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[Setting:  Church auditorium.  Lights low.  Spotlights for four speakers, plus one for the 
Cross. 
 
Lights down or off.  Cast assembles at front and takes their positions and remain there for  
remainder of the production.    
 
Mercy is seated on the platform.on a small wooden chair in the back with her hands 
folded modestly across her lap.   She is an old withered black woman, slight and grayed.  
Dressed in an old but nice dress.  
 
Moderator is at a lectern off the platform to the side.  Male.  
 
Catherine is at a lectern on the platform, to the side.  Standing.  She is a young black 
woman.  Mid Twenties.  Dressed fashionable, but modestly. 
 
Kamar is standing on the other side of the platform.  This is the angel.  Should be a tall 
imposing male, dressed in gorgeous flowing robes of gold and white, silk and linen.] 
 
[Light fades in on Moderator, other cast member hidden in the dark, but at their 
positions.] 
 
Moderator:   
 

It’s not often that we hear from the dead.   
The dead –  those who have died,  

then stood before the Judgment Seat,  
then passed on to the Other Side. 

 
Most of us can judge the past in terms of the present, but who can judge the 
present in terms of the future?   The Dead can.  They have been there. Tonight 
they speak to us. 
 
We were going to hear about Mercy Brooks [light fades in and the out quickly] 
But first we’re going hear from her grand daughter, Catherine Brooks. 
And then I will introduce a special guest to tell you about her grandmother. 
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[Light Fades Out] 
 
 
[Light Fades in on Catherine.   She is standing, reading.] 
 
Catherine Brooks: 

 
Catherine Brooks is my name.  I died when I was 23.  
 
I grew up poor and black in the worst section of Tacoma, Washington.  I was 
raised by my grandmother because my mother died when I was only five.   
  
I hated my mother because she was never there for me.   
I hated my father.  He didn’t raise me or even give my mother money for support. 
 
My grandmother used to tell me to behave and not go out with the guys and to 
stay off the street at night and the more she told me not to do something the more 
I did it.   
 
Who was she to tell me how to live my life?  She didn’t lose her Mom or Dad.  
She wasn’t young and pretty with a life to live – she was just an old religious lady 
always talking Jesus this and Jesus that.   
 
I went to church with her once or twice a year – you know, Christmas and Easter 
–  until I was fifteen and then just told her to forget it.   
 
They were all living some kind of kooky religious fantasy  – I had a real life and I 
had my friends.   
 
My friends could understand me because they didn’t have those wholesome 
families either, not like those families television always had – you know, “All in 
the Family,” and “Brady Bunch” - that nonsense.  
 
What planet were they from anyhow?   
My friends loved me and that’s all I cared about. 
 
So on my Judgment Day I didn’t really care.   
 
I  really didn’t  care.   
 
What was the God going to say to me?   
 
But as I stood before Jesus on my Judgment Day, I saw a vision of my 
grandmother praying for me and crying out for me every single night.   I saw her 
tears and love and the prayers of her friends in church for me.   
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For me.   
 
There were even white people praying for me.  Huh?   
 
And I saw my friends, who sold me drugs and then shared them with me.   
My friends laughed at me behind my back and said “‘what I trip’ I was” and that I 
was going to get in trouble some day.   
 
I thought they respected me.  
 
And then I saw my daughter, four years old when I died. Four years into a life that 
would be lived like mine – short, burned out, selfish and resenting everyone for 
the hell I lived in.   
 
And then I saw all the invitations and opportunities to leave that life.  I saw the 
love my grandmother had for me and I saw in her another way of living.   
 
But I held on to the bitterness and resentment – it gave me strength and pride.   
 
I held on to my pain and lashed out at all the world – by holding it close I grew 
strong and no one could hurt me.   
 
And then I saw what could have been: 
 
I saw a vision of the future I rejected.  I saw me growing old and loving and 
praying like my grandmother did.   
 
Not rich.   
Not with a house in the suburb, just poor and working in a beat up old neighbor 
hood – but with love and peace in my heart.  
 
And with love for my child, and caring for her, and watching her grow up.   
 
But no, I was too selfish.   
 
And I was judged, and I passed through to the other side. 

