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man is enjoying

coffee and a bagel at his favorite New Jersey diner when God, carrying a

laptop computer, enters, sits next to him, and seems to know all about

him. Their conversation ranges from the playful—finding parking spaces

in Manhattan—to the heartbreaking—the loss, all too soon, of a loved

one. The man questions God, who expresses sorrow over the death of

the man’s mother at a very early age but explains that the world is too big

and complex for even God to protect everyone from tragedy. There are

moments of comedy (when God praises the inventor of Imodium and

refuses to take credit for it) and haunting beauty (when the man's dead

parents appear, at God's behest, for a final glimpse, and dance a lovely

tango). The man, deeply touched by God's gesture, hugs God, a lonely

being who has never been hugged and is equally moved by that gesture.

One critic has described the play as "the story of a man who finally comes

to a turning point in his life. A time when all the pain and confusion is to be

released."
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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion, lec -
tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this 
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers
must be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main
sub sti tuted.
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the book play
in all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play
and in all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of
ad ver tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc -
tion. The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on
which no other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must
ap pear in size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle 
type. Bio graph i cal in for ma tion, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used
in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”
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Cof fee With God 
World Pre miere by TheatreRats Pro duc tion Company

First An nual Ches ter Horn Short Play Fes ti val, June 22, 24, 
26, 2005, at Amer i can Thea tre of Ac tors, Sargent The ater,
New York City. The pro duc tion was di rected by Dan Lav -
en der and in cluded the fol low ing art ists:

CAST

Kal . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Matt Mer cer*
God . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Da vid Ian Lee*
Har old . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Brian Lee El der
Rozlon/Wait ress . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Vivia Font*

* Mem ber, Ac tors Eq uity As so ci a tion

PRO DUC TION STAFF AND CREW

Ar tis tic Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Alexis M. Hadsall
Assoc. Ar tis tic Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mi chael Ruby
Pro duc tion Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sara MontBlanc
Assoc. Pro duc tion Man ager/IT/Ass’t. TD . . . Vince Lingner
Pro duc tion Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . Lauren Reinhard
Ac cor dion Player. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . An thony Valerio
Lighting De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lance Darcy
TD/Light Board Op er a tor . . . . . . . . . . . Alexis M. Hadsall
Sound Board Op er a tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Na than Gismot
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COF FEE WITH GOD

CHAR AC TERS:

KAL . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 20s-40s
GOD. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . any age, race or gen der
ROZLON and WAIT RESS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 20s
HAR OLD . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 40s and up

NOTE: Wait ress can be a sep a rate ac tress, but she has no
lines and ap pears only briefly.

SET: Pres ent day. A diner.
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COF FEE WITH GOD

(A diner. KAL is seated at the coun ter fac ing the au di -
ence, sip ping cof fee, chew ing on a ba gel with cream
cheese. He is read ing The New York Times.

GOD en ters, car ry ing an ul tra-thin lap top com puter
which he places on the coun ter. GOD sits next to him,
nods and KAL nods back.

The WAIT RESS en ters, gives a menu to GOD. With out
look ing at it…)

GOD. I’ll have the same as him…poppy-seed ba gel, cream
cheese, decaf.

(The WAIT RESS leaves.)

GOD (cont’d). How’s it go ing, Kal?
KAL (chew ing, still read ing pa per). Fine… Do we know

each other?
GOD. I know ev ery body. I’m God.
KAL. Ha!

(The WAIT RESS en ters, serves the ba gel and cof fee and
ex its. GOD takes a bite of the ba gel.)

7
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GOD. Mmmmmmmmmm. Yummy! (Pause.) You don’t
believe me?

KAL (still read ing his pa per). If it makes you happy, I’ll
be lieve you.

GOD. How’s your sis ter June?
KAL (turns to GOD). You know her?
GOD. Know her? I helped you find her a few years ago! 
KAL. Who the hell are you?
GOD. How about a lit tle thun der and light ning?

(GOD waves his hand and sud denly there is a BRIL -
LIANT FLASH OF LIGHT and LOUD THUN DER CLAP. 
KAL flinches, looks around.)

KAL. Is this one of those stu pid re al ity shows? Where’s
the cam era? 

