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a script from 

 “A Perfect Christmas Eve”  
by 

Geoff Kohler 
 

What This readers theater tells the story of John, who thinks he is perfect and looks 
down on everyone else. A series of events on Christmas Eve turn him from a 
bitter, judgmental man to one who's willing to acknowledge his imperfections 
and accept help from others. 
 
Themes: Perfection, Judgmental, Critical, Family, Humility, Forgiveness, Trust 

 
Who Voice 1: Narrator, friendly, 

buoyant, engaged 
Voice 2: Narrator, friendly, 
buoyant, engaged 
John Cope: 40ish; male, self-
important  
Woman: 40ish, female, capable, 
knowledgeable, business owner  
Max: 60ish; male, a man who has 
lost a lot but still has the person 
who is most important to him in 
his life 

Sadie: 60ish, female, a woman who has 
stood by her man  
Andrews: 50ish, male, Pastor of 
storefront church, solid voice 
Mom: 30ish, female, warm and friendly  
Madeline: 40ish, female, capable, 
comfortable woman who wants life to 
work and is ready to play her part, a kind 
heart 
 

 

 
When Present; Christmas Eve 
 
Wear 
(Props) 

Stools for each Reader 
Music stands for scripts 
Black binder for Reader’s scripts 

 
Why Philippians 2:1-11; Proverbs 3:27 
 
How The six to nine stools are arranged in an arc with John Cope seated at the end, 

stage left.  Each actor stands, holding their notebook, as they speak. The 
character of “Woman” can be doubled up with “Mom”.  

 
Time Approximately 12 minutes 

 



“A Perfect Christmas Eve” 

 2

Actors enter and take their places at their stool and music stand.  

Voice 1: “Perfect!" Before we go into the story you're about to hear, (because it 
really won't make any sense unless we understand each other), we must 
be clear on what we mean when we say "perfect". Because of sarcasm 
and misuse, the word "perfect" has come to be misunderstood. A long, 
long time ago, before the word "perfect" was actually spoken but the 
idea was conceived, it used to mean "as real as real can be". That's what 
it meant when God spoke it and from Him it came very close to the 
word "good," like “very good.” 

Voice 2: It's important to understand that, because John Cope thought he was 
perfect, but not the way God meant it. John's hair was perfect. His 
clothes were perfect. His car was perfect. Everything in John's life 
was…perfect. And anything that wasn't perfect he simply let go. That's 
what he did with various jobs, clothes, cars…and his wife, Madeline. If 
something didn't cut it, he simply let it go. Like picking lint off a silk tie 
and just letting it float off in the breeze. Many things in John's life 
floated away; but estranged wives don't float away quite 
as…well…cleanly as one might wish.  

John: (on cell phone; irritated) When have you ever known me to miss an 
appointment? Madeline? Answer me. When have you ever known me to 
miss an appointment? … Exactly. Never. I believe missing things is your 
forte (pronouncing it "fort"). … Excuse me? It is not pronounced "fort-
tay". Look it up in the dictionary. It is pronounced "fort". Listen to me. I'll 
be by the house to pick up Sandra in one hour. I expect her to be in her 
coat at the door when I pull into the driveway. She'll stay with me until 
2:30 pm Christmas day, tomorrow. And I expect to have her for the full 
time allowed by law. … Do you understand legal separation, Madeline? I 
have my rights! I will bring her back promptly to you at the house at 3:30 
pm. Expect us. …What? … Yes! I know the doll she wants. An "American 
Sweetheart" doll. … Yes, I've got it. I've called all over town and found 
the one store that still has them. And, I've had them set it aside. I've got 
this under control, Madeline! I'm parking on the street in front of the 
store right now. Goodbye. 

Voice 1: With that, John threw his cell phone on his car seat and hurried into a 
small, specialty toy store in an older, somewhat run-down part of town. 
He was greeted by a harried woman who was making towards the front 
door to lock up the shop.  

Woman: Oh! Good evening! I'm sorry. I was about to close up. 

John: Well, you're lucky you didn't! I called fifteen minutes ago to let you know 
I would arrive a few minutes past your closing time of six o'clock. It is 
(checks watch) four minutes past six. I believe that four constitutes a 
legitimate instance of "a few". 
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Woman: Yes sir. 

