CATHERINE’S CHRISTMAS
By Joe Henderson
[bookmark: _GoBack]SUMMARY: A teenager finds her Christmas vision in working with a blind lady for a service project at school. She realizes God can work wonders in any situation. Presented by the Temple Terrace United Methodist Church worship arts team, Tampa, FL.
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SCENE 1
MOM: Catherine! For the last time, hurry up!
CATHERINE: And for the last time, Mom, I’m not going!
MOM: We’ve been through this.
CATHERINE: You’ve been through it.
MOM: You have to go. It’s that simple. I’m tired of talking about this. You’ve known this was a condition of your school graduation since you started there four years ago. Now, you’re a senior and you still haven’t done your service project, which means you don’t graduate. You don’t go to college. You die poor and alone.
CATHERINE: But why can’t I do another project? I don’t want to do this one.
MOM: It was assigned. I didn’t choose it. The school ASSIGNED it! You have to do this.
CATHERINE:  But hanging out with a creepy blind lady …
MOM: STOP IT!
CATHERINE: It’s creeping me out.
DAD: (enters room) I thought you would be gone by now. Your appointment with Mrs. Jones is in 15 minutes. Do you have your observation notebook?
MOM: She says she’s not going.
DAD: She’s going.
CATHERINE: I had to break a date with Michael tonight for this. Michael! You know long I’ve wanted to go out with him? He finally asks me and we’re all set, but nooooo! I have to spend the night with a blind lady for a stupid project. This is so unfair!
DAD: So is being blind.
CATHERINE: Daaaad ….
DAD: Don’t forget your notebook.
WESLEY: (enters room) Hey, what’s up?
CATHERINE: What’s up? Our parents are completely unreasonable, that’s what’s up. This is going to scar me for life, guaranteed.
WESLEY: I didn’t know you were going to be in the school play.
CATHERINE: What are you talking about?
WESLEY: Well, you’re such a drama queen I just assumed.
CATHERINE: You shut up.
WESLEY: You shut up.
MOM: CATHERINE!!!!! GET MOVING!!!!!
CATHERINE: OhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhKAY!
DAD: Aren’t you forgetting something?
CATHERINE: I have my notebook, thank you.
DAD: How about the car keys? Were you planning to walk?
CATHERINE: (grabs the keys from Dad’s hands and stomps out).
WESLEY: Hey, on the way back don’t forget to shop for my Christmas present. Only a few more shopping weeks left!
CATHERINE: (Over her shoulder) I’ve got your present all right.
MOM: Honestly, I have no idea what’s up with this girl.
DAD: She’s a teenager.
WESLEY: I’m a teenager.
DAD: Yeah, a teenager who has a history test tomorrow.
WESLEY: Yeah, yeah, yeah …. I’m going (he leaves).
MOM: What are we going to do with her? I’ve never seen her so defiant. She’s being really selfish.
DAD: Maybe, but maybe she’s just scared. Remember that time she freaked out at the mall when she saw that wounded veteran in a wheelchair?
MOM: Yeah. That was bad.
DAD: In her world, everyone looks like her. Talks like her. Thinks like her. They live in nice houses with secure futures. When they learn the rest of the world isn’t like that, it can be unnerving. You know, I wish Wesley hadn’t mentioned Christmas. It just reminded me I haven’t started shopping yet.	Comment by Joseph Henderson: o

MOM: Are we doing Christmas Day dinner at your sister’s house again?
DAD: Oh yeah. Christmas Eve at our house, Christmas Day at hers.
MOM: How about I go the blind lady’s house and Catherine goes to your sister’s?
DAD: Hey now!
MOM: What? What did I say?
LOWER LIGHTS

SCENE 2
The scene opens with Mrs. Jones sitting alone, singing softly. When she finishes, there is a knock on the door. She gathers herself and moves toward the door. She should be wearing dark glasses and have a white cane or stick.
MRS. JONES: Who is it?
CATHERINE: Catherine Michaels.
MRS. JONES: From the school?
CATHERINE: Yeah, from the school.
MRS. JONES: (opens the door) Thank you for coming over. Please, make yourself comfortable.
