is the deal. Life: I will create.

Witness: You will watch. Acceptance: You will leave.

Blessings: You will receive a gift. And here is that gift:

forgiveness. Yes! Marvelous is it not? I will endow you with

the grace of My divine forgiveness! Amazing. I will create!

You will watch! You will leave! You will be forgiven! It

requires nothing from you but acceptance. Nothing at all.

That’s it. Just acceptance. I am giving you an opportunity

to accept My claims in this matter. And for this I will

forgive you. A lot. For all sorts of things. Anything,

anything you have done I will forgive you for. All of your

crimes. All of your sins. All of them. What a gift. You

should probably take it. It’s OK. It’s a gift. I give it.

Take it. You can. I’m letting you. Take it. Take it! take it

and leave! You can’t get this anywhere else! Only from Me.

Only here. In this place. At this time. It doesn’t exist out

there. Not any more. It will but not yet. Take it. It is

rare. Take it and leave. That is our bargain.

He moves to stand by the lamp.

I must find the right flea.

He turns off the lamp.

BLACKOUT
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Scene 5

The lights and the lamp come up to

reveal THE GOD sitting at his

table. He is playing with a doll

made from the thistles he picked up

earlier.

THE GOD

Well? What do you think of him...her...I haven’t decided

yet. I have fixed the nostrils. They are now behind the

knees. If there is a fire they won’t need to "get down low

to go go go". They can walk tall and proud. I have spoken to

the fleas and they have found a candidate. They have told me

that they consider it a great honour and have selected the

best among them to receive it. A hero among fleas he has

become. A titan. They will sing songs to his memory after he

has gone. He will leave behind fifty three wives and two

hundred and seventy six children. Of course; it’s not as bad

as it sounds because, being a flea, some of those

children were also his wives. His name is Stan. I will fetch

him.

The God goes to the cot and peers

closely at it for a few moments.

Aha!

He snatches a flea from his pillow

and carries it gently to the table

in the palm of his hand. He sits in

front of the doll and then attempts

to pick up the flea with his other

hand. The flea jumps off and

towards the audience. The GOD

swiftly slaps his hand down on top

of the flea to prevent escape.

He must be nervous. It’s his first miracle.

He slowly lifts his hand to peek at

the flea underneath. He quickly

covers it again. He peeks again

before removing his hand entirely

and standing up from the table.

I have more fleas.

He flicks the squashed body of the

flea from the table and returns to

the cot where he takes one end and

begins to shake it violently.

Can you feel this? Can you? It’s an earthquake! Yes! An

earthquake! A terrible, terrible earthquake. Do you want it

to stop? Well guess what? It’s not going to! Oh no! It’s

shaking and it’s quaking! Oh, oh, oh, make it stop! Who can
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THE GOD (cont’d)
make it stop? Help! Help! It’s shaking it’s shaking it’s

shaking and maybe you’ll die maybe you’ll die maybe you’ll

die....

He ceases to shake the cot.

Give Me another flea. There will be a great and terrible

zapping this very night if I do not get another flea. My

finger is so very itchy. It is full of powerful zaps. Even

furiously vengeful zaps. They are so hard to keep in. So

hard. But..I think I might be able to. Yes, if I try. If I

concentrate. If I focus. with all My power on a single happy

thought. One thing that could turn the tide of My rage. You

will have to help Me. I can’t do it alone! It’s...it’s

delicate. It rests on the edge of a knife. Quick, quick let

Me think a happy thought! Oh don’t delay! I can feel the

zaps! They are coming, they are coming! happy thought, happy

thought! Give Me a flea for a happy thought! A flea! A flea!

My happiness for a flea! Yes!

THE GOD snatches a flea from his

blanket and holds it aloft in

triumph. He approaches the lamp

while holding the flea between

thumb and forefinger. With his

other hand he carefully pinches off

part of the flea and lets it fall

to the ground. He freezes for a

moment before remembering the

audience.

He doesn’t need legs for this. My flea. Mine. Do you know

the flea? Do you? Do you know his name? Do you know anything

about him? Does he have parents? Children? No? Do you know

what his fears are? His hopes, his dreams? Do you know the

sound his footsteps make on My skin? The taste of My blood

on his little flea lips? No. I thought not. My flea. Mine.

His name is Andrew. His name is Andrew and he will do for My

brew. God poetry.

He sits at the table with the doll

in front of him.

Here is your spark.

He places the flea onto the breast

of the doll.

Here is your breath.

