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Introduction to Act One

A Narrator speaks from the side of the stage.

Spotlight on Narrator.  Stage is totally dark. (Curtains, if available, are drawn).

Narrator:  In the gospel of Luke, Chapter 15, Jesus told three stories to illustrate, in terms the common people could clearly understand, how much God loves each one of us—including those of us who have made bad decisions in life which have brought harm to ourselves and to others.

One of the best known of these stories is the parable of The Prodigal Son.  The reason it is so well known is that each of us can think of an example in our own lives when we have been in need of forgiveness.  The parable of The Prodigal Son begins at verse 11 of Chapter 15.  It is to that chapter that we now turn:

Jesus said, “A certain man had two sons.  And the younger of them said to his father, ‘Father, give me my share of my inheritance now, before you die.’

And the father divided his estate between them . . .”

(Director:  Audience demographics should be considered at this point, and a decision made as to whether the whole story of the Prodigal Son should be read by the narrator.  Some audiences might have never before heard the story; therefore, it might be profitable to have it on the screen, as well as presented by the narrator.  If audiences are familiar with the story, then proceed directly from the preceding paragraph into the drama.)

Act One

Curtains open, or lights up, on stage:

Scene One: An opulent-looking business office, fully appointed, with a number of artifacts showing that the occupant of the office is exceedingly prosperous.  A prosperous-looking man in his early fifties is seated at a huge desk, busily working.  There is a perfunctory knock at the door, and a secretary enters.

Secretary:  Sir, I know that you gave orders not to be disturbed, but it’s your son.  He says he wants to discuss something with you, and I knew that you’d want to see him.

Father:  That’s strange.  We just had a meeting of all department heads this morning, and he didn’t say anything about any problems in his department.

Secretary:  Oh . . . not your elder son, sir.  Remember?  He volunteered to meet with the loan officers at the bank.  It’s your younger son who is here to see you.

Father, suddenly animated and enthusiastic, rising with anticipation: My younger son?!  Well, send him in, send him in!

Secretary leaves the room and a young man enters.  He hardly enters through the doorway when the dad exclaims, Son, come in, come in!  What brings you home from college at this time of the month?

Son, a bit uneasy, looking at the floor, and shuffling his feet.  Well, dad, there’s something I’d like to talk to you about.

Father, sitting back down and leaning forward in open invitation.  Sure, son, sure.  What’s on your mind?  You don’t need anything, do you?  Are you short of money?  You’re not in any kind of trouble, are you?  Your grades have been great so far.  Is there a problem?  Whatever it is, don’t worry

about it.  We’ll handle it.  But, here I am, doing all the talking.  I want to hear what you have to say. Pauses:  What’s on your mind, son?

Son, talking as he takes a seat, uncomfortably, on the edge of the chair:  Well, dad, remember, several years ago, when you and my brother and I—the three of us—talked about the future?  You told us about how you wanted us to take over the business—and how we would have a really great future running the company after you retired?  And how you would let us make our own decisions, and never interfere with our decisions?

Father:  Sure.  I sure do!  We really made some great plans!

Son:  Well, Dad, those plans are what I want to talk about.

Father:  Sure.  Go ahead. What I promised still stands. Stands up, and gestures expansively. Not one thing has changed! 

Son: Well, that’s just it, Dad.  I know that nothing has changed.  But that’s the reason I’m here.  I’d like to change something.

Father, sitting down and showing perplexity and concern: What is it, son?  What do you want to change?

Son, suddenly leaning forward even further, and blurting out: Well, Dad, you remember that you promised that you’d pay for all of our expenses for college for the full four years, and, after that, we could start in as your partners in running this company?

Father, emphatically: Yes!  Absolutely!  I meant it then, and I still mean it now.  Your brother decided to get right into the business, and he’s working hard at it.   In fact, he’s over at the bank right now. Jumps to his feet again, carried away with enthusiasm: We’re going into a major expansion—a new headquarters building, a branch office, and lots of other exciting things.  God has really blessed us.  You and your brother will have the most powerful corporation in this part of the country by the time you graduate from college.  And by the time I retire, you’ll be one of the most prosperous corporate leaders in the country!

A long pause ensues. Son, somewhat apologetically, rising, and pacing the floor, suddenly turning toward his father with hands outstretched:  Dad, I don’t know how else to say this, so I guess I’ll just get to the point. He blurts:  I don’t want to finish college. (At this, the father drops into his chair, in surprise).

  Son continues:

Dad, I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but I don’t want to work in this company, either. 