CATHERINE: Comfortable, yeah. (they make their way to chairs and sit).
MRS. JONES: I’ve had some students from the school come here before. Are you a freshman?
CATHERINE: A senior.
MRS. JONES: A senior? Interesting. You haven’t done your service project yet, so you got stuck with the blind lady. Serves you right for procrastinating.
CATHERINE: Yeah, well …. Oh wait, I need to take this (she answers her cell phone) Michael! Yeah, I know. My parents said I have to do this. Maybe when I’m done here we can get together. Hey, gotta run. Yeah. Bye.
MRS. JONES: Is he handsome, your Mister Michael?
CATHERINE: Oh, he’s dreamy.
MRS. JONES: Poor thing. Instead of Mr. Dreamy, you get Ms. Blindey.
CATHERINE: Yeah, well, OK … I’m supposed to observe you – how you live, I guess. Then I’m supposed to help you do stuff. I’m supposed to write it all down and submit a report.
MRS. JONES: I know, dearie. I’ve been through this before.
CATHERINE: (pulls out her notebook) So, well … how did you go blind?
MRS. JONES: I didn’t “go” blind; I was born blind.
CATHERINE: So you’ve never seen anything?
MRS. JONES: Not the way you see things, no. Come closer. Let me show you one way I see. (Catherine reluctantly edges closer as Mrs. Jones reaches out to her).
CATHERINE: What are you doing?
MRS. JONES: (placing her hands on Catherine’s face) Oh, dear Catherine. Why such a sad face?
CATHERINE: I .. I … how do you know that?
MRS. JONES: When God takes away one sense, sweet child, he increases your others. I can hear better than you. I can touch better than you. I can sometimes see more with my hands than you can with your eyes. And my hands tell me Catherine is very sad right now. She doesn’t to be here.
CATHERINE: Well, it’s not that I don’t want to be here ... but, if you’re Mrs. Jones, where’s Mr. Jones?
MRS. JONES: In heaven, waiting for me.
CATHERINE: He’s dead?
MRS. JONES: Yes. His name was Jonathan … Jonathan Jones. He had a very distinct British accent, which was strange since he was born and raised in Ohio. He said he picked it up while he studied in London. He was such a learned man. He was in a car wreck 10 years ago Christmas Eve. I wasn’t feeling well that night so I didn’t go the candlelight service, so he went by himself. It turned out an elderly woman at the service that night needed a ride home, and he could never say no if someone needed help. He dropped her off, and then got hit head-on by a drunk driver just a few blocks later. We were married 29 years, and just like that … gone. He was a wonderful man. I never got the chance to say goodbye in person. But I’ve told goodbye in my dreams, and I know he hears me.
CATHERINE: So who takes care of you?
MRS. JONES: I take care of me, who would you think?
CATHERINE: Well, I mean …
MRS. JONES: Dearie, I’m blind. I’m not dead. I’m actually pretty self-sufficient for an old gal. 
CATHERINE: Yeah, Ok.
MRS. JONES: I have friends who help me with things like shopping, and a ride when I need one. But I’m actually a pretty fair cook. I have my books, my music, my church. I read my Bible – it’s in braille. I have my home group. It’s really a pretty normal life. Now, tell me a little something about Catherine.
CATHERINE: What do you want to know?
MRS. JONES: What are your dreams?
CATHERINE: I don’t know, same as everyone I guess. Go to college, get married, have kids, get a good job.
MRS. JONES: That’s it?
CATHERINE: What do you mean? Those aren’t bad things.
MRS. JONES: It kind of limits you.
CATHERINE: Limits me?
MRS. JONES: Aim higher, dearie. For goodness sakes, I’m a college graduate.
CATHERINE: You are?
MRS. JONES: Amazing, huh?
CATHERINE: Yeah.
MRS. JONES: Not really. Would you be surprised to learn I climbed a mountain?
CATHERINE: You’re kidding! Now that is amazing.