He breathes over the doll.

Here is your love.

He removes a tear from his eye and

places it on the dolls’ face.

Here is your rage.
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He takes one of the dolls legs and

breaks it.

Here is your name.

He whispers in the dolls’ ear then

turns to the audience.

It is done. I have done it. It is finished. And it is also

beginning. As I am My witness I have seen what I have done.

And I am pleased. And you are pleased. We are pleased. We

are all very pleased here. How pleasant. He will lie there

for a time until his body becomes aware of its own life. It

still thinks it is dead. Or "unalive". But it won’t be long

now. No. Not long at all. We’re not making universes here.

Oh, did you think it was instant? Huh? Did you? Alakazam?

Boogalaboo? Well it’s not. It takes time. Everything takes

time. Except becoming dead. That happens quickly. You are

alive and then you are dead. There is no in between. Not

really. I have heard people talk of a thing called "dieing"

but it doesn’t exist. You just slow down. You live, you live

slowly, you die. But coming alive? Coming alive from

nothing? That takes time. I remember I spoke to someone

once. He was very impressed. Very enthusiastic. "Seven

days!" he said. "Seven days! Amazing! Incredible! SEVEN! A

miracle!" I had no idea what he was talking about. Seven

days? Seven days what? I thought he had a calendar fetish.

"Seven days to make the world!" he said. "Amazing!" he said.

"Yes!" I said. "Seven!" I said. He went away very happy.

Seven days indeed. I think I would remember if I made

something that big in seven days! What; all the rocks and

the seas and the fish and the trees and the birds and the

horses? All that in seven days? No wonder he was impressed.

No. It takes time. This takes time. Is there some difference

between his seven days and My seven days? What is a day? A

day starts for Me when I turn on My lamp. It ends when I

switch it off. Is it not the same for everyone? What does it

look like out there? Is it light? Or is it night? I think it

is night. It’s so quiet. So very quiet. A silent night.

Through the fruits of our bargain it has become a holy

night. A silent and holy night. A good night for a birth. I

think I will join them in their night. And in the morning?

In the morning we shall see what we shall see.

The God turns off the lamp and

climbs back into the cot.

BLACKOUT
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Scene 6

The lights come up to reveal Stan

the flea sitting centre stage in

the Gods chair. He has six arms and

huge, round eyes.

STAN

Hello.

(He waves. Three arms move.)

This feels...strange. I’m so big. What happened? Where is my

blanket? My pillow? Ah. I see. I’m dead aren’t I? Um...yes.

OK then. I’m dead. Fine. Well, if I’m dead where is the Big

Red Blood Blister then? Has anybody seen it? I was told that

we all go to the Big Red Blood Blister when we die. The

final sucking place of all fleas. My mother always said:

"Stan, if you’re a good flea and do all your sucking and do

all your jumping then one day you too will go to the Big Red

Blood Blister in the sky." Maybe I didn’t jump far

enough. And the Furry Forest? Where is the Furry Forest? I’m

supposed to go through the Furry Forest and straight on to

the Big Red Blood Blister. All fleas do. Don’t they? Yes.

I’m sure of it. I can’t be wrong. I told all my children...

This place...this place looks familiar though. I’ve seen it

before. But...it was bigger. Much, much bigger. At

least...twenty jumps long. If I tried to do just one jump in

here I’d probably end up killing myse- oh. Yes. Haha. Did

you know I got married when I was only five lamps old? Yes.

Five lamps. That’s quick even for a flea. Over a dozen of my

children could jump the length of the great pillow at only

two lamps but I’m the only one to get married at just five.

Married at five lamps and dead at twenty. That also is very

quick even for a flea. My great, great, great, great Uncle

lived for sixty three lamps. He was killed by a bad case of

buttocks. It happens. The big lightening man rolls over at

the wrong time and...well you can imagine. This is his place

isn’t it? The big lightening man. Yes. It is. Is that my

blanket? Look at my pillow! It’s so small! Hello everyone!

Hello! It’s me! It’s Stan! Do you think they can hear me?

Hello! Here I am! I’m OK but I can’t find the Furry Forest!

Did I do something wrong? Hello! It doesn’t look like they

can hear me. Hello! HELLOOOOO! No. They can’t hear me.

Goodbye everybody. Goodbye. Have fun and may the buttocks

always miss.

He wanted to be our God you know. The big lightening man.

But we don’t have one. We just have the Blister. Just the

Blister. Are you sure you haven’t seen it? No? Well...that’s

OK I’m sure it will turn up sometime. I’ll just wait for it.

