The Gift Within
By Laura L. Watson

Each act is about 10-15 minutes. 
We have the As: Athlete, actor, anarchist, and administrator accompanying our lead adolescent. Each is a camper at youth camp 2005. Elizabeth and John are graduated seniors. Elizabeth is off to community college, still trying to decide what to major in. She has no idea what she is truly good at. She is the focus character. John is an athlete with a full scholarship to Texas University, though it comes with a few requirements. Matt and Rebekah are juniors to be seniors. Matt is your classical actor- self centered, focused on his dream, and hiding himself behind a mask. Rebekah is the queen of stress and high pressure situations. She is the assistant to the youth minister. Dana is the freshman to be sophomore who loves to point out her alienation from mainstream society. Together, they set off for a week of fun and spiritual education, each secretly seeking something more.
Act I- The First Day
(Elizabeth is on stage right, as close to the edge as possible. She is writing in a journal. As she mentions each character’s name, he/she enters with their luggage and checks in. 89.7 type music is playing under her monologue. The other characters do not speak until Elizabeth is done. Will try for a pre-recorded voice over, but will probably be done live.)

Elizabeth: July 18, 2005. Dear Diary- what am I, 13? Hey Diary, what’s up? Well, we all finally arrived at 

camp. I am so excited! I sure hope we all have a good time here. It took us 4 hours to get here, and Barbara got motion sick 45 minutes into the ride. Where was she sitting? Oh, of course, next to me. Well, at least she didn’t barf while actually on the van, she waited until we stopped for lunch. I felt kind of sorry for Peter, or, more exactly, Peter’s new shoes. (pause) It was kind of weird saying good-bye to my mom this morning. I’ve gone off to youth camp every summer since 7th grade, and kids camp every year since- well, before I can remember. But, today she was sad, kept saying, “I’ll be doing this again in a few weeks, sending my baby off all alone.” Where exactly does she think I’m going- Oxford? I signed up for 4 classes at the community college down the street- as a COMMUTER student. But ever since graduation, she has this idea that I’m all grown up and off to live this grand and glorious life, full of plans and dreams. She must have me confused with Rebekah (enters stage Left, with a packed full binder and luggage. She is busy with these papers through her solo time). Now Rebekah is the one who picked her major in preschool and is right on track with her graduation next year. She has early acceptance to Texas Christian University where she will major in business administration. As her reward, Paul made her his new assistant in the student ministry office at church. That means she has the adult jobs Paul would rather avoid in order to lead his students in toilet papering the pastor’s house. So, on top of running the youth group, she really shines at school as president of the student council, the Principal’s Advisory Board, and the most active member of the Volunteers who Care club. Rebekah is cool, though, in her own way. I wish I could be as organized and efficient as Rebekah is, but I don’t have the stomach for it. Maybe I should be more like Dana, (enters calmly, looking around. Image is everything) she does things her own way. Dana just finished her freshman year, but I got to know her through the big sister program at school. Dana hates pink, preferring varying shades of black. She’s very anti-society, thinking everyone is a clone and conformist. (laughs) Her words, not mine. I think she’s pretty sweet, anarchy and all. She’s most proud of being the single most likely person to make a cheerleader barf in the cafeteria, as her 9th grade class voted her in the yearbook. How does she do it? She lists the varying duties in her job description. First, she surveys the scene and makes notes in a chart. Then, she examines the body- yes, the body- for external evidence. Then, she dives in, … well, I’ll save you-and me- the gory details that she continues with. Let’s just say this science genius has watched one too many X-files and CSIs to be considered normal. But “the only reason to appear be normal is to attract a mate”, according to Dana, and she’s not interested in matting just yet. I, on the other hand, don’t mind playing at normal at all when potential mates are around. (smiles slyly) Yes, Diary, there are boys at camp. (John and Matt enter together, tossing a ball. Rebekah appears to be lecturing them.  Liz watches, amused) Better yet, Diary, there are CUTE boys at camp! Matt (catching the ball, then acting out a scene with it) is an actor’s actor- meaning he could earn the crown for drama queen. Not that he’s (makes gay flapping gesture), he’s just ultra-artistic. He loves to talk about moving to New York next summer, after he graduates, where he will make it big on Broadway. Or fail miserably and be yet another penniless actor working at Starbucks. Entertaining, witty, easily gliding into the spotlight without the slightest hint of self consciousness. Completely free. (Matt makes Titanic pose as he finishes his scene. John retrieves his ball, making the winning point of the game- touchdown, free throw, etc). John is pretty cool, too. Strong, athletic, homecoming king, and he has a good future in modeling once he lands a major contract with the __________ (sports team). But I like John because he had to work hard for everything he’s got. In 9th grade, his biceps were still the size of a 4th grader’s. But, by the middle of 10th, the coach put him on varsity. He works out everyday- I know, because I just HAPPEN to be outside in the garden when he jogs by. Everyday, 4:10pm, there he goes… (voice trails off) Where was I? Oh yeah, John. I know my dad wishes I was more like John- a full scholarship to Texas University. Room, board, books, even tutors are covered for the next 4 years. I don’t think he’s even picked a major and they’re already handing him a degree just because he’s got great hand-eye coordination. But he doesn’t brag, much. In between hanging out with Dana after school and flying to New York to see Matt’s plays, I could be a (sport) groupie. But, why focus on next year when I have just one last week of teenager-hood? So, here I am diary, at youth camp. Ready to study the Bible, sing songs I won’t be caught dead singing a month from now, and take at least 30 rolls of  pictures. I’m surrounded by friends I’ve known my whole life, friends I have to say good bye to when summer is over. Ugh. Sometimes it’s just not fair! I dunno. But, enough about the future. I have this one week to just be me, and none of this other stuff matters this week. Because this week, I’m going to have FUN! Friends are at this camp. Boys are at this camp. Potential mates that I must ‘act normal in order to attract’ are at this camp. I have plenty of things to do! (Looks over at the group) I’ll write more later. Love, Elizabeth P.S. God, if you’re reading this, if you could help me out this week, I’d appreciate it. I know we’ll have fun and all, but I was talking about helping me figure out what to do with my life. You’re this great big all-knowing God who made lil’ ol’ me, so I figure you’re the one to tell me. Thanks! 

