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YC Theatre: Emily Screw: A Christmas Tale 

December 2021 

 

 

 

CAST: 

 

Emily Screw. . . . .Andrea Malcolm 

 

Mrs. Tinker. . . . .Tonya Shaw 

 

Cinnamon Starlight. . . . .Catelyn Lawrence 

 

Coco Starlight. . . . .Ashley Tone 

 

Piccadilly. . . . .Clint Doggett 

 

Private Glory. . . . .Noah Garcia 

 

Princess Cherrytop. . . . .Lainey Gerard 

 

Harlequinade. . . . .Kaelin Eckels 

 

The Angel Doll. . . . .Natalie Kramer 

 

 

John Pockets. . . . .Matt Kramer 

 

Rip Pockets. . . . .Grant Malcolm 

 

Lacey Pockets. . . . .Riley Unterbug 

 

Rags. . . . .Jonathan Rizzo 

 

Penny. . . . .Elana Ebensberger 

 

Pence. . . . .Jae Alft 
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SYNOPSIS: 

 

A reworked and remixed version of our annual Christmas show 

(and the last performance of it for a little while, since we 

will be debuting a new Christmas show next year), this 

version presents Emily Screw as a more realistic, self-

absorbed teen, in some jumbled American/British city far 

away, who questions God and the entire meaning of Christmas. 

On Christmas Eve, she is carried away into a fantastical 

dream by her former toys and shown the truth about God and 

Christmastime. 

 

He humbled Himself and became obedient to the point of death, 

even the death of the cross. Therefore God also has highly 

exalted Him and given Him the name which is above every name. 

(Philippians 2:8-9) 

 

 

 

CHARACTER BREAKDOWNS: 

 

 

EMILY & THE DREAM CHARACTERS: 

 

EMILY SCREW (ANDREA MALCOLM) – a typical self-absorbed teen, 

angry at God over the death of her much-loved grandfather, 

who died two Christmases ago; as a result, she resents the 

Christmas holiday and resents God for allowing such a thing 

to happen (but is secretly aware of God’s presence, since she 

often addresses Him). regular accent 

 

MRS. TINKER (TONYA SHAW) – a mysterious woman who appears as 

a ragged traveler selling flowers, but is actually the 

orchestrator of Emily’s whirlwind dream; it is never 

specified who Mrs. Tinker is other than “an answer to prayer” 

and it is unclear whether she is real or part of the dream. 

regular accent 

 

CINNAMON (CATELYN LAWRENCE) & COCO (ASHLEY TONE) – Emily’s 

former dolls, a pair of perky, trendy Valley girls called the 

Starlight Girls, who often speak in corny, outdated trendy 

talk, but are genuinely compassionate and instrumental in 

Emily’s eventual salvation. “Valley girl” accent 

 

PICCADILLY (CLINT DOGGETT) – the oldest, wisest, and most 

philosophical of the toys, he is an easygoing British 

marionette and was Emily’s very first Christmas present 
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(though all the toys have since been donated, Emily always 

liked Piccadilly the best. British accent 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP (LAINEY GERARD) – an innocent, cheerful, 

and extremely mannerly princess doll, geared for preschool 

play due to her often annoying advice on manners and 

appropriate behavior. British accent 

 

PRIVATE GLORY (NOAH GARCIA) – a soldier figurine, the 

standard tough-talking U.S. Army action figure whose mindset 

is primarily on battle, frequently misinterpreting any 

situation as a call to battle. regular accent 

 

HARLEQUINADE (KAELIN ECKELS) – a laidback Cockney harlequin 

doll, a traditional Victorian doll, very common, no-nonsense, 

and quite cheeky, resembling Piccadilly in her deeper 

knowledge of what’s really going on in Emily’s life. 

British accent 

 

THE ANGEL DOLL (NATALIE KRAMER) – a wind-up ballerina angel 

who appears throughout the dream, often accompanying Mrs. 

Tinker and serving as the Nativity angel throughout Emily’s 

dream. 

 

 

THE EAST ENDERS: 

Though Emily’s world is quite American, the East Enders are 

all British and resemble the common working class in the East 

End of London 

 

JOHN POCKETS (MATT KRAMER) – a friendly, down-to-earth 

Cockney repairman, a poor, widowed father of two, Lacey and 

Rip, trying to make the best of their first Christmas without 

his late wife, who apparently died the year before. British 

accent 

 

RIP POCKETS (GRANT MALCOLM) – John’s wisecracking and good-

natured son, who seems to be coping much better with the 

death of his mother and is in the habit of overthinking 

things, with a running discussion about his confusion over 

the lyrics of “Winter Wonderland”. British accent 

 

LACEY POCKETS (RILEY UNTERBUG) – John’s quiet, thoughtful, 

and highly introspective older daughter, who is still dealing 

with the loss of her mother over the past year and shares a 

similarity with Emily, who lost her grandfather and is 

struggling in the same way as Lacey. British accent 
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RAGS (JONATHAN RIZZO) – a friendly, easygoing East Ender and 

close friends with Penny, Pence, and the Pockets family; he 

has a (fictional) condition called speculitis which keeps him 

in and out of the hospital, and he becomes a major interest 

to Emily, whose late grandfather had the same condition. 

British accent 

 

PENNY (ELANA EBENSBERGER) – a no-nonsense go-getter and a 

sort of “motherly” figure among the East Enders, borrowing 

money to buy gifts for others, and often paying particular 

interest to Rags’ fragile health. British accent 

 

PENCE (JAE ALFT) – a laidback, wisecracking, not-so-very-hard 

worker at the East End docks, who lives in a crowded home 

with seven brothers and sisters; he is often looking for ways 

to stay away from his noisy home. British accent 
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MUSICAL NUMBERS: 

 

 

“Merry Christmas”. . . . .Cinnamon (Catelyn Lawrence) 

                          Coco (Ashley Tone) 

                          Piccadilly (Clint Doggett) 

                          Princess Cherrytop (Lainey Gerard) 

                          Private Glory (Noah Garcia) 

                          Harlequinade (Kaelin Eckels) 

 

“Medley (Emily/The One Thing I Love/Mrs. Tinker)”. . . 

                                   Emily (Andrea Malcolm) 

                                   John Pockets (Matt Kramer) 

                                   Lacey (Riley Unterbug) 

                                   Rip (Grant Malcolm) 

                                   Rags (Jonathan Rizzo) 

                                   Penny (Elana Ebensberger) 

                                   Pence (Jae Alft) 

                                   Mrs. Tinker (Tonya Shaw) 

 

“Dear God, Where Are You?”. . . . .Emily (Andrea Malcolm) 

 

“Can’t Do It Better Than a Toy, No Sir”. . . 

                           Cinnamon (Catelyn Lawrence) 

                           Coco (Ashley Tone) 

                           Piccadilly (Clint Doggett) 

                           Princess Cherrytop (Lainey Gerard) 

                           Private Glory (Noah Garcia) 

                           Harlequinade (Kaelin Eckels) 

 

“It’s a Time”. . . . .Cinnamon (Catelyn Lawrence) 

                      Coco (Ashley Tone) 

 

“In My Shoes”. . . . .John Pockets (Matt Kramer) 

                      Lacey (Riley Unterbug) 

                      Rip (Grant Malcolm) 

 

“Can’t Do It Better Than a Toy – Reprise”. . . 

                           Cinnamon (Catelyn Lawrence) 

                           Coco (Ashley Tone) 

                           Piccadilly (Clint Doggett) 

                           Princess Cherrytop (Lainey Gerard) 

                           Private Glory (Noah Garcia) 

                           Harlequinade (Kaelin Eckels) 

 

 

 



6 
 

“Every Day is Christmas”. . . .John Pockets (Matt Kramer) 

                               Lacey (Riley Unterbug) 

                               Rip (Grant Malcolm) 

                               Penny (Elana Ebensberger) 

                               Pence (Jae Alft) 

 

“Live”. . . . .Rags (Jonathan Rizzo) 

 

“Miracle Child”. . . . .Mrs. Tinker (Tonya Shaw) 
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“Merry Christmas” 

Cinnamon, Coco, Piccadilly, Private Glory, Princess 

Cherrytop, Harlequinade 

 

CINNAMON: 

Merry Christmas, everyone, everywhere 

Sing a song of holiday cheer 

Ring the bell and tell ‘em the news 

That Christmastime is here 

 

COCO: 

Merry Christmas, holly and mistletoe 

Down a street that’s covered with snow 

Angels sing their glory to God 

And that’s what awaits 

Upon a Christmas Day 

 

PICCADILLY: 

This is a tale of one young girl 

The sort that you see in the big wide world 

She deserved no forgiveness but can you believe 

Something is stirring on Christmas Eve 

COCO: Cinnamon! We’re alive! 

 

CINNAMON: Of course we’re alive, Coco! 

And we’ve got a job to do! Come on! 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP: Does anybody have 

some new batteries? Mine are running low. 

 

CINNAMON, COCO, PICCADILLY, PRINCESS CHERRYTOP, PRIVATE 

GLORY, HARLEQUINADE: 

Merry Christmas, everyone, everywhere 

Sing a song of holiday cheer 

Ring the bell and tell ‘em the news 

That Christmastime is here 

 

Merry Christmas, holly and mistletoe 

Down a street that’s covered with snow 

Angels sing their glory to God 

And that’s what awaits 

Upon a Christmas Day 

Upon a Christmas Day 
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“Medley (Emily/The One Thing I Love/Mrs. Tinker)” 

Emily, John Pockets, Lacey, Rip, Rags, Penny, Pence, 

Mrs. Tinker 

 

EMILY: 

Care? About Christmas? 

Why should I care? 

We’re all just going through the motions 

So there 

It’s no big deal, so get real 

This is just the way I feel 

So get off my case 

 

Merry Christmas, what does it mean 

Gets in the way all this red and green 

Just another day, far as I can see 

With a gift, a star, and a Christmas tree 

Overdone and overrated 

I don’t mean to say I hate it 

But it just won’t satisfy me 

You can hang that up on your Christmas tree 

 

LACEY: 

The one thing I love about Christmas 

Is spreading the cheer 

Forgetting what happened last year 

And making the most of a season 

A toast to your health 

There’s always a reason 

To bask in the wealth 

Of the one thing you love about Christmas 

When Christmas is here 

 

RIP, LACEY, PENNY, PENCE, RAGS: 

The one thing I love about Christmas 

Is getting the stuff 

I know that to give is enough 

But still it’s a thrill to receive 

Something under the tree 

I can hardly believe 

That they got this for me 

Since the one thing I love about Christmas 

Is all of the stuff 

 

RIP, LACEY, PENNY, PENCE, RAGS, JOHN: 

Christmastime is here 

What I love about Christmas 
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Is Christmas is here 

Christmastime is here 

What I love about Christmas 

Is Christmas is here 

 

JOHN POCKETS: 

The one thing I love about Christmas 

Is where it began 

To come to the earth as a man 

When You’re really the King over all things 

The one that we trust 

Over big things and small things 

You came down to us 

As the one thing we love about Christmas 

 

MRS. TINKER: 

In a faraway place in the dark of the night  

One star, one Child  

Didn’t seem very likely to be  

The one to set you free  

 

Picture a world 

A world gone asunder 

A people gone under the bus 

Now picture a girl 

You may start to wonder 

Is she supposed to be us 

 

We’ve seen the depravity 

Of humankind, haven’t we 

Just like in Emily Screw 

Beware, she might just be you 
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“Dear God, Where Are You” 

Emily 

 

EMILY: 

Dear God, where are You? 

