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Dedication

This play is dedicated to all of the hard working single parents, in particular the mothers who have struggled with and through the affairs of this life only to appreciate the monuments perseverance brings. To the children, young men, and women who have yet to experience the oppositions and warmth of life. I leave you with this word of encouragement: “He is no fool who can give up what he can keep to gain what he cannot lose.”  Life is God's existence within you. Living is the condition of being alive. It’s the conduct or manner of life. In order words, it’s the state which your attitude and behavior make up. One way to enjoy life is see it from God’s perspective and not your own. Your future is brighter than what you can anticipate. It’s not based on what you can do (though it may seem) or who you know (though some may say). It is not about your physical strength or its ability of performance. It is not about the more others have than you nor the less they lack than you. It is the potential inside of you who makes you who you are. So remember, what you lack others will supply. And what you supply, others lack. And together collectively and corporately we make up the awesome body of Christ.  To those who have and had the privilege of both parents and still faced trying moments.  To the poor and needy, rich and lonely know that money and fame do not eliminate problems, its only adds to them. Though we triumph through our struggles and by the grace of God, made our journeys prosperous, understand that each man’s fire is his own hell. To you all I bid you God’s speed. In the maximum, omnipotent, and glorious name of Jesus Christ, Amen!!! 
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GIVEN’ BREAK  IS A story about a young man born in a small Southern town called Grace Town, who grew up resenting God blaming Him (God) for the death of 

his mother. At a young age, James Givens loses his mother, Jeanetta Givens to cancer. Raised by Ms. Betty Jenkins, with a sudden twist, Ms. Jeanetta Given’s  death Sparks a new chapter in James life catapulting him to his destiny. 
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MRS. JENKINS:  

Not another step, mister! How many times do I have to tell you to leave Ms. Shantel alone? Ah, I don’t want to hear that crap! You make me sick. Always running off with those hoochie mamma’s, getting your mind all screwed up. Then you come running back to Grace Town with your heart all broken in pieces. I tell you it just pathetic. 

JAMES:

Listen, if you would spend as much time in your own life as you do in mine, you would find life a little more appealing. 

MRS. JENKINS: 

Why you little punk! How dare you talk to me that way, after all I’ve done for you? You little no good imbecile I ought to. 

MR. MILLS:

Hey! What’s going on with you two? 

MRS. JENKINS:

I am terribly sorry Mr. Mills’ you had to hear that, but that boy (sigh). I don’t know what to do with him. I’ve tried everything in my power to get him to understand. He can do so much better if he would only listen. I’m 57 years old, and don’t have the time or the strength to be running behind him. 

MR. MILLS: 

I understand. Raising and living with young adults can be extremely difficult sometimes, especially at your age. It can become a challenge. 

MRS. JENKINS:

Isn’t that the truth. (Chuckles) You know when Jeanetta Givens was alive I can recall her telling me about the cancer treatments and how it wasn’t working. She was so worried about James, what would happen to him, and who she could trust to raise him to be the responsible man needed. Who would be willing? She was more concern about James than her own self. She would cry in confusion while cancer ate at her. Day after day, I watched her fade away being ripped apart by cancer, bitterness, loneliness and now confusion. Right before Jeanetta passed away I promised her I would take care of James and raise him to be the man he needed to be, that I would be as much of a friend as I would be a mother to him, I can’t turn my back on him now. I won’t let her down. I can’t. 

MR. MILLS: 

You know sometimes when a person feels they had done all they can and there’s really nothing else to do, the best thing is to turn it over to Jesus, and trust in Him and give Him time. He will work it out. For, He is a refuge in the time of a storm, strength to the weak, weary, and fainted soul. He’s shade from the heat, food when hungry, the solution to your problems, water when you.re thirsty, the answer to every question, and so much more. If there’s anyone that can help your situation, Mrs. Jenkins, it’s Jesus Christ. 

