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Three sketches with a song to pull them together

1. Lost Sheep

Characters (in order of appearance)

· Joe

· Dilys

· Sheep

· Shawnie

(Countryside backcloth.  Joe strides on stage, shouting)

Joe
Dilys!  Dilys!  Where are you, woman?  Dil, I need some help!

(Dilys enters, hair in rollers, covered up in scarf)

Dilys
Coming!  What’s the matter now?

Joe
There’s a sheep missing and the dog’s down the vet.  I’m worried sick.  I can’t afford to lose a single animal right now.

Dilys
Don’t be so dozy, Joe.  If the dog’s down the vet, how do you know there’s one gone?  You can’t count them on your own.

Joe
Well, I have, and there’s one gone.  I should know which one, but I can’t think.  If you don’t believe me, count them yourself.  You can count, I suppose?  (Sarcastically)
Dilys
(Crossly)  As well as you, that’s for sure.

Joe
OK – they’re coming through the yard, one at a time.

Dilys
Right!

(Enter sheep, two at a time  …  when a few on stage, some go round the back and come back on and so on)

Joe
Last one  …

Dilys
Ninety-nine!  You were right, Joe.

Joe
I’m off.  I’ve remembered which one’s missing – it’s Shawnie – she’s the youngest in the flock and she must still be up on the hills.

Dilys
Take care, Joe.  There’s a storm coming up the valley.

(Storm)
(It’s dark now and Joe is clearly tired)
Joe
Shawnie!  Shawnie!  Here, come to me!  Where has she got to?  I’ve been out for hours and there’s no sign of her.
Shawnie, can you hear me?

Shawnie
Baaaaaaaa!

Joe
I’ve found you!  Oh, Shawnie, you silly animal – you’ve gone and got your leg caught.  Come here, let me sort you out.  What a state!  There – you lost your Mum, didn’t you?  Up you come!  Home to some hot milk for you, my girl!

Dilys!
Dil, I’ve got her, I’ve got her!

Shawnie
Baaaaaaaa!

Dilys
Shawnie!  Thank goodness he’s found you. That’s wonderful, Joe.  Come on, little lamb – I’ve got a nice bottle of warm milk ready for you.  I’m so relieved, Joe.

Joe
I’m going to fetch the neighbours in. This calls for a celebration.

Shawnie
Baaaaaaaa!

Joe
(Puts his arm around Dilys and gives her a big hug.  She simpers and looks pleased)  I’ve found my lost sheep.  I feel as though all my birthdays and Christmasses have come at once!  Where’s that ‘phone?  I’m going to get some of the lads round right away.  (Speaks into ‘phone)
Dilys
(Pulls scarf off and takes rollers out.  Goes to each side of the stage and shouts)  Jan!  Betty!  We’ve found the sheep!  Come for a party!

I’ll get the party poppers out.  I really thought we’d lost little Shawnie.  This is great news.

(Sheep peer in, heads on one side)
Dilys
Hey, what are you lot doing?  Oh look, Joe, they want to join in!

Joe
Let them come  …  let’s all celebrate!

(Sheep and people Line Dance.  Let off party poppers)

THE END

2. Lost Coin

Characters (in order of appearance)

· Mum

· Rob

· Becky

· Mark

· Baby sheep

(Blue backcloth.  Props for bedroom.  Table centre stage.  Mum standing at table holding handbag)

Mum
Right!  Time to book our holiday.  It’s three years since we’ve had a proper holiday, and this year is going to be special.  We’re booking for Disneyland in Paris and I can’t wait. I’m sure I need the holiday more than anyone else.
(Looking in handbag)  Now, where did I put the cash for the deposit?  Oh, here it is.  £500 in fifty-pound notes.  (Counts)  50, 100, 150, 200, 250, 300, 350, 400, 450  …  funny, there should be another one.  Ten fifty-pound notes  …  1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9  …  there’s one missing.  Where’ve I put it?

(She has a quick look in her handbag and then looks under cushions, in teapot, etc)

Mum
It’s those kids again!  Rob!  Mark!  Becky!  (Kids enter)  Who’s taken a £50 note from my bag?  That’s the deposit for our holiday in Disneyland.

Rob
Not me, Mum!

Becky
Wasn’t me.

Mark
Didn’t touch it, honest.

Mum
Right!  (Getting worked up)  That’s it  …  I’m going through your rooms.

Becky
Oh Mum, that’s not fair!

Mum
Don’t be cheeky.  I’ll start with yours.  I can’t afford to lose £50.  You kids think it just comes out of the air!