GOD. There are no cam eras, Kal.
KAL. You re ally are God?

(GOD nods, smiles.)

KAL (cont’d). I’ve heard that God does speak to peo ple…
GOD. Not ex actly…
KAL. There’s this min is ter who claims God speaks to

him…Pat…
GOD. Pat Rob ert son? I have never ut tered a word to that

shmuck!
KAL. A shmuck? Are you Jew ish?
GOD. I’m like tofu.

(KAL is puz zled.)
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GOD (cont’d). Tofu. You add your own fla vor. Peo ple see
me in their own im age… In China, I’m short, chubby,
in scru ta ble. Af rica? Tall, mus cu lar, voice like James
Earl Jones. In Min ne sota, I’m a blonde, blue-eyed goy.

KAL. This has gotta be a gag. Did Marvin put you up to
this?

GOD. Marvin Schwartz? 223 West Tenth Street in the Vil -
lage? Third floor?

KAL. Yeah, Marvin.
GOD. You like tango, right?
KAL. How’d you know that?
GOD. I know plenty about you. En joy!

(GOD snaps his fin gers. We hear a lively TANGO in stru -
men tal. Af ter a few sec onds, GOD waves his hand and
the mu sic stops. KAL looks around.)

GOD (cont’d). Don’t worry. No body else heard that. 
KAL. What…do you want?
GOD. Noth ing. I’m just look ing in on you. 
KAL. Looking in?
GOD. You missed the shabbos ser vice on WQXR ra dio

from Tem ple Emanu-El last Fri day. 
KAL. I was busy.
GOD. It’s okay. I just thought…since you’ve been lis ten ing 

to it for so many years…
KAL. I can’t miss one ser vice?
GOD. Sure. I just thought maybe you were los ing your

faith a lit tle.
KAL. Who said I had faith?
GOD. Al most ev ery Fri day at five-thirty for eleven years,

and you tell me…

COF FEE WITH GOD 9
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KAL. It’s a habit!
GOD. Ah, a habit. Is it also a habit ev ery time you drive

around Manhattan search ing for a park ing space—I see
you!—you rub the steer ing wheel, rub, rub, rub…sud -
denly a space opens up. You pull in. And—I hear
you!—you say “Thanks, God!”

KAL. You hear me?
GOD. Why the hell do you think you get all those park ing

spaces?
KAL. This is amaz ing.
GOD. Of course, in the im me di ate area of the thea ter dis -

trict, that’s an other story. Free park ing is im pos si ble.
Even I can’t help there…

KAL. I no ticed.

(KAL and GOD chew on their ba gels.)

KAL (cont’d). God…
GOD. Yes?
KAL. I was just say ing “God”! I’d al ways hoped you ex -

isted, but I was n’t sure. There is a God? My God!
GOD. Peo ple be lieve in God in the most re mote parts of

the earth…Bali…Mo zam bique…Tierra del Fuego…
Even Hoboken… Just kid ding! (GOD opens lap top, be -
gins typ ing.)

KAL. What are you do ing?
GOD. Googling you.
KAL. Googling me? God uses Google?
GOD. I just say that. I have my own pri vate ac count.
KAL. There’s stuff there about me?
GOD. Plenty!

10 COF FEE WITH GOD
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KAL. Why do you need Google? (Points to GOD’s head.)
Aren’t you sup posed to know ev ery thing, right in here?

GOD. Af ter so many bil lions of years, my noo dle’s not as
sharp as it used to be. I think I have a touch of…of…
what cha ma callit…

KAL. Alzheimer’s?
GOD. Yeah. (Points to screen.) Here’s your grades from

Bergen Street El e men tary School. Al most all A’s! Your
great-grandma Ida was so proud of you.

KAL. I loved to make her happy. I would run home with
my re port card and show it to her. She never said an un -
kind word. If I got a B once in a while, she would smile, 
look at me over her glasses and say (im i tates Yid dish ac -
cent) “B is goot. But A is bettah!”

GOD (points). Here’s the time you re fused to be bar mitz -
vahed.

