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After two very successful runs in Cambridge (one in the Homerton auditorium 
and the other in the Jewish Centre, Cambridge) I was very happily surprised to 
be given the part of Idek in ‘God on Trial’. The very hard-hitting play transports 
the audience to a blockhouse in Auschwitz where a group of male prisoners have 
just undergone a ‘selection’; half of them will be taken to the gas chambers in the 
morning. The group, a mixture of political prisoners, atheists, rabbis and 
orthodox Jews, decide to put God on trial in order to test whether or not he had 
broken his covenant to the Jews in allowing the Holocaust to take place.  
 
I was the only Pembroke member in the 14-strong cast and indeed knew only 
two members of the entire team before arriving in Edinburgh. Mainly of the 
original cast members had re-auditioned and everyone had been re-assigned 
new roles. Although our Homertonian director, Louise Banable, had fixed ideas 
about certain things that had worked in the past, ours was instantly a very 
different production.   
 
We had two days and one nocturnal tech rehearsal to pull everything together 
before the first performance on the 30th August. Despite a costume re-jig when 
my suitcase refused to arrive after 3 days and a relocation, we pulled it off with 
four good reviews by the end of the week.  
 
The script was commissioned by the BBC and broadcast as a TV film. It was our 
director who had had the nouse to adapt it for the stage. One of our proudest 
moments was when Frank Cotterell-Boyce, the ‘author’, came to watch and 
began to cry at the dénouement. We were informed that he had remained dry-
eyed throughout the Olympic opening ceremony despite having had a major role 
in bringing it to fruition!  
 
The play was always destined to be a success because of its engaging script and 
its associations with Cotterell-Boyce, however we did not anticipate quite how 
well we would sell. It was extremely rewarding to perform to a room full of 
engaged and transported faces. Our small 50-seat venue was appropriately 
claustrophobic and bare to strip the productions right down to the arguments 
and stories of the prisoners. It was physically exhausting to perform every night 
at 8pm after a full day of flyering the Mile, but worth every minute for the feeling 
that we were creating something important.  


