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A conversation with Christ

by Dawn DeAnna Wilson

Let’s Do Lunch



CAST OF CHARACTERS 

JESUS CHRIST
King of kings and Lord of lords

RAYANNA STONE
A hotshot Hollywood agent who was once close 

to the Lord but has since strayed
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PRODUCTION NOTES

Synopsis

This small-cast play features Hollywood agent Rayanna
Stone, who schedules a power lunch … with Jesus. She knew
him well in the past, but she lives life in the shallow,
Tinseltown fast lane now, and who has the time? The queen of
“It’s all about me” talks a mile a self-centered minute, then
drops the bomb that she wants to produce Jesus’ life story on
the silver screen. It will be faaaa-bulous! Robert De Niro will
play Jesus! And, based on market surveys, hopefully more P.C.
Jesus gently challenges her with thoughtful questions. Box-
office bust or boffo? When “of the world” and “not of this world”
break bread together, deliciously funny and unexpectedly
tender dialogue is on the menu.

Setting

A trendy cafe in Los Angeles. Place a table and two chairs
at Center Stage. Place salt and pepper shakers on the table
and anything else to dress up the table, such as a tablecloth,
cloth napkins in fancy folds, a centerpiece, etc. 

Costumes

The traditional robe, headpiece, and sandals for Jesus.
Rayanna looks very “Hollywood” with a trendy outfit, flashy
jewelry, possibly sunglasses, etc.

Props

Cell phone, purse, compact, mini-cassette recorder,
catalog.

Sound Effect

Ringing phone.
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         (JESUS enters the cafe. RAYANNA is sitting at a table, talking
on a cell phone. She spots JESUS and motions for him to come
over and sit down, as if JESUS might have trouble spotting
her.)

RAYANNA: (Into phone) Yeah, yeah, just tell him I’ll call him
at nine. Tomorrow, yes. No, no, I said tomorrow, you
know, as in “the sun will come out” tomorrow. Uh ...
yeah, well, I’ve got a client here ... yeah … got to go ... I
said bye ... yeah, tomorrow. Later. (Hangs up and stands.)
Sorry about that, Jesus. That was Roger. You know how
Roger can be. So pushy all the time! You just can’t tell
the guy no.

JESUS: (Hugs her.) Rayanna! It’s great to see you again. (They
sit.) I mean, we haven’t spoken in —

RAYANNA: I know, it’s been like forever — oh, except when
I took your name in vain after that freak waiter spilled
water down my back. Does that count? I mean, don’t
blame me! I wasn’t the idiot who dropped everything.
Wish you could have been there.

JESUS: I was.
RAYANNA: Silly me — of course you were! Sure. The all-

knowing, J.C. (She rummages in her purse.) Uh, you don’t
mind if I smoke, do you?

JESUS: Well, actually …
RAYANNA: Oh, don’t tell me you’re part of  that anti-tobacco

league.
JESUS: Your body is a temple of the Holy Spirit.
RAYANNA: I know it’s a temple — especially since I lost

thirty pounds! (She laughs. JESUS doesn’t find it very
funny.)

JESUS: I just don’t like to see you do things that I know will
hurt you in the long run.

RAYANNA: Man, you can’t get a nicotine break anywhere
anymore. It’s so un-P.C. Do you know about P.C.? Wait,
of course you do. Political correctness. Fair to
everyone. You’re all about fair, aren’t you?

JESUS: My Father is just.
RAYANNA: I know. Anyway, I wanted to bring you here to
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tell you something — but, like, you already know what
I’m going to tell you, so anyway — isn’t that weird?
(She’s distracted, calls to an imaginary waiter.) Hello! A little
service, please! How about a scotch and ginger on the
rocks?

JESUS: Little early for that, isn’t it?
RAYANNA: Well, you only live once. Except for you, of

course.
JESUS: Rayanna, remember when we used to talk? You used

to sing for me and tell me all the things you worried
about. We were such close friends. I really miss that.