(Elizabeth closes her journal and puts it away in her bag. She joins the group. The music fades out)
Matt: Oh, Elizabeth! You’ll know. (puts his arm around her, painting the picture) We’ve been waiting all 
night for them to announce best actor at the 2008 Tony Awards. I’m in a stylish tux, you’re in a Vera Wang gown. They list the nominees, we clutch hands, waiting for the announcement. IT’S ME! I stand, hugging and shaking hands of people I don’t even know. I begin the long walk to the front to accept my award. Just as I reach the steps, should I do a cartwheel or a toe-touch jump at the bottom of the stairs? 

Elizabeth: Uh-

Rebekah: No touching. It’s in the camp rule book under appropriate and inappropriate public displays of 

affection, or PDA. (stepping between them) Now Matthew, you should just accept the Tony graciously, with dignity.

John: Yeah, Matt, save the stunts for the pros. (John does his celebration dance)
Matt: If that’s a pro- maybe I should switch professions. I mean, if that’s all it takes…

Dana: Aw, leave him alone. Too many bar bells have been dropped on his head for him to think straight.

(everybody laughs)
John: I’m thinking plenty straight. Straight, focused, goal-oriented… I see a trophy… I see the camp 

volleyball tournament trophy being packed in my suitcase-

Dana: Carefully wrapped in your underwear - (everyone looks at her) You know, you wrap it up in soft 

clothes, to make sure it doesn’t get all scratched up on the ride home?

(Everyone nods, uncomfortable)
Matt: (in a panic) Underwear!

Rebekah: Don’t tell me you forgot to pack any?

Matt: Huh? No, I have underwear. I think. But we’re doing this skit in front of the whole camp at the end 

of this week, and I’m suppose to wear tightie whites on my head. But I don’t own tightie whites, and I forgot to buy some!

Elizabeth: Don’t freak out. I’m sure you can borrow some from one of the guys.

Matt: Yeah, but I don’t want to wear USED underwear on my head.

John: (grins) Well, the show must go on. And if that’s what it takes to be a famous actor… I’ll be a 

professional athlete. (Does dance again).

Dana: Just think, all I have to do is stick my hand in some dead guy’s gut, pull out his intestines, and 

weigh them on the scale before returning them to their proper place. (Everyone looks at her again.) No underwear, no dancing. Just a paycheck, and cool stories to share at Thanksgiving.

Rebekah: Yeah, speaking of stories at meal time, don’t sit near Barbara. All week. 

Dana: (innocent) Me? Never! Now, just because she wears all pink and her mother meant to name her 
Barbie or Bambi but couldn’t spell, now why on earth would that give me reason to “gross her out?” (mimics Barbara’s about to barf face)
Elizabeth: Play nice, Dana. She’s a sweet girl, she could even be your friend. 

Dana: I don’t need friends who wear pink.

Elizabeth: Well, gosh, I’m hungry. When’s dinner?

Rebekah: (checking watch) In about 15 minutes. We’re having nachos and fajitas.

John: Is there a limit like last year?

Rebekah: No, it’s all you can eat.

Matt and John (high fiving) YES!

Dana: Look, here comes Paul. I guess he finally found a place to park the van.

Rebekah: All right, everyone. Grab your stuff and we’ll get checked in. (Everyone grabs stuff 

and starts to exit right) Then, wash up and be ready to eat. We’ll meet at the cafeteria in 10 minutes, okay?

Matt: (as a sailor) Aye-Aye Capt’n!

Dana: Don’t egg her on Matt.

Matt: (wide eyed and innocent) Me? Never! I just make the most of every opportunity.

Dana: Freak. (exits)

John: Did she just call you a freak? (Matt nods, proudly) Isn’t that the pot calling the kettle hot?

Matt: Aw, leave her alone. She just has a crush on the big senior man.

Elizabeth: No, Dana doesn’t get crushes. It’s too girlie for her taste.

Rebekah: And she knows the rules about PDA- so yes, Matt, leave her alone.

Matt: (the last to exit, he turns his back to the audience and crosses his fingers behind his back) Aye-Aye 

Capt’n!

End Act I.

Speaker: Feel free to point out each character’s attitude- disdain, self centered star, material gain, respect and authority, or a true seeker. It’s like the great question God asked Elijah- What are you doing here?
Act II- The Competition

(Elizabeth is waiting to meet Dana. Dana will be  heavily layered in all black and is probably reading a very thick book and carries her backpack everywhere. Elizabeth just has her sunglasses and journal.)

