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THAT ONE CHRISTMAS IN 1972 
Embracing selflessness in the Me Decade 

By Gary D. Canfield 
 
SYNOPSIS:  The decade that brought us feathered hair, bell-bottoms, shag 
carpet, and “Keep on truckin’” is the backdrop for this Christmas tale. Amy 
Roberts is an elementary teacher living with her spoiled younger sister Olivia 
and their grandfather. The sisters and some friends have an unexpected run-in 
(literally) with Hannah, who sells magazines to make ends meet and lives with 
her dad, Randy, under a bridge. The duo are stuck—physically, spiritually, 
and emotionally. Life seems to conspire against them, and they can’t escape 
their grief and depression. It’s a classic socio-economic clash as the “haves” 
either ignore the “have nots” or treat them condescendingly. Then Granddad 
has a realization from the past and brings Christmas under the bridge, 
renewing an old friendship. That One Christmas in 1972 showcases the fun of 
nostalgic fashion, slang, and music to lend levity to the weighty topic of 
homelessness. It depicts how easy it is to be self-centered, even during the 
holiday season—yet as circumstances unfold, everyone, especially Hannah, 
understands the heartwarming reason for showing love at Christmas. 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(5 females, 3 males, 1 either, 0-10 extras) 

 
ADULT OLIVIA (f) ..................................... Opens and closes the 

performance by reminiscing.  (2 
lines) 

RYAN (m) .................................................... Teenager with a job at the gas 
station.  (30 lines) 

AMY (f) ........................................................ Kind-hearted twentysomething 
older sister of Olivia and third-
grade teacher.  (45 lines) 

LISA (f) ......................................................... Snobbish friend of Amy (same 
age).  (27 lines) 

OLIVIA (f) .................................................... Amy’s little sister, a somewhat 
selfish ten-year-old.  (43 lines) 

HANNAH (f) ................................................ Ten-year-old who tries to care 
for her dad as well as she can 
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while they are both homeless.  
(52 lines) 

SALESMAN (m/f) ........................................ Mysterious figure who peddles 
paper angels.  (20 lines) 

RANDY (m) .................................................. Hannah’s dad who has seen his 
share of hard times.  (47 lines) 

LARRY (m) .................................................. Good-hearted grandfather of 
Amy and Olivia who wants 
nothing more than to repair a 
broken relationship with Randy.  
(47 lines) 

OPTIONAL EXTRAS (m/f) ......................... Any number. Shoppers, Shop 
Owners, or people who are 
homeless. (Non-Speaking.) 

 
PRODUCTION NOTES 

 
DURATION: approximately 30-40 minutes.  

 
PROPS 

 
SCENE 1—Amy carries packages with winter gloves. One small package in 
her hand is actually fastened to her glove with Velcro. Music is playing and 
suddenly stops just as Amy is tripping. She freezes mid-fall with the package 
in her hand suspended in the air, giving the appearance that it’s floating. Adult 
Olivia speaks as everyone on-stage freezes mid-conversation. When her 
monologue is complete, everyone unfreezes and Amy falls to the ground. 
Hannah’s magazines were just copies (from the Internet) of the typical reading 
material of the day. We simply stapled the front and back covers to blank 
papers on the inside. The angels were made by folding white paper into 
origami angels. (These are used throughout the play.) Olivia is eating out of a 
box of Razzles that we purchased from a Cracker Barrel restaurant with retro 
candy in their gift shop. Amy should have money. 
 
SCENE 2— A pan for cooking and two metal or tin plates with utensils for 
eating (we had sausages and apples already on the plates),  
 
SCENE 3—Newspaper, packages, purse, piece of paper (list), View-Master. 
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SCENE 4—Small bag to hold angels, money for Lisa. 
 
SCENE 5—A dollar in Larry’s pocket. 
 
SCENE 6—A small purse with a dollar inside. 
 
SCENE 7—Bag with groceries, four wrapped Christmas gifts: gloves (for 
Randy), and a coat with price tags, a winter scarf, and a lava lamp for Hannah. 
The last gift is inside a brown box wrapped in old rags. Optional: paper angels 
to hand out to audience members as they exit. 

 
COSTUMES:  Adult Olivia may be dressed in modern-day clothing. All 
others wear typical seventies-era winter clothing throughout the performance. 
Think turtlenecks, cowl necks, puffer vests, ponchos, peasant blouses, wide 
lapels, flannel shirts, bell-bottom jeans, maxis, midis, tie-dye, platforms and 
earth shoes, etc. Check the Internet or old magazines or yearbooks for 
inspiration. Amy, Olivia, and Lisa come from money, so they are dressed in 
the hip clothing of the day. Hannah wears well-worn, raggedy clothing. Her 
coat needs to be noticeably threadbare and dirty. Randy, like Hannah, wears 
worn-out winter clothing— pants, shirt, jacket, boots, and gloves with 
noticeable holes. Salesman is also dressed somewhat shabbily. There are 
occasional other homeless people milling around, and they should be dressed 
poorly as well. Ryan is dressed in overalls. They should be smudged with dirt 
and have an oil-stained rag hanging out of a pocket. Larry is dressed in “old 
grandpa” type clothing, including glasses and a cardigan sweater. All 
characters, except perhaps Ryan, need outerwear (coats, gloves, hats, etc.). 

