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EVERYONE’S CHRISTMAS STORY
By KARA WILKINS

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Speaking)

# of lines

WRITER ....................................struggling writer; lives in 130 
parents’ basement and is 
creatively and spiritually 
burned out

SHEPHERD ...............................young and enthusiastic 27
HOST ANGEL .............................angel with an attitude 16
GABRIEL ...................................angel who visited Mary 44
VAUDEVILLIAN ONE....................singing actor 7
VAUDEVILLIAN TWO ...................another 6
VAUDEVILLIAN THREE ................another 6
DEVIL .......................................stereotypical Satan 41
MOM ........................................writer’s mom; supportive, but 18 

baffled by her child’s creative 
process

MARY .......................................honest, straight talker 48
YOUNG MARY ............................child version of Mary 3
TEEN MARY ..............................teenage version of Mary 45
JOSEPH ....................................Mary’s husband 25
HEROD .....................................Al Capone-type bad guy 50
CRONY ONE ..............................Herod’s sidekick 14
CRONY TWO ..............................another 13
CRONY THREE ..........................another; goes by Josie and 18 

makes excellent sandwiches
GASPAR ....................................wise man 20
MELCHIOR ................................another 14
BALTHAZAR ...............................another 18
EXTRAS ....................................angels, shepherds, Santa
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SET DESCRIPTION
Time:  Present.
Place:  A makeshift basement apartment.
There is a futon UP CENTER. A small dresser is STAGE LEFT. A bookshelf 
is STAGE RIGHT. There is a desk with a chair DOWN RIGHT. Various 
items give a “lived in” look and everything should be mismatched. 
There is a laptop, a Bible and a coffee cup on the desk, and a guitar 
near the futon. Various articles of clothing are scattered about and a 
few dirty dishes are on the dresser. A radio is on the bookshelf, and a 
laundry basket is on the futon.
The ENTRANCE to the basement apartment is UP CENTER. MOM is the 
only character who must use this entrance. All other characters may 
come and go from the wings.
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EVERYONE’S CHRISTMAS STORY

LIGHTS UP. WRITER sits at her desk in front of her laptop, clearly 
distraught. She thumps her head, gets up and paces. She is almost 
talking out loud as she thinks through something, then returns to 
the desk and begins to type. The thoughts in her head come to life 
onstage.
WRITER:  (Mumbles incoherently as ANGELS ENTER.) Angels. How do 

I work them in? Do I have to? (ANGELS nod.) I suppose I have to 
end with the traditional tableau. (ENTIRE BIBLICAL CAST hustles IN 
and forms the traditional Nativity tableau.) Ugh! This is so boring. 
(ALL except WRITER hustle OUT.) It’s the same old story. How can 
it be different? (Continues typing. MUSIC CUE:  CIRCUS MUSIC. 
SHEPHERDS ENTER wearing clown costumes or accessories over 
their shepherd robes and acting silly with various clown props. WISE 
MEN ENTER, one as a pie plate spinner, another as a juggler, and the 
last as a tight-rope walker. YOUNG MARY ENTERS as a ribbon dancer, 
and GABRIEL rides in on a tricycle with a horn. ALL perform a quick 
and lively circus act. MUSIC OUT as GABRIEL rides OUT and the 
BIBLICAL CIRCUS PERFORMERS follow him OFF. WRITER continues 
typing. MUSIC CUE:  1970s ACTION-SHOW MUSIC. MARY, MOM and 
TEEN MARY ENTER dressed in white robes and halos and wearing 
“big hair” wigs. [NOTE:  Since MOM is in WRITER’S imagination at 
this moment, this is the one entrance and exit MOM makes that can 
be from anywhere.] The three strike the iconic pose from Charlie’s 
Angels.) Mom?! (MOM reacts and EXITS quickly. MUSIC OUT. MARY 
and TEEN MARY also EXIT.) I’m losing it! (SHEPHERD and HOST 
ANGEL ENTER.)