If your promise is still good, I’d rather have the money you promised for college tuition and other expenses, and I’d like to just try things on my own.  I figured it out, Dad, and if you figure college costs at about $23,000 a year, including tuition, books, room and board, and so on, it comes to about 

$90,000.00 for the time it would take me to graduate.  Dad, I’d like to have the $90,000 now.  And, whatever you think my share of the business is worth, I’d like that, too.  I’ll sign whatever papers my brother wants signed or you want signed. Gestures with a hands-down “safe” sign: I’ll make no claims to the business.  If your promise is still good, I want everything that’s coming to me, now.

Father, suddenly looking burdened, rising from his chair, and leaning intently toward his son: Well, of course my promise is good.  Walking around the desk, across the room, and then, turning to his son, he pleads: But, son, think about what you’re doing.  Where will you go?  What will you do? I have some of the best financial advisors in the country, right here, on staff.  They can tell you . . .

Son:  Interrupting, exasperatedly: You just don’t get it, do you!?  I just want to go it alone, Dad.  I need to do my thing. You raised us to be independent.  Are you saying that you don’t think I can do it?  I’ve got to stretch my wings, get out of here, do things on my own, for a change, without all the constant interference.  Is your promise good, or isn’t it?

Father, continuing to reason with his son: Of course my promise is good.

I just wish you’d give it a few days.  (Father continues to try to reason with his son, curtain closes with the father pacing the floor, continuing to talk, and the scene ends with the father’s muffled voice trailing off into silence).

Act Two

(Optional) Projected on the curtain are the words of Luke 15:13 which fade out as the narrator begins.

Spotlight on narrator: Curtains are drawn, stage is dark.

Intermission music fades.

Narrator:  In spite of his misgivings, the father willingly, but reluctantly, granted his son’s request.  And now, the son had all the money that was coming to him. While the elder son stayed, worked hard, and served his father, the younger son set out on a quite different path.  

Now that he had a lot of money, he was filled with foolish pride.

He was determined to do things his way.  We shall see that he is completely convinced that he does not need advice from anyone—especially not his father or his father’s advisors—and as a result, he begins to make some bad decisions.  We will see that:

· He decides to start his new business by taking a vacation, with his friends, in Las Vegas.

· He loses thousands of dollars gambling on sports events.

· A fast-talking con man appeals to his pride and to his desire to be a big shot, and cheats him out of many more thousands of dollars.

In the original story, as it is recorded in the King James Bible, Jesus said, “He wasted his substance on riotous living.”  One modern translation puts it this way:  “Luke 15:13:

“A few days later, this younger son packed all his belongings and took a trip to a distant land, and there wasted all his money on parties and prostitutes.”

Music in: Fast-paced, something similar to Pointer Sisters’ “I’m So Excited” (“I’m so excited, I just can’t hide it, I’m about to lose control and I’m just delighted . . .”) accompanies the rising of the curtain, and provides background until the audience has a chance to thoroughly assimilate the scene described below.  Music then fades.  

Scene: A Las Vegas hotel room, with beds, sofa, tables, etc.  Outside, the off-on of neon signs is visible through the window.  The son and three friends are decked out in tuxedos, and constantly admire themselves in a mirror while taking turns primping.  Empty beer cans and several empty whiskey bottles are in evidence.  Some empty pizza boxes litter the floor. The room, in short, provides abundant evidence of having been thoroughly “trashed.”

Friend 1 hands Son a beer. Son, strutting around laughing and raising a beer: So we come to a luxury hotel in LasVegas, and you guys end up trashing the room!  No class.  No class!

You gotta’ learn some class once we get our business off the ground.  Or, at least, (he walks with exaggerated elegance) we have to act like we’ve got some class.  Laughing, again.

Friend 2: We’re going to be busting our tails getting our business off the ground.  Turning to Son: I think this little vacation trip was a great idea.

If that’s the kind of company president you’re going to be, I’m gonna’ be glad I came to work for you.  

Friend 3: “High-fives” friend 1:  Right! Turning to the Son: And you picked a great spot!   Las Vegas!  Like, man, it’s Good Time time!   Swaying drunkenly, and raising a beer, he shouts, to no one in particular: “Take me to your leader!” 

Friend 1: Yeh! Raises his beer can and shouts: Take me to Mr. Black Jack.  Let’s go break the bank. 

All, in a cheerleading chant, raising their bottles: Break the Bank! Break the Bank! Black Jack, Black Jack, Break the Bank!  

They link arms, raise their bottles, and drunkenly go 'Ring around the Rosy'

Shouting,  “Break the Bank!” until the son loses his balance and falls back on the bed.  There is sudden silence.  The son drunkenly sits up and says,
Hey! Where’s those broads you said were gonna’ be here!