Why can’t I see You, too 

A stained-glass window means nothing to me 

So if You’re real, then let me see 
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“You Can’t Do It Better Than a Toy, No Sir” 

Cinnamon, Coco, Piccadilly, Private Glory, Princess 

Cherrytop, Harlequinade 

 

CINNAMON: 

Let’s put our head together 

And try to think this out 

Just keep in mind what this whole deal 

Is really all about 

 

COCO: 

We’ll take a girl like Emily 

Who doesn’t have a clue 

And turn her inside out until 

She understands what’s true 

 

PICCADILLY: 

And we can do it perfectly 

Because we’re toys, you see 

We’ll show you how imperfect 

The human race can be 

 

CINNAMON, COCO, PICCADILLY: 

‘Cause you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

No, you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP 

‘Cause this is how it started 

For every one of you 

 

HARLEQUINADE: 

The human race rebelled within 

The garden that they grew 

 

PRIVATE GLORY: 

And so a plan was settled 

By the Maker of it all 

A restoration cancelling 

What started from the fall 

 

CINNAMON, COCO, PICCADILLY, PRIVATE GLORY, PRINCESS 

CHERRYTOP, HARLEQUINADE: 

We’ll tell you all about it 

‘Cause we’re not so real, you see 

We’re all just made of plastic 
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So we judge impartially 

‘Cause you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

No, you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

No, you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 
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“It’s a Time” 

Cinnamon, Coco 

 

CINNAMON: 

It’s a time of joy 

It’s a time of redemption 

When old things start falling away 

If you closed up your heart every part of the year 

You can open it up Christmas Day  

  

COCO: 

It’s a time of hope 

And of celebration 

No matter what troubles you’re in 

 

CINNAMON, COCO: 

It’s a time of glory, a timeless story 

Of peace on earth, goodwill toward men 

 

It’s a time when angels sing on high 

It’s a time for people to rejoice 

It’s a time for glory in the highest 

It’s a time, come on and raise your voice 

 

CINNAMON: 

Joy to the world, the Lord has come 

Let earth receive her King 

Let every heart prepare Him room 

And heaven and nature sing 

 

COCO: 

God rest ye merry gentlemen 

Let nothing you dismay 

For Jesus Christ our Savior 

Was born on Christmas Day 

To save us all from Satan’s power 

When we had gone astray 

Oh, tidings of comfort and joy 

Comfort and joy 

Oh, tidings of comfort and joy 

 

CINNAMON: 

We three kings of orient are 

Bearing gifts, we’ve traveled so far 

Field and fountain, moor and mountain 

Following yonder star 
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CINNAMON, COCO: 

Star of wonder, star of night 

Star with royal beauty bright 

Westward leading, still proceeding 

Guide us to Thy perfect light 

 

COCO: 

All hail the power of Jesus’ name 

Let angels prostrate fall 

Bring forth the royal diadem 

And crown Him Lord of all 

Yeah 

 

CINNAMON, COCO: 

It’s a time when angels sing on high 

It’s a time for people to rejoice 

It’s a time for glory in the highest 

It’s a time, come on and raise your voice 

Goodwill toward men 
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“In My Shoes” 

John Pockets, Lacey, Rip 

 

LACEY: 

Sittin’ by the fireside on Christmas Eve 

Wonderin’ if anyone would ever believe 

While the world is roastin’ chestnuts 

Over the fire 

We’re stuck lookin’ at work for hire 

But I oughta be able 

I mean, Christ had it worse 

Bein’ born there in that stable 

 

He’s been in my shoes 

Knowin’ what it’s like to be alone 

Bein’ in my shoes 

Rejected and despised 

Can’t ruddy be surprised 

I gotta say I’m fine 

‘Cause His Christmas was a whole lot worse than mine 

 

RIP: 

Sittin’ on the kitchen floor on Christmas Eve 

 

JOHN POCKETS: 

Anyway, it’s better than what Jesus received 

 

JOHN, RIP, LACEY: 

While the world was roastin’ pigs and  

Other big brew-ha’s 

He was stuck with the donkey doo-dah’s 

So I oughta be able 

Since Christ had it worse 

Bein’ born there in that stable 

 

He’s been in my shoes 

Knowin’ what it’s like to be alone 

Bein’ in my shoes 

Rejected and despised 

Can’t ruddy be surprised 

I gotta say I’m fine 

‘Cause His Christmas was a whole lot worse than mine 

 

The King of Kings, alas, 

Was part of the working class 

So we know how You felt 

Happy Christmas, bet that manger really smelt 
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“You Can’t Do It Better - Reprise” 

Cinnamon, Coco, Piccadilly, Private Glory, Princess 

Cherrytop, Harlequinade 

 

COCO: 

The danger of you people now 

Is thinking you’re okay 

Why should I bow and say  

That Jesus really is the way 

 

CINNAMON: 

Not thinking when your life is over 

Which way will you go 

Why aren’t you even curious 

‘Cause don’t you want to know 

 

PICCADILLY, PRIVATE GLORY, PRINCESS CHERRYTOP, HARLEQUINADE: 

Because we’re toys, we’re like the rocks 

The Bible talks about 

If all you people don’t praise God 

Then we’ll just shout it out 

 

CINNAMON, COCO, PICCADILLY, PRIVATE GLORY, PRINCESS 

CHERRYTOP, HARLEQUINADE: 

‘Cause you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

No, you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

No, you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

 

CINNAMON: Well, come on, it’s going to 

be a long night. 

 

CINNAMON, COCO, PICCADILLY, PRIVATE GLORY, PRINCESS 

CHERRYTOP: 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

No, you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 
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You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

No, you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 
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“Every Day is Christmas” 

John Pockets, Lacey, Rip, Penny, Pence 

 

JOHN, RIP, LACEY, PENNY, PENCE: 

Every year we celebrate 

This thing called Christmas Day 

Sometimes we act as if we’re only 

S’pposed to act this way 

Just once a year 

And then we live our lives just as we please 

Why is it only once a year that everyone believes  

 

‘Cause we really ought to live this way 

In the things we do and the words we say 

Need to honor God, giving thanks, and pray 

Not once a year but every day 

‘Cause every day is Christmas Day  

 

PENNY, PENCE: 

Every year we talk about 

The great Nativity 

We do the play at church 

And it’s, well, good as it can be 

But Jesus came to set us free 

He’s with us here and now 

So it’s more than just a manger scene 

With a donkey and a cow  

 

JOHN, RIP, LACEY, PENNY, PENCE: 

And we really ought to live this way 

In the things we do and the words we say 

Need to honor God, giving thanks, and pray 

Not once a year but every day 

‘Cause every day is Christmas Day  

 

JOHN, RIP, LACEY: 

He’s more than just a greeting card 

Or a carol that you hear 

He’s bigger than a holiday 

That comes round once a year  

 

JOHN, RIP, LACEY, PENNY, PENCE: 

And we really ought to live this way 

In the things we do and the words we say 

Need to honor God, giving thanks, and pray 

Not once a year but every day 

‘Cause every day is Christmas Day 
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And we really ought to live this way 

In the things we do and the words we say 

Need to honor God, giving thanks, and pray 

Not once a year but every day 

‘Cause every day is Christmas 

And we really ought to live this way 

In the things we do and the words we say 

Need to honor God, giving thanks, and pray 

Not once a year but every day 

‘Cause every day is Christmas 

Every day is Christmas 

Every day is Christmas Day 
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“Live” 

Rags 

 

RAGS: 

Every day’s a blessing 

Life’s a gift to share 

There’s lots of time from wake to sleep 

To show how much you care 

I may not save the world 

And I may rise or fall 

But all that really matters 

Is that I lived at all  

  

Live every day 

Cherish every hour 

In all you do 

Be thankful for the life you live 

No matter what kind of life it is 

 

Live every day 

Cherish every hour 

In all you do 

Be thankful for the life you live 

No matter what kind of life it is 
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“Miracle Child” 

Mrs. Tinker 

 

MRS. TINKER: 

In a faraway place in the dark of the night  

One star, one Child  

Didn’t seem very likely to be  

The one to set you free  

 

One night, one King 

Born in a stable but Lord of everything 

Miracle Child, you shed Your divinity 

Even though I was so undeserved 

Now You’re exalted, the King forever I’ll serve 

 

In a manger so small lay a sweet baby boy  

One Child, one God  

Never thought such an unforeseen birth 

Would shake up all the earth  

 

One night, one King 

Born in a stable but Lord of everything 

Miracle Child, you shed Your divinity 

Even though I was so undeserved 

Now You’re exalted, the King forever I’ll serve 

 

In a faraway place in the dark of the night 

One star, one Child 
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ACT I 

 

 

CUE MUSIC: “ANNOUNCMENT/MERRY CHRISTMAS” 

 

ANNOUNCEMENT: Well, Merry Christmas, welcome to Emily 

Screw: A Christmas Tale. At this time please silence 

all your electronic devices, and keep your legs and 

belongings out of the performance areas which are 

marked in white on the floor. If you have small 

children with you, please help them to remain quiet 

throughout the show for the courtesy of the performers 

and the attendees. There will be a 10-minute 

intermission during the show. Well, hang onto your 

hats, ladies and gents, and come with us to a world 

long ago, or perhaps a world very close by. It’s all 

the same, really. We all of us are Emily Screw. . . 

 

HARLEQUINADE (KAELIN ECKELS), A COCKNEY HARLEQUIN 

DOLL, IS THE FIRST TO ENTER AS THE MUSIC BEGINS. 