SHEPHERD:  (To WRITER.) Write about me.
HOST ANGEL:  (To SHEPHERD.) You? What about me?
SHEPHERD:  How important are you?
HOST ANGEL:  I’m the one who said “Peace on Earth, goodwill to 

men.”
SHEPHERD:  You and about a thousand others like you.
HOST ANGEL:  I can speak for myself. My story should be told.
WRITER:  Quiet! I can’t think.
SHEPHERD:  (Whispers.) There wouldn’t be a Christmas story without 

me. (He and HOST ANGEL EXIT, arguing. WISE MEN ENTER and bow 
before WRITER.)

WRITER:  I know! I know I have to work you in. Everyone will be angry 
if I don’t. (WISE MEN nod to each other arrogantly and EXIT.) Wait! I 
have an idea. I’ll make it a superhero theme, turn all the traditional 
characters into action figures! (Types. MUSIC CUE:  SUPERHERO 
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MUSIC. SHEPHERDS and ANGELS ENTER, wearing masks and 
capes over their biblical costumes, and parade across the stage.)

GABRIEL:  (ENTERS last, also wearing a cape and mask, and crosses 
CENTER.) Really? This is how you see Gabriel?

WRITER:  You’re right. It doesn’t work. Delete! (Hits a key. MUSIC OUT.)
OTHERS:  (Ad-lib.) Awww, really? Thank you! See you! (Etc. EXIT.)
WRITER:  What about liturgical dance? (MUSIC CUE:  NUTCRACKER 

SUITE. WISE MEN ENTER as dancers wearing tiaras and tutus 
over their robes. They dance a quick ballet number with ribbon 
wands.) No! (MUSIC OUT. WRITER waves the WISE MEN OUT.) I need 
trendy. (Types. TEEN MARY ENTERS as a biblical pop star. MUSIC 
CUE:  UPBEAT POP MUSIC. TEEN MARY does a quick modern dance 
number.) That is so wrong. (MUSIC OUT. TEEN MARY EXITS with 
attitude.) I got it! (Types. VAUDEVILLIANS ENTER and sing a cappella 
to the tune of “How Much Is That Doggie in the Window.”)

VAUDEVILLIAN ONE:  (Sings.) How old is that baby in the manger?
VAUDEVILLIANS:  (Sing.) The one with the swaddling clothes.
VAUDEVILLIAN TWO:  (Kneels.) Did you say, “baby”?
VAUDEVILLIAN THREE:  (Kneels.) She said, “baby.”
VAUDEVILLIAN ONE:  I said, “baby.” (Sings.) How old is that baby in 

the manger?
VAUDEVILLIANS:  (Sing.) I do hope that baby’s for me.
VAUDEVILLIAN ONE:  (Sings.) Baby.
VAUDEVILLIAN TWO:  (Sings.) Baby.
VAUDEVILLIAN THREE:  (Sings.) Baby.
VAUDEVILLIANS:  (Sing.) Baby.
VAUDEVILLIAN TWO:  (Sings as they pose.) Oh, yeah!
VAUDEVILLIAN ONE:  (Marx Brothers style.) That’s some baby.
WRITER:  That’s ridiculous. (Motions for them to leave. VAUDEVILLIANS 

ONE and TWO EXIT.)
VAUDEVILLIAN THREE:  (To WRITER.) Wait, this can still work. A 

shepherd, a wiseman and an angel walk into a manger. And the 
cow says— (A giant hook appears from OFFSTAGE and hooks 
VAUDEVILLIAN THREE, pulling him OFF. MUSIC CUE:  SLIDE WHISTLE.)