 
SOUND: Music to bridge transitions (either recorded or live Christmas music) 
and a horn honking Off-stage. 
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SET 
 

The set can be simple or as elaborate as you desire. We will offer suggestions 
for a more involved performance or an easier one, understanding that churches 
have varying amounts of volunteers and resources.  
 
SCENE 1 is a street scene from the early 1970s. We used 4 x 8 sheets of 
plywood mounted on a 2 x 4 frame with a two-inch pipe in the middle on the 
top and on the bottom. They screwed into a flange fastened to the frame on 
both top and bottom. This way we could paint one side of the scene with a 
1970s street scene and the other side with the bridge scene. Scene changes 
were accomplished by simply turning the 4 x 8-framed boards—very quick 
and easy. Our 1970s street scene had throwback stores like Ben Franklin, 
TG&Y, Tastee Freeze, and J.C. Penney. The stores are decorated for 
Christmas. The street was complete with storeowners sweeping outside their 
stores, making small talk to extras passing by with packages. You will need a 
bench. We put wheels on an outdoor bench and rolled it on and off of the stage, 
but you could simply move a bench onstage without wheels. The street scene 
could also just take place on a bare stage. The setting may be implied by the 
action. The Salesman uses a small, rickety portable table or cart with a sign 
reading “Paper Angels, $1.00.” He should have a small stool or crate on which 
to sit. 
 
SCENE 2 is set under the bridge, and our backdrop was painted as such. We 
used refrigerator boxes as living quarters, with various tents, old blankets, and 
trash placed around. We made two wooden crates for seating. Old Coke or 
milk crates would work as well. A 55-gallon drum was used for a fire. The top 
was cut off of the barrel and a small fan was placed inside, blowing upward. 
We placed yellow and red Christmas lights in the bottom and cut strips of thin 
material like flames and fashioned them across the top inside of the barrel. 
The fan blows the strips and appears as fire. A simpler option would be to 
forgo the backdrop, keep the large boxes and old items placed around, and use 
a metal trash can with optional red, orange, and yellow tissue paper “flames” 
affixed to it with tape. (Otherwise, Hannah may just hold the pan above the 
trash can, as though there is fire.) 
 
SCENE 3 takes place in Larry’s living room. We actually built an 8 x 8 (two 
4 x 8 sheets of plywood, framed with 2 x 6 boards that we elevated on milk 
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crates) in the middle of the gym. You may paint it or use temporary wallpaper, 
with a framed painting attached. This accomplished two things: it helped re-
engage the audience with the different location, and it allowed us to switch the 
bridge scene back to the street scene without any waiting time. Add an easy 
chair and an end table with a lamp and perhaps a tabletop Christmas tree, with 
a coat tree holding Larry’s coat and hat. The furnishings will be enough to 
suggest Larry’s living room, even without a backdrop. 
 
SCENE 4 is set at the gas station. We actually found a 1970s Volkswagen 
Beetle convertible. We put the top down and pushed it out on the floor in front 
of the stage. We placed LED strips on the windshield inside the car for light. 
We cut out a Gulf sign out of Styrofoam and stuck it on a long pole. We found 
an old gas pump, placed it on a four-wheel dolly, and rolled it behind the car 
so Ryan could appear to pump gas. You could simplify this by not using the 
car. The sign should still be made and used. Instead of the old gas pump, you 
could place some tires, motor oil, rags, and other auto-related objects around 
the stage.  
 
SCENE 5 is set back under the bridge and should look the same as in Scene 2. 
 
SCENE 6 is back at the street scene (same as Scene 1).  
 
SCENE 7 is set back under the bridge and should look the same as in Scenes 
2 and 5. We filled a five-gallon bucket with a lid with snow (dried, packaged) 
in it. We cut holes on either side of the bucket, one low and one high. We 
attached a small vacuum cleaner into the bottom hole and a small tube out of 
the top and moved it around above the stage for the snowing effect. You may 
forgo the snow, however, as the snowing is implied by the dialogue and 
looking up at the sky.  
 
NOTE: Originally performed as a three-night dinner theatre for an audience 
of 1,000 per night. May be used as a fundraiser for a homeless shelter. 
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SCENE 1 
 
AT START:  The opening scene is a downtown street scene in 1972. 
The street is busy with holiday shoppers. AMY enters from stage right 
carrying packages as upbeat music plays. OLIVIA walks beside her 
carrying packages as well. RYAN is also onstage. He is a gas station 
attendant who works nearby. LISA, the local snob, is entering from 
stage left. In the corner of the stage, SALESMAN sits behind a rickety 
table. A few people occasionally walk by during the drama and 
purchase an angel. As AMY enters center stage, she trips and begins 
to fall. Music stops. She and everyone onstage freezes mid-walk, and 
her packages seem to be suspended in midair (see props notes). 
ADULT OLIVIA enters speaking to the crowd while everyone is still 
frozen. 
 
ADULT OLIVIA:  Yes, that's my clumsy sister, Amy Roberts. We’re 

trying to finish up some last-minute shopping before the big winter 
storm arrives. We were out Christmas shopping. There was just one 
week until Christmas. Amy was a third-grade teacher at Coronado 
Elementary School just down the street. I was a fifth-grader without 
a care in the world, and very little compassion to show for it. But 
through the Christmas of 1972, I saw clearly how selfish I really was. 
That was when God planted seeds in my life I have carried with me 
into adulthood. Wow, was that ever a hard lesson! My stubborn 
attitude meant that extreme divine intervention was required to get 
my attention—and did it ever get my attention! It changed me—my 
opinions about people and my capacity to love them sincerely. The 
Lord spoke to me loud and clear. Maybe he’ll speak to you too. 
Merry Christmas!  

