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Sat, Dec 14 

10:00am – 5:00pm 

Andrea Malcolm 

Molly May Rockwell 

Jack Schonhoff 

Catelyn Lawrence 

Samuel Ea 

Grant Malcolm 

Cora Gordon 

Riley Unterbug 

Hadley Kate 

Jonathan Rizzo 

Elana Ebensberger 

Lainey Gerard 

Jereme Wolff 

Ashley Tone 

Madison Faria 

Elyse Jewel (2:30pm) 

 

 

Sun, Dec 15 

2:00pm – 6:00pm 

Andrea Malcolm 

Molly May Rockwell 

Jack Schonhoff 

Catelyn Lawrence 

Amélie Lopez 

Samuel Ea 

Grant Malcolm 

Cora Gordon 

Riley Unterbug 

Kelli Ann Pistokache 

Hadley Kate 

Jonathan Rizzo 

Elana Ebensberger 

Lainey Gerard 

Jereme Wolff 

Ashley Tone 

Elyse Jewel 

Madison Faria 

Natalie Kramer 

Thurs, Dec 19 

6:00pm – 9:00pm 

All cast 

 

Fri, Dec 20 

call time – 6:00pm 

performance – 7:00pm 

 

Sat, Dec 21 

call time – 1:00pm 

performance – 2:00pm 

call time – 6:00pm 

performance – 7:00pm 

 

Sat, Dec 22 

call time – 1:00pm 

performance – 2:00pm 

call time – 6:00pm 

performance – 7:00pm 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sat, Dec 7 

10:00am – 5:00pm 

Andrea Malcolm 

Molly May Rockwell 

Jack Schonhoff 

Catelyn Lawrence 

Amélie Lopez 

Samuel Ea 

Grant Malcolm 

Cora Gordon 

Riley Unterbug 

Kelli Ann Pistokache 

Hadley Kate 

Jonathan Rizzo 

 

 

Sun, Dec 8 

2:00pm – 6:00pm 

Andrea Malcolm (till 7pm) 

Jereme Wolff 

Ashley Tone 

Elyse Jewel 

 

 

Mon, Dec 9 

6:00pm – 8:30pm 

Catelyn Lawrence 

Amélie Lopez 

Elana Ebensberger 

Lainey Gerard 

 

 

Fri, Dec 13 

6:00pm – 7:30pm 

Madison Faria 
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YC Family Theatre: 

Emily Screw: A Christmas Tale 

December 2019 

 

 

 

CAST: 

 

THE SCREWS: 

Emily Screw. . . . . . . .Andrea Malcolm 

Lord Screw. . . . . . . . Jack Schonhoff 

Lady Screw. . . . . . . . Molly May Rockwell 

 

THE DOMESTICS: 

Annie. . . . . . . . Catelyn Lawrence 

Lottie. . . . . . . .Amélie Lopez 

 

THE STREET WORKERS: 

Pockets, a lamplighter. . . . . Samuel Ea 

Checkers, a lamplighter. . . . .Grant Malcolm 

Flora, a flower girl. . . . . . Cora Gordon 

Daisy, a flower girl. . . . . . Riley Unterbug 

 

EMILY’S TOYS: 

Piccadilly, the puppet. . . . . . Matt Kramer 

Captain Victory, the soldier. . . Jereme Wolff 

Cinnamon Starlight. . . . . . . . Ashley Tone 

Coco Starlight. . . . . . . . . . Elyse Jewel 

Patches, the rag doll. . . . . . .Madison Faria 

Angel. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Natalie Kramer 

 

EMILY’S SCHOOLMATES & THEIR FAMILIES: 

Mrs. Crutch. . . . . . . . . . .Kelli Ann Pistokache 

Charity Crutch. . . . . . . . . Hadley Kate 

Sprout Crutch. . . . . . . . . .Jonathan Rizzo 

Penelope Pickwick. . . . . . . .Elana Ebensberger 

Samantha Sourberry. . . . . . . Lainey Gerard 
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SYNOPSIS: 

 

Set in a storybook-style blend of modern and Victorian London 

(and a loose variation of Charles Dickens’ A Christmas Carol), 

Emily Screw is a selfish, spoiled, mean-spirited young heiress 

to the great Screw Estate. She is a terror to her family, 

servants, and schoolmates alike, but on this Christmas Eve, 

her badly treated toys come to life to not only show her the 

consequences of her decisions, but the reality of the Miracle 

Child who was born in a manger, in a whirlwind night that will 

change Emily’s life forever, and the lives of all those around 

her, too. . . . 

 

 

 

 

 

CHARACTER BREAKDOWNS: 

 

 

The Screws: 

 

EMILY SCREW (ANDREA MALCOLM) – selfish, spoiled, and mean-

spirited, a “miracle child” who was born on Christmas Day 

(despite Lord and Lady Screw always being told they could 

never have children); she is the only heiress to the Screw 

Estate and uses this fact to manipulate her parents and bully 

everyone else around her; she is headed down a rebellious road 

and has no redeeming qualities at all, making her 

transformation all the more impactful. *British accent* 

 

LORD SCREW (JACK SCHONHOFF) – Emily’s well-meaning but 

fumbling father, the classic “pip pip and tally ho” British 

gent whose enthusiasm over having an heir to the estate has 

caused him to overindulge his daughter; often fumbles for the 

right words to say and is easily manipulated by Emily. 

*British accent* 

 

LADY SCREW (MOLLY MAY ROCKWELL) – Emily’s proper and well-

mannered mother, well-bred on how to behave in high circles; 

she is more practical than Lord Screw and is openly concerned 

about her daughter’s growing rebellion; Emily doesn’t get 

along with her mother since Lady Screw doesn’t give in to 

Emily’s manipulations. *British accent* 
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The Domestics: 

Emily’s personal maids, forced to take domestic work because 

of their respective families’ mounting debts 

 

ANNIE (CATELYN LAWRENCE) – a cheerful, upbeat, somewhat 

airheady working-class girl who freely jokes with Emily and 

makes an effort to enjoy her job, as she is under the 

impression that she and Lottie will never get fired (since who 

else would they get to look after a horrid girl like Emily?). 

*British or Cockney accent* 

 

LOTTIE (AMELIE LOPEZ) – the practical, no-nonsense one of the 

pair, who worries about her family’s debts and is often 

annoyed by Annie’s carefree attitude toward their situation. 

*British or Cockney accent* 

 

* Catelyn & Amélie – these are a bit like British versions of 

Flo & Gracie from YC Web 

 

 

 

The Street Workers: 

 

POCKETS (SAMUEL EA) – a friendly, easy-going lamplighter who 

seems perfectly satisfied with his lowly position in life and 

fully aware of the story that is unfolding before the 

audience; he has a friendship with Flora the flower girl that 

is blossoming into something more than just a friendship. 

*British or Cockney accent* 

 

CHECKERS (GRANT MALCOLM) – a young street urchin who is now 

Pockets’ assistant lamplighter; he likes Daisy, and eagerly 

and enthusiastically seeks to win her approval, though his 

awkward and clumsy attempts at impressing her usually 

backfire; like Pockets, he is also aware of the events that 

are happening in Emily Screw’s life. *British or Cockney 

accent* 

 

FLORA (CORA GORDON) – a humble, sweet-spirited flower girl, 

who looks after Daisy the way Pockets looks after Checkers; 

she likes Pockets the same way he likes her, though she is 

hesitant to progress in their relationship since he is above 

her station in life. *British accent* 
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DAISY (RILEY UNTERBUG) – Flora’s young companion who also 

sells flowers on the street; she is more outspoken than Flora, 

and a bit prissy around Checkers, annoyed by his clumsy 

attempts to win her affection (though she is secretly 

delighted that Checkers likes her so much). *British accent* 

 

 

 

Emily’s Toys: 

 

PICCADILLY (MATT KRAMER) – a laidback, Cockney marionette with 

a loose, wobbly way of moving and walking; he is the leader of 

Emily’s toys and is quite knowledgeable about life. *Cockney 

accent* 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY (JEREME WOLFF) – a soldier figurine; the 

classic British Army type- brash, pompous, outrageous, easily 

takes charge, with over-the-top mannerisms; he is missing his 

right arm due to Emily once pulling it off during a temper 

tantrum. *British accent* 

 

THE STARLIGHT GIRLS: 

CINNAMON (ASHLEY TONE) 

COCO (ELYSE JEWEL) 

a duo of hip, trendy, singing dolls, with Valley Girl-like 

speech and very perky, overly cheesy personalities, though 

very sweet and warm-hearted at the same time; they disapprove 

of Emily’s behavior and are very no-nonsense in dealing with 

her. *American accent, very Valley Girl* 

 

PATCHES (MADISON FARIA) – a sweet, innocent, cuddly rag doll, 

the most playful of all the toys who delights in games and 

sees this Christmas Eve adventure as nothing more than a big 

play date. *British accent* 

 

ANGEL (NATALIE KRAMER) – a music box ballerina who appears 

throughout Emily’s journey and symbolizes the “angel of the 

Lord” from the Nativity. 
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Emily’s Schoolmates & Their Families: 

 

MRS. CRUTCH (KELLI ANN PISTOKACHE) – a widowed mother on the 

poor East End of London, struggling to make ends meet after 

the death of her husband; tired, careworn, but loving to her 

children, anxious about Sprout’s fragile health and protective 

of Charity, who is often bullied at school. * British accent * 

 

CHARITY CRUTCH (HADLEY KATE) – a poor, sweet-natured student 

at Emily’s school, often bullied by Emily because she is from 

the poor East End of London; her prayer of forgiveness over 

Emily is possibly the whole reason for Emily’s transformation. 