WRITER:  (Shudders.) Terrible.
HOST ANGEL:  (ENTERS.) You have never done a story from the 

heavenly host’s perspective. Sounds inviting, doesn’t it?
WRITER:  Sure, but I don’t have enough actors.
HOST ANGEL:  I can handle it myself.
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WRITER:  The heavenly host was more than just one angel.
HOST ANGEL:  Come on! Please! Don’t make me beg.
WRITER:  Sorry, I just don’t see it happening this year.
HOST ANGEL:  (Kneels and begs with a sad, pouting face.) Pretty please 

with sugar on top?
WRITER:  (Thinks it over.) No, I’m sorry. There just isn’t enough to go 

on. You guys show up, deliver a line and that’s it.
HOST ANGEL:  We’re at the manger, too.
WRITER:  You don’t say anything.
HOST ANGEL:  I sing! (Begins to sing and dance.) How bright is that 

angel in the field—
WRITER:  (Stands.) Please stop! I’m not writing a musical. Sorry. I 

can’t get an entire story out of you.
HOST ANGEL:  I see. (EXITS, defeated.)
DEVIL:  (Laughs villainously from OFFSTAGE, then ENTERS.) I do love a 

good struggle.
WRITER:  Maybe… (Begins typing. BIBLICAL CAST ENTERS with various 

Christmas items [wreath, candy cane, ornament, etc.], swirling around 
WRITER. Even SANTA comes ON. MUSIC CUE:  CHRISTMAS CAROL 
MEDLEY MUSIC. But it is not happy and has an almost haunting sound. 
Scene should feel very surreal and nightmarish. After a few minutes, 
she lets out a frustrated cry. DEVIL laughs evilly, and BIBLICAL CAST 
scatters OFF. MUSIC OUT.) Why, why? (Takes a deep breath.)

MOM:  (From OFF.) Everything okay?
WRITER:  (Yells.) Yes, thank you.
MOM:  (From OFF.) I heard a scream.
WRITER:  (Yells.) It was nothing. (Screams at the laptop.) Why won’t you 

help me? Talk to me!
MOM:  (From OFF.) What?
WRITER:  Nothing!
MOM:  (ENTERS UP CENTER, wearing a bathrobe and curlers.) What is 

all the yelling about?
WRITER:  Sorry, Mom. Frustrated.) I’ve hit a road block. I just… I can’t 

do this. I have no more ideas.
MOM:  (Fills the laundry basket with the clothes that lie around the 

room.) You say that every year.
WRITER:  This time I mean it.
MOM:  (Laughs slightly.) You say that every year, too. (WRITER slumps 

in the chair. MOM crosses and pats WRITER’S shoulders.) Don’t 
worry. You’ll come up with something. You always do. I’ll bring you 
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something to eat. Maybe that will get the creative juices flowing. 
(Starts to leave.)

WRITER:  (Gets up from the desk and goes to MOM.) Thanks, Mom. 
One of these days I’m going to hit it big, and I won’t need to live in 
your basement anymore.

MOM:  You say that every year, too, dear. (Kisses WRITER’S head and 
EXITS UP CENTER.)

WRITER:  (Moves back to the desk.) Why do I kill myself trying to write 
something new?

DEVIL:  (ENTERS.) Why write anything at all?
WRITER:  Good question. Why do I do this? ([NOTE:  WRITER does not 

speak directly to DEVIL until indicated.])
DEVIL:  I mean, honestly, how much can one person be expected to 

do?
WRITER:  I know, right?
DEVIL:  It’s not like the story is exceptional or anything.
WRITER:  (Disagreeing.) Well, it is the birth of Jesus.
DEVIL:  Yeah, yeah, yeah. Whatever. The story is the same every year.
WRITER:  You got that right. (Sits.)
DEVIL:  One more year of telling the same old story about Mary and 