 

SHE IS FOLLOWED BY A HOST OF OTHER TOYS COME TO LIFE: 

 

CINNAMON (CATELYN LAWRENCE) AND COCO (ASHLEY TONE), 

THE TRENDY STARLIGHT GIRLS; PICCADILLY (CLINT 

DOGGETT), AN OLD-FASHIONED PUPPET; PRIVATE GLORY (NOAH 

GARCIA), AN ARMY SOLDIER; PRINCESS CHERRYTOP (LAINEY 

GERARD), A PRINCESS DOLL. 

 

CINNAMON: 

Merry Christmas, everyone, everywhere 

Sing a song of holiday cheer 

Ring the bell and tell ‘em the news 

That Christmastime is here 

 

COCO: 

Merry Christmas, holly and mistletoe 

Down a street that’s covered with snow 

Angels sing their glory to God 

And that’s what awaits 

Upon a Christmas Day 

 

PICCADILLY: 

This is a tale of one young girl 

The sort that you see in the big wide world 

She deserved no forgiveness but can you believe 

Something is stirring on Christmas Eve 



23 
 

COCO: Cinnamon! We’re alive! 

 

CINNAMON: Of course we’re alive, Coco! 

And we’ve got a job to do! Come on! 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP: Does anybody have 

some new batteries? Mine are running low. 

 

CINNAMON, COCO, PICCADILLY, PRINCESS CHERRYTOP, PRIVATE 

GLORY, HARLEQUINADE: 

Merry Christmas, everyone, everywhere 

Sing a song of holiday cheer 

Ring the bell and tell ‘em the news 

That Christmastime is here 

 

Merry Christmas, holly and mistletoe 

Down a street that’s covered with snow 

Angels sing their glory to God 

And that’s what awaits 

Upon a Christmas Day 

Upon a Christmas Day 

 

THE TOYS FREEZE AS EMILY SCREW (ANDREA MALCOLM), A 

SELF-ABSORBED TEEN, ENTERS, IRRITABLY LOOKING AT HER 

PHONE AND UNAWARE OF ANYTHING ELSE AROUND HER. 

 

EMILY: Uggh!! Why can’t I ever get any 

wifi around here? (SIGHS, KEEPS LOOKING 

AT PHONE) Stupid phone. I better be 

getting a Smartphone XP this Christmas, 

‘cause this one is so outdated. Not 

that anyone really gives a care about 

Christmas anymore. 

 

CUE MUSIC: “MEDLEY” 

 

EMILY: 

Care? About Christmas? 

Why should I care? 

We’re all just going through the motions 

So there 

It’s no big deal, so get real 

This is just the way I feel 

So get off my case 

 

Merry Christmas, what does it mean 

Gets in the way all this red and green 
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Just another day, far as I can see 

With a gift, a star, and a Christmas tree 

Overdone and overrated 

I don’t mean to say I hate it 

But it just won’t satisfy me 

You can hang that up on your Christmas tree 

 

THE TOYS UNFREEZE AND EXIT, AS THE MUSIC CONTINUES. 

 

EMILY WALKS OFF TO A CORNER OF THE ROOM, AS THE EAST ENDERS 

(THE WORKING CLASS PEOPLE FROM THE OTHER SIDE OF TOWN) ENTER: 

JOHN POCKETS (MATT KRAMER), A COCKNEY REPAIRMAN, HIS SON RIP 

(GRANT MALCOLM), HIS DAUGHTER LACEY (RILEY UNTERBUG).  

 

JOHN POCKETS: (AS HE ENTERS) Lacey, Rip, 

we got to get these packages delivered. 

 

THEIR NEIGHBORS ALSO APPEAR, PENNY (ELANA EBENSBERGER), PENCE 

(JAE ALFT), AND RAGS (JONATHAN RIZZO), WHO ENTERS IN A 

WHEELCHAIR, THOUGH HE DOES GET OUT OF IT ONCE HE IS UP FRONT. 

THEY ALL BUSTLE ABOUT ON CHRISTMAS EVE, STILL WORKING, MOVING 

ALL AROUND THE ROOM. 

 

LACEY: 

The one thing I love about Christmas 

Is spreading the cheer 

Forgetting what happened last year 

And making the most of a season 

A toast to your health 

There’s always a reason 

To bask in the wealth 

Of the one thing you love about Christmas 

When Christmas is here 

 

RIP, LACEY, PENNY, PENCE, RAGS: 

The one thing I love about Christmas 

Is getting the stuff 

I know that to give is enough 

But still it’s a thrill to receive 

Something under the tree 

I can hardly believe 

That they got this for me 

Since the one thing I love about Christmas 

Is all of the stuff 

 

RIP, LACEY, PENNY, PENCE, RAGS, JOHN: 

Christmastime is here 
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What I love about Christmas 

Is Christmas is here 

Christmastime is here 

What I love about Christmas 

Is Christmas is here 

 

JOHN POCKETS: 

The one thing I love about Christmas 

Is where it began 

To come to the earth as a man 

When You’re really the King over all things 

The one that we trust 

Over big things and small things 

You came down to us 

As the one thing we love about Christmas 

 

HE TURNS TO RIP AND LACEY. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: And being together this 

Christmas, the three of us. 

 

THIS STATEMENT SEEMS TO HAVE A TWINGE OF SADNESS IN IT. 

 

THE EASE ENDERS SPREAD OUT THROUGHOUT THE ROOM. 

 

AS THE MUSIC TRANSITIONS, A BALLERINA ANGEL DOLL 

(NATALIE KRAMER) ENTERS, FOLLOWED BY MRS. TINKER 

(TONYA SHAW), A MYSTERIOUS WOMAN IN RAGS AND TATTERS 

AND CARRYING A FLOWER BASKET. 

 

MRS. TINKER: 

In a faraway place in the dark of the night  

One star, one Child  

Didn’t seem very likely to be  

The one to set you free  

 

Picture a world 

A world gone asunder 

A people gone under the bus 

 

Now picture a girl 

You may start to wonder 

Is she supposed to be us 

 

We’ve seen the depravity 

Of humankind, haven’t we 

Just like in Emily Screw 
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Beware, she might just be you 

 

EMILY HAS WANDERED UP FRONT AGAIN, STILL GLUED TO HER PHONE. 

MRS. TINKER APPROACHES HER. 

 

MRS. TINKER: Would you like to buy a 

flower, miss? 

 

EMILY DOESN’T EVEN HEAR HER. 

 

MRS. TINKER: Would you like to buy a 

flower, miss? 

 

EMILY: (FINALLY LOOKING UP) Huh? 

 

MRS. TINKER: Would you like to buy a 

flower? 

 

EMILY: Nope. 

 

EMILY GOES BACK TO HER PHONE. SILENCE. 

 

MRS. TINKER: They’re going fast. Fifty 

percent off. 

 

EMILY DOESN’T RESPOND. 

 

MRS. TINKER: They come with a free 

smartphone. 

 

EMILY: (IMMEDIATELY INTERESTED) Are 

you serious? 

 

MRS. TINKER: Ah! Got you interested. 

 

EMILY IS NOT AMUSED. 

 

EMILY: Look, lady, I have all I need 

this Christmas, okay? 

 

MRS. TINKER: And you don’t need anything 

else at all? 

 

EMILY: Nope. 
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MRS. TINKER: And what if I were to tell 

you, Miss Emily Screw, that you don’t 

have anything at all? As poor and penniless 

as a church mouse. 

 

EMILY: How do you know my name? 

 

MRS. TINKER: (MYSTERIOUS) I know a lot 

more than just your name. 

 

EMILY: Yeah, well, I have a laptop, a 

smartphone, clothes, shoes, and about 

a million other little gadgets. I 

have two parents who are kinda lame 

because they still have a VCR. I mean, 

they haven’t made VHS tapes in like a 

million years. Anyway, we have a house 

with a swimming pool- 

 

MRS. TINKER: And when was the last time 

you took a good look at the world around 

you? 

 

EMILY: What? (LOOKS AT PHONE) 

 

MRS. TINKER: When was the last time you 

took a good look at the world around you? 

 

EMILY: (ONLY HALF-LISTENING) When was the 

last time I what? 

 

MRS. TINKER: When was the- Are you going 

to make me say it three times in a row? 

 

EMILY: Look, lady, I’ve got everything 

I need! The world can do what it wants. 

I don’t care. 

 

MRS. TINKER: And what about afterwards? 

Got everything you need for that? 

 

EMILY: After what? 

 

MRS. TINKER: After all this. . . . 

After it’s all over. (AMUSINGLY DIRECT) 

When you drop dead, honey. 
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EMILY: We probably all just go to the 

same place. Or maybe we disappear. I 

don’t care. 

 

MRS. TINKER: But what if- 

 

EMILY: I don’t care! Do I have to say 

it three times in a row? Just leave 

me alone. 

 

MRS. TINKER TAKES HER FLOWER BASKET AND BEGINS TO WALK 

OFF. BUT THEN SHE TURNS AND POINTS AT EMILY IN A 

SLIGHTLY OMINOUS WAY. 

 

MRS. TINKER: By the end of this Christmas 

Eve. . . .you’ll care, Emily Screw. 

 

MRS. TINKER EXITS. 

 

CUE MUSIC: “SOMETHING MYSTERIOUS” 

 

EMILY IS A LITTLE CURIOUS ABOUT THIS MYSTERIOUS WOMAN 

AND THIS VERY MYSTERIOUS REMARK. SHE THINKS ABOUT IT, 

AS THE MYSTERIOUS MUSIC PLAYS AND THE EAST ENDERS 

EXIT. 

 

EMILY GOES ONTO THE STAGE, PUTTING HER PHONE DOWN IN A 

CORNER THAT IS APPARENTLY HER HOUSE. SHE PACES, 

THINKING, AS IF ARGUING MRS. TINKER’S WORDS IN HER OWN 

MIND. 

 

EMILY: I’ve got everything I need! Okay, 

so I’m not perfect. I’m a teenager. 

What does anybody expect?. . .It 

doesn’t matter. . . . 

 

SHE CURIOUSLY PICKS UP A BIBLE FROM THE SHELF AND 

OPENS IT TO THE CHRISTMAS STORY. 

 

EMILY: (READING) “Now there were in the 

same country shepherds, keeping watch 

over their-“ (SLAMS BOOK CLOSED) Ugh! 

Why does anyone even believe in that 

fairy tale anymore? 

 

SHE LOOKS OUT, QUITE ANGRILY. 
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EMILY: Where were You, God, when I 

asked You to heal Grandpa and You didn’t! 

He was the only person in the world 

who really understood me. I’m sick of 

hanging up stupid ornaments and setting 

out cutesy little manger scenes. I 

want reality! I want a real God who 

does real things! 

 

CUE MUSIC: “DEAR GOD, WHERE ARE YOU” 

 

EMILY: Not a God made out of tinsel and 

plastic. . . . 