*British accent* 

 

SPROUT CRUTCH (JONATHAN RIZZO) – Charity’s cheerful, warm-

hearted younger brother, who suffers from a serious, and 

possibly life-threatening, illness; he is confident that he 

will make a full recovery and happily appreciates the simple, 

meager life that his family lives. *British accent* 

 

PENELOPE PICKWICK (ELANA EBENSBERGER) – the chatty, over-the-

top nerdy editor of the school newspaper, a tabloid reporter 

in the making, who is appalled but intimidated by Emily’s 

control over all the other students at school. *British 

accent* 

 

SAMANTHA SOURBERRY (LAINEY GERARD) – Penelope’s equally 

chatty, equally over-the-top nerdy friend and assistant editor 

of the school newspaper, the sort of girl who blurts things 

out and says tacky remarks without realizing it; she is 

appalled (but not intimidated) by Emily. *British accent* 
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MUSICAL NUMBERS: 

 

 

“A Lamplighter’s Welcome”. . . .Pockets (Samuel Ea) 

                                Checkers (Grant Malcolm) 

 

“Welcome Part 2/Carol of the Screw”. .Pockets (Samuel Ea) 

                                      Checkers (Grant Malcolm) 

                                      Annie (Catelyn Lawrence) 

                                      Lottie (Amélie Lopez) 

                                      Penelope (Elana Ebensberger) 

                                      Samantha (Lainey Gerard) 

                                      Charity (Hadley Kate) 

 

“Why Can’t a Child”. . . . .Lord Screw (Jack Schonhoff) 

                            Lady Screw (Molly May Rockwell) 

                            Annie (Catelyn Lawrence) 

                            Lottie (Amélie Lopez) 

 

“Mine”. . . . . .Emily Screw (Andrea Malcolm) 

 

“This for That”. . .Piccadilly (Matt Kramer) 

                    Captain Victory (Jereme Wolff) 

                    Cinnamon Starlight (Ashley Tone) 

                    Coco Starlight (Elyse Jewel) 

                    Patches (Madison Faria) 

 

“It’s a Time”. . . . .Cinnamon Starlight (Ashley Tone) 

                      Coco Starlight (Elyse Jewel) 

 

“Every Day is Christmas”. . . .Pockets (Samuel Ea) 

                               Checkers (Grant Malcolm) 

                               Flora (Cora Gordon) 

                               Daisy (Riley Unterbug) 

                               Penelope (Elana Ebensberger) 

                               Samantha (Lainey Gerard) 

 

“In My Shoes”. . . . . .Annie (Catelyn Lawrence) 

                        Lottie (Amélie Lopez) 

 

“Live”. . . . . .Sprout (Jonathan Rizzo) 

                 Mrs. Crutch (Kelli Ann Pistokache) 

                 Charity (Hadley Kate) 

 

“Dear God”. . . .Emily Screw (Andrea Malcolm) 
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“Miracle Child”. . . .Lord Screw (Jack Schonhoff) 

                      Lady Screw (Molly May Rockwell) 

                      Cinnamon Starlight (Ashley Tone) 

                      Coco Starlight (Elyse Jewel) 
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“A Lamplighter’s Welcome” 

Pockets, Checkers 

 

POCKETS: 

Welcome to a tale of a bad little girl 

The worst sort of child in the whole great wide world 

She deserved no forgiveness but can you believe 

Somethin’ is stirrin’ this Christmas Eve 

A family asunder 

It does make you wonder 

Do miracles happen on Christmas Eve 

 

CHECKERS: 

Here’s a word to the wise 

You can see Light when you open your eyes 

Anywhere you can see Light 

 

POCKETS & CHECKERS: 

Here’s a word to the wise 

You can see Light when you open your eyes 

Anywhere you can see Light 

 

POCKETS: 

Please give a welcome to dear Mum and Dad 

 

CHECKERS: 

Lord Screw had a fortune, and that ain’t so bad 

 

POCKETS & CHECKERS: 

But they wanted a child someway and somehow 

 

 

 

 

“Welcome Part 2” 

Pockets, Checkers 

 

POCKETS & CHECKERS: 

So this is the tale of a bad little girl 

The worst sort of child in the whole great wide world 

If you don’t deserve mercy, can you still receive 

A miracle that happens on Christmas Eve 
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“Carol of the Screw” 

Annie, Lottie, Penelope, Samantha, Charity 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE, PENELOPE, SAMANTHA, CHARITY: 

Let me tell you ‘bout this girl I know 

She is about as wicked as they go 

She doesn’t have soul and she doesn’t have heart 

And she doesn’t mind tearing you all apart 

She’s Emily Screw 

What’ll we do with you 

 

PENELOPE, SAMANTHA: 

Let me tell you what she does at school 

She screws around with every single rule 

She gets her own way and she don’t get caught 

Ain’t a bloody surprise we don’t like her a lot 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE, PENELOPE, SAMANTHA, CHARITY: 

She’s Emily Screw 

What’ll we do with you 

Emily Screw 

What’ll we do 

 

SAMANTHA: 

Her daddy is a millionaire 

 

SAMANTHA, PENELOPE: 

And she doesn’t give a care 

Wouldn’t pay your taxi fare 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE, PENELOPE, SAMANTHA: 

She’s a squeezing, wrenching, grasping, scraping 

Covetous little screw 

 

Better run and hide till New Year’s Day 

‘Cause even dogs are gonna turn away 

Her hum is all bug, she’s a mean little shrew 

And her heart is as dead as a doornail, too 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE, PENELOPE, SAMANTHA, CHARITY: 

She’s Emily Screw 

What’ll we do with you 

Emily Screw 

What’ll we do with 

 

EMILY: Will everybody bloody move?! 

 

ALL: Emily Screw! 
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“Why Can’t a Child” 

Lord Screw, Lady Screw, Annie, Lottie 

 

 

LADY SCREW: 

Why can’t a child be just like a Christmas present 

Predictable, dependable 

Wrapped up nice in a bow and string  

  

LORD SCREW: 

If only a child acted like a Christmas present 

It’s always still, it does your will  

  

LADY & LORD SCREW: 

Sitting there in a bow and string 

Bring them up in the admonition of the Lord  

  

LORD SCREW: 

What went wrong?  

  

LADY SCREW: 

What went right?  

  

LADY & LORD SCREW: 

Worried half the night  

  

It never goes as planned 

Whenever you try your hand 

At training up a child in the way that she should go 

I hate to say it’s true 

They’re not going to be like you  

  

LORD SCREW: 

Like father, like son  

  

LADY SCREW: 

Like mother, like daughter  

  

LADY & LORD SCREW: 

If only that were true 

Oh dear, what will we do 

Training up our darling little Screw  
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ANNIE & LOTTIE: 

Why can’t Emily be just like a Christmas present 

All nicely wrapped without a fuss 

And that’d be bloody fine with us 

 

Bring them up in the admonition of the Lord 

 

ANNIE: 

Sorry, Mum 

 

LOTTIE: 

Sorry, Dad 

 

ANNIE & LOTTIE: 

Turned out rather bad 

 

LADY SCREW, LORD SCREW, ANNIE, LOTTIE: 

It never goes as planned 

Whenever you try your hand 

At training up a child in the way that she should go 

I hate to say it’s true 

They’re not going to be like you  

  

LORD SCREW: 

Like father, like son  

  

LADY SCREW: 

Like mother, like daughter  

  

LADY & LORD SCREW: 

If only that were true 

Oh dear, what will we do 

Training up our darling little Screw 

 

When will I finally see 

My child isn’t me 

 

LORD SCREW: 

I’ve made some mistakes 

 

LADY SCREW: 

I haven’t been perfect 
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LORD & LADY SCREW: 

We’ll do what we can do 

Oh, God, please help us through 

Training up our darling little- 

 

LADY SCREW: 

Emily, just say Emily, dear 
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“Mine” 

Emily Screw 

 

 

EMILY: 

This is mine, that is mine 

Everything you see is mine, all mine 

My right, my way I’m entitled to have my say 

This world owes me everything 

‘Cause of what I bring 

Everything you see is 

Mine all mine, it’s all mine 

Do it my way and we’ll be fine 

What I deserve 

Is a world that’ll fetch and serve 

This world owes me everything 

So the least you can do is let it be mine  

  

Diva power, it’s my hour 

Gonna get the world to quake and cower 

Living is great when you’re living wealthy 

My whole life is a great big selfie 

Mine, mine, everything’s mine  

 

This is mine, that is mine 

Everything you see is mine, all mine 

My right, my way I’m entitled to have my say 

This world owes me everything 

‘Cause of what I bring 

Everything you see is 

Mine all mine, it’s all mine 

Do it my way and we’ll be fine 

What I deserve 

Is a world that’ll fetch and serve 

This world owes me everything 

So the least you can do is let it be mine  

 

Mine! 
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“This for That” 

Piccadilly, Captain Victory, Cinnamon, Coco, Patches 

 

 

PICCADILLY: 

It all starts with just a little tiny seed 

That you plant in the ground to grow 

It doesn’t seem much buried underneath the ground 

But suddenly before you know 

It grows itself into a very tall tree 

And that can make you happy or sad 

If it bears good fruit, then you got a good deal 

But you’re really in for it if it’s bad  

  

This for that 

And there’s nothing you can do about 

That for this 

‘Cause there’s no way you can miss 

What you sow is what you reap 

You’re gonna get it in the by-and-by 

That’s what the Book says and it really doesn’t lie  

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: 

It all starts with just a little bad deed 

That you do when nobody’s looking 

And so you keep it up, thinking it’s all good 

In reality, your consequence is cooking 

 

CINNAMON, COCO, CAPTAIN VICTORY, PATCHES: 

It grows itself into a very big mess 

And then you start to lose control 

‘Cause sowing and reaping will always work 

Right down to the saving of your soul  

 

PICCADILLY, CAPTAIN VICTORY, CINNAMON, COCO, PATCHES: 

This for that 

And there’s nothing you can do about 

That for this 

‘Cause there’s no way you can miss 

What you sow is what you reap 

You’re gonna get it in the by-and-by 

That’s what the Book says and it really doesn’t lie 

 

Jingle, jangle, oh, what a fright 

What a wicked way to spend your Christmas Eve tonight 

La la la la la-la-la-la 
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EMILY: 

Somebody help me! 

