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“Football Script” 
by 

Eddie James and Tommy Woodard 
 
 
 

What This is a skit that shows what happens when two different social and spiritual 
circles meet in the locker room after a big game. (Themes: Evangelism, Integrity, 
Friendship, Football) 

 
Who Rick 

John 
  

 
When Present day 
 
Wear 
(Props) 

Football equipment 
Backpacks   
A chain with a cross on it  
It would be great to have a chalkboard, a bench, and maybe some old lockers 
with some towels thrown around to give a locker room-type feel. 

 
Why 1 Cor. 14:25, 1 Tim. 6:11, 2 Tim. 4:7 
 
How Avoid making this skit cartoon-like at the beginning. Both characters need to be 

played as realistically as possible to get the maximum impact. 
 
Time Approximately 7-9 minutes 
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Rick enters, running in with full football garb carrying football.   

Rick: He’s on the twenty, he’s on the ten, he goes to the five.  Touchdown!  
Look at me Mom!  Touchdown!  (Sings to Queen’s “We are the 
Champions”) We are the champions, my friend, and we’ll keep on 
fighting till the end.  We are the champions, cause I caught the ball.  
Look at me Mom, I’m number one… of the world.  I am the champion, 
my friend… 

John has walked in on Rick while he was singing.  John has on sweats with his jersey. 

John: Hey! Who are you and what are you doing? 

Rick: (Embarrassed) Uh, uh, I was just standing here. 

John: Sounded like you were singing to me. 

Rick: No, that wasn’t me. Must have been someone else. 

John: We’re the only two in this locker room. 

Rick: Weird, huh? 

John: Who are you? 

Rick: Ricky.  Ricky Henson. 

They shake hands. 

John: Hi Rick.  I’m John Ellis. 

Rick: Oh, I know who you are.  Everyone knows who you are.  You’re great out 
there on the field.  I’ve been watching you for years.  I can’t believe it’s 
your senior year. 

John: Thanks.  Hey, Rick, a lot of people are looking for you. 

Rick: Probably to congratulate me on my touchdown.  It was awesome!  I was 
on the field, and I was watching the ball.  And it was coming like, right to 
me.  I mean, of all people.  So, I have the ball, and I do this move where I 
turn my whole body around and I’m running.  Running to the twenty, to 
the ten, to the five… Touchdown. Whoopee! Yes!  I did it! 

John: When you made your little spin move, you scored for the other team! 
You went to our end zone! 

Rick: Are you sure about that? Because I remember the crowd yelling, “Go 
Ricky, touchdown!  Go Ricky, touchdown!” 
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John: They were yelling, “No! Ricky, fall down!  No! Ricky, fall down!”  Why 
didn’t you follow the plays?  It doesn’t take a brain surgeon to know not 
to go out there on the field if you don’t know the plays.  What were you 
thinking?  

They both start talking over each other.  Rick saying how dumb he feels and John in 
disbelief that he has met the guy who messed up the whole game for the team. 

Rick: I’ll turn in my jersey tomorrow.  Sorry I let the team down. 

John slaps Ricky to calm him down. 

John: (Feeling sorry for him) Look, I was a little bit hard on you. 

Rick: A little?  More like a l… 

John: Don’t push it!  I tell you what, why don’t we forget this whole thing and 
start over. 

Rick: What do you mean? 

John: Why don’t you come with me to a party that’s going on right now? 

Rick: You don’t want me to go. You’re just saying that. I mean what would 
your friends say if they saw you with me? 

John: Nothing. 

Ricky: No. I know how this works.  I go with you, you introduce me to all your 
friends, and fifteen minutes later I’m a Ricky piñata. 

John: That won’t happen.  I promise.  I think once you get a few cold ones 
down you, you’re an all right guy.  Am I right? 

Rick: Yeah, I get pretty crazy. 

John: See, I knew it. 

Rick: One time, I drank a whole six-pack by myself when I was out with some 
of my friends. 

John: All right! Now we’re talking. 

Rick: I was walking around acting so crazy singing, “DP is for me, yeah!  DP is 
for me, whooo!  DP is for…” 

John: I’m not following you Rick.  What’s DP? 

Rick: Dr. Pepper.  Man, after a whole six-pack I had to pee so bad… 
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John: (Interrupting Rick) No, no! I’m not talking about soda, Rick… I’m talking 
about the hard stuff. You know, the hard stuff? (Realizes)  You don’t 
drink, huh?  

Rick: (Embarrassed) Well, no… not really. 

John: That’s all right.  That’s cool.  Let’s see, you like girls? (Rick blushes) There 
will be some unbelievable girls there, Rick.  I could set you up with one 
of them and maybe you two could find a back room…? 

Rick: (Gets what John is talking about) Oh, you mean… Well, I… 

John: You don’t do that either, do you Rick? 

Rick: Not until I’m married. 

John: There’s a lot of stuff you can do besides having sex, Rick. Come with me, 
you’ll have a good time. 

Rick: I don’t think so. 

John: Why not, Rick?  Give me a reason. 

Rick: I’m just really busy.  Go on without me. 

John: (Getting a little frustrated) I’m not leaving until you give me a reason. 

Rick: Look, I have to… 

John: Spit it out, Rick.  Tell me why you won’t go with me to the party! 

Rick: It’s nothing.  Just go! 

John: Tell me, Rick.  Any person from this school would kill to go to this party 
and you’re turning me down.  Give me a reason, Rick! 

Rick: I just have to get up and go… 

John: Where Rick?  Where do you have to go that is so important? 

Rick: I’ve gotta get up and go to church in the morning.  All right?  I’ve said it.   

John: (Pause.  Smugly smiles) I’m usually real good at pegging people but I 
didn’t have you pegged right.  You’re not really a geek or something like 
that… you’re a Jesus Freak.  Isn’t that right Rick?  You’re a Jesus Freak? 

Rick: Yeah, I guess that’s what I am.  A Jesus Freak.  It beats being the 
alternative. 

John: What!  Are you putting me down now? That’s a great Christian attitude. 


