And Let God. . .
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Narrator: Welcome to court. Here various cases are tried and the testimony of different individuals is heard. Let me introduce you to the people on trial this morning. First, there is an overworked mother, busy with more things than even she knows what to do. She is so busy taking care of the needs of the world, that she has little time for her family. Next, is a teen age girl, who longs for privacy and understanding. She has younger brothers and sisters who drive her up a wall and parents who don’t know what’s really going on. Next, there is this man who is angry about the false displays of religion that he sees on the faces of other people. He is angry about the hypocrisy he sees at church and has turned his back on God. Finally, there is this man, whose son died in a car accident a year ago. He has become angry and bitter, filled with rage. He has turned to alcohol to sooth his pains, and but finds that his anger merely increases. 

There is one last person, our judge. It is not his job to declare right from wrong. Rather, he acts only as a mirror in which others see themselves. 

Judge: Well, Good Morning. It looks as though we have some interesting cases for us this morning. If you don’t mind, we’ll start with you, ma’am. My, you’ve been  busy!

Overworked Mom: Well, busy isn’t the word for it! I work 40 hours a week, sometimes more if my boss needs me to. Well, sometimes he doesn’t really even need me to, but I do it anyway. I find all kinds of things that need to be done and I just do them.

Judge: But work isn’t the only thing you do?

Mom: Oh no! I have my clubs and organizations. (Pulls out a calendar book.) Let’s see. Next Monday is the PTL Meeting. I’m chairing that group and I’m in charge of school fundraisers. Hmmm. Fundraising is Thursday night. Then on Tuesday, I have meetings at church. I’m chairing the Trustees and I’m also in charge of the Ladies’ Guild. I don’t know how they would get along without me! Wednesday is our last meeting before our city’s “Taste of. . .” celebration. I’m in charge of that group too. My whole weekend will be spent with that. And I don’t even want to think about next week!

Judge: What about home?

Mom: Home? Who has time for home? When I come in, I’m exhausted. All I want to do is sit down and watch TV or something. But I never have time for that. No, I’ve got to prepare everything for the next day. You wouldn’t believe all the paper work that these things entail!

Judge: I doubt that I would believe it. Tell me, how does your family deal with you being gone so much?

Mom: Oh, they get by. I cook food ahead of time, so all they have to do is put it in the microwave for dinner. And I try to eat dinner with them at least once a week, but that doesn’t happen very often.

Judge: Do you think they miss you?

Mom: What do you mean by that? Are you accusing me of not being a good mother?

Judge: No, I didn’t accuse you.

Mom: Well, you better not! Imagine, accusing me! I do all that work for all these groups and you say I’m not a good enough mom! I don’t have to stand for this! I’ve got things to do.

Judge: You may be seated. But you can’t leave just yet. (Mom sits. Teen comes up.) So, I see that you’ve been having problems at ohm.

Teen: Home? You call that house a home? You’d have problems too if you lived in a place like that!

Judge: Oh really? And what’s it like?

Teen: Where do you want me to begin? How about I start with the parents? Man, they don’t trust me at all. They’re always snooping. Question, question, question. “Where are you going? What time will you be home? Who are you going with? Do we know them?” Who, what, when, where and how. Like a freakin’ news report.

Judge: You feel misunderstood.

Teen: Hello? They don’t trust me. They’re always looking over my shoulder. I can’t stand it. And then there’s my younger brothers and sisters! Mom says it an  honor to be the oldest, I can’t stand it myself. And I can’t stand them.

Judge: What’s the problem?

Teen: “The problem” is that they don’t know how to keep their mouths shut and their grubby hands off my stuff! That’s “the problem.” Last week, my brother found my diary and proceeded to read it to all his friends. Then my sister got into my nail polish and spilled it all over my room. And when I say anything about this stuff, Mom and Dad always take their side. They never do anything wrong. And I’m the one whose always in trouble.

Judge: I can see how that would be annoying.

Teen: You can see? You don’t know the half of it! All I want to do is stay in my room. If I could, I’d leave home right now. I don’t’ even know why I’m telling you all this stuff. I’m through. (goes and sits.)

Judge: OK. (Religious man approaches) Hmmmm. It says here that you don’t have much use for church.

Man: Church? Who’d want anything to do with church? Bunch of stupid busybodies down there, all involved in each other’s business.

Judge: You’re sure.

Man: Of course I’m sure! Oh, they’ll all talk nice enough to your face, but just turn your back and bam!—they’re on you like a pack of dogs.

Judge: There’s a lot of gossip taking place.

Man: Tons of it. But that’s just one of the problems. Heh! Those people, they all look down their noses at everyone else and act like their so good, but you know what? They ain’t any better than anyone else!

Judge: I see.

Man: You don’t see nothing. The other day, I was driving around and what should I see? The head deacon eating lunch with some woman—and it wasn’t his wife! And that pastor’s kid. He’s probably the biggest punk there is. And that pastor, he’s the biggest phony of them all. 

Judge: So you have no use for church at all.

Man: Those liars and hypocrites? No way! Come to think of it, I don’t have much use for you either! (sits. Alcoholic man comes up)

Judge: You’re angry.

Alcoholic: Yeah, I’m angry. So what’s it to you?

Judge: You have a lot of pain inside.

Alcoholic: So? What’s wrong with a little pain? Shouldn’t I hurt? My son got killed in a car wreck a year ago. Hit and run. The fool never even slowed down.

Judge: I didn’t say you were wrong.

Alcoholic: You didn’t say I was right either. I don’t even know why I’m here. I just want to crawl away.

Judge: You want to crawl back into your bottle?

Alcoholic: And if I do? Nothin’ wrong with it. Helps me deal with the pain.

Judge: I think it only cuts you off from everyone else.

Alcoholic: Heh! Little you know! I’ve got friends. I’ve got lots of them! They just. . .they don’t’ come around as much anymore. But who can blame them? Who’d want to come into my house and see all the things that remind them of . . .what happened? I don’t’ even want to be there.

Judge: Do you think your son would want you to drink your life away?

Alcoholic: You shut up! You don’t know anything about him. He was so good. He was so kind. Everyone loved him. And now. . .now he’s dead! And you don’t care. You’re just standing up there, looking all smug, like you know every little thing. You act like you’re so much better than us. Just who are you, anyway?

Judge: I’m just a mirror. I only help you to see yourself. (begins to leave)

Alcoholic: Hey! Where are you going?

Judge: I’m done here. (starts walking down the center aisle)

Alcoholic: (turns and shouts after him) Hey! You! You come back here! I’m not done with you yet!

Mom: Who are you? Where are you going!

Teen: Yeah? Just who do you think you are anyway? Do  you think you’re God or something!

Man: You’re right! He thinks he’s God. Well, let me tell you. I wish God where here, I’d give him a piece of my mind.

Mom: You know it! Let God come to earth! Let God find out what its like to be overworked. Let God find out what its like not to have time for your family.

Teen: Yeah! Let God grow up and find out what its like to be my age. Let God find out what its like to have a family that doesn’t trust you and doesn’t understand who you are and what you’re doing.

Man: And let God come down and deal with a church full of hypocrites!

Alcoholic: And let God know what its like to lose his only Son!

Actors stop and bow their heads.

End.