 

PICCADILLY, CAPTAIN VICTORY, CINNAMON, COCO, PATCHES: 

This for that 

And there’s nothing you can do about 

That for this 

‘Cause there’s no way you can miss 

What you sow is what you reap 

You’re gonna get it in the by-and-by 

That’s what the Book says and it really doesn’t lie 

 

PICCADILLY: 

Merry Christmas, Emily, and a Happy New Year! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



17 
 

“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 

 

CINNAMON: 

Goodwill toward men 
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“Every Day is Christmas” 

Pockets, Checkers, Flora, Daisy, Penelope, Samantha 

 

 

POCKETS, FLORA, CHECKERS, DAISY: 

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  

 

POCKETS, FLORA, CHECKERS, DAISY, PENELOPE, SAMANTHA: 

‘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  

 

FLORA, CHECKERS, DAISY: 

Every year we talk about 

The great Nativity 

We do the play at church 

And it’s, well, good as it can be 

 

POCKETS: 

But Jesus came to set us free 

He’s with us here and now 

So it’s more than just a manger scene 

 

CHECKERS: 

With a donkey and a cow  

 

POCKETS, FLORA, CHECKERS, DAISY, PENELOPE, SAMANTHA: 

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  

 

CHECKERS, DAISY: 

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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POCKETS, FLORA, CHECKERS, DAISY, PENELOPE, SAMANTHA: 

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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“In My Shoes” 

Annie, Lottie 

 

 

ANNIE: 

Sittin’ by the fireside on Christmas Eve 

Wonderin’ if anyone would ever believe 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE: 

While the world is roastin’ chestnuts 

Over the fire 

I’m still stuck as a maid for hire 

But I oughta be able 

I mean, Christ had it worse 

Bein’ born there in that stable 

 

ANNIE: 

He’s been in my shoes 

Knowin’ what it’s like to be alone 

Bein’ in my shoes 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE: 

Rejected and despised 

Can’t ruddy be surprised 

I gotta say I’m fine 

‘Cause His Christmas was a whole lot worse than mine 

 

LOTTIE: 

Sittin’ on the kitchen floor on Christmas Eve 

Bloody heck, it’s better than what Jesus received 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE: 

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 

 

ANNIE: 

He’s been in my shoes 

Knowin’ what it’s like to work below 

Bein’ in my shoes 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE: 

Rejected and despised 

Can’t ruddy be surprised 
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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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“Live” 

Sprout, Mrs. Crutch, Charity 

 

 

SPROUT: 

Everyday’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 be so big 

I may not be so tall 

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 

 

SPROUT, MRS. CRUTCH, CHARITY: 

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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“Dear God” 

Emily Screw 

 

 

EMILY: 

All my life, guess I believed 

What I hear and what I see 

Was only meant for me 

Never thought to take a look and see 

Through Your eyes  

  

Dear God, if You’re real, can You hear me 

My name is Emily Screw 

Please don’t be mad at me 

I’ve been really, really bad 

If You hate me I understand 

I kind of hate me, too  

  

All I ask, all I pray 

Let me see the world through Your eyes  

  

Let me see the brokenhearted 

Let me understand their pain 

Show me how the poor in spirit 

Can find their gain 

Show me how to love someone who’s not like me 

‘Cause all I ask, all I pray 

Let me see the world through Your eyes 
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“Miracle Child” 

Lord Screw, Lady Screw, Cinnamon, Coco 

 

 

LORD & LADY SCREW: 

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, who died for my freedom 

You bought me a price that I could not pay 

Now you’re the King and it’s in Your name that I pray  

 

CINNAMON: 

In a manger so small lay a sweet baby boy  

One Child, one God  

  

COCO: 

Never thought such an unforeseen birth 

Would shake up all the earth  

 

CINNAMON, COCO: 

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 

 

LORD SCREW: 

In a faraway place in the dark of the night 

 

LADY SCREW: 

One star, one Child 
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BEFORE THE SHOW: 

 

As we started with the September show, we will have a 

few performers coming out a few minutes before the 

show starts; music will be playing, it is only 

pantomime, as people will still be coming in and 

finding their seats, etc. 

 

We will have the street workers- Pockets, Checkers, 

Flora, and Daisy- begin to come out, and will probably 

have the schoolgirls, Samantha and Penelope, and Mrs. 

Crutch, come out as well at some point. We’ll go over 

this in more detail during rehearsals. 
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ACT I 

 

CUE MUSIC: “ANNOUNCE/LAMPLIGHTER’S WELCOME” 

 

PICCADILLY (ANNOUNCE): Welcome, ladies and gents, to 

You Connection Family Theatre, Emily Screw- ugh- A 

Christmas Tale. At this time please silence all your 

electronic devices, and do keep your belongings and 

your legs out of the performance areas, which are 

marked in black on the floor. And there will be a 10-

minute intermission during the show. We’re not certain 

why you wanted to come see a show about a nasty, 

wicked, horrible girl, but try to have a Merry 

Christmas all the same. But after you meet Emily 

Screw, you might never have a Merry Christmas again. 

Oh, well. Here we go then. 

 

CHARITY: (VOICEOVER) . . .Lord, please forgive Emily 

Screw. She doesn’t have any friends, and everybody 

hates her, but. . .I know what it’s like to be alone. 

She’s all alone in that fancy life of hers. Please do 

something before. . .before it’s too late.  

 

THE MUSIC BEGINS, AND THE ANGEL (NATALIE KRAMER) 

BRIEFLY ENTERS.  

 

CHECKERS (GRANT MALCOLM), A YOUNG LAMPLIGHTER BOY, 

ENTERS. HE IS SHORTLY FOLLOWED BY POCKETS (SAMUEL EA), 

AN OLDER LAMPLIGHTER, WHO USES HIS STICK TO LIGHT A 

LAMP. CHECKERS NOTICES THE ANGEL BEFORE SHE DEPARTS. 

 

POCKETS: 

Welcome to a tale of a bad little girl 

The worst sort of child in the whole great wide world 

She deserved no forgiveness but can you believe 

Somethin’ is stirrin’ this Christmas Eve 

A family asunder 

It does make you wonder 

Do miracles happen on Christmas Eve 

 

CHECKERS: 

Here’s a word to the wise 

You can see Light when you open your eyes 

Anywhere you can see Light 

 

POCKETS & CHECKERS: 

Here’s a word to the wise 
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You can see Light when you open your eyes 

Anywhere you can see Light 

 

IN PANTOMIME, LORD AND LADY SCREW (JACK SCHONHOFF & 

MOLLY MAY ROCKWELL) ENTER, AS THE LAMPLIGHTERS NARRATE 

THE TALE THUS FAR. 

 

POCKETS: 

Please give a welcome to dear Mum and Dad 

 

CHECKERS: 

Lord Screw had a fortune, and that ain’t so bad 

 

POCKETS & CHECKERS: 

But they wanted a child someway and somehow 

 

MUSIC STOPS. 

 

POCKETS: Oh, how Lord and Lady Screw 

dreamed of a child, an heir to inherit 

the enormous Screw Estate. 

 

CHECKERS: They prayed and prayed to God 

Almighty, and do you know what happened? 

God answered their prayers and gave them 

a child! 

 

POCKETS: A miracle child! That’s what 

all the doctors said. A miracle child 

born on Christmas Day. Before they knew 

it, Lord and Lady Screw had themselves a 

little baby girl, named Emily Elizabeth 

Screw. 

 

LORD AND LADY SCREW EXIT. 

 

CHECKERS: But Emily weren’t like her Mum 

and Dad, you know. She was much more like 

Great-Grandfather Screw. 

 

POCKETS: With all his ruthlessness and 

aggression. After all, that’s what made 

the family fortune to begin with. Mum and 

Dad tried to do everything right for their 

miracle child, but the warning signs were 

already there. 
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LORD AND LADY SCREW REENTER. 

 

LADY SCREW: Darling, I have some news. 

 

LORD SCREW: As do I, my dear, and it’s 

wonderful! We just opened another factory! 

That means more jobs, better economy! 

Isn’t that splendid? What’s your news, 

dear? 

 

LADY SCREW: We lost another nanny. 

 

LORD SCREW: Oh, I say! Isn’t that the 

seventh one this month? 

 

LADY SCREW: This week. 

 

LORD SCREW: Oh, I say. . . . 

 

LADY SCREW: It’s all the same. They. . . 

don’t seem to understand our little 

miracle child. 

 

LORD SCREW: Indeed! Emily is the only heiress 

to the entire family fortune! She must be 

given everything she needs and more! It’s 

going to be a great responsibility for her. 

 

LADY SCREW: You don’t suppose. . .we’re 

giving her too much. 

 

LORD SCREW: Oh, I say! 

 

LADY SCREW: She’s five-and-a-half and she 

still won’t do a thing she’s told! 

 

LORD SCREW: Oh, I say! 

 

LADY SCREW: I dread to think of what she 

might become in a few short years. 

 

LORD SCREW: Oh, I say. . . 

 

LADY SCREW: You’re repeating yourself again, 

dear. 

 

 



30 
 

LORD SCREW: Well, be that as it may. No 

more nannies! We’ll manage on our own. 

 

LADY SCREW: But we’re gone so much. 

Business trips, dinner parties, how can 

we possibly manage. . .? 

 

LORD SCREW: We’ll manage, dear. The Lord 

provided us with a miracle child. And I 

want everything to be just right for her. 

And it will be right. Don’t you worry, dear. 

 

THEY HUG. 

 

LORD SCREW: She’s a little girl. How bad 

could that possibly be? 

