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A Walton’s Thanksgiving

Based on Ephesians 1:15-23
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John Boy:
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Jim Bob:
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Grandpa Zeb:
Eric

Jason:
Michael

Narrator:
David




Wayne Whiner:
Mattias

Wendy Whiner:
Alissa

Background: 
In the Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia, during the Great Depression, the Walton family makes its small income from its saw mill on Walton's Mountain. The story is told through the eyes of John Boy, who wants to be a novelist, goes to college, and eventually fulfills his dream. The saga follows the family through depression and war, and through growing up, school, courtship, marriage, employment, birth, aging, illness and death.

Narrator:
(Offstage Narrator. The “Waltons Theme” in background.) As the long sunset shadows of Waltons Mountain gave way to a soft moonlit glow, and a November chill enveloped the white farmhouse that was home to our family for those many years, we gathered around the great oak table Thanksgiving Day 1935. It was in this setting, with the aid of some unexpected unthankful visitors, that my brothers and sisters came to understand something of the importance of having a thanks heart.

Olivia:
Come on everyone, sit down. The turkey is on the table. Elizabeth, would you get the bread basket?

Elizabeth:
Yes, Mama.

John Sr.:
Mary Ellen, for the last time, would you help your mother?

Mary Ellen:
How come I always have to help?  Erin just sits there and does her nails!


Erin:
I do not! I helped with the potatoes and squash!

Olivia:
There’s plenty of things for both of you to carry to the table. Come along now!


Girls:
Yes, Mama!

Grandpa:
Boy there’s nothing like the aroma of a roast bird to take your mind off the troubles of the day.


Grandma:
You just sit up and don’t over do it on the gravy, old man. You know it gives you heart burn.

Grandpa:
Old man?  That’ll cost you a kiss, Esther. (Leans over to kiss his wife.)
Grandma:
(Smelling Grandpa’s breath, she pushes him away.) No kiss for you, Zeb Walton! You’ve been down sampling that bootleg whiskey with the Baldwin Sisters, haven’t you?


Jim Bob:
They call it the Recipe, Grandma. 

Grandma:
Well I call it sin in a bottle!


Grandpa:
Oh Esther, I just took Jim Bob and Jason down to help those poor lonesome old spinsters repair a few shingles on their porch this afternoon. Isn’t that right boys?


Jason:
That’s right, Grandma. We just helped the old ladies with some chores.

Grandma:
Old ladies? Old moonshiners, you mean!

Olivia:
Now, Grandpa, you know I don’t like you takin’ the boys near that house. 

Jason:
Mama, we just helped them out with a leaky roof.


Jim Bob:
And then Grandpa helped himself to some of the recipe while Jason and I worked on the…

Grandpa:
(All come to the table.) That’ll be enough information, Jim Bob. Looks like the table’s set and we’re ready to ask the blessing. 

John Sr.:
All right, everyone bow your heads. (All hold hands and pray.)  Father, even in the midst of these hard economic times, we thank you for being in control. Even in this modern world with the miracles of indoor plumbing, electricity, an automobile in nearly every driveway, and a phone in many homes, we thank you for the real miracle of revealing your nature in the gift of your son, Jesus. And in a time when so many people are out of home and work, we thank you for providing this home, for President Roosevelt and our government, for the food you have provided, for the love that unites us, and for the fellowship of believers.  Amen.


All Say:
Amen.  (Knock at the Door.)
John Boy:
Now who could that be, knocking at the door on Thanksgiving Day?


John Sr.:
You all just stay put, I’ll take care of it. (Goes to door.)
Jason:
Stop playing with your potatoes and pass the stuffing, Jim Bob.


John Sr.:
Hello. Welcome to Walton’s mountain. What can we do for you?

Wayne:
I’m Wayne Whiner, and this is my wife, Wendy Whiner.



Wendy:
We were just on our way to see Wayne’s Aunt Ylene’s house in Durham. Ylene Whiner. Then Wayne got lost.

Wayne:
Wendy misread the map.


Wendy:
And then Wayne’s crummy old Maxwell just broke down.

Wayne:
Could you help us? We’re tired, lost, and lonely.

John:
Well, I’m John Walton.  Please, come inside.

Olivia:
(Olivia joins John at the door.) We were just sitting down to eat. Would you like to join us? 


John:
After supper Jim Bob and I can take a look at your car.

Olivia:
(Shouts)  Grandma, set two more places at the table. We have guests.


Wayne:
Do we have to stay? We wanted to eat with Aunt Ylene. 

Olivia:
Nonsense, it’s late. Here, let me take your coats. Come on in and meet the family.  (All enter dining room.)
John Sr.:
Hey, everyone. We have some unexpected company I’d like you all to meet. This is Wayne and Wendy Whiner. Wayne and Wendy, welcome to the Walton’ home. This is Grandpa and Grandma, Mary Ellen, Erin, Elizabeth, John Boy, Jason, and Jim Bob.

Olivia:
Wayne and Wendy were on their way to see Wayne’s Aunt for the holiday and ran into some car problems.

