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Baseball Benny
Baseball Benny


Benny Baseball

Based on Matthew 10:29-31

Fanny: 
Alleah
Jesse:  
Jesse
Huey:  
Mattias
Benny:  
Matt
Abe:  
Austin
Dudley:  
Toby
Cindy:  
Nicole

(Music “Kumbaya” fades out.)


Dudley: 
Kumbaya?  What kind of a word is that?

Fanny:
It means “Come By Here.” It’s what we want God to do when we have these campouts. He comes to each of us individually and through each of us, he comes to the others.

Dudley: 
(Looks at her like she’s nuts.)  Yeah, right. (Everyone greets Benny and Cindy as they arrive to campfire.)

Jesse:
Hey, Benny, Cindy, glad you finally made it to the campout. 

Huey:
Yeah, how’d your baseball game go, Benny?

Benny:
(Cry of Exasperation)
Abe:
Tough game, huh?

Benny:
Tough?  You ever heard of Custer’s Last Stand?

Abe:
Yeah.

Benny:
Well, we played the Indians tonight?  Does that give you a clue?

Dudley:
Well, like they say, “It’s not whether you win or lose, it’s how you play the game.”

Benny:
That’s just it.  I played terrible. I struck out three times, hit the coach in the head throwing the ball to the dugout, tripped on my shoelaces and gashed my chin open on the bench, choked on a , outs, the weakest hitter on the other team hits a routine fly ball right to me. 

Abe:
Hey, that’s okay, everyone drops a ball once in a while.

Cindy:
Oh, Benny didn’t just drop it.  

Benny:  
Quiet little sister. I told you not to talk about this.

Cindy:
Oh, come on, it’s a classic sports story! Mom and Dad made me sit through all your games this year. You owe me a good story tellin’.

Benny:  
Go ahead, Miss Sports Center, make the humiliation complete.

Cindy:
Well...like I said...Benny didn’t just drop the ball. He didn’t even see it coming. Everyone was shouting, “Benny, it’s a fly!”  Well, Benny was just staring at the sky.

Benny:  
Hey, I thought I saw a firefly...

Cindy:
Whatever...anyway, Benny thought they were saying “Benny, check your fly”, so he looked down and the ball hit him right on the head. (Everyone around campfire laughs.)

Dudley:  
Wow, are you okay?

Benny:  
Yeah, that’s why the coaches make me wear my batting helmet in the field. 

Fanny:
Benny, you’re a great kid, but baseball...it’s not your gift.

Benny:
You don’t understand. I just have to play ball...to please my Dad. He was a star center fielder, and so was his Dad before him: “Clyde the Glide” they called him. Everything hit his way was caught.

Cindy:
Yeah, and Dad said that when he played High School ball, the announcer didn’t even have to say his name. He just announced him as “Son of Clyde” and everyone applauded in awe as if they had just introduced Willie Mays.

Benny: 
When they introduce our team, everyone just says “Kid with the helmet” in right field and everyone laughs. Then after the game, Dad comes up to me and says he’s proud of me.  That’s IMPOSSIBLE. How could he honestly mean that?

Jesse:
Wow.  I know what you mean.

Huey:
Jesse, you don’t play ball. 

Jesse:
No, but I play clarinet.

Abe:
Clarinet?

Dudley:
Yeah, you know...the black stick that sounds like a cat fight when you blow in it.

Jesse:
Hey...some of the greatest musicians in history were clarinet players: Benny Goodman, Artie Shaw, Woody Herman, Pete Fountain, Ferris Bueller, Benny Goodman...

Dudley:
You’re starting to repeat yourself. Besides, I know Benny Goodman.  Benny Goodman was a friend of mine, and Jesse, you are no Benny Goodman.

Jesse:
Believe me...I know.  You see, I always wanted to play Drums, but my Mom told me I had to play a MUSICAL instrument (glares at Abe). 

Abe: 
Musical? What could possibly be more musical than drums? (Everyone looks at Abe like he’s nuts).
Cindy:
So that’s why you play clarinet?

Jesse:
That’s why I play clarinet THE WAY I play clarinet.

Dudley: Like a cat-fight--it isn’t pretty.

Benny: 
It’s always parents, isn’t it.  They put these expectations on us and then when we can’t meet them, we look like failures.

Abe:
Yeah, and they’re always spying on us.  Don’t they have enough things to do without pushing us into activities and then always looking over our shoulders to see how we do?

Huey: 
You know, guys, it’s really good that they watch out for us.  

Abe: 
What are you talking about?

Huey: 
They’re watching us is an imitation of the way God watches over us.

Abe: 
You’re losing me, Huey. 

Huey:  
It’s like that old song, “His Eye Is on the Sparrow.”  Here, I was just reading it in  the devotions from Matthew 10 earlier. Listen…(opens his Bible).

Huey: 
“Are not two sparrows sold for a penny? Yet not one of them will fall to the ground apart from the will of your Father.  And even the very hairs of your head are all numbered.  So don’t be afraid; you are worth more than many sparrows.”

Benny:  
Sparrows? I’ve heard of the Cardinals, the Blue Jays, the Orioles. But Sparrows? Two for a penny? That must have been before the players could be free agents.

Abe: 
Yeah, Benny  plays for the Orioles, not the Sparrows. But the way he was playing tonight, a half a cent sounds about right.

Fanny: 
Guys, Jesus was telling people that God values all things…but especially his kids, believers. You know, us.

Huey: 
Hopefully we all have parents that care about us and all those little things in our lives: baseball, clarinet lessons. Everything.

Fanny: 
And if we don’t have parents who do a good job of imitating God’s brand of love, those words from Matthew are especially encouraging.

Benny: 
How so?

Huey: 
Don’t you see. They tell us that God loves us…that we’re an important part of his family.

Abe: 
You know, that’s what I like about our church and our youth group.  We’re family.

Benny: 
Hmm, yeah, I suppose that’s why Dad says he’s proud of me even when I’m not a great ball player

Jesse: 
Or when my parents encourage me even though I’m 16th chair clarinet.

Huey: 
And that’s why God gave us all the fellowship opportunities.

Abe: 
Like church and youth group.

Cindy: 
And small groups and campouts. 


Dudley: 
Oh no, I think I feel a song coming on again…or worse yet…a group hug.

Cindy:
Hey guys, enough talk. Have you ever sung “Kumbaya?”

All:
(Collective sigh as music fades in.)
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