Joseph trying to find a room for the night.
WRITER:  (Sighs.) The inn is full.
DEVIL:  (Prods.) Shepherds, wise men and angels. Blah, blah, blah.
WRITER:  It’s never new. (Stands and paces.)
DEVIL:  It never changes. (Follows and circles WRITER.)
WRITER:  Everyone’s heard it before.
DEVIL:  Why even bother to tell the story anymore?
WRITER:  Does anyone want to listen to the same thing again? (Moves 

to the desk.)
DEVIL:  No one cares. (Confidently sits on futon.)
WRITER:  There must be a fresh way to look at it. (Sits at the desk.)
DEVIL:  It’s not worth the effort.
WRITER:  I need a new angle. (Picks up the Bible.)
DEVIL:  You need to drop it.
WRITER:  (Stands.) How do I inspire people to listen with new ears and 

to see that it isn’t boring? (DEVIL yawns loudly.) How do I look at it 
again and not be bored myself? (Moves CENTER.)

DEVIL:  Impossible.
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WRITER:  (Remembers.) Nothing’s impossible through Him.
DEVIL:  (Worried.) Forget it. No one will even miss it if you walk away 

now.
WRITER:  People might feel like they’ve missed something.
DEVIL:  (Stands defiantly.) There’s nothing to miss.
WRITER:  Christmas isn’t complete without the story… (Realizes.) …

because Christmas is the story.
DEVIL:  Say what? (Moves to WRITER.)
WRITER:  (Faces and now speaks directly to DEVIL.) The story is the 

story.
DEVIL:  You’re cracking up. I’m getting a two-for-one today!
WRITER:  No, don’t you see? The story is complete. It stands on its 

own. It only needs to be told simply.
DEVIL:  (Tantrum.) No! People do not need the story told.
WRITER:  (Fires back.) More than ever they need it told.
DEVIL:  Remember the blah, blah, blah?
WRITER:  Yes, I do. That’s why it needs to be told. It shouldn’t be blah, 

blah, blah.
DEVIL:  What is happening here?
WRITER:  It doesn’t need anything else. The story is honest and pure. 

It’s truth. (Hit with an idea.) That’s it!
DEVIL:  What? (Follows.)
WRITER:  That’s the angle.
DEVIL:  (Screams.) What?
WRITER:  Truth. I’ll just tell the truth. (Sits at the desk and types 

hurriedly.)
DEVIL:  (Jumps up and down.) Stop it! Stop it! Stop it!
WRITER:  Go away. Now.
DEVIL:  (Pouts.) Well, that was the ultimate backfire. (EXITS.)
MOM:  (ENTERS UP CENTER, wearing an apron and carrying a tray of 

food.) Here you go, one of my famous Dagwood sandwiches. (Sets 
it down.)

WRITER:  (As she types.) Thanks, Mom.
MOM:  Going better?
WRITER:  (As she types.) Hmmm.
MOM:  There’s coffee, too. (No response.) And cookies.
WRITER:  (As she types.) Mmm. (MOM smiles, squeezes WRITER’S 

shoulder and EXITS UP CENTER.)
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MARY:  (ENTERS and stands behind WRITER. She reads for a while, 
then shakes her head.) Hmmm. Mmm.

WRITER:  What?
MARY:  That doesn’t sound like me. (Picks up a cookie and eats it.)
WRITER:  Of course it does.
MARY:  I think I would know.
WRITER:  What’s wrong with it?
MARY:  Sounds very stiff. Not at all like me.
WRITER:  It’s you. Just listen. (Performs Mary’s line.) “Why has the 

Lord chosen me?”
MARY:  (Shrugs.) I’m not feeling it.
WRITER:  It’s from the Bible.
MARY:  (Shakes her head.) It’s missing something. Try making me timid.
WRITER:  Okay. (Types.) T-I-M-I-D. Timid. There, now try it.
MARY:  (Clears her throat and speaks timidly.) Why has the Lord chosen 

me? (Thinks.) Nope. (Begins to take another bite of the cookie, but 
is interrupted by WRITER.)

WRITER:  I know, try this. (Types.)
MARY:  (Performs the line, awestruck with fear and confusion.) “I don’t 

understand. Why would the Lord choose me? I am nobody.” (Looks 
up.) Better. I added that last line.