Elizabeth: (writing) Hey Diary. It’s the third day of camp, and I am still waiting for whatever is going to 

happen. Dana is my roommate, and we’re suppose to met here to go to the lake in a minute. I hope she’s having a good time, it’s kind of hard to tell. But, I wanted to let you know what I did so far. I helped Matt learn his lines for the play he wants to do tomorrow, the last night. I still haven’t figured out where tightie-wightes come in, though. Oh well, I’m sure with Matt, it’ll be a hit. The volleyball tournament is underway. John says his toughest competition is FBC Breckenridge. I’m sure John is already up and working out- he is so focused on that stupid dollar store trophy. Sometimes, I just don’t get him. Here comes Dana, so I’ll write more later. PS. God, could you please help John win the trophy? If he doesn’t, we’ll NEVER hear the end of it. Thanks! Elizabeth. (Dana walks in and sits)

Elizabeth: Hey Dana.
Dana: Hey, Liz. 

Elizabeth: What ya doin’?

Dana: ( casually flipping pages) Playing soccer.

Elizabeth: Ah, who’s winning?
Dana: I dunno. I can’t tell anybody apart.

Elizabeth: So, are you coming to the volleyball tournament?

Dana: Unfortunately. I’m on John’s team, and we’re heading to the finals.

Elizabeth: (checks watch) Well, shouldn’t you get changed to play?

Dana: (finally looks up) Ya know I would, but I left my short pink shorts that say CHEER across the butt 

at home, so I’m stuck with this. Besides, I just stand there, moving out of John’s when necessary. Ra-ra. Go team. (yawns) Go.
Rebekah: (enters on cell phone) Yes, Paul, I have Luke’s medical release form. You’re good to go. 

(listens) I’m sure it’s just a sprain, too, but get it checked out. (listens) It’s no problem, really. I can handle the volleyball tournament. Sure. Bye.

Elizabeth: Injury?

Rebekah: (sighs) Yep. But it’s minor. Nothing big. You guys ready to go?

Dana: Got my pom-poms right here. (picks up backpack without looking up)

Elizabeth: Yeppers.
Matt and John enter. John is using Matt to help him warm up.
Matt: (grunting) Aren’t you psyched up yet?

John: Psyched up? I’m not even done with the warm up yet. (Matt groans.) Uh, Dana, are you going to 

play with us again?
Dana: Uh-huh.

John. O-kay. Great. (John keeps warming up)
Matt: (winded) Just think, Dana. If John wins the game for you, I’ll give you (massaging her shoulders) a 

shoulder massage- to soothe your sore muscles.

Dana: (calmly, in an even voice) Touching.

Matt: (throws hands up defensively) Sorry!

Rebekah: Come on you two, you can help me set up the volleyball nets.

Dana: As long as it doesn’t involve touching.

Matt: Can I at least touch myself? (pause)

Rebekah: Matthew!

Matt: In appropriate ways!

Dana: (grabbing Matt, either hooking arms or by the ear) Come on you.

Matt: (playfully) Touching! (Dana jumps, awkward moment)

Rebekah: (throwing balls) Here you can both touch these- all the way to the lake. (Dana and Matt exit, 

bumping the balls against each other sumo style.) Well, I guess I’ll see you two down at the lake?

Elizabeth: Will do!

John: (jumping rope) I just need a quick cool down and some water. (Rebekah exits)

Elizabeth: (playing with a volleyball) So, John, is this volleyball trophy really that important to you?

John: (shrugs) Not really. I just like the competition.

Elizabeth: The winning?

John: (grins, pulls out a milk jug of water) That too.

Elizabeth: Wow, you’re pretty serious.

John: What, this? This is normal. I drink 2 of these everyday. Gotta stay hydrated. Healthy.

Elizabeth: (bumping the ball) Is your new coach making you?

John: Naw. He wants me strength and speed training like 24/7/ This (takes a gulp) helps me do that 

without getting hurt.

Elizabeth: He wants you faster and stronger? But you hold all the records in our district.

John: Yeah, but high school records are easy compared to college. (starts jumping rope, slower)
Elizabeth: You worried?

John: Do I look worried?

Elizabeth: (cocks head to side) Not worried. Sweaty.

John: (sheepishly adorable) Sorry.

Elizabeth: Oh, I don’t mind. I can’t smell you over here. Yet. (she watches as he jumps) 12, 3, 17, 49

John: AHH! Stop it!

Elizabeth: Just a little payback.

John: (wrapping up the jump rope and drinking water) For what?

Elizabeth: In 2nd grade, my best friend Mandy Shipp was trying to jump rope to 100 and YOU kept 

messing us up.

John: (grins mischievously) Oh yeah. What ever happened to Mandy?

Elizabeth: Um, we grew apart in middle school. Then she stopped coming to church. She had a baby last 

year. Graduated early.

John: Hmm. (pause) Wow, I feel really old now.

Elizabeth: Yep. We’re all grown up.

John: Not me! I always want to be a little boy and to have fun! (Peter Pan stand)
Elizabeth: (laughing) I think you’re a little late. Graduation was 2 months ago.
John: Huh, maybe I should have left for Never Never Land sooner.

Elizabeth: So, you excited to be playing for TexU? (John sits to stretch out his muscles)

John: (shrugs) I’m excited about college in general.