KAL. It was n’t for re li gious rea sons! I took all the les sons
in the neigh bor hood shul. But just be fore the big day, I
pan icked. I was too scared to stand up in front of all
those old farts with beards, and re cite stuff in He brew.

GOD. Your great-grandma was so sad. (Points to screen.)
And then, in the army, why did you be come a Cath o lic?

KAL. What’s wrong with be ing a Cath o lic? Do you just fa -
vor the Jews?

GOD. No. No. All the re li gions are fine. I was just cu ri -
ous…why?

KAL. You mean you don’t know why peo ple do things?
GOD. I see what they do. I can’t al ways see in side their

heads. Get it out. It’ll make you feel better.
KAL. At Fort Benning, down in Geor gia, there was this

young Cath o lic chap lain. I fell in love with him.

COF FEE WITH GOD 11
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(GOD gives him a look.)

KAL (cont’d). Not in that way. I mean I re ally loved the
guy. He was so…so holy! He was pure, and in no cent,
and, and…so bright! I was just nine teen, and I’d never
felt in spired by re li gion. Some how, the way he was…I
wanted to be part of that! I told him I wanted to be come 
a Cath o lic!

(GOD chuck les.)

KAL (cont’d). You saw that?
GOD. I’d sort of for got ten the de tails. Go on…
KAL. He said this was a very se ri ous de ci sion. But I kept

bug ging him. I’m a Taurus. Stub born. Finally he gave
me cat e chism les sons. Not long af ter that he bap tized
me! I got a sil ver cru ci fix with black ro sary beads. For a 
few months I went to con fes sion, and he would lis ten to
me…it was won der ful.

GOD. And then?
KAL. You prob a bly know the rest.
GOD. C’mon. I like hear ing you tell it. 
KAL. When I got out of the army I at tended a church in

Eliz a beth, New Jer sey. There was this grouchy old
priest. He would mum ble the prayers. Dur ing his Sunday 
ser mons, what I re mem ber most was him kvetching
about how lit tle money peo ple were do nat ing to the
church. So I stopped go ing.

GOD. And the cru ci fix?

(LIGHTS fade, ex cept SPOT on KAL.)
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KAL. I took it off, but I could n’t throw it away. I could n’t! 
I car ried it in my pocket for a cou ple of years. It must
have been the fric tion in my pocket…lit tle by lit tle, the
ro sary beads fell off. All that was left was the tiny cru ci -
fix with three or four beads on each side…

GOD. That’s when your great-grandma be came ill, was n’t
it?

KAL. She was ninety-two. Slipped and fell in the kitchen.
That La bor Day week end, my bud dies had gone down
the Jer sey shore. I told them I’d see them later. I went to 
visit Grandma in the nurs ing home. She was fad ing, but
sweet as ever. I kissed her on the fore head, went out,
and got into my car. It was late. Driving south on the
high way, it was misty. (KAL walks in front of the coun -
ter.) When I got to Bradley Beach and parked… (We
hear the sound of the OCEAN, waves lap ping against
the shore.) The board walk was dark…it must’ve been
nearly mid night. I did n’t know where my bud dies were.
(KAL spreads out an in vis i ble towel and lies down on
the floor.) I walked onto the beach, spread a big towel
on the sand, lay down and fell asleep. (KAL rises, and
we see him do ing what he de scribes.) Early the next
morn ing, the sun woke me. My wal let and car keys had
fallen out of my pocket, into the sand. I groped around
and found them. Then I no ticed, my cru ci fix was gone! I 
reached into the sand again, search ing, search ing…and I
felt some thing. But it was n’t the cru ci fix. It was a round
shiny piece of metal. I picked it up and it was…

GOD. A Star of Da vid medal.
KAL. I was amazed! I stared at it, then I looked up at the

heav ens. I was all alone. The sun was shin ing down on
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me through the clouds. It was as though some thing re -
ally in cred i ble had hap pened.

(LIGHTS back up. OCEAN sounds end. KAL re turns to
sit next to GOD at the coun ter.)

KAL (cont’d). I kept pok ing around in the sand, try ing to
find the cru ci fix. But it was gone.

GOD. I left it there for a good Chris tian. He found it a few
weeks later.