(Baby sheep come onstage and are chased off by Mum as she stomps upstairs)

Mum
It’s un-be-liev-able!  How can you live in such pigsties!  Open your curtains and get the lights off for a start.  Dirty underwear in the laundry basket.  You can each do your own.  Mark, you pick up all the books and magazines.  Becky – put that makeup away, and hang up your clothes – the place is like a jumble sale.  Rob, sort out those CDs and put those revolting mugs and dishes downstairs.

Becky
There’s no point putting it away, Mum.  I’ll only need to get it out again.

Mark
My back hurts.  It’ll only get worse bending down, and I’m tired.  I’ve got a post-viral syndrome, Mum.

Rob
Mum, they’ve only been there a week or two.  Don’t fuss.

Mum
Don’t fuss!!  The place is practically crawling, it’s so filthy!  Anyway, don’t you lot understand?  No fifty-pound note – no holiday!

Rob
Okay, okay.  Chill, Mum.  Chill!

Mum
I’ll give you ‘chill’.  Start looking!

(Baby sheep come onstage and are chased off by Mum.  She goes out.  3 kids search, but not very seriously)
Becky
Better do something, I suppose, or she’ll nag all day.

Rob
What’s this?  It’s all green and furry.

Mark
Sausage roll.

Becky
I’ve found my purple glitter nail varnish.  And here’s Mum’s mascara she was looking for.

Rob
Dad’s Swiss Army knife!  He’ll go ballistic.

Becky
I’m fed up with this.

(Mum storms back in)

Mum
Right.  No luck yet?  Well, keep at it.  I’m warning you now – no-one’s allowed on the television, computer, mobile phone, playstation, telephone or internet until it’s found!

All three
MUM!

Mum
I mean it.  And here’s a torch for under the beds.

(She plonks down a torch and leaves.  All three start looking properly.  Room rapidly clears up)

Mark
No sign of it.  What a waste of time.

Becky
Well, what’s she done with it then?  I want to ring my friends.

Rob
We’re waiting to finish our game on the playstation.

Mark
So where’s she put it then?  Probably somewhere really obvious.

Becky
Probably in the place it should be – her handbag.  Let’s see.  Mum!  Mum!

Mum
(Comes in holding her handbag)  What’s the matter?  Oh dear, you still haven’t found it, have you?

Rob
We were wondering if it might be in your handbag, Mum.  You know how you’re always losing the car keys and that’s where you’ve usually put them.

Mum
I suppose so.  Oh, what am I going to do?  I can’t have just lost fifty pounds.  (Looks miserable)
Becky
Give me your bag, Mum and let me see.  (Tips it up)  What a mess!  Really, Mum, I do think you should tidy your bag more often!

Mark
No using the ‘phone till you do!

Becky
I can’t believe how disgusting this is – there’s loads of Kit-Kats, all crumbled up in the fluff at the bottom!  And how many old shopping lists and receipts do you really need, Mum?

Rob
You know what they say, Mum, your handbag reflects your personality!

Mum
Oh, don’t.  (Looks ashamed)
(They all poke through the contents of the bag.  Baby sheep come on again and are chased off by Becky)

Mark
Hey, there’s my gel pen.  I spent ages looking for that!

Rob
You mean the one you accused me of pinching.

Becky
What’s this, all scrumpled up with the tissues?

Rob
That’s it!  You’ve got it!  Come on, Mark – back to the playstation.

(Rob and Mark rush out)
Mum
(Crying)  Oh, that’s wonderful.  Oh, Becky, we can go on holiday after all.  (Hugs her)  What would I do without you all?

Becky
Now calm down, Mum.  There you are – we’ll let you ring all your friends now to tell them the good news!  Once you’ve cleaned your handbag, that is!

Mum
(Rushes to each side of the stage to shout to her friends)  Cathy!  Sue!  I’ve found the fifty-pound note I’d lost!  Come and have a coffee.  I’m so happy!  Becky, get the chocolate biscuits out.

(Boys stick their heads back in)

Rob
Choccy biscuits, did we hear?

Mum
Might have known you’d turn up.  Come on, help yourselves – there’s another packet hidden under the pasta, Becky.  I’m so glad we’ve found that money!

Becky
It’s great, Mum, really great.

(Everyone comes in with mugs and chocolate biscuits.  One or two sheep creep in and try to line dance at the side before they’re spotted and chased out again)
THE END
SONG – all cast

Sung to the chorus of Praise the Lord, no 28

Rejoice, the shepherd’s found his sheep
Be glad with the angels
Rejoice, the Father cares for us
Each one, each single one.