 
Lights come up on street scene. ADULT OLIVIA snaps her fingers and 
ALL become unfrozen. ADULT OLIVIA exits. The crowd continues to 
move across the stage. AMY falls to the ground with packages flying 
across the busy street. RYAN comes running over to help her. 
 
RYAN:  Hey, what’s crackin’, Amy? Are you all right, man? (Bends 

down to help AMY pick up her packages. LISA strolls up, then just 
stands there, watching.) 
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AMY:  Oh, hi, Ryan. Yes, I’m fine. (Picks up packages and brushes her 
clothes off as she stands.) 

LISA:  Oh Amy, my dear, are you OK? (Laughs obnoxiously. Acts like 
she really cares, but comes across as fake.) Poor dear. (Laughs 
again as she rolls her eyes.) 

AMY:  (Sighs.) I’m fine, Lisa. Thanks. 
 
OLIVIA enters. 
 
LISA:  (Insincerely.) Hi, Olivia. 
OLIVIA:  Hello, Lisa—how are you today? 
LISA:  OK, I guess. (Straightens up her hair as she speaks.) Thanks 

for asking, brat. This weather is playing havoc with my hair, 
though—I just can’t do anything with it. 

OLIVIA:  (Examines LISA’s hair.) Yeah, I can tell (Mimics an obnoxious 
laugh like LISA. LISA glares at OLIVIA.) 

RYAN:  I see you’re out doing your Christmas shopping. Gag me with 
a spoon. I haven’t even started mine yet. 

LISA:  Well, Ryan, Amy has always been Miss Organized, you know. 
She always has everything in its place. (Pauses.) Ryan, did you say 
you haven’t bought your Christmas gifts yet? (Whiny voice.) You’re 
going to buy me a special gift, aren’t you? 

 
AMY looks at RYAN, RYAN looks at LISA, then at AMY and back to 
LISA. 
 
RYAN:  (Nervously.) Well, what do you mean? I mean, for sure. Uh, I 

think I need to blow this taco stand. 
 
RYAN starts to leave and runs into HANNAH entering with a stack of 
magazines. She drops some of her magazines. 
  

This perusal script is for reading purposes only.
No performance or photocopy rights are conveyed.



 GARY D. CANFIELD  9 

RYAN:  Excuse me, little lady—like, I didn’t see you there.  
HANNAH:  (Holding out magazines.) That’s OK. Would any of you like 

to buy a magazine? (Looks at LISA and touches her arm.) Would 
you like to buy a magazine? 

LISA:  (Brushes off her arm in disgust, knocking the magazines out of 
HANNAH’S hand.) Buzz off, kid. I don’t want a magazine. 
(Motioning with her hand.) Go bother somebody else. 

 
OLIVIA nods her head in agreement as AMY and RYAN stoop down 
and help her pick up her magazines. AMY looks at LISA with 
disapproval. 
 
RYAN:  I’ll buy a magazine, little girl.  
 
RYAN and HANNAH exchange money and magazine. 
 
RYAN:  What’s your name? 
HANNAH:  Hannah. 
AMY:  It’s nice to meet you, Hannah. (Shakes her hand.) I’m Amy. I’ll 

buy a magazine too.  
 
AMY and HANNAH exchange money and a magazine. 
 
RYAN:  Man, I’m impressed. You’re quite the business lady. What are 

you going to do with all your money? 
HANNAH:  I need to buy something special 
LISA:  Something special? What special something could a raggedy 

little girl like you need? (Grabs the arm of HANNAH’s coat and 
rudely says...) A coat, maybe? (Laughs.) 

OLIVIA:  You’re probably going to waste it on something silly for 
yourself, like some Whoppers or some Razzles. 

AMY:  Olivia, hush up! That’s no way to talk to her. Now, apologize. 
LISA:  You don’t need to apologize, brat. Amy’s not your mama. 
OLIVIA:  Yeah, you’re not my— 
AMY:  (Sternly, looking OLIVIA in the eye.) Olivia! 
OLIVIA:  (Pause, then somewhat insincerely, to HANNAH.) Sorry. 
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The paper angel SALESMAN comes walking up, interrupting their 
conversation. 
 
SALESMAN:  Paper angel, anyone? Just one dollar. 
 
LISA shakes her head. 
 
OLIVIA:  Paper angel? What’s a paper angel? 
SALESMAN:  A paper angel is a reminder. 
HANNAH:  A reminder? A reminder of what, mister? 
SALESMAN:  The birth of Jesus! You know—the reason we celebrate 

Christmas. 
OLIVIA:  How does a paper angel remind us of Christmas? 
SALESMAN:  Jesus’ birth was first announced to Mary by an angel. 

He told her how God had chosen her to be the mother of Jesus. The 
angel reminds us of the good news of our Savior’s birth. It’s a great 
story. Do you guys want to hear it? 

 
ALL ad lib. “Yes”, “Yeah”, “Sure” etc. 
 
