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It Just Doesn’t Matter

based on Jeremiah 17:5-10
Cast:

Ward:


June:


Eddie:

Whitey:


Gilbert:


Judy:


Julie:


Miss Landers:


Violet:


Wally:


Beaver:

Setting:
A parody of the classic TV show “Leave It to Beaver”.

(Cast and song singers gather around microphone to “sing” the “Beaver Theme”. As Narrator introduces cast, each member exits “the house” like the beginning of the show.)
Narrator:
Introducing _________ as Ward Cleaver, ______ as June Cleaver, ______ as Eddie Haskell, _____ as Whitey Whitney, _________ as Gilbert Bates, _______ as Judy Hensler, _______ as Julie Foster, ________ as Miss Landers, _____ as Violet Rutherford, _______ as Wally Cleaver, and…..________as….THE Beaver.

(Ward, June, Wally, and Beaver gather around the breakfast table.)

Ward:
So tell me boys, what have you got going on today at school.

Wally:
Gee Dad, we’re just the kids. How are we supposed to know what the teachers are planning for us?

Beaver:
Yeah Dad. Like we just show up, and the teachers are the ones that make us do stuff.

June:
Would you like some more waffles or eggs before you head off to class, Beaver. You barely touched your pancakes and only had three pieces of toast.

Ward:
You better eat up boys.

Wally:
No, I gotta’ get going, Mom. Eddie’s gonna' meet met in a few minutes and we’re gonna’ walk to school together and give some girls the business so Eddie can get a date to the Valentines day dance.  (Knock at the door.)  Hey that’s probably Eddie now. I’ll go get my jacket. (Wally leaves room and June goes to the kitchen door.)
June:
Well good morning, Eddie.  

Eddie:
Good morning, Mrs. Cleaver. My you look lovely today. I always tell young Wallace what a lucky guy he is to have a beautiful mother like you. 

June:
Why thank you, Eddie. Would you like to sit down and have some waffles or pancakes.

Eddie:
Oh no, Mrs. Cleaver.  I was just stopping by to pick up Wallace so he wouldn’t be late to school. I want to get him to school early so I can assist him with doing some research in the library.

June:
Oh, I see.  Wally, are you ready?

Wally:
Hey Eddie, lets go.

Eddie:
Goodbye Mr. and Mrs. Cleaver. Goodbye young Theodore

June:
Goodbye, Eddie. (Wally and Eddie Exit.)
Wally:
(Outside door.) Gee Eddie, what were you tellin’ my Mom this time?  You know she doesn’t buy any of that goody two shoes stuff. She knows you too well Eddie.

Eddie:
Hey, go easy on me, Sam. You’re Mom’s one of the few adults that doesn’t just haul off and wack me when she sees me.  (Boys walk away.)
Beaver:
Hey Dad.

Ward:
Yes, Beaver, what is it?

Beaver:
When we were at Sunday School yesterday, the teacher said that we were supposed to act real nice to people and stuff like that. Even creepy girls!  She said we should never say “It Doesn’t Matter What We Do.” She said that as Christians it isn’t just enough to know we’re saved by grace, but that we had to love people, have faith, and int..int..integration.

Ward:
Integration?  I think you mean integrity, Beaver.

Beaver:
Yeah, that’s the word. Gee Dad, were you spying in on my Sunday School class?

Ward:
Just a lucky guess, Beaver.

June:
Beaver. Doesn’t it make sense that you should exhibit love, faith, and integrity?

Beaver:
Well, sort of. Well, that is, it sounds good at church and everything, but then it doesn’t seem so easy at school.

Ward:
Why’s that, Beaver?

Beaver:
Well, you know that Judy Hensler?  Well, she is always makin’ me look dumb in class.

June:
Beaver!  That Judy is a lovely girl. Now what makes you think that she would do something like that?

Beaver:
Well, she always waits for me to give a wrong answer, and then she raises her hand and smiles real big and gives the right answer. Then Miss Landers says “That’s correct, Judy.” And then all the other kids look at me like I’m dumb or something. And Judy sticks out her tongue at me. 

Ward:
Beaver, this may be hard for you to believe, but when I was a boy…

Beaver:
Dad, you’re gonna tell me a story about how a girl made you look dumb when you were a kid and how everything turned out okay anyway, aren’t you.

Ward:
Well…well, yes, I guess that is what I was getting to.

Beaver:
Save the story, Dad. I get the point.

June:
So, what does this have to do with your Sunday School lesson?

Beaver:
Well, Whitey said that I shouldn’t take that from a girl. He said I should challenge her to a race or something. 

