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(GOD is playing with dice on his desk. PETER enters and GOD scoops the dice into his top draw and pretends to be thinking)
PETER: What are you doing?

GOD: Just thinking.

PETER: What, just sitting there thinking?

GOD: Just thinking about what to do about (Donald Trump)

PETER: Can't we hit him with lightning?

GOD: I can't keeping doing that. People'll think it's an act of God

PETER: It is an act of God.

GOD: Yes, but if you make it too obvious, they'll twig.

PETER: Twig what?

GOD: That I'm up here interfering all the time. That's why I have to hit so many innocent ones. Got two nuns and a Mormon last week.

PETER: That's terrible.

GOD: Look. If they think I'm up here running the show, they'll start blaming me, instead of blaming the idiots who've made all the mess in the first place, namely the entire human race. I mean I only built two of 'em and now there's 9 billion. What do they think they are, bloody termites?

PETER: Anyway, you weren't thinking, you were playing with something on the desk. I saw you.

GOD: I wasn't.

PETER: You do know you're not allowed to lie, don't you?

GOD: Why not?

PETER: Because you're God.

GOD: So?

PETER: If you start lying, what hope is there for (Jeffrey Archer)? You put something into your top drawer

GOD: I didn't 

PETER: It's no good denying it. I saw you. 

GOD: Didn't.

PETER: Let me look then.

GOD: There's nothing there.

PETER: No reason for me not to have a look then.

GOD: There's personal stuff...

PETER: What stuff?

GOD: Just stuff.

PETER: If it's just stuff, why can't I have a look.

GOD: I am God, you know.

PETER: How many times do we have to go over this?

GOD: Alright, alright. I've got nothing to hide

(GOD opens the top drawer and takes out the dice and slams them on the table)
PETER: There you are. I knew you were hiding something.

GOD: It's just dice.

PETER: Just dice!! What do you need dice for?

GOD: I was thinking of playing Ludo.

PETER: Ludo. Ludo. Ludo is the worst game ever invented. Why would anyone want to play Ludo?

GOD: I have a day off on Sundays. I get bored.

PETER: Apart from anything else, you need at least two people to play Ludo or there's no point. And it's Tuesday, not Sunday.  You've got much more important things to sort out. What about the Palestinian question.

GOD: Not them again. I'm so bored with the Palestinian question.  I've a good mind to kick off another plague. Give 'em something to really complain about.

PETER: Wait a minute, wait a minute. I know exactly what you've been doing.

GOD: What?

PETER: I wondered what was going on.

GOD: What?

PETER: Three weeks ago that ferry sank in Croatia. Everybody drowned

GOD: Shit happens.

PETER: But everybody? Really? It was on a lake. Some of them could have swum to the shore. And then there was that plane crash in the Urals. Aeroflot, wasn't it? 

GOD: Aeroflot are always crashing

PETER: And everyone survived. Crashed into a mountain but nobody was hurt. Not even a scratch.

GOD: I still don't know what you're on about.

PETER: You've been using those dice again, haven't you? Instead of working it out for yourself, you've just been tossing the dice. Double six – everybody survives. Pair of ones – they all die.  Where's the justice in that?

GOD: It's not my fault. It's all got so bloody complicated these days. All these idiot terrorists. Nothing makes sense anymore. I mean, when it was Sodom, you just reign down a bit of fire on them. They were obviously up to no good. If it's the Children of Israel wandering about on the desert, send 'em Pizza.

PETER: It was breadfruit. And I did that one.

GOD: It was on a Sunday. It's my day off. 

PETER: Some people don't get a day off.

GOD: I can tell you the exact moment when it went horribly wrong. It was a Saturday evening. I'd just finished the fjords and the Earth was all ready to go. I cracked open a tinny to celebrate and I suddenly remembered I hadn't created any sentient beings.

PETER: You don't have to have sentient beings.

GOD: Of course you do. If you don't have sentient beings who's going to appreciate my workmanship. It'll just be a load of animals eating each other. Where's the point in that?

PETER: It has an intrinsic beauty.

GOD: Intrinsic . Intrinsic. You're starting to sound like like Richard Bloody Dawkins. You have to have sentient beings: Zardon 5: it was the dolphins, on Betatix, it was horses. 

PETER: What about Terrafeema. It was locusts there.

GOD: You can't win 'em all, you know. Those bloody locusts just ate everything and when they'd done that, they started on each other until all there was left was one bloody great locust which was so big, all its legs snapped and it keeled over and died. I try and give these insects a chance. But they always blow it.

PETER: Are humans any better?

GOD: Exactly. I set up the Garden of Eden. Stuck a couple in there.  Bloody paradise. All they had to do was stop that bloody python eating the apples. Is that too much to ask?

PETER: I thought the python was a metaphor.

GOD: Metaphor!! Try wrapping one round your neck and see how metaphorical it is. These humans never stop whining. Droning on about the purpose of life. It's all, why this, why that, what are we here for? Does God exist and all that. Listen mate, who do you think gave you the brains and free will in the first place?

PETER: Blah, blah, blah. I've heard all this so many times, it doesn't excuse the fact that you're using those dice to decide people's fate and it's not on.

GOD: (Angrily) Die

PETER: (Alarmed) What?

GOD: Die. It's the plural of dice.

PETER: That is entirely beside the point. It's still completely unethical to run a world using dice. 

GOD: But I'm God.

PETER: That's no excuse. Anyway, I'll look after these for now thank you very much.

(PETER picks up the dice from the table)
GOD: You're so boring these days. Such an old killjoy.

PETER: (EXITING) Right, now that's settled, I need to get back to the gate. I've got a load of Islamic terrorists and Jehovah's Witnesses waiting to come in and, I tell yer, there's going to be a lot of disappointed faces out there.

GOD: (Calling after) That's it. Keep up the good work. Mind how you go, excellency.(In a Groucho Marx voice) You're not so bad yourself.  Don't go out in a huff. Wait for a minute and a huff.

INTERCOM: Sir, I've got a Jumbo Jet in trouble over the North Atlantic.

GOD: Okay, okay, I'm on it. Everybody's on my back these days.

(GOD searches in his pockets for a coin. Finds one and tosses it)
GOD: Heads you make it. Tales you don't.

(GOD catches the coin, places it on his wrist and reveals it)
GOD: Oh bad luck. Very bad luck.
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