MRS. JONES: Yeah, it was. I always adore being outdoors. There’s something about the sounds, the wind, the sun on my face. Or the rain on my face. It just makes me feel so alive. So, Mr. Jones announced to me one day that we were going to climb a mountain. He said I had to get in better shape first, so we started going to the gym and working out. I felt so good. And then Mr. Jones went and died on me. Well, I felt like I owed it to him to climb that mountain, so I got a couple of friends from the gym and we did it! There are pictures in a scrapbook over there if you want to see.
CATHERINE: I do want to see (fetches the scrapbook and brings it back to her chair and begins to leaf through it). These are great pictures. And the Tribune did a story on you. It says here when you made it to the top, you pointed toward heaven and blew a kiss to your husband.
MRS. JONES: I did. He was always such a sentimental sort. I’m sure he was bragging on me to all the other angels.
CATHERINE: (puts down the scrapbook and picks up her notebook) Yeah, well, um, what’s the hardest part about being blind?
MRS. JONES: Well, dearie, I’m not sure I can answer that. Blindness is all I’ve ever known. So this is natural to me. So, the service project part of this … what do you plan to do?
CATHERINE: I don’t know. Maybe do the dishes for you or something.
MRS. JONES: I have a dishwasher.
CATHERINE: Clean the house?
MRS. JONES: I have a maid service that does that.
CATHERINE: Uh …
MRS. JONES: The best thing you can do for me is to be my friend. Just talk to me like you would anyone else. Ask me anything, but then I get to ask you anything. That’s the deal. All right?
CATHERINE: Deal (holds out her hand to shake, then realizes Mrs. Jones can’t see her so she touches her face). You’re smiling.
MRS. JONES: Yes, I am. And now that we have all that settled, maybe there’s still time to meet with your young Michael. Oh wait … listen. Christmas carols. I love those.
CATHERINE: Where, I didn’t hear anything?
MRS. JONES: They’re coming down the street now. Like I told you, my hearing really is quite good.
(GOOD SPOT HERE FOR A SMALL GROUP OF CAROLERS TO STROLL ACROSS THE STAGE, SINGING A CAROL OF CHOICE. THE CHOIR CAN JOIN IN).
MRS. JONES: That was lovely.
CATHERINE: Yeah, pretty cool.
MRS. JONES: You run along. I’ll see you in a couple of days, so to speak.
CATHERINE: See me, yeah. I get that. It’s funny.
MRS. JONES: I’m a hoot. God gave me a great sense of humor, too. Oh Catherine … you’re smiling now, too.
CATHERINE: How do know that?
MRS. JONES: I just know.
(LOWER LIGHTS)

SCENE 3
MOM: Mom, I’m worried about Catherine.
GRANDMA: Why dear? What’s wrong?
MOM: She’s just so upset over this service project she has for school.
GRANDPA: The one with the blind lady?
MOM: Yeah, that one.
DAD: She’s afraid it will scar Catherine.
MOM: Oh pishaw!
DAD: I tend to agree with you. I think she’ll be fine.
GRANDPA: Dear, do you remember when you were a kid and you were scared to death about jumping off the high dive at the pool?
MOM: Yeah, but this is different.
GRANDPA: Is it?
MOM: Well, sure it is. That was just about jumping into the pool.
GRANDMA: And you were scared to death of heights. When we all went on that trip to London that year, you wouldn’t even sit in the upper part of the double-decker bus.
MOM: For goodness sakes, I was 7 years old.
GRANDMA: But you were the same age as Catherine when you jumped off the high dive.
DAD: You never told me this story.
MOM: You shush!!
GRANDPA: No, sweetie, it’s important. I think it’s great that you’re forcing Catherine to confront her fear because I just know God has a plan to use her. She is such a thoughtful child and this fear may be holding her back – like it held you back. Remember what happened after you conquered your fear?
MOM: I remember. We took that trip to the Grand Canyon. It was so beautiful.
GRANDPA: What else?
MOM: If I hadn’t jumped off the high dive that day, I would have probably stayed in the car instead of going up to the edge, hiking some of the paths …
GRANDMA: And what else?
DAD: Hey, wait, you didn’t tell me about this, either. I remember when we met at school, and we started talking about the trips our families took the Grand Canyon. I was like, wow, this girl loves nature and the outdoors as much as I do.
MOM: Yeah.
