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Little Suzy Sues God For All He’s Worth 

(Suzy enters the kitchen. Dad is cooking dinner) 
 
Suzy: Dad, I’m home from dance class. 
 
Dad: Oh, Suzy. I’ve been meaning to talk to you. (searching his brain) What was that 
about…something, tragic… 
 
Suzy: Tragic? 
 
Dad: Maybe something about your cat… 
 
Suzy: Fluffykins? 
 
Dad: Yes, that may have been it. I’m sorry, honey, but he passed away today. 
 
Suzy: (watery-eyed) Oh no! How? 
 
Dad: He was in the backseat of your mother’s car when it exploded this morning… 
 
Suzy: What? 
 
Dad: (suddenly remember) Oh, that’s what I was supposed to tell you about! Your mother 
also died today, honey. 
 
Suzy: Mommy? How could this happen? 
 
Dad: So sorry, honey.  
 
Suzy: I’ll be in my room for a while… 
 
Dad: Actually the car was in your room when it exploded, so most of your belongings fell 
victim to the horrifyingly strong Chevy flames. 
 
Suzy: What! Why was the car in my room? 
 
Dad: Little dare between the neighbor and I. Needless to say he won. Your diary did survive 
the gaseous flames of the car/corpse/cat combination, however the police took it for 
evidence. If you need to read anything from the pages though, don’t worry; Officer Jameson 
posted everything in its entirety online.Now get upstairs and wash up before dinner—you 
know how your mother hates dirty hands at the table— 
 
(Suzy looks shocked, sad and confused) 
 
Dad: Oh. My bad. I am just slightly frazzled today (laughs). 
 
(Suzy storms upstairs and begins crying on the floor) 
 
Suzy: Why does everything happen to me? 
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(She rolls onto her knees and begins praying to God) 
 
Suzy: God, why must you curse me with such an awful life? I’d do anything to get back a 
normal existence. 
 
(Suddenly, in a puff of smoke and harrowing music appears a demon, Mr. Blistertwister) 
 
Blistertwister: (grinning wildly) Did someone say “sell my soul?” 
 
Suzy: No. 
 
Blistertwister: Oh. Well, maybe I can still be of service to you ma’am. The name is Jonathan 
Blistertwister, underworld attorney at law. I do civil law, commercial law, copyright law, 
taw law, real estate law, prosecutions, persecutions, executions, asphyxiations, domestic 
disputes, international disputes, intellectual property law, unintellectual property law, 
education law, witch hunting, witch burning, witch representing and, of course, the most 
evil of all types of law, family law. 
 
Suzy: (flabbergasted with jaw open) What? 
 
Blistertwister: Here, maybe my card will better make you understand. 
 
(Hands her a business card) 
 
Suzy: (takes business card and begins reading) Jonathan Blistertwister: underworld 
attourney at law…civil law, commercial law, copyright law, tax— 
 
Blistertwister: That’s enough, Little Suzy. 
 
Suzy: Underworld attourney? Like, from Hell? 
 
Blistertwister: That’s right. And I’m here to represent you. 
 
Suzy: So you are an evil tool from the hands of Satan. 
 
Blistertwister: Most lawyers are… 
 
Suzy: From the hands of Satan? 
 
Blistertwister: No—evil tools…but listen, Suzy. I have the opportunity of an eternity for you. 
Here, please have a seat and listen to my short presentation. 
 
Suzy: I don’t know…it’s almost dinnertime— 
 
Blistertwister: (suddenly breaking suave character and becoming the evil demon that he is) 
I SAID HAVE A SEAT LITTLE GIRL! 
 
(Suzy sits. Blistertwister smiles and pulls out a large oversize notepad as a visual aid) 
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Blistertwister: Okay, I’m glad you could all make it here tonight. Now begins my 
presentation. Suzy, this is you.  
 
(points to the notepad) 
 
Suzy: That’s a boy. 
 
Blistertwister: And this is God.  
 
(flips page) 
 
Blistertwister: In this picture, God is pooping. 
 
Suzy: Ewww! 
 
Blistertwister: Suzy, please be quiet. This is important stuff. Now, where was I? 
 
Suzy: You were showing me a picture of my Lord and Savior defecating. 
 
Blistertwister: Ah, yes! That is right. This is God pooping. And when you put the two 
together, we derive the current situation… 
 
(flips page) 
 
Blistertwister: This is God consistently pooping on you for eight years of your life. 
 
Suzy: Really? 
 
Blistertwister: Really! Don’t believe me? Think about it Suzy…Do you remember this? 
 
(Blistertwister claps his hands twice. The two are shot to an alternate point in time. A 
younger Suzy stands on the playground). 
 
Blistertwister: First grade: all you wanted was a boyfriend, but all of the good men were 
taken, so the only one you had as an option was— 
 
Suzy: Rusty Blomquest… 
 
Rusty: Hi Suzy. 
 
