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Characters 

  

JESUS A messiah, a superstar (with the ego and entitlement to match). 

SUSAN An exhausted martyr to her Christmas to-do list. No time for shenanigans. 
	
	 	



Lights up on Susan’s dining room. The table is strewn with Christmas paraphernalia. 
JESUS slides onto the stage with flair, arms outstretched. 

JESUS: Behold! 

He holds the pose. On realising there’s no one there to behold him, he deflates, 
disappointed - only to brighten as SUSAN enters, engrossed in the to-do list clutched 
in her hands. 

SUSAN: Right, potatoes are peeled, carrots are peeled, turkey needs to come out of 
the freezer and I need to look out… (Counts places at the dining table) 
Two, four, six… 

JESUS: Behold! 

SUSAN: (Doesn’t look at him) Just a minute… eight, ten, twelve sets of cutlery. 

JESUS: BEHOLD! 

SUSAN: Just a minute, I said. (Looks up, sees Jesus) Jesus Christ!  

JESUS: Behold. 

SUSAN: I thought you were one of the kids. (Beat) Who are you?  

JESUS: I am Jesus Christ. Behold. 

SUSAN casts around for a weapon. She grabs a Christmas cracker, brandishes it.  

SUSAN: My husband is in the living room. (Shouts) Dave! Dave! 

JESUS: There’s no need to summon your husband.  

SUSAN: You and your selective hearing, Dave. (Jabs Jesus with the cracker) Get 
out of my dining room. 

JESUS: There’s no need to fear me. I am Jesus Christ, Son of God. 

SUSAN: (Beat) This is what you get for drinking sherry with lunch, Susan. 

JESUS: I appear in your dining room so that you may behold me, so that you may 
worship me, and so that I may preach the gospel to you. 

SUSAN: Oh, God. Let me just stop you there. I’m the wrong person to preach to. 

JESUS: Are you not a Christian? 

SUSAN: No. (Beat) I mean, yes. In the loosest sense. And only at Christmas, if I’m 
honest.  

JESUS: I am Jesus Christ. I appear so that you may behold me, so that you may 
worship me. 

SUSAN: Yes, you said. But I said, I’m not the right person. I don’t go in for 
beholding, or worshipping, or being preached to.  



JESUS: But I appear before you so that I may preach... 

SUSAN: (Interrupts) And I’m sure you mean well, but apart from anything else, I 
don’t have time. I’ve still got to iron a tablecloth, make mince pies, and 
get to Tesco before it closes – in less than an hour – to buy the only brand 
of sherry my mother-in-law will deign to drink. So if you don’t mind? 

JESUS: But… 

SUSAN: (Sighs) Oh, God Almighty. You’re not going to take no for an answer, are 
you? Fine. Go ahead, preach the gospel. 

JESUS: Praise the Lord! 

SUSAN: (Reluctantly) Praise the Lord. 

JESUS: I appear before you to preach the gospel. A new gospel, of Christmas. A 
new gospel of Christmas to decree how man should – and should not – 
celebrate the birth of Jesus Christ, Son of God, Your Saviour. Me. 

SUSAN: I’m not going to make it to Tesco. 

SUSAN sighs, and sits at the dining table. 

JESUS: Christmas is, ostensibly, man’s celebration of the birth of Jesus Christ – 
me – but, though much effort is expended in preparation, planning and 
purchasing for the occasion, and much merriment is made, there has been, 
of late, a notable absence from the Christmas celebrations.  

SUSAN: Of course there has. Because my list of things to-do isn’t long enough. 

JESUS: That notable absence is Jesus Christ. Me. I am absent from Christmas 
celebrations.  

SUSAN: I hardly think that’s true. You’re right there in the name of thing. 

JESUS: But I am there in name only. Christmas has changed. Christmas has 
become something other than what it should be. 

SUSAN: If this is the old “put Christ back in Christmas” lecture, I’m pretty sure 
I’ve heard it. 

JESUS: This is the new gospel of Christmas, which I must preach because I scarce 
recognise Christmas as it is celebrated of late. I mean… (Picks up a 
cracker from the table) What is this? 

SUSAN: It’s a Christmas cracker. You hold one end, someone else holds the other, 
you both pull… 

JESUS: I know what it is. I mean, what is it? What does it represent, what does it 
have to do with celebrating my birth? 

SUSAN: I don’t know. Does the little thing inside represent the gifts from the Three 
Wise Men?  



