
Are You Home, God? 

(A Sermon or Discussion Starter) 

By: Nora Spinaio 

 

(Woman dressed as a homeless person with a hoodie. Use black pieces of cloth pinned to a shirt and 

some old jeans.  She’s on the opposite side of door and shakes it as if picking the lock.  Only platform 

lights are on. The woman enters hugging herself for warmth and slips a pick in her pocket.) 

 

Use newspapers for warmth they said.  Bunch of liars. 

(Moves to CS and pulls newspaper out from under sweater and pulls off cap. Puts it all in a plastic bag 

and drops the bag to the floor.) 

Warmer in here though. (looks around) So, this is a church. 

Wonder if anyone’s here? (Looks around nervously) Hello, hello, anyone? 

(With no answer) 

Good. 

Go to KY they said, warmer than Chicago, less crowded than Los Angeles or New York, the panhandling’s 

easy.  Idiot that I am, I hopped a train.  

(Pops herself in the head.) 

So, here I am in the middle of nowhere in the middle of a KY winter. 

(Pulls a couple of coins from her pocket.) 

Out all day and made a whole 50 cents. (Shrugs) 

Good thing I ate yesterday. (Puts the coins back and looks around the sanctuary.) 

When I was a little girl, grandpa told me God lived at church. I wonder if God lives in this one. 

(Loudly) God? Are you home, God? 

No answer. I guess he stepped out.  

(Paces across the stage. Touches the piano.) 

Music. (Touches 2 or 3 notes on the keyboard) Can’t be all bad if he likes music. (Beat) 



Wonder what else God has at home. (Looks into the baptistery) What’s with the big hole in the floor? 

Plenty big for a bathtub. No soap though. (Sniffs) Sure could use a bath. 

(Moves toward pulpit and stands behind it.) 

Wonder if this is where God speaks. (Raises finger) Don’t do this, don’t do that. (Beat) Rather be free 

myself. 

(Walks down to the first pew) What’s with the weird chairs? Look good enough to sleep on. I wonder if 

God sleeps here.  

(Turns and sees the altar) Funny looking bench. 

(Spots a Bible on the alter and looks at the title) Holy Bible, wonder what’s so holy about it? (Sits on the 

altar and opens it, closes it, looks around.) 

So, God lives here, uh.  I’d expect more. (Shrugs) 

(Sees the cross and goes to it) 

What’s up with that? Oh, yeah, I’ve seen these before.  It’s a cross.  Wonder what it’s doing here. 

Sure wish God was home. I have a question or two for him.   

Some world he made—too cold in the winter, too hot in the summer, and some of the meanest people 

I’ve ever seen. 

 (Loudly) Hey, God, you home? (Beat) Guess not. Sure is nice and warm in here though. 

Hey God, if you’re here, I could sure go for some food. (Rubs stomach) Sure  wish he’d get home. (Beat) 

(Sighs) Home 

(Beat) 

I remember home. I remember a warm bed. (Rubs her arm) and clean--clean clothes, clean me, clean 

house. (Wipes dirt from sleeve) And, I remember having more than I could eat. 

(Sighs, moves to CS, paces, looks around again) 

(Loudly) God you home yet? I really want to talk to you about my life. 

(beat) 

I was moving right on up that ladder of success. Lots of money, a good house, and lots of friends. (Beat) 

Everything was fine until the drugs and the alcohol. 

But, I caught using on the job and then I got canned and lost everything. (Bops hand against her head). 

Stupid. Stupid. Stupid. 



(Louder) Hey, God are you here yet? I need to talk to you. Maybe God only lives in Grandpa’s church.  

(Sits down) 

Sure am tired. Sure is warm in here. (Yawns and closes eyes) 

(Beat) 

(Hears a noise and jumps up.) 

Is that someone? (beat) Guess not. 

It’s so warm in here. 

(Goes back to CS and paces)  God, sure wish you were here.  

(goes to altar and sits down) 

Saw a bunch of these so-called church people the other day. They were having a yard sale at some 

church. I asked some big-haired lady for some money and she turned her back and walked away. Not 

even a word.  Just walked away. 

Are you sure you live here, God?  (beat)  You didn’t live close to her, did you? 

I went further down the road and saw some people having BBQ and they offered me some. Were they 

church going people?  They didn’t say. They did the funniest thing though. They closed their eyes and 

thanked you for the food, for each other, and for me.  Now, that was strange. 

Later on some guy was on a corner with a sign that said ‘Jesus Saves’.  I see this name everywhere.  Who 

is this Jesus person? I asked the guy on the corner but he just got all excited and started yelling at me.  

No one yells at me but my Mother.   

I miss her. 

(paces) 

Grandpa used to talk about going home. I never understood what he meant. (Picks up the Bible) Does 

this explain it? 

(Loudly) Are you home, God? (pauses) I have too many questions.  Maybe that’s why you’re not here. 

 

(Steps to CS and  starts to transform from the character to the person, goes to CS) 

(Takes off first patch and starts talking to the audience) 

Was she really looking for God or just someplace to be warm? 



(Takes off another patch) 

What do you say to this nameless homeless person when you meet her on the street or outside the 

store? 

What kind of Christian would she see in you?  

(Takes off another patch) 

How do you answer her questions? How do you know she has them? 

 (Takes off another patch Brushes hair, straightens up and starts to look more like herself) 

Where do we find the ones that need Jesus? Where do we go? What do we do? 

Now, how and what do we say to a named person with a good job, good morals, a nice home and plenty 

to eat? What do we say to someone who doesn’t even know she’s looking for God? 

 How do we begin?  What needs are in the community that the church can help fill?  It doesn’t have to 

be about the homeless or the hungry or the poor.  What can we use, as a church, to show people to 

Jesus? 

(This should open the floor up for discussion about what practical steps we can start to take, where we 

should start, and …Lord willing…we should leave with a beginning, at least, of an action plan.) 

 

(Exit) 

 

 

 


