POINT. CLICK. ACTION!

GENRE: Comedy, Monologue

SYNOPSIS: In @ moment when the
world seems its darkest, Michelle
learns a lesson about the pe
only God can give.

DIRECTOR’STIP: In a

they’ll tune
tion to have
the distance.

General
eral

Publisher: Regi Stone
Executive Editor: Rachel Hoyer

Copyright ©2014 by Drama Ministry. Material is intended for use by the subscriber in the subscriber’s local church. With the exception of

Drama Ministry is a partner of scripts, no issue may be reproduced by any means. As a subscriber, you may make as many copies of scripts as needed in your church only.
. . You may perform the sketch as often as you wish at no additional cost. Scripts and performance rights arenot t ble b hurch
Discover Worshlp and cannot be resold. You may not use the sketch for any commercial or fundraising purpose, and usage rights do not extend to video, radio,

www.discoverworship.com television or film.



DRama Mini(ry

NOT SO DIFFERENT ., racher . ope |

Lights up on Michelle.

MICHELLE: So last Saturday, I was leaving the houseto go runi'some errands. No big deal;
right? I had to drop off the dry cleaning, pick up some, craft stuff Jeremy’s teacher need-
ed for his class, and stop by the grocefyistore. I've run errands like this a milliontimes
before and I never thought twice about leaving the house. But for some reason, on Satur-
day, I couldn’t make myself go.

Now don’t get me wrong. There are some days when I need to run errands thatI just
don’t want to go because it’s rainy or I'm tired or whatever. But that wasn'’t it. It took me
a while to put my finger on it, but then it hit me that I was afraid to leave.

Have you paid attention to the news lately? [ mean, I live'in a really nice community—
good schools, low, crime, nice neighborhoods. But last week, a teenager and his grandpa
were shot and killed in,a community center parking lotiabout 3 miles from my house.
On a Sunday afterneon. And a few days ago, a dad and his son were shot in their car ata
gas station. And a lady my neighbor knows had her cell phone and credit card stolen by
two guys while she was filling her car with.gas—in broad daylight. When she called the
police, they took her statement, but told her she was number 16 in a string of recent rob-
beries with thé same MO.

I'’know there’s bad stuff stuff happéning all over, and I'should be grateful thatIdon'’t
liveé in a,war zone or something, but I'm talking about stuff that’s happeningright here!
Where I live. That stuff is supposed to happen in other places. Nothere. And it got me
wondering what those people were thinking as they headed out of their houses to run
routine errands, some of them never to return. They had no idea they wouldn’t be com-
ing home.

And suddenly, I was scaredto go run my errands. Scared thatImight not return. Scared
that I might never see my kids or husband again. Scared that something' might happen
to me.

So I wentand knocked onmy son’s door to askif he needed anything else from the
store. He said no, and I said, “I love you, Jeremy.” Andhe said, “Yeah. Love you, too, Mom.”
ButIreally needed him to know right then how much I'loved him, so I gave him a big
hug. It kind of freaked him out because,l didn’t want to let him go. And he laughed and
said, “Mom, relax. You're just going to the store. I'll be right here when you get home.”

I know hewas joking and just trying to'get rid of his crazy mother, but that last thing he
said really hit me: “I'll be right here when you get home.” And you know what? I sud-
denly had this picture of God as a parent, hugging his kids like I was hugging Jeremy. But
itiwas God saying, “Relax. I put you in the world for the time I have ordained, and I'll be
right here when you get home.”

And for that moment, my fears evaporated. I mean, I love my life. I love my family. But in
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