 

Dear God, where are You? 

Why can’t I see You, too 

A stained-glass window means nothing to me 

So if You’re real, then let me see 

 

SHE IRRITABLY TAKES A PLASTIC CUP, AND PUTS IT IN THE 

MIDDLE OF A SMALL TABLE. 

 

EMILY: Knock over the cup, God! If 

You’re real, then prove it to me! 

Make the cup fall to the ground and 

then I’ll believe in You! 

 

THE CUP STAYS WHERE IT’S AT. EMILY THINKS SHE’S PROVEN 

HER POINT AND SITS DOWN ANGRILY. 

 

AS THE MUSIC TURNS MYSTERIOUS, EMILY GROWS TIRED AND 

NODS OFF TO SLEEP. 

 

CINNAMON AND COCO ENTER, AND WHEN THE MUSIC STOPS: 

 

COCO: Wake up!! 

 

EMILY JERKS AWAKE. 

 

EMILY: I wasn’t asleep! I was just. . . 

(SURPRISED BY WHAT SHE SEES) Uh, who are 

you? 

 

CINNAMON: Don’t you recognize us? 

 

EMILY: No. 
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COCO: It’s been a while since she gave 

us away to the Salvation Army, Cinnamon. 

 

CINNAMON: You’re totally right, Coco. 

 

EMILY: (NOW IT DAWNS ON HER) Cinnamon. . 

Coco. . . 

 

CINNAMON: That’s right, Emily! I’m 

Cinnamon! 

 

COCO: And I’m Coco! 

 

CINNAMON & COCO: And we’re the Starlight 

Girls! 

 

EMILY: You’re my old toys! I gave you 

all away to the Salvation Army! 

 

CINNAMON: Yeah, we noticed. 

 

EMILY: Look, I’m fifteen, I don’t play 

with dolls anymore, okay? 

 

COCO: Oh, okay, forgiven, forgotten, 

right, Cinnamon? 

 

CINNAMON: Ab fab, Coco! 

 

EMILY: (KNOCKING ON HER HEAD, IRRITATED) 

I’ve got to be dreaming. Somebody get me 

out of this dream. Please don’t tell me 

I’m stuck here all night. 

 

COCO: You totally are, Emily! 

 

EMILY: I said don’t tell me that! 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP ENTERS. 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP: There you are, 

Emily Screw. We last made our acquaintance 

when you were but a little child. 

 

EMILY: Princess Cherrytop. 
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PRINCESS CHERRYTOP: Oh, splendid! You 

remember! Now I do hope you say please 

and thank you, and look both ways before 

crossing the street. 

 

EMILY: Am I the only one who thinks 

preschool toys are really obnoxious? 

 

HARLEQUINADE ENTERS. 

 

HARLEQUINADE: Nah, miss, we all think 

she’s a bit of a pill, but she rather 

grows on you like a cup of rosy lee 

on a hot summer’s day. 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP: I can’t understand 

a word you’re saying. Is that proper 

English? 

 

HARLEQUINADE: Never you mind. (TO EMILY) 

You remember me, miss? Christmas present 

when you was eight years old? 

 

EMILY: Harlequinade? 

 

HARLEQUINADE: That’s right. You played 

with me for two months, then forgot 

about me in your closet. 

 

EMILY: Sorry. 

 

HARLEQUINADE: Never you mind, dear. 

Girls today prefer them toffee-nosed 

trendy dolls what look like Hollywood 

fashion models gone crazy. 

 

SHE GLANCES A LITTLE IRRITABLY AT CINNAMON AND COCO. 

 

HARLEQUINADE: Present company excepted. 

 

PRIVATE GLORY COMES RUNNING IN, PANICKED. 

 

PRIVATE GLORY: Battle stations, everyone! 

Now don’t panic! Nobody panic! 

 

CINNAMON: Relax, Private Glory, take a 

chill pill. 
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PRIVATE GLORY: How can you all just stand 

there when the army is marching forward! 

They’ll be here any minute! 

 

COCO: Uh, hello? What army? 

 

PRIVATE GLORY: The Salvation Army, of 

course! What do you think? It sounds 

Eastern Europe to me. You know what 

they’re like over there. This is exactly 

how World War II started! Battle stations! 

 

CINNAMON: Hate to burst your bubble, 

Private, but the Salvation Army isn’t a 

real army. 

 

COCO: You’re so right, Cinnamon. It’s a 

charity. People donate things to the 

Salvation Army when they don’t need 

them anymore.  

 

THIS TAKES A MOMENT TO PROCESS WITH PRIVATE GLORY, THEN, VERY 

CALMLY: 

 

PRIVATE GLORY: At ease. 

 

PICCADILLY ENTERS. 

 

PICCADILLY: And that’s what Emily did 

to us. She got too old for toys and 

make-believe, so she donated us to the 

Salvation Army in order to give us a 

brand new beginning, ain’t that so, Emily? 

 

EMILY SEEMS THE MOST GENUINELY INTERESTED TO SEE PICCADILLY. 

 

EMILY: Piccadilly? You were my very 

first Christmas present. Grandpa gave 

you to me when I was only a baby. 

 

COCO: He was your first Christmas 

present and you gave him away?! That 

is so totally lame, Emily! 

 

CINNAMON: (NUDGING COCO) Oh, pipe down, 

Coco. 



33 
 

 

EMILY: I didn’t want anything that 

reminded me of Grandpa, okay? And it 

was actually my parents who donated 

you. I didn’t really care, I mean- 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP: Oh, but you really 

ought to care. That’s how you can make 

friends and be happy all the time. 

 

EMILY: Yeah, thanks, five-year-olds 

can really learn a lot from you, 

Princess Cherrytop. 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP: I know! Princess 

Cherrytop- the perfect role model for 

perfect children! 

 

COCO: (JOKING TO CINNAMON) Except for 

teaching them they can only be happy if 

they’re from a royal lineage. 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP: What?! Well, it’s 

better than teaching them to be a trendy 

Valley girl! And what about your 

perfectly dreadful alpha male role 

modeling, Private Glory- 

 

THE TOYS ALL START BICKERING ABOUT ALL THIS AT ONCE. 

 

CINNAMON: Okay, okay, you guys! Hello? 

We’re here to help Emily see the truth. 

 

EMILY: I don’t need you to help me. 

I’m fine. 

 

PICCADILLY: Of course you need help. 

 

EMILY: I’m fine! I don’t need anything! 

My life isn’t perfect but it’s better 

than most. 

 

PICCADILLY: You don’t like Christmas 

very much, do you? 

 

EMILY: (SHRUGS) It’s okay, it’s just 

a holiday. 
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PICCADILLY: And you don’t understand 

why people make such a fuss over it? 

 

EMILY: I guess, I don’t know. 

 

PICCADILLY: And it reminds you of when 

your Grandpa passed on. You prayed to 

God and He didn’t answer your prayer. 

 

THIS HITS HOME. IT MAKES EMILY ANGRY AND DEFENSIVE BECAUSE 

IT’S TRUE. 

 

EMILY: (TIGHTLY) Religion hasn’t worked 

out for me. So what? I live in the 

real world, not some Sunday school 

fantasy land. Now let me out of this 

dream! I don’t need any of this! 

 

SHE TRIES TO WALK ON. 

 

PICCADILLY: Don’t you want to know 

what Christmas is really all about? 

 

EMILY: I know what it’s about, Piccadilly! 

My parents have dragged me to church 

since I was a little girl. Jesus was 

born in a manger, there was no room in 

the inn. I guess God couldn’t have left 

one room vacant for His own Son. Guess 

that kind of slipped God’s mind, huh? 

 

PICCADILLY: What if I told you that’s 

not really what Christmas is about. . . . 

That’s how it started, but what it’s 

about is something much different. 

 

EMILY: (AFTER A MOMENT) You’ve all come 

to life just so you can tell me about 

Christmas? 

 

THEY ALL NOD. 

 

EMILY: And you’re not going to let 

me wake up until you’re absolutely 

finished, are you? 
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THEY ALL SHAKE THEIR HEADS. 

 

EMILY: (SIGHS) I don’t need anyone to 

do anything for me, but I guess I 

don’t really have a choice here. 

 

COCO: No, you so totally don’t, Emily! 

Right, Cinnamon? 

 

CINNAMON: Right, Coco! Who better to 

help you than a bunch of toys? You 

can’t do it better than a toy! 

 

COCO: No, sir! 

 

CUE MUSIC: “YOU CAN’T DO IT BETTER THAN A TOY, NO SIR” 

 

CINNAMON: 

Let’s put our head together 

And try to think this out 

Just keep in mind what this whole deal 

Is really all about 

 

COCO: 

We’ll take a girl like Emily 

Who doesn’t have a clue 

And turn her inside out until 

She understands what’s true 

 

PICCADILLY: 

And we can do it perfectly 

Because we’re toys, you see 

We’ll show you how imperfect 

The human race can be 

 

CINNAMON, COCO, PICCADILLY: 

‘Cause you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

No, you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP 

‘Cause this is how it started 

For every one of you 
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HARLEQUINADE: 

The human race rebelled within 

The garden that they grew 

 

PRIVATE GLORY: 

And so a plan was settled 

By the Maker of it all 

A restoration cancelling 

What started from the fall 

 

CINNAMON, COCO, PICCADILLY, PRIVATE GLORY, PRINCESS 

CHERRYTOP, HARLEQUINADE: 

We’ll tell you all about it 

‘Cause we’re not so real, you see 

We’re all just made of plastic 

So we judge impartially 

 

‘Cause you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

No, you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

No, you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

 

THEY TAKE EMILY ALONG AND HAVE EXITED BY THE END OF THE SONG. 

 

THE MUSIC CONTINUES, AND THE ANGEL APPEARS, DANCING, AS THE 

EAST ENDERS BEGIN TO REAPPEAR. 

 

PENNY, PENCE, AND RAGS ENTER, AS WELL AS JOHN POCKETS AND RIP 

AND LACEY. PENNY APPROACHES PENCE. 

 

PENNY: Can I borrow a fiver? 

 

PENCE: What makes you think I got 

a fiver? 

 

PENNY: Well, you work at the docks, 

don’t you? They pay you for it, don’t 

they? 
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PENCE: And as I recall, you work in a 

candle shop? 

 

PENNY: Part-time and barely that. 

Look, I really need a fiver. I’ll 

pay you back. 

 

PENCE: Well, there’s the problem, you 

see. I charge compound interest for 

cash loans, APR usually in the twenty 

percent range. Have you got any collateral? 

 

PENNY: This is going nowhere. (TURNS 

TO JOHN) Mr. Pockets, can I borrow a 

fiver? 