JESUS: No, it doesn’t represent that. It doesn’t represent anything to do with my 
birth. And so, lo, the new gospel of Christmas doth decree, thou shalt not 
pull the foil tube with two ends that doth snap. 

SUSAN: Are you saying no more Christmas crackers? 

JESUS: Yes. No more Christmas crackers. 

SUSAN: But I like Christmas crackers. 

JESUS: Thou shalt not pull… 

SUSAN: Everybody likes Christmas crackers. 

JESUS: Thou shalt not… 

SUSAN: They make the table look festive. 

JESUS: (Shouts) THOU SHALT NOT PULL THE FOIL TUBE WITH TWO 
ENDS THAT DOTH SNAP. 

SUSAN: (Beat) OK. Fine. 

JESUS: Fine. 

SUSAN: Fine. (Beat) What else doth this new gospel of Christmas decree? 

JESUS: Thou shalt not… (Looking for ideas) What is this on your mantelpiece, 
bits of cinnamon and dried cranberries and… 

SUSAN: It’s Christmas pot pourri. It makes the house smell Christmassy. 

JESUS: (Laughs) How would you know what Christmas smelled like? 

SUSAN: I don’t, I suppose. But how would you know what Christmas smelled like? 
You were a baby. 

JESUS: Christmas smelled like straw and sweat and muck from cattle. 

SUSAN: Maybe they used Christmassy things to cover up the smell of the cattle 
muck.  

JESUS: No, they didn’t. 

SUSAN: Cinnamon sticks and orange peel so you didn’t smell the sweat. Maybe 
that’s where the tradition came from. Maybe that’s why we buy 
Christmassy pot pourri.  

JESUS: No, that’s not why. So, lo, the new gospel of Christmas doth decree, thou 
shalt not keep false… scented… not-Christmassy… things. 

JESUS swipes the bowl of pot pourri to the floor. 

SUSAN: That cost me twelve pounds. 



JESUS: (Beat) The new gospel of Christmas doth decree that you must not spend 
too much on ornamental dried fruit. 

SUSAN: Who are you to tell me how much I should or shouldn’t spend? 

JESUS: I am Jesus Christ, Son of God, Your Saviour. 

SUSAN: (Mocking) Son of God, Your Saviour. (Off Jesus’ reaction) Sorry. 

JESUS: Christ forgives you. 

SUSAN: That’s very gracious of Christ. I forgive Christ for throwing my perfectly 
reasonably priced pot pourri on the ground. 

JESUS: (Changing the subject) Lo, I shall continue to preach… 

SUSAN: Please do. 

JESUS: Lo… 

SUSAN: I might still make it to Tesco before it closes. 

JESUS: Lo, thou shalt not prepare a sumptuous meal… 

SUSAN: Wait a minute. Thou shalt not prepare a sumptuous meal?  

JESUS: Yes.  

SUSAN: You couldn’t have decreed this before I bought three pounds of potatoes 
and scrubbed and peeled every last one of them? Before I filled my freezer 
with sausage rolls and pork stuffing and pigs-in-blankets? 

JESUS: Thou shalt not celebrate the birth of Christ, a Jew, with reconstituted pork 
products. Thou shalt not prepare a meal of such sumptuous proportions 
that thy guests exclaim “Christmas Dinner is the best thing about 
Christmas” for the best thing about Christmas should be Jesus Christ. And 
thou shalt not make marzipan fruits. 

SUSAN: What’s wrong with marzipan fruits? 

JESUS: I don’t like marzipan. 

SUSAN: I’m not celebrating Christmas without pigs-in-blankets. It’s not Christmas 
without them. 

JESUS: It’s not Christmas with them. Thou shalt not… 

SUSAN: What on Earth wouldst thou doth have me prepare instead? 

JESUS: A simple, humble meal, to better recognise the suffering of Jesus Christ, 
Your Saviour. A meal such as they would have served in Bethlehem. 

SUSAN: I’d like to see my mother-in-law’s face if I served a simple, humble meal 
such as they served in Bethlehem. (Laughs) No, Marjory, no trifle this 
year, just some dry bread. Jesus decreed it. 



JESUS: You’re being quarrelsome. Do not quarrel with your Christ. 

SUSAN: I won’t quarrel with Christ if he won’t quarrel with me. 

JESUS places a hand on SUSAN’s head. 

JESUS: I pray for you. 

SUSAN: Get off. 