 

CUE MUSIC: “WELCOME PART 2/CAROL OF THE SCREW” 

 

LORD AND LADY SCREW EXIT. 

 

POCKETS & CHECKERS: 

So this is the tale of a bad little girl 

The worst sort of child in the whole great wide world 

If you don’t deserve mercy, can you still receive 

A miracle that happens on Christmas Eve 

 

POCKETS: 

A few years later. 

 

CHECKERS: 

How bad could it be? 

 

POCKETS AND CHECKERS EXIT, AS “CAROL OF THE SCREW” 

CHIMES ON. 

 

ANNIE (CATELYN LAWRENCE) AND LOTTIE (AMELIE LOPEZ), 

EMILY’S YOUNG PERSONAL MAIDS, ENTER, AS WELL AS 

SCHOOLMATES CHARITY CRUTCH (HADLEY KATE), PENELOPE 

PICKWICK (ELANA EBENSBERGER), AND SAMANTHA SOURBERRY 

(LAINEY GERARD). 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE, PENELOPE, SAMANTHA, CHARITY: 

Let me tell you ‘bout this girl I know 

She is about as wicked as they go 

She doesn’t have soul and she doesn’t have heart 

And she doesn’t mind tearing you all apart 
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She’s Emily Screw 

What’ll we do with you 

 

PENELOPE, SAMANTHA: 

Let me tell you what she does at school 

She screws around with every single rule 

She gets her own way and she don’t get caught 

Ain’t a bloody surprise we don’t like her a lot 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE, PENELOPE, SAMANTHA, CHARITY: 

She’s Emily Screw 

What’ll we do with you 

Emily Screw 

What’ll we do 

 

SAMANTHA: 

Her daddy is a millionaire 

 

SAMANTHA, PENELOPE: 

And she doesn’t give a care 

Wouldn’t pay your taxi fare 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE, PENELOPE, SAMANTHA: 

She’s a squeezing, wrenching, grasping, scraping 

Covetous little screw 

 

Better run and hide till New Year’s Day 

‘Cause even dogs are gonna turn away 

Her hum is all bug, she’s a mean little shrew 

And her heart is as dead as a doornail, too 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE, PENELOPE, SAMANTHA, CHARITY: 

She’s Emily Screw 

What’ll we do with you 

Emily Screw 

What’ll we do with 

 

EMILY SCREW HAS ENTERED AND APPEARS IN BETWEEN THE 

GROUP. 

 

EMILY: 

Will everybody bloody move?! 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE, PENELOPE, SAMANTHA, CHARITY: 

Emily Screw! 

 

END SONG. 
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EMILY SCREW (ANDREA MALCOLM) IS NOW A SELFISH, 

SPOILED, MEAN-SPIRITED YOUNG GIRL; SHE GLARES AT THE 

AUDIENCE (AS THEY WILL BE CLAPPING AT THE END OF THE 

SONG.) 

 

EMILY: (GLARING AT AUDIENCE) Don’t even try 

to get on my good side. Annie! Lottie! 

 

STARTLED, ANNIE DROPS HER PACKAGES. MEANWHILE, FLORA 

(CORA GORDON), A LOWLY FLOWER GIRL, ENTERS AT THIS 

POINT, SELLING HER FLOWERS. 

 

ANNIE: Sorry, miss. (STARTS PICKING THEM UP) 

 

EMILY: You two are the most incompetent  

personal maids I’ve ever seen in all my 

life. (WANDERING FORWARD) Why Daddy ever 

hired you two I’ll simply never know. 

 

ANNIE: (JOKINGLY TO LOTTIE) Because we 

was the only two stupid enough to accept 

the position? (ELBOWING LOTTIE PLAYFULLY) 

Aye? Aye? 

 

LOTTIE: Will you be quiet?! Do you want 

to get us sacked?! 

 

EMILY: (WANDERING BACK) But since it’s 

my birthday tomorrow, I won’t mention 

your incompetence to Daddy, out of the 

kindness of my heart. 

 

LOTTIE: (SARCASTIC) Oh, heaven and the 

Christmastime be praised for that. 

 

EMILY: Forget about Christmastime. Christmas 

is all about me. It is my birthday and I am a 

miracle child, right? 

 

ANNIE & LOTTIE: (THEY’VE HEARD THIS BEFORE) 

Right. 

 

EMILY: The one and only heiress to the 

great Screw Estate, right? 

 

ANNIE & LOTTIE: Right. 
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EMILY: Born on Christmas Day, right? 

 

ANNIE & LOTTIE: Right. 

 

EMILY: And you two would have been living 

in the gutter if we hadn’t given you the 

honor and privilege of serving me, Emily 

Screw, the most important girl in this 

entire city, and probably the entire 

civilized world. 

 

ANNIE AND LOTTIE EXCHANGE GLANCES. EMILY GLARES AT 

ANNIE. 

 

ANNIE: Oh! Um. . . .Right? 

 

EMILY: Right. 

 

CHARITY: Um, Emily? I’m sorry, but you 

dropped your- 

 

EMILY: (FURIOUS) What are you doing?! Take 

your grimy little hands off that! (SNATCHES 

PURSE) Don’t you ever touch any of my 

things again! 

 

SHE SHOVES CHARITY TO THE GROUND. ANNIE AND LOTTIE ARE 

STUNNED AND EMBARRASSED BY EMILY’S BEHAVIOR. 

 

EMILY: My Daddy owns this school, you know. 

I’m going to make sure he doesn’t allow 

gutter children like you to mix with 

respectable people like me. It’s insulting. 

 

PENELOPE AND SAMANTHA, TWO NERDY AND OVERLY EAGER 

SCHOOLGIRLS, APPROACH. ANNIE AND LOTTIE GO AND HELP 

CHARITY UP.  

 

PENELOPE: Hi, Emily. You probably don’t 

know us. But oh my goodness, do we know 

you! Stories about you are legendary around 

this school. But that’s by the bypass. 

I’m Penelope Pickwick. 
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SAMANTHA: And I’m Samantha Sourberry! (FORCES 

A HANDSHAKE WITH EMILY) Hi. I’ve never shaken 

hands with a rich person before. It doesn’t 

feel as weird as I thought. 

 

PENELOPE: (PUSHES SAMANTHA BACK) So, we write 

for the school newspaper, and we wondered if 

we could get an interview. 

 

EMILY: Make it quick. My personal maids and 

I are waiting for Albert, my chauffeur. 

 

SAMANTHA: Aagh!! Did you hear that, Penelope? 

She’s got a chauffeur! It’s like that reality 

program with that family of perverts! What 

was it? The Kimdashians or something? 

 

PENELOPE: (JABBING SAMANTHA) We wanted to 

know how you got to be the lead part in 

the high school play, when you’re not 

even in high school. 

 

EMILY: Simple. Erica Pendleton had the part, 

but I got her expelled. 

 

PENELOPE AND SAMANTHA EXCHANGE GLANCES. 

 

PENELOPE: You mean. . .you got Erica expelled 

from school just so you could be the lead 

part in the high school play? 

 

EMILY: Yes. 

 

SAMANTHA: That’s illegal! I mean, isn’t 

it? 

 

EMILY: (WITH A GLARE) I don’t know. Would 

you like me to ask Daddy about it? 

 

SAMANTHA: No! On second thought, this kind 

of thing probably happens all the time. 

 

PENELOPE: (NERVOUSLY) Right, we’d love 

to stay, but Samantha’s got some last minute 

Christmas shopping to do. 

 

SAMANTHA: I do? 
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PENELOPE WHACKS HER. 

 

SAMANTHA: Oh! Yes, I do! Yes! Loads of 

shopping, yes. . . 

 

PENELOPE: Thank you for the, um, interview, 

Emily. 

 

PENELOPE AND SAMANTHA HASTILY RETREAT. 

 

SAMANTHA: (AS THEY’RE GOING OFF) She got 

Erica expelled! That’s rotten! Don’t you 

think it’s rotten, Penelope? I think 

it’s rotten. . . . 

 

EMILY: (TO ANNIE AND LOTTIE) Well, come 

on! Albert just pulled up and I’m sick 

of standing around in the freezing cold! 

 

ANNIE AND LOTTIE, PACKAGES IN HAND, HURRY OFF WITH 

EMILY. 

 

FLORA APPROACHES CHARITY. 

 

FLORA: Would you like to buy a flower, 

miss? For Christmas? 

 

CHARITY: I’m sorry, but I haven’t got 

any pocket money, I’m afraid. We’re 

East Enders. We probably haven’t got any 

more money than you. 

 

FLORA: Rotten luck. 

 

CHARITY: Oh, I don’t mind it so much. 

Mother found a job at the factory after 

Father died, and the doctor said Sprout 

is getting much better.  

 

FLORA: Sprout? 

 

CHARITY: My younger brother. We’re very, 

very blessed, you know. 

 

CUE MUSIC: “SPROUT” 
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MRS. CRUTCH: (OFF-STAGE) Charity? Are 

you there? 

 

CHARITY: Over here, Mother! 

 

CHARITY’S MOTHER, MRS. CRUTCH (KELLI ANN PISTOKACHE) 

ENTERS WITH YOUNGER BROTHER, SPROUT (JONATHAN RIZZO), 

ROLLING HIM IN A WHEELCHAIR AND TRYING TO JUGGLE WITH 

A BUNCH OF GROCERY BAGS AT THE SAME TIME. AS THE MUSIC 

PLAYS, CHARITY JOINS HER FAMILY AND THEY EXIT 

TOGETHER. FLORA WATCHES THEM GO, LOOKING AT SPROUT 

SYMPATHETICALLY, AND THEN EXITS. 

 

EMILY REENTERS, PASSING IN FRONT OF THE CRUTCHS AS 

THEY EXIT. ANNIE AND LOTTIE HURRY BEHIND EMILY, WHO 

MAKES A CIRCLE AROUND THE AISLE AS SHE APPROACHES 

HOME. 

