Copyright 2014 by Dena Dyer

www.denadyer.com

Ignoring Jesus
Cast: Two women
Scene: A normal living room
Dena: (on the phone, in a chair with her leg propped up on another chair; laptop on her lap. Crutches
are propped nearby.) I’m not sure what happened. There was a Lego on the floor, and some water, and
the combination was lethal. It’s not a break, just a really bad sprain. The doctor says to stay off it for a
few days, at least. (pause) Yes, he’s gone on a business trip. But my BFF flew in to help me. Hey, speak of
the angel…she’s here. Gotta go! Thanks for checking on me. See you!
Tina: (walks in the room) Okay, your youngest is almost asleep. He had three stories, a backrub, milk,
and a snack. He’s so cute!
Dena: I know. It makes it hard to say no, hence the lengthy bedtime ritual.
Knocking sound.
Dena: Did you hear that?
Tina: I did. Sounds like someone’s at the door.
Dena: Probably wanting to sell me something. Let’s just ignore it.
Tina: (unsure) Okay…
Dena: (checks phone) I just got a text from the hubby. Hold on a sec…(she types) He is missing me but
exhausted. Will call tomorrow. I’m going to refrain from making a snide remark about the busted
doorbell, which he promised to fix weeks ago.
Tina: Uh-oh. I just heard something upstairs. Better go check.
Dena: Okay. (looks at computer on her lap) I’m just going to look at Facebook. They block it at work. Can
you believe that?!
Another knock is heard.
Tina (calls offstage): Are you sure you don’t want me to get that?
Dena: I’m sure. It’s late; who could it be, anyway? Yay, Baylor won! Sic ‘em, Bears!
Tina comes back in.
Tina: Okay, your youngest is fine but your oldest wants an assist with his Pre-Calculus. And I was a music
major. Enough said!
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Loud knocking.
Tina: That sounds urgent.
Dena: Maybe we should get it. Tell the sophomore I can do it if he will come down here. Oh, crud. I
forgot to message Dawn back.
Tina: Dawn?
Dena: Our preschool minister. She’s asking me for confirmation that I will help out next week. (groans) I
can usually avoid nursery duty by running the opposite way when I see her, but as you see, I was at a
disadvantage last Sunday.
Tina: Sounds like you took too much on, especially with your injury.
Dena: YOU sound like my mother. (smiling)
Tina: I’ve known you almost as long as she has. I’m just looking out for you.
Knocking gets even louder.
Tina: Okay, I’m getting the door, with or without your permission.
(goes offstage)
Dena: Who is it?
Tina comes back on holding a letter.
Tina: I don’t know. But they left this. (hands it to Dena)
Dena: I hope it’s not a bill! (she opens the letter and begins to read out loud) If you would have opened
the door, I was ready to help you with all you’re dealing with. I hope to see you soon, because I miss
you. My shoulders are large, where yours are small. Don’t forget that!
Tina: That’s nice. It wasn’t a salesman, after all! Who’s it from?
Dena: Jesus.