GRANDPA: How about that! What a coincidence, huh?
GRANDMA: Funny how it works, isn’t it?
MOM: Yeah, funny.
GRANDMA: So you see, honey, God’s got this. I really believe this is not a chance encounter. It’s a God thing.
MOM: Well, I hope so.
GRANDMA: I know so.

SCENE 4
Mrs. Jones is making her way back to her chair. She has a cup of tea and a saucer. She sits and opens her Bible and begins to scroll braille-style. After a few seconds, she pauses and turns on the radio.  After the song ends, she opens the Bible again, then closes it) …
MRS. JONES: Jonathan, my love, I met a young lady tonight from the school. She didn’t want to be here, I could tell. She felt very uncomfortable at first. I almost felt bad for her, to be honest. But, I wouldn’t want to mess up her school project, so we chatted.
She’s a very bright young lady, and so inquisitive.  She loosened up a little, and I just suddenly felt like God’s got a hand in this somehow. Since you’re up there in heaven anyway, think you could ask him about this?
Oh? You’re right dear, of course. I can ask him myself. Actually, I don’t need to ask – I already know. What are you doing tonight? Hanging out with some cute angel, I’ll bet! You watch yourself, buster. I’ll be along before you know it and if I get any bad reports about you, I’m bringing a frying pan to heaven with me, and I know how to use it!
I know, my dear, I miss you too. I miss you always, but it seems like it’s worse this time of year. Christmas used to be such a happy time, but now it just brings back pain and memories of that awful night you left me.
But you always told me God has a purpose in everything, and eternity is certainly a long, long, long time compared to the time we spend here. So I’m doing pretty well, and I’ll be fine. You sure you can’t give me a little sneak peek of what heaven’s like? Oh, OK … you always were a man of mystery. Goodnight, my love. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.

INTERMISSION

SCENE 5
MICHAEL: Hey, I’m glad you could make it. I didn’t think you’d be able to keep the date because you had that thing with the old blind lady.
CATHERINE: Yeah. But you know, she’s really nice.
MICHAEL: So am I.
CATHERINE: Thanks for coming by to pick me up.
MICHAEL: What would you like to do? We could catch a late movie.
CATHERINE: It would get over too late. I have a curfew.
MICHAEL: Seriously?
CATHERINE: You mean you don’t?
MICHAEL: No.
CATHERINE: We can go down to The Shack. A bunch of the kids from school said they’d be there tonight.
MICHAEL: Yeah, that’s great. You OK? You seem distracted.
CATHERINE: I’m fine, it’s just that, well, this lady – Mrs. Jones – she’s really interesting. You know she once climbed a mountain?
MICHAEL: Oh, so when did she go blind?
CATHERINE: She was born that way.
MICHAEL: She climbed a mountain blind? She’s goofing with you.
CATHERINE: No, she isn’t. I saw pictures of her on the peak. She said she owed it to her husband. They talked about doing it together, but then he died. She lives alone, but she’s really independent. I don’t see how she does it.
MICHAEL: Didn’t you say this whole assignment creeped you out?
CATHERINE: Yeah.
MICHAEL: But it didn’t?
CATHERINE: Well, I thought it would, but once I got there and talked to her a little bit, it wasn’t bad. You know, she touched my face …
MICHAEL: Ewww!
CATHERINE: No, it was really special. She asked me to come close, she touched my face, and she could tell that I was frowning. It’s like she could see me. She said that God increases your other senses when he takes one away.
MICHAEL: I guess that makes sense.
CATHERINE: And you know, Mrs. Jones is really funny. She has a really great sense of humor. It just wasn’t what I expected.
MICHAEL: What did you expect?
CATHERINE: I guess I expected some helpless old lady who sits alone in her house all day. She’s not like that. She doesn’t worry about what she doesn’t have. And I can tell she really loved her husband. That’s so sweet.
MICHAEL: When did he die?
CATHERINE: Ten years ago, on Christmas Eve.
MICHAEL: That’s coming up soon. That must be hard on her.
(MOM, DAD AND BOTH GRANDPARENTS ENTER)
DAD: You’re back early.