 

THEN OUT OF NOWHERE, SHE HEARS: 

 

PICCADILLY’S VOICE: Emily Screw! 

 

EMILY WHIRLS AROUND, ALARMED AND CONFUSED AT THIS 

SUDDEN CALLING OF HER NAME. SHE LOOKS AROUND A MOMENT, 

BUT THERE ISN’T ANYONE THERE. SHE EXITS. 

 

LORD AND LADY SCREW ENTER. ANNIE AND LOTTIE ARE STILL 

COMING IN WITH ALL THE PACKAGES. 

 

THE BACKGROUND MUSIC STOPS. LADY SCREW IS ON THE 

TELEPHONE. LORD SCREW IS HAPPILY LOOKING THROUGH 

PAPERS. 

 

LADY SCREW: (ON PHONE) Oh. . .Oh, I see 

. . . .Well, yes, of course, we do 

understand.  

  

SHE HANGS UP, LOOKING CONCERNED.  

  

LORD SCREW: Screw Enterprise has created 

two hundred and twenty new jobs in this 

past year alone! If my great-grandfather 

had known how enormous the Screw Estate was 

going to become, he. . .he. . .well, anyway. 

Who was that on the telephone just now?  
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LADY SCREW: Another family member cancelled 

for Christmas dinner tomorrow.  

 

LORD SCREW: Oh, well, you know how it is at 

Christmastime. So. . .So. . .Yes, well, anyway. 

 

LADY SCREW: You know why they’re cancelling, 

dear? You know why nobody wants to come to 

any of our parties?  

  

LORD SCREW: Oh, well, I mean, I- 

  

LADY SCREW: It’s because of Emily! Do you 

remember what she did at Thanksgiving? She 

screamed at the top of her lungs because 

her turkey wasn’t golden brown enough. I 

think it’s time we do something about our 

daughter.  

 

LORD SCREW: Evelyn, please. . .  

 

LADY SCREW: Darling, I’m not- It’s my fault! 

I admit it. I spent too much time making her 

feel like a proper young lady, and it turned 

into vanity. 

  

LORD SCREW: No!. . .No, you’re a wonderful 

mother, my dear. . . .I’ve spent years showing 

her our properties, our businesses, our fortune. 

As my father did with me. . . . I thought it 

would teach her responsibility. . . .But 

instead. . .it all rather. . . 

 

LADY SCREW: Went to her head. We raised her 

just like us, and she isn’t like us at all. 

She got your great-grandfather’s blood- 

cunning and headstrong.  

 

LORD SCREW: (SIGHS) I just don’t understand, 

dear. I never knew raising an heiress to 

the Screw Estate would be so. . .so. . . 

 

CUE MUSIC: “WHY CAN’T A CHILD” 

 

LADY SCREW: 

Why can’t a child be just like a Christmas present 

Predictable, dependable 
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Wrapped up nice in a bow and string  

  

LORD SCREW: 

If only a child acted like a Christmas present 

It’s always still, it does your will  

  

LADY & LORD SCREW: 

Sitting there in a bow and string 

Bring them up in the admonition of the Lord  

  

LORD SCREW: 

What went wrong?  

  

LADY SCREW: 

What went right?  

  

LADY & LORD SCREW: 

Worried half the night  

  

It never goes as planned 

Whenever you try your hand 

At training up a child in the way that she should go 

I hate to say it’s true 

They’re not going to be like you  

  

LORD SCREW: 

Like father, like son  

  

LADY SCREW: 

Like mother, like daughter  

  

LADY & LORD SCREW: 

If only that were true 

Oh dear, what will we do 

Training up our darling little Screw  

  

ANNIE & LOTTIE: 

Why can’t Emily be just like a Christmas present 

All nicely wrapped without a fuss 

And that’d be bloody fine with us 

 

Bring them up in the admonition of the Lord 

 

ANNIE: 

Sorry, Mum 
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LOTTIE: 

Sorry, Dad 

 

ANNIE & LOTTIE: 

Turned out rather bad 

 

LADY SCREW, LORD SCREW, ANNIE, LOTTIE: 

It never goes as planned 

Whenever you try your hand 

At training up a child in the way that she should go 

I hate to say it’s true 

They’re not going to be like you  

  

LORD SCREW: 

Like father, like son  

  

LADY SCREW: 

Like mother, like daughter  

  

LADY & LORD SCREW: 

If only that were true 

Oh dear, what will we do 

Training up our darling little Screw 

 

When will I finally see 

My child isn’t me 

 

LORD SCREW: 

I’ve made some mistakes 

 

LADY SCREW: 

I haven’t been perfect 

 

LORD & LADY SCREW: 

We’ll do what we can do 

Oh, God, please help us through 

Training up our darling little- 

 

LADY SCREW: 

Emily, just say Emily, dear 

 

END SONG. LORD AND LADY SCREW EXIT. EMILY ENTERS AND 

APPROACHES HER MAIDS. 

 

EMILY: Hey, you two. Go and tell Mum 

and Daddy I’m ready to see them now. 
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ANNIE: Yes! Thank you! We’ve been dying 

to do that all day, miss! Thank you so 

much for giving us the opportunity! 

EMILY: If you’re trying to be a comedian, 

you’ve got a terribly long way to do. 

 

EMILY TURNS AND EXITS. 

 

LOTTIE ANGRILY PULLS ANNIE FORWARD. 

 

LOTTIE: All right, you. Any more funny 

remarks coming out of that big, fat mouth 

of yours, and we’re going to lose our jobs! 

 

ANNIE: (GOOD-NATURED ABOUT IT ALL) But 

Lottie! It’s the only way to keep me from 

going (ACTING IT) stark raving mad! 

 

LOTTIE: You’re too late for that. Annie McNally, 

you listen to me. Both our families are 

up to their necks in debt, and if we don’t 

keep these jobs, we’re going to lose 

everything! 

 

ANNIE: You think I don’t know that, Lottie. 

But I do! I keep trying to tell you, 

this job is foolproof! It can’t go wrong! 

No matter what, we’ll never be sacked! 

 

LOTTIE: Oh, yeah? Just wait till Emily 

has another one of her tantrums. 

 

ANNIE: It all boils down to one simple 

thing. Desperation! We’re desperate to 

keep these jobs, and Lord and Lady Screw 

are desperate to keep us! As I recall, 

they went through twenty-seven personal 

maids before they got to us!  

 

LOTTIE SIGHS. 

 

ANNIE: Oh, don’t be so serious, Lottie. 

Things’ll work out one of these days. 

(GETTING SERIOUS) For both our families. 

I just know it. . . 
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LOTTIE: Don’t you know anything about 

life? The people who appreciate it never 

get anything, and the people who don’t 

appreciate it get everything in the world. 

ANNIE: Maybe Emily will be different when 

she gets a bit older. 

 

LOTTIE: Yeah, there’ll be a fifty pound 

note in the teapot before Emily Screw is 

ever made right. 

 

THEY TURN TO LEAVE. 

 

LOTTIE: (ON THEIR WAY OUT) Lord and Lady 

Screw? Miss Emily will see you now. 

 

LORD AND LADY SCREW ENTER, AND EMILY FROM THE OTHER 

SIDE. 

 

EMILY: The birthday girl has arrived at 

last! 

 

LORD SCREW: Ah! There she is! 

 

EMILY IGNORES LADY SCREW, WHO LOOKS READY TO HAVE IT 

OUT HERE AND NOW. 

 

EMILY: Don’t you think I look lovely 

in this outfit, Daddy? 

 

LORD SCREW: Oh, well, of course, my dear. 

You look lovely in everything. 

 

LADY SCREW: Hello, Emily. 

 

EMILY: Oh. Hello, Mother. Do you have 

any more commands for me, or have we 

grown out of that little phase? (SWEETLY 

TO LORD SCREW) Oh, Daddy? The man at the 

shop wouldn’t give me the box of chocolates 

I wanted, so I fired him. 

 

LORD SCREW: What?! Emily, you. . .you 

what? 

 

EMILY: I fired him. We own the sweet shop, 

Daddy. We can do whatever we like. 
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LADY SCREW: We most certainly can not! 

You’re not old enough to make those kinds 

of decisions and you know it, Emily! 

 

EMILY: (GETTING ANGRY) I’m the heiress to the 

entire Screw Estate! All of this is mine! 

You’ve said it yourself a million times. 

Besides, that’s what the man gets for not 

giving me exactly what I deserve. 

 

LADY SCREW: I’ve had enough of this, Emily! 

We’ve all had enough! 

 

EMILY: And I’ve had enough of you, always 

telling me what to do! What I want is all 

that matters! I’m your one and only heir! 

So you better play nice or I’ll give you 

exactly what you deserve! 

 

CUE MUSIC: “MINE” 

 

EMILY GOES INTO A TANTRUM. ANNIE AND LOTTIE ENTER 

DURING THE SONG AND WITNESS THE MOMENT. 

 

EMILY: 

This is mine, that is mine 

Everything you see is mine, all mine 

My right, my way I’m entitled to have my say 

This world owes me everything 

‘Cause of what I bring 

Everything you see is 

Mine all mine, it’s all mine 

Do it my way and we’ll be fine 

What I deserve 

Is a world that’ll fetch and serve 

This world owes me everything 

So the least you can do is let it be mine  

  

Diva power, it’s my hour 

Gonna get the world to quake and cower 

Living is great when you’re living wealthy 

My whole life is a great big selfie 

Mine, mine, everything’s mine  

 

This is mine, that is mine 

Everything you see is mine, all mine 

My right, my way I’m entitled to have my say 
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This world owes me everything 

‘Cause of what I bring 

Everything you see is 

Mine all mine, it’s all mine 

Do it my way and we’ll be fine 

What I deserve 

Is a world that’ll fetch and serve 

This world owes me everything 

So the least you can do is let it be mine  

 

Mine! 