Elizabeth: Homework, finals, professors-

John: College girls… (grins) But, seriously, it’s the dream. Playing (sport) on a full scholarship as I get 

my education. A good chance of being drafted professionally. Can’t ask for much better than that.

Elizabeth: Guess so.

John: So, what’s your plan?

Elizabeth: I dunno. Community College- get my basics out the way. Live off my parents until I figure out 
what I want to do with my life- which translates picking a major. Eventually.

John: Well, what are you good at? Ya know, your gifts and talents?

Elizabeth: (turning to him) See, that’s the thing. I don’t know! I played tennis as a freshman. I wasn’t on 

varsity, but I could hold my own.

John: So, maybe with a little training you could be the next Venus Williams.

Elizabeth: I just don’t think I have that spark- that athletic superstar spark. Like you. (pokes)
John: (does a mini-dance while sitting) Yeah, it is pretty rare.

Elizabeth: So, how did you know that (sport) is what you were meant to be?

John: Well, I prayed, worked hard, got spotted by a scout, and now I’m off to play college ball. It’s just 

always been clear to me.

Elizabeth: And you love the game! That probably helps. I mean, you loved the game. You respected the 

sport. And your teammates and coaches. That’s what I admired about you in high school. No bad sportsmanship with you. I don’t really understand all the rules or the point of the game, but I do know that you… you played right. Fair. With honor.

John: (his head is hanging, the audience begins to suspect something is going on) Gee, thanks Elizabeth.

Elizabeth: (giggles, breaking the mood) You’re welcome, Mr. Serious. (She punches him in the arm.

John: Touching! (Dana enters)

John: Hey Dana. The nets all set? (gets up)

Dana: Yep. And Matt said he’d take my place on the team. (John quietly celebrates)
Elizabeth: You look so disappointed.

John: Oh, I- uh- I am! You were so… invaluable to the team, Dana.

Elizabeth: I was talking to Dana, silly.

Dana: (sarcastic) Oh, you have no idea. How I wish I could join in the mindless tribal traditions of 

physical superiority through competition of the conformed. Whoa-is-me.
John: Well, that’s my cue. Me man. Bounce ball. Win trophy. (laughs, taking ball from Elizabeth) I’ll talk 
to you later, Liz. (turns, turns back) And thanks, for the stuff you said. (Hand on shoulder)
Elizabeth: Touching! (smiles gently) No problem.

John: Hey, maybe you can be Dana’s lab assistant. (John exits)

Dana: What’s he talking about?

Elizabeth: Oh, what I want to be when I grow up.

Dana: And you’re thinking of Forensic Pathology? Have ya heard my stories?

Elizabeth: (laughing) Yes, I’ve heard your stories. No, they don’t gross me out.

Dana: Well, if you think you can handle it…

Elizabeth: I could totally handle it. (start squaring off fight style)

Dana: Blood and guts? (steps aggressively)

Elizabeth: Bodily fluids and maggots too. (head to head, toe to toe)

Dana:(sizing her up) You’re pretty cool.

Elizabeth: (puts sunglasses on) You’re not so bad yourself. (grins) Anti-social freak.

Dana: Girlie girl. (both laugh)
Elizabeth: Grab your pom-poms. It’s time to cheer on the guys.

Dana: (cheerleader like) Ready?

Dana and Elizabeth: OKAY! (A panicked youth runs in)

Youth: Guys, come quick! A bunch of swimmers are in trouble. It’s a huge rescue!

Dana: Cool!

Elizabeth: Anybody from our group?

Youth: Uh, they haven’t found Matt or Rebekah yet- they think some got pulled out way too far to make it 

back in. 

Elizabeth: Oh my gosh! (all run out)

END
Act III- Where would you go?
(opens with Matt and Rebekah sitting with lifeguards using oxygen. John is seated off to the side, dazed. Other rescued victims are around the stage with towels. A flashing red light is offstage to simulate a siren. They’re wrapped in towels and have wet hair. Dana, Elizabeth, and others rush in.)
Elizabeth: Oh, thank God you found them.

Dana: (wrapping arms around his neck) Matt!

Matt: (weakly) Touching!

Lifeguard: Give him some room. We’re still checking him out.

Paul: (rushing in from the opposite direction) Is everyone alright?

Lifeguard: Are you the youth minister they’ve been asking for?

Paul: Yes sir. I’m Paul Robinson.

Lifeguard: (removing gloves) Well, they’re going to be just fine. They swallowed a lot of water before 
we got to ‘em, so they might feel nauseous and even vomit some. If they develop fever, chills, become lethargic, or vomit blood, take them to the camp nurse or the  emergency room. Otherwise, plenty of rest and they should return to normal by tomorrow.

Paul: Thank you (shaking the lifeguard’s hand) Thank you so much!
Lifeguard: No problem. (gathering equipment) You guys take care. You got lucky today. It could have 

been much worse. (to Paul) I honestly don’t know how they survived or how we found them so fast. The water has been extra murky lately, and with that many swimmers caught in a lake rip tide, well, that usually means a body search. It’s so rare to have a rip tide at a lake… (voice trails off)
Paul: Wow, I don’t know what to say.

Lifeguard: Everyone just needs to be careful from now on.

Matt: (thumbs up) Yes sir.

Rebekah: Thank you again.
Lifeguard: You guys can hang out here in the guard shack while we pick up our equipment and write our 

reports. Take all the time you need. (lifeguards exit)

Paul: How you guys feeling?

