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Invite families and church members along to this evening.  Tonight the girls will receive the badges that they have earned during the first term.

Aim:

To share with girls and adults alike the reason Easter is important for us all.

Preparation:

· Invitation to families and in church bulletin the week before

· Props for drama – a lazy boy chair or similar, another chair, girls magazines
· Two men from your church, one same age group as the girls’ fathers and one a little older, plus two girls in your Unit; all who are reasonable actors and willing to perform in your presentation.  
· Organise a girl to thank the performers.

· Organise supper.  Maybe there are samples from the girls’ Cookz sessions to offer if you have been doing this subject during the previous three weeks.

Set Up:

Welcome all visitors and ensure they have a seat.  Mark Roll.

Present Drama:

See suggestions below

After the Drama:

Thank performers’ present awards and then serve supper.

Home:

Finish the evening with prayer and give out notices about the holiday break and what is happening at IFG next term.

Drama:

(Use this story as a basis for your presentation or check out what is available on the web (try www.sundayschoolnetwork.com or www.dramatix.org.nz) or use one of your own favourites.
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Characters:








Dad

Daughter 1 – the narrator who directs all her lines to the audience
Daughter 2 – who speaks all her lines to dad and Mr Johnson
Mr Johnson, a neighbouring farmer

Dad sitting in Lazyboy with his feet up, TV remote in hand.  Two girls sitting on the floor together reading magazines.

Narrator:  We, that is, mum, dad, my sister Olivia here, and I, live on a farm about 20k from town.  It’s Easter and mum has gone into town to church.  Us girls usually go with her, but according to the weather forecast – and dad who knows about weather by looking at the sky – there is a big storm brewing – may even be snow.  We get a lot of it down here, but not usually this early in the season. Anyway Olivia has the sniffles so mum thought we should stay at home in the warm today.
Daughter 2:  Dad.  Do you think mum will be all right driving in to town?

Dad:  Yeah.  She’ll be all right.  She’s taken the 4 x 4 and anyway if the weather packs in before she comes home she can stay in town at grandma’s.

Narrator:  Dad never ever comes to church with us.  Mum invites him often enough, but he always answers
Dad: (lazily) No.  I’m a bit busy today.

Narrator: And mum will reply “Yes, busy watching ‘big boys with their big toys’ programmes on TV”.  She never tries to pressure dad into going with us but she usually looked a bit sad and in fact I have seen a tear in her eye on more than one occasion.

Dad:  Good thing we got the stock sorted yesterday.  There is going to be snow today ya know – I can feel it in my bones.  (Stretches)

(Loud knock).

Daughter 2: Someone at the door, Dad.

Dad:  You’d better get off your rear end and see who it is then.

(Daughter 2 goes to the door and comes back with the visitor)

Dad:  (calling from his chair) Gidday Sam.  Come and have a seat.  Bit warmer in here eh?

(Visitor sits)

Narrator:  The visitor is Mr Johnson, a farmer from further up the valley.  His father broke in their farm after the war and now Mr Johnson’s son does most of the farm work as Mr Johnson is getting on a bit – he must be over fifty.

Dad:  And to what do I owe the pleasure, Sam?

Narrator:  Which means in adult speak “Nice to see you but what do you want?”  Dad likes Mr Johnson but he is not too sure about him because he goes to our church.

Dad:  Not at church today?  I thought it was a big one for you people today.  

Mr Johnson:  Easter.  Yes.  A very special time.  Actually, I was on my way to church when I realized if I did go in I wouldn’t be able to get back home in time before this storm hit.  There’s snow coming.  So I thought I’d just turn around at your place and head home again.  I’ve got time for a quick brew though if you’re having one.

Dad:  Sure thing.  Put the kettle on, Olivia.

(Olivia goes out)

Narrator:  We like Mr Johnson at our church.  He always has time to have a chat to us kids.