Ward:
Beaver, it should never be our goal to make someone else feel bad. We should always treat others with love and respect—the way we’d like to be treated.

Beaver:
Even mean, nasty girls?

Ward:
Especially mean nasty girls, Beaver. 

Beaver:
And Gilbert, well, he said he could get me the answers to the social studies assignment, and then I could wait for Judy to answer the question wrong and then I could make her look dumb or something.

Ward:
Beaver, getting the right answer is never worth giving up our integrity.  

Beaver:
Gee Dad, there’s that big word again.

Ward:
Integrity is just a way of saying that you are honest…that you can be trusted…that you are living as God wants you to live.

Beaver:
And you mean that sometimes if I don’t know an answer, God just wants me to get it wrong and look dumb, right Dad?

Ward:
Well, I guess that might need to happen sometimes. Anyway, I think you know what the right thing to do is, don’t you Beaver?

June:
(Hands him his Jacket and Lunch box.) You better get going, Beaver, or you’re going to be late for school. Now remember, the capital of Illiniois is Springfield.  He always forgets that one.

(At school, Miss Landers is seated at desk in class room, and Whitey, Gilbert, Judy, Julie, Violet and Beaver enter class. Judy hands Miss Landers an apple.)  

Miss Landers:
Good morning class.

Class:
Good morning, Miss Landers!

Miss Landers:
Today, I thought we’d get started by reviewing the states and their capitals.  Can anybody tell me what is the “Show Me” state? (Girls raise hands and Miss Landers picks one.)  Yes, Julie?

Julie:
I know that. My cousin lives there. It’s Missouri. And it’s capital is Jefferson City…only the people in Missouri all  call it Jeff City. 

Miss Landers:
Very good. Can anybody tell me what state is called the Golden State? (Girls raise hands and Miss Landers picks one.)  Yes, Violet?

Violet:
I went there on my summer vacation. It’s California. And the capital is Sacramento.

Miss Landers:
Very good, Violet. Can anyone tell me what state is called the Tall Corn State? (No one raises hand.) Oh come on, someone must know…Very well, it is Iowa and the capital is Des Monez (phonetic pronunciation).
Miss Landers:
How about the state that has the empire state building? (Girls raise hands.)  Oh, let’s try a boy.  Beaver, can you answer that?

Beaver:
A…I think it’s New York.  And the capital is New York, I think.

Miss Landers:
No, I’m sorry, Beaver. Does anyone know the capital of New York?

Judy:
That’s easy. It’s Albany.

Miss Landers:
Thank you Judy.  (Judy sticks out her tongue at Beaver.)  Can anyone tell me what is the “Lone Star” state?  Gilbert?

Gilbert:
That’s easy.  It’s Texas, and the capital is Austin.

Miss Landers:
How about the capital of Arkansas?  Whitey?

Whitey:
Yeah, I used to know what that was, but it got caught somewhere in my head. Ask me again in a little while?

Miss Landers:
Judy?

Judy:
That’s easy. It’s Little Rock.

Miss Landers:
Thank you, Judy. (Judy sticks out her tongue at Whitey.)  Okay, last question.  Does anyone know the capital of the Land of Lincoln?  (Waits a while, and only Judy raises her hand.)  Okay, Judy?

Judy:
The Land of Lincoln is Illinois, and the capital is Chicago.

Miss Landers:
I’m sorry, Judy, Chicago is not the capital of Illinois. Yes, Beaver?

Beaver:
Well, gee Miss Landers. I’d have guessed Chicago too.  That was a pretty good choice.  I think what Judy meant was Springfield.

Miss Landers:
Well, looks like it’s time for recess. See you back here in 15 minutes.

Judy:
Gee, Beaver, thanks for not making me look too dumb.  

Beaver:
That’s okay, Judy.  You’d do the same for me, wouldn’t you?  

Judy:
Gee, thanks Beaver. You’re pretty nice for a slimy old boy.

Beaver:
Yeah, and you’re okay for a creepy old girl.  Hey Judy, you wanna’ race me in the 50-yard dash?

February 2004
  
Page 1 of 7
©2004  David Skarshaug (www.alcames.org). Conditions for use: (1) If you use all or parts of this script in any form, please consider sending a suggested $25 donation check made out to “The ROCK” to the following address: Ascension Lutheran Church, 615 Kellogg, Ames, IA  50010. Reference the script title in the memo on the check. (2) Do not sell any part of this script, even if you rewrite it. (3) You may reproduce this script for internal use, but all copies must contain this copyright statement.
Page 6 of 7

February 2004
  
February 2004
  
Page 3 of 7

[image: image1.wmf]