Matt: (dramatically lying out on the floor) Like I got struck by lightning while lying face down in a 

puddle of muddy water after the mack truck ran me down.

Dana: (putting a cool compress on his head) Is this better?

Matt: Touching! But, yeah, thanks. (Matt takes it from her, he’s not interested in flirting right now. She is 
genuinely concerned.)

Elizabeth: How are you doing Rebekah?

Rebekah: Shaky.

Elizabeth: That’s understandable.

Rebekah: Oo, I think I’m going to be sick.

Elizabeth: Here, I’ve got you. Let’s go outside. (They rush offstage with Elizabeth practically caring 
Rebekah).

Paul: I’m going to start calling parents, let them know what happened and that everyone is okay. Do you 

know where Rebekah left the Emergency Notebook?

John: Uh, I think it’s by the nets. We set up and then decided to go for a quick swim.

Paul: (looking at John for the first time) Are you okay?

John: (nods absently) Yeah, the rip tide totally missed me. I don’t know how, though. I should have been 

swept out there with them. Instead, I just stood there and watched.
Matt: (almost with a grudge) Hey, if you hadn’t been left behind, the guards wouldn’t have known where 

to look for us. They might not have found us in time.

John: I guess so. (slightly reassured)
Paul: Okay, well I’m going to go make those calls. See you guys later. (Paul exits, so do other youth.)
John: Hey man, can I get you anything?

Matt: Naw, I’m good. I feel I could sleep forever, though.

John: We left the bunks a mess. I’ll go clear off your bed. When you’re ready, just come up to the room.

Matt: Thanks, man. (John starts to leave. Matt sits up, Indian style) Hey, John? It’s not your fault. Things 

happen.

John: Yeah, I know. But why you and not me?

Matt: (shrugs. We peak through his happy mask) Maybe it was just my time to go.

Dana: Or maybe it was just waves traveling from deep to shallow water, breaking near the shorelines. 

Some waves break strongly in one location and weakly in others, causing circulation cells- or rip currents. A narrow, fast-moving belt of water, traveling offshore is what you got caught in.

John: In other words, wrong place, wrong time.

Dana: That’s what I was saying.

John: (smiles) Just come up when you feel better. (John exits. Matt sighs deep)
Dana: Do you really think it was your time to go?

Matt: Whatever. (Elizabeth enters with Rebekah)
Elizabeth: How goes it in here?

Dana: We were just discussing the randomness of tides.

Rebekah: Huh. Hey Dana, could you bring me my notebook? I need to call everyone’s parents.

Dana: Paul’s taking care of that.

Rebekah: You’re kidding. (thinks) Well, what am I suppose to be doing?

Elizabeth: Resting. You don’t have to be in charge right now.

Rebekah: Yeah, I know. I just- I just need to be busy, or I feel a little lost.

Matt: Rebekah? Lost? No way!

Rebekah: (sticks out her tongue at him) You know what I mean.

Dana: Can I get you anything?

Matt: I’m actually kind of hungry.

Rebekah: (moans) How is that possible?

Matt: (grins) Unlike you, I digested my lunch.

Dana: I saw some saltine crackers in our room. I’ll go get them.

Elizabeth: And maybe some water, too.

Dana: No prob. Back in a flash. (Dana exits)
Elizabeth: You feeling any better, Rebekah?

Matt: Did you give the lake back all the water you took?

Rebekah: (ignores him) As a matter of fact, I am feeling much better. Than you for asking.

Matt: (returning the ignore) It must have been totally gross watching her hurl like that.

Elizabeth: Oh, I didn’t mind.

Rebekah: It really was pretty yucko. Thanks for staying with me. You’re a good friend.

Matt: And I’m not? (touches her shoulder)
Rebekah: Touching. (turns to him) You didn’t hold my hair back, find me water to rinse my mouth out 
with, or put a cool compress on the back of my neck while I puked lake water and the bacon burrito I had for breakfast.
Matt: (nodding, very serious. Then turns to Elizabeth) Yep, you’re a good friend.

Elizabeth: I would have done the same for you, Matt.

Matt: Gee, thanks, but I prefer to hurl alone.

Elizabeth: As you wish. But I’d still have been there for you. Always.

Matt: Yeah, I know.

Elizabeth: So, not to be all movie of the week, but was it totally terrifying?

Rebekah: Totally. I was convinced I was going to die. I can’t believe I panicked.

Elizabeth: Well, it’s understandable. You were drowning.

Matt: Drowning or not, I felt really…. Peaceful. Like everything was okay. (comes back) I mean, I was 

kicking and trying to stay on the surface and all, but I just wasn’t that afraid.

Elizabeth: Kind of like what Paul always says- we don’t have to be afraid of death. Jesus lives, so do we.
Dana: (enters with crackers and water) Is Matt still trying to convince y’all it was his time to go?

Matt: No, just that I had a peace about everything.

Rebekah: Elizabeth, what does Paul always say- about death?

Elizabeth: You know, we don’t have to be afraid of death if we know where we’re going. He’s always 
asking If you died today, where would you go? Heaven or hell?

Rebekah: Whoa, that’s kind of a deep question. 
Elizabeth: Yeah, it is. Makes us think about life or death stuff- and our faith. (smiles) Have you never 

heard one of his salvation invitations? (Rebekah shrugs)
Dana: She’s too busy running around helping the youth minister to actually listen to him. (laughs)
Rebekah: (laughs too) Pretty much. (sighs) Wow, heaven or hell. (quietly) I could have met my Maker 

today.
Matt: (serious) Me, too. I mean, I’m ready for heaven. No more pain, no more tears, no more goodbyes or 

hard times. (grins big) And an all you can eat buffet. 