CATHERINE: Yeah, Mrs. Jones said I could leave and there was still time to go out with Michael, so …
(WESLEY ENTERS)
DAD: Ahem!
MOM: Yeah.
CATHERINE: What?
WESLEY: They want you to introduce Mr. Dreamy to the family, doofus.
CATHERINE: Sorry, Mom, Dad, Grandma, Grandpa, this is Michael.
WESLEY: Yeah, and I’m not here.
CATHERINE: That’s my loser brother.
WESLEY: You mean your superior brother in every way.
MICHAEL: Nice to meet you all.
MOM: So, how’d it go with Mrs. Jones?
CATHERINE: It was OK.
GRANDMA: Just OK?
CATHERINE: Yeah.
DAD: Well, I guess we’ll settle for OK, considering.
WESLEY: Considering you were a scared little wuss girl when you went over there.
MOM: Wesley!
DAD: About that history test you’re supposed to be studying for?
WESLEY: I’m taking a break.
DAD: Break’s over.
WESLEY: Yeah, yeah (EXITS)
DAD: OK, you two, where are you going?
CATHERINE: The Shack.
DAD: You know the rules.
CATHERINE: Yes, dad … text message when we get there. Text message when we’re leaving. Home by midnight. Got it.
MOM: Midnight?
CATHERINE: 11. Just want to see if you’re paying attention.
DAD: We’re always paying attention. Michael, nice to meet you. No texting or talking on the phone while driving. Seat belts while in motion.
CATHERINE: Dad!
MICHAEL: He’s just showing how much he cares. Don’t worry, sir. We’ll be safe.
DAD: And on time?
MICHAEL: On time.
CATHERINE: We better go (THEY EXIT)
DAD: So what do you think?
MOM: About what? Michael seems nice.
(WESLEY STICKS HIS HEAD BACK IN THE ROOM)
WESLEY: Catherine’s got a boyfriend! Catherine’s got a boyfriend!
DAD: Wesley!
WESLEY: Test. History. Going. Bye.
GRANDPA: I think he means the school assignment.
DAD: Yeah, she seems to have survived it fine.
MOM: It’s just the first meeting. So we’ll see.

SCENE 6
CATHERINE: Have you ever been scared?
MRS. JONES: Not really. I got really frustrated once because I misplaced some medicine one night and I couldn’t find it. Alma, who comes over to help me sometimes, was out of town and it was late, so I couldn’t call anyone else until morning. But I’ve learned if I’m organized and careful, things work out fine. So tell me about your young man.
CATHERINE: You mean Michael?
MRS. JONES: You’ve been seeing him for a few weeks now. For some girls, that’s practically married.
CATHERINE: We’re not married, but I really like him. He treats me nice.
MRS. JONES: I remember when I met Jonathan. I was head over heels. He’s all I could think about. He made me feel like such a lady. My parents adored him. Do your parents like young Michael?
CATHERINE: They seem to. He gets me home on time. Dad seems to like that.
MRS. JONES: What are his future plans?
CATHERINE: He’s a musician.
MRS. JONES: Oh, that’s …. Good, I think. Maybe. What does he play?
CATHERINE: The guitar. He’s really good.
MRS. JONES: Is he a Christian?
CATHERINE: I don’t know.
MRS. JONES: That was one of the first questions I asked Jonathan. I wasn’t trying to be preachy to him, but I just wanted him to know how important belief in God and Jesus is to me. Well, it turned out that wasn’t a problem. Our first date was a church picnic. We were married about a year later in the chapel. On Christmas Eve, he always used to read the story of Jesus’ birth to me.
“And the angel said unto them, Fear not: for behold, I bring you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to all people. For unto you is born this day in the city of David a savior, which is Christ the Lord.”
That’s from the King James Version, dearie. It’s my favorite.
CATHERINE: You’re kickin’ it old school.
MRS. JONES: Going retro on you!
CATHERINE: After your husband died, did you consider getting remarried?
MRS. JONES: Not really. I have my friends and we do things. I think you know by now I’m not some desperate spinster just sitting around the house.
CATHERINE: That’s for sure. You proved you can do anything. You finished college, climbed a mountain, you learned to play the piano …
MRS. JONES: Don’t forget that I composed my own songs on the piano.
