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REVIVAL OF THE SOUL 
BY LOUREVA SLADE, CALI GIRL 

 

 

 

 

 

CHARACTERS 

 

 

SESHA: 22-years old, sad eyes, beautiful face. 

 

ERICA: Sesha’s cousin. Exuberant.  Outspoken. Down-to-earth.  Confident.  Stylish. 

 

TYRONE: Late twenties.  Tall, dark, and handsome.   

 

GEORGE: Sesha’s boss.  Mid-fifties, handsome. 

 

MONICA: Sesha’s co-worker.  Puerto Rican.  Mid-twenties.  Mild.  Pretty. 

 

REV. WILLIAMS: Assistant Pastor at God is Good Missionary Baptist Church.   

 

DEACON JOHNSON: 80 years old. Powerful singing voice. 

 

MRS. LUCAS: Mid-sixties. Robust.  Loquacious. 

 

BILLY: Mid-forties.  Tall.  Extremely frail. 

 

KHALIA: Twelve. Shy. 

 

DEACONS 

 

CHOIR 

 

MUSICIAN 

 

CONGREGATION 
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SCENE ONE 

A spacious and comfortable living room in Carson, California.  The well-kept room is boldly colored and beautifully 

decorated with antiques.  SESHA smiles as she looks through a stack of old pictures.  She sits on the couch in a T-

shirt and sweats.  Creflo Dollar is on in the background.  SESHA is in her own world when the doorbell rings the first 

time.  When the rings become more urgent, she snaps out of her trance, already knowing the identity of her visitor. 

 

 

SESHA: Just a minute, girl.  (She walks to the door and opens it to find an excited ERICA) 

 

ERICA (Busting through the door and brushing past SESHA): Girl, you will never guess who was at church today! 

 

SESHA: I’m fine, and you? 

 

ERICA (Excited):  I’m fine (pacing) Now guess! 

 

SESHA: I have no idea. 

 

ERICA (In SESHA'S face): Just guess. 

 

SESHA: Well, I know you can’t be talking about yourself, so let me see.  Who could have possibly been at church 

today beside you and the new pastor?  (Sitting down and pretending to think) Hmm…Satan, perhaps? 

 

ERICA: You know you’re gonna burn in hell for that one. 

 

SESHA: Well at least I won’t be alone ‘cause you’ll be burnin’ right next to me! (She turns off Creflo’s taped 

message) 

 

ERICA: No, I won’t.  They say we’re a tropical people, but I don’t think that’s true.  A sista like me can’t stand L.A. in 

the summertime ‘cause it’s too hot.  So you know hell is out of the question! 

 

SESHA: Okay! 

 

ERICA: You’re wasting time.  Guess! 

 

SESHA: Just give me a hint. 

 

ERICA (Unable to hold it in a second longer): Tyrone Alexander Davis, girl!  And, yes, he was lookin’ fine as ever! 

 

SESHA: Really?  Tyrone that used to play the drums? 

 

ERICA: The Tyrone you used to act a fool over.  Don’t act like you know more than one brotha with that name. 

 

SESHA: I haven’t seen him in years.  Does he still look the same? 

 

ERICA: Finer than ever.  He asked about you too, girl! 

 

SESHA: He did?  What did he say? 

 

ERICA (Sitting down): He asked how you were doing and what you’ve been up to.  (Beat)  He asked me for your 

number too, but I told him I’d have to check with you first. 

 

SESHA: Why didn’t you just give it to him?  You know how much I used to be in love with Tyrone. 
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ERICA: Well if you had brought your behind to church you could have given him the number yourself!  (She notices 

that SESHA is quiet and seemingly hurt by this comment)  I’m sorry.  (Beat) Church isn’t the same without you, 

Sesha. 

 

SESHA (Getting back to the subject): Do you think Tyrone is still a big time playa? 

 

ERICA: Oh, I don’t think Tyrone Davis gets down like that anymore. 

 

SESHA: He’s not gay, is he? 

 

ERICA: No.  He’s definitely not gay. 

 

SESHA: Is he married? 

 

ERICA: I’ll tell you what.  You can ask him yourself.  He told me to tell you to come to Pastor Duncan’s church 

tomorrow night at seven. 

 

SESHA: Church!  Did you tell him I don’t do church? 

 

ERICA: Calm down!  Of course I didn’t tell him that!  Especially not since you’re gonna “do” church tomorrow night. 

 

SESHA: What’s happening tomorrow night? 

 

ERICA: Revival. 

 

SESHA: Revival?  Why can’t I just meet him for dinner or something? 

 

ERICA: Look, I’m just the messenger. 