Yes. That’s what I’ll do. Everything will make sense when

the Blister turns up. Maybe it got lost in the Forest. Maybe

I should look for it. Yes. I’ll help. Oh. I don’t know where

the Forest is. No, I’ll just stay here then.
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(Stan notices Andrew on the table with

the doll)

Hello. Is that...is that Andrew? It is! It is Andrew! What’s

he doing here? And...what happened to his legs? Andrew! What

have you done? Was it the big lightening man? Did he do this

to you? He did didn’t he. Why? Why would he do this to you?

Why? He’s so mean! I’m so sorry Andrew. You didn’t deserve

this. None of us do. We sucked and we jumped and we nibbled

and flew and now I can’t find the Blister and Andrew has no

legs. It’s not fair. It’s not. Nobody told me it was going

to be like this. Nobody ever said it was going to-is that

me?

Stan bends down to look at his own

dead body on the floor.

Is this me? Right here? On the floor? It is. It is me.

Well...um...nobody ever told me I looked like that from

behind. How embarrassing. Although at least I still have all

my legs. I mean, what’s a flea without his legs? I jump

therefore I am. Poor Andrew. It’s a shame you know. Because

he can’t go to the Big Red Blood Blister without his legs.

They won’t let him in. You have to leap through the Furry

Forest first and all he can do is...roll. Hello. What’s

that?

(sniffing the air)

Can you...can you smell that? There it is again. What is

that? I can...where is it...there! You smell it? You smell

it? A sort of a...sort of a hairy, oily, sweaty sort of

smell. A greasy sort of...furry kind of smell. Yes that’s

it. A greasy, furry smell. Isn’t it nice? It’s...it’s

wonderful. I don’t think I’ve ever smelt quite a

good...its...calling to me. The smell is calling to me. It

wants me to go to it. It wants me to go into the smell. Go

into the smell it’s saying. Turn away from the blanket and

go into the smell. I can see something. It’s hard to make

it...the Furry Forest! I’ve found the Furry Forest! I have

to go! I have to go! Goodbye everybody. Goodbye. Look after

Andrew for me. Goodbye, goodbye, goodbye.

The lights fade to black as Stan is

taken into the Furry Forest.

Scene 7

The lights and the lamp come up to

reveal the God pacing about the

room and mumbling to himself. The

doll has not moved.

THE GOD

(Pacing)

One, two, three, four, five, six. Six. Six steps.

My-room-is-six-steps-long. Six. Six. Six, five, four, three,
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THE GOD (cont’d)
two, one. Can that be right? No. My legs are longer. My

legs! My legs are six steps long!

My-legs-are-six-steps-long. Yes. My legs used to be eight

steps long. It used to take Me eight steps to cross My room.

That’s how long it took. How long? Eight steps! Yes! Before

that it was twelve! Then twenty! Fifty! A thousand! My legs

used to be one year long! A whole year to cross My room! You

see? You see? I grow. Time! Time is a measure of leg length.

Hah! I know. Everybody else gets it wrong all the time. They

get everything wrong! Fiddling with things. Giving meaning

to things that have none to begin with and weren’t meant to.

Crystals! Just to take one of the many foolishnesses in the

world. Crystals. Why pin all your hopes on crystals?

Crystals heal. Crystals bring balance. Crystals connect us

with our spirituality. RUBBISH! They do nothing of the sort.

They are pretty yes but that is all. What’s wrong with

granite? Sandstone? Pumice? Pumice is excellent for feet but

I’ve never seen anyone dangle any from their ears. If the

monkeys thought about it at all they’d realise that if any

rocks have a special connection with them it’s the ones they

use to build their homes with. To shelter their families

with. The rocks that they have lived with and in and under

for thousands of years! The rocks that their children play

on. Spill the occasional drop of blood on. Rocks for

hunting, for making fire and rocks that they even cook their

food on! They are the special rocks. The rocks with a

connected history. The rocks of life. Crystals? Hah!

Crystals, clowns and toast! Pointless! Well, are you all

ready? To "see what we shall see"? Come to terms with all

your doubts have you? The last, fretful pangs of guilty

consciences? Made peace with yourselves? Weighed yourselves

in the balance and concluded that yes, you do deserve the

grace of forgiveness? Capital!

He approaches the table.

Oh look! How sweet he’s still sleeping. Bless his little

heart. Well, no time for that is there? We have work to do!