RYAN:  (Sits on a bench in childlike fashion to listen.) Oh, I just dig this 

story. 
LISA:  (Disgustedly.) What do you know, Ryan? You’re just a gas 

station attendant. 
RYAN:  Best station in town. Best price, too. We gas you up, wash your 

windows, and check your oil so you can keep on truckin’.  
AMY:  Can he tell his story, please? 
RYAN:  Oh—sorry, man. 
SALESMAN:  Well, an angel also spoke to the shepherds announcing 

Jesus’ birth. In fact, a whole heavenly host of angels sang to the 
shepherds, proclaiming that the Messiah had come. Angels were 
an important piece of the puzzle that God used to tell the story of 
Christmas. 

RYAN:  Far out, man!  
AMY:  Ryan, hush! 
HANNAH:  What’s that got to do with us today? 
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SALESMAN:  (Looks at HANNAH and then OLIVIA.) What do you think 
the reason is, Olivia? 

OLIVIA:  (Thinks for just a moment.) I don’t know, mister. I know the 
story of Jesus and the Christmas story, I mean, I go to church every 
Sunday, but I don’t know.  

SALESMAN:  (Looks at HANNAH.) How about you, little one? Do you 
know? 

HANNAH:  (Hesitantly.) That story kinda sounds familiar. But I am not 
sure I know that story. 

AMY:  (With compassion.) You don’t know the real Christmas story? 
LISA:  (With condescension, HANNAH moves backwards.) You don’t 

know the Christmas story? What have you been doing—living in a 
box under the bridge? 

 
HANNAH hesitantly nods her head without saying anything, indicating 
the answer is yes. ALL stop and looks at her. She looks at AMY and 
RYAN, then back to AMY. 
 
AMY:  (Kneeling down.) Oh, honey, do you live under the bridge? 
 
ALL stare at HANNAH. She becomes noticeably nervous, looking back 
and forth at everyone. 
 
HANNAH:  (Shaking her head.) I’ve got to go.  
 
HANNAH runs off as ALL watch in shock as she leaves. 
 
AMY:  Wait, wait! Please don’t go. 
RYAN:  Hey, I’ll buy another magazine from you!  
 
HANNAH continues to exit, running. 
 
AMY:  We embarrassed her. 
RYAN:  (Shrugging, holding up hands.) Awkward. (AMY hits RYAN in 

the arm.) Hey, I didn’t know what to say. I tried to help her. 
OLIVIA:  Oh well, no biggie. Finish your story, mister. 
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ALL look at OLIVIA in disbelief over her lack of concern. AMY shakes 
her head. 
 
SALESMAN:  Back to the angels. God uses them to speak to us. He 

uses so many different ways to get through to us. The question is, 
what is God saying to you this season? Are you willing to listen? 
You see, (Holding up an angel.) paper angels are for sharing—for 
sharing about Christ’s birth, for sharing love. (ALL quietly 
contemplate what the SALESMAN just said. There is a short pause, 
then the SALESMAN addresses everyone.) Well, you folks have a 
good day now. Merry Christmas, and remember, coats and gloves 
make great Christmas gifts.  

ALL:  (Looking at each other, a little confused, then, together.) Merry 
Christmas. 

RYAN:  Well, I’ve got to get back to work. Catch ya on the flip side. 
Gotta get my singing voice in tune for the holidays. (Exits humming 
or singing “O Holy Night.”) 

AMY:  We’ve got to get going too. Come on, Olivia. (AMY and OLIVIA 
turn to leave and wave at LISA.) Merry Christmas, Lisa! 

LISA:  (Appears to be thinking, speaking hesitantly.) Merry Christmas.  
 
 

SCENE 2 
 
AT START:  Lights up on bridge scene. It is nighttime. Various poorly 
dressed homeless people mill about. There are numerous large boxes 
and/or tents that give the appearance of temporary living quarters. 
There is a five-gallon drum with a fire inside. HANNAH has a pan and 
she is cooking over the fire as RANDY enters the scene. 
 
HANNAH:  Hi, Daddy! 
RANDY:  Hi, Hannah. How’s my princess today? 
HANNAH:  Great, Daddy. Did you have a good day? 
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RANDY:  I did have a good day, sweetheart. There was some 
temporary work down by the docks, so I got to work all day. In fact, 
I’m thinking I may be working down there all week. (Rubs his hands 
together by the fire.) Life’s pretty good today, Hannah, my dear. 
How was your day? 

HANNAH:  It was good. I sold a lot of magazines today, so I thought I 
would surprise you and cook your favorite for supper—sausages 
and apples. 

 
RANDY briefly gives a half smile, not sure if he wants sausages and 
apples again. 
 
RANDY:  (Sniffing the air.) Smells good, Hannah. You’re always there 

to give me a helping hand. I don’t deserve a daughter as sweet as 
you. 

HANNAH:  (Pauses.) Yeah, you’re probably right, Daddy. 
 
HANNAH laughs and then RANDY laughs and gives her a hug. 
 
HANNAH:  I’m the lucky one—just you and me, huh? 
RANDY:  That’s right, girl. Just you and me.  
 
They do an involved handshake combination and then they embrace. 
HANNAH prepares the food and hands him a plate with cooked 
sausages on it. They sit on old crates and begin eating. 
 
