Rise and . . . Whatever
By Ron J. Ruhman

Summary: A humorous look at starting our day without God.

Key words: Worship, prayer, patience, understanding, and calm.

Cast: One Character. Written for a male but easily adapted for a female.

Set: A living room.

Props: A cell phone.

Special effect: A cell phone ring, and a voiceover (VO).

Costumes: A robe.

A knock is heard. Leon enters. He is wearing a robe.

Leon: All right Joe, I know it’s you, and you’re early. Ten whole minutes early, so don’t even think about coming in here and giving me a hard time about not being ready. I have ten more minutes before I need to be ready, and I’m going to take every one of them. 
Before I open the door, let me say this right now: I am in no mood for any perky morning greeting, so if you are feeling even remotely perky, and you value your life in anyway, I seriously suggest you de-perkify right now. I want no good morning, it’s a beautiful day, what a great night’s sleep you had, it’s good to be alive, buenas dias, nothing! Got it? Nothing. Wipe that stupid good morning smile off your face and close those lips around your stupid, white, perfect teeth. I’m in no mood to see anything white other than cream in my coffee.

And I want no comments about me. No, I am not a morning person. Yes, I got up on the wrong side of the bed. Yes, I have a case of the Mondays. As a matter of fact, I have a terminal case of the Mondays. Terminal Joe! There is no cure! Get it! So don’t even try.

See, I know you’ll try. You’ll give me that, “Did you spend your quiet time with the Lord this morning”? Well let me tell you right now Joe, no, I didn’t. I spent my quiet time sleeping, until that stupid dog next door started barking. At nothing! He just barks! I hate that dog almost as much as I hate mornings.

No! Before you start, the answer is no. I didn’t read my Bible this morning either. OK? Yeah, I meant to, but I started yelling at the dog next door and by the time I finished, there was no time to read because I had to get ready for you to come and pick me up and take me off to another day of misery. OK? I’m sure that the fact that I did not read my Bible this morning means that I’m going to hell, but hey, the way I feel this morning, I’m already there. I can guarantee you pal, hell is going to be one long endless morning, where you wake up like I did this morning—with your underwear all twisted in a knot cutting off circulation to one leg. Wake up like I did this morning, to a dog barking one long endless bark that has no break and apparently does not require the dog to breathe. Wake up like I did this morning, with a mouth that feels and tastes like the inside of a garbage disposal, covered with the all the gunk that has ever gone down there. It’s that gunk that causes you to start coughing with your first morning breath. That gunk . . .
A cell phone rings. Leon pulls it from the pocket of his robe.

Hello? Joe!? Uh, sure. No, uh, don’t worry about it. I’ll just meet you there.

Leon slowly opens the door. A voice is heard from outside the door.

VO: Uh, good morn . . . I mean, uh, hello sir. Would you like to buy some Girl Scout cookies?