CATHERINE: Very nice.
MRS. JONES: I do love Christmas carols.
CATHERINE: Michael will be by in a few minutes. I hope you don’t mind. I wanted you two to meet.
MRS. JONES: Mind? Dearie, I would be delighted to meet your young man. I think I just heard his car pull up. You should go check.
CATHERINE: I don’t hear anything. You really must have great ears. (Michael enters)
MRS. JONES: (sticks out her hand) You must be Michael. Catherine has told me so much about you.
MICHAEL: It’s nice to meet you.
MRS. JONES: Are you treating this young lady with the respect she deserves? (She reaches out to touch his face). 
MICHAEL: Uh, sure, right Catherine?
CATHERINE: Definitely.
MRS. JONES: You’d better or I will track you down and pummel you with my umbrella.
CATHERINE: Mrs. Jones!
MRS. JONES: Just looking out for you dearie. But I can tell by his face that he is a kind boy. Soft lines.
MICHAEL: It’s OK.
MRS. JONES: You better believe it is. So Michael, Catherine tells me you’re a musician.
MICHAEL: Yes maam, I play the guitar. I’m going to Nashville.
MRS. JONES: Do you like sports?
MICHAEL: Sort of.
CATHERINE: I love football!
MRS. JONES: How lovely. I love to listen to the games on radio. I’m not sure what the coach was thinking in that last game, but it worked out. Why were they calling a screen pass at the 3-yard line? Just power run up the gut and ram that sucker into the end zone. They got lucky.
MICHAEL: You know your football.
MRS. JONES: Does that surprise you? My dear child, I was a very good beep ball player back in the day.
MICHAEL: Beep ball?
MRS. JONES: It’s like baseball, except the ball beeps as it gets toward the plate. You listen for the sound and try to mash the ball with the bat.
CATHERINE: You didn’t tell me this!
MICHAEL: Sounds hard.
MRS. JONES: Not for me it wasn’t.
MICHAEL: That’s awesome.
CATHERINE: Totally!
MRS. JONES: I’m a woman of many talents.
MICHAEL: Hey, Catherine, we need to get going if we’re going to make the show on time, so I can get you home on time and have your dad not kill me.
MRS. JONES: If he doesn’t, I will.
CATHERINE: (hugs Mrs. Jones) I’ll be by tomorrow.

SCENE 7
(GOOD SPOT FOR CAROLERS TO GO STROLLING BY)
MOM: I can’t believe it’s almost Christmas Eve.
DAD: I always look forward to our family dinner after the candlelight service.
MOM: That’s because you don’t have to make it; you only have to eat it.
DAD: And it is goooooood. (Mom sticks out her tongue)
MOM: You know, it’s really cool to see how Catherine has bonded with Mrs. Jones. I never would have bet on that.
DAD: I know what you mean. (Grandparents enter room)
GRANDPA: Mean about what?
DAD: Oh, hey … we were just talking about Catherine.
GRANDMA: She seems to be doing very well.
MOM: I think she really has gotten close to Mrs. Jones.
GRANDPA: I noticed that. Who would have thought, huh?
GRANDMA: She’s a great kid, honey. She just needed a little time and space. I remember how rebellious you were, and …
(Catherine enters the room)
CATHERINE: Rebellious? My perfect mother rebellious?
GRANDPA: Totally.
CATHERINE: Tell me more!
MOM: Let’s not.
CATHERINE: Oh, let’s do!
GRANDMA: Well ..
MOM: Oh please, you’re not going to tell that old story again. Please??
GRANDMA: There was one chore your mother hated to do!
GRANDPA: She hated running the vacuum cleaner. I’d tell her, and tell her, and tell her. She just wouldn’t do it.
GRANDMA: So …
MOM: So, we had to ground her from the Homecoming dance. And she had a date with the Homecoming King, but she couldn’t make it because she didn’t run the stupid vacuum cleaner.
DAD: Yeah, but tell them the good part.
CATHERINE: There’s a good part? I wanna hear!!
MOM: The good part is, the guy who was supposed to be my date that night went with someone else, and got the biggest crush on her, and dumped me!
