The Good Shepherd
73s

Characters (in order of appearance)

· Narrator

· Thief

· Flock of sheep including Sidney

· Shepherd

· Wolf

· Shepherd’s assistant

Appropriate action to be mimed throughout

Flock of sheep in fold on stage

Narrator
All was quiet in the sheepfold as the sheep huddled close together for warmth and settled down for the night.  The gathering clouds blotted out the light from the moon and stars.  The sudden blackness made little Sidney snuggle even closer to the grown-up sheep.  It was sometimes quite creepy out there in the open at night-time.  There were eerie, unexplained noises in the countryside and the darkness played strange tricks on your eyes.  Sidney thought he could hear something moving out there now.  Something moving behind those bushes.

(Enter Thief to ‘Pink Panther’ music.  He creeps stealthily closer and closer to the sheepfold, music fades)

Thief
Now’s my chance.  Here, sheep, this way, come on. 

(The sheep all wake at once)
Sheep
Who was that calling?  Surely not the shepherd at this time of night?

(Sidney and one or two of the older sheep start to shuffle towards the friendly-sounding voice)
Thief
Come on, you lovely sheep.  That’s right.  Nice fresh grass for you.  And there’s plenty more where this comes from.  (Aside)  And there’s plenty of money at market for me if I get my hands on you!

Narrator
Just in time, Sidney and the other sheep sensed danger.

Sidney
That voice.  It just doesn’t sound right.

(They stop dead still and listen again)

Thief
Come on now, my beauties.  Come with me.

Sidney
No!  That’s not the shepherd!

(The whole flock crowd to the back of the sheepfold, bleating furiously)
Narrator
The thief could stand the noise no longer, and ran away to get some aspirins for his terrible headache.

(Exit Thief, bleating fades)
Narrator
All was quiet now.  The first golden rays of the morning sun were beginning to force their way through the grey clouds on the eastern horizon.

(Enter Shepherd)
Shepherd
Sidney, Daisy, Woolly, Flossy  …  come on you lot, time to wake up!  

Narrator
This time there was no mistaking the reassuring tones of the shepherd’s voice.  The sheep woke at once.

Shepherd
Come on, my little ones.  Follow me now.  We’re off to find some green pastures.  And if you’re good, maybe even some quiet waters!

(Sheep follow shepherd around the hall, to suitable music.  Eventually all but Sidney return to the fold.  Sidney stays somewhere out in the body of the hall.  Fade music)

Narrator
Later that day, well fed and well watered, the tired sheep stumbled wearily back into the welcoming security of the sheepfold.

Shepherd
Ninety-five, ninety-six, ninety-seven, ninety-eight, ninety-nine  …  ninety-nine!  Wait a minute, there should be a hundred!
(He counts again)  One, two three  …  97, 98, 99!  Oh dear!  Who’s missing?  Woolly?

(Woolly replies with a bleat)

Flossy?  (Bleat)
Daisy?  (Bleat)
Sidney?  (Silence)
Sidney!  That silly lamb!  Trust him to get lost!

Narrator
Out in the wild countryside, Sidney was beginning to get nervous.  It was getting dark.

Sidney
Where is everyone?  One minute they were all here and the next moment I’m all alone!  (He bleats loudly)  Where is everyone!

Narrator
The shepherd looked at the ninety-nine sheep safely snuggled in the sheepfold.  He was weary himself after a hard day’s work.

Shepherd
Ninety-nine safe, one lost.  Oh well, there’s nothing for it.  The lost one will have to be found.

(Shepherd sets off to look for lost sheep)

Narrator
Sidney was scared out of his wits. It was night now.

Sidney
I just know that there are wolves around!  I’d better keep quiet.
(Bleating becomes fainter and fainter)
I can hear someone coming!  Oh please let it be help.

(The sound of someone crashing through the undergrowth)
Shepherd
Sidney!  Sidney!

Narrator
Soon shepherd and sheep were reunited with mutual relief.  The muscular arms of the good shepherd embraced the little animal and hoisted him onto his strong shoulders to carry him back to the sheepfold.

(Shepherd attempts to do this, but can’t manage it.)
Narrator
I said, the muscular arms of the good shepherd embraced the little animal and hoisted him onto his strong shoulders to carry him back to the sheepfold.

(Shepherd still can’t do this.  Narrator takes out pencil and edits script)

Narrator
All right then, how about:  the good shepherd set out back to the sheepfold with the little animal following close behind?  OK?

(Shepherd and Sidney agree to this.  They return quickly to the stage)

Narrator
Right.  On with the story  …
Now all one hundred sheep were safely back in the fold.  It had been an anxious day.  First the thief, then the lost sheep.  They were relieved to see that the shepherd had sensed their worry.

Shepherd
I think tonight I’ll be a gate for the sheepfold.

Narrator
That way he could be sure there would be no coming or going without his knowing.
All was quiet again as the flock settled down for the night, secure in the knowledge that no harm could come to them now.  They slept deeply, completely unaware of the drama soon to be enacted right under their noses.

(Enter Wolf to music, possibly wolf motif from ‘Peter and the wolf’)

Wolf
I’m hungry!  I haven’t had a decent meal in days.  What’s that?  Can I smell sheep?  The hair on the back of my neck is rising.  This should be very tasty!

(He emits a low growl.  Fade music.  Enter Assistant, who acts appropriately)

Narrator
The shepherd’s hired assistant was out patrolling the surrounding area.  Suddenly, he spotted the wolf lurking close to the sheepfold.

(Wolf lets rip a blood-curdling howl and turns towards the terrified assistant, who gives an ear-splitting scream and runs for his life!)

Narrator
At once the shepherd leapt to his feet and sprang into action.  He grabbed his staff and launched a furious attack on the advancing wolf.
(Appropriate music)
A vicious battle ensued, until finally the evil beast took a fatal blow on its skull.
(Music stops.  Wolf overacts dying, while the Narrator waits for him to drop to the following words)
…  and fell  …  to the ground  …  in a crumpled heap  …  and fell to the ground
(Narrator checks watch)
…  in a crumpled heap  …  oh come on, get on with it!
(Wolf finally falls, but continues writhing)
…  dead!
(Wolf finally dies)
(Shepherd dusts himself down and examines his wounds)

Narrator
The sharp teeth of the enraged beast had taken their toll on his body.  His damaged leg would take some weeks to heal.

Shepherd
But it doesn’t matter.  I must watch over my trusting sheep.

Narrator
The shepherd settled his aching and battered body back into position as gate to the sheepfold.  The sheep slept on unawares.  They were safe, all one hundred of them, and to the good shepherd that was all that really mattered!

THE END