 

SESHA: Well do me a favor, messenger.  Go to the revival and give Tyrone my number. 

 

ERICA (Annoyed):  I’m not gonna do that, Sesha.  (Checking herself, she realizes that her comment was kinda 

harsh.  More empathetically) It’s been over a year.  When are you gonna stop running from God? 

 

SESHA: I’m not running from God. 

 

ERICA: Well what do you call it? 

 

SESHA: I’m just not ready yet. 

 

ERICA: Why not? 

 

SESHA: I can’t do it, Erica.  Do you know that I woke up this morning, got dressed, and walked out the front door?  I 

even made it to the car today.  But as soon as I put my key in the door, I froze.  I stood there for at least fifteen 

minutes before I realized that today just wasn’t gonna be the day.  Last night I looked through some old pictures 

and I ran across my favorite one—the one with my mom in a big feather hat and funny looking dress and my dad in 

his ol’ school pin striped suit.  We were all smiling and happy.  We were the picture perfect family—Pastor, wife, 

and two kids.  Now the picture isn’t so perfect because they’re dead, Erica.  And it seems to me like everyone 

else’s lives have gone on.  Everyone else has stopped weeping, but not me.  Every night in my dreams, I see my 

daddy in the pulpit and my mother in the choir stand.  I feel so happy when I’m sleep…but then I wake up and 

realize that they’re never coming back.  No—I can’t do church.  I know I’m just gonna get there and not be able to 

stop thinking about them. 

 

ERICA: You act like thinking about them is a bad thing. 
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SESHA: It just hurts, ya know.  I miss them so much. 

 

ERICA (Putting her hand on SESHA’S shoulder):  I know you do.  I miss them too.  They were my favorite aunt and 

uncle.  But you know what?  I’m giving God the praise right now.  Do you know how many people never knew their 

mother or father…or how many children were abused by their parents?  You were fortunate to have had two great 

parents who were with you as long as they were. 

 

SESHA (Shaking her head “no”):   I can’t stop asking God why He took them from me. 

 

ERICA: I look at it like this—God cultivated the soil, planted the seeds, watered the seeds, and watched them grow 

into roses.  He didn’t take them from you.  They were His roses to begin with.  He made them perfect and He 

wanted them in Heaven with him.  Aunt Anne and Uncle Rick were two of His most faithful servants, and now their 

dedication has paid off.  I’m happy for them.  I can just feel them looking down and smiling on us right 

now…especially with that big picture of them over there looking in this direction.  (ERICA and SESHA chuckle at her 

wittiness)  Look, I really think you should go to the revival tomorrow night.  You’ve gotta praise God at all times.  

Let Him hold you in His arms and heal your pain. 

 

SESHA: I know you’re right.  Maybe I will try this revival thing.  (sighs)  I say the very same thing about church every 

Sunday, but it never happens… 

 

ERICA: It will this time.  Only God can heal your pain, Sesha.  Stop trying to deal with this on your own.  Don’t let 

Satan have the victory.  You are too much of a warrior for that. 

 

SESHA: I know you’re right.  

 

ERICA (Standing): Well I know it’s time for your afternoon nap, so I’m gonna get going.  I just dropped by to give 

you the day’s scoop.   

 

ERICA: I love you, girl.  (They embrace)  Please (in her preacher impersonation) “let go…” 

 

ERICA and SESHA (In preacher voice): “and let God.”  (They laugh.) 

 

ERICA (Walking to the door):  I mean it. 

 

SESHA: I know.  Thanks for stopping by—and I love you too. 

 

SESHA watches ERICA leave and then returns to the couch.  SESHA picks up a picture of her mother and father, 

holds it to her chest, and then closes her eyes and smiles. 

 

 

Lights fade. 

 

 

 

SCENE TWO 

Sesha is at work.  She looks stressed as she sits in her cubicle and mulls over the paperwork in front of her.  She 

types numbers into a calculator, writes on a piece of paper, and then types some more.  Finally she throws the 

papers down and looks at her watch, only to realize that time is ticking away and she still hasn’t finished her 

assignment.  Revival starts at 7 and it is already 5.  At that moment, her boss, George, walks over to her. 

 

GEORGE: How’s it going? 
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SESHA: It could be better.  I’ve looked over the Gilbert account so many times, but for some reason the numbers 

just aren’t adding up. 

GEORGE: Well I need that file on my desk by 6am tomorrow morning so do whatever it takes to make the numbers 

add up, Sesha.  Oh, and I need you to email the team and let them know the Chicago staff wants to meet with us 

tomorrow at 8.  Have them show you their presentation before you leave.  I don’t want to be embarrassed 

tomorrow. 

SESHA: Sure thing. 