Younger Suzy: Hey Rusty. 
 
Rusty: If the stars in the sky were made of love, my heart would have enough celestial 
bodies of hot gas to light the entire ocean. 
 
Younger Suzy: I don’t think that makes sense. 
 
Rusty: If you think my flirting abilities are unimpressive, wait until you see me naked. 
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Blistertwister: How unfortunate for poor little Suzy…and only for God to sit in heaven, 
watching you and your pathetic boy toy, drinking a martini comprised of your crushed 
aspirations, forgotten desires, and a little blue Curacao.  
 
Suzy: Yeah…Why was I the only girl without a boyfriend? 
 
Blistertwister: And do you remember this time? 
 
(claps his hands twice and the two reappear at yet another point in time. Younger Suzy sits 
quietly at her school desk). 
 
Blistertwister: The first day of second grade, when the teacher realized there were two 
Suzy’s in the class. 
 
Teacher: Oh my, it looks like we have two Suzy’s in class. Well, we’ll have to figure out a way 
to distinguish the two. You… 
 
(points at Younger Suzy) 
 
Younger Suzy: Me? 
 
Teacher: Yes, we’ll call you Suzy and then we’ll call you Attractive Suzy. 
 
Attractive Suzy: Lulz. 
 
Blistertwister: And even Attractive Suzy would be categorized as mediocre by most. That 
text messaging hussy surely found herself with many friends—while you found yourself 
cornered, stuck to only converse with that sole companion… 
 
Rusty: Hi Suzy! 
 
Younger Suzy: Hi Rusty. 
 
Rusty: Want to come over to my house and count my medicines? The number is always 
changing…kind of like my step-fathers. 
 
Suzy: That was the worst year ever, Mr. Blistertwister… 
 
Blistertwister: It didn’t have to be. All because the man upstairs threw unnecessary bombs 
over the balcony. Well Suzy, I feel like you’ve been blown up more then future Rusty’s sex 
doll, named in your liking might I add. 
 
Suzy: That’s an unsettling picture. 
 
Blistertwister: And of course don’t forget this unsettling picture… 
 
(Claps hands twice and again, the two jump into the earlier scene of Suzy and her father). 
 
Dad: He was in the backseat of your mother’s car when it exploded this morning… 
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Suzy: What? 
 
Dad: (suddenly remember) Oh, that’s what I was supposed to tell you about! Your mother 
also died today, honey. 
 
Blistertwister: Remember this? 
 
Suzy: (slightly irritated) Yeah, it just happened like five minutes ago. 
 
Blistertwister: Well, time flies when you’re having fun. 
 
Suzy: That holds absolutely no application to this situation. 
 
Blistertwister: Have I made my point, Little Suzy? 
 
Suzy: Well, what am I supposed to do? So God keeps number two-ing on me. Am I supposed 
to sue him or something? 
 
Blistertwister: Exactly, Little Suzy! The lord of the underworld has sent me, the greatest 
lawyer of all existence, to help you get even… 
 
Suzy: Sounds iffy. 
 
Blistertwister: All we ask from you is agreeance. No soul swapping, no nothing. And the 
benefits will be stupendous, out of this world, out of this reality in fact, for you and I will 
attempt to sue God for all he’s worth! Split down the middle, 49% for you and 51% for the 
underworld. 
 
Suzy: 49% of everything owned by God? And I get to keep my soul? 
 
Blistertwister: Hypothetically speaking, yes. 
 
Suzy: Okay. I’m in. 
 
Blistertwister: Beautiful. I thought you’d say that. The court of the afterlife awaits us. 
 
Suzy: Already? 
 
Blistertwister: Let’s just say, what mortal could say no to a share of God’s power? 
 
(claps his hands twice and the two reappear in a court room) 
 
Announcer: Young girl, Little Suzy and her demonic lawyer friend are suing longtime yoga 
enthusiast, God, for all he’s worth on charges of metaphorically defecating on the plaintiff. 
God claims the charges are unfounded, because, quote “That girl be straight trippin’.” On 
tonight’s episode of: Judge Snooty. 
 
Bailiff: Order. All rise for the honorable and Emmy-nominated Judge Snooty. Case number 
666: Little Suzy Vs. God. 
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Judge Snooty: Thank you Bailiff. Okay, everyone sit down, let’s speeds through this thing—I 
have a TIVOed episode of Date My Mom and a plate of American cheese singles calling my 
name. Okay, Little Suzy…says here that you feel as though life seems too awful and that God 
does not take into consideration your emotional status. Is that correct? 
 
Suzy: Yes, your honor. 
 
Judge Snooty: Okay—so because I also see no necessarily unavoidable reasons to grant such 
a girl with so many hardships, we’ll start with you God.  
 
God: For sure. 
 
Judge Snooty: What could possibly be your motivation to strike down so hard on one 
person’s life? 
 
