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Deeds Do Tell

by John Rockwel

On the seventh day the Lord | ooked down on the earth, saw that it was

good, and rested.

On the eigth day Sammy | ooked up and said, “Hey, | can do better than
that.”

God was not pleased. He'd given Man the ability to speak and al
anyone every used it for was bragging. That and whining. It was always one
of those two things, never, gee, thanks God, why don’'t you take a breather
while we carry the load for awhile. Well, He was sick of it. They should
have | earned their | esson the last tine He got mad and gave the world Hell

“So you think you can do better than Me?!” Hi s voiced booned, shaking
the clouds on it’s way down.

“Woul dn’t take nmuch,” Sammy said, |ooking back up at Hmw th a hal f-
grin.

God stepped down fromthe sky. “Alright then, here’'s your chance. You

tell me what to change and I'lIl change it. |If the world turns out better



fine. If it doesn't, well then that’'s fine too because this tinme you re the
one they’'re going to blame. And I’'ll even give you eternal life so you can
live here forever and not niss a word of it.”

“Fair enough.”

“1"”m not done yet. There’'s one condition - you can't interfere with
Man’s free will. He' s got to have the same chance to mess up your world as
he did Mne.”

“No problem He won't want to ness up nine. Let's start with
sonmething small shall we, saayyyy, toothaches. Get rid of them”

“Done. Now people won’t know when their teeth hurt so they' Il never
get them fixed. You ve just increased the risk of infection and it’s end
result - death.”

“Maybe under the old rules, but this is nmy world now, renenber? In ny
worl d people’s teeth fall out once a year and new ones grow right back in
just like sharks teeth. And they don’t all fall out at the same time either
Thi nk you can handl e that?”

“Of course. It's already done. But now what are you going to do with
all the dentists you've just put out of work?”

“The same thing You did with the fingerol ogists.”

“Fi ngerol ogi sts?”

“Yeah, you know, fingerologists - the people who don’t have jobs
because you didn't nake us with fingers that fall off when they wear out.
They found other work, and so witll the dentists.”

God shrugged. “Alright, so you nmade one tiny inprovenent that didn't
hurt anyone. Big deal. |If toothaches were all you had to conpl ain about

then you didn't have nmuch worth saying.”

“Don’t worry, I'mjust getting started. | only took care of that one
because you missed it. For ny next nove |I’'ll need a roach.” He held out his
hand and God conjured up a small German cocklroach for him “No, | want a

real roach. One of those big fat Florida ones that make you junp out of bed

in the mddle of the night when you find themcrawling across your |legs. You



know the type - they | eave a white pus snear all over the place when you
squi sh them”

God took back the little roach and gaave himone that was al nost too
big to hol d.

“Great, that's nore like it,” he said, grabbing one of it’'s spindly
I egs and dangling it in the air. “Here, have a bite.” He shoved the roach
ri ght under God’s nose.

The nose clearly didn't appreciate it. God stared at Sammy with
wonder, and a fair amount of anger. “And just how will this inprove the
wor | d?” He asked.

“It won't. | don't really expect you to eat it though. | just want
You to get a picture in Your mnd of what it would feel like to eat it, or
see the uneaten half of one sticking out of a sandwi ch where You just took a
bite. Pretty disgusting, huh?”

“We coul d have agreed on that w thout a denonstration.”

“Ri ght, because You' re just |like us, you ve got the disgust reflex.”

“So? \What’'s your point?”

“My point is You did a half-assed job when it cane to this reflex. You
shoul d have nmade people get that exact sane feeling, times ten, the nminute
t hey thought about nolesting or murdering a kid. Go ahead and fix it now.
And nmake the disgust mandatory, not |like you did with the roaches where sone
peopl e can eat one without even thinking about it. |If that thought isn't
enough to stop them then give thema migraine before they can do any
damage.” CGod started to nmeke the change but Sanmmy stopped Hm “Wait a
m nute. Let’s nmake sure You don't pull sone kind of |eprechaun trick here.
| don't want You taking nme so literally we wind up with a disaster on our
hands. | want to nmake abuse di sgusting, not a sinple spanking or slap on the
leg. Got it?”

“Yes, I've ‘got it’ as you say. Disgust under reasonable
circunstances. Alright, done. Wat’'s next then?”

“Alittle criticism maybe? Don't you want to try convincing ne |'m

screwi ng things up?”



“No. If you want the children who would have died from abuse to die
fromstarvation instead, then that’'s your choice.”

“What makes You think they' ||l starve to death?”

“Because Tinme nakes every |life saved a nunbers gane. The |life you save
usually isn’t any the worse for the saving, but once soneone’s saved they can
have descendants, and their descendants tend to have descendants. Thousands
of years later you wind up with too many people to feed - and mllions die
because one was saved.”