 

JOHN POCKETS: What makes you think 

I got a fiver? 

 

PENNY: (LOOKING AT PENCE) Now I see 

where you got it from.  

 

JOHN POCKETS: Here now, Penny, what 

do you need a fiver for on Christmas 

Eve? Got yourself a sweetheart, have 

you? 

 

PENNY: No! I just need to. . .buy 

something, for Christmas. 

 

PENCE: Is he someone I know? 

 

PENNY: It’s not for a gentleman!  

 

NOW SHE GOES TO RIP. 

 

PENNY: Here, Rip, can I borrow a fiver? 

 

RIP: What makes you think I got a 

fiver? 

 

PENNY: Is that the only phrase in the 

English language? They’re going to write 

it on your tombstones, “Here Lies Pence 

and Rip and Mr. Pockets, and What Made 

You Think They Had a Fiver?” 
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JOHN POCKETS: All right, look, Penny, 

you know me and my lot ain’t exactly 

rolling in the dough, but as it’s 

Christmas Eve, I think I can lend you 

five quid. 

 

PENNY: Thank you, Mr. Pockets. . .Um, 

I don’t have any compound colloquial or, um- 

 

JOHN POCKETS: I think he was pulling 

your leg, Penny. East Enders ain’t got 

half of what we need, anyway. 

 

PENCE: (OVERLAPPING, AFTER “PULLING 

YOUR LEG”) No, I wasn’t, Mr. Pockets. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: And haven’t you got somewhere 

to go, Pence? 

 

PENCE: Just a noisy house with my seven 

brothers and sisters. This is the last 

peace and quiet I’ll have till Boxing 

Day. 

 

RIP HANDS A PACKAGE TO JOHN. 

 

RIP: Mr. Brown’s shop was already closed 

up for Christmas.  

 

JOHN POCKETS: Ah, well, take it back 

to the shop, he can pick it up later. 

 

RAGS, OUT OF HIS WHEELCHAIR, APPROACHES JOHN POCKETS. 

 

RAGS: Mr. Pockets? 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Ah, Rags! I thought you 

was going away for Christmas. 

 

RAGS: I am, right after this. My father 

wanted me to leave this with you. (HANDS 

JOHN A PACKAGE) It’s a clock. Been in 

the family a long time, or something 

like that. Can you fix it? 

 

JOHN POCKETS: We can fix anything at 

Pockets Repair Shop, but not till after 
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Christmas, I’m afraid. 

 

RAGS: Doesn’t matter. We’ll be away 

for Christmas. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Where you off to, then? 

 

RAGS: St. Helena’s. 

 

RAGS GETS BACK INTO THE WHEELCHAIR. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: The hospital? Sorry, I 

thought you meant you was going on a 

trip.  

 

RAGS: No, treatment.  

 

JOHN POCKETS: On Christmas Eve? 

 

RAGS: With speculitis, you’ve got to 

have treatment whenever your blood 

sugar gets too low. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Not really a proper place 

to be spending Christmas. But try to have 

a merry one, all the same. 

 

RAGS: It’ll be fine. Merry Christmas, 

Pockets. 

 

JOHN, RIP, AND LACEY ALL RESPOND WITH A “MERRY CHRISTMAS”. 

 

RIP: All right, let’s get home and 

go to sleep right now. The sooner we 

get to sleep, the sooner it’ll be 

Christmas. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: I see that you’re assuming 

that any of us got you anything for 

Christmas? 

 

RIP: Of course I’m assuming that!. . . 

You did, didn’t you? You did get me 

something for Christmas, didn’t you? 

Father?  
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JOHN POCKETS: Well, you’ll have to 

wait until morning, now won’t you? 

 

RIP: (TO LACEY, NERVOUS) He’s joking, 

right? Why aren’t you laughing? Father 

told a funny joke just now, didn’t you 

notice? 

 

LACEY SHRUGS. 

 

RIP: (GETTING PANICKED) Look, I know 

we’re broke, but that’s no reason why 

I shouldn’t get something for Christmas! 

Father! Father, speak to me! 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Rip! Rip! Yes, it’s a 

joke. We will have presents on Christmas 

morning. 

 

RIP: (SIGHS DEEPLY) Oh, good. That’s 

a relief. 

 

HE STARTS TO WALK OFF, THEN TURNS BACK AROUND. 

 

RIP: I knew you were joking. I was 

just going along with it. 

 

RIP EXITS. 

 

LACEY: If you kept going just a bit 

further, you could have driven him insane. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: If I kept going, I think 

he would have killed us both. 

 

LACEY: I don’t care whether we have 

presents this year or not. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Oh, I don’t know, you 

might care a bit if you knew what 

they were. You know, the two of you 

are starting to make me feel like an 

ancient relic. Truth is, Rip is starting 

to take after me, and you, madam, are 

looking more and more like your mother 

every day. 
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A SILENCE. IT QUICKLY IS APPARENT THAT MRS. POCKETS HAS DIED. 

 

LACEY: That’s all I want for Christmas 

this year. . .I want Mother to be 

alive again. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: So do I. . .But she ain’t 

gonna be, Lacey. We both know it. It’s 

our first Christmas without Mum, so 

we need to all pull together and make 

the best of it. 

 

LACEY IS NOW LOST IN THOUGHT. 

 

LACEY: God’s a loving God. . .If He loves 

us so much, why’d He have to take her? 

 

SILENCE. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Go and get your brother. 

 

LACEY NODS AND HEADS OFF. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: (LOOKING UP) Would’ve 

answered that, God, if I had a good 

enough answer to give. 

 

HE EXITS. 

 

PENNY, PENCE, AND RAGS ARE STILL AROUND THE ROOM.  

 

RAGS: Have a good one, blokes. 

 

HE ROLLS HIMSELF OFF TO BACKSTAGE B. 

 

PENCE: Right, Merry Christmas, Rags. 

 

PENNY AND PENCE WATCH HIM GO. 

 

PENCE: I think he’s doing a lot better. 

. . .I mean, speculitis isn’t always 

fatal, you know. . .Not always. . . . 

 

CUE MUSIC: “ANGEL TRANSITION” 

 

PENCE AND PENNY ARE CLEARLY WORRIED, THOUGH. THEY EXIT AS THE 

MUSIC PLAYS. 
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THE ANGEL DOLL FLUTTERS THROUGH AND THEN EXITS. MRS. TINKER 

WANDERS IN WITH HER FLOWER BASKET. AT THE SAME TIME, EMILY IS 

BROUGHT IN BY CINNAMON AND COCO. 

 

EMILY: Okay, okay, look, I still 

don’t see what this is all about! 

Just because I don’t care that much 

about Christmastime doesn’t mean- 

 

SHE NOTICES MRS. TINKER. 

 

MRS. TINKER: Would you like to buy a 

flower, miss? 

 

EMILY: Oh, it’s you. I guess you’re 

the one behind all this, huh? 

 

MRS. TINKER: I don’t know what you’re 

talking about. 

 

COCO: Hi, Mrs. Tinker! 

 

CINNAMON: Coco! You gave it away! 

 

COCO: Oh, yeah, sorry, Cinnamon. 

 

CINNAMON: Oh, that’s all right, Coco. 

 

EMILY: (TO MRS. TINKER) I don’t 

understand. What do you want from me? 

Who are you? Some sort of guardian 

angel? 

 

MRS. TINKER: No. 

 

EMILY: Well, who, then? I’ve never even 

met you until this evening. 

 

MRS. TINKER: Let’s just say I’m an 

interested party. I’m interested in 

your welfare. 

 

EMILY: Kidnapping me on Christmas Eve 

isn’t exactly helpful to my welfare. 

 

MRS. TINKER: Okay, your salvation, then. 
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EMILY: Is this about joining a church? 

My parents already go to- 

 

CINNAMON: Oh, come on, Emily, just 

go along for the ride! Before this 

night is over, you’ll understand 

things you never knew before! 

 

COCO: That is so lit, Cinnamon! 

Christmas is the greatest time of 

the year, Emily, and for a very 

important reason! 

 

CUE MUSIC: “IT’S A TIME” 

 

EMILY: You’re not going to sing, are 

you? 

 

CINNAMON: 

It’s a time of joy 

It’s a time of redemption 

When old things start falling away 

If you closed up your heart every part of the year 

You can open it up Christmas Day  

  

COCO: 

It’s a time of hope 

And of celebration 

No matter what troubles you’re in 

 

CINNAMON, COCO: 

It’s a time of glory, a timeless story 

Of peace on earth, goodwill toward men 

 

It’s a time when angels sing on high 

It’s a time for people to rejoice 

It’s a time for glory in the highest 

It’s a time, come on and raise your voice 

 

CINNAMON: 

Joy to the world, the Lord has come 

Let earth receive her King 

Let every heart prepare Him room 

And heaven and nature sing 
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COCO: 

God rest ye merry gentlemen 

Let nothing you dismay 

For Jesus Christ our Savior 

Was born on Christmas Day 

To save us all from Satan’s power 

When we had gone astray 

Oh, tidings of comfort and joy 

Comfort and joy 

Oh, tidings of comfort and joy 

 

CINNAMON: 

We three kings of orient are 

Bearing gifts, we’ve traveled so far 

Field and fountain, moor and mountain 

Following yonder star 

 

CINNAMON, COCO: 

Star of wonder, star of night 

Star with royal beauty bright 

Westward leading, still proceeding 

Guide us to Thy perfect light 

 

COCO: 

All hail the power of Jesus’ name 

Let angels prostrate fall 

Bring forth the royal diadem 

And crown Him Lord of all 

Yeah 

 

CINNAMON, COCO: 

It’s a time when angels sing on high 

It’s a time for people to rejoice 

It’s a time for glory in the highest 

It’s a time, come on and raise your voice 

Goodwill toward men 

 

CINNAMON AND COCO EXIT. 

 

MRS. TINKER REMAINS ONSTAGE WITH EMILY. 

 

MRS. TINKER: You used to like this time 

of year a lot more until your Grandpa 

died, two Christmases ago. 

 

EMILY IS SILENT. 
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MRS. TINKER: He was very special, wasn’t 

he? 

 

EMILY: Yeah. . . .He was the only 

one in my family who ever. . .got me. 

I mean, Mom and Dad are cool and all, 

but I’m an only child and so. . . 

different from them. They’re all 

conventional and by the book, and I’ve 

never been conventional at all. 

 

MRS. TINKER: You know, there comes a 

time when a young girl becomes a young 

lady. Feeling different is perfectly 

natural. 

 

EMILY: But Grandpa used to take me 

to the movies and concerts. I mean, 

real concerts! Electric guitars and 

headbanging and all that. My Grandpa! 

