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THANKSGIVING DINNER 
Parable: The Great Supper 

By Tracy Wells 
 
SYNOPSIS: It’s turkey and all the trimmings, but three distracted young 
adults don’t have time to come home. Mom and Dad pack up their feast for 
the soup kitchen just as their kids show up after all, hungry and confused. 
  
BIBLE VERSE:  Luke 14:16-24 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(1 female, 1 male, 3 either) 

 
MOM (f) ......................................... Parent and chief cook.  (38 lines) 
DAD (m.) ........................................ Parent and chief sampler. (38 lines) 
JANE/JOHN (f./m) ......................... Daughter/son executive.  (15 lines) 
MARK/MARY (m/f.) ..................... Son/daughter farmer.  (22 lines) 
CINDY/STEVE (f/m.) .................... Daughter/son newlywed.  (12 lines) 
 
DURATION:  10 minutes. 
SETTING:  Around the dining room table at Thanksgiving. 
TIME:  Present day. 
 

SET 
 
The set is very simple, but could be as elaborate as the director chooses. 
Center stage is a table set for Thanksgiving with dishes, glasses, utensils, and 
possibly a fall-themed centerpiece and/or tablecloth. 
 

LIGHTING/SOUND 
 
No special lighting effects are required. The buzzing sound of a kitchen 
timer is needed as well as the sound of the phone ringing. 
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COSTUMES 
 
Current-day attire is appropriate. MOM and DAD are dressed nicely in 
sweaters and dress pants. MOM also wears an apron. JANE wears a business 
suit. MARK wears outdoor work gear and boots and long gloves. CINDY 
wears casual clothes. 
 

PROPS 
 

 Turkey on a platter  
 Serving bowls with spoons (3) 
 Picnic basket  
 Carving knife and fork 
 Cell phones (2)  
 Bucket 

 
PUBLISHER'S NOTE 

 
Parables are earthly stories intended to reveal a heavenly meaning.  They are 
by nature stories that people could relate to and which would inspire 
questions and discussion, thus providing the opportunity for revelation of the 
truth.  We have brought these parables into present time where the listener 
can relate and once again ask questions, which will reveal the true meaning. 
 
SCRIPTURE:  Taken from THE HOLY BIBLE, NEW INTERNATIONAL 
VERSION ®. Copyright© 1973, 1978, 1984, 2011 by Biblica, Inc.™. Used 
by permission of Zondervan. 
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PARABLE:  16Jesus replied: "A certain man was preparing a great 
banquet and invited many guests. 17At the time of the banquet he 
sent his servant to tell those who had been invited, “Come, for 
everything is now ready.” 18But they all alike began to make excuses. 
The first said, “I have just bought a field, and I must go and see it. 
Please excuse me.” 19Another said, “I have just bought five yoke of 
oxen, and I’m on my way to try them out. Please excuse me.” 20Still 
another said, “I just got married, so I can’t come.” 21The servant came 
back and reported this to his master. Then the owner of the house 
became angry and ordered his servant, “Go out quickly into the 
streets and alleys of the town and bring in the poor, the crippled, the 
blind and the lame.” 22“Sir,” the servant said, “what you ordered has 
been done, but there is still room.” 23Then the master told his servant, 
“Go out to the roads and country lanes and compel them to come in, 
so that my house will be full. I tell you, not one of those who were 
invited will get a taste of my banquet” (Luke 14:16-24) 
 

♦ ♦ ♦ 
 
AT START:  DAD enters, smelling the air and rubbing his belly. 
 
DAD:  It smells great in here, honey. 
 
MOM enters carrying serving bowl with spoon in it. 
 
MOM:  That would be my grandmother’s prize-winning stuffing recipe 

you’re smelling. 
DAD:  Maybe I could have just a little taste. (Tries to stick his finger in 

the serving bowl.) 
MOM:  Not so fast! (Moves bowl away just in time.) Besides, this isn’t 

the stuffing. These are the cranberries. (Puts bowl on table.) 
DAD:  (Grimaces.) Oh, never mind then. 
MOM:  (With a smirk.) You don’t like my cranberries? 
DAD:  I don’t like any cranberries. I don’t understand why they call 

them berries anyway! Berries are supposed to be sweet and juicy. 
(Picks up spoon and stirs contents of bowl.) These are just bitter 
hard little balls of hate. 
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JANE enters. She is texting on her cell phone and carrying a 
briefcase. 
 