John: Now, where's my daughter's gift, The American Sweetheart doll? 

Woman: Right here sir. You're lucky. It's the last one we had. They're so popular. 
It's all wrapped and ready.  

John: Unwrap it. 

Woman: Excuse… 

John: (interrupting) I wouldn't buy a gift without inspecting it. Unwrap it. 

Voice 2: So, the saleslady began to reluctantly, but carefully unwrap the gift. 
Impatiently, John grabbed the package and ripped off all the wrapping 
paper. 

John: I don't have all the time in the world. My daughter is expecting me.  

Voice 1: John took the doll out of the package and just stared at it. 

John: What is this? Is this a joke?! 

Woman: Uhhhh— 

John: Where is my daughter's doll?  

Woman: That is the doll you ordered, sir. 

John: Listen! I did not order that doll for my daughter. 

Woman: I have the sales slip right here, sir. An F. Stephenson ordered it on 
December 22 and checked with us yesterday at 3 pm that it would be 
ready…and wrapped. 

John: My secretary ordered the doll. I told her explicitly to order doll #S30-
6612. 

Woman: Sir. That is this doll. 

John: It is not. My daughter, Sandra, is not going to ask for this doll. Look at it! 
It’s got brown hair AND brown eyes! It’s got freckles across it’s nose! 

Woman: It's this year’s American Sweetheart…Sir.  

Voice 1: John seethed silently for a moment. Then he said to the salesclerk… 

John: It should have blonde hair and blue eyes…American SWEETHEART! Do 
you know what a hero is? 
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Woman: Sir? I'm sorry, I don't… 

John: A hero. I am my little girl's hero. A hero is someone who always brings 
home the prize! Do you think that this is the prize? Do you think that 
this is what I'm supposed to give my daughter? Tomorrow is all about 
giving… My being able to give my daughter the prize I bring home! 
That's what Christmas is all about! 

Woman: (very intimidated) I'm sorry sir. It is the doll that was ordered. It's 
Christmas Eve and we're out of anything I could suggest as a substitute. 
I'm truly—  

John: (under his breath) Perfect. I can't believe this. (to the Woman) You're 
never going to get my business again. 

Woman: Yes, sir. I'm very sorry, sir.  

Voice 1: And so, John Cope found himself out on the street, in front of the toy 
store, fuming and fussing. But that was before he realized that he did 
not have his keys in his pocket. Then he began…growling. Because, 
that's when he saw the keys…inside his car…in the ignition. Then he 
started to howl. But even then, he didn't attract much attention. It 
wasn't until he reached inside his coat for his phone that he began to 
attract attention, for John realized that his cell phone was comfortably 
settled on the genuine leather seat, on the inside of his car. He howled 
louder. Then he turned back toward the toy store, but it was already 
dark. The door was closed and locked. Then…John lost it. 

Voice 2: Sadie and Max lived right next door to the toy store. The store was at 
145 Sandy Hill Blvd. Sadie and Max were at 145a Sandy Hill Blvd. They'd 
even printed out a card to prove it and hung it over the double wide 
cardboard box where they slept. They could not help hearing the 
caterwauling noise echoing down their alley. Not liking to hear any of 
God's creatures in such despair, they came out to see how they could 
help. John was…well, unprepared for their assistance. 

Sadie: What's all the ruckus?! 

John: (scared) Ahhh!!! Please don't hurt me! 

Max: We're not gonna hurt you, Mister. We're just wondering what all the 
noise is about. 

John: Ohmigosh! Are you…are you two…homeless people? 

Sadie: Homeless? Max are we…homeless people? 

Max: Sadie, I'd never leave you homeless in the world. (to John) We're just 
living without cultural trappings.  
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Sadie: Look a there, Max, at his doll. What a lovely doll.  

John: Please! Please don't hurt me! Here take it! Just don't hurt me. 

Sadie: I'm not taking your doll, Mister. It's Christmas. You should keep your doll. 