Ooh, I’m so excited! OK now wakey wakey.

He prods the doll with his finger

Come on. Up you get. Up up up! Hands off stalks it’s...time

for walks. Come on...here we go.

He stands the doll up and then

watches it fall back over.

Oops! Nearly there. Come on. Up. Yes. Up. Hmmm. I’m

forgetting something. Oh! Yes! Haha! What a diddle I am!

Waves his hands over the doll.

LET THERE BE LIFE.

(Pause. Nothing happens)

Okay. Not that then. Let’s see; spark, breath, love, rage,

name. Name! Maybe he didn’t hear his name! Kenny? Kenny can
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THE GOD (cont’d)
you hear me? HELLO KENNY! WAKE. UP. KENNY! I HAVEN’T GOT ANY

COFFEE KENNY! YOU STILL HAVE TO GET UP! LET THERE BE UP!

UP! Does My command mean nothing? I am not so small. I am

your truth. I am your God and you are My prophet now get up!

Is it time? Do you need more? Is that it? Time I can do.

Time I have. I have a lamp.

He switches off the lamp.

Night time!

He switches is back on.

Day time!

He switched it off then on twice

more.

Night time! Day Time! Night time! Day time! There. There is

your time. That is three days. Three days and three nights.

Are you rested? Are you well? Have you enjoyed your time? My

time? You need more encouragement. Yes I know. I know. I can

help there. I can. That is My job. My purpose. I am your God

and I am here to help. Let’s see. Encouragement. Motivation.

These are easy. I will bring you a friend. A loved one. Yes.

Stay right there.

He leaves the table and searches

the floor.

Now, who shall I use? Where...where was his heart? Hah! Yes.

Over here.

He picks up a thistle from the

floor and returns to the table.

Here. Look. See. I have found your friend. Just like I said.

A loved one. Someone special. Close to your heart. Do you

recognise him? He is very fine. One of the best and he is

here just for you. To give you the needed strength.

Fortification! You are so lucky. What a wonderful friend.

Such a wonderful, special friend. It would be a terrible

thing to lose him. Yes, it would. Just...awful. A tragedy.

He snaps off part of the thistle

stem and lets it fall onto the

doll.

Oh no! What has happened? How terrible. An injury. Very,

very sad! Ah, the mysteries of life. How unfeeling they can

be. Complex and dreadful. Do not despair. Your God is with

you. He knows what to do. He feels your pain and it makes

Him sad.

The god snaps another piece from

the thistle and lets it fall onto

the doll.

Again! How could this happen? We must take action. Stiffen

our resolve and find salvation for our failing friend. It
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THE GOD (cont’d)
lies within you. You must search deep and without fear. Call

into the void and listen to the echo. Do you hear it? Call

again. Yes, there it is listen:

Stand...stand...stand...stand...stand... There is your

answer! The reflection of truth wants you to stand. Stand

and live to save your friend. He is leaving, he is leaving!

(He starts snapping the thistle with

more speed.)

Why do you not stand? Is it murder you have in your soul?

No! I did not make you that way. I made you to love and

here; look, look what is in My hand. It is all that is left.

The flower, the heart. The hand of your God is holding the

heart of your friend. He has been reduced, refined, whittled

down to the kernel of your friendship. See him shine. He is

beautiful. Will you save him? Stand. Stand to save him. Live

for your friend if not for yourself. Your will shall make

the choice. I cannot help you here. Rise and be like a God

unto your friend. Give the gift. Stand. Stand!

He pauses before crushing the

thistle flower and letting the dust

fall over the doll.

Too late! Too late! He is gone. You have killed your friend

through wilfullness and fear. Killed him. Killed him

completely. He will never show his love again. All because

of you. You the murderer! You the death dealer! You of all

the spite!

(To the audience)

Sometimes...sometimes terrible things happen. They do. Sad

yes. Preventable no. I did not do this. It was...well yes

okay, it was me but I had my reasons. He is made from

thistles after all. All my early work was with clay. Clay is

easy. I like clay. Thistles are stiff and they don’t bend in

the middle very well. They snap. The spikes can also be

problematic. But that’s Okay. We haven’t finished yet. I

will speak unto him again once he has rested. It was a

terrible ordeal he has just been through. Poor thing.

Imagine being a witness to your friend dieing like that. I

can only hope that he never has to suffer like that again.

It breaks My heart. It really does. I have only love for

him. Love and yes, pity. You are not the only ones. My heart

has room in it for many. I think he has rested enough now.