“Ch that. Not to worry. That's the way your world was. In mne
they’ Il be room and board for everyone.

Let’s stick with the small stuff for now though. Speaking of small,”
he said, holding up the roach again, “shrink this. None of these critters
needs to be over half an inch long. And make themsnell 1like Iysol when you
squi sh them” He gave God a mnute to do what He was told and then went on
“This is kind of fun, isn't it? Mkes You sort of wish | was around when You
were drawi ng up Your plans, doesn't it?”

“Yes, but not for the reason you think. Please continue.”

“OCkay. | want to help out the people who were unlucky enough to get
ol d under Your set of rules. Since sone of themcan nmake it to a hundred
wi thout losing their sight or hearing, | don't see why we can’t let them all
make it that far in the same shape. So, let the blind see and the deaf hear
And let the elderly |lame wal k too. These people have already had all the
descendants they’re going to have so we don’t need to worry about them
crowdi ng up the place now do we?”

God al nost smiled. “Wuld you like Me to cure all the blind, deaf, and
lame while I'mat it?”

“Nah, that’s just the kind of |eprechaun trick I was talking about.
Just keep aging from causing any of those things.”

God waved H s hands and did it even though He | ooked a little
di sappoi nt ed.

“Great,” Sammy said. “Now let’'s really clean house. | want to yank



Death’s chain next.”

God rolled His eyes. “Please don't tell M, let Me guess - you don't
want anyone to die right?”

“Wong. Your ommiscience nmust be slipping. | don't want anyone to
die for a stupid reason. Get rid of all the childhood di seases. W won’'t be
needi ng them any nore.”

“Forgive Me, but that brings up that silly question again, which, by
the way, you still haven't answered. What are you going to do when you can’'t
grow any nore food because you' re too busy growi ng people?”

“Simple, 1'"Il nmake nore food and | ess people. How s it comng with
t hose di seases?”

“They’'re gone. Now let’'s see how you keep everyone from starving
wi t hout nmaking up some unnatural |aw of nature.”

i

“1"1l teach You to have faith in ny yet,” Samy said, smling. “Know
anyt hi ng about Spani sh Mbss?”
“Everything. Wy?”

“Tell me alittle about it then.”

“You would call it an airplant, your scientists would call it an
epi phyte, and | would call it hardly worth nentioning. It grows on trees,
gets it's food fromthem and generally does nothing but hang around. It’'s
al so the favored adornnment in pictures of southern mansions. |[|s that

sufficient?”

“Almost.  They don’t hurt the trees they grow on, do they?”

“No. \hy?”

“l1 just wanted to make sure it was anot her exanple of Your failures.
You should have stocked it with nore vitam ns than the plunpest fruit and
made it taste like cotton candy. Since You' re letting ne play god for
awhile, we can fix that right now Create what | just described, let it grow
in every climate, and nmake sure Man’s the only kind of animal that likes it.
You better nmake it come in a licorice flavor too. Sone people don't |ike

cotton candy.”



God waved Hi s hands again. “There, your will is done. Half an answer
doesn’t solve the problemthough. People are still going to breed thensel ves
ri ght out of your banquet.”

“Whi ch brings us to the biggest nistake you ever nade - from now on

wonen aren’'t going to get periods. They'|ll have four ovariess, each one as
easy to contraol as the fingers on their hands. They' Il be good for only one
birth and they' Il stay shut until a woman deci des she wants a baby. Then
she’ Il just relax them for ohhh, say about three days, and an egg will be
produced. It will stay just an egg though until both parents agree on the
child s sex. As soon as they do, voila, conception.” Sammy could see Cod

was doi ng some pretty heavy thinking and decided to increase the weight.
“Just think, with this one sinple change in biology there won't be any nore
kids born into poverty or out of rape. There won't be any nore abortions
ei ther, which should pl ease You.

Speaki ng of rape, take that disgust reflex we tal ked about earlier and
maeke any guy who thinks about raping a woman feel it. You should have done
that anyway, just to be rair. |If this world s supposed to be sone kind of
spiritual testing ground then men shouldn’'t be tenpted to conmit a crine

wonen can’'t commt.

Well, what do You think? Wose world would you want to live in?”
“Hell. 1| never said I'd want to live here,” God said, smling. “It
| ooks like your world did turn out better than Mne. Enjoy it.” He started

to step back into the clouds.

“Hey, wait a minute. You're admtting ny world s better than Your’s?”

“Yes.”

“But that woul d nake You |l ess than perfect. Less than God too.”

“No, it only neans My world was | ess perfect than yours. \Woever said
it was supposed to be perfect though?”

Sanmy scratched his chin. “No one | guess. | just kind of thought God
would give it H's best shot.”

God | aughed an honest |augh. “Ch, but | did, and | called it Eden.

Man didn't |ike that one though so | gave himthis one.”



