The One Who Is

(a man looks thoughtful as he appears to be molding clay, he smiles big when he finishes)

Perfect. He should be good enough (the creator gives his son a huge hug, he turns to his creation). Come and fellowship with me. I have prepared a feast for you, and will shower you with blessings. Just follow me. (he had formed a person, the person gets up and nonchalantly walks away, the creator reaches for the man to stop him but recoils with a small frown). I love you. Come back to me soon.


(the man who was created is now laughing and smiling and hanging out with friends, the creator walks up to him with patience in his voice) Why have you deserted me? I love you. I created you (the man turns his back on the creator, the creator responds with a stern voice). I deserve respect and fear! You have no right to stand up to me, your creator! (the creator back hands the man, the man falls to the floor, when the man tries to argue the creator throws a Bible down to the ground in front of the man, the creator is angry but still patient, the man is speechless and afraid, the man begins to open the Bible and then throws it away, the man is now angry, the man walks away) What do I have to do to get your attention!? I gave you my breath of life! Without me, you would not exist! Come back! I love you….(turns to the son who has entered) Son, go and save them for my sake and for theirs. It will take your life, all your blood. You must become like them or they will never learn, and they will never be saved (the creator picks up the Bible).

(the son walks to the man and tries to get the man to follow him) We await your arrival at the palace. I have come to save you. Please, follow me. I am the way, the truth, and the life (the man turns his back on the son). Please, all I ask is that you follow me to come see my father. I ask nothing more (the man stays turned away). I love you. I don’t want to force you. I simply want to be with you. So come, and we will be together forever (the man gets angry at the son and turns around and slugs him, then the man beats him to the ground). The man says, “I can make it on my own. You have done nothing for me.” (the man then picks up the son, and as the son tries to embrace the man the man nails his hands and his feet down). The man says, “That should be good enough. Leave me alone.” (the man turns and walks away, the son falls off the cross as dead and then gets up and tries to show the man, the man walks away)

(the man feels guilty as he walks, he falls on his knees sobbing, the creator comes and holds his arms out to embrace the man, the man recoils in shame from the creator and shakes his head in regret, the creator reaches down and takes the man’s face and points it to where he throws the same Bible as earlier and a small cross, the man weeps bitterly and they both embrace, the creator then shows the man which way to go, the man goes that way).

Pure Humanity by David Roby
“Hey God. I haven’t spoken to You in a while.”

He is glad and hugs me with a smile.

“I have been waiting for your conversation.

I would love to talk of our relation.”

“First off God, You have messed up.

You have the water but haven’t filled my cup.

I have done so much; I’ve earned all I’ve got.

You don’t care and that gets me pretty hot!”

He just sits there with a loving face,

His brilliance and glory all over the place.

“I haven’t felt You. You haven’t made me see.”

I say as raindrops fall ever so softly.

“I haven’t sensed You. You haven’t shown me Jack.”

I say as a bolt of thunder cracks.

God just sits there letting me decide.

Why? Because He loves me.

“I can’t believe You make me do all the work.

I can’t believe how You can be such a jerk!”

“I love you. Snap out of your stupor.

You are my soldier. You are my trooper.”

“Oh God. Why don’t You reveal to me.

Show me what You would want me to see.”

So I open my Bible to Matthew 28,

And it tells me of my Christian fate.

“C’mon God. That was all just chance.

Why should I tell others of Your brilliance?

Obviously that is not Your will.

You just want me to stand perfectly still.”

God let me make my own decision.

Why? Because He loves me.

God’s angel yells at me saying, “Get a clue!

You know what you have been called to do.

So get off your backside and praise the Lord.

He gave you everything. Even His blood was poured.”

“Impossible. I choose not to believe you,

Not until God tells me what to do.

C’mon God. Don’t be so quiet.

Tell me Your will. I will not deny it.”

“You faithless fool! You insult my crown.

I spit you out. I cast you down.

Down into the consciousness you love so much.

There I will leave You, and I will never touch.

How can you be so disrespectful to me, your God?

Because of your ignorance, I will show you your fraud!”

That’s what God should have said to me,

But He just isn’t like that, you see.

He let’s me make my own decisions.

Why? Because He loves me.