Friend 1: They’re comin’, they’re comin’.  Hey, for two hundred bucks an hour we’ll have the top female escorts in Vegas.  But I told ‘em we were gonna be players, first!

Son: Ha!  That’s a good one.  Be players.  Ya, right!  I’m a player.
Like, I’m a player at the tables and I’m a player with the women.  Like, 

Hey, look at me! (raises arms out expansively and exclaims) I’m a player, I’m a player!  I'm qualified to join the Hollywood set--I'm a party man!

All laugh and shout, drunkenly, raising their bottles in a toast: Hail to the chief, hail to the chief!

There is a loud knock at the door.  Friend One shouts excitedly, The women, the women!  All turn toward the door, and Friend One shouts, imperiously, Enter at your own risk!

The door opens and a slick-looking entrepreneur-type enters, conspicuously carrying a briefcase and wearing a big smile.  He is immediately in charge,

stepping forward to Friend One and extending his hand.  Son and friends are suddenly silent, sluggishly trying to process the sudden appearance of a businessman.  

Friend 1, pulling himself into a semblance of sobriety and donning his tuxedo coat, which he had earlier taken off, and turning toward the Son.  Mr. Profet, this is our boss.  He will soon be starting a new company. John, this is Mr. Profet.  This is the man I told you about who has 

inside connections in Washington, and who knows the futures market inside and out.  One big score in soybean futures—especially with Russia in need of basic commodities—and you won’t need to spend any of your money on your new company. You won’t have to deal with those jerks at the bank, either! Why, you’ll make so much money so fast, you’ll pay for the new plant and you’ll have loads of cash left over. 

Entrepreneur, stepping forward with a vigorous handshake, and immediately launching into a sales pitch: That’s right. Raises his index finger enthusiastically: One right move—with the guts to take a risk—and you write your own ticket.

Son, trying to ask a question: But if . . .

Entrepreneur, appealing to son’s vanity and newfound sense of power: And if what your friends, here, say is true, you’re the kind who takes the bull by the horns and goes for it!  They say you’re not afraid to make decisions and take risks. Pulling papers from his briefcase and waving them excitedly, increasing the tempo of his presentation:  These options I have are absolutely tailor-made for a self-made man like you.  Why, compared to the Blackjack tables downstairs, this is like putting your money into a trust for a church building fund.  Talk about heavenly rewards!  Why, the money will fall into your lap like manna from heaven.

Son:  Well, there are some financial advisors I’d like to talk to, and . . .

Entrepreneur:  Financial advisors! Financial advisors, financial adshmizors!  The less anybody else knows about this, the better off the investors are.  Why, the fewer people in this market, the greater the profit.  Now, I know that people say you can make money in the market if you’re a bull or a bear, but that if you’re a pig, you’ll lose.  Well, let me tell you something, John—you don’t mind if I call you John, do you—let me tell you something: It’s the sheep who don’t make money—the weaklings who sit around and bleat their worries about being fleeced by Wall Street.  I’ll be honest with you.  Hog the market?  Be a pig?  YOU BET! You bet you should hog the market!

You bet you should be a pig!  I have no qualms about being a pig about honest and quick profits.  Putting papers back into briefcase and making moves toward closing it: But if you’re not sure, I gotta’ move.  Decisions have to be made NOW. This deal closes in two hours, and there are other people who want in . . .

Son:  Wait!   No . . . I didn’t say I didn’t want in.  You claim I can make

Enough cash on this deal to finance my whole business plan?  And that the turnaround time won’t tie up my money?

Entrepreneur:   That’s right.  In fast.  Profit fast.  Out fast.   Speed is the name of the game. You’ll make, in one or two days, what a conventional stock broker couldn’t turn over in two months—Reaching in and holding out contract and pen--and the best of it is, you don’t mess with checks, banks, or anything—you sign here, I take care of the paperwork on your bank account, and you have my personal guarantee that we’ll do one hundred per cent of what we’ve promised to do.

Son, equivocating, and looking at the contract, while entrepreneur holds out the pen. Friend Tom comes over and takes him by the arm, and leads him to the doorway, where he begins to remonstrate with him:  Man, whaddya’ doing! Are you crazy?  You don’t know anything about the futures market.

At least, call your dad’s financial advisors and get some input.  I mean, you’ve already lost over twenty thousand bucks betting on sure things with the bookies.  And you owe them even more money after you picked all the wrong teams in last week’s football games.

Son, wrenching himself away from Tom, suddenly angry and shouting: Get off it, man!  I don’t need any advice, especially not yours!  Whose money is it, anyway!  Besides, didn’t you hear this guy?! This deal is a sure thing!  This could be a big score!  A quick turn of a few thousand bucks and we’re off the hook to the bookies, we’re out from under our bad luck, and we’re back in business.