Grandma:
Never mind the problems. Pass the food to our guests.

Wayne:
Oh, your having turkey for dinner? 

John Boy:
Best turkey in a three-county radius! Got it fresh from Yancy Tucker just this morning!


Wendy:
Ewe…you mean this was a living bird just yesterday.


Mary Ellen:
Living?  You’ve never seen Yancy’s place before, have you? Why that bird is better off today on our table than he was at Yancy Tucker’s place. 


Olivia:
Mary Ellen. You hush now.  Yancy’s a fine man—just a little unkempt is all.

Wendy:
Sweet potatoes!  I don’ t like sweet potatoes. 


Grandpa:
Well pass them down here.  I’ve got a place for those.


Grandma:
You just watch yourself, old man. We’ll be needing help with the dishes after the meal, and I don’t want you sneaking off to the porch swing after filling yourself up at the dinner table.


Wayne:
Hey, what’s in this stuffing?

Olivia:
You like it?  It’s a recipe Grandma got from her grandmother.

Wendy:
I miss Aunt Ylene’s stuffing. Don’t you Wayne?

Wayne:
Me too, Wendy.  


Grandma:
You want stuffing do you?  Why I’ll stuff… 

Grandpa:
PILLOWs.  You need help stuffing some of those new pillows you made after dinner, don’t you Esther. 

John Sr.:
So Jason, perhaps after supper you could grab your guitar and entertain our guests with some of those new tunes you wrote last week.

Jason:
Sure, Daddy.  



Wayne:
We’ll have to be going right after the meal.  Aunt Ylene must be worried sick about us. 

Grandpa:
Hold it, don’t anyone get up from the table. It’s a Walton family tradition that we read from the good book at the close of every meal. Now, who’d like to do the honors?


Elizabeth:
Can I read, Grandpa?

Grandpa:
Why, Elizabeth, you were just the person I had in mind. (Passes Bible to Elizabeth.)


Elizabeth:
Ephesians Chapter 1. “For this reason, ever since I heard about your faith in the Lord Jesus and your love for all the saints, I have not stopped giving thanks for you, remembering you in my prayers.”

Jim Bob:
Hold it, Elizabeth. What was it Paul was thankful for? Wasn’t he the guy who was shipwrecked and beaten and imprisoned and nearly killed on numerous occasions just for telling people about his faith.

John Boy:
Well, Jim Bob, when you get a little older you’ll find that even when times are bad and things don’t seem to be going well for us, we can still be thankful knowing that somehow God is still in control.

Wayne:
But can we really be thankful when we’re lost, and our car is broken down in the middle of nowhere?


Grandpa:
Especially then! Why just think if that hadn’t happened to you, we would never have had the pleasure of making the acquaintance of you and your charming wife.


Wayne:
Charming wife?  You mean Wendy?

Wendy:
(Clearly charmed by Grandpa.) Let the man talk, Wayne!


Erin:
But that isn’t what Paul was expressing thanks for here, was it Grandpa?  I think he’s saying he is thankful for the people he’s writing the letter to.



Mary Ellen:
For once, Erin’s right. Paul is thankful for the believers he is writing the letter to. He’s thankful for the gift of the church.

Olivia:
Why don’t you continue, Elizabeth.


Elizabeth:
Oh yeah.  Verse 18. “I pray also that the eyes of your heart may be enlightened in order that you may know the hope to which he has called you, the riches of his glorious inheritance in the saints and his incomparably great power for us who believe. That power is like the working of his mighty strength,  which he exerted in Christ when he raised him from the dead and seated him at his right hand in the heavenly realms.”

John Boy:
You know, that ‘s what I’m thankful for. I’m thankful for the Christmas miracle: that God revealed his own Godly nature to man through coming to earth in the form of Jesus.


John Sr.:
Well, come on Jim Bob and Jason, we better let Wayne show us where his car is so we can get them on their way.


Wendy:
Wayne, do we have to go now?  I’m really not all that anxious to leave now. 


Grandpa:
She’s right. It’s getting too late to be on the road. Besides, John, after we clear the table, they’ll want to stick around for some of Esther’s incredible pumpkin pie.


Whiners:
Ewe! You eat pumpkin pie for thanksgiving?


Grandma:
(Clearly mad about the Whiners staying the night). Well, I’m stuffing some pillows. Come with me old man!

Olivia:
Everyone help clear the table.



Narrator:
And so it was that the Waltons hosted the Whiners on that special Thanksgiving when we all gained a little better understanding of the meaning of thanks. To this day, each Thanksgiving when I close my eyes at night I can still hear those voices echoing through the night.

(Family off stage.)

Elizabeth:
Good night Daddy.

John Sr.:
Good night Elizabeth.


Jim Bob:
Good night John Boy.

John boy:
Good night Jim Bob.

Erin:
Good night Grandpa.


Grandpa:
Good night Erin.

Olivia:
Good night Jason.

Jason:
Good night Mama.


Whiners:
Good night Grandma Walton.

Grandma:
Good night!
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