HANNAH:  Daddy, can I ask you a question?  
RANDY:  Of course, honey. Anything. 
HANNAH:  I heard some people talking about Jesus today. They said 

he was the real reason for Christmas. Do you believe that? Have 
you ever heard the story of Jesus? 

RANDY:  (Noticeably nervous.) Uh… (Pauses from eating.) Yes, 
Hannah, I know that story. In fact, your mother and I used to tell you 
the story of Jesus’ birth every Christmas. You and your mother 
loved Christmas. She’d sing, and you would dance around with me. 
(Pause.) You know, I haven’t told that story in a long, long time. 

HANNAH:  Why not?  
RANDY:  Oh, I don’t know, honey. Some things just change. 
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HANNAH:  I kind of remember the story. (Dances around singing a 
simple melody.) But I definitely remember you and mom used to 
sing and dance with me when you told about the angels announcing 
Jesus’ birth. (Grabs RANDY’S hand, trying to get him to dance.) Do 
you remember, Daddy?  

RANDY:  (Hesitantly dances.) Yes. Yes, I remember too. 
 
HANNAH and RANDY dance for a very short time. They stop dancing 
and HANNAH looks at RANDY, still holding his hand. 
 
HANNAH:  Well? 
RANDY:  Well what? 
HANNAH:  Why did you quit telling me that story? 
RANDY:  Oh, I don’t know, Hannah. I guess I just lost my heart. 

(Pause.) To tell the story, I mean. 
HANNAH:  Well, it’s true, isn’t it? God really did send his son to come 

as a baby in a manger! He’s the real reason we celebrate 
Christmas, isn’t he? 

RANDY:  Yes, Hannah. Jesus is the whole reason for the holiday. He 
is the real reason for the season of Christmas. 

HANNAH:  (Pauses a second and her face lights up as she gets an 
idea.) If God had the power to send his son as a baby, then he can 
do anything, right? 

RANDY: Well… 
HANNAH:  (Excited.) Then he also has the power to help us, right? 
RANDY:  (Hesitantly.) I guess. 
HANNAH:  (More excited.) Maybe Jesus can help us get a real home. 

He can help you find a better job. (Stands excitedly, raising her 
hands in the air.) He can fix everything, can’t he? 

RANDY:  Slow down, princess. (Gets up and begins pacing around, 
nervously scratching his head. Both sit down.) Hannah, honey, 
Jesus was born in a stable. He is the real reason for Christmas. He 
is the reason we celebrate. He can do anything he wants to. But as 
for Jesus helping us find a house? Finding me a full-time job? I don’t 
think he’s interested.  

  

This perusal script is for reading purposes only.
No performance or photocopy rights are conveyed.



 GARY D. CANFIELD  15 

HANNAH:  (Stands.) Not interested? Why not? (Moving away from 
RANDY, not listening.) Why would he not be interested? 

RANDY:  (Mumbling to himself as he turns his back.) I don’t think he’s 
interested in me anymore. 

HANNAH:  What did you say? 
RANDY:  (Sits back down on the crate, holding her hand.) Princess, 

things change. Life changes. (Quieter voice.) Trust changes. 
HANNAH:  (Sits quietly for a moment.) Trust changes? (Sits quietly, 

looking at RANDY.) Did Mama like the story of Jesus? Did she like 
Christmastime? 

RANDY:  (Eyes light up.) Oh, yeah. She loved Christmas. She loved 
baking cookies and wrapping presents. She even started decorating 
the house for Christmas right after Halloween. She used to make 
those little chocolate, coconut, and pecan candies for everyone in 
the neighborhood. I used to love those things. I’d eat them right out 
of the pan. She used to take my hand away and say, “Randy, those 
are for the neighbors. I’ll make yours tomorrow.” (Laughs at 
himself.) Except tomorrow never came.  

HANNAH:  She sang a lot. 
RANDY:  She loved to sing. She would sit and hold you for hours and 

just sing and sing.  
HANNAH:  She loved Jesus, didn’t she? 
RANDY:  (Looks at HANNAH with a half-smile, fondly remembering.) 

Yes, Hannah. She loved Jesus very much. She was the reason I 
became a believer. She shared Jesus with me before we even 
started dating. That seems like just yesterday. 

HANNAH:  Do you still love Jesus? 
RANDY:  (Pausing, speaking slowly, moving away.) Yes, I do. I just 

don’t understand him sometimes. He does things I can’t see, things 
I don’t get. (He stands up and moves away.) I don’t think we’re on 
very good speaking terms anymore. 

HANNAH:  (Crosses to RANDY.) Is God not speaking, or are you not 
listening, Daddy? You can always start talking again, can’t you? 
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RANDY:  (Pauses for a moment, then collects his thoughts and 
abruptly changes the subject.) Come on, we’d better finish eating 
while this food is still hot. We need to get to the Y so we can shower 
before bed.  

HANNAH:  (A little disappointment in her voice.) OK. Hey, you know 
what? 

RANDY:  What, princess? 
HANNAH:  I love you.  
RANDY:  I love you too. 
HANNAH:  (Abruptly gets up.) And I’m going to start talking to Jesus 

about getting you a full-time job starting now! (Runs off into the box 
as the lights dim.) 