Mr. Profit, who had dialed his cell phone and who has been animatedly talking on it, moving toward the Son and Tom, while holding the phone away from his face and covering the mouthpiece with his hand: I don’t want to rush you, but my contacts are telling me it’s now or never.  You’re either in right now, or you’re out.  I have to have a decision.

Son:  Ah, whaaaaatever!  He quickly grabs pen and signs paper.

Mr. Profit, into the phone: He’s in!  To Son: Young man, you won’t regret this.  Slowly, emphasizing each word, and punctuating his words with hand gestures, ( for this dialogue foreshadows what is to come:)  This investment is going to take you to places you never imagined in your wildest dreams!
Son:  Hey, did you hear him!  I feel lucky. My luck is about to change! Things are going to change in a big way!  Now, let’s go double our money with Mr. Black Jack and his fifty-one cousins!  Pours himself a shot and waves expansively!  I’m ready to crash the casino and break the bank!

Entrepreneur conspiratorially and furtively stuffs the paper into his briefcase, closes it, and quickly leaves the room without a word.

Friends, marching around the room with their beer bottles raised: Break- the - Bank! Break - the - Bank! Bring-on-the-women and break-the-bank. 

Pointer Sisters’ or honky-tonk music in and up, then fading out, as three women make their entrance, slinking through the open door.  They are obviously women for hire.

Son, making a grand sweeping gesture and announcing: The ladies are here! The ladies are here!

Friends: Ya, right, (sarcastically) the ladies are here.

Women enter room with much fanfare, and physically accost the Son and his friends.

Woman #1(Candy): Okay, okay.  Who’s Mr. Big Time here?  Who’s the man?    Looks around: Is it you, honey?  Is it you? She finally fixes her gaze on the son, who is the object of his friends’ attention.  Well, it looks like you get the call, honey!  Whaddya’ got in mind?  You’re kinda’ young to be payin’ for companionship, but, to each his own, eh, baby! Are you gonna’ be able to pay for this?

Woman #2 (Ginger), has been standing off to the side.  She looks critically  at the Son and his friends, and says to Candy:  Hey, Candy,  I think we got ourselves a bunch of amateurs here.   Makes a move toward friend number one, who self-consciously backs away.  Yep, I was right.  We got ourselves some amateurs here.  

Turns to her compatriots: Hey, girls, this gig looks like a loser to me.  It’s going to eat up the whole night.  I think we better get the money for these tricks before we find out that junior and his friends here pass out, or decide that they don't want to pay because they’re too scared to play.

Woman #3: Ya, right! She moves, seductively, flaunting her body as she sidles up to the Son: No offense, honey, but you gotta’ pay before you play.  You college kids have big mouths, but when it comes to action, you got nothing but big ideas and small wallets.  

Woman #1 (Candy): Holding out her hand to the Son.  So let’s see the money, Junior.  I don’t want to end up drinking beer and getting vomited on when I could make more money cruising the tables downstairs.  I know what you college boys are like. 

Son, thrusting his hands in the air: Money!  So it’s money you’re worried about!  Money! Ha!  How’s this for money?!  He thrusts his hands in his pockets and yanks them out, filled with dollar bills, which he throws in the air, in every direction, while the hookers and his friends scramble after it. 

He struts to the center of the room, and turns, arrogantly, toward the prostitutes: You gotta’ learn to trust people, ladies.  I should be insulted, but I’ll let you go this time!  He suddenly changes his mood, and becomes loud and directive:

Enough of this!  Girls, you just got your first installment.  If you want a bigger payoff, your first job is to bring these guys some luck at the blackjack tables.  Thrusting more money at his friends, he shouts: Here, go break the bank.

Friend #2, in exaggerated southern accent: We’all is gonna’ break de bank!

Tom, resignedly, shaking his head, follows the friends: We better do something!  Suddenly changing his mood: But, hey, who cares! It’s not my money. If this is what the boss wants, let’s go break the bank!

Friends, hi fivin’, arm in arm with the women, head for the door, slapping the son on the back: Ya! We’all is gonna’ break de bank!

Son grabs arm of Candy: Okay, Candy baby.  You’re gonna’ bring me some bigtime money at the Black Jack tables.  We’re gonna find out how sweet Candy is! They all head down hall with the womens, chanting, Break the bank! Break the bank! We got the women and we’ll break the bank!

Lights dim to dark, and curtain falls.  Honky-tonk music, up, and fade.
Act Three

Narrator:  (Spotlight on narrator): And so now, the inheritance was gone—wasted on partying, prostitutes, carelessness, and foolish decisions.  How long it took the Prodigal son to squander everything he had, Jesus does not tell us.