WRITER:  I noticed, but I do like it. Thanks. (Types.) “I am nobody.”
MARY:  You’re welcome. Try to imagine what I was going through. I was 

very frightened when the angel appeared to me. Actually I was sick 
to my stomach with fear. I didn’t understand what was happening, 
and I was very young.

WRITER:  (Thoughtful.) Young. You’re right, you should be younger.
YOUNG MARY:  (ENTERS as WRITER retypes.) Hi. (Giggles.)
MARY:  (Disapproves.) Not that young. Just capture the essence of my 

innocence.
WRITER:  (Smiles.) Sorry, Young Mary. (Types.)
YOUNG MARY:  That’s okay. It was fun while it lasted. (Waves and 

EXITS. TEEN MARY, looking very wide-eyed and confused, ENTERS.)
WRITER:  Better?
MARY:  Yes, thank you.
TEEN MARY:  (Looks around.) This is really weird.
MARY:  You’ll get used to it.
TEEN MARY:  Where am I?
MARY:  The writer’s mind.
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TEEN MARY:  (To WRITER.) Hi, nice to meet you.
WRITER:  Likewise.
TEEN MARY:  I like your decorating style. Although the color scheme 

is all wrong. Could use some hay.
MARY:  I completely agree with you. (They ad-lib decorating tips and 

ideas briefly.)
WRITER:  Excuse me. I don’t mean to be rude, but could we get back 

to the writing?
MARY:  You need to learn patience.
WRITER:  I have a deadline.
MARY:  All right.
WRITER:  So, tell me more about the night the angel came.
MARY:  (Recalls fondly.) Gabriel.
WRITER:  Yes.
MARY:  Imagine you’re soundly sleeping and suddenly you awake, 

knowing you’re not alone. It’s an eerie feeling. (ALL shudder.) When 
I opened my eyes I saw a glorious angel before me. The light 
seemed so intense and yet it wasn’t overpowering. It’s not exactly 
a run-of-the-mill event. (Relives the moment.) It was awesome 
and terrifying, but also mind-baffling, and his news was just as 
terrifying. How could I have a child, let alone God’s child? I was a 
child myself. (Points to TEEN MARY.)

WRITER:  Uh-huh. Go on.
MARY:  The Bible is great, but it doesn’t tell of the deep emotion of 

the moment. That’s your job.
WRITER:  I know. Hence the problem. I don’t know how to capture that 

moment.
MARY:  Write between the lines.
WRITER:  What does that mean?
MARY:  Look at me. What do you see? What do you feel? (WRITER 

comprehends.) Now, write it and make me live again. (EXITS. 
WRITER types as the following scene plays out. TEEN MARY crosses 
DOWN CENTER.)

GABRIEL:  (ENTERS and crosses to TEEN MARY.) Greetings, favored one.
TEEN MARY:  (Terrified.) Please do not hurt me! (Covers her face as if 

protecting herself.)
GABRIEL:  (Gently.) I have not come to hurt you.
TEEN MARY:  Then, please go away.
GABRIEL:  Do not be frightened, for the Lord is with you.
TEEN MARY:  Who or what are you?
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GABRIEL:  I am an angel.
TEEN MARY:  Am I dead?
GABRIEL:  No.
TEEN MARY:  Then, why would God send an angel? What have I done?
GABRIEL:  You have shown great love for the Lord by being a faithful 

and humble servant. God is pleased with you.
TEEN MARY:  (Confused.) Pleased with me?
GABRIEL:  Yes, and the Lord wishes to honor you. He has chosen you 

for greatness.
TEEN MARY:  I do not understand. These things you say—honor, 

pleased, chosen… Chosen me for what?
GABRIEL:  To fulfill the prophecy. (Simply.) God wishes to have a son. 