God: Well, your honor, may I first point out that I work in mad mysterious ways, ways that 
are so difficult to understand that you’d probably have difficulties understanding them. Her 
life is not over, who knows what is in store for her next!  
 
Judge Snooty: Any response, Ms. Little Suzy? 
 
Suzy: I’d just like to point out I’m a huge fan of your show and own all of the box sets. 
 
Judge Snooty: I think I’ve heard enough. Any closing arguments, Mr. God? 
 
God: Wait, don’t jump to conclusions too quickly. Understand that the fun in a person’s life 
cannot exist without the anti-fun. 
 
Blistertwister: Objection! Why not—if he is the creator of all reality’s rules then why not 
just tweak that one rule so everything is fun all the time. 
 
Judge Snooty: Mr. Blistertwister, that is far too silly of a name for me to accept any of 
assertions from you as valid. Little Suzy, who is this witness you’ve brought with you today? 
 
Little Suzy: His name is Rusty Blomquest, ma’am. 
 
Judge Snooty: Mr. Blomquest, stand up. 
 
Rusty: I thought you’d never ask, beautiful. You know I like my women like I like my wine—
old and directly influential in many famous motor vehicle collision cases. 
 
Judge Snooty: Mr. Blomquest, sit down. 
 
Rusty: Rusty came, conquered, and made ‘em swoon. 
 
(Winks and leaves) 
 
Little Suzy: The inclusion of Rusty in my life as one of the few interactions I have on a day-
to-day basis is cruel, unnecessary and directly responsible for why I can’t eat onion rings 
anymore. 
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Judge Snooty: Understandable. 
 
God: Oh what the forbidden fruit, that’s a bunch of tomfoolery—he’s a nice boy who just 
needs a hug… 
 
Judge Snooty: God, you will speak when spoken too. 
 
God: Whatev. 
 
Judge Snooty: Now, in the Bible, it states that the people are your children. Might I ask, is 
this a historical phenomenon of you mistreating your own offspring with such harrowing 
fates? 
 
God: No comment. 
 
Judge Snooty: God, you’ve provided absolutely no viable reasons for me not to vote against 
you. I find in favor of the plaintiff the amount of, quote, “all God is worth.” Congratulations 
Suzy, your awful life with Rusty and your outrageously below average looks have finally 
paid off. 
 
(Judge Snooty hits the gavel to the table) 
 
Blistertwister: (looking around confused and concerned) What the home… 
 
Suzy: What’s wrong? 
 
Blistertwister: I’m not sure why reality hasn’t crumpled into itself and the entire existence 
of life hasn’t disintegratedinto the blackness of Hell. 
 
Suzy: What! You never said that’d happen if we won! 
 
God: Of course it would, Suzy. But I’m afraid there is a flaw in Mr. Blistertwister’s plan. For 
maybe you have won all that I’m worth, but I’m afraid my worth is only that of the lives I 
give to people, and if you don’t feel as though your life is worth anything, than I am 
transitively not worth anything.  
 
Suzy: Wow…I never thought of that before. 
 
Blistertwister: Oh my God…that’s cheesy. This is so unfair. 
 
Judge Snooty: Sometimes life isn’t fair, Mr. Blistertwister. 
 
Suzy: So now what happens? 
 
Blistertwister: Well, I guess I’ll do the clapping thing and we’ll go back to your house. I’ll buy 
you a new cat for your troubles. 
 
Suzy: Really? 
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Blistertwister: NO! 
 
(Claps twice. They disappear. Suzy reappears alone, passed out on the floor.) 
 
Dad: Suzy! Suzy! 
 
Suzy: Dad? 
 
Dad: Oh thank God, Suzy…so glad you’ve come too. You’ve been out for a good hour and a 
half or so. Forgot to mention that our upstairs is steeped with carbon-monoxidedue to your 
mother’s car. You evenflat lined for a minute there. 
 
Suzy: I was…dead? 
 
Dad: Sure were. Sorry again honey. Now get up. Dinner’s getting colder then your mother. 
 
Suzy: Hey Dad… 
 
Dad: Yeah honey? 
 
Suzy: I feel bad about mom, but I figure things could be worse. I mean; it could’ve gotten you 
too. 
 
Dad: That’s true honey, and after all, your mother was expendable anyways—I’m the one 
paying for your off-brand clothes and cereals. 
 
Suzy: Life may be rough Dad, but I’m going to try to make the best of it. I only got one, you 
know? 
 
Dad: Sounds like you’re higher than a boat from these fumes right now…come on; dinner 
will sober you up a little. Plus I invited your friend Rusty over, since we’re going to have 
some extra food without that garbage disposal of a mother of yours sucking down all the 
ramen. 
 
Suzy: Nice try God, but you can’t poop on me today. I came close to death. Now let’s see if I 
can finally come close to living. 
 
Dad: (sweetly and genuinely) My little girl…so, so high. 
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