Rejoice over one lost soul
Be glad when he turns to God
Rejoice when he knows his need
Of Christ, of Christ the Lord

Repeat with 1st line:  Rejoice, the lost is found at last

Repeat with 1st line:  Rejoice, the son has come back home

Rejoice!

3. Lost Son

Characters (in order of appearance)

· Sam

· Ben

· Max

· Vicky

· Steve

· Zoe

· Mel

· Kylie

· Bouncers

· Barman

· Sophy

· Kevin

· Father

· Matt

Scene 1

(Countryside backcloth.  Sam is packing.  Some clothes on table.  Wad of banknotes at his side)

Sam
This is it.  I’ve told Dad.  I’ve had it up to here, living on a farm.  No fun, no money, no freedom.  I said to Dad, “Give me my share of what the farm’s worth – I’ve got to get out of here”.  And to be fair, he’s come up with the cash all right.  (Waving notes in air)
In the end, you’ve got to think of number one.  It’s alright for Dad to make all these plans for me, but it’s not what I want.  Just because he’s worked this farm all his life, doesn’t mean I’ve got to.  I don’t want to go to Agricultural College and then spend the rest of my life with Foot and Mouth Disease and Scrapies.  It might suit my goody-goody brother Ben, but no way for me.  There’s no money in it, no girls and no fun.

(Sam puts in the cash and zips up his bag.  Elder brother, Ben, comes in)

Ben
You’re off, Sam, are you?  Leaving all the work to me and taking the money.  Typical!

Sam
Yes, Ben, too right I am.  If you had any brains you’d do the same thing.  Anyway, it’s my fair share of the property and if I want to spend it and get a life, that’s up to me.  If I want to buy a mobile ‘phone and fry my brains, then that’s my decision.  Right, I’m getting out of here.

Ben
Where are you going?

Sam
The big city, that’s where.  London.  You know, wine, women and song.  Ta-raaaa!

Ben
Go then.  We’re better off without you, Sam.

(Each leaves the stage in different directions)

Scene 2
(Blue backcloth.  Sam’s expensive hotel room.  Sam comes on stage carrying box of wine/beer.  He is wearing the same clothes, but has coloured and gelled his hair)
Sam
This is a great life.  Best hotel in town and really cool friends.

(Enter Max and Vicky, holding bottles)

Max
Hi Sam, great room you’ve got here.  Party here tonight, yeah?

Sam
Hi.  Come right in.  Yeah, the crowd is turning up any minute.

(Steve, Zoe, Mel and Kylie enter, drinking and smoking)

Vicky
This is just so cool, Sam.  I like a guy who’s got money.

Zoe
Great wine, too.  And I like your hair, Sam.  We’ve just got to find you some trendy clothes now.  You know, some cool designer labels.

Sam
You just tell me where to go.

Steve
Try that new place on the King’s Road.  They’ll fix you up.  In fact, I’ll come with you.

Mel
Oh Sam darling, could you lend me some cash?  I’ve just got to have something new for your party tomorrow at the nightclub.

Sam
Sure – a tenner be okay?

Mel
You’ve got to be joking, Sammy.  I can’t get a dress for that!

Sam
(Drinking heavily and passing over wallet)  Here Mel.  I trust you – take you what you need.  A little present for me.

Mel
Cool!  This’ll just about cover it.  (Takes a bundle of ten-pound notes)  OK, you guys, I’m just popping out for some serious late-night shopping.

Zoe
Oh, me too, Sam – be fair.  You want us to look nice, don’t you?  (Helps herself to some money)  Where shall we go, Mel?

Mel
I’ve seen a really cool pair of leather trousers at River Island.

Zoe
They’ve got great sequin dresses there, too!  Come on, let’s go!

(They go out quickly, handing wallet back to Sam on the way)

Sam
Hey, where’s my money all gone?  Oh well, there’s plenty more where that came from.  Drink up lads.  Have a good time.  And you’re all invited to the Zanzibar tomorrow night.  I’ve taken it for the night – drinks on me.

Steve
Cool.

Max
Yeah, wicked.

Scene 3
(Blue backcloth.  Zanzibar Nightclub.  Sam wearing designer clothes and flashy jewellery.  Bouncers at door.  Bar and barman on one side of stage.  Friends chatting and drinking)
Sam
This is just great.  It’s what I’ve always wanted.  I just had to throw a really special party for all my mates who’ve helped me settle in London.