CATHERINE: That’s good?
MOM: Yeah, because I started going out with this guy (points to Dad). And we got married.
DAD: Well, we waited a few years.
CATHERINE: So you were rewarded for being disobedient.
MOM: I was rewarded because God revealed a better plan for me.
CATHERINE: So, um, I was wondering. I know our Christmas Eve dinner is family time and all, but I want to invite Mrs. Jones. Would you mind?
MOM: Mind? I think it would be wonderful. But doesn’t she have her own church?
CATHERINE: Yeah, but I think she’d join us.
DAD: Then absolutely, invite her.
(Wesley enters the room)
WESLEY: What’s wonderful? Besides me, I mean?
CATHERINE: I’m asking Mrs. Jones to come to our Christmas Eve dinner.
WESLEY: You don’t get extra credit on your report for that, you know.
CATHERINE: She’s cool. I like her.
WESLEY: I’m cool. You don’t like me.
CATHERINE: Oh, does it show?
MOM: All right you two.
CATHERINE: I’m going over to Mrs. Jones’ house now. Wesley, crawl back in your cave.
MOM: I have a better idea. Run the vacuum cleaner Wes.
WESLEY: Sheesh.
(LOWER LIGHTS)

SCENE 8
MRS. JONES: So dear, the assignment will be over soon.
CATHERINE: Yeah, I guess. But that doesn’t mean we have to stop seeing each other.
MRS. JONES: No, I suppose not. None of your other classmates ever came by after their assignment was over. That disappointed me a little, I guess. But I understand. Who wants to hang out with an old blind lady?
CATHERINE: I do. You’re amazing. You’re my friend.
MRS. JONES: What are your plans for Christmas Eve?
CATHERINE: Well, we have a candlelight service at church, and I’ll go to that, I guess. And then we have a big family dinner at home; it’s kind of our tradition. Would you like to come with me to church and dinner?
MRS. JONES: Oh, I don’t know dearie. I don’t want to be in the way. And we do have a service at my church. 
CATHERINE: I know you do, but my whole family wants to meet you – even my twerpy brother. 
MRS. JONES: I’ll think about it.
MICHAEL: Don’t think about it, do it.
CATHERINE: Yeah, listen to Michael.
MRS. JONES: Hear that? That’s one of my favorite Christmas carols.
MICHAEL: Hear what?
CATHERINE: I can hear it!
MRS. JONES BEGINS TO HUM AS CAROLERS STROLL SLOWLY ACROSS THE STAGE
MRS. JONES: You know, dearie, I think I will join for your church service and dinner. Thank you for asking. I was actually thinking of just staying in here and listening to the radio on Christmas Eve. And I always set two places at the table, one for me and one for my Jonathan. I miss my Jonathan, especially on Christmas Eve.
MICHAEL: I’m glad you’re coming.
CATHERINE: Yeah, from now on I want you to think of yourself as part of the family.
MRS. JONES: I think my Jonathan won’t mind if I join you all. It’s really quite odd. I know it sounds like I sit around and think of Jonathan all the time, but I really don’t. I have lived my life with no regrets. It’s just that lately, he’s been on my mind a lot. It’s like I can feel him right here with me.
CATHERINE: We need to be going now. We’ll pick you up at 6 tomorrow night. The service is at 6:30, and then dinner at our place.
MRS. JONES: You better have me home at a respectable hour. I have a curfew you know.
CATHERINE: Mrs. Jones … I love you. Getting to know you is the best Christmas present I’ve ever had.
MRS. JONES: Thank you sweetie. Remember to tell somebody that every day. You never know for sure if you’ll get another chance.
(LOWER LIGHTS)

SCENE 9
MOM: (ENTERS THE ROOM SINGING A CHRISTMAS CAROL) I love Christmas!
GRANDPA: Me too!
WESLEY: Me three!
MOM: Wesley, dear? Remember when I told you to run the vacuum?
WESLEY: You were serious?
GRANDPA: She was.
WESLEY: I thought vacuuming was something mothers did.
GRANDPA: Wesley, I would really, really advise you to stop talking immediately. You’ll thank me later.