 

END SONG. 

 

LADY SCREW: Emily, go to your room. 

Immediately! 

 

EMILY: On Christmas Eve? I haven’t had my 

supper- 

 

LADY SCREW: Without supper! 

 

EMILY IS FURIOUS. SHE TURNS TO LORD SCREW. 

 

EMILY: Daddy! 

 

LORD SCREW HAS BEEN MUSTERING UP THE COURAGE ALL 

THROUGHOUT THE SONG. 

 

LORD SCREW: Your mother is right. . . . 

(FINALLY, WITH AUTHORITY) Your mother is 

right! Go to your room at once! 

 

EMILY IS PRACTICALLY READY TO EXPLODE AT THIS. SHE 

STOMPS THE GROUND AND THEN TURNS TO LEAVE, BUT COMES 

BACK. 

 

EMILY: (ENRAGED, ALMOST IN TEARS) I’m going 

to ruin the entire estate! Everything comes 

crumbling down! That’s what you get for 

not giving me exactly what I deserve! 

 

SHE STORMS OUT. SILENCE. 

 

LADY SCREW: Well, that went over very 

nicely. . . . 
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CUE MUSIC: “THE STREET WORKERS” 

 

LORD AND LADY SCREW EXIT. SO DO ANNIE AND LOTTIE. 

 

FLORA AND HER YOUNGER COMPANION, DAISY (RILEY 

UNTERBUG), ENTER, WITH CHECKERS NOT FAR BEHIND. THE 

TWO FLOWER GIRLS ARE STILL OUT SELLING FLOWERS. 

 

DAISY: I have a question, Flora. Are 

we supposed to be making a living from 

selling flowers? 

 

FLORA: Well, it’s better than simply 

begging on the streets asking for charity. 

We both know that a flower girl never 

asks for charity. 

 

DAISY: Wait. A flower girl. . .doesn’t 

ask for charity? 

 

FLORA: Of course not. It wouldn’t be at 

all proper. 

 

DAISY: It wouldn’t? 

 

FLORA: No. 

 

DAISY: Right. . . . 

 

DAISY PULLS OUT A HANDFUL OF COINS, AND BY THE “OOPS” 

LOOK ON HER FACE, IT’S OBVIOUS SHE’S BEEN ACCEPTING 

QUITE A BIT OF CHARITY. 

 

DAISY: Flower girls don’t ask for charity. 

I’ll be sure to make a note of it. . . 

 

POCKETS ENTERS TRIUMPHANTLY. THE LAMPLIGHTERS AND 

FLOWER GIRLS OBVIOUSLY ALREADY KNOW EACH OTHER QUITE 

WELL. 

 

POCKETS: That’s the last of ‘em! London’ll 

be lit up like a blanket of stars till 

Christmas morning, thanks to the much-needed 

and ever-thankless work of the lamplighters. 

(A DRAMATIC BOW TO FLORA) 

 

FLORA: Well, hooray for you. 
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HE HANDS A COUPLE OF COINS TO FLORA. 

 

POCKETS: And here’s a little something 

extra, seeing as how it’s Christmas Eve 

and all. 

 

FLORA: Thank you, Pockets, but I don’t 

accept charity. 

 

DAISY: I’ll take it if she doesn’t want it! 

 

FLORA: Daisy! 

 

CHECKERS EAGERLY APPROACHES DAISY. 

 

CHECKERS: Hello, Daisy! 

 

DAISY: Oh. Hello, Checkers. . . 

 

CHECKERS REMAINS THERE, SMILING AS IF ADMIRING DAISY. 

HE OBVIOUSLY LIKES HER, BUT IT’S ALSO OBVIOUS THAT 

DAISY DOESN’T MUCH LIKE HIM. 

 

DAISY: Will you stop staring at me? 

You’re making me nervous! 

 

CHECKERS: Oh, sorry. 

 

CHECKERS STOPS STARING, BUT REMAINS STANDING THERE, TO 

DAISY’S ANNOYANCE. 

 

DAISY: (SIGHS) Haven’t you got anything 

better to do with your time? 

 

CHECKERS: Yes, but I’ve already done it. 

 

DAISY: Then stop pestering me. I’m 

trying to make a living. 

 

CHECKERS: (WITH A LAUGH) A living? 

That’s a good one, Daisy! You was begging 

for money all day long and everyone was 

just handing you money like they was 

printing it themselves and- 

 

DAISY ANXIOUSLY CLASPS A HAND OVER CHECKERS’ MOUTH, 

HOPING FLORA DIDN’T HEAR. FLORA DID. 
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DAISY: (SMILING NERVOUSLY) Just a little 

joke that Checkers and I share. 

 

DAISY REMOVES HER HAND AND GLARES AT CHECKERS, WHO HAS 

NO IDEA WHAT HE DID WRONG. 

 

DAISY: Now leave me alone! 

 

CHECKERS: (EAGERLY) Can I carry your flowers 

for you? 

 

HE TRIES TAKING DAISY’S BASKET. 

 

DAISY: No, thank you, Checkers, I can 

do it myself and- 

 

THE BASKET DROPS AND SCATTERS FLOWERS EVERYWHERE. 

 

CHECKERS: Oh. Um. . .I’ll pick those up 

for you. 

 

POCKETS: Well, look, Flora, I’ll go and 

buy us all some cider from The Frog and 

Peach. Don’t think of it as charity, just. . . 

goodwill. Right? 

 

HE TIPS HIS HAT AND HURRIES OFF. CHECKERS, MEANWHILE, 

HAS PICKED UP ALL DAISY’S FLOWERS. 

 

CHECKERS: I’ll get you some cider, too, 

Daisy! 

 

DAISY: (TEETH CLENCHED) Please don’t trouble 

yourself. 

 

CHECKERS: Oh, I don’t mind! Please? 

 

DAISY: All right, have it your own way. 

 

CHECKERS TURNS, BUT THEN- WHOOPS- TURNS BACK TO HER 

AND- 

 

CHECKERS: Can I borrow some of your money, 

because I don’t have- 

 

DAISY: Oh, really, Checkers! 
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POCKETS RETURNS WITH FOUR MUGS OF CIDER. 

 

POCKETS: Here we are, mates. A simple 

Christmas Eve delight, but all the same. . . 

 

EVERYONE TAKES A MUG. 

 

POCKETS: Here’s to Christmas, and the 

Miracle Child what was born in the manger 

all those years ago.  

 

FLORA, DAISY, AND CHECKERS SAY “TO CHRISTMAS AND THE 

MIRACLE CHILD” AND THEY ALL TAKE A SIP OF CIDER. 

 

POCKETS: He weren’t no different than us, 

you know, a carpenter’s son without a penny 

to His name. Might have been a night just 

like this one. That’s when miracles happen, 

you know. . .When you least expect it. 

Well, cheers. 

 

HE TAKES A DRINK OF CIDER. 

 

MRS. CRUTCH, CHARITY, AND SPROUT ENTER, AS THE STREET 

WORKERS EXIT. THEY ARE ON THEIR WAY HOME; THEY ARE 

PUSHING SPROUT IN THE WHEELCHAIR. 

 

CHARITY: But I thought you said you had 

to work tonight, Mother. 

 

MRS. CRUTCH: Oh, they let me have the 

night off. It’s Christmas Eve, you know. 

 

SPROUT: And now we can be together all 

Christmas long! Isn’t it wonderful? 

 

CHARITY: But don’t we need the money? 

 

MRS. CRUTCH: Oh, Charity, of course we 

do. As long as the sun comes up, we’ll 

always need money. But it’s our first 

Christmas without your father, and I think 

it should be a happy one, don’t you? 

 

SPROUT: Of course it should be happy! 

Everyone ought to be happy at Christmastime. 
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MRS. CRUTCH: You’re absolutely right, 

Sprout. Oh, now where did I put the house 

key? It must be in one of these bags. . . 

 

CHARITY: Oh, Mother, do we have to go 

through this every time we come home from 

school? 

 

CHARITY HELPS MRS. CRUTCH RUMMAGE THROUGH THEIR BAGS, 

AND SPROUT CLIMBS OUT OF HIS CHAIR, TAKING A SHAKY 

STEP FORWARD. 

 

SPROUT: (AS HE’S GETTING UP) By next 

Christmas, I probably won’t have to ride 

around in this chair at all. The doctor 

says I’m getting stronger, you know. 

I’ll be able to run and jump and do 

everything. 

 

MRS. CRUTCH NOTICES SPROUT STANDING. 

 

MRS. CRUTCH: Sprout! What are you doing? 

Be careful! 

 

SPROUT: I can walk on my own! 

 

MRS. CRUTCH: Sparingly. The doctor said 

very sparingly, dear. Let’s not have an 

accident right before Christmas. 

 

SPROUT: But Mother- 

 

MRS. CRUTCH: (THAT MOTHERLY TONE) Yes, 

young man, is there something else you’d 

like to say? 

 

SPROUT: (SITTING BACK DOWN) No. . . . 

But I’m almost entirely better. By next 

Christmas I’ll be as good as new, right? 

 

THE LOOK ON MRS. CRUTCH’S FACE MAKES IT CLEAR THIS IS 

NOT EXACTLY THE DIAGNOSIS. 

 

MRS. CRUTCH: Of course, dear.  

 

HAVING FOUND THE KEY, MRS. CRUTCH PUSHES THE 

WHEELCHAIR OFF. CHARITY HAS BEEN LOOKING AT SPROUT 
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WITH SOME CONCERN. SHE STAYS BEHIND A MOMENT, LOOKING 

HEAVENWARD. 

 

CHARITY: God, I love Sprout so much. . . 

Please don’t let him die. Please. . . . . 

