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a script from 

 “All That’s Left”  
by 

Dave Tippett 
 

What This script is a modern-day telling of Joseph’s anxiety and doubts over the news 
that his Mary is with child. Written to be COVID-compliant, it can be performed 
on stage or as recorded as part of a virtual service. 
 
Themes: Christmas, Joseph, Doubt, Faith, Trusting God’s Plan, Covid-friendly 

 
Who Joe 

Custodian 
  

 
When Present 
 
Wear 
(Props) 

Clear face shield 
7 non-descript chairs  
Four roller bags of various sizes 
Cell phone  
Broom  
Dustpan  
Small cart with cleaning supplies on it 
Facial covering 
Yellow warning tape 

 
Why Matthew 1:18-25 
 
How The chairs sit side by side at CS, facing audience. Every other one has yellow 

tape over it. Four roller bags sit close to each other, in front of the chairs. 
 
NOTE: stage directions are always from the performer’s perspective facing the 
audience. Downstage refers to the front of the stage. Upstage refers to the back 
of the stage. Stage direction key: 
SL=    Stage left 
SR=    Stage right 
CS=   Center stage 

 
Time Approximately 4 minutes 
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At curtain, we see Joe pacing in front of the chairs. Looks at his watch, then paces 
more. Looks at watch again. Then pulls out a cell phone and looks down at it. The four 
roller bags are near him. 

Joe: (to self, still looking at phone) OK Joe, the ticket is still there. No need 
to look at it every 5 minutes. (looks up at a monitor) And there’s the 
flight. OK. (pause) This is your chance man. Just go. (sighs, pause) I. I 
still can’t believe it. It’s totally surreal. (looks at his phone again, 
scrolling, then stops and looks at the screen for a beat or two) I love 
that picture of us. Happy. Innocent. Such…trust. Now. It’s hard to see. 
Us. Anymore. (looks away from phone and puts it away) We’ve been 
through so much together. (mounting anger/sorrow) I mean, how 
could she?  

He then looks at the four bags, makes a decision, then pushes two of them away. He 
then sits down in despair. As he does, he also pulls off his face covering. 

Custodian enters SL, sweeping here and there and after a moment, sees Joe. 

Custodian: You’re gonna get the ‘rona.  

Joe: Huh?  

Custodian: Virus? Hello?  

Joe: (looking at his face covering) Oh, right. Yeah. Not sure it’s a big deal 
right now. 

Custodian: Well, if you don’t mind, I’m going to stay WAY over here. 

Joe: Fine.  

Custodian: (gently sarcastic) At least you found the emptiest part of the terminal 
to be unsafe. 

Joe: I just needed a place to think. 

Custodian: Uh huh.  (cleans a bit, then) Holiday travel? 

Joe: Huh? No, no, I just… (looking up and out at SR) I’m, I’m trying to 
decide— 

Custodian: (interrupts) If you’re trying to decide on a place to eat, a lot of them 
are closed ‘cept for a couple of places that sell newspapers and stuff. 
The one right over (pointing SR) there has those crazy sports bobble 
head dolls and I just crack up every time I go by there and see them. 
They be like (does a funny, exaggerated bobble head imitation for a 
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few beats). You know? (no reaction from Joe) Wow, kids love when I 
do that. Nothing, huh?       

Joe: Um, sorry. (sarcastic now) Yeah. Ha. Classic. Congrats. 

Custodian: OK, OK, never mind. (keeps cleaning, looking at the four bags; two 
bags remain separated from the other two) If you don’t mind me 
saying so, that’s a lot of baggage for one person.  

Joe: They’re not all mine. I’m, uh, trying to decide about them. 

Custodian: Huh?  

Joe: My. Um, Mary. She went to find the ladies’ room. We’re supposed to 
go. Together. But…honestly. I found out something and am having 
second thoughts. Even now. I haven’t had the guts to confront her. 
(catches himself, to self ) Wow, I’m talking to a total stranger about 
this. Sorry, never mind. 

Custodian: (ponders) You ever been on a boat? 

Joe: What? 

Custodian: Boat. Different than an airplane. Floats and stuff. 

Joe: Funny. 

Custodian: I was out on this big lake once when a storm came out of nowhere. 
Waves started crashing all over. We thought for sure we were goners. 
But we hung on and waited it out. It was rough. And It wasn’t good 
that I had a greasy cheeseburger for lunch that day, lemme tell ya. 
(Joe makes a face) Sorry. Anyway. All we had left…was trust. Trust in 
the boat. It’s maker. Seaworthiness, you know? Pretty soon, the storm 
subsided. Calm as could be. (pause) I got really sick, but that’s beside 
the point.    

Joe: (letting it sink in; reflecting, looking at bags, then) Pretty stormy now.  

Custodian: Hard to see what can be when you’re in it.  

Joe: Yeah. Guess…it’s not the first storm. 

Custodian: Nor the last. 

Joe: (pondering again) Maybe. Maybe I need to, um, ride it out. (pause) 
But it’s hard. 

PURCHASE 
SCRIPT 

TO  
REMOVE 

WATERMARK  
AT 

SKITGUYS.COM 



“All That’s Left” 

 

4 

 

Custodian: The storm. Fierce. Scary. It left scars. But it ended. You know? (long 
pause, then) Well, gotta go clean some more empty spaces. (looks SR, 
nodding) That your lady coming this way?  

Joe: (looks that way) Um, yeah. 

Custodian: (still looking) She’s got spirit. Can tell by just looking at her. (to Joe) 
You’ve come this far. (pauses, then starts to walk away, cleaning) Hey, 
tell her about those bobble heads! They are SO funny! Ha! (exits SL)   

Joe watches after Custodian, then makes a decision. He walks over and pushes the 
bags all back together again, looks up and smiles off to SR and curtain. 
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