John: (insulted) It's not my doll! It's my daughter, Sandra's doll…her Christmas 
present, but— 

Max: (interrupting) You were ready to give away Sandra's present on 
Christmas Eve?! What kind of person are you? Come on, Sadie, this sorry 
excuse— 

Sadie: (interrupting) Now, now, Max. Don't be cross. It's Christmas. Our young 
man here is just having a tough moment. Isn't that right…what's your 
name, fellah? 

John: Excuse me? 

Sadie: Name? 

John: Ahhh…Mr. Cope. 

Sadie: People call you "Mister", is that it? Heard of a woman, once, who named 
one of her sons "Senator", cause she always wanted one in the family. 
But you're the first "Mister" I've ever— 

John: (interrupting) NO! I mean, no. My name's not "Mister". I just don't 
know…I don't think you should…that we should be…familiar. 

Max: (mumbling, almost to himself ) Uppity, sorry excuse for a… What do 
you… (sounding hard, maybe threatening) Do you think you're too 
good to tell this lady your name, Sonny? Zat it? 

John: No! Please…I'm just trying to get some help. I mean ... my name is John. 

Sadie: John Cope. John Cope…"J.C."  

John: Can you please just tell me where to find a pay phone? 

Sadie: "J.C." (chuckling). He's JC, Max. Like the Big guy. Mr. JC himself, coming to 
grace our neighborhood for Christmas Eve. 

John: (interrupting, but hesitant) Look! I just need a pay phone. I've locked my 
cell phone and my keys in my car. Please… 

Max: Really? Well, Mr. All Powerful, Mr. Almighty, Mr. J.C. They took out all the 
pay phones in this section of the city. How'd you vote on that 
referendum, eh? 
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John: I just want a phone. Do I have to tell you how I vote now? 

Max: You got a lot to learn about people, Mister JC. You got people back 
where you come from? 

John: (overwhelmed) People?  

Sadie: (gently scolding) Max. (to John) There' still a phone, available to 
anybody, just about a block over that way. 

John: Are…are you sure? I mean…I'm not doubting you…  

Max: Just go right down to the corner, Mr. All-Powerful, and turn left. They got 
left turns where you come from? Just turn left and go one block. One. 
Can you handle that? 

Sadie: It's all well-lighted, JC. Just go left one block to the Temple of Saints 
Awaiting the Triumphant Rapture and Returning Son Church of God, 
Incorporated. 

John: The…the what?  

Max: It says "Shoes" in four-foot letters over the door. You can't miss it. 

John: (not understanding) It says… "Shoes"?  

Max: They got shoes where you come from, Mr. Almighty? I believe they do. I 
can see yours right there at the end of your legs. 

Sadie: (gently, to John) It's a storefront church, JC. Max is right. You won't miss 
it. There's a pay phone just inside the front door. They'll be happy to let 
you use it. 

John: But…what about my car? 

Max: I thought you needed a pay phone? 

Sadie: Your car will be fine right where it is, JC. You just go make your call. Your 
car will be just the same when you get back to it. 

John: All…all right. Thank you…ah…can…can I give you something? My 
watch? Some money? 

Max: They don't have people back where he comes from, Sadie. Let's go… 
(mumbling to himself ) sorry, ungrateful, thoughtless…  

Sadie: (gently) It's okay, JC. Go on. We're fine. Go make your phone call. 
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Voice 2: So, John hurried off—down to the light, left, and one block over. Sadie 
and Max watched him go. Sadie wondered out loud if they should have 
told him that the police would be swinging by on their regular patrol 
within the next ten minutes, but Max pointed out that John had just 
wanted a pay phone. They agreed that they had led him to the closest 
one and went off to the shelter at the Baptist Church that was three 
blocks in the opposite direction. It didn't have a pay phone. They let you 
use their phones for free.  

Voice 1: They had also promised Sadie smoked turkey and extra yellow gravy for 
Max's mashed potatoes if they showed up tonight. It was a treat that 
made their mouths water, and they held each other's hands as they 
walked, just like they did when they were young, and the world was a 
safer and gentler place.  

Voice 2: Meanwhile, John had spotted the Temple of Saints Awaiting the 
Triumphant Rapture and Returning Son Church of God, Incorporated. 
But as he came up the street two young men stepped up behind him 
from the shadows. Before he could respond they were all over him. John 
had never felt so helpless. His arms were locked by one of them from 
behind while the other was emptying his pockets.  