But Jesus does tell us how far he had fallen.

That description is found in Luke 15:14-16, where Jesus tells us how grim and hopeless were the young man’s circumstances, with these words: The words of Luke 15: 14-19 are projected on the wall, above the stage, or on the curtain, as narrator reads:

“After he had spent everything, there was a severe famine in that whole country, and he began to be in need.  So he went and hired himself out to a citizen of that country, who sent him to his fields to feed pigs.  He longed to fill his stomach with the pods that the pigs were eating, but no one gave him anything.”

Words fade, and spotlight to narrator:

Clearly, the son had hit bottom. His money was gone.  His friends were gone.  His opportunities were gone.  One Scripture translation tells us that he “forced himself” on a citizen of that country to find even the most degrading job imaginable to the people of Jesus’ time: feeding pigs.

Narrator pauses, and continues.  He leaves the lectern and walks across the stage, talking: One way we can understand just how far the son had fallen and how degrading was his situation is to look at what happened to him as though we could see it in our own times, today.  And it is to that picture that we now turn. Narrator turns, and points toward the scene which follows:
Curtain rises.

Curtain opens on an alley, where the son is passed out against a trash dumpster. Trash is strewn throughout the alley. A soft white light is seen behind the son, and then, behind a “cheesecloth-type” curtain, a figure clad in white, bathed in dim light, can be seen, seeming to hover above, and slightly behind, the son.  The figure represents an angel.  At this point, the angel—a soloist, perhaps accompanied in the background by an offstage choir—sings a song representative of God’s continuing care and concern for us.  The son, who barely moves during the song, at the end of the piece, stirs himself and violently retches, falling back to the pavement in a fetal position. (Scene should be elevated so that the son can be clearly seen from the audience; therefore, the son can, perhaps, be slumped against some steps of a tenement).  People hurry by with winter clothes on, huddled against the cold. Two policemen walk up.  Cop #1, the older of the two, prods the young man with a nightstick.

Cop #1, to Cop #2: See this drunken bum here?  Okay, when I train somebody, I don’t do it by the book.  Instead of showing you what to do with this piece of human garbage, I’ll leave it up to you.  Think of this is your first real-life test on the street.  Let’s see how you do with this drunk. 

Cop 2, a trainee, moving toward the son, tentatively, without much conviction, but loud enough for the audience to get the idea:  Okay, sir.  Wrap it up. Move it out.  You can’t stay here.  This is the third time this week.  You’ve been warned. 

Son merely moans, and rolls over, oblivious to the policemen. 

Cop #1, moving his trainee out of the way, and stepping in, using his night stick.  You heard what the man said.  Move your worthless rear end outa’ here before I lock you up.

Cop #1, to trainee, as both turn toward audience, turning their backs to the bum: Okay, as long as I’m supposed to be training you for the street, let me tell you something   Don’t have any sympathy for an S.O.B. like this dude.  He’s out on the street, panhandling, and telling people he needs food.

In the meantime, he’s a crackhead, and he’d rip you off the second you turn your back.  And we no sooner haul them in, and they’re back on the street. I am getting so fed up with these bums.  This guy, for example.

Lying in his own vomit.  And you know what the pastor at the mission said?

Cop 2: No.  What?

Cop #1: Even the people at the mission don’t want him.  Believe it or not, they were taking care of him, and he ripped them off.  Got into their petty cash box--he stole from them!  And they were feeding him! No gratitude! 

Not only that, but now that the economy has crashed, they don’t have the money to take care of half the people who really need it. All kinds of people are out of work!

Trainee:  So you’re telling me that this guy is dead meat?  Like, he’s . . .

what . . .?  He’s gonna starve, get killed, or . . .

Cop #1: Or kill himself—either by an overdose, by exposure, or by

suicide. And the saddest part is . . . there’s no place he can go.  Nobody has any money. I mean, most people can ride out a mild recession if they’ve invested their money wisely, or if they have a good job.  Turning to trainee: You know, you’re lucky they didn’t cancel the training program down at the department. At least you have a job!

Trainee:  No kidding . . .you can’t buy a job.  I mean, I could be out on the street, looking for a handout.  In fact, a lot of companies are begging for

operating capital just to ride out the recession.  I’ve seen chief executive officers courting bank presidents like they’re a high school freshman dating the homecoming queen.

Cop #1: Ya, it’s bad, all right.  But that’s not our problem right now. We gotta’ figure out what to do with this guy.  I don’t want to waste any more time on his worthless carcass.  We rousted him.  If he’s back here when we come back, we’ll run his wasted butt into the jug again.  Otherwise, the property owners are gonna’ complain, and then we’ll get hassled.

