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a script from 

 “Letting Go of Expectations: The Prospector”  
by 

Paul Neil 
 
 

What In this monologue, a former California gold prospector tells about finding the 
real treasure. 
 
Themes: Salvation, Bitterness, Anger, Grief, Loss, God’s call, Forgiveness, Lent 

 
Who The Prospector- male, 25-40    
 
When 1853 
 
Wear 
(Props) 

Old-fashioned dress pants, suspenders, long-sleeved white shirt, perhaps a 
bowler hat or other hat appropriate for the era.  
A newspaper clipping.  
Optional: Spade or pick. 

 
Why Matthew 6:21 
 
How As a former seminary student, the prospector is well-spoken. Since he’s now a 

preacher, he has developed a sense of authority. He is earnest, thoughtful, with 
a little bit of a flair for the dramatic. When he recounts the story of his 
conversion in the creek, he should really throw himself into it. 
 
Give this man some history, thinking through his life up until this point Giving 
him a life beyond what we see here will help you tell this story. You’ll know 
better how to carry yourself, how to sit, how to speak. You create the character 
based on the information you’re given in this monologue, and the more you 
understand him, the more depth you’ll give to this story. 

 
Time Approximately 7 minutes. 
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Lights up. Prospector can either be seated or standing as he addresses the audience.  

Prospector: It was four years ago. I was working as a subscription clerk at the New 
York Herald to pay my way through seminary—not really my choice. My 
papa and my grandpapa were both Methodist ministers, so it was what 
they wanted from me. Worst part was, I’d heard God’s voice. It was what 
HE wanted from me. But all I wanted was a way out. 

 Then one day in August of ‘48, right there on the front page of my very 
own paper, I found this. (holds up a newspaper clipping and reads from 
it) “The gold mine discovered last December in a range of low California 
hills forming the base of the Sierra Nevada is only three feet below the 
surface. The mineral is said to be abundant in stream and riverbeds. I 
would predict for California a Peruvian harvest of the precious metal.”  

 Treasure for the taking. That’s what I wanted. I was ready to quit 
seminary, resign my job, pack up, and head west. But September rolled 
around and…well, then I met Sarah. At church, no less. Beautiful, smart, 
loving Sarah. She was all the treasure I needed. We were married in 
January of 1849. 

 I expected happily ever after. But I got the opposite. Sadness right away. 
The cholera epidemic took the lives of more than five thousand New 
Yorkers. In May, I was by Sarah’s bedside when at just 21 years old, the 
light went out in her eyes. But an angry fire lit in mine. How could God 
let it happen? I declared in my heart that He’d get no more of my time.  

 Within a few days of Sarah’s death, I broke my father’s heart, sold my 
worldly goods, and booked passage. And by September, there was San 
Francisco on the horizon. It looked like…like hope. Like endless 
expectations.  

 I joined up with some other fellas and we staked our claim in a remote 
valley of the Sierra Nevada. It’s hard work, let me tell you, but I threw 
myself into it. We set up a placer (pronounced plasser mine) spent all 
day running soil from the stream bed through the long tom sluice box. 
Gold settled to the bottom while the rest was washed away. Day after 
day, month after month, we worked. Little bit of gold here and there, 
but not what I expected. Once a week we’d head into town to pick up 
mail and supplies and take what gold we’d found to the assay office. 
Just enough to survive. 

 And then one by one, the fellas started droppin’ off. Some headed back 
east. One opened a saloon. Some just disappeared. Me and Edmond 
though, we hung in there. He was a man of strong faith. I didn’t care 
much for that, to be truthful. He loved to sing hymns while he worked. 
The Solid Rock was his favorite…and that’s the last thing I wanted to 
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hear. The bitterness inside me was growing. I knew what my life was 
supposed to be, and God failed me. 

 About a week went by, and we got barely enough gold to buy food. 
Another week, even less. The claim was tapped out. After a breakfast of 
barely anything one morning, Edmond gently said he was done. He’d 
been up all night praying about it and felt that God wanted him to head 
back to Missouri to take care of his ailing mother. I screamed at him. 
Called him a quitter. Used all the foul words that had never crossed my 
lips before. 

 Edmond stayed real calm. Said I could sell the equipment and keep the 
money. I told him thanks but no thanks, I’d be working the place all by 
my lonesome. Ed packed up, said he’d be praying for me. When I didn’t 
respond, he trudged up out of the valley and out of sight, singin’ “My 
hope is built on nothin’ less than Jesus’ blood and righteousness.” 

 Man can’t work a long tom by himself, not really. I spent a couple days 
tryin’, but the only thing I was finding was frustration. Hottest part of the 
third day, I finally exploded. I took an axe to the blasted thing, flailed at 
it like a madman ‘til it was in splinters then just collapsed on my back in 
a shallow part of the creek. 

 I laid there sobbing, my face just above the cold water while it swirled 
around me. I yelled at God like I’d yelled at Edmond, only worse. Asked 
Him why He’d decided to make me his modern-day Job—was I just a 
game He was playin’ with Satan? Lettin’ the devil take everything away 
little by little? After that, for what seemed like hours, I laid there in 
silence. Nothing to hear but the sound of the stream, nothing to see but 
the sky above me. 

 And then…like it was His voice in my ear, I heard a couple verses that I’d 
studied in seminary.  

 And in that moment, I knew. God HELPED me to know…my 
expectations were the problem. I’d always had them, and I’d taken the 
necessary steps to fulfill them. But they failed every time. It wasn’t God 
that was failing. It was that I had never placed my expectations in His 
hands. I’d never trusted Him to know the way wherein I should walk. 

 I lifted my soul up to him. Right there in that creek. And just like in that 
sluice box, all my bitterness washed away. All my anger. All my 
expectations. And you know what was left? A little nugget of gold. The 
heart and soul that God gave me…and that call to preach I’d been 
running from. 

 I found Edmond before he left town. He could see the difference right 
away. He offered to help me get back to New York, but I said no. See, on 
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my way out of the valley, I prayed. And God gave me a vision shinier and 
more valuable than the biggest gold deposit. 

 I’m preaching. Right here in San Francisco. Started a little Methodist 
church right on the edge of town. For almost three years now, I’ve been 
walking the way wherein He called me. Two hundred souls have been 
saved so far. About a year ago, one of ‘em was a young widow. We’ve 
been married a month now. I wasn’t expecting it…but then I’ve learned 
that with God, you never know what to expect. After all, Jesus defied 
expectations, right? And the same Jesus that did that…is the same one I 
preach every Sunday. 

Exits, whistling “The Solid Rock” 
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