One who will save His people. The people are in need of God’s 
grace. He wishes to be in a relationship once again with creation, 
but sin stands in the way.

TEEN MARY:  But I still don’t see what this has to do with me.
GABRIEL:  Mary, God has chosen you to be the mother of his son.
TEEN MARY:  What?
GABRIEL:  You are the one foretold in the prophecy. (Quotes.) “Therefore 

the Lord himself will give you a sign. The Virgin will conceive and 
give birth to a son and will call him Immanuel.”

TEEN MARY:  (Thinks.) “And will call him Immanuel.” (Stunned.) God 
is with us.

GABRIEL:  And you will name him Jesus. He will be given the throne of 
David and will reign over the house of Jacob forever.

TEEN MARY:  (To herself.) God’s son?
GABRIEL:  One who will be fully man and fully God. A king whose 

kingdom will have no end.
TEEN MARY:  (Awestruck.) But why has the Lord chosen me? I am 

nobody.
GABRIEL:  No, Mary, you are a faithful servant, the one God favors. He 

trusts you with His most precious gift, His child.
TEEN MARY:  (Terrified.) No, no. I can’t.
GABRIEL:  (Reassuring.) Mary.
TEEN MARY:  (Panics.) I’m not even married. What will people say? 

I can’t be the one! How could I explain being pregnant? I’m 
engaged. (Realizes.) Joseph! Oh, no! Joseph. What will he say? 
He won’t believe this story. No one will believe the story. I don’t 
believe the story.

GABRIEL:  (Calm.) Mary.
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TEEN MARY:  (Near hysterical.) It can’t be me. How could I have a 
child? How could God—? It’s impossible.

GABRIEL:  (Takes her by the shoulders.) Mary!
TEEN MARY:  What!
GABRIEL:  Slow down. Breathe. (TEEN MARY breathes deeply.) Good. 

(Cradles her face.) You love God, correct?
TEEN MARY:  Of course.
GABRIEL:  And you believe that anything is possible through God?
TEEN MARY:  Yes.
GABRIEL:  Then believe now.
TEEN MARY:  But… this doesn’t make any sense.
GABRIEL:  The world has fallen so far away from God. They need Him 

more than ever, but refuse to believe. God loves all humankind 
enough to walk amongst them again, even to be born as one of 
you and die for you.

TEEN MARY:  Die? He hasn’t even been born yet. I’m confused.
GABRIEL:  You must trust God.
TEEN MARY:  I do, but this is a lot to ask of one person.
GABRIEL:  Yes, Mary, it is. But you are strong. Your faith has shown you 

are capable of handling this gift or God would not have chosen you.
TEEN MARY:  I don’t know. (Collapses to the floor and cries.)
GABRIEL:  (Gentle.) Mary? (She looks up, and GABRIEL helps her to her 

feet.) Mary, be brave.
TEEN MARY:  (Stammers.) How? How will I… how will it be so?
GABRIEL:  The Holy Spirit will descend upon you as you sleep.
TEEN MARY:  (Sobs.) I’m afraid.
GABRIEL:  (Kind.) I know, child of God. (Wipes her tears.)
TEEN MARY:  (Quiet.) When?
GABRIEL:  Tonight.
TEEN MARY:  (Panicked again.) Tonight?
GABRIEL:  Shhh. Trust, remember?
MARY:  Trust. (Prays.) Forgive my fear. Forgive my doubt. You have 

never failed me. I will not fail you now. (Stands. To GABRIEL.) I will 
do what God asks of me. I will bear His child.

GABRIEL:  Good girl. God is very pleased. (EXITS.)
MARY:  (ENTERS, wiping her eyes. To WRITER.) Well, I’d say you 

captured the night for the most part. There were, perhaps, a few 
embellishments.

WRITER:  What do you expect? I’m a writer.