Voice 1: Just then a heavy metal door opened. It was the door of the church.  

Voice 2: And Brother Jackson stepped out to take a look around.  

Voice 1: Brother Jackson had learned that some of the older ladies of the 
community could not open the big door on their own. He found out 
that some would stand tugging on the handle without knocking until 
they were just worn out. So, Brother Jackson took it upon himself to 
make sure that the door opened every few minutes. He called it his 
"Ministry of Door".  

Voice 2: Brother Jackson stood six foot three and weighed an impressive 256 
pounds, much of it muscle. He had played tackle in high school and 
tackle in college. Now he supplemented his income as a firefighter in 
(Oklahoma or some) City by being a bouncer in an upscale nightclub in 
Bricktown (a neighborhood).  

Voice 1: When the door opened and Brother Jackson stepped out, it took only a 
moment before he and John were the only people on the street.  

Voice 2: Brother Jackson had not really moved from the doorway. And John just 
stood, watching his attackers disappear around the corner. His pockets 
were turned out and his mouth hung open. But, his American 
Sweetheart doll was still in his hand. 
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Voice 1: Brother Jackson opened the door wider and John opened his mouth 
wider. Finally, a sound came out. 

John: (very intimidated) Ph…phone? 

Voice 1: Brother Jackson nodded and cocked his head over to the left. John 
didn't move. Brother Jackson motioned with the biggest hand John had 
ever seen on the end of an arm. But John still didn't move. Now, the cold 
breeze started to make its way up Brother Jackson's pants legs.  

Voice 2: So, Brother Jackson just reached out and grabbed John by the front of 
his overcoat and lifted him through the door with one hand. At this 
John made another sound. 

John: Yiiipe! 

Voice 2: Brother Jackson carried John over to the phone.  

Voice 1: Well, actually to the end of the line for the phone. Over the noise in the 
back of the room, John could barely hear someone speaking from the 
front of the room. It seemed that the preacher, Reverend Andrew Priest, 
had just let out the challenge to— 

Rev: …said fill the room from the highways and byways. Call the poor, the 
crippled, the blind and the lame. Gather in all those who don't think 
they are invited to the party, and to let them know that there is an open 
door and a place for them at the table of the Lord. 

Voice 1: So, all the sisters were calling their husbands and telling them to get 
their raggedy old selves down here pronto! It was Christmas Eve after 
all!  

Voice 2: John tried to wait patiently. He tried to explain that he just needed to 
call "Triple A" and it would only take a minute. But the ladies, while 
listening to those ahead of them, were starting to feel a bit competitive 
in their fervor for the Lord. They were expressing that fervor by showing 
just how many more people they could get to come, through the 
number of calls they had to make.  

Voice 1: Dispirited, John turned around only to find that Brother Jackson was still 
accompanying him. As he looked up past the shoulders of the large, 
smiling man John realized that he hadn't said thank you. But nothing 
came out of his mouth. 

Voice 2: On the other hand, Brother Jackson figured that John could be his 
contribution to the gathering. So, he handed John a hymnbook and led 
him and his Asian-American Sweetheart Doll to a seat in the only row 
available…the front. It was from there that John began to hear 
Reverend Andrew clearly.  
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Rev: My friends…my friends…I'm not going to shout at you. I want you to 
listen to me, so I'm going to speak like we are in my living room; like 
friends talking about their dearest memories and hopes. I want us to 
talk together, consider together the greatness of God. It is almost 
Christmas. It is almost time for the celebration. And you know that Jesus 
said, "It is more blessed to give than to receive." Now…some people 
would think that's because giving puts them in the position of power. 
They would think that power is what makes one the giver. And they 
would be right. 

Voice 1: At this moment, John felt like Rev. Andrew was looking right at him. 

Rev: One reason that it is more blessed to give than to receive is because it 
demonstrates our power and our strength. We are able. We are the 
providers. We are strong and we meet the needs of others.  
 