Rebekah: (laughs) You and food.

Elizabeth: Lots of food, streets of gold, and (gently) Jesus. That’s gotta be the best part. But (smiles 

brightly) I’m glad it wasn’t either of y’all’s time yet. I want you here with me for a very long time.

Dana: Yeah, what would we do without you?

Matt: Well, for one thing, you wouldn’t laugh near as much or see as many beautiful people without me.

(Everyone laughs. Elizabeth puts her arm around Matt.)

Matt: Touching!

Elizabeth: Seriously, I’m glad you were born, that we became friends, that you’re here at camp, and for all 

you do in my life and will do for the rest of our lives. You are very special to me, and (stammers slightly, it’s not romantic) I love you. (Puts her other arm around Rebekah) Both of you. (Elizabeth jumps up, runs to Dana) And you too, Dana! (She lands in Dana’s lap and gives her a big hug.)

Dana: Ah, geez.

Rebekah: (checking watch) Well, we better get cleaned up and take a nap before the service tonight. I 

have so much to do! Tomorrow is the last night of camp, and that usually makes it special. (everyone gathers things, starts to leave.)

Elizabeth: You need any help getting upstairs?

Rebekah: No, I’m better now. But thanks. For everything.

Elizabeth: Okay. (Elizabeth gathers something, but then pulls out her journal)
Matt: (to Dana) I wouldn’t mind a body guard- I mean, escort. (Dana hooks arms, then)

Matt and Dana: TOUCHING! (They exit, Rebekah hangs back, waiting for them to go)
Rebekah: Hey Elizabeth?

Elizabeth: Oh! Rebekah, you feel sick again?

Rebekah: Huh? No, nothing like that. (sits and sighs) I guess it’s just hitting me. (looks at Elizabeth) I 

almost died today.

Elizabeth: But you didn’t, though. God has a plan for you. There’s a reason why you’re still here.

Rebekah: Oh, I know. I mean, who would help Paul if something had happened to me? (laughs)

Elizabeth: Oh, sort of. But, something way more important than paperwork. God- He tends to go with 

BIG. Important. Amazing.
Rebekah: Yes, I know. I have work still to do for His kingdom. I just… If I were to die today, where 

would I go? I didn’t think about that this morning. I mean, there we were, swimming. I was splashing Matt for getting my hair wet. I got knocked down by a wave. When I came up, I was 200 yards off shore. Today, I planned on a volleyball tournament, meal coordination, a trip to Wal-Mart, and evening service. But, it could have been my last day.

Elizabeth: It could be anyone’s last day any day of the week. But, today wasn’t your day. God has a plan 

for you, He loves you.

Rebekah: I guess you’re right. Duh! Well, I better get changed. I’ll see you later.

Elizabeth: Laters. (Rebekah exits. Elizabeth opens journal). Hey Diary, it’s me again. Well, the volleyball 
tournament has been postponed on account of Rebekah and Matt nearly drowning. Rebekah’s pretty shaken up about it, but as soon as Paul gives her a to-do list, she’ll be fine. Matt thought it was his time to go which is hard to believe since he hasn’t won his Tony Award for best actor yet. Even John forgot all about the trophy. I bet he’ll want to finish it up tomorrow- maybe he’ll dedicate the game to Rebekah and Matt. (sighs) What would it have been like if we had lost them- or John or Dana? We were all suppose to be at the lake, it could have taken any one of us. The superstar athlete, the science genius, the to be famous actor, the leader of our youth group? We could have lost any one of them, and the world would have missed out on so much. But, what if it had just been me? I’m not really great at anything- I’m not a genius or a celebrity. I’m just Elizabeth, the “sweet church girl.” Would the world have missed out on anything if I had been the one to drown? I dunno. If I were to die today, where would I go? (pause) That’s easy. The really hard question is, would I have left anything of value behind? (lights fade as Elizabeth ponders the question)
END
Act IV- Prayers at Camp
Scene opens in the last service for church camp as everyone is clapping. The worship leader is taking his/her place in front of the stage with his back to the audience. Matt and cast are exiting, wearing tightie whites on their heads. The worship leader invites everyone to sing as he/she begins Amazing Love. The entire cast faces the audience/worship leader as if in rows/pews. Everyone sings the first verse of the song. Then Elizabeth begins. The music and singing quiet. Other songs include Sanctuary, More than Enough, and Just as I Am.)
Elizabeth: Hey God, it’s me again. I’m very upset with you right now. All I asked for at this camp was to 