Mr Johnson:  How come we never see you at church with Jen and the girls, Dave?

Dad:  Because I think it is a load of old rubbish.

Narrator:  And dad gave Mr Johnson one of his “and that’s the end of that discussion” looks, but Mr Johnson kept on.

Mr Johnson:  Any bit in particular that you think is old rubbish?

Dad:  Well.  I’ll tell you.  I believe there is a God all right.  Only have to go up the back of the farm and look around at what He created to know that.  But as for this business of coming to earth as a man – why would He lower Himself to do that?  It’s just nonsense.

(Olivia brings in a cup of tea for the two men)

Mr Johnson:  Let me tell you a story.  

Narrator:  Oh, goody.  I like Mr Johnson’s stories.

Mr Johnson:  This story was told to me by my father who as you know grew up in the Old Country as they used to call it, and didn’t come here until after the war. Your comment, Dave, and the snow coming down the valley the way it is, has reminded me of it………
One Christmas Eve, when his wife had gone to the Christmas Eve service, a man who didn’t believe in Christmas or much else for that matter sat at home by himself.  A while later the wind got up and grew stronger and stronger, the snow came and turned to a blizzard.  He was sitting relaxing in front of the fire – just like you are now Dave – when he heard a loud thump on the window.  Something had hit it.  Then came another thump.  He looked out but couldn’t see more than a metre or so.  When the snow eased off a bit he went outside for a nosey.  What had hit the window? 

In the field by his house were a flock of wild geese.  Bit late to be flying South for the winter he granted, but that’s what they will be doing and they have got themselves caught in the snow storm.  Silly beggars should have been gone by now blah, blah, blah he muttered.  Lucky they didn’t break my window, stupid things.  But here they were, lost and stranded on his farm, with no food or shelter. They just flapped their wings and flew around the field in low circles, blindly and aimlessly.

The man started to feel sorry for the geese as he watched them and he wanted to help them.  I’ll put them in the barn he thought.  They can wait out the storm where it is safe and warm.  He went over to the barn and opened the doors wide, then watched and waited, hoping the geese would notice and go inside.

Daughter 2 – (anxiously) And did they Mr Johnson, did they? 
Mr Johnson:  No.  The geese just fluttered around aimlessly and did not seem to notice the barn or realize what it could mean for them.  The man tried to get their attention, but that just seemed to scare them and they moved further away.  He went into the house and came back out with some bread, broke it up, and made a bread crumbs trail leading to the barn.  They still didn't catch on.  Now he was getting frustrated.  He got behind them and tried to shoo them toward the barn, but they only got more scared and scattered in every direction except toward the barn.  Nothing he did could get them to go into the barn where they would be warm and safe.  "Why don't they follow me?! Can't they see this is the only place where they can survive the storm?"  He thought for a moment and realized that they just wouldn't follow a human.  "If only I were a goose, then I could save them," he said out loud.
Then he had an idea.  He went into the barn, got one of his own geese, and carrying it in his arms he circled around behind the flock of wild geese.  He then let it go.  His goose flew through the middle of the flock and straight into the barn, and, one by one other geese followed.  He stood silently for a moment as the words he had spoken a few minutes earlier replayed in his mind:  "If only I were a goose, then I could save them!  Then he thought about what he had always said to his wife.  "Why would God want to be like us?  That's ridiculous!"  Suddenly it all made sense.  That is what God had done. God had His Son become like us so He could show us the way and save us.  
Now the man understood.
(Pause)    

Narrator:  Dad was quiet for a bit after Mr Johnson finished his story.  I think he was

really thinking about it.

Dad:  Well, Sam.  Finished ya tea. You’d better be on your way or you might have to spend the night in my barn.  Ha ha.

Narrator:  Dad had recovered and was back to his old self.  Mr Johnson left to return to his home.  Olivia and I certainly have a story to tell mum when she gets home.  It will be interesting to see what Dad has to say about it. 
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