 
[Light fades out on Catherine] 
 
[Spotlight up on Kamar] 
 
Kamar: 
 

Everyone has an angel. 
My name is Kamar, and this is my story.   
I am an angel and was sent to earth to guard Mercy  Brooks.   
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[spotlight up on Mercy – stays on] 
Mercy in Catherine’s Grandmother. 
Let me tell you her story: 
 
 
Mercy was an old old woman when she passed away -- Ninety four years. 
 
She left  6 children and 18 grandchildren, and even more great grandchildren.   
 
She lived through the depression and segregation in the south, the ghetto’s of the 
north and the filth of the inner city. 
 
Her husband served in the Navy in World War Two while she swept the floors in 
a factory.  Two of her children died before she did, and she buried Catherine, her 
granddaughter.  
 
Mercy worked hard all her life, raised her children, and some of her 
grandchildren. 
 
At fifty years old she got arthritis and could barely walk so her husband told her 
to quit work stay at home and she did for two years until her husband died. 
 
The she went back to work until she was old enough to collect social security.   
 
Though she prayed and believed in faith, God never healed her of that disease. 
Though she tithed on every penny she made, she was always poor. 
 
And then she raised her grandchildren, because her own children had to work, or 
they had problems, like little Catherine’s mother who had passed away. 
 
Mercy loved the children.  She prayed for them and read them the Bible and took 
them to church when she could.   
 
And when Mercy died the Pastor called her a fine Christian saint (which is what 
the preacher is supposed to say at a funeral.) 
Her children and grandchildren shed some tears, and she was buried.   
 
And that was it. 
 
>>>>[slight pause]<<<< 
 
I saw a woman who suffered, but never complained.  
I saw a woman who loved in a city filled with hate.   
I saw a woman who gave but never received, who comforted but had so much 
pain.   
I saw a woman who believed when surrounded by doubt. 
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I saw a woman who prayed but had so many unanswered prayers.   
 
I envy her.   
I’m an angel and I never suffer and have never felt the sting of rejection or hatred 
or ridicule.  I’ve never known doubt because I see God’s face when He calls me.   
 
I don’t know pain because my body lives forever and I have beauty beyond the 
fairest of earth.   
 
Mercy  Brooks served our Lord yet she never saw Him.   
Though a child of Almighty, Mercy suffered.   
 
Though the world was against her in every way and though her children thought 
little of her faith, she believed and spoke of her Lord.   
 
I have never had the honor or great privilege of suffering or doubting or knowing 
disease, poverty, pain or unanswered prayers.  Mercy knew all those and yet still 
believed in Him.   
 
Mercy is great because Mercy believed in spite of the horrors of life. 
 
Angels don’t have the honor of believing in a God we cannot see because we see 
Him all the time.    
 
Angels don’t have the honor of fighting the battles that humans fight and so they 
cannot claim the prize of victory.  In the end those who fought the good fight, 
those who finished the race, they shall be our judges. 
 
Now I know why my Lord lets the humans hunger and thirst and suffer and 
wander in darkness.  It is so that they may have the chance to believe and follow 
in spite of every obstacle and cost.   
 
Mercy is a daughter of Job.  His words shook the very foundations of heaven:  
 
“Yea though he slay me, yet will I trust him.”   
 
Job fought battles that angels will never know.  Only Man has the privilege of 
living by faith. 
 
And so now I serve Mercy and follow her every where she goes.   
Yes she is in heaven and I know why she is great. 
 
Mercy was a superhero who thought she was an ordinary woman.   

 
[Lights fade out on Kamar] 
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[Light fades in on Moderator] 
 
Moderator: 
 

In this you greatly rejoice, even though now for a little while, if necessary, you 
have been distressed by various trials, so that the proof of your faith, being more 
precious than gold which is perishable, even though tested by fire, may result in 
praise and glory and honor at the revelation of Jesus Christ. 
 And though you have not seen him you love Him. 
And though you do not see him now, but believe in Him, you greatly rejoice with 
joy inexpressible and full of glory, obtaining as the outcome of your faith the 
salvation of your souls. 

 
[Lights up on all four cast members – but not house lights] 
 
 
[Then a very bright spotlight illumines the cross and a booming voice cries out. 
Cast members turn toward the cross and lift up their hands.  I would be nice to have 
someone with a deep gravely voice like Charlton Heston to read the following.] 
 
 
The Voice: 

 
“I am the resurrection and the life; he who believes in Me will live even if he dies, 
and everyone who lives and believes in Me will never die.” 

 
 
 

[THE END 
 

House Lights On] 
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