(To the doll)

I think you and I should start again. Put our best spike

forward so to speak. I realise that I have been a bit remiss

when it came to the formal introductions and for that I

apologise. Your name is Kenny. It is very nice to meet you

Kenny. My name is...well, you can call me God. Now, let’s

see. Thistles, thistles, what’s that like? Being a thistle I

mean? Interesting is it? No probably not. I mean visually

you’re very impressive. All those sharp bits sticking out

all over the place wow but, what do you do all day? Think
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THE GOD (cont’d)
spiky thoughts at people? After a hard day standing in a

field is there perhaps a special thistle club you can go to

to unwind? Hah! No. Of course not. What am I thinking? You

haven’t got any legs! How would you get there? Now triffids

might have a club but not thistles. It’s OK. We can talk

about something else. I see you have lots of thistly friends

about the place. Look at them all. What a group! What a

comfort they must be. Always a kind shoulder to lean on when

you need one. A strong back always ready to carry the weight

when the going gets a little rough. Marvellous. There’s

nothing quite so reassuring as the shoulder of a friend I

always say. Oh oh, I’m sorry. I honestly have no idea what’s

come over me. You haven’t got any shoulders either. None!

Whatsoever! Nada. Nyet. Never mind. New subject then yes? I

think, I think spikes. Yes. Spikes is a safe subject for us.

Now spikes you have. Boy do you have spikes! Lots and lots

of spikes. They must come in very handy when you’re trying

to get to grips with the world and bend it under your thumb

hey? Oh yes. They’re just the best. Well; almost the best.

But let’s not talk about that. Hands! Who needs ’em? Not

you. Obviously. You have spikes. The very next almost second

best thing. And you have them. Fantastic. You know, I

could...I could help with all that "limb" business. I could.

If you wanted me to. I really am wonderful with extremities.

One might even say supernaturally good. An artist. It even

goes with the job description. Position: God. Skills: Very

good at everything. You see? And it would be a simple thing

to arrange matters so that you never need again rely on the

shoulders-or lack of-of your fellow thistles. You could rely

on your own. Imagine it. Strength, freedom, mobility! All

the things a thistle lacks I can make yours. Don’t like your

field? Walk to another! Not enough sunlight? Not enough

warmth? I can give you the secret of fire! I hear dead

thistles make excellent kindling. So; kindler or kindlee.

The choice is yours and all you need to do is stand. Become

the first free thistle so others can follow in your

rootprints. Show them! Show them all you can do it. Go on.

Show them. Do it! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes... Not even a

wiggle? How about a twitch? Just a twitch. Wiggle...wiggle

your toes. Go on. Wiggle them. Just a bit. Not much. Go on.

Show me. Show them. A wiggle. Don’t make me say it. Don’t.

Just...don’t. I’m not saying it. You will do this for me

anyway. I’m not. I won’t. I will not say it. Now give me a

wiggle...please. I’m asking you. Please. A wiggle. No! Ok

then. OK. I didn’t want to do this but you leave me no

choice. I’m saying it. I am. And now the choice is mine and

not yours. And it’s all your fault. Are you ready? Hah! Here

goes:

LET THERE BE WIGGLE.

There! You are commanded to wiggle! Yes! Now are you happy?

Now are you moving? You...you...you aren’t moving. Why
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THE GOD (cont’d)
aren’t you moving? What’s...I don’t...it’s not meant to be

like this. I can’t find my wiggle. I don’t know where it’s

gone. He’s not moving. He’s not...please move. Please. I

don’t want to stay here any more. I want to be big again.

Please. I am your God and you are my prophet. Don’t make me

stay here. Don’t. It’s not nice here. I don’t like it.

Please help me. Help me to grow. Help me to leave. Make me

big again. I promise to be a happy God. I’ll be good always.

Forever.

He kneels before the doll

Can you even hear me in there? I can’t tell. I know you have

ears. Look, I can see them on your shoulders where I put

them. You’re supposed to be My new number one. Special. The

first. And...and I have no-one else to ask. There’s no God

for me you see. There’s just me. Just me. No God. Nobodys

prophet. Just me. Don’t let that be my only truth. Please.

Let me be your shepherd. Will you move? Will you? No? No.

Then you leave me with nothing. I fade. You fade. All the

pretty colours fade. Fade to infinity. Fade to a loop. There

is no fade. There is no God. There is no God and I am His

prophet.

He sits and stares at the audience

as there is a slow fade to black.

END.