JANE:  Well, I like Mom’s cranberries. (Puts briefcase down on table.) 
MOM:  (Tries to hug JANE.) Thanks, Jane. 
JANE:  Not now, Mom. I’m on a business call. 
DAD:  Looks more like a business text. 
JANE:  I have to send these reports over to our office in London 

before the end of the business day. 
MOM:  But it’s Thanksgiving. It’s not a business day at all. It’s a 

holiday. 
JANE:  Not in London it isn’t. 
DAD:  When will you be off your call? 
JANE:  I really can’t say, Dad. It could be awhile. (Puts phone to her 

ear and starts to shout.) What do you mean, the financial reports 
aren’t ready? I told you to have them emailed to me two hours 
ago! (Sound of buzzing kitchen timer is heard.) 

MOM:  That would be the sweet potatoes. (Exits.) 
JANE:  (Angrily.) If you don’t get those reports emailed to me within 

the next fifteen minutes, I’m going to have one less thing to be 
thankful for today, and you’re going to be sorry! 

DAD:  Surely she doesn’t mean— 
JANE:  (Holding the phone out in front of her and yelling into it.) Your 

job, Bob. I mean you will no longer have your job. Now, get me 
those reports! (Ends call and puts her phone down on the table, 
sighing.) I don’t understand why some people can’t do a simple 
task. Is that so much to ask? 

DAD:  How big were the financial reports you asked for? 
JANE:  (Off-handedly.) Oh, I don’t know—two hundred pages or so… 

give or take. 
DAD:  But honey, it’s a holiday. Can’t you give the guy a break? 
JANE:  (Annoyed.) I already told you, Dad, it’s not a holiday for him—

he’s in London. 
DAD:  Still. (Puts his arm around JANE.) Can’t you just relax for a 

minute and enjoy Thanksgiving with your family? You always work 
so hard. Give yourself—and maybe Bob in London—a little break. 
(Sound of phone ringing.) 
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JANE:  (Answering phone, annoyed.) What is it now, Bob? (Pauses 
for answer. Angrily.) Are you kidding me? Why do I have to do 
everything myself? Well, you can kiss your holiday bonus good-
bye, Bob—and maybe your job, too. (Ends call and picks up 
briefcase.) Sorry, Dad. It looks like I have to go back to the office. 

DAD:  But it’s almost dinner! 
JANE:  (Kissing DAD on the cheek.) Tell Mom I’m sorry.  
DAD:  But it’s Thanksgiving! 
JANE:  Not in London! (Exits.) 
 
DAD shakes his head as MOM enters carrying serving bowl with 
spoon. 
 
MOM:  Where’s Jane? 
DAD:  She had to go back into the office. 
MOM:  But dinner’s almost finished. 
DAD:  (Rubbing his belly.) And it smells great! (Tries to put his finger 

in serving bowl.) Is that grandma’s famous stuffing? 
MOM:  (Moves bowl away just in time.) No, it’s my famous sweet 

potatoes. 
DAD:  Sweet potatoes—yum! 
 
MARK enters carrying bucket. 
 
MARK:  Sweet potatoes—yuck! 
DAD:  But Mom makes the best sweet potatoes in the entire world! 
MARK:  I’m sure she does… if you like sweet potatoes. (Puts bucket 

on table.) 
MOM:  Mark, don’t put your dirty bucket on the dinner table, please. 
MARK:  (Picking up bucket and putting it on the ground.) Sorry, Mom. 
DAD:  (Trying to see inside bucket.) What have you got in there? 
MARK:  Slops. 
MOM:  Slops? 
MARK:  Yeah—you know, leftover decomposing food, a little spoiled 

milk, a few rotten eggs—slops. 
MOM:  That’ll make you lose your appetite. 
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DAD:  I can understand if you don’t want to eat Mom’s sweet 
potatoes, but you didn’t have to bring slops to Thanksgiving 
dinner. 

MARK:  (Chuckling.) The slops aren’t for us, Dad. They’re for the 
pigs. 

MOM:  Pigs?  
MARK:  Yeah.  Our sow had a litter of piglets a few months ago, and 

they’re getting bigger and bigger every day. I swear, they are 
eating me out of house and home! 

DAD:  (Putting his arm around MOM.) Now you know how Mom and I 
felt when you were a teenager. 

MARK:  I can’t really stay long. Most of the guys are off today. 
MOM:  Of course they are. It’s Thanksgiving.  
MARK:  The pigs don’t care that it’s a holiday, Mom. They just want 

their slops. (Takes off his work gloves and puts them on the table.) 
MOM:  Please don’t put your work gloves on the table, Mark. 
MARK:  Sorry, Mom. (Picks up work gloves.) 
DAD:  Why do you even need such large gloves on the farm? 
MARK:  Trust me, Dad—you don’t want to know. 
MOM:  (Picks up one table setting and hands it to DAD.) Well, if Jane 

isn’t going to be here for dinner, I might as well make more room 
for the turkey. 

DAD:  Maybe she’ll join us after her work crisis is averted. 
MOM:  Then she can heat up a plate when she gets here. 
 