GEORGE: I’m headed out.  If my wife calls…tell her I’m in a meeting. 

SESHA: Yes sir. 

Sesha returns her attention to the documents.  She shakes her head and then quickly types an email to the staff. 

At 5:20 she calls Erica. 

ERICA: Hey Sesha.  I was just thinking about you.  Are you ready for tonight? 

SESHA: That’s why I called.  I am so stressed out right now.  You have no idea.  I really want to go, but I’m still at 

the office.  I have to finish my work before I leave and things aren’t looking too good.  I still have to go home and 

take another shower.  I just don’t think I’ll be able to make it. 

ERICA: What?  Sesha, it’s not even 5:30 yet.  You have time. 

SESHA: I’ve been working on this account all day and I’m not any closer to finishing it now than I was when I came 

in this morning.  George is on me too.  He says he needs it by 6am. 

ERICA: So what’s the problem?  You can go to church and work on it afterward. 

SESHA: On top of that, we have a big meeting tomorrow and I have to review everyone’s work before I leave—and 

my head is pounding.  I’m just not feeling well.  I’ll go tomorrow night. 

ERICA: Don’t you see that you’re being attacked by the enemy?  You were excited about going earlier today and 

now at the last minute you have so much to do that you feel overwhelmed.  You know what?  Bow your head.  Let’s 

pray.  (She talks to the Lord)  Heavenly Father, we come to you right now, in the name of Jesus.  We come with 

hearts full of thanksgiving.  Lord, we know that we wrestle not against flesh and blood but against principalities 

and powers.  We also know that no weapon formed against us shall prosper.  Lord we know that if we ask anything 

in your name, you will do it.  So Lord, we strip the devil of his power right now, in Jesus’ name.  Your word says that 

if any is sick among us, let him pray.  We know that your word is health and healing to our flesh.  We ask, in your 

mighty name, that you would relieve Sesha’s headache.  Allow peace to reign within her.  Lord, we ask that you will 

help her finish up her work so she can come to service tonight and hear from you.   She needs to hear from you, 

Father God.  I know you’re able and I thank you, in advance, for granting our requests.  In the mighty name of 

Jesus we pray.  Amen. 

SESHA (sighs): Thanks girl.  I needed that.  I feel better already.  Ok look, I’m going to finish up here and even if I 

have to come straight from work, I will be there.  7:30 at the latest. 

ERICA: Alright.  I’ll be looking for you. 

Sesha hangs up the phone and returns to her paperwork. 
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MONICA: Hey Sesh.  You look stressed. 

SESHA: Thanks. 

MONICA: Not like that.  I mean I can tell that you’re super busy today.  You’ve been glued to your desk all day and 

I’ve been dying to talk to you. 

SESHA: Yeah.  You have no idea.  What’s up? 

MONICA: I’ll make it quick.  Omar has been blowing up my phone all day and I think he wants me back.  The 

problem is I’m really feeling Carlos and I just kinda want to see where things are going with him first, ya know?  

But I miss Omar too.  But I really like Carlos.  What should I do? 

SESHA: I think you should just be single.   

MONICA: Really?  So neither one of ‘em? 

SESHA: I don’t think either of them is worth your time.   

MONICA: Wow.  Wendy said the same exact thing.  That’s crazy.  You guys are so much better at this romance 

thing than I am. 

SESHA: And yet I’m single. (Sesha chuckles.) 

MONICA: You’re drama free.  That’s what I love about you. 

SESHA: Well look, I hate to cut our conversation short, but I really need to get my work done so I can get to church. 

MONICA: Church?  On a Monday night? 

SESHA: Revival. 

MONICA: I’m not sure exactly what that is, but it sounds like something I need. 

SESHA: You should come with me. 

MONICA: Maybe I will one day, but I can’t tonight.  I can’t miss Pilates.  My teacher would murder me.  Just say a 

prayer for me. 

SESHA: I will.  Let’s finish discussing this Carlos and Omar thing tomorrow at lunch.  My treat. 

MONICA: Sounds good to me.  Thanks for listening, momma.  Hasta manana.  

SESHA: Good night. 

Sesha shakes her head and looks at the clock.  It’s 5:45.  She looks at her emails. 

Her cell phone rings.  She sighs and sends the call to voicemail. 

She bows her head and prays out loud. 