Max
Thanks!  Hey, here’s Sophy and Kevin.

(Sophy and Kevin come in, dressed in Gothic)

Sam
Friends of yours????

Max
Oh well, don’t mind them, they’re okay.

Sam
Suppose so.  I’m not too sure though.

Sophy
Hi!  Great party.  Yeah, two shots of Smirnoff for me.

Kevin
Yeah, and me.  Two shots of Pernod – with ice.

Kylie
You’ve only been here a couple of months and you’re the most popular guy in town.  I wish I had your style.

Vicky
I wish I had your money!

Mel
You’re just so cool, Sam.  Where did you get all this lovely money from, then?  Rob a bank?

(Everyone except Sam laughs)

Sam
No, my dad gave it to me.  I left home.

Sophy
Left home!  You crazy or something?

Mel
You’re brave, Sammy darling, that’s what.

Kevin
I’m not leaving till my parents THROW me out!  I know when I’m on to a good thing.

(Everyone laughs again.  Sam looks unhappy.  Dancing and partying continues.  Bouncers check through coats – find Sam’s and take a wad of money out.  They flick through the notes and look pleased.  Give thumbs up sign to each other, split the notes and pocket them)
Sam
(Goes to bar)  Another round of drinks please.  (Hands money over)
Barman
Ta, guv.

(Pours drinks and hands to Sam.  He then turns away)

Sam
Where’s my change then?  I gave you a twenty-pound note.  

Barman
You was mistook, guv.  It was a tenner.  Right!  (Sounding aggressive)
(Sam looks worried and goes to check his coat.  Realises there’s nothing in the pockets)

Bouncer 1
Boss wants your payment for hirin’ the club, mister.  (Presents visa chit on pad and offers pen for signature)
Sam
How much!  You’ve got to be joking!  This is three times what we agreed.

Bouncer 1
Must have been mistook, guv.  That’s what we agreed.  You gotta pay up, mister.

Bouncer 2
Yeah, pay up!

Sam
Oh well  … (Signs Visa chit and turns back to friends)
(Bouncers go offstage and then return, both looking tough)

Bouncer 1
Yer plastic declined, mister.

Bouncer 2
Yeah, declined.

Sam
What d’you mean?  There’s plenty in the bank.  You’ve made a mistake.

Bouncer 1
No mistake, mister.  You pay up or  …  you’re out.  (Indicates out with his thumb)
Sam
Vicky, Kevin  …  help me out, will you?  Just a couple of hundred till I can sort this out with my bank manager?

Vicky
Real sorry, mate.  Can’t help.

Kevin
No can do.

(Others shrug and look the other way.  Then, as the bouncers close in on Sam, friends slowly move offstage, leaving Mel standing by bar.  Bouncers take Sam’s tie, jacket and jewellery and throw Sam onto street.  Lights dim)

Sam
It’s all gone!  I can’t believe it.  Thousands, gone in three months.

Mel
(Leaving nightclub and walking past Sam)  Bad luck, Sam.  You’ve either got it or you haven’t!  (Giggles and walks off)
Sam
What am I going to do?  How can I live?  What a fool I’ve been.

(Lad walks by shouting ‘Big Issue, Big Issue’.  Looks at Sam and shakes his head.  Sam walks slowly offstage)

Scene 4


(Blue backcloth.  Stage hands take down Zanzibar Nightclub sign.  Sam dressed in rags, sits centre stage on floor with blanket and cap with a few coins.  Enter Max, strolling across the stage)
Sam
Spare some change?  Spare some change, sir?  Just for a sandwich.

Max
Can’t stop.  In a hurry.

(Max hurries offstage.  Sam drops his head down.  Enter Zoe and Vicky, again walking across stage)

Sam
Got any change, miss?

Zoe
Oh, hi!  Look, Vicky, it’s Sam!  Been to any good parties lately, Sam?  (Both girls giggle)
Vicky
Like your clothes, Sam!  Where d’you go to get them?  Must be somewhere really different!

(They walk off, laughing)


Sam
So much for my so-called friends.  Even when I’m starving they won’t help me.  I’ve been so stupid.  Well, face it, Sam, it’s much worse that that  …  I wish I could see Dad again  …  hang on, what am I doing here?  I’ve been on the streets for weeks now.  Even the farmhands on Dad’s farm get a better deal than this.  I must have been out of my mind  …  I don’t need to stay here.  If Dad will have me, I’ll go back home and ask him to take me on as a labourer.  I’ll tell him the truth, “Dad, I’ve sinned against God and let you down too.  I’m not fit to be called your son”.  And then I’ll ask him to take me on as one of the farm labourers.  Funny, the farm doesn’t seem such a bad place after all, now.  At least I’d have a roof over my head and good food to eat  …  and someone who cares.