Trainee:  You know, I feel kinda’ bad about this guy.  Can’t we at least take him down to the mission and see whether they’ll take him in?  Blowing on his hands: It’s getting pretty miserable out here, and a cold front is supposed to be moving in.  There’s no way he’ll survive the night.

Cop: Kid, you got a lot to learn. These people are the bottom of the barrel. They survive when you’re positive they’ll be corpses in the morning.  I see that you need an education in more than just how to be a cop.   Okay.  You’ll learn the hard way. I guarantee that we’ll haul his worthless butt down to the mission today, and we’ll be rousting him out of this same alley tomorrow.  

Trainee: Well, I . . .

Policeman #1, raising his hands in protest: No, no.  Don’t explain.  I felt the same way when I was a rookie cop.  I used to feel sorry for these people.  But I changed my mind in a hurry.  They’re drunks, con artists, and rip-off freaks. Some of ‘em are too lazy to wipe their own coke-seared, snotty noses, and they’ll line up for any freebie anywhere.  But, I guess the only way you’re gonna’ learn is from experience.  (Resignedly) Only, when we find him here again, don’t say that I didn’t warn you.

Trainee:  Well, this guy seems different. He’s so young. He hardly looks older than a college kid.

Policeman:  He isn’t any older than a college kid.  In fact, I heard that he inherited a fortune, and that he blew it on bookies, bad investments, and hookers.  But whether that’s a rumor or not, I don’t know.  Every one of the bums at the mission claims to have been a Fortune 500 big shot, and every one of ‘em has a sob story.

Trainee, imploringly: Well, if I’m wrong, you can say “I told you so!” right in my face, as often as you like.  But can we at least take him down to the mission for tonight? I mean, it’s colder than a hooker’s heart down here on the street.

Policeman: Alright already!  You’re breaking my heart. But, like I said, he’ll be on the street tomorrow.  They move toward the drunk, and lift him by each arm. He staggers, incoherently, to his feet. At the same time, a man, dressed in Salvation Army attire or similar garb, comes walking down the street, blowing into his hands, and tightening up his coat.

Policeman:  Well, there’s gotta' be a God in heaven, or something!  Here

Comes the Chaplain from the Rescue Mission. Turning to Chaplain: Hey, Pastor.  Remember this guy?  Pastor, who is carrying a large bag of groceries, puts one hand up in protest, but policeman ignores him and continues: I know.  I know. He ripped you off.  But Mister Rookie here (he gestures toward trainee) wants to give him another chance.

Pastor, acquiescently: Well . . . okay.  Bring him down. But we’re overcrowded tonight.  All we have left is one broken-down bed. But if he can put up with it for one night, we can put up with him for one night.  Maybe one more chance will help him.
Rookie:  C’mon, buddy.  Let’s get you someplace warm.  Senior cop takes grocery bag from mission director’s hand and turns the bum over to the rookie and to the mission director.  He follows behind, shaking his head, as they bear the weight of the staggering bum. 

They ad lib and slowly move the shuffling bum off stage as lights dim and curtain falls.

Act Four

Spotlight on Narrator: 

Narrator: And so the Prodigal Son was indeed in grim circumstances.  He had no place to go.  Verses 17-24 of Luke 15 tell us what happened next—how the son finally—as the Bible says—“came to his senses.”

Powerpoint or Overhead Projection of verses 17-24 on curtain or screen, while narrator reads them. Projection  fades, spotlight to narrator. 

Narrator:  Jesus tells us that not only did the son make up his mind to go home.  He tells us that the son rehearsed, in his mind, the exact words he would use to beg his father to hire him as one of the servants. In the forefront of the son’s mind was the bitterly painful awareness of the fact that his father might—and probably should—angrily drive him away in disgrace.

But we learn from Jesus that the father was so thrilled to discover that the son was not dead, that he dropped everything—including something we might have missed (pauses for dramatic effect)—his own dignity—and ran down the road to meet his son.

To be sure, you know the rest of the parable.  You know that Jesus tells us that the father threw a huge banquet to celebrate his son’s homecoming, and that the older brother was hurt, and angry, because he felt that, if anybody deserved a celebration, it was he, and definitely not his wayward brother.  And you also know that the father had to explain to the older son that true love is love with no strings attached.

Our final two acts—Act Four and Act Five—show how the story might have ended, had it taken place in our day.

Points to Curtain, as it rises: Act Four: The father discovers, to his absolute amazement, that the son he had thought was dead . . . is still alive . . .

Curtain up.