SESHA: Lord, this is so hard for me.  I just can’t seem to focus and I’m going be completely honest with you, Lord.  I 

miss my parents so much.  My heart literally aches.  I’m so afraid that I’ll break down as soon as I step foot in 

church tonight.  People already expect me to be torn up, and I am!  And I hate that!  I hate when people look at me 

like I’m a puppy and tell me they know how I feel and they’re sorry for my loss.  They don’t know how I feel and 
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them being sorry doesn’t make me feel any better.  I know that their work here was finished, but that makes me 

angry.  I still had plans for them.  They never saw me get married or have children or make it into a Tyler Perry 

movie, or any of the other things I wanted them to see me accomplish.  Lord, it just isn’t fair.  I don’t know exactly 

what to say.  I’ve tried everything to make myself feel better but it hasn’t worked.  I need your help, Lord.  I just ask 

that you heal my broken heart.  Please help me, Lord.  Please!  In Jesus’ name.  Amen. 

Lights fade.  

 

 

SCENE THREE 

God is Love Missionary Baptist Church.  There is a piano and drum set to the right of the rostrum and an organ to 

the left.  Below the pulpit is a communion table with an offering table underneath.  On the wall behind the pulpit is 

a picture of a smiling Pastor Duncan and his wife. 

 

DEACONS (singing): I love the Lord.  He heard my cry. 

Congregation echoes. 

DEACONS: And pitied every grown. 

Congregation echoes. 

As the song continues, Sesha enters and finds a seat next to Erica in the rear of the church.  Sesha looks around.   

ERICA: I’m so happy you made it. (She hugs Sesha.) 

Sesha smiles. 

ERICA: Are you alright? 

SESHA: I’m ok. 

REV. WILLIAMS: It is good to be in the house of the Lord one more time.  Glory to God! I almost didn’t make it here 

this evening.  I was in a fender bender on Crenshaw and Slauson a couple hours ago.   I was sitting at a red light 

and next thing I know a car slams into me. (Gasps and sighs from the congregation.)  Lord knows the hit was so 

hard I should have a couple broken bones or something, but by the grace of God I feel just fine.  Glory to God! (He 

breaks into song.)  ‘I’m glad just to be here.  Just to be in the land of the living.  I’m glad I have a chance to testify 

just how good God’s been to me.  Look how good God’s been to me.’  Hallelujah.   

Congregation applauds. 

REV. WILLIAMS: At this time we’re going to open up for a couple of brief testimonies.  Let me repeat that—BRIEF 

testimonies!  Glory to God. 

Congregation laughs. 

MRS. LUCAS: I just want to thank God for bringing my Billy back to me.  Ya’ll know he was on the streets for years.  

All I could do was pray and ask God to protect him.  My Billy called me a few weeks ago and told me he wanted to 
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come home.  I didn’t hesitate.  I told my baby to come on home.  Stand up, Billy! (Billy stands up.) I know that God 

is going to strengthen him as he grows in his faith and I just thank God for the victory.  Thank ya! (She shouts as an 

usher walks over, rubs her back, and guides her to her seat while she continues to praise the Lord.) 

CONGREGATION: God is good! 

DEACON JOHNSON (stands, singing powerfully): Thank you Lord.  Thank you Lord. 

CONGREGATION (joining in): Thank you Lord.  I just want to thank you Lord. 

Deacon Johnson sits down. 

REV. WILLIAMS: Glory to God.  Thank you, Lord.  Sometimes that’s all I can fix my mouth to say.  Sometimes that’s 

all that needs to be said.  He’s just that good, isn’t He?  He’s been that good, hasn’t He?  Hallelujah.  Nothing is 

impossible for God.  Nothing!  Glory to God!  We have time for one more testimony.  Is there one? 

KHALIA (clearing her throat): First giving honor to God, ministers on the rostrum, and you my brothers and sisters 

in Christ.  I want to thank God for helping me to pass my math test on Friday.  I studied really hard and got my first 

A+ ever! 

CONGREGATION: Hallelujah! 

REV. WILLIAMS: That’s great, Khalia.  When we do our part, the Lord will surely do the rest.  Glory to God!  Keep up 

the good work, baby girl!  I love to hear the young people testify.  It brings joy to my heart. 

CONGREGATION: Alright, alright! 

REV. WILLIAMS: I feel the spirit moving all in this place tonight.  Have your way, Lord.  Glory to God.  At this time, 

please stand to your feet as we welcome the man of the hour. 

The organist plays “This is the Day that the Lord Has Made.”  The congregation stands and sways to the beat.   

Tenors: This is the day that the Lord has made. 

Altos and Sopranos: We came to praise the Lord! 

As the song continues, Sesha and Erica are obviously into the service. 

Tyrone enters the swinging doors leading from the vestibule.  He wears a long black robe and walks down the 

center aisle toward the pulpit.  He holds a bible in his left hand and his right hand is raised toward Heaven. 

ERICA (whispers): There’s Tyrone! 