JESUS: Lord, give this woman wisdom, so that she may receive the new gospel… 

SUSAN: Get off. I just had my hair done. 

JESUS: So that she may gain prosperity through the decrees of the new gospel… 

SUSAN: (Wriggles free) Prosperity? You’re telling me I can’t have any of the 
things I’ve spent good money on. How am I going to gain prosperity? 

JESUS: By ridding yourself of the things that stand between you and worship of 
your Christ. You don’t need crackers, or pot pourri, or pigs-in-blankets to 
worship me. You don’t need that tree in your living room… 

SUSAN: Now wait a minute… 

JESUS: Bedecked in tinsel, crowned with a plastic angel. What has that got to do 
with celebrating my birth? 

SUSAN: I am not giving up my Christmas tree. 

JESUS: Lo, the new gospel doth decree… 

SUSAN: No, no, no, no, no.  

JESUS: Thou shalt cast aside false idols that have nothing to do with me. 

SUSAN: NO! Jesus Christ, it’s not a false idol, it’s a sustainably-sourced spruce.  

JESUS: A spruce that has nothing to do with me. 

SUSAN: I doubt you’ll understand this because, my God, you are a conceited 
messiah, but it’s not all about you.  

JESUS: Of course it’s all about me. 

SUSAN: No, it’s not. 

JESUS: Yes it is. It’s Christmas. Christ Mass. You said it yourself, it’s in the name 
of the thing. 

SUSAN: That doesn’t mean you get to slide in and start decreeing – dictating - how 
it’s celebrated. 

JESUS: I think it does. The new gospel doth decree… 



SUSAN: I don’t care what the new gospel decrees. Christmas is not all about you. 
In fact, it’s hardly about you at all. 

JESUS: At the moment, it isn’t. That’s why a new gospel of Christmas is needed… 

SUSAN: It’s not needed, that’s the thing. I don’t need your new gospel. Man 
doesn’t need your new gospel. Christmas isn’t about you.  

JESUS: (Irritated) Well, what is it about then? 

SUSAN: Spending time with family. Even if they drive you up the wall. Pulling 
crackers and groaning at the terrible jokes. Drinking during the day and 
swearing at the Queen’s Speech. 

JESUS: It’s not supposed to be about… 

SUSAN: It doesn’t matter what it’s supposed to be about. It could be about 
anything. Christmas is just an excuse. 

JESUS: An excuse! 

SUSAN: Yes, an excuse. To see old friends and eat too much and put fairy lights up 
because it’s dark at four o’clock and it’d be miserable without them.  

JESUS: It shouldn’t be an excuse. It should be… 

SUSAN: Well, it is. 

JESUS: For you, maybe. 

SUSAN: For most people. People know the things we think of as Christmassy don’t 
have much to do with Jesus Christ, Son of God. They know Coca-Cola 
invented Santa Claus. They know John Lewis adverts are manipulative 
marketing nonsense, and they get misty-eyed anyway, because people just 
want to celebrate something. So you can let us do it how we want to do it, 
or we can go back to celebrating the pagan festival of midwinter like we 
were doing for thousands of years before you came along. Is that what you 
want?  

JESUS: (Beat) No. 

SUSAN: No. So, if you don’t mind, I am not giving up my Christmas tree, because 
my kids love it. And I’m not giving up the presents underneath it either. 

JESUS sits. He seems lost. Forlorn.  

SUSAN: Sorry. 

JESUS: No, it’s fine. It’s fine. Fine. No new gospel of Christmas. 

SUSAN: I think that’s for the best. Don’t be upset. 

JESUS: I’m not. I’m fine. 

SUSAN takes pity on him, pats his shoulder. 



SUSAN: You should be proud. 

JESUS: Should I? 

SUSAN:  Of course you should. 

JESUS: Why? 

SUSAN: Because people love Christmas. We may not celebrate it the way you’d 
like us to, but we still celebrate it. Millions of us celebrate it. You can be 
proud of that. 

JESUS: (Brightens) Yes, I suppose I can. 

SUSAN:  Of course you can. (Beat) Now, if you don’t mind, I am going to try to 
make it to Tesco… 

JESUS: OK. (Beat) Before you go… 

JESUS offers SUSAN one end of the cracker. She smiles, takes it, and pulls. 

JESUS: Merry Christmas. 

SUSAN:  Merry Christmas to you, Jesus. 

SUSAN scurries out of the room. Jesus ambles off in the direction he came. 
The End 


