COOKIE SKIT For Chalk Talk
Various cookies on a table. 

Ask youth to choose what they think is the best cookie.

Run-off vote of two or three favorites.

Take the cookie with an obviously dirty hand (from chalk drawing).

Allow people to see the dirty hand holding the cookie. Ask who wants it.

If no one wants it, ask why. It was their favorite.

Ask how they know the cookie is good, let alone best. They didn't taste it.

Lick one side of the cookie and say, "Wow, this cookie really is good!"

Ask again who wants it. If they say, "because you licked it," say, "122."

Lick the other side and say, "244."

If someone asks what 122 and 244 mean, ask if they took math in school.

If no one asks, ask if they know what it means.

A gross is 122; 244 is 2 (too) gross.

Who wants this cookie? Why not? I'm not sick. My wife kissed me on the lips this morning! 
Still 244?
LESSON:
Some of you kids are smart cookies - and good-looking too. You not only care about your appearance, but you also care about your health. And you don't eat cookies that someone else picked up with their dirty hands or licked. Good choices!

The devil also likes cookies. And he prefers the best. He would like to get you in his grip. 
You want to be popular and be liked and the devil knows it. But God created you for a good purpose. It is sad when kids toss good food in the garbage, but even sadder when young people trash themselves. They let some guy with dirty hands fondle them and give their bodies for momentary enjoyment. Then they discover that nobody wants them anymore. They get desperate and grasp at anything that they think could make them happy.  

When I was a teenager, I thought I was a smart cookie. I was just out for a good time and never considered that I was wasting or throwing my life away. I was young, healthy, had a good job, many friends and drove a convertible. I thought I was just having fun, but fun got me into trouble. I complained that the local and State Police just had it in for me. Just because I had a customized pink convertible with airbrushed flame paint job. Just because it was fast and could outrun their cruisers. It wasn't fair! 
I suddenly found myself in court with heavy fines. I had to sell my car for much less than it was worth to get the money. Then I lost my drivers license because I had accumulated 22 points (12 were enough). 

In that situation, I gave my life to Jesus and promised God that I would live for him. I went to college, met and married a fine Christian girl and we spent the next 38 years as missionaries in Europe.  It has been an exciting and great life. I hate to think of where I would be today if I had kept on that path or even put off giving my life to Christ a little longer.  
I wasn't such a smart cookie after all. Like the prodigal son of the Bible, I wasted my life living selfishly. 