I don’t think he understood any of that, 

but he. . .he knew what I liked. . . . 

He wasn’t all that old. . .He shouldn’t 

have died. . . . .It wasn’t right. . . 

 

MRS. TINKER: (AFTER A MOMENT) There’s 

somebody I think you should meet. . . 

They won’t be able to see you or hear 

you, but you can watch. And listen. 

 

CUE MUSIC: “TO THE POCKETS” 

 

MRS. TINKER AND EMILY EXIT. 

 

JOHN POCKETS ENTERS WITH RIP AND LACEY. THEY HAVE RETURNED 

HOME. 

 

EMILY SOON REEMERGES, WATCHING THEM. 

 

RIP: Father? Do you ever think about 

meadows? 

 

JOHN POCKETS: I’m sorry? 

 

RIP: Do you think about meadows at 

Christmastime? 
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JOHN POCKETS: Well, son, I know I say 

this a lot where you’re concerned. I 

have no idea what you’re talking about. 

 

RIP: If I wanted to build a snowman, 

I wouldn’t think of going into a 

meadow. That’s the last place I would 

think to build a snowman. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Right, so? 

 

RIP: So why does the song say “in the 

meadow we can build a snowman”? Why 

would you go to the meadow to build 

a snowman? What about the backyard? 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Well, you got a point 

there, I really couldn’t say. 

 

RIP: And another thing. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Yeah, I thought so. 

 

RIP: Do people normally pretend that 

a snowman is a member of the clergy? 

Is that normal? 

 

JOHN POCKETS: No, I don’t think I’ve 

ever- 

 

RIP: So why does the song say that we 

can “pretend that he is Parson Brown”?! 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Well, you’ve certainly 

given us food for thought this Christmas, 

haven’t you, Rip. Could you bring in 

some more wood for the fire, please. 

 

RIP GOES TO GET THE WOOD. 

 

LACEY: Why can’t we just turn on the 

central heating? 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Because we ain’t got any 

this Christmas, Lacey, remember? They 

cut it off. Hasn’t exactly been a great 

year for business. 
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LACEY: Hasn’t exactly been a great 

year, period. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: I know, and I would 

appreciate you not talking about your 

mother’s death around Rip. The boy 

thinks way too much, and if you give 

him too much to think about, it tears 

him apart. 

 

LACEY: So we’re supposed to just 

forget about Mum? 

 

JOHN POCKETS: That’s not what I said. 

And anyway, as dreadful as it is for 

us right now, don’t forget it could 

be a whole lot worse. At least you got 

a bed to sleep in. Christ didn’t even 

have half as much of that. He got a 

feedbox in a stable. As bad as our 

Christmas may be, it ain’t half as bad 

as His. 

 

CUE MUSIC: “IN MY SHOES” 

 

RIP RETURNS WITH THE WOOD. 

 

LACEY: 

Sittin’ by the fireside on Christmas Eve 

Wonderin’ if anyone would ever believe 

While the world is roastin’ chestnuts 

Over the fire 

We’re stuck lookin’ at work for hire 

But I oughta be able 

I mean, Christ had it worse 

Bein’ born there in that stable 

 

He’s been in my shoes 

Knowin’ what it’s like to be alone 

Bein’ in my shoes 

Rejected and despised 

Can’t ruddy be surprised 

I gotta say I’m fine 

‘Cause His Christmas was a whole lot worse than mine 
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RIP: 

Sittin’ on the kitchen floor on Christmas Eve 

 

JOHN POCKETS: 

Anyway, it’s better than what Jesus received 

 

JOHN, RIP, LACEY: 

While the world was roastin’ pigs and  

Other big brew-ha’s 

He was stuck with the donkey doo-dah’s 

So I oughta be able 

Since Christ had it worse 

Bein’ born there in that stable 

 

He’s been in my shoes 

Knowin’ what it’s like to be alone 

Bein’ in my shoes 

Rejected and despised 

Can’t ruddy be surprised 

I gotta say I’m fine 

‘Cause His Christmas was a whole lot worse than mine 

 

The King of Kings, alas, 

Was part of the working class 

So we know how You felt 

Happy Christmas, bet that manger really smelt 

 

END SONG. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Is there enough snow in 

the backyard for a snowman? 

 

RIP: I think so. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Well, let’s go then, 

come on. 

 

LACEY: You two go on. I’ll be right 

there. 

 

JOHN AND RIP EXIT. LACEY LINGERS FOR A MOMENT, LOOKING OUT. 

 

LACEY: I don’t understand it, God. . . 

I don’t understand why You let my mother go 

. . . .Please help me understand. . . 

Please. . . . 
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LACEY EXITS. EMILY HAS WATCHED AND LISTENED TO ALL OF THIS, 

PARTICULARLY RELATING TO LACEY’S FEELINGS TOWARD HER DECEASED 

MOTHER. 

 

EMILY: I know how you feel, Lacey. 

I know exactly how you feel. 

 

THEN SHE GROWS DEFENSIVE AGAIN. 

 

EMILY: God won’t help you understand. 

. . .He won’t even listen to you! 

 

SHE RETURNS TO THE LITTLE TABLE, WHERE THE CUP STILL REMAINS 

IN THE MIDDLE OF THE TABLE. 

 

EMILY: Look, God, You still haven’t 

moved this cup! Make this cup fall 

over on its own and prove to me that 

You exist!. . .There! You see? Nothing! 

 

THE TOYS BEGIN TO ENTER, STARTING WITH PRINCESS CHERRYTOP. 

CINNAMON, COCO, PICCADILLY, PRIVATE GLORY, AND HARLEQUINADE 

FOLLOW. 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP: Goodness, what 

is all this shouting? You know, it’s 

dreadfully bad manners to- 

 

EMILY: Will you please be quiet?! 

All of you, just stop! This is some 

kind of trick, isn’t it? You’re 

trying to evangelize me, aren’t you? 

Well, I won’t do it! You can keep me 

locked up in this dream forever and ever 

for all I care! What has God ever done 

for me?! 

 

PICCADILLY: Ah, but that’s the point, 

Emily! I think you’ll find He’s done 

everything for you. 

 

EMILY: No He hasn’t! I pray and nothing 

happens! Just keep your Christmas and 

keep your manger scene and leave me 

alone! 

 

EMILY STORMS OFF STAGE. THE TOYS ARE SILENT FOR A MOMENT. 
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PRIVATE GLORY: I declare martial law! 

We’ll take her prisoner and sentence 

her to twenty-five years in a POW 

camp, and- 

 

THE OTHERS GIVE HIM A LOOK. 

 

PRIVATE GLORY: And. . .And maybe not. 

 

PICCADILLY: We’ll keep at it, mates. 

If Emily Screw doesn’t see it, then 

the world is lost. But who better to 

tell her than us toys? 

 

CINNAMON: That’s so right, Piccadilly! 

After all, you can’t do it better 

than a toy! 

 

COCO: No, sir! 

 

CUE MUSIC: “YOU CAN’T DO IT – REPRISE” 

 

COCO: 

The danger of you people now 

Is thinking you’re okay 

Why should I bow and say  

That Jesus really is the way 

 

CINNAMON: 

Not thinking when your life is over 

Which way will you go 

Why aren’t you even curious 

‘Cause don’t you want to know 

 

PICCADILLY, PRIVATE GLORY, PRINCESS CHERRYTOP, HARLEQUINADE: 

Because we’re toys, we’re like the rocks 

The Bible talks about 

If all you people don’t praise God 

Then we’ll just shout it out 

 

CINNAMON, COCO, PICCADILLY, PRIVATE GLORY, PRINCESS 

CHERRYTOP, HARLEQUINADE: 

‘Cause you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

No, you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 
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You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

No, you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

 

CINNAMON: Well, come on, it’s going to 

be a long night. 

 

CINNAMON, COCO, PICCADILLY, PRIVATE GLORY, PRINCESS 

CHERRYTOP: 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

No, you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

You can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

No, you can’t do it better than a toy, no sir 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

We’re good and bright and we do it right 

 

THEY EXIT. THE ANGEL DOLLS FLUTTERS ON ONE MORE TIME, BEFORE 

DISAPPEARING, AND THE ANNOUNCEMENT: 

 

ANNOUNCEMENT: There will now be a 10- 

minute intermission. 

 

 

END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II 

 

 

CUE MUSIC: “EVERY DAY IS CHRISTMAS” 

 

THE EAST ENDERS ENTER- JOHN POCKETS, RIP, LACEY, PENNY, AND 

PENCE. 

 

JOHN, RIP, LACEY, PENNY, PENCE: 

Every year we celebrate 

This thing called Christmas Day 

Sometimes we act as if we’re only 

S’pposed to act this way 

Just once a year 

And then we live our lives just as we please 

Why is it only once a year that everyone believes  

 

‘Cause we really ought to live this way 

In the things we do and the words we say 

Need to honor God, giving thanks, and pray 

Not once a year but every day 

‘Cause every day is Christmas Day  

 

PENNY, PENCE: 

Every year we talk about 

The great Nativity 

We do the play at church 

And it’s, well, good as it can be 

But Jesus came to set us free 

He’s with us here and now 

So it’s more than just a manger scene 

With a donkey and a cow  

 

JOHN, RIP, LACEY, PENNY, PENCE: 

And we really ought to live this way 

In the things we do and the words we say 

Need to honor God, giving thanks, and pray 

Not once a year but every day 

‘Cause every day is Christmas Day  

 

JOHN, RIP, LACEY: 

He’s more than just a greeting card 

Or a carol that you hear 

He’s bigger than a holiday 

That comes round once a year  
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JOHN, RIP, LACEY, PENNY, PENCE: 

And we really ought to live this way 

In the things we do and the words we say 

Need to honor God, giving thanks, and pray 

Not once a year but every day 

‘Cause every day is Christmas Day 

 

And we really ought to live this way 

In the things we do and the words we say 

Need to honor God, giving thanks, and pray 

Not once a year but every day 

‘Cause every day is Christmas 

And we really ought to live this way 

In the things we do and the words we say 

Need to honor God, giving thanks, and pray 

Not once a year but every day 

‘Cause every day is Christmas 

Every day is Christmas 

Every day is Christmas Day 

 

THE POCKETS EXIT. PENNY GOES TO PENCE WITH A PACKAGE. 

 

PENNY: I got it. 

 

PENCE: Got what? 

 

PENNY: A present for Rags while he’s 

staying at the hospital. The fiver I 

borrowed from Mr. Pockets, remember? 

Come on. 

 

PENCE: Well, why do I have to follow 

you all the way to the hospital in 

weather like this? 