WESLEY: Um, OK.
DAD: Christmas Eve! Love it!!
GRANDMA: The pies are in the oven!
DAD: They smell great.
CATHERINE: Hey mom, Michael and I are going to pick up Mrs. Jones in a little bit. We’ll just meet you at church, OK?
MOM: Sure dear.
WESLEY: Shouldn’t Catherine be doing the vacuuming?
GRANDPA: Oh Wes. Oh no.
MOM: Are you saying that because she’s a girl?
WESLEY: Well, uh …
DAD: It’s not too late for Santa Claus to scratch you off his list.
CATHERINE: If I don’t clobber you first. (cell phone rings). Hello. Yes, this Catherine … what? No, no! There must be some mistake!
DAD: What is it?
CATHERINE: It can’t be. I just talked to her. We were going to church tonight.
MOM: Honey?
CATHERINE: Thank you. Yes, please let me know when you know anything.
DAD: What is it?
CATHERINE: It’s Mrs. Jones.
DAD: Is she sick? Do we need to go to the hospital?
CATHERINE: No. She’s dead.
GRANDPA: I’m so sorry honey.
GRANDMA: Oh dear.
CATHERINE: That was one of her friends. She had lunch with Mrs. Jones, and everything was fine. And she stopped by later to see if she needed anything. And she was just sitting there, in her chair. I … I …
MOM: I don’t know what to say.
CATHERINE: There’s nothing to say.
DAD: Honey, this happens. From what you’ve told us, Mrs. Jones led a great life, and you were part of that life.
CATHERINE: Her friend told me Mrs. Jones was talking at lunch about how much she liked me. It’s just not fair. Why would God do something like this? And on Christmas Eve. Why?
MOM: I don’t know why this happened, honey. But I do know God didn’t make it happen. Death is just a part of life.
(Family members move quietly to one side of the stage, out of the spotlight, while Catherine sits by herself, head in hands, at center stage. Mrs. Jones enters)
MRS. JONES: I can see you.
CATHERINE: What? Who’s that?
MRS. JONES: It’s me, dearie. You look lovely.
CATHERINE: Mrs. Jones? They told me you died.
MRS. JONES: I did. Why do you think I can see you now? I can see Catherine, I can see! And you are so beautiful. I knew you had a beautiful soul, but you’re a fox too!
CATHERINE: This isn’t possible.
MRS. JONES: Sure, it is. Heaven is wonderful, Catherine. I just wanted to come by and let you know that. God didn’t make me die, Catherine. Don’t be mad at him. It was just my time.
CATHERINE: I can see you!
MRS. JONES: And do you see who’s with me? Jonathan … this is the young lady I told you about, Catherine. Don’t I have good taste in men, Catherine?
CATHERINE: Yes, you do. You surely do. How is this happening?
MRS. JONES: Catherine, you can’t imagine what heaven is like. God’s light is so bright. It’s indescribable. And there is such activity tonight. The angels are getting ready to celebrate! The savior was born tonight. Jesus was born. Tonight.
CATHERINE: I don’t know what to say.
MRS. JONES: Sweetheart, I have to go. I don’t want you to grieve. And don’t let your family grieve. If you honor my life, make tonight a celebration. I’m home, Catherine. I’m home with Jesus and my Jonathan. (Mrs. Jones and Jonathan exit as lights fade on them and come back up on the family. Catherine walks to them).
CATHERINE: So, it’s about time to head to church. Let’s get moving.
MOM: Honey, under the circumstances …
CATHERINE: Under what circumstances? Mrs. Jones would want us to go. She would want us to have our dinner, and tell good stories about her life. She would want us to share love with each other. She would want us to honor Jesus on his birthday. Under the circumstances, we have to go.
DAD: Are you sure?
CATHERINE: Am I sure? She’s having the best Christmas ever. Let’s go celebrate that.
GRANDPA: Yes, she is.
CATHERINE: Yes, she is! Grandpa, she is with Jesus tonight. She is with her husband. She can see, grandpa! She can see! She can see us! She can see Jesus. She can see everything. 
Closing full-scale Christmas song!

…..........................................................................................................................................................
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