have a good time and get some clue as to what it is you want me to do with my life. And I got nothing! Now, it’s the last night, and I’m where I started. I know you’re big and awesome and Holy. I know you gave me “great gifts” to use for you. I know you have a plan for my life, but I just don’t see it! Everyone around me has been given a clear direction and talents that everyone sees- everyone, but me… I mean, there’s Rebekah in charge. The world wouldn’t know which way to turn if she wasn’t there to tell it. And then there’s John. He’s just always been, John. Running around the room in kindergarten when he should have been finger-painting. Bouncing in place in middle school while the teachers lectured. And now, a high school graduate with a full scholarship to TexU. John is a good guy. He’s worked hard for everything he has gotten. John will play in college and leave in four years with a degree, and probably a beautiful fiancée. If he makes it to the pros, they’ll move into a big mansion and live happily ever after. If not, he’ll work hard, probably running a sports store or coaching. For John, it’s all very easy. (Elizabeth hangs head)
John: (lifts his head up) John, it’s all very easy, Coach said. You’ll take them over the summer to get 
ready for the team. This isn’t high school anymore, he said. But, I guess You knew all that, huh? I was suppose to start this week (pulls out a brown bag, small with something inside), but how could he ask me to do that at church camp?! (pause, quieter) How could he ask me to do it at all? (sighs) Coach said all the schools do it, for their incoming freshmen. He said it’s not technically against the rules if I stop before actually starting at TexU as a student. He said it was no big deal, and that if I wanted to keep my scholarship, I better do as I am told. He doesn’t want any players who can’t follow instructions and be loyal to the team. Do what he says to keep my scholarship. (nostalgic) My dad was so proud the day I signed for TexU. I’m the first person in my family to go to college. And I’m going for free. How could I give that up? I worked hard, I deserve to play for my school. Do You really expect me to give it all up because of a few weeks of performance enhancers? I mean, they’re not really drugs, ya know. God, it’s not fair!!! (looks, sees Elizabeth with her head down) It was an easy decision before I came to camp. Just do it, get it over with, and make something of my life. That morning, I had prayed for specific direction in my life- what I should have prayed was Help me pick a major. But then out of her mouth comes words like “honor” and “I played right” and I “respected the sport.” You just had to speak through her, didn’t you! Here I am, ready to take the biggest step of my life, and she comes along and messes it all up- by making me think! (looks at brown bag. Holds it up slowly, doesn’t want others to see) God, you and I both know what’s in this bag. Not just what Coach gave me, but my scholarship, my dreams, my plans, my future. (takes a long pause) I would only be a TexU player if I kept this bag. (leaves his pew and goes to the edge of the stage. Kneels slowly) And I want to be YOUR player. (He lets the bag drop.) Whatever comes, I’m yours God. (returns to his seat. Paul slowly takes the bag and throws it away without looking inside. Paul and John just nod at each other. John looks at Elizabeth). She’ll never know, God. But thank you, for her honesty and her friendship. (John begins to worship, much more open and relaxed.)
Elizabeth: (picking her head up) Why can’t I be more like Dana, God? Weird as she trys to be, it’s really 

all just because she’s too smart for her own good. I know I’m not dumb God. I made A’s and B’s and graduated Cum Laude- with honor. Dana’s already making A’s in college courses that she doesn’t think anyone knows about. She dresses how she likes, even though a lot of people at church thought she was a goth. She believes what she wants, even though her parents don’t and most of her friends are atheists. She’s interested in science and crime solving even though most sophomores are mostly interested in driving. Look at me. I don’t have any real interests outside of my friends and family. I’m (Describe what wearing) I have my boring natural hair color, I look like everybody else at this camp. I blend right in. God, she does her own thing, she is a true individual. (Elizabeth looks up sideways)
Dana: A true individual. Mom’s always asking why can’t I be normal. Maybe I don’t like wearing tiny 
pink sweaters and khaki capris because I like the looks I get. Maybe I like getting attention for being the weird girl. (softer) It’s better than attention as the science nerd. God, between you and me, we both know I’m not that smart. Just different. Not everyone has parents whose pride and joy can be shown off to the relatives in a box while their ONLY CHILD is another room. “Oh look at this medal Dana won. Oh, this is Dana’s latest scholarship offer from MIT, it seems so far away…” I wish, just for once, they would say, “This is my daughter, Dana.” Just Dana. (sees Elizabeth) That’s why I like Elizabeth. She knows all about the school stuff, but she doesn’t care. She doesn’t even ask for tutoring. When she looks at me, she sees me. All I wanted when I came to camp was to be left alone. All I asked of you was to not see anyone fighting over who had to be my bunk mate. I didn’t want to see them fighting over who had to invite me to their table in the cafeteria. I wanted to be left alone, ignored. But, I should have known. I met Elizabeth the first day of school last year. I was a fish, trying to look older, and she was a big senior with perfect teeth. I figured she would have forgotten about me by now, or want to ignore me. It’s one thing to have a little sister as part of a program at school. It’s quite another to spend your last youth camp hanging with, well, me. But, she requested me as a roommate and ate breakfast, lunch, and dinner with me as often as she could. She even introduced me to her friends, who are now all my friends. All I wanted was for people to leave me alone this week. Instead, I have a bunch of new friends. Even Barbara and the cheerleaders aren’t so bad, pink and all. (looks at Elizabeth) God, I don’t know if she knows what she’s done for me, and I could never tell her- that’d be awkward, but thank you God for Elizabeth. For her, acceptance and her kindness. (Dana smiles and begins to worship.)
Elizabeth: (her frustration at its climax) Alright! Just forget it! I give up! I’m going to be like Matt. 

