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God’s Extraordinary Ways
God’s Extraordinary Ways?

God’s Extraordinary Ways

Based on Luke 1:39-55 

Michael:
(Little Boy Costume) 

Jane:
(Little Girl Costume)

Mr. Banks:
(Banker Costume)

Mrs. Banks:
(Turn of Century Wife Costume)

Cook:
(Cook Costume)

Mary:
(Mary Poppins Costume)

Burt:
(Chimney Sweep Costume)

Setting:
Parody of “Mary Poppins.” The setting is Banks residence. Mr. Banks seated in chair trying to read paper, Mrs. Banks looking in mirror at her “Suffragettes” sash, and Jane & Michael running circles about Mr. Banks. Cook is serving Mr. Banks a drink.

Kids:
(Singing to tune of Supcalifragilisticexpialidocious.) E-X-T-R-A-O-R-D-I-N-A-R-Y!  E-X-T-R-A-O-R-D-I-N-A-R-Y!

Mr. Banks:
Children, children. Would you please stop singing that nonsensical song? It’s making my ears ring.

Jane:
Sorry, Daddy.  

Michael:
Mums the word, Dad. (Children run upstairs, and begin singing again.)
Mr. Banks:
(Shakes head and looks up the stairs.) I don’t understand it. It’s high time those children started learning to be quiet, to be respectful, to be...

Mrs. Banks:
Grown up and stern, like you, George?

Mr. Banks:
Precisely.

Mrs. Banks:
But George, they’re just happy. Weren’t you like that when you were little?

Mr. Banks:
Happy, yes.  Singing annoying, repetitious songs at the top of my lungs, no! I don’t know what’s got in to them?

Cook:
Oh, that’s easy, Governor. Mary Poppins took the children on a camel ride to the living nativity scene at the park last week. I can’t get the smell out of their clothes and they can’t get that song out of their head.

Mr. Banks:
Well, a little shoveling of the snow should get that song out of their heads. Eleanor, take the children out to shovel the walk.

Mrs. Banks:
But, George, that nice chimney sweep shoveled it for us earlier this afternoon.

Mr. Banks:
Well, then shovel the snow back onto the walk and get the children to shovel it off.

Mrs. Banks:
George! (Mary Poppins & Burt enter the house.)

Mary:
Good evening, Mr. and Mrs. Banks. I’ve got to find the children. The snow is just terrific for building snowmen and throwing snowballs! 

Burt:
‘Ellow, Governor, Mrs. Banks. Top of the day’ to you and a very Merry Christmas season!

Mr. Banks:
Yes...well to some, perhaps.

Mrs. Banks:
Oh, Burt, thank you so much for shoveling the walk! Mr. Banks was just saying how much he appreciated your hard work, weren’t you George?

Mr. Banks:
Ah...why yes...of course. Cook, Eleanor, enough of these niceties. If you’ll excuse yourselves to the kitchen, I need to have a word with Miss Poppins. (Cook & Mrs. Banks exit, but Burt lingers, fidgeting with something.)
Mr. Banks:
(Glares at Burt.) And you sir...

Burt:
Don’t mind me, Governor, go about your business. You don’t bother me a bit...

Mr. Banks:
(Annoyed at Burt’s  presence.) But...but...I...you...

Mary:
Yes, Mr. Banks. What is it I have done now?

Mr. Banks:
It’s the children.

Mary:
It ALWAYS is. And what dreadful thing have they done? Playing, singing? Are they behaving like children again?

Mr. Banks:
Quite right.  They seem to be singing some song... (Cook and Mrs. Banks heard singing same song in the background.)
Mary:
Hmm...I see...and it appears to be contagious.

Mr. Banks:
Precisely. Do you have an explanation for this?

Mary:
But of course. We went to the park to see the living nativity scene last week, and it seems to have made quite an impression on them.

Mr. Banks:
I see...well their annoying little jingle is making quite an impression on me too.

Mary:
Annoying?  The song is “Extraordinary.”

Mr. Banks:
I should say it is...but what does that have to do with the nativity scene, or anything else about Christmas for that matter?

Mary:
Why, Mr. Banks. EVERYTHING about the Christmas story is extraordinary.  Even the ordinariness of the arrival of God’s son to earth is extraordinary. It is only years of tradition and our familiarity with the whole story that have made it seem so dull and ordinary to us.

Mr. Banks:
Yes...well you see to it that it stays dull and ordinary so I can get my paper read in quiet. Very well, then, I think I’m through with you. (Returns to paper.)

Mary:
(Pulls paper down.) But I’m not through with you, sir.  

Mr. Banks:
I beg your pardon.

Burt:
Pardon me, but if you don’t mind me saying, Governor, I think what Miss Poppins means to say is that if only we look carefully at the whole Christmas story, we can’t help but see the image of the extra-ordinary God behind the story.

Mr. Banks:
I am an Englishman. I am thoroughly familiar with the familiar Christmas story, and I’ll take my Christmas ordinary, if you please. (Children enter room again.)

Jane:
Daddy, Michael and I were reading a story, and we had some questions. Could you read it for us.

Mr. Banks:
Seeing how reading the financials has become impossible (glares at Burt and Mary), I suppose some light reading would be in order.  What have you got for me, children?

Michael:
(Throws Bible on his Dad’s lap.) Luke, chapter 1, starting at verse 39.

Mr. Banks:
A Bible?  Well, okay.  Here we go.  “At that time Mary got ready and hurried to a town in the hill country of Judea, where she entered Zechariah's home and greeted Elizabeth. When Elizabeth heard Mary's greeting, the baby leaped in her womb, and Elizabeth was filled with the Holy Spirit.”

Michael:
Stop!  I thought Elizabeth was full of the baby John. 

Mr. Banks:
Well, ah...

Jane:
Michael, don’t be silly. She wasn’t full yet! She still had some room for the Holy Spirit. 

Mr. Banks:
Let’s continue...verse 42... “In a loud voice Elizabeth exclaimed: "Blessed are you among women, and blessed is the child you will bear!  But why am I so favored, that the mother of my Lord should come to me?”

Jane:
Now you can stop.  What is Elizabeth saying?

Mr. Banks:
Well, ah...

Michael:
Now who is being silly, Jane.  She’s saying she believes the baby in Mary is the Lord: God incarnate.  Go on Daddy.

Mr. Banks:
Elizabeth continues in verse 44... “As soon as the sound of your greeting reached my ears, the baby in my womb leaped for joy.”

Michael:
See, Jane...even the baby John knew that Jesus was God.

Jane:
Michael, you’re interrupting. Continue, Daddy.

Mr. Banks:
Elizabeth continues in verse 45... “Blessed is she who has believed that what the Lord has said to her will be accomplished!"   

Michael:
Mary believed?  

Jane:
Of course she did, Michael. Belief and faith are really a big part of the Christmas miracle. God the creator became an infant.

Michael:
Thanks Dad, I think I understand this a lot better now.

Mr. Banks:
Well, ah...yes of course...now off to bed, children. (Children run upstairs.)
Burt:
Good job, Governor. Must be going now, you know. Good night Mary Poppins.  (Burt exits.)

Mary:
Good night, Burt. Good night, Mr. Banks. (Turns to leave.)

Mr. Banks:
Miss Poppins, perhaps you could teach me that silly song tomorrow.

Mary:
Extraordinary, sir.

Mr. Banks:
Extraordinary God.
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