RAYANNA: I do too. I mean, I know it was only kiddie choir
but, I mean, when I had a solo, it was curtain time. It
prepared me for what I’m doing now, and for that, I’m
truly grateful. Truly, truly grateful, J.C. I mean, you
have to get your start somewhere. Of course, the
community production of The Messiah isn’t the
Hollywood jet set, but it gave me that sense of stage
presence I needed. (She takes out a compact and checks her
hair and makeup.) You can’t be a successful agent if they
don’t think you know anything about performing. Man,
when I was on-stage, I was on.

JESUS: I thought you were singing for me.
RAYANNA: Well, that too, but everyone’s got to grow up

sometime. I can take care of myself now.
JESUS: Explain.
RAYANNA: I mean, who wants to pester you all the time with

“Jesus, what should I do about this boyfriend?” “Jesus,
where should I go to college?” “Jesus, should I go to
L.A.?” Or, “Jesus, where is that pink sweater I had?”

JESUS: You used to be so happy to talk about me and let me
help you with your decisions. Remember when you
went to that missions seminar and you wanted to tell
everyone about me? Remember when you volunteered
at that homeless shelter your senior year of high
school?

RAYANNA: In fact, that’s why I’m here. I want to tell
everyone about you. And now I’m finally in a position to
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do so. It’s not that I was ignoring you earlier; it’s just
that I wasn’t in a position of influence before. I mean,
who listens to a stupid high school senior earning
points for the Junior Guild?

JESUS: Was that all it was — earning points?
RAYANNA: No, no, now you’re getting it all wrong. I know

I’ve put you on the back burner, but it was because I
just needed some time to get my life in order. Now I’m
ready to tell everyone about you. I’ve got it all planned
out.

JESUS: What do you mean?
RAYANNA: You’ve seen The Ten Commandments and all that

stuff, right? Well, we’re going to make a movie about
you. You will be the star! Everyone will see it. I mean,
this won’t just be one of those Christian specials they
run at Easter and Christmas. This is going to be huge!
Oscars, Golden Globes, all of it. I’ve got writers
champing at the bit!

JESUS: That’s strange. I thought the story was already
written.

RAYANNA: Well, it is. But — and don’t get me wrong, it’s not
a bad story — it just isn’t hip with these Generation X-
ers or Y-ers or whatever they’re calling them now. I’m
here to interview you. (She pulls out a mini-cassette
recorder.) I want the story fresh from your perspective,
getting inside your head. I want the rights to do your
story.

JESUS: No one’s ever asked me if they could have the
“rights” to my story before. Why now?

RAYANNA: Well, I want this to be new, fresh, born, wham,
star, shine, polished-one-hundred-percent, dipped-in-
white, washed-in-blood, thank-you-Mama, Jesus! This
story will actually take you through your fears and
doubts at Gethesmene — your suffering. The
Resurrection? We’ve got some of George Lucas’s guys
on hold. We think they just might do the special effects
— though you didn’t hear that from me, and it’s all
hush-hush for now, if you know —
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JESUS: Why do you want to do a story on me? You never did
before.

RAYANNA: Well, it was never convenient before. Sure, I
went through a little “Mother Teresa” phase — going to
change the world and blah, blah, blah. But who would
listen to me? Now I have power. Production assistants.
I have actors who love me. Directors would take a bullet
for me!

JESUS: Die for you?
RAYANNA: Die for me, whatever, any way you slice it. So I

had this Jesus-witness-plan thing on the back burner,
but the opportunity never came up. And anyway, back
then it’d never sell. Forget about being taken seriously
in this town! But now — now they have shows like
Touched by an Angel, and there’s all that chicken soup
stuff on the bookshelves, and people are just getting
downright warm-fuzzy about miracles again.

JESUS: In other words, I’m trendy.
RAYANNA: Bingo. And I’ve got to admit — no offense, but

you haven’t exactly been taking advantage of the
situation. Sure, I think you might have gotten a few
converts back then with the Y2K “end of the world”
scare, or the Mayan apocalypse of twenty-twelve. But
now that’s passé. You’ve got to offer something that
grabs them. Something that blows them away!