Matt’s got big plans for his big dreams. What’s my big dream suppose to be? Matt may never win that Tony or an Oscar, but he has a passion for it. I’d love to be passionate about anything… something. Geez, God, what is it you want from me?
Matt: God, what is it you want from me?! We’re born, we grow up, we die. Nothing really matters. YOU 

don’t matter. Not really. God, I was ready. I felt the wave knock me down and suck me out. It was finally going to be over. I had written my goodbye that morning. (pulls it out) Dear Paul, I’m sorry to have done this at youth camp, but I just couldn’t wait any longer. I know it may cause some problems for you at church, but just tell them it was my fault. Tell my parents I love them and thanks for trying. Tell my friends I’m glad I made them laugh a lot. I guess I’ll see you on the other side. Love always, Matt.” When the wave hit, I thought maybe you would save me the trouble and just do it for me. But then, I felt this hand grab me and pull me up. (even toned, no emotion) “You’re going to be all right. I’ve got you.” (emotion returns) “NO!” I screamed. He assumed I was panicking, but I wasn’t. (pleading) “Just let me go. Please.” But he didn’t. He fought me all the way to the shore. And now I’m here, pretending that everything is okie dokie like usually. But it’s not! (physical and emotional breaking) God, I just can’t take it anymore!!! I just want to go to heaven where there are no questions, and no pain, and no tears… God, I just want it to be over. (pleads again) Please, just let me die. Why didn’t you let me die? (emotional moment) God, I don’t want to die, I just can’t do-this. Any of this. Today, Elizabeth said we don’t have to be afraid of death because we live because Jesus lives. Well, I don’t feel very alive. I’m caught in between. Stuck. Not living, not dying. God, I want to live, and this- this existence isn’t it. (looks at note) Is this really the answer? (looks at Elizabeth) Elizabeth said she was glad I was born and that I was her friend. I remember being glad, God. I want to be glad like Elizabeth is glad. (takes out a pen and writes on outside of letter) Paul, don’t read this until later. We can meet in my room at 10, to talk. There is a lot to talk about. Thanks, Matt.” (Matt takes the letter to Paul, and hands it to him, slowly. Paul takes it gently, indicating that he is asking Matt if he is okay. Matt shrugs and returns to his seat. Paul puts letter in his pocket.) God, if Elizabeth is willing to help me and Rebekah puke, I’m sure she’ll help me through this. Thank you, for her strength and her encouragement. She doesn’t know it yet, God, but I think SHE’s the one who saved my life today. (Matt sits in his chair, and covers face as though to pray.)
Elizabeth: (deep sigh) God, I’m sorry for getting upset about all of this. I just don’t want to waste my life. 

But I know You have big plans- good, amazing plans. I shouldn’t look at my friends, I just need to look at you. See, (looks up for the first time) I don’t  know what I was meant to do, like they seem to, but I will wait and do what you show me. God, I know you got something wonderful for me. (letting it all go) And I know I may never see this great gift inside of me. And, I guess, that’s okay. All I ask, God, is that I make a difference. I don’t really need to know about it, but just… use me. Somehow, someway God. It’s all for you. It’s not about me.
Rebekah: It’s not about me. It’s never been about me. It’s always been for the new kid at school or the 

youth who needed real help-like a runaway or something. The youth ministry at church seemed the place for me. This was a place that desperately needed me and couldn’t survive without me. Until today, when everything continued on without my help. I’m sitting there, and Elizabeth asked that question. If I died today, where would I go? I never thought about it. This church stuff was just something else to do- something that helps people. But today is different. Today, it was about me. Then, it was over and I was okay. Elizabeth said it was because You have a plan for me, that You love me. I know that. I grew up in church. But when Elizabeth said it, it was like I heard it inside for the first time. Her heart and her faith- I could see it in her eyes. She was speaking absolute truth to me. If Elizabeth had died, I know exactly where she would have gone. But it wasn’t her this time, it was me. And I’m… I’m not sure. Elizabeth’s got something inside her. I mean, we’ve all got some talents to do stuff, but she is different. I’m just a bossy busy body with a napt for organization. But, I want in me what Elizabeth has in her. (long pause) Uh, God, I’m not stupid. What she has inside her, what makes her so… ya know, I know what it is. Or, at least where she got it. It’s you. I want you inside of me, too. So, here I go. (steps out into aisle)  I’ve seen it done a million times growing up. Now, it’s my turn. (takes a few steps, stops and turns) Um, thanks, for Elizabeth’s faith. Make it mine now. Uh, Amen. (Rebekah walks down to Paul. They talk briefly, and then bow to pray. Someone hands out candles, Elizabeth first.)
Elizabeth: God, I know we’re about to take the Lord’s Supper and light a candle, and then camp is pretty 

much over. Thank you for the peace I have. And the plan you have for me, whatever it is. So, here I am God, holding this cheap candle like it was my own cross on the last night of my last camp. (her candle is lit first) I’m here to be a light for you, Jesus. I’m yours. Your child. Your disciple. Yours. (passing the light on) You are God. You are Holy, Awesome, All knowing, all powerful. You are MY God. Help me to use the gift within. Amen.

END

Speaker note: You may want to point out the difference between talents and the true treasure of the Holy Spirit. Also, John and Matt are left with life unresolved- no real happy ending. John will probably work through college and Matt will spend the rest of the summer and the first part of his senior year in deep counseling. No quick fixes, but a start because of Who God is in their lives now.

Elizabeth: Tristin Bunting
Matt: TBA
John: TBA
Rebekah: Carly Laywell

Dana: Marissa Wilson 
Director and Workshop Leader (and understudy): Laura Watson

All other roles will be filled by campers from the theatre workshops.
