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ACT ONE
The sound of a car horn.

Immediately from darkness the stage is
flooded with brilliant white 1light.

The stage is barren except for flowing
and waving white fabric spanning ten
feet center stage and rising to a point
at the height of the proscenium. The
top of the point is the 1ight that the
rest of the 1light seems to emanate
from.

Angels sing triumphant, energetic, and
deafening HOSANNA'S.

A trap door opens in the stage allowing
even more light to escape. JOE climbs
stairs into the blinding light
shielding his eyes. (with no trap door
actor can enter through the house.)

Joe reaches center and begins to take
in his surroundings and realize where
he is.

Projectors flicker the images of a
sickly GRANDFATHER on the back wall.

Joe almost screams to be heard over the
Angels.

JOE

It’s been so long! You’re exactly the way I remember
. Why? Did you think I wouldn’‘t recognize you if you
were the great looking chap of your younger days? I‘ve seen
I'd have known.

Pop-Pop!

pictures Pop-Pop!

Another projected image. This time of
an eight year old boy. The image
flickers as 1f the reception is bad and
his face is completely blurred.

JOE

Nathan? Is that you? Why can‘t I see you? I‘ve had nightma...
dreams about you for as long as I can remember. You nhever
grew up. Come here. Let me look at you.

The images fade and the music changes
for the arrival of the CREATOR.

































































































































