Good Samaritan skit
by Shirley Davis www.imofinc.org

The children can help act out this story which is similar to the parable but adapted for the present day and local situation. (Try to use examples of ethnic differences that the children might understand and adapt it to the country and area where they live). If possible give each child a simple prop to help identify each part.


Abu Ali

-
with Arab cloak (sheet) and head covering


2 or 3 thieves 
-
with sticks, and bandanas over their faces


preacher
-
with bible


police officer
-
with police hat


David

-
Christian teenager with bicycle, water bottle, bandana, flashlight


doctor

-
with large white shirt

The story:


"Abu Ali was a businessman who had moved into the town of _______  in (USA) with his family. Because they had come from Saudi Arabia, they wore the Arab clothing they were accustomed to wearing back home, even though it made them stand out from the other people who lived in the town. One evening after work, Abu Ali had to walk home as his car was having its engine repaired. It started to rain and so darkness came early that day. Suddenly, as Abu Ali turned a corner, he was attacked from behind by several people. He was knocked to the ground, kicked and punched, and beaten severely with heavy sticks. The thieves quickly took his briefcase, his watch and his billfold, and then disappeared into the night.


After some time, Abu Ali became conscious and started to moan. He had a splitting headache and could not see because his eyes were swollen shut. He hurt all over and was so weak he could only lie there beside the road. Time passed and a car came along. The driver was a preacher on his way to a church service. He was running late, and as he peered through the rain, the headlights lit up something white at the edge of the road. He slowed down to take a better look and pulled up alongside it. It looked like a pile of muddy white sheets....but wait, did that look like blood? He nervously looked around but saw no-one. He really didn't have time for this - it was probably just a pile of rags someone had thrown out...maybe there was a dead dog wrapped up in them! If someone thought HE had run over it, it would mean trouble and he'd waste a lot of time. He'd better not get involved! He jumped back into his car and drove off to the church.


Another hour or so passed, and Abu Ali kept going in and out of consciousness. Eventually another vehicle came down the road - it was a police car and the officer was on his way home. The rain had ended and he quickly saw the pile of white, muddy clothing, so stopped to check it out. He heard some moaning, saw the blood, and slowly pulled back the clothing to reveal the bruised, swollen face of Abu Ali, who was mumbling in Arabic. Now the police officer was a churchgoer and had heard how some Muslims attack and kill Christians. He was not pleased that several Arab businessmen had recently moved into town - obviously he was not the only one who didn't want them there! He hesitated as he wondered what to do. The injured man looked pretty bad....this was a lonely stretch of road with few people passing by, especially at night..... what if he hadn't seen him and stopped? He could have easily missed him. The man would probably be dead by morning - and that would send a clear message to any other foreigners who might want to come to the town! He made up his mind and got back into the car and drove off.


Poor Abu Ali! It seemed he WOULD die! Another 30 minutes passed before Abu Ali realized someone was talking to him. He couldn't see who it was, but it sounded like a teenager. David was a schoolboy who was headed home on his bicycle after visiting a friend who needed help with his homework. He had heard the moans and came to investigate. As he aimed his flashlight at Abu Ali, he saw the man's battered, bloody face and realized how injured he must be. He didn't know what to do, so decided to pray. He remembered his grandma always said, "clean up the blood and then you can see how badly hurt you REALLY are!"


He poured some water onto his bandanna and gently began to clean up the man's face. The dried blood came off but the man's eyes were still swollen shut. David asked the man where he hurt and if he thought he could get up. Abu Ali was just thankful that someone had finally stopped to help him. David prayed for Jesus to heal the man and to give David himself, strength to get the man onto his feet. With David's help, and using the bicycle as a prop, Abu Ali was finally able to stagger slowly down the street, even though he still couldn't see anything. 


David was still praying to know what to do, and suddenly remembered that a lady doctor who worked at the clinic in town, lived a few streets away. He led Abu Ali very slowly, step by step, down the street to her house and knocked on the door. He explained what had happened and she took in Abu Ali, promising to get him to the clinic for treatment right away. The next day in the clinic, Abu Ali was finally able to open his eyes as the swelling started to go down. His wife and children had come to visit him, and as he was telling them who had helped him, David walked in to see how he was doing. David had never met an Arab family before but they soon all became good friends - and Abu Ali thanked David for saving his life and not abandoning him."