 
 

SCENE 3 
 
AT START:  The scene opens in a nicely furnished living room with an 
older man, LARRY, reading a newspaper as AMY and OLIVIA enter. 
They are carrying packages. They are both dressed in coats and 
gloves. They take off their coats and gloves as they begin speaking. 
AMY and OLIVIA are in the same clothes as Scene 1. 
 
OLIVIA:  Hi, Granddad. 
AMY:  How are you doing, Granddad? 
LARRY:  Hi, girls! How are my two favorite granddaughters? (AMY and 

OLIVIA move toward LARRY and bend down, simultaneously giving 
him a hug.)  

OLIVIA:  Great! 
AMY:  Good, Granddad. You know, we’re your only granddaughters. 
LARRY:  Well, yes… but you’re still my favorites. Did you girls get your 

Christmas shopping done? 
AMY:  (Rummaging through her purse.) I think we did, but I seemed to 

have lost my Christmas list. Where is that thing? I can’t possibly 
remember everything I needed to get. (OLIVIA holds up a piece of 
paper, silently laughing and motioning to LARRY to keep quiet.) I 
know I had it when I left this morning. Surely I didn’t drop it 
downtown. 
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LARRY:  Which present are you missing, dear? Could it have been a 
present for Olivia? (Catches AMY’s eye and winks and points 
without OLIVIA seeing.) 

AMY:  (Slowly smiles as she looks back down at the packages.) Yes, 
as a matter of fact, it was. (Still looking.) I just can’t imagine where 
my list is. Well, I guess I just won’t be able to get her a gift this year.  

OLIVIA:  (Realizes what AMY just said and holds up the piece of paper 
with an anxious look on her face.) Oh, is this it? 

AMY:  Olivia Jane, have you had it this the whole time? Didn’t you know 
I was looking for it? That’s a good way to not get a present this year. 

OLIVIA:  (Motioning with her hands.) Oh, I’m not worried. I always get 
Christmas presents. (Confidently.) Anything I want. Huh, granddad? 

LARRY:  (Facetiously.) Never! (Sighs.) Yes, I’m afraid you do.  
AMY:  You need to work on your humility, girl. You don’t need to get 

everything you want.  
 
OLIVIA shrugs her shoulders disinterestedly. 
 
LARRY:  Your sister is right, Olivia. You need to be thankful for what 

you have. We all need to. There are people who are not as fortunate 
as we are. 

 
OLIVIA seems disinterested, shrugging her shoulders as she looks at 
a View-Master. 
 
LARRY:  I mean it, Olivia. 
OLIVIA:  Oh, Granddad, get real. Everyone knows we’ve got it made 

in the shade. We’ll always have whatever we want. I can’t imagine 
being without. (Pinches and holds out her shirt.) I just couldn’t live 
without nice threads… (Rubbing fingers together in gesture for 
money.) and no moolah. No way. 

AMY:  (Seizing a teachable moment.) Olivia, tell Granddad about the 
new girl we met today.  
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LARRY:  New girl? Where? Downtown? 
OLIVIA:  Who are you talking about, Amy?  
AMY:  You know—the girl that sells magazines? 
OLIVIA:  You mean that little Hannah chick, or whatever her name 

was? (Shaking her head in disbelief.) She obviously didn’t have any 
moolah, and she sure didn’t have any cute clothes. 

AMY:  You were rude to her, Olivia. I think the clothes she had on may 
have been the only clothes she had. They were pretty worn. 

LARRY:  Olivia, I’m disappointed in you. Everyone deserves respect.  
OLIVIA:  She barely even knew who Jesus was. How funky is that? 

Everybody knows who Jesus is! 
AMY:  I guess not everyone, Olivia. She didn’t. 
LARRY:  Hannah? (Intrigued.) How old was this little girl? Was she 

about your age, Olivia? 
OLIVIA:  (Disinterested.) Yeah, I guess.  
LARRY:  I knew a man who had a daughter named Hannah, but that 

was so long ago. What did she look like? 
OLIVIA:  I don’t know. Short and homely looking with brown hair? 
LARRY:  Did she have freckles and big brown eyes?  
AMY:  (To LARRY.) Yes, yes, that’s her. She’s not homely! Do you 

know her, Granddaddy? 
LARRY:  (Ponders for a moment.) I think I might know her dad. I 

haven’t seen them in a long time. 
OLIVIA:  How do you know them?  
LARRY:  (Pulls her closer.) Well, Olivia, years ago, Hannah’s dad 

Randy and her mother used to work for us down at the docks. One 
day there was a terrible accident, and Randy’s wife was killed. 
Hannah couldn’t have been much older than three. Randy took it 
very hard. He turned his back on his job, his friends, and saddest of 
all, he turned his back on God. 

OLIVIA:  How did he turn his back on his job, Granddad? 
LARRY:  Well, he quit. He just stormed in one day after the funeral and 

said he was quitting and would never be back. He was so angry. He 
walked out of my office, and I never saw him again.  

AMY:  How did he turn his back on God, Granddad? 
LARRY:  I never saw him at church again. He just quit coming. (Pause.) 

I didn’t even try to find him. I never even went to visit him. 
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AMY:  So that’s why Hannah said she lives in a box. 
LARRY:  A box? (Surprised, he jumps up quickly, causing OLIVIA to 

stagger backward.) Hannah and her father live in a box?  
AMY:  I think so, Granddad. I think she lives in a box under the bridge. 
LARRY:  Oh my, that’s not good. I had no idea. I need to do something. 
AMY:  Granddad, she didn’t want to talk about it. I think we 

embarrassed her. She split pretty quickly when I asked her about it. 
LARRY:  (Shaking his head and placing it in his hands.) This is terrible. 