 

PENNY: It’s either this or spend 

Christmas Eve at home with your seven 

screaming brothers and sisters. 

 

PENCE: (INSTANTLY) Come on, let’s go 

to the hospital. 

 

PENCE HURRIES ALONG QUICKLY, WITH PENNY HURRYING AFTER HIM AS 

THEY EXIT. 

 

PENNY: Will you wait for me. . . . 
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PRIVATE GLORY, PRINCESS CHERRYTOP, AND HARLEQUINADE ENTER. 

 

HARLEQUINADE: Human nature. Whatcha 

gonna do about it? 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP: I don’t understand 

what you’re talking about. 

 

HARLEQUINADE: Look, I know I don’t speak 

the Queen’s English, but that don’t mean- 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP: No, I mean, I 

don’t understand. What’s human nature 

got to do with it? 

 

HARLEQUINADE: Everything, your royal 

highness. Emily Screw don’t like Christmas 

because it reminds her of her Grandpa. 

And she don’t like God because she 

thinks He didn’t answer her prayers 

after her Grandpa died. 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP: So? 

 

HARLEQUINADE: Well, there you go! Human 

nature! 

 

PRIVATE GLORY: Now just a minute here! 

Am I understanding your tactical readout 

correctly? 

 

HARLEQUINADE: My what? 

 

PRIVATE GLORY: You’re saying that Emily 

Screw won’t ever change because it’s 

human nature to turn away from God 

when bad things happen? 

 

HARLEQUINADE: I’m sayin’ that all human 

beings have a desire to know God, but 

they also got a right load of sin  

which is why His Son had to come down 

here to begin with. 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP: I think human beings 

need to just be nice and polite and 

never do anything wrong at all. 
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HARLEQUINADE: (LIKE THAT’S GOING TO HAPPEN) 

Yeah. . .That’d be great. 

 

PRIVATE GLORY: Well, that settles it! 

If Emily Screw isn’t going to change, 

then we need to take action! I’ll 

set out tripwires and mines within a 

hundred mile radius! Battle stations! 

Don’t panic! Don’t panic! 

 

HARLEQUINADE: Relax, mate. There’s one 

hope for Emily Screw. . .Forgiveness. 

 

PRIVATE GLORY: Why should we forgive her, 

I’d like to know- 

 

HARLEQUINADE: Not us, you clod! Forgiveness 

is the one hope for all humanity. 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP: Forgiveness from 

whom? 

 

HARLEQUINADE: The Miracle Child. 

 

PRINCESS CHERRYTOP & PRIVATE GLORY: Who? 

 

HARLEQUINADE: Haven’t you lot ever 

read the Christmas story? Come on, I’ll 

explain it to you. 

 

SHE LEADS THEM OFF. 

 

PRIVATE GLORY: (GOING OFF) Well, I 

can’t read, okay? I’m a toy. My eyes 

are made of plastic. . . . 

 

THEY EXIT. 

 

MRS. TINKER ENTERS WITH PICCADILLY, CINNAMON, AND COCO. 

 

MRS. TINKER: Look, I never said it was 

guaranteed when I started all this. 

Emily Screw has a choice, just like 

everybody else. If she doesn’t want to 

see, then she’s not going to see. 
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PICCADILLY: I believe she doesn’t think 

she needs to see. 

 

MRS. TINKER: (SIGHS) Typical response. 

The human race on the road to ruin and 

they don’t even know it. Just give her 

an opportunity to make a choice. 

 

MRS. TINKER EXITS.  

 

COCO: I don’t understand it, Cinnamon. 

Why can’t Emily see that she needs 

help? 

 

CINNAMON: Because she’s like a million 

others in this world today, Coco. 

She’s forgotten the story. . .She’s 

forgotten the reason. . .for Christmas 

. . .for life. . .for everything. 

 

CINNAMON AND COCO EXIT. EMILY ENTERS, PACING BACK AND FORTH. 

 

PICCADILLY: You’re going to get dizzy 

if you keep wandering around in circles. 

 

EMILY: I’m not wandering around, I’m 

trying to wake up. I want to go back 

to the real world. 

 

PICCADILLY: Really? Where’s that? 

 

EMILY: Don’t even start. (SIGHS) Look, 

Piccadilly, you were always my favorite, 

you know that. Why are you all doing 

this to me? Because I’m mad about 

Grandpa dying? Because I don’t think 

Christmas is the jolliest time of the 

year?. . . .Why the big deal? 

 

PICCADILLY: Mind if I wax philosophically? 

 

EMILY: What is that? Like waxing a car 

or something? 
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PICCADILLY: There’s another person  

exactly like you. And that person is 

called the human race. Like you, this 

person doesn’t see the need for a savior, 

or the need for anything other than food 

and possessions. . .Like you, the human 

race no longer understands who God is or 

why He would send His Son into the 

world at all. 

 

AT THE MENTION OF GOD, EMILY BECOMES ANGRY AGAIN. 

 

EMILY: Is that all it’s about?. . . 

Is that all it’s ever about?!  

God this! God that! What has God ever 

done for me?! 

 

SHE STARTS TO STORM AWAY. 

 

EMILY: When has God ever listened to 

me or answered one single little- 

 

STARING AT PICCADILLY, EMILY RUNS INTO THE LITTLE TABLE, 

CAUSING THE CUP TO FALL OFF THE TABLE AND CLATTER TO THE 

FLOOR. 

 

EMILY IS STILL. SHE OBSERVES THIS. IT’S ALL RUNNING AROUND IN 

HER MIND. IS IT A COINCIDENCE? DID GOD ANSWER HER PRAYER AND 

KNOCK THE CUP OFF THE TABLE BY CAUSING HER TO RUN INTO IT? 

 

THERE IS A LONG SILENCE AS EMILY PROCESSES THIS. 

 

PICCADILLY: Sometimes He answers in 

ways you’d never expect.  

 

EMILY: It could have been a coincidence. 

. . .Okay, maybe God used me to knock 

over the cup and maybe He didn’t. . . 

But why would a loving God allow bad 

things to happen? Why would- 

 

PICCADILLY: Come and take a look 

inside St. Helena’s Hospital. There’s 

someone else you might like to meet. 
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CUE MUSIC: “ST. HELENA’S” 

 

EMILY AND PICCADILLY EXIT. 

 

RAGS WHEELS IN AND COMES TO THE FRONT, WITH A HOSPITAL TUBE 

NOW ATTACHED TO HIS ARM. 

 

PENNY AND PENCE ENTER. EMILY ENTERS, AND WATCHES. 

 

RAGS: What are you two doing here? 

 

PENNY: We came to see you, of course. 

Make your Christmas Eve at the hospital 

a little brighter. And here, Merry 

Christmas. 

 

SHE HANDS HIM HER PRESENT. 

 

RAGS: You can’t even afford to pay 

yourself. What are you doing giving me 

a present? 

 

PENCE: She borrowed a fiver from Mr. 

Pockets- 

 

PENNY: Thank you, Pence, he doesn’t 

need to know all the details!  

 

RAGS IS ABOUT TO TEAR INTO THE PACKAGE. 

 

PENNY: (NOT NOTICING) It’s nothing much, 

but at least you’ve got something to open 

on Christmas morning. 

 

RAGS: (HE WASN’T PLANNING ON WAITING) 

Oh. . .Right. I’ll wait and open it 

tomorrow morning, not tonight on 

Christmas Eve. 

 

PENCE: Feeling all right? 

 

RAGS: I’m fine. You don’t even know 

you have speculitis unless, you know, 

there’s an emergency. 

 

PENNY: Oh, that’s never going to happen 

to you, Rags. 
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RAGS: Hopefully not. . .You never know 

what’s going to happen, really. Got 

to learn to live your best every single 

day. . .I know where I’m going when it’s 

all over, anyway. 

 

CUE MUSIC: “LIVE” 

 

RAGS: 

Every day’s a blessing 

Life’s a gift to share 

There’s lots of time from wake to sleep 

To show how much you care 

I may not save the world 

And I may rise or fall 

But all that really matters 

Is that I lived at all  

  

Live every day 

Cherish every hour 

In all you do 

Be thankful for the life you live 

No matter what kind of life it is 

 

Live every day 

Cherish every hour 

In all you do 

Be thankful for the life you live 

No matter what kind of life it is 

 

PENNY AND PENCE SAY GOODBYE AND EXIT, AS THE MUSIC ENDS. 

 

EMILY REMAINS WATCHING RAGS. HE, OF COURSE, CANNOT SEE OR 

HEAR HER. 

 

EMILY: Speculitis. . .That’s what 

Grandpa had. I guess you know how 

serious it is. . . .I want to pray 

for you, Rags. But I don’t know if 

it’ll work because I don’t believe 

in God. . . . 

 

EMILY STOMPS IN FRUSTRATION. 
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EMILY: I want it to work! God, please, 

if You’re real at all, let me believe 

in You so that I can pray for Rags! 

He doesn’t deserve to be taken away 

like Grandpa!. . . .I know I’ve got an 

attitude problem going on with you, 

God, but. . . .I want to understand! 

Please listen to me! I want to understand! 

 

CUE MUSIC: “UNDERSTANDING” 

 

A THUNDEROUS NOISE! A LOW RUMBLING AND MYSTERIOUS SOUNDS. 

THE BALLERINA ANGEL DOLL APPEARS. 

 

EMILY BURIES HER FACE IN HER HANDS AND FREEZES. 

 

RAGS: (TO AUDIENCE) Now there were in 

the same country shepherds living out 

in the fields, keeping watch over 

their flocks by night. Behold, an 

angel of the Lord stood before them. 

The angel said, “Do not be afraid. 

I bring you good tidings. . .and great 

joy. . .for all people.” 

 

THE TOYS- CINNAMON, COCO, PICCADILLY, PRIVATE GLORY, PRINCESS 

CHERRYTOP, HARLEQUINADE- ENTER, IN A SERIOUS AND REVERENT 

MANNER. THEY SURROUND EMILY BUT FACE THE AUDIENCE. 

 

PICCADILLY: The human race is Emily 

Screw. 

 

CINNAMON: You all sinned and fell short 

of the glory of God. 

 

COCO: By heavenly decree, the only 

atonement for human sin was blood.  

And that’s why the Son of God came 

to earth over two thousand years ago. 

 

PICCADILLY: Not to live. . .But to die. 

 

CINNAMON: For Emily Screw. . .and every 

one of you. 

 

JOHN POCKETS ENTERS WITH RIP AND LACEY; THEY ARE READING THE 

CHRISTMAS STORY TOGETHER. 
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THE TOYS, AND RAGS, FREEZE, BUT EMILY UNFREEZES, AND LISTENS 

TO THE POCKETS. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: And Mary brought forth 

her firstborn Son, and wrapped Him in 

clothes and laid Him in a manger. There 

wasn’t any room for Him in the inn. 