And Lord? Please forgive Emily Screw. She 

doesn’t have any friends, and everybody 

hates her, but. . .I know what it’s like 

to be alone. She’s all alone in that fancy 

life of hers. Please do something before. . . 

before it’s too late. 

 

CUE MUSIC: “EMILY’S ROOM” 

 

CHARITY EXITS. 

 

EMILY ENTERS, STORMING BACK AND FORTH IN HER ROOM. 

 

EMILY: It’s not fair. . .It’s not fair! 

Sending me to my room when it’s my 

birthday tomorrow! Christmas Day is 

all about me! Why don’t I ever get 

anything I want? 

 

SHE PICKS UP SOME OF HER TOYS AND STARTS THROWING THEM 

DOWN ANGRILY. 

 

EMILY: I hate my toys! I hate my life! 

That’s what you all get for not giving 

me exactly what I deserve! 

 

SHE PICKS UP A MARIONETTE PUPPET NAMED PICCADILLY. 

 

EMILY: I hate you worst of all, Piccadilly! 

I could never figure out how to pull your 

strings! 

 

CUE MUSIC: “THE TOYS ARE ALIVE” 

 

SHE THROWS THE PUPPET BACKSTAGE, AND WE HEAR AN 

“OOOH!” FROM BACKSTAGE. 

 

THIS STARTLES EMILY. 
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PICCADILLY: (OFF-STAGE, GROANING) Emily! 

What’d you have to go and do that for? 

 

PICCADILLY THE MARIONETTE (MATT KRAMER) SUDDENLY 

ENTERS, FULLY ALIVE AND HOLDING A PIECE OF FLUFF. 

EMILY IS SHOCKED AND TERRIFIED. 

 

PICCADILLY: Emily Screw! You knocked 

me stuffins out! You can’t keep throwing 

us toys around whenever you’re having a 

tantrum or we’re liable to start throwing 

you around, too!. . . .What’s wrong? It’s 

me! Piccadilly! Your puppet on a string. 

 

EMILY: This is a dream! This has to be 

a dream! 

 

PICCADILLY: Maybe it is. Then again maybe 

it’s not. But I’ll tell you one thing, 

Emily Screw. It’s payback time. 

 

CUE MUSIC: “THIS FOR THAT” 

 

PICCADILLY: Never thought that day would 

come, eh? 

 

It all starts with just a little tiny seed 

That you plant in the ground to grow 

It doesn’t seem much buried underneath the ground 

But suddenly before you know 

It grows itself into a very tall tree 

And that can make you happy or sad 

If it bears good fruit, then you got a good deal 

But you’re really in for it if it’s bad  

  

This for that 

And there’s nothing you can do about 

That for this 

‘Cause there’s no way you can miss 

What you sow is what you reap 

You’re gonna get it in the by-and-by 

That’s what the Book says and it really doesn’t lie  

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY (JEREME WOLFF) (WHO IS MISSING HIS 

RIGHT ARM), PATCHES THE RAG DOLL (MADISON FARIA), AND 

THE STARLIGHT GIRLS- CINNAMON (ASHLEY TONE), COCO 

(ELYSE JEWEL)- ENTER. 
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CAPTAIN VICTORY: 

It all starts with just a little bad deed 

That you do when nobody’s looking 

And so you keep it up, thinking it’s all good 

In reality, your consequence is cooking 

 

CINNAMON, COCO, CAPTAIN VICTORY, PATCHES: 

It grows itself into a very big mess 

And then you start to lose control 

‘Cause sowing and reaping will always work 

Right down to the saving of your soul  

 

PICCADILLY, CAPTAIN VICTORY, CINNAMON, COCO, PATCHES: 

This for that 

And there’s nothing you can do about 

That for this 

‘Cause there’s no way you can miss 

What you sow is what you reap 

You’re gonna get it in the by-and-by 

That’s what the Book says and it really doesn’t lie 

 

Jingle, jangle, oh, what a fright 

What a wicked way to spend your Christmas Eve tonight 

La la la la la-la-la-la 

 

EMILY: 

Somebody help me! 

 

CINNAMON AND COCO WRAP EMILY IN A CHRISTMAS RIBBON. 

 

PICCADILLY, CAPTAIN VICTORY, CINNAMON, COCO, PATCHES: 

This for that 

And there’s nothing you can do about 

That for this 

‘Cause there’s no way you can miss 

What you sow is what you reap 

You’re gonna get it in the by-and-by 

That’s what the Book says and it really doesn’t lie 

 

PICCADILLY: Merry Christmas, Emily, and 

a Happy New Year! 

 

END SONG. CINNAMON AND COCO UNWRAP THE RIBBON FROM 

AROUND EMILY. 
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PICCADILLY: All right, all right, court 

is now in session! The Honorable Piccadilly, 

that is I, presiding. Bring forth the 

accused. That’s you, Emily. And roll call! 

(READING) Captain Victory? 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: (SALUTING) Indeed, I 

am here! Captain Benedict Horatio Victory, 

in the service of Her Majesty the Queen, 

and as an officer of the British Army, 

I would like to- 

 

PICCADILLY: We are just doing the roll 

call, Captain. 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: Ah, yes, I see, I see, 

carry on, carry on. 

 

PICCADILLY: Thank you. Here we go now. 

Patches the rag doll? 

 

PATCHES: (GOING INTO SPLITS) Yes, I am 

here! And I’ve never had so much fun in 

all my life! 

 

PICCADILLY: Yes, playing courtroom is 

rather fun. And last but not least, the 

Starlight Girls. 

 

THE STARLIGHT GIRLS ENTHUSIASTICALLY STRIKE A POSE ONE 

BY ONE. 

 

CINNAMON: I’m Cinnamon! 

 

COCO: And I’m Coco! 

 

CINNAMON, COCO: And we’re the Starlight Girls! 

 

COCO: Batteries not included. 

 

CINNAMON: Yes, they are. 

 

COCO: No, they’re not. 

 

CINNAMON: Yes, they are! 

 

COCO: No, they’re not! 
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CINNAMON: It says so on the box now, 

Coco. 

 

COCO: Oh! My bad! Sorry, Cinnamon! 

 

CINNAMON: That’s okay, Coco! 

 

PICCADILLY: Uh, may we continue on, please? 

 

THE STARLIGHT GIRLS BOTH RESPOND WITH VARIOUS “OH, 

YEAH, TOTALLY, ETC.” 

 

PICCADILLY: Right. The trial of Emily 

Elizabeth Screw has begun! 

 

EMILY: This can not be happening to me! 

 

PICCADILLY: Captain Victory, you may proceed. 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: Thank you, Piccadilly! 

Emily Screw, you have been charged with 

being a selfish, spoiled, mean-spirited 

girl. How do you plead? Guilty, you say? 

Well, that’s for you to know and me to find 

out. Dash it all. I said it wrong. But we’ll 

have to let it go. 

 

HE WALKS/MARCHES UP AND DOWN THE CENTER AISLE AS HE 

CONTINUES. 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: We are here to condemn a 

young girl whose actions are too horrid 

for words. It has come to our attention 

that- 

 

HE POINTS AN ACCUSING FINGER AT EMILY. 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: You, Emily, are deserving 

of any and all punishment that we decide 

is necessary. (COMES BACK TO CENTER) And now 

I should like to call my first witness to 

the stand. Me! Captain Victory, please 

take the stand. 

 

HE STARTS PLAYING HIMSELF AS BOTH ATTORNEY AND 

WITNESS. 
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CAPTAIN VICTORY: Why, thank you, Captain. 

Where do you want me to take it?. .Ah! 

That was a jolly good one, Captain! I love 

courtroom humor. .Thank you, Captain, so 

do I. .Now, Captain, can you testify that 

Emily Screw is a selfish, spoiled young lady? 

. .Why, yes, Captain, I can. .Thank you, Captain! 

Case closed. 

 

PICCADILLY: Don’t you want to give any 

evidence? 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: Ah! Dash it all. Forgot 

about that bit. 

 

PICCADILLY: (INDICATING THE CAPTAIN’S MISSING 

ARM) What about your, um. . .you know. . . 

you’re, uh. . . . 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: Ah, yes, you’d like me 

to recount the tale of how I lost this timber 

fighting the Muggly Wugglies in the jungles 

of Timbuktoo! 

 

PICCADILLY: Well, no, wasn’t it Emily who 

pulled your arm off during one of her temper 

tantrums? 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: Well, I mean, I. . . . 

 

PICCADILLY: I didn’t mean to embarrass you, 

Captain. I only thought you might want to 

use it as evidence. 

 

CINNAMON: You pulled his arm off?! That 

is totally lame, Emily! 

 

COCO: He is just made of plastic, Cinnamon. 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: I beg your pardon! What 

I’m made of is my own business! 

 

PICCADILLY: Can we get back to the trial 

of Emily Screw? The point is, Captain, there 

is undeniable evidence in the general area 

of where your right arm used to be that 

Emily is a nasty, cruel-hearted girl. Patches, 
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do you have any evidence against the accused? 

 

PATCHES: (EXCITEDLY) Yes!! 

 

PATCHES HAPPILY STEPS FORWARD, CLEARLY ENJOYING 

PLAYING THE PART. 

 

PATCHES: (VERY OVERDRAMATIC) She is a cheat 

and a swindler, and I will go to the ends of 

the earth to see that she is condemned forever! 

Wa-ha-ha!. . .Can I do that again? (REPEATS HER 

PERFORMANCE) She is a cheat and a swindler, 

and I will go to the ends of the earth to see 

that she is condemned forever! Wa-ha-ha!  

  

PICCADILLY: Tony Award-winning, to be sure, 

but seriously, do you have any evidence?  

  

PATCHES: Yes! Emily Screw always throws me 

on the floor like a common rag doll!  

  

PICCADILLY: You are a common rag doll.  