KAL. You did that? Why?
GOD. You fig ure it out.
KAL. I can’t. It’s a mys tery!
GOD (sings). “Ah! sweet mys tery of life, at last I’ve found 

thee… Ah! I know at last the se cret of it all…”
KAL. It’s about love?
GOD. Rida John son Young wrote those lyr ics. Was n’t it

di vine when Nel son Eddy and Jeanette Mc Don ald sang
it?

KAL. C’mon, tell me. 
GOD. You loved your great-grandma, did n’t you?
KAL. I adored her… She was dy ing. I had let her down

when I did n’t get bar mitzvahed. When I reached into
the sand and found the Star of Da vid…I was…re turn ing
to who I was? To please her?

(GOD pats him on the shoul der.)

KAL (cont’d). That’s it?
GOD. If that’s what you think, that’s what it is!
KAL. Why are you so mys te ri ous?
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GOD (sings). “Ah, sweet mys tery of life at last I’ve found
thee…”

KAL. God?
GOD. Yes?
KAL. Why do you let such ter ri ble things hap pen?
GOD. You know what bugs me? When there are huge di -

sas ters… Earth quakes, floods, hur ri canes, tsu na mis…and 
so many peo ple die. They call them “Acts of God.” Can
you imag ine that? Acts of God! As if I wanted them to
hap pen. Me!

KAL. I thought you were all pow er ful. 
GOD. There are six bil lion peo ple on earth. If I de voted

just one sec ond to each per son—one sec ond!—it would
take me two hun dred and six years to get around to ev -
ery one. Peo ple are con stantly call ing out to me. In the
desert of the Su dan, dy ing of thirst or hun ger… In Af -
rica, In dia, Green wich Vil lage, young men and women
dy ing of AIDS… In Iraq, wounded sol diers writh ing in
pain… In the ca si nos of At lan tic City, des per ate gam -
blers los ing their shirts. They all want some thing. “Help
me, God!” I try! I’m pretty good at multi-task ing, but
some times it’s…over whelm ing.

KAL. I guess it keeps you very busy…
GOD. It was so sim ple when I cre ated the uni verse… The

earth, ro tat ing around the sun at ex actly 67,000 miles per 
hour. I cooked up just the right tem per a ture and the right 
mix of gases, al low ing for life. The plants…and the an i -
mals. (Pause.) Then, when I de cided to cre ate hu mans, I 
got this fercockta idea…start them off ig no rant—ta bula
rasa!—but with cre ative minds, and give them free will.

KAL. Why are you tell ing me this? 
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GOD. I’m try ing to help you un der stand. At first hu mans
lived like an i mals. Bare asses in the wind. Hunters and
gath er ers. Mil lions died of hun ger and dis ease. But with
cre ative minds and free will, hu mans de vel oped cloth -
ing. Farming. Med i cines. Elec tric ity. Ra dio. The mov ies. 
Now the Internet. Blogging! Some times it does n’t seem
so, but life is chang ing…mostly for the better…

KAL. But why do you al low so many dif fer ent re li gions?
GOD. Re li gions? That’s noth ing. You know how many dif -

fer ent lan guages there are? Free will! Ev ery body has a
dif fer ent take on things.

KAL. You think that’s good?
GOD. It’s out of my hands. 
KAL. But there’s so much in jus tice in the world…
GOD. Talk about in jus tice. They erect stat ues to great war -

riors. But do they put up a statue to the man who in -
vented Imodium?

KAL. Imodium?
GOD. Just a cen tury ago, you know how many peo ple died 

of di ar rhea? Or pooped in their pants! I can’t count the
times now a days that peo ple cry out: “Thank God for
Imodium!” It was n’t me! It was some sci en tist who had
free will!

KAL. But there’s been such evil in the world. Af ri can
slavery! The Ho lo caust! Mon sters like…Hit ler…

GOD. When Hit ler was a young man, his mother was dy -
ing of can cer, in ter ri ble pain. I sent a Jew ish doc tor to
his house. He made more than forty vis its, never charged 
a penny. Hit ler said he was grate ful. But later…free
will! A mass mur derer who was a veg e tar ian! I still
don’t un der stand the guy. 

KAL. Did you ac tu ally talk to Hit ler?
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