MRS. JENKINS:

I know Mr. Mills, but you know that boy will not go to church to hear about no Jesus, especially when he blames Jesus for taking his mother. (Sigh) I feel I’ve done all I could, (slight pause) but I won’t give up on him. You know that boy don’t know what it’s like to have a father. The father he has ever known (light pause) was his momma. When she passed, everything he had invested hit rock bottom. I guess it just took some time for it to surface. 

MR. MILLS:

Do you want me to talk to him? 

MRS. JENKINS:

Oh, Mr. Mills, I don’t think it’s appropriate for me to parade on you nor trouble you with my problems. Besides, you have enough of them on your own. 

MR. MILLS:

It won’t be a problem Mrs. Jenkins. I’ll stop by around 6 p.m. since he’s not available at the moment, if that’s ok with you? 

MRS. JENKINS:

Oh, yeah that will be fine. Thank you so much, and once again, I’m sorry to trouble you. 

MR. MILLS:

It’s really no trouble at all Mrs. Jenkins. I’m happy I can be of some assistance. 

NARRATOR:

During the next few hours, Mrs. Jenkins spent her time cleaning the house, singing hymns (“Oh what a friend we have in Jesus”) suddenly reminded by the sweet song she realized truly she could take everything to God in prayer. As she began to make her way to her prayer closet, (the sacred place that’s most comfortable to her), she knelt down to pay homage to her God. Oh, how she love to submit and call upon the name of the Jesus. “There really is a friend that sticks closer than brother. Surely there is.” As she raised herself up, she felt a sudden joy stirring in her heart. As she continued, she realized, surely the presence of the Lord is in this place. Interrupted by the ring of a phone, she reached in an impulsive way that still showed her politeness when she answered. After the woman talked socially for several minutes, Mrs. Jenkins hung up surprised by the familiar voice on the line. It had been over 2 years since she last heard her niece’s, Tamika’s voice. And nearly 10 years since she last saw her. How grown up she had sounded. So mature had she spoken. She can’t believe Tamika was actually coming to town. Looking forward to the visit, she began to give God the highest praise. “I may not have.....what I want, but I have all I need. The Lord is my shepherd.....He is my shepherd... I shall not want. He said....He would supply.....everyone.....one of needs.....Fortune and fame, no worldly gains. If you don’t have the joy of the Lord in your heart oh...but I have Jesus and what God has for me it is for me, I may not have what I want but I have all I need. If I keep singing in the name of Jesus I can reach somebody’s heart and I’ll get my reward. If you have Jesus, you got the greatest gift in the world.” As the song played and Mrs. Jenkins Sang, she sat in her favorite chair reliving her thoughts. Her expectations of tonight’s events sort of had her blood running, with her niece Tamika arriving at 7:30 pm and Mr. Mills coming by to talk to James made her feel a little squeezed, yet she felt less pressured. 

TAMIKA:

Hello Auntie, can you hear me? I know, I know, it’s really difficult with all the noise in the background. Anyway, my bus is suppose to arrive at 7:30 pm. At the moment we are in Durham, N.C. Yeah, apparently we have to make a local stop. Yes, I am fine, just hot. You know I can’t ever recall it being this hot in Grace Town. All I can remember is going to church and boy! Aunt Mae, Grandpa and Grandma Simms sure knew how to praise the Lord (laughter). I remember one Sunday afternoon; when you, my mother and the rest of the choir were singing” I’m so glad. Trouble don’t last always” and a horse fly had flown in your choir robe. (Laughter) How in the world could you mistake a house fly for a bee? I’m not picking, I’m just curious. (Laughter) Oh, that was a moment to remember. Auntie, can I ask you a question? Why wouldn’t you let someone help you? All I can remember was you running, around screaming. Poor thing, I believe you scared it to death. Well Auntie, I got to go. It sounds like they.re calling for the passengers to board. I love you too. Bye. 