I should’ve kept in contact with him. I need to do something. I need 
to find them.  

OLIVIA:  What’s the big deal? It’s not your fault, Granddaddy. They are 
the ones who chose to be homeless. That’s not our problem, is it? 

LARRY:  Olivia, they didn’t choose to be homeless. Everyone should 
be our concern. God wants us to show love to all people, no matter 
what state of life they’re in. I should have checked on him. I was 
afraid. (Rubs his head like he is deep in thought, shaking his head.) 

AMY:  Afraid of what, Granddad? 
LARRY:  (Not paying attention.) Huh? Oh, never mind, dear. Which 

bridge do they live under? 
AMY:  I don’t know. She didn’t say. 
LARRY:  I’ve got to go, girls. You stay here. (Grabs his coat and hat 

and exits.)  
AMY:  That was pretty radical, wasn’t it? 
OLIVIA:  That’s just Granddad. He’s kinda weird sometimes.  
AMY:  (Shakes her head.) Oh well, I need to wrap these gifts and put 

them under the tree, and then I have to go meet Lisa.  
 
AMY starts gathering up her packages. 
  

This perusal script is for reading purposes only.
No performance or photocopy rights are conveyed.



20 THAT ONE CHRISTMAS IN 1972  

AMY:  You stay here, and no peeking! (Gathers the last of her 
packages and exits.) 

OLIVIA:  (Reluctantly.) Ohhhh-Kaaaay. (After AMY leaves, OLIVIA 
grabs her coat and gloves.) No problem, sis. I’ve got someone to 
follow anyway. 

 
Lights Fade. 
 
 

SCENE 4 
 
AT START:  Lights come up on the gas station. It is the next day. If 
possible, LISA and AMY are in a car, with RYAN is checking the oil in 
the car. If it is not possible, the two merely enter in the middle of their 
conversation while RYAN does busy work. The conversation has 
already begun as the lights come up. 
 
AMY:  No, Lisa. She was homeless. I promise she lives in a box under 

the bridge. Didn’t you see her face? She was trying to hide it. 
LISA:  She was not, Amy. She was just trippin’ out because everyone 

was looking at her. She’s not homeless. (Motions to RYAN, who is 
singing a recognizable song from the ’70s.) Ryan, come here. Clear 
this up. (RYAN stops washing windows, or other busy work.)  

RYAN:  What’s up, ladies? 
LISA:  Do you remember that little girl who sold magazines the other 

day? The one that said she was living in a box under the bridge? 
She was a trip, right?  

RYAN:  (Begins washing the windows or taking care of other busy work 
as he speaks.) Yeah, man, she was trippin’ all right, but I felt sorry 
for her. I think she was telling the truth about living in a box. I’d call 
that homeless for sure. 

LISA:  Oh no, not you too. She’s not homeless! I think she was just 
acting like it so we would feel sorry for her. 

AMY:  Why would she fake something like that, Lisa? Did you see how 
she was dressed? What would she gain by lying to us? 
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LISA:  She wants to sell more magazines, Amy. She wants us to feel 
sorry for her. She just wants a handout. 

RYAN:  What do you mean, a handout? She was selling magazines. 
It’s not her fault she’s homeless. How does she get food? How does 
she get clothing? What kind of shelter does she have? 

LISA:  (Insensitively.) Well, maybe her dad needs to go get a job. 
AMY:  Lisa! I can’t believe you said that. What do you know about her 

life? Maybe her dad has a job that just doesn’t pay very much.  
 
SALESMAN comes walking up carrying a small bag with his paper 
angels, trying to interrupt. 
 
AMY:  You need to take a chill pill. Where’s your sympathy? Where’s 

your love? 
SALESMAN:  Does anyone want a paper angel? (ALL ignore him.) 
LISA:  (Hesitantly.) Well, I don’t know. (Reflects for a period of time) 

You really think she lives in a box? 
AMY:  Yeah, I do, Lisa. I think we need to do something to help her.  
SALESMAN:  They’re only a dollar. 
LISA:  A box? I just can’t imagine someone living like that, not having 

money or a job. You really think she lives in a box?  
RYAN:  Yeah, I do. Finding a good paying job isn’t always easy. It 

makes me wonder, like, what happened to make them homeless in 
the first place?  

LISA:  What do you mean? 
RYAN:  Does he have health problems? Was there an accident? How 

does he provide for his daughter? How does he provide for himself? 
(Looking up.) What’s he going to do when this winter storm rolls in? 

SALESMAN:  Paper angels are great for reminding us of the reason 
for the season.  

 
ALL still ignore him. 
 
LISA:  She sells magazines. That’s some income at least. 
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SALESMAN:  You know, how we should show love to everyone 
because of Christ’s love in us. 

AMY:  Yeah, but what a responsibility to have to sell magazines when 
you’re just a kid. I bet she sells them to help pay for food. Can you 
imagine doing that as a ten-year-old? A little girl doesn’t need that 
much pressure. I can’t picture Olivia having to sell magazines on 
the street so our family could have enough food. 