JESUS: I know that movies and television can be used for
spiritual purposes —

RAYANNA: And now they’re begging for it! Jesus this, angel
that. Look at this. (Pulls out a catalog and points to various
pictures.) Know what this is? This is Jesus graffiti. I
mean, look at it! Here’s a T-shirt with a weightlifter on
it. It says, “Be strong in the Lord.” Here’s one of those
angel ornaments for five installments of $19.99. Here’s
an egg with a Nativity scene inside. Here’s you painted
on black velvet. Velvet! Man, you know you’ve hit the
big time when you’re on velvet. I mean, first Elvis and
now you.

JESUS: First Elvis and now me.
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RAYANNA: You made a big investment in me, dying and all.
Covering my sins. And you know I’ve had some big-time
sins …

JESUS: The strange thing is, they don’t seem to bother you
anymore.

RAYANNA: I want to return the favor and make an
investment in you.

JESUS: Do you think that you can just write me a check for
Calvary? I did that because I love you. I want you to live
forever with me —

RAYANNA: And that’s exactly the kind of thing we’re looking
for in this movie. Look, I have this director ... can’t
mention any names, you know, because the contract
isn’t signed, but you’re the big J.C. so I’ll just tell you. I
know folks who are willing to pay top dollar for the
exclusive rights to your story.

JESUS: I want everyone to know the story of salvation. It’s
free. A gift.

RAYANNA: Yeah, well, this salvation thing, that’s what I
want to talk to you about.

JESUS: Yes?
RAYANNA: I mean, we want to buy the rights, but ... well,

some of that stuff just ... I mean, it’s kind of harsh, don’t
you think? I mean, we’re P.C. now. All this hellfire and
damnation … I mean, ouch! It’s just not that
heartwarming.

JESUS: I am the way. No one reaches heaven but through
me.

RAYANNA: Yeah, and this “Jesus is the only way” doesn’t
exactly win folks over. This “you’re with me or against
me” scored less than a thirty percent approval rating
among those in the twenty-five to forty-five age bracket.
That’s our prime marketing audience. Plus, do you
know how many actors out there are Buddhists or New
Agers? A lot of our choice actors wouldn’t go near the
part.

JESUS: I can’t change the truth to suit your storyline.
RAYANNA: No, no, the truth will still be the truth, but we’re
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going to decorate it up. You know, live shots. Gloss it up
a little. Do you really think that they were flying
around in space on Star Trek? No way. The magician
never really saws the lady in half. (Picks up salt shaker.)
You take this salt shaker. You paint it, dazzle it up. Hold
it up in front of a blue screen, drop in a funky
background, and go “Whirrrr!” and look — it’s a
spaceship! (JESUS looks at her.) OK, scratch the
spaceship. We’re just trying to get your name back into
the mainstream. The time is now. I know that I can get
you on a talk show to promote the movie. It will be like
a concert tour. Jesus Tour _______. (Insert current year.)

JESUS: Why do you want to change my message?
RAYANNA: I’m not changing it.
JESUS: It must have been a long time since you’ve read it.
RAYANNA: And then there are all those things you say about

lifestyle choices. I mean, may I remind you, we’re in
California. Anything goes! Half the state is probably
violating one moral or another. Moviegoers aren’t
exactly going to be leaping at the chance to see this
production with all that hate language thrown in there.

JESUS: I don’t hate. I love. I want the best for people. I want
them to avoid pain and heartache in their lives.
Remember when you were six and your mom told you
not to touch that stove?

RAYANNA: Yeah.
JESUS: You touched it anyway. Burned your hand.
RAYANNA: I know.
JESUS: Your mom set the rules because she didn’t want you

to get hurt. And look. (He takes her hand.) You still have
the scar. (She pulls her hand away.) It’s OK. I have scars
too.

RAYANNA: But it’s not about scars. People don’t want to
remember the scars. That’s not why they pay six-fifty
for a Coke and sit in a crowded room for two hours.

JESUS: What about your scars?
RAYANNA: I have worked so hard to get this thing all lined

up for you. I’ve got the studio on standby. They’re just
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