SESHA: Tyrone’s a minister? 

ERICA (teasing): It looks that way to me.  

SESHA: Is he the one bringing the message tonight? 

ERICA (still teasing): It looks that way to me. 

Tyrone stands next to Minister Williams, who places his arm around Tyrone and smiles from ear to ear. 

REV. WILLLIAMS: Praise the Lord, Saints! 
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CONGREGATION: Praise the Lord. 

REV. WILLIAMS: I can’t hear you. I said ‘Praise the Lord, Saints!’ 

CONGREGATION: Praise the Lord. 

REV. WILLIAMS: That song does something to me every time I hear it.  Glory to God!  Ya’ll are in for a treat tonight.  

I want you help me welcome back one of our own.  He’s a very special young man.  A graduate of Morehouse 

College and the pastor of Mount Calvary Missionary Baptist Church in Atlanta, Georgia.  Please show some love to 

Pastor Tyrone Davis. 

The congregation explodes with excitement. 

SESHA: Tyrone is a pastor? 

ERICA:  Are you listening?  Isn’t that what the man just said? 

TYRONE: You may be seated.  Thank you, Minister Williams, for that introduction.  It is good to be home.  I’ve been 

to a lot of churches, but there’s something about being at home that makes me feel good on the inside.   I see so 

many familiar faces in the audience.  (He eyes Sesha and smiles.)  I remember playing those drums right over 

there.  I never thought I’d be standing in this pulpit, but God knew and I thank Him because He has brought me 

from a mighty, mighty long way.  I guess you could say I was the prodigal son at Morehouse, but God didn’t give up 

on me.  He was right there with me all along, and I promised Him the day I found myself supping with swine, that if 

He would forgive me and give me another chance, I would serve Him until the day I die.  I lost a lot of so-called 

friends in the process, but I haven’t looked back and God has just continued to bless me. 

CONGREGATION: Preach, boy! 

TYRONE: (He pauses for a while and then flips through his notes.  He grips the podium, bows his head and then 

returns his notes to his bible.) I prepared a message for tonight, but the spirit is leading me to do something a little 

different.   

CONGREGATION: Let Him use you! 

TYRONE: You see, I believe that God hears us when we pray.  And I know that prayer changes things.   

CONGREGATION: Alright now! 

TYRONE: There are some folk in here tonight who need some serious prayer.  I feel like there are some folk in pain 

in here tonight—some emotional and others physical.  The pain has got a tight grip on some folk tonight.  God 

wants you to know that there is healing in Him.  There is comfort in Him.  God is going to break some chains 

tonight and set you free!  If you want to be set free tonight—if you want to cast all your cares upon the One who 

cares—make your way to the altar. 

Twenty or so members make their way to the altar. 

TYRONE: I feel in my spirit that there is at least one more.  And God has given me a very specific message for that 

one.  She knows who she is. 

Sesha looks up.  Their eyes lock. 

TYRONE: He wants you to know that He loves you.  That He has loved you from the very beginning of time.  He says 

that you are so very precious to Him.  That He has missed spending time with you.  He wants to bless you in such a 
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great way.  He has so much more for you, but it requires that you trust Him completely.  He says that if you lay it all 

on this altar tonight and trust in Him, He will heal you.  He will mend your broken heart.  He will make you whole 

and bless you. 

Sesha raises her hands to God and she and Erica make their way to the altar. 

TYRONE (looking directly at Sesha): He feels your pain and He wants to heal you.  Do you want healing tonight? 

SESHA (crying): Yes Lord! 

TYRONE: Accept His healing.   

SESHA: Thank you, Jesus! 

TYRONE: He loves you.  He will never leave you nor forsake you.  The bible says that all things work together for 

good to those that love the Lord, to those who are called according to His purpose.  That’s you!  You don’t always 

have to understand the “why” behind what happens, but you have to trust that He loves you and that He knows 

best.  Will you trust Him? 

SESHA: Yes, Lord.  Thank you, Jesus! 

TYRONE: God partnered with your parents to groom and prepare you for the work He has for you.  Their 

assignments here were finished.  It was time for them to receive their reward for serving Him faithfully.  I know you 

miss them.  But thank God, when the time comes, you will see them again.  God knows that you didn’t think you 

could live life without them—that you thought it would have less meaning without them.  But that isn’t true.  You 

can’t live a full life without God.  Life is meaningless without Him.  He is all you need.  Surrender it all to Him and 

allow Him to use you. 

SESHA:  Thank you, Jesus.  Yes, Lord! 

Tyrone embraces Sesha as the musician plays “I Surrender All.” 

TYRONE: Let us all pray. 

 

Lights fade. 

 


