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The First Annual First Church Road Rally
by Elaine and Dale Haas

premiered 7/13/2003
Horizon Community Church

Elmhurst, IL


Theme:
Slow Down



Characters:
Vicky – 20’s; very hip


Sarah – 20’s; more normal

Props:
setting is a car, so anything from two chairs to a full mock-up will work, depending on pantomime skill of actors; watch for Vicky; purse with cell phone inside

Lighting:
nothing special


Sound:
sound effects of car horns and other traffic ambience is optional
________________________________________________________________________



Scene begins with Vicky in the driver’s seat, looking at her watch.

Vicky: 
Sarah, hurry up, we’re going to be late! (Mumbling, looking at watch again, then louder) SARAH! Just because you were late coming out of the womb doesn’t give you the right to be late now! Let’s go!

Sarah:
(entering casually and getting in the car) Why are you in such a hurry?

Vicky:
(quickly starting the car and backing out*, sarcastically) Oh, I don’t know, maybe because it’s twenty minutes to ten and church starts at ten.
* - add whatever “moving car” pantomime you feel necessary to add comedy


Sarah:
Yeah, but we’re only ten minutes from church.

Vicky:
Yeah, well, I don’t like being late. Besides, I hate walking past Susan Peterson. She always asks me if I can do nursery. I hate that.

Sarah:
What’s wrong with that?

Vicky:
She thinks that just because I’m not married I would somehow be good with all those rugrats. All that slobber and diaper-changing is more your speed.

Sarah:
Well, maybe you could help out just once. They are kind of short on help over the summer.

Vicky:
Excuse me? With this hair and these clothes. . .I am SO not the old maid, thank you. (She sees a car slowing in front of her.) Would you look at this guy? (She beeps her horn.)  Get out of the way.

Sarah:
Vicky, he’s got to be doing 70. How much faster do you want him to go?

Vicky: 
Well, he’s in my way and we’re in a hurry. He’s probably not even going to church. 

Sarah:
How can you tell that? From the fine print on his license plate? You’re close enough to read it.


Vicky swerves the car left to pass. Sarah screeches in fear.


Vicky:
Because he would have been able to see in his rearview mirror that we are dressed up and have somewhere to go. (glancing at Sarah) Well, at least ONE of us is.

Sarah:
(still looking over her shoulder and afraid) And how was he supposed to glean all that from just looking in his mirror? (She turns back around and says under her breath) No wonder you can’t keep a boyfriend.

Vicky:
What did you say?

Sarah:
Nothing. (Shock) Oh my gosh!


Vicky:
What is it?

Sarah:
I forgot that stuff for Trish’s kids. You have GOT to turn around.

Vicky: 
I am NOT turning around.

Sarah:
Vicky, please, you know she’s really had it rough lately. This stuff would really help her out.

Vicky:
You can give it to her next week. Besides, it’s not my fault that her husband didn’t have any life insurance. 


Sarah:
Vicky!

Vicky:
I’m kidding, I’m kidding. But you CAN give it to her next week. One week isn’t going to kill her. Oh, maybe I shouldn’t say “Kill her.”

Sarah:
Vicky, you are such a. . .(noticing something to her left front) oh no!

Vicky:
What is it now?

Sarah:
Look over there. You have to stop!

Vicky:
I am not stopping.

Sarah:
But those people must’ve just gotten into an accident.

Vicky:
What, just because there’s a little fender-bender. . .(they slow and pass the accident) . . .a crushed windshield. . .a little smoke. . .a little blood. . .

Sarah:
(they are past the accident now) You are such a pain.

Vicky:
No. (indicating the accident) THEY are the pain, I am the person in a hurry. And YOU are such a goody-two-shoes. You would probably help Osama Bin-Laden if he were broken down on the side of the road.

Sarah:
Maybe. And maybe, Vicky, those people were angels.

Vicky:
Angels? Did you see any wings?

Sarah:
I couldn’t see ANYTHING with you traveling at the speed of light. Where’s your cell phone? (She looks for it and finds it)

Vicky:
What for?

Sarah:
I’m going to call 911.

Vicky:
911? Sarah. . .

Sarah:
(she has already dialed) Yes, I’d like to report an accident. It’s on I-275 near the Highland Avenue exit, I think. We didn’t see it very well because MY SISTER WAS DRIVING BY IT SO FAST.

Vicky:
(softly loud) SARAH!

Sarah:
Yes, you’re welcome. (Hangs up)

Vicky:
Why did you do that?

Sarah:
Well, sis, the truth hurts sometimes.

Vicky:
I’m just glad we finally are only a mile from church with twelve minutes to spare. Only one more stop light to go.

Sarah:
(looking at Vicky in disgust) I just hope you never end up in a position like those poor people on the side of the road because then you’d know what it feels like to. . .


Meanwhile, Vicky has been seeing something in the road ahead, and it has been building stress in her eyes.

Vicky:
Oh no. . .Oh NO. . . .OH NOOOO!

Sarah:
What is it? (looks ahead) Well, now, look at this. (reading from an overhead road banner) Special Olympics Annual 5k Wheelchair Race. Cool.


The next two lines are simultaneous, with Sarah amused and Vicky stressed.

Vicky:
This can’t be happening. I refuse to believe that it is happening. Three blocks from church and this happens to me. We won’t just be late for church – we’re going to miss it entirely! Think, Vicky. . .

Sarah:
You know, Vicky, this happened for a reason. You need this in your life. Why don’t we just get out and walk the rest of the way to church – or better yet, why don’t we just stay here and enjoy the race?

Vicky:
I know! I’ll just drive through!

Sarah:
What? Are you crazy?!


Vicky begins inching her way through the racers.


Vicky:
No, seriously, see our street is just a few hundred feet down here. . . no one will notice. . .



Sarah is slinking down in the seat to not be seen. Vicky looks out the window.


Excuse me. . .coming through. . .we just need to. . .oh sorry, sir. . .excuse me. . . .whoops, we can pay for that. . .yeah, I’m just going right over here. . .



Vicky makes a left turn and speeds up again.



There, that wasn’t so bad, now was it?



Sarah comes back up and looks at Vicky. Her voice is serious and deliberate.

Sarah:
Pull . . .over.

Vicky:
What? We’re only a couple hundred yards from church. (She looks at Sarah, who is obviously serious.) OK, OK, I’ll pull over.



Sarah opens the door and stands to get out.



Where are you going?


Sarah:
Vicky, I’m convinced now that if Mom and Dad were lying in the middle of the road you’d run them over before you’d be late. Goodbye. 


She slams the door and walks off. Vicky sits for a second, then pulls out.

Vicky:
Gee, I don’t know what HER problem is, but that’s not a very Christian attitude. Oh well, here we are, another beautiful Sunday morning at First Church, with. . . (looks at watch) three minutes to spare. Maybe we can do better next week.



SLOW FADE.
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