 

LACEY: And the angel of the Lord said, 

“There is born to you today in the 

city of David a Savior, who is Christ 

the Lord.” 

 

RIP: And a multitude of angels sang “Glory 

to God in the highest, and on earth peace, 

goodwill toward men.” 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Now that would have been a 

sight worth seeing. 

 

LACEY: (AFTER A MOMENT) Father?. . . 

I don’t have to understand everything 

in order to believe in God, do I? 

 

JOHN POCKETS: No. . .His ways are not 

our ways. 

 

LACEY: That’s good. . . .I don’t think 

I’ll ever understand why Mother died. 

. . .But it’s okay. . . .I still believe 

. . . .in Christ. . .in Christmas. . . 

 

EMILY PONDERS THIS AS THE POCKETS EXIT. SHE LOOKS OUT TO THE 

AUDIENCE. 

 

EMILY: So I don’t have everything I 

need. . .None of us do. . .We’ve all 

fallen short. 

 

THE TOYS UNFREEZE. 

 

CINNAMON: The Son of God came to earth 

to die for the sins of all humankind. The 

wages of sin is death. But the gift of God 

is eternal life, through Christ. 
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COCO: And thirty-three years after that 

humble birth in the manger, the Savior 

would be tried, convicted, and executed 

on a cross. 

 

PICCADILLY STANDS IN FOR CHRIST, STANDING IN THE POSE 

OF JESUS ON THE CROSS, WITH PRIVATE GLORY HOLDING UP 

PICCADILLY’S ARMS TO FORM A CROSS. 

 

CINNAMON AND COCO MOVE EMILY TOWARD PICCADILLY, 

HANDING HER A HAMMER. 

 

CINNAMON: So it was you, Emily Screw, 

and every human being who ever lived, 

who drove the nails into His hands and 

feet! 

 

EMILY: No! No! 

 

CINNAMON AND COCO TAKE EMILY’S HAND AND FORCE HER HAND 

TO SIMULATE NAILING PICCADILLY TO THE CROSS (WITH THE 

SOUND OF METAL CLANKING AS THE HAMMER HITS). 

 

CINNAMON: He paid the ultimate price for 

human sin, reconciling Himself to the 

world. . .But on the third day He rose 

again. 

 

COCO: And now His forgiveness is 

available to anyone who believes in 

Him, to anyone who calls on His name. 

 

CINNAMON: Jesus, the Miracle Child, who 

was, and is, and always will be, King of 

all Kings. 

 

THE TOYS BEGIN TO EXIT. BEFORE PICCADILLY EXITS, HE TURNS TO 

EMILY: 

 

PICCADILLY: And that’s why it’s about 

a whole lot more than a manger scene. 

 

HE EXITS. EMILY IS IN TEARS BY NOW, OVERCOME BY IT ALL. 

 

EMILY: Jesus. . .I’m so sorry. . . 

I’m so sorry. . . 
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CUE MUSIC: “MIRACLE CHILD” 

 

MRS. TINKER AND THE ANGEL DOLL ENTER. THE ANGEL PUTS A MODEL 

BABY JESUS ON THE EDGE OF THE STAGE. EMILY REMAINS, 

EVENTUALLY KNEELING BEFORE THE MANGER. 

 

MRS. TINKER: 

In a faraway place in the dark of the night  

One star, one Child  

Didn’t seem very likely to be  

The one to set you free  

 

One night, one King 

Born in a stable but Lord of everything 

Miracle Child, you shed Your divinity 

Even though I was so undeserved 

Now You’re exalted, the King forever I’ll serve 

 

In a manger so small lay a sweet baby boy  

One Child, one God  

Never thought such an unforeseen birth 

Would shake up all the earth  

 

One night, one King 

Born in a stable but Lord of everything 

Miracle Child, you shed Your divinity 

Even though I was so undeserved 

Now You’re exalted, the King forever I’ll serve 

 

In a faraway place in the dark of the night 

One star, one Child 

 

CINNAMON, COCO, AND PICCADILLY HAVE ENTERED, AND TOGETHER 

WITH EMILY, MRS. TINKER, AND THE ANGEL, THEY END THE SONG IN 

THE POSE OF THE CLASSIC NATIVITY SCENE.  

 

MRS. TINKER: (TO AUDIENCE) The work of 

Christ is first and foremost a victory 

over the powers which hold mankind in 

bondage. Christus Victor- one Savior, 

one victory, for all who believe. 

 

THE TOYS AND THE ANGEL EXIT, LEAVING ONLY EMILY AND MRS. 

TINKER. 
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EMILY: I believe. . . .I believe in 

Him, Mrs. Tinker. 

 

MRS. TINKER: Then you don’t need us 

anymore. 

 

EMILY: Thank you. If this has all just 

been a dream, I’ll never forget it. . . 

Who are you, anyway? 

 

MRS. TINKER: I’m just the answer to 

a prayer. Others have been praying for 

you for a long time. The Truth is 

always there. . . .Just look for it. 

 

MRS. TINKER EXITS. 

 

CUE MUSIC: “EMERGENCY” 

 

A SIREN SOUNDS, STARTLING EMILY. FRANTIC MUSIC BEGINS, AS IF 

SOMETHING HAS GONE WRONG. 

 

JOHN POCKETS HURRIES IN, AND PENNY HURRIES UP TO HIM. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Penny! What’s going on? 

We heard there was some trouble with 

Rags. 

 

PENNY: His blood sugar dropped! They 

took him into ICU! Mr. Pockets, I 

don’t know what’s going to happen! 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Steady on, there’s nothing 

we can do but wait and pray. 

 

PENNY: I’ve got to go tell Pence! 

 

PENNY HURRIES OFF, AND SO DOES JOHN. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Rip? Lacey? (EXITS) 

 

EMILY HAS HEARD ALL OF THIS. 

 

EMILY: Just like Grandpa. . . . 

 

SHE LOOKS HEAVENWARD. 
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EMILY: God, there are still so many 

things I don’t understand. (REMEMBERING 

LACEY) But it’s okay. . . .I don’t have 

to understand everything. . . .God, 

please help Rags! Don’t let it be like 

Grandpa! If You do this, I’ll trust in 

You for everything! 

 

AND THEN SHE THINKS, AND REALIZES. 

 

EMILY: But. . . .I’ll trust in You. . . 

even if You don’t. 

 

EMILY DROPS TO HER KNEES, HER HEAD BOWED. 

 

CUE MUSIC: “A SIMPLE PRAYER” 

 

AS SHE PRAYS, THE ANGEL DOLL APPEARS AND DANCES AROUND HER. 

 

JOHN POCKETS, RIP, AND LACEY ENTER. THEY ARE WAITING TO HEAR 

ANY FURTHER NEWS ABOUT RAGS. 

 

A MOMENT OF SILENCE. 

 

THEN PENNY COMES RUNNING TOWARD THEM. HER ANXIOUS TONE AND 

MANNER MAKES IT LOOK VERY BAD. 

 

PENNY: Mr. Pockets! Mr. Pockets! 

 

JOHN POCKETS: What is it? What’s 

happened? 

 

PENNY: Rags is all right! 

 

RIP: Ugh!! Next time tell your face! 

You had us all scared to death running 

up here and screaming- 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Thank you, Penny, that’s 

great news. 

 

PENNY: They got everything regulated. 

It wasn’t an emergency after all. 

 

PENNY AND THE POCKETS EXIT. 

 

CUE MUSIC: “WAKING UP” 
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EMILY TAKES IN ALL THAT SHE HAS WITNESSED. SHE THEN GOES AND 

SITS DOWN ON THE EDGE OF THE STAGE, IN THE POSITION SHE WAS 

IN WHEN THE DREAM APPARENTLY STARTED. 

 

SHE THEN WAKES UP, AS THE MUSIC CONTINUES TO PLAY. SHE THINKS 

ABOUT ALL THESE THINGS AS SHE GETS UP. SHE GLANCES AT THE 

BIBLE SHE HAD PICKED UP EARLIER, AND CARRIES IT OFF WITH HER 

AS SHE EXITS. 

 

JOHN, RIP, AND LACEY ENTER. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: You know, it’s a funny 

thing, I can’t seem to remember where 

I left all the Christmas presents. 

Hope they didn’t get smuggled out 

during the night. 

 

LACEY: Father, you do the same joke 

every Christmas.  

 

JOHN POCKETS: All right, all right,  

humor your old man. . .I know it ain’t 

never going to be the same without your 

mother. But we carry on, right? 

 

LACEY: Right. 

 

RIP: I just thought of something. . . 

So, if they’re pretending that the 

snowman is Parson Brown- 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Cor blimey, you still 

on that? 

 

RIP: “He says, are you married? We 

say, no, man.” Why would he ask a 

question like that? What are they 

doing in that meadow? 

 

JOHN POCKETS: You know, I think your 

generation has way too much time to think. 

 

RIP: And what’s all this “you can do 

the job when you’re in town”? He’s 

standing right there! Why does he have 

to wait until he’s in town? He can do 

the ceremony right now! 
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JOHN POCKETS: I don’t think we’ll ever 

listen to “Winter Wonderland” quite 

the same way again, Rip, thanks. 

 

BY NOW PENCE IS RETURNING WITH RAGS, PUSHING HIS WHEELCHAIR 

DOWN THE CENTER AISLE. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Well, look who’s here. 

You know, you gave us all quite a 

fright, Rags, but we’re glad to see 

you’re back in business. 

 

RAGS: Penny said you prayed for me, 

thanks for that. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Oh, we all prayed as 

fervently as we could. 

 

RAGS: I know, I got a letter. 

 

HE READS IT. 

 

RAGS: It says, “Been praying for you. 

I want to meet you as soon as you 

get out of the hospital. You have 

no idea how much you’ve changed my life. 

Sincerely, Emily Screw.” Anybody know 

who that is? 

 

THE GROUP SAYS OR INDICATES THAT THEY DON’T. 

 

JOHN POCKETS: Well, it goes to show. 

Even those of us on the East End can 

change the world. 

 

CUE MUSIC: “CLOSING/END BOWS” 

 

THEY EXIT. 

 

MRS. TINKER ENTERS WITH HER FLOWER BASKET, MYSTERIOUSLY 

TRAVELING ON.  

 

SHE STOPS, AS CINNAMON APPEARS AND WAVES TO HER, BEFORE 

HURRYING BACK OFF, AND MRS. TINKER EXITS, TOO. 

 

END BOWS. 