DAD exits with table setting as MOM rearranges serving bowls, 
putting cranberries near MARK. 
 
MARK:  So Jane’s not going to be here for dinner? (Sits and looks in 

serving bowl.) 
MOM:  I guess not. (MARK starts to put his finger in the cranberries. 

MOM swats it away.) Get your fingers out of there! You’re just as 
bad as your father. (DAD enters.) 

DAD:  Like father, like son—that’s what I always say. 
MOM:  Why don’t you go and wash up for dinner, Mark? 
MARK:  Sure thing, Mom. What time are you serving it? 
MOM:  We’re just waiting on Cindy and Dave to get here. 
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MARK:  Oh, great. So we can all sit around the dinner table and 
watch them smooching and cooing over each other. Talk about 
losing your appetite. 

DAD:  They’re newlyweds. You should be happy for your sister. 
MARK:  I am. But that doesn’t mean I have to watch them make goo-

goo eyes at each other over Grandma’s prize-winning stuffing. 
(Sound of kitchen timer buzzing is heard.) 

MOM:  The stuffing! (Starts to exit in a hurry.) 
MARK:  So what time are Cindy and Dave getting here? 
MOM:  (As she exits.) Four o’clock. (Exits.) 
MARK: Four o’clock! But that’s when I have to give the pigs their next 

feeding. (Puts on gloves and picks up bucket.) 
DAD:  Can’t you change their meal time just this once? It’s 

Thanksgiving. 
MARK:  Not for the pigs! (Exits. DAD shakes his head as MOM 

enters carrying serving bowl with spoon.) 
MOM:  Where’s Mark? 
DAD:  He had to go feed the pigs. 
MOM:  But dinner’s almost finished. 
DAD:  (Rubbing his belly.) And it smells great! (Tries to put his finger 

in serving bowl.) Is that Grandma’s famous stuffing? 
MOM:  (Moves bowl away just in time.) It is. But it’s not time for dinner 

yet. (Puts bowl down on table.) We’re still waiting on Cindy and 
Dave. (CINDY enters. She is talking on her phone.) 

CINDY:  (In sugary sweet voice.) I love you too, pookie bear. (Pauses 
for answer.) No, I love you more. (Pauses for answer.) No, I love 
you more. (Pauses for answer.) No, I— 

DAD:  Let me guess—she loves him more. 
CINDY:  I do love you more! (Whiny.) I wish you could be here with 

me, pookie bear. I miss you so much! 
MOM:  Why isn’t Dave here? It’s their first Thanksgiving as a married 

couple. 
DAD:  I don’t know. If Cindy would ever get off the phone, maybe she 

could tell us. (Waving his arms in front of CINDY to get her 
attention.) Cindy! 

 
CINDY looks at DAD. He mimics ending the call and putting the 
phone away. 
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CINDY:  (Annoyed.) My dad’s telling me he wants me to get off the 

phone. Doesn’t he realize I’m married now and he can’t tell me 
what to do anymore? 

DAD:  She does realize I’m standing right here and can hear 
everything she says, right? 

MOM:  (Patting his shoulder.) I think that’s the point, honey. 
CINDY:  (With a sigh, talking into phone.) All right, pookie bear. I’m 

going to let you go so I can talk to my parents, but I’ll call you back 
in a few minutes, OK? (Pauses for answer.) No, I miss you more. 
(Pauses for answer.) No, I miss you more. (Pauses for answer.) 
No, I— 

DAD:  (Grabbing phone and talking into it.) She misses you more, 
Dave. Trust me. (Ends call.) 

CINDY:  (Grabbing phone.) Why did you do that, Dad? Dave needs 
me! 

MOM:  Where is Dave?  
CINDY:  He has the flu! Can you believe it? Our first Thanksgiving as 

a married couple, and my pookie bear gets the flu. 
MOM:  How awful! 
CINDY:  I know! And now he’s home all by himself with no one to take 

care of him. 
DAD:  I’m sure Pookie Bear—I mean, Dave—will be just fine. (Picking 

up carving knife and fork.) Now, when is that turkey going to be 
done? (Sound of kitchen timer buzzing is heard.) 

MOM:  Right now. I’ll go and get it. (Exits.) 
CINDY:  I just need to check on my husband. (With a big smile.) My 

husband—I still love the sound of that. (Dials phone and puts it to 
her ear.) It’s me, pookie bear. How are you feeling? (Pauses for 
answer.) Oh, no! You sound just awful. I’ll be there in a minute. 
(Ends call.) I’ve got to go, Dad. Dave is cold and needs another 
blanket. 

DAD:  Can’t he get his own blanket? It’s Thanksgiving! 
CINDY:  But my husband needs me! (Exits.) 
 
DAD shakes his head as MOM enters carrying platter with turkey on 
it. 
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