(Sam gets up, gathers his belongings and walks slowly to front of stage.  Stops)

Sam
How am I going to tell him all about this?  I’ve let him down so badly and been so selfish.  How can I face him?  But I must do it.  I have to go back and ask for his forgiveness.

(Sam slowly walks down the aisle to the back of the hall)

Scene 5


(Countryside backcloth.  Father moves to centre stage looking out to the back of the hall.  Sam starts to move back down the aisle.  Father shows that he thinks that he can see him in the distance and shades his eyes to make sure.  Then, slowly, he runs to meet him with his arms stretched out.  Sam also runs, so that they meet at the front of the stage)
Father
Sam!  You’re back!

Sam
Dad, oh Dad, I have sinned against God and against you.  I am no longer fit to be called your son.  Please, take me on  …

Father
(Interrupting)  Hush, Sam.  Not another word.  Whatever’s happened, it’s over now.  (They move onto the stage)  Hey there, Matt!

Matt
Yes, sir?

Father
Find Sam’s best clothes and help get him ready for a celebration this evening.  This is wonderful!  I thought my son must be dead and here he is alive again.  Matt, can I leave it to you to make the arrangements?

Matt
Of course, sir.  Just leave it to me.  I’ll ring to invite all the family friends, too.

Father
I want everyone to share in the celebrations and in our happiness.  Now come on in to the house with me, Sam, and rest before the party.

(Father and Sam walk offstage together, Father with arm round Sam’s shoulders.  Matt makes some phone calls and the party music starts to sound.  Ben comes onstage and looks around him, listening to the music)

Ben
Here, Matt, what’s going on?  Why the music and all the cars out there?  What’s all the dancing in the barn for?

Matt
Well sir, your brother has come home and your father has thrown a party to welcome him back.  He’s so pleased that your brother is safe and sound.  It seems that Sam ran through all his money and ended up on the streets, poor lad.  Why don’t you go and join the celebrations?  We’ve got the best caterers in and there’s a great buffet.

Ben
I just don’t believe this!  Sam’s just a waster and my father’s rewarding him!  No way am I going in there.  I don’t want him back.  He’s no good and that’s the end of it.  He just wants to sponge off us all.

Matt
It’s a pity if that’s how you feel, sir.  I’m sure your brother is really sorry for what he’s done.

(Matt goes offstage, shaking his head. Father comes in)

Father
Oh good, you’re back, Ben.  I expect Matt has told you our wonderful news.  But what’s the matter?  Aren’t you coming to join us?

Ben
No. I am not!  This precious son of yours is a waster and you know it.  You’re too soft on him.

Father
Ben, he nearly starved to death on the streets.

Ben
Well, serve him right!  What’s he done to deserve all this money being spent on him?  Why haven’t you ever given me and my friends a do like this?  It’s all so unfair.  You’ve never thrown a party for me so that I could have a good time, have you?  It’s just favouritism, that’s what.

Father
Ben, you’ve got it all wrong.

Ben
Wrong! Yes, I reckon I have got it wrong.  I’m the mug who’s worked like a slave all these years.  I’m the one who’s always carried out your orders to the letter, never answering back or going missing when there was heavy work to be done, like Sam used to do.  And now he turns up after spending all your hard-earned money in London on booze and women, just to see what else he can get out of you.  And what do you do?  Kill the fatted calf and make as much fuss as if he’d made a fortune, not lost it!  What’s got into you, Dad?

Father
I care about him, Ben.  Try to understand.  You are always with me and everything I have is yours.  (Puts hand on Ben’s shoulder)  Nothing can change that.  But Sam’s learnt his lesson the hard way, friendless and homeless, and now he is really sorry and has changed his ways.  Please don’t resent his return and my happiness.  How could we not celebrate this happy day?  Your brother, this is your brother we’re talking about, Ben, was dead and is alive again.

(Ben scowls, pushes off his father’s hand and strides angrily offstage.  Sam enters on opposite side)

Father
He was lost  …  (Father looks sorrowfully after Ben, then turns to half-face audience and half-face Sam)  …  and now he’s found.

(Father and Sam hug each other and then turn happily as cast and sheep enter, dancing)

(Reprise of song or different suitable song)

THE END