Now…some people would think that the blessedness comes from 
being the hero. And they would be right. Heroes give. But when we are 
receivers we are in need. We are ready for a hero. We are looking for the 
man with the answers, the One who saves us from being in want, from 
living in need, from being lost. That Hero is the source of what is right 
and good. 

Voice 2: John was sure Rev. Andrew was speaking to him even if he wasn’t 
looking right at him. 

Rev: Now, I'll tell you what's funny. Some people think that they can claim 
that position…that position of Hero. They figure that just because 
they're giving some little Christmas gift tomorrow morning, they are 
suddenly the Giver. Some people just can't seem to get it through their 
thick souls that they are the receivers. All of us…we all are the receivers. 
Here we are waking up every morning, breathing and moving and just 
plain living. And the whole while acting like we did that all on our own, 
not realizing that we are the receivers of every good gift. Even the 
chance to give to others is a gift to us. 

Voice 1: John could feel his face getting red and beads of sweat on the back of 
his neck. He kept wanting to put the doll down, but it just didn’t seem 
like he could let it go. 

Rev: Christmas is a time of giving, my friends, but God is the giver and we are 
the receivers. "It is more blessed to give than to receive" and at 
Christmas it is God who is blessed. It is God who gave his son, Jesus. It is 
God who gives us life through Jesus. It is God who gives life to all who 
will receive Jesus. It is God who has the power. It is God who is the hero. 
It is God who is the source of all that is right and good. THERE IS A GOD, 
MY FRIENDS, AND YOU ARE NOT HIM.  
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Voice 1: Just then the choir broke into a song, and John sat, puzzling Brother 
Andrew's words. Eventually, the offering buckets were passed. John, 
unfamiliar with the workings of a church service, figured that the 
passing bucket was simply the price of admission. He reached for his 
wallet, preparing to drop in a ten. That's when he remembered that his 
wallet had been lifted by the hooligans in the street…and that he had 
nothing to give.  

Voice 2: The crowd stood up to sing a carol. John stood with them. Then he 
realized that this might be a good time to snag the phone, or, at least to 
make an exit. But as he looked around, he saw that the storefront 
church had filled with people. And he was surprised at their diversity. 
There were black people and white people, Asian people, and people he 
couldn't identify, which made him feel like he shouldn't be trying. There 
were little children and old people, people who were dancing and 
people who couldn't quite get to their feet. 

Voice 1: John made his way to the back of the room. There was a space back 
there for a table and it was covered with Christmas cookies and sweet 
rolls, a coffeepot and a huge punch bowl. Standing behind it was a 
woman and a little girl. John stopped and looked at the table. It was 
then he realized that he was very…hungry. And that the food looked 
good. Then he saw the little girl eyeing the American Sweetheart doll 
and he looked down at it himself. As he lifted it, he watched the little 
girl's eyes follow. Unsure of what to do next he said,  

John: Would you like this? I'd like to give this to you. 

Voice 1: But the little girl just shook her head and smiled broadly. Her mother 
leaned over the table to John. 

Mom: She's hoping to receive one just like it under our tree tomorrow. 

Voice 1: The woman winked discreetly at him, and as John looked back the little 
girl was holding up a cup of coffee for him. John simply…received it.  

John: Thank you. This smells good…thank you.  

Voice 2: John glanced over to where Brother Jackson was standing by the door. 
He also noticed that there was now no one at the pay phone. He walked 
over to it, ready to make his call. But as he stood at the phone, with the 
receiver in his hand, he realized that he no longer had coins in his 
pocket. As he stood, staring at the phone, a large hand reached past him 
and deposited 50 cents. 

John: Thank you. I really appreciate everything you've done. 
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Voice 1: Then John instinctively dialed a number he knew by heart, and on the 
other end, a voice he knew by heart answered. 

Madeline: Hello? 

John: Madeline? 

Madeline: John? 

John: I'm…I'm sorry. I needed to call and let you know what happened. 

Madeline: It's okay John. I already know. 

John: You…you already know? How can you know? 

Madeline: Sadie and Max called me. They're waiting at your car. They were leaving 
it but then thought they should stay until you got back. You should get 
back there. They're a little worried about you.  

John: I don't understand. 

Madeline: Well, it sounds like you got into a bit of trouble. 