            
   
     
    
       
       
          

   
           

           
            
            

     
            

             
              
           
           

           
            

         
             

    
           

           
              

   
    

    
      

             
             
             

        
        

           
              

             
           
         

   
  

   
         

        
             

           
          

             
          

  

End of script sample.
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
Futon, small dresser, bookshelf, desk, chair, laptop, Bible, coffee cup, 
guitar, clothing, dirty dishes, radio, laundry basket, blanket.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
Clown accessories (SHEPHERDS)
Pie plates on sticks, juggling balls, tightrope balancing stick, ribbon 

wands (WISE MEN)
Ribbon wand (YOUNG MARY)
Tricycle with a horn (GABRIEL)
Large hook (STAGE CREW from OFFSTAGE)
Christmas items such as wreath, candy cane, ornament, etc. (BIBLICAL 

CAST)
Tray of food with chips, large sandwich, cookies, coffee (MOM)
Comb, boxing gloves (JOSEPH)
Feather pen, notepad, abacus, small bag, map (MELCHIOR)
Bottle (GASPAR)
Bottle (BALTHAZAR)
Two plates of sandwiches (CRONY THREE)
Staff (SHEPHERD)
Lollipop (HOST ANGEL)

MUSIC CUES
Circus music, 1970s action-show music, superhero music, Nutcracker 
Suite music, upbeat pop music, slide whistle, surreal Christmas carol 
medley, rock music, Christmas carol.

COSTUMES
WRITER wears contemporary, casual attire.
MOM begins wearing a white robe, a big hair wig and a halo when she 
first appears in Writer’s imagination. Later she wears several different 
looks as she goes about her day:  bathrobe and curlers, apron, tool 
belt and flannel shirt, painting clothes, workout clothes. [NOTE:  Feel 
free to substitute any outfits for Mom’s constantly changing costume. 
It is merely to add a touch of humor as well as a sense of the passage 
of time.]

VAUDEVILLIANS wear dress shirts, dress pants or skirts and straw 
hats. They carry canes.
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HEROD and CRONIES wear dark pinstriped suits and fedoras.

OTHER BIBLICAL CHARACTERS wear traditional garments and add 
costume pieces or accessories over or under them as follows:

MARY:  white robe, big hair wig, halo.
TEEN MARY:  white robe, big hair wig, halo; outrageous pop star 

outfit.
GABRIEL:  superhero cape, mask.
SHEPHERDS:  clown wigs and accessories; superhero masks and 

capes.
ANGELS:  superhero masks and capes.
JOSEPH:  jeans, black leather jacket, white t-shirt, long hair wig.
WISE MEN:  tutus, tiaras.

FLEXIBLE CASTING
Several roles can be played male or female with simple name and 
wording changes. For a smaller cast, VAUDEVILLE ONE, TWO and 
THREE can double as CRONIES. SANTA can be played by JOSEPH. 
Extra ANGELS can be played by each MARY.

DIRECTOR’S NOTES
The play appears to have lots of props and set pieces, but all are 
very easy to acquire, even on a shoestring budget. In my church, we 
found everything in the church or borrowed from cast and congregation 
members. Staging is simple and adjustable; use as much or as little 
as you like. We had a very small staging area (notice I didn’t say stage) 
and even had to work around the Christmas tree at the front of the 
sanctuary. Have a lot of fun with the script and use your imaginations.
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We hope you’ve enjoyed    
this script sample. 
We encourage you to read the entire script before making 
your final decision.

You may order a paper preview copy or gain instant 
access to the complete script online through our E-view 
program. We invite you to learn more and create an 
account at www.pioneerdrama.com/E-view.

Thank you for your interest in our plays and musicals. If you’d 
like advice on other plays or musicals to read, our customer 
service representatives are happy to assist you when you call 
800.333.7262 during normal business hours.

www.pioneerdrama.com

800.333.7262
Outside of North America 303.779.4035 
Fax 303.779.4315

PO Box 4267
Englewood, CO  80155-4267

We’re here to help!