Act Four: Same Office Scene as in Act 1,but with the calendar prominently showing a year later. 

Father is seated at a table, in conference with some men who are obviously important businessmen. Secretary gives a perfunctory knock and rushes into the room, frantically motioning to the father. Father strides, with obvious impatience, across the room to the secretary, with his back to his visitors, and says, in a loud stage whisper, very impatiently:

What is it!  I left strict orders not to be disturbed!  What’s that?  My son?

My youngest son!  Yes!  Yes!  Of course, of course!  Did you get a telephone number? Secretary nods:  Good.  Good.  Call him immediately.  Tell him there will be a limo down there in (looks at watch, looks at guests, and says,) in an hour. 

(Looks at watch again)  No, no.  Tell him half an hour.  And tell the driver

that I’m going along.  Tell him to come to my private entrance.  Call my

valet and have them rush a business suit and some appropriate shoes, tie,

and other stuff for him down here.  And tell my son he’s made my day—no, he’s made my year!

Secretary quickly turns to leave, and starts toward door:

Gestures excitedly: And, one more thing.  The company dinner Friday?

Give him the seat next to me, at the head table. 

Secretary:  But sir . . . you’ve already reserved that place for the president of the bank.  And you’ve told him he’d be sitting next to you and your older son, in the place of honor.

Father:  Well, dump the bank president.  I want my son sitting right next to me, with my other son.  

Secretary:  But sir, you know how your older son feels about his brother!  He’ll create a scene!  The company dinner will be ruined!

Father:  Scratch the dinner!  We’re changing it.  All of it.  Call the printer and have him stop the presses.  We’re changing the invitations.  And the programs. And cancel the speaker.  We’re going to have music.  And dancing!  This is going to be a celebration banquet, not a company dinner!  And tell my other son I’ll explain later.  I know he’ll be angry, because he’s worked hard to make this company grow, but tell him I’ll be over later tonight to explain everything!

(Pauses, as if in thought.  Then, looks up, suddenly, and points to the door:

Okay.  Now, get right on it!  I’m GLAD you interrupted!

Secretary, who has been furiously scribbling notes: Yes, sir!

Father ,turning to businessmen:  Gentlemen, I know that this could be a real insult to you, especially since you flew over 1400 miles to meet with me personally, but I have to call this meeting to a halt, immediately.

Ignoring their reaction, as they rise from their chairs and look at each other in astonishment, and audibly murmur, “What!?” 

Father continues:

You see, (he exclaims exuberantly,) that interruption was about my youngest son. He’s down at the mission, in the inner city! The mission director found out who he was, and my secretary just brought me the news that he’s there tonight, he’s sober, and he’s okay! We had heard rumors that he had squandered all of his money, and that all of his friends had deserted him.  We heard that he had died in prison, and we heard other rumors that he had committed suicide. The only thing that kept me going were my prayers.   So, in one sense, this is a resurrection.

He puts his arms over the shoulders of his two visitors as he guides them toward the door, and says: Men, I know this is unusual, but would you consider coming to a celebration banquet?  This is the greatest celebration of my life! For my son, who I thought was dead, is alive.  He was lost, and is found. Why, I had almost given up hope completely, and . . . Ad lib and trail off voice as they walk out and curtain falls to end the act.)

Act Five

Narrator: The people of Jesus’ day could easily visualize the word picture he had painted for them.  The father—broken-hearted and longing for his son—gazing untiringly across the vast unbroken plains, day after day—until one day, off in the distance, he sees alone figure trudging over the horizon—a figure who, even though broken and destitute, is immediately recognizable as the son.  They could visualize the father running to meet his son, and their tearful reunion on the dusty road.

We how live in a crowded city might find the reunion difficult to visualize—much as we would find other elements of the story hard to see in our imagination.  We don’t have spontaneous, homecoming banquets.  We don’t call guests from miles around the countryside for a homecoming. And our family members are not so scattered around the ranch that they don’t even find out about the banquet until after it has already begun.

But there are parallel circumstances that we can understand.  And our final act, Act Five, which takes place in a rescue mission on skid row, illustrates how we imagine what the reunion might look like in our own day and time.

What happened at the very end of the story—the actual moment at which the father and the Prodigal Son finally meet again—might, in our time, look something like this . . .

Curtain Up:

The scene is a room in a rescue mission.  There are several beds, all the same, occupied by a variety of down-and-outers.  The bed at the far left, which is lighted only by a dim and cheap table lamp, is occupied by the son, who is seated on the bed, head in hands, looking at the floor.  The mission is obviously a Christian mission; the words “Jesus Saves” in large print are evident on a banner on the wall.