John: A…a lot of trouble. 

Madeline: It sounds like you, maybe…found the help you needed. Are you okay? 

John: Um…I guess…I guess…I am okay. I feel like I've been run through a car 
wash and I'm still trying to take in everything that's happened. Ah, 
how's Sandra? 

Madeline: Well, I put her to bed. I hope you don't mind, but… 

John: No. No. That's good. Um, listen, ah, I'll just come by in the morning. Why 
don't you just let her wake up at home and have Christmas there with 
you and I'll…ah, I'll call before I come. 

Madeline: Are you sure? 

John: Yeah. Yeah. I'm…I'm…Yeah, I'm sure. I'll call.  

Madeline: Don't call. Just come by. The door will be unlocked. 

John: Okay…goodnight. 

Madeline: Goodnight. 

Voice 1: John gathered his American Sweetheart doll up under his arm and 
headed back out into the night. Brother Jackson walked silently beside 
him down to the corner and watched as John walked the rest of the way 
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to his car. From a block away, John could see Sadie and Max standing 
out in the cold next to his car.  

Sadie: Hello, JC. Did you find your pay phone? 

John: Ah, yeah. I don't understand. My…my wife said you talked with her. 
How did you know where to call? 

Max: We used your phone…the one in your car. 

John: My…I don't understand. How did you get my phone? 

Sadie: The door was unlocked, JC!  

John: It was? 

Max: Yep. Sometimes you just gotta try the door, JC. I guess you never 
thought of that, now, did you? 

Sadie: Max just pulled on the handle and it just opened right up. So, he got 
your phone out and…it's so fancy…he pressed some button and some 
little directory came up on that little screen. One of the names was 
Sandra and I remembered that you called your daughter that. So, we 
just pressed the button for Sandra, and Madeline answered the phone! 

Max: Yep. We told her what a dope you been. You should have heard her 
laugh. But she was kindly about it, too. She asked if we would just watch 
after the car until you got back. So, that's what we done. 

John: I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I don't know what to say. In the last…I don't even 
know how long it's been. I'm…sorry. Why didn't you get in the car? It's 
freezing out here. 

Sadie: Oh…you know. Our clothes could use a good wash before they'd be 
okay to sit on your seats. Besides we're used to the weather. And while 
we were waiting for ya, we had a nice chat about how much we've 
received to be thankful for.  

John: Thankful? Oh, please, let me give you something. You've been so… 

Max: (firmly, but kindly) We don't need anything right now, thank you. We've 
received just about enough of everything that's important. 

Sadie: So, now, why don't you just head on home and we'll all be all right. 

John: Home? Home. I've left my wife and daughter. I'm living in a furnished 
apartment. I've got no one to talk to and no one to see. I've got no 
home. I've got absolutely no place in the world to call home.  
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Max: OH! So, you're one of those "homeless people" we've been hearing 
about.  

John: (almost in a daze) I don't know what to do. I don't know where to go. I 
feel like I need to do something to… 

Max: (interrupting) JC…JC…Whoa there, boy. (after a beat) Maybe it's time 
you met the real one. 

John: The real one? 

Sadie: The real one. The real JC. Once you meet him, once you know where you 
stand with Jesus, then that sorta squares everything else away too. 

John: Yeah…I think I might've heard that back there. "There is a God, and I'm 
not Him."  

Max: NOW you're talking! That's perfect, JC. Perfect.  

John: Perfect? 

Max: Perfect. You know what I mean by that, don't ya? 

John: Well… 

Max: Perfect. That means, as real as real can be. Everything working just the 
way it's supposed to work. It means knowing your place in the scheme 
of things. "There is a God… 

John: (completing the sentence) …and I'm not Him.  

Max: Perfect! You're on your way! 

John: You think so? 

Sadie: Come on JC. You got nothing else to do tonight. Now, you've got your 
choice. We can go Baptist or we can go Storefront. Either way, it's warm 
and there'll be coffee and something to eat.  

Max: Come on JC. Lock up your car, and let's get started…towards home. 

The end. 

PURCHASE 
SCRIPT 

TO  
REMOVE 

WATERMARK  
AT 

SKITGUYS.COM 