LISA:  (Pause.) I guess you’re right. I never thought of it that way. 
RYAN:  Yeah. (Scratching his head.) I don’t see Olivia selling anything 

to help anybody out. (Laughs. AMY gives him a disgusted look.) 
LISA:  Still—can’t anyone find a job if they really want to? 
RYAN:  It could’ve been a family health situation or a death. What if 

something unexpected happened and you lost everything? 
SALESMAN:  I’ll just leave a couple right here. It’s on the house.  
 
SALESMAN leaves a couple angels on the car or another surface. 
 
LISA:  I don’t know, Ryan. I guess I’d… (Hesitates, searching for 

words. Then, jokingly, as she holds a paper angel up.) I guess I’d 
give her a paper angel. 

SALESMAN:  (Turns and leaves, shouting over his shoulder.) 
Remember, coats and gloves make great Christmas gifts. 

RYAN:  Why do I keep hearing that? (RYAN looks around. He glances 
at SALESMAN as he leaves the stage. He notices the other paper 
angel and picks it up.) You never know, Lisa. Maybe God can do 
something through a piece of paper. 

LISA:  Really, Ryan? A paper angel? What possible power could a 
paper angel have? 

RYAN:  Well—it is a reminder, right? (Horn honks backstage. He looks 
back and yells.) Be there in a minute, mister! (Back to LISA.) Well, 
Lisa, I’ve got to get back to work. You owe me two dollars and 
twenty cents. 

LISA:  Two-twenty? For gas? 
RYAN:  Yes, Lisa. I filled ‘er up. Fifty-five cents per gallon, four gallons, 

that’s two dollars and twenty cents.  
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LISA:  That’s highway robbery. (Pays RYAN the money and exits.) 
AMY:  ‘Bye, Ryan. Check ya later. (Whistles a recognizable ’70s tune 

as he exits and lights fade.) 
 
 

SCENE 5 
 
AT START:  Lights up on Bridge Scene. RANDY stands by a barrel 
with a fire in it, warming his hands. LARRY is dressed in nice winter 
attire with a dollar in his pocket. RANDY is oblivious to the conversation 
between SALESMAN and LARRY that opens the scene. OLIVIA is 
hiding in the corner of the stage, listening. HANNAH is not On-stage. 
 
SALESMAN:  Hey, mister, would you like to buy a paper angel?  
 
LARRY stops walking, surprised. 
 
LARRY:  Huh? What? 
SALESMAN:  Would you like to buy a paper angel? 
LARRY:  A what? 
SALESMAN:  A paper angel. They’re only a dollar. 
LARRY:  Paper angel? What’s a paper angel? 
SALESMAN:  A paper angel is a reminder. It prompts us to tell the 

Christmas story. You know, the baby wrapped in swaddling clothes 
and lying in a manger? 

 
LARRY looks confused. He continues to look at SALESMAN, the 
angel, and then back at RANDY. 
 
LARRY:  Look, mister, I really need to go. Can I catch you later? 
SALESMAN:  They’re just a dollar. 
LARRY:  (Rather impatiently.) Oh, all right. (LARRY reaches into his 

pocket and pulls out a dollar.) Here! 
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SALESMAN:  (Hands him a paper angel.) Thank you, sir, and 
remember, paper angels are made to be shared. Have a nice day. 
(Starts to exit as he continues speaking.) And coats and gloves 
make great Christmas gifts! 

LARRY:  (Looks up at RANDY and begins walking fast, but stops 
briefly. RANDY has his back to LARRY. LARRY approaches 
cautiously.) Hello, Randy. 

RANDY:  (Glancing over his shoulder.) Larry, is that you? 
LARRY:  (Stuttering, hesitantly.) How have you been? 
RANDY:  (Facetiously, as he walks away.) Fine, Larry, just fine. My 

little girl and I are staying here while our house is being built. Life is 
just great. My Mercedes is in the shop getting a stereo system 
installed, and my broker just called about the positive advances in 
my portfolio. Life is good. 

LARRY:  (Drops his head slightly as he walks closer.) Randy, I am 
sorry for your situation. I’d like to help. 

RANDY:  Help? Me? I think you’ve helped my family enough. 
LARRY:  Randy, I know I’ve already apologized, but I’m sorry for the 

accident and the bad decisions that followed. I truly am sorry.  
RANDY:  You’re right, Larry. You have apologized and there were 

some bad decisions, and there’s nothing more to say. 
LARRY:  (Pacing as he searches for words.) I feel like you’ve 

abandoned life—abandoned God—because of me. I should have 
kept in better touch with you over the years. I’m sorry, Randy. I 
wasn’t much of a friend to you.  

RANDY:  I haven’t abandoned life, Larry. I have a little girl. I’m still 
here—for her, anyway. As far as abandoning God, that’s on me, not 
you. God and me just… just aren’t on very good speaking terms 
right now. I don’t have much to say to him. I didn’t abandon him. 
The way I see it, he abandoned me. 

LARRY:  Oh Randy, I wish I knew what to say to help you. I wish I 
knew why this happened, but I don’t. I do know God still loves you, 
and he loves your little girl. His love for us was settled on a cross 
long ago. 

RANDY:  Yeah, yeah, I know all that—you’re preaching to the choir. 
But still—knowing those church facts doesn’t take the pain away. 
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