On the right of the stage is a door, with an overhead entry light, which is set so that it will shine on the father and his limousine driver as they enter the room.

There is a knock at the door, and the mission director, who has been

standing with his hand on the son’s shoulder, consoling him, turns and strides quickly to answer the door. The father,  followed by the driver, who is carrying a suit of clothes and a pair of shiny shoes, steps into the room.

Mission Director: . . . I, I didn’t know whether to call you, sir.  Some families have washed their hands of problems like this, and they get angry.  But when I found out who he was, I . . .

Father, eagerly impatient: Yes, yes, I appreciate your concern.  More than I can tell you.  But where is he?

Mission Director, gesturing: Over there. The bed at the end of the room.  I’ll get him for you. He turns toward the bed, but the father barges past him.

The son sees him coming, and looks up, almost fearfully, and says, incredulously and plaintively: “Dad!  Oh, Dad!  I’m so sorry.  I’m so sorry! 

He drops his head into his hands and begins to sob, shaking with emotion.  Oh, Dad!  How can you ever forgive me?!  I was such a fool!  I’m so sorry!

Father, dropping to his knees in front of his son, and embracing him: Oh, my son, oh, my son!  He looks heavenward: Dear God, thank you, thank you, thank you!  Father and son embrace each other and sob.  Father:  My son! My son! Don’t say another word!  Welcome home!  This is the most wonderful day of my life! They continue to embrace and sob, as voices fade away.  A dim light slowly emerges, and the angelic figure appears once again behind the cheesecloth curtain.   Soft music is heard, and soloist sings “Amazing Grace.”  Father and son continue to mime sobbing, and continue their embrace.  Curtain slowly descends.

Curtain

Epilogue (Optional)
Institutional spokesman comes out on stage and says the following, or something consistent with the purpose of the performance:

The message of the parable of the Prodigal Son is simple.  It’s a message of unconditional forgiveness and acceptance.  Jesus tells us that, “While the Son was still a great way off, the Father saw him and ran to him, and then threw his arms around him and kissed him.”  And the Father did all of that before the son had a chance to clean himself up, or to beg for the Father’s forgiveness!  The Father accepted him just as he was!  The Father was looking for his son’s return.

And that’s precisely what the message is of 
(Christian Institution’s Name)








. The staff of 



is there to offer the love of Jesus.  (Institution’s name)

is like the father in the parable.  At



we open our hearts to people, throw our arms around them, and welcome them into the kingdom of God. We bring the love of Jesus to them through a dedicated staff and through other Christians who love them and nurture them.

In the original story of the Prodigal Son, Jesus did not tell us whether there was anyone who encouraged the Son to go back home to ask the father to forgive him. Perhaps there wasn’t. But it seems likely that God sent someone to the son in his hour of despair to remind him of the love of his father, and to encourage him to try for a fresh start—a new beginning.   In our modern-day version of the parable, there is a director of a rescue mission who helps the son find his way home again. 

Helping people find their way “home”—that is—to the arms of the Savior, Jesus Christ, is the main reason for 







.  (Continue with institutional message, here).





is one beacon that will always be an inner light for them that will remind them of the way home, to the arms of their loving Father,  like the inner voice heard by the Prodigal Son in our drama.

We pray that God will move you, like the Father in the parable, and our Father in heaven, to open your arms to the young people we minister to. We invite you, through supporting us with your prayers and your financial support, to become partners with us in this vital ministry.

As God moves you, we ask that you 





.




We thank you for coming, and God bless you.

A Note to the Drama Instructor or Youth Director:

Youth for Christ, Northern Colorado, staged the first public performance of this version of "The Prodigal Son," before an audience of several hundred in Greeley, Co.  The play evoked a highly positive response, with the result that Youth for Christ was blessed with an influx of donations and pledges, which was the purpose of the public performance.  (See narrative at the end of the play).

From the success of the production, the inference was inescapable that the play could be of considerable value to any Christian group seeking to have an impact, either in terms of generating financial support or in conveying a message to the community at large.  Since Diamond Peak Press is devoted to providing useful resources for Christian agencies, this play is provided free of charge as a service.  We ask, only, that you let us know when and where it is performed, by contacting us at Mountainavenue@aol.com.
As you read the play, you will notice that the task of addressing the somewhat delicate element of prostitution-- in order to present the narrative exactly as Scripture records it--has been ameliorated, to some extent, by referring to the women in the narrative as "escorts," in the event that an audience might be especially sensitive.  In the Youth for Christ production, adults performed most of the roles, so the problem of evocative terminology was circumvented. 

Sincerely,

Diamond Peak Press




6437 24th Street

Greeley, CO 80634                   970 330 8206                   