NARRATOR: 

As Mrs. Jenkins hung up the phone, she couldn’t help but to continue to laugh and be surprised by how vivid and précised Tamika’s memory was. The very thought of knowing, Tamika couldn’t have been no more than 8 years old at the time sort of tickled her a little. As time went by, Mrs. Jenkins noticed it was getting close to 6:00 p.m. Mr. Mills should be arriving soon, she thought, but even more, she wondered where James was. She really loved James and wanted nothing less than the best for him. She knows Jesus could help them both, besides, He always had. But would James sit still long enough to at least listen. Would he, she thought. Unaware, that James had entered the house, she knelt down on her knees and right before she prayed, she began to hum these very words. 

MRS. JENKINS:

“Come-on.....In my room. O’Lord Come on....In my room. Jesus is my Doctor and he writes down all my prescriptions and he gives me all my medicine in -in my room.” “Come on....In my room....Mmm.....Come on...In my room...Mmm...Jesus is my Doctor and he writes down all my prescription. And he gives me all of my medicine in -in my room.” Dear Lord, I am so in need of your help. Your Divine intervention is so needed. Lord, I know you can help us and I know that you.re willing. For your word says that you upholdeth all that fall, and raiseth up all those that be bowed down. The eyes of all wait upon you and you givest them their meat in due season. This is our season, praise God and I found you to be a miracle worker. You open your hand and satisfies the desire of every living thing. There is nothing that you.ve left undone. The work of Calvary was completed; the work of the cross is finished. You are near unto all them that call upon your truth. You will fulfill the desire of them that fear you. You will also hear the cry and will save them. You heal the broken hearted and bindeth up their wounds. This is your servant’s request, my Lord. I ask for forgiveness. If there’s anything I have done wrong, either known or unknown. Please forgive me. If I had offended anyone, or if someone has offended me, Oh Lord forgive us. Lord, your word tells us if we have any iniquity hidden in our heart, you won’t hear us. And so I ask dear Lord, to search my heart and remove everything that’s not like you, that there be no hindrance. Thank you for the precious Blood of Jesus Christ, the Atonement and Your seal in which you set in every Believers heart. The Holy Ghost. Also, for my health, and for saving me, embracing me with your love that first captured me the moment I laid eyes on you, and which still holds me in place. Thank you for your provisions, for truly your grace is sufficient. Thank you for Mrs. Jeanetta Givens she was a real friend of mine as you know already, and even now, I know that she’s safely in your arms. I miss her so much. I also want to thank you for bringing my niece to visit me Lord. You know it surely has been a long time since we last saw one another, other than pictures, I know she has gotten so big and grown up. Last, but certainly not least, I want to thank you for bringing James into my life. He has been so helpful to me, and honestly (sigh), I really don’t know what I’ll do without that boy. You know, he can be so stubborn at times, but he’s really a beautiful young man. (Laughter) o’ yes Lord, we can all be a little stubborn at times. I have grown to love him as my own son. Please protect him and keep him safe. You know how much I worry about him. Open his eyes to your word. Allow him to come to know your son Jesus and how much you truly love him. Give him spiritual wisdom and revelation in the knowledge of you, and spiritual understanding. Assure him of the dangers out there because he seems to think I’m just an old fashioned lady, who’s too hard on him and maybe he’s right lord, but he doesn’t quite understand how much I really love and care bout ...! 

JAMES:

yes, I do. 

MRS. JENKINS:

Oh my? Baby, how long have you been standing there 

JAMES: 

Well, in between “Dear Lord, I’m in need of your help.” Til this point. Can I ask you something Betty? What was my mother really like? 

MRS. JENKINS:

Well, child your mother was one of the sweetest persons I’ve ever known. She had one of the prettiest smiles and got along with everyone. Did I mention she was a good dancer? Honey, she could dance her way out of her shoes... 

JAMES:

Okay, then that explains why I’m so light on my feet. (Laughs) 

MRS. JENKINS: 

(Laughs) she had a pure and loving heart, always willing to help people. She was very respectful. I had known your mother for over thirty years now and not once can I recall her ever getting into a fight. She loved going to church. Baby, your mother was a worshipper, a God fearing woman. When she had you, she felt her
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