  

PATCHES: Oh. . .Well, she doesn’t have to 

throw me! I’m a rag doll, not a. . . .a 

throw-me-around thing! (STICKS HER TONGUE 

OUT AT EMILY)  

 

PICCADILLY: That’s a good point there. 

Starlight Girls? Anything? 

 

CINNAMON: Oh, we’re cool with all this, 

Piccadilly. Emily’s a creep. Nothing more to 

be said. 

 

EMILY: This is unacceptable! You’re my 

toys! I can do whatever I like with you! 

I refuse to go on with this ridiculous 

trial, and there’s nothing you can do about 

it! 

 

CINNAMON: Oh, well, in that case, Merry 

Christmas, and, um. . .Happy Boxing Day! 

 

CINNAMON SHOVES EMILY INTO A LARGE PRESENT AND THE 

STARLIGHT GIRLS SHUT HER IN. 
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EMILY: What are you doing?! Let me out 

of here right now! I mean it! 

 

CINNAMON: There, that should hold her 

for a while, you guys. 

 

COCO: That practical joke was totally 

lit, Cinnamon! 

 

CINNAMON: Thanks, Coco. I thought so, 

too. 

 

PICCADILLY: Now wait a minute, you lot. 

We can’t just leave her in a Christmas 

present till Christmas morning, though 

heaven knows we all know what that feels 

like. But she ain’t a toy like us. Besides, 

that ain’t what we’re here to do. I don’t 

know whether this is a dream or not. It’s all 

kind of hazy now. But we got to go through with 

it all the same. Emily may be a spoiled little 

twit, but she’s our spoiled little twit, and 

she needs our help. . .before it’s too late. 

Right? Agreed? 

 

THE TOYS NOD. 

 

EMILY: If somebody doesn’t let me out 

in five seconds, I’m going to scream! 

 

CINNAMON: All right, chill down, ice cube. 

It was only a joke. . . 

 

CINNAMON LETS EMILY OUT OF THE PRESENT. EMILY EMERGES, 

FURIOUS. 

 

EMILY: Ooh! I’ve never been treated this 

way in my entire life! 

 

PICCADILLY: Yeah, I think that may be the 

problem. Now simmer down, little miss.  

Screaming and tantrums ain’t gonna do you 

no good this Christmas Eve, so you might as 

well cooperate for once. . . .You know what 

your trouble is? You don’t want to take no 

individual responsibility. Nowadays it’s all 

about relativity, ain’t it? I want to do whatever 
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I want to do, without no regrets, without no 

consequences. I don’t want anything in my life that 

might move me closer to the horrid realization that I 

am a desperate human being. You’re the perfect image 

of what’s wrong with this big wide world, Emily 

Screw. A deprived world that’s all but forgotten 

why a Savior had to be born. . .It’s time for you 

to start thinking, Emily! The decisions you’ve 

made, the people you’ve hurt. . .You ain’t the 

only miracle child what was born on Christmas 

Day, you know. It’s time for you to see. How 

one little Miracle Child forgave a world, just 

like you- a world completely undeserving of 

forgiveness. 

 

EMILY IS STANDING STILL, ARMS FOLDED, BUT LISTENING. 

 

PICCADILLY AND CAPTAIN VICTORY EXIT. 

 

CINNAMON: Hey, come on, lighten up, Emily! 

 

COCO: Yeah, it’s Christmas Eve! Tomorrow 

we celebrate the greatest day of the 

year! 

 

EMILY: I know, my birthday. 

 

COCO: Um, news flash, Emily! Christmas is 

about a whole lot more than just your 

birthday, right, Cinnamon? 

 

CINNAMON: You’re totally right, Coco. 

It’s about a Savior who came to save the 

entire world, and in honor of the King of 

Kings who humbly started life in the 

lowliest of places, it’s- 

 

CINNAMON, COCO: Starlight Karaoke Time! 

 

CUE MUSIC: “IT’S A TIME” 

 

EMILY SITS WITH PATCHES AS THE STARLIGHT GIRLS START 

TO SING. 

 

CINNAMON: 

It’s a time of joy 

It’s a time of redemption 
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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 

 

CINNAMON, COCO: 

Star of wonder, star of night 

Star with royal beauty bright 

Westward leading, still proceeding 

Guide us to Thy perfect light 
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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 

 

CINNAMON: 

Goodwill toward men 

 

END SONG. AS MUSIC CONTINUES, THE STARLIGHT GIRLS, 

EMILY, AND PATCHES ALL EXIT. 

 

THE ANGEL COMES OUT, AND FOLLOWING HER IS EMILY WITH 

CAPTAIN VICTORY AND PATCHES. 

 

POCKERS, CHECKERS, FLORA, AND DAISY ALSO ENTER, GOING 

ABOUT THEIR FINAL ROUTINES FOR THE EVENING. 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: Well, come along! This 

way, this way, we haven’t got all night. 

 

EMILY: I won’t be ordered about like 

this! I demand to know why I’ve been 

kidnapped by my own toys, and how much 

the ransom is, because my Daddy can- 

 

PATCHES STICKS A CHRISTMAS BOW IN EMILY’S MOUTH. 

 

PATCHES: Why don’t you wear a bow for 

Christmas, Emily? It really suits you! 

 

EMILY: (MUFFLED) I hadn’t finished! 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: Bow for Christmas! Jolly 

good one, Patches! Bow for Christmas! 

Well, well, at a loss for words now, 

are we? 

 

EMILY: (MUFFLED) Very funny. . . 
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CAPTAIN VICTORY: The reason is quite 

simple. We are here to show you the 

error of your ways. Nobody else can see 

you or hear you, so we’ll be able to look 

in on your entire life, Emily Screw. And 

what do you suppose we’ll find? The evening 

will tell. . . 

 

EMILY REMOVES THE BOW FROM HER MOUTH. 

 

EMILY: And just why do you have to show 

me the error of my ways? Have I done 

something wrong? 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: Have you done- (ROARS 

WITH LAUGHTER) My dear girl, in little 

more than a decade you have successfully 

failed to do anything right! 

 

EMILY: I’ll get you a new arm for Christmas, 

if that’s what this is all about. 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: Uh, yes, well, until that 

time, can we go with the “lost it fighting 

in the jungles of Timbuktoo” bit? As an 

officer in the service of Her Majesty’s 

army, you know. . . .Alas, I am a toy made 

of plastic. But you. . . .are flesh and blood. 

Created in the likeness of a King. You are 

like many others in this world- entitled,  

self-centered, and completely unaware of the 

disastrous life that lay ahead of you. 

 

PATCHES HANDS EMILY A COIN. 

 

PATCHES: The journey of a thousand miles 

starts with one step. So go on. Make a 

start. 

 

EMILY: And just what am I supposed to 

do with this? 

 

CUE MUSIC: “EMILY’S FIRST STEP” 

 

STANDING NEARBY ARE FLORA AND DAISY. CAPTAIN VICTORY 

AND PATCHES INDICATE TO EMILY THAT SHE OUGHT TO GIVE 

IT TO THE FLOWER GIRLS. 
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EMILY DOESN’T WANT TO, BUT SHE FINALLY GOES TO FLORA 

AND DAISY, HANDS THEM THE COIN, AND THEY GIVE HER A 

FLOWER IN RETURN. 

 

POCKETS: (TO CHECKERS, BUT KIND OF TO 

THE AUDIENCE, TOO) The road to salvation 

starts with one thing, Checkers. Giving. 

Giving up your ideas about what you 

thought life was all about. “Give and it 

shall be given”. That’s the only real way 

to get anything in this world. 

 

EMILY HAS HEARD THIS, TOO, AND IT IS A CURIOUS NEW 

IDEA TO HER. SHE LOOKS AT THE FLOWER IN HER HANDS. 

 

EMILY IS LOST IN THOUGHT AS SHE EXITS WITH CAPTAIN 

VICTORY AND PATCHES. THE STREET WORKERS EXIT. 

 

END OF ACT I 
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ACT II 

 

 

CUE MUSIC: “EVERY DAY IS CHRISTMAS” 

 

POCKETS, FLORA, CHECKERS, DAISY, PENELOPE, AND 

SAMANTHA ENTER. 

 

POCKETS, FLORA, CHECKERS, DAISY: 

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  

 

POCKETS, FLORA, CHECKERS, DAISY, PENELOPE, SAMANTHA: 

‘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  

 

FLORA, CHECKERS, DAISY: 

Every year we talk about 

The great Nativity 

We do the play at church 

And it’s, well, good as it can be 

 

POCKETS: 

But Jesus came to set us free 

He’s with us here and now 

So it’s more than just a manger scene 

 

CHECKERS: 

With a donkey and a cow  

 

POCKETS, FLORA, CHECKERS, DAISY, PENELOPE, SAMANTHA: 

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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CHECKERS, DAISY: 

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  

 

POCKETS, FLORA, CHECKERS, DAISY, PENELOPE, SAMANTHA: 

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 

 

END SONG. PENELOPE AND SAMANTHA MOVE TO THE SIDE BUT 

REMAIN ON STAGE. FLORA AND DAISY ALSO REMAIN ON STAGE. 

 

CHECKERS TURNS TO POCKETS. 

 

CHECKERS: Pockets, you’ve got to help 

me! Tomorrow’s Christmas and I’ve got 

to do something to impress Daisy! 

 

POCKETS: Got your eye on young Daisy 

now, have you? 

 

CHECKERS: Of course I do! She’s the most 

beautiful flower girl I’m ever going to 

find in all my life! 

 

POCKETS: You got plenty of time, mate. 

What’s the rush? 

 

CHECKERS: Well, in case you haven’t noticed, 

we’re not getting any younger, right?  

(VERY GROWN UP) A bloke like me has to 

think about the future. 

 

POCKETS: You certainly plan ahead, mate. 
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CHECKERS: Let me put it this way, “mate”. 

It’s never too early to plan for the 

future. Anything can happen, you know. 

As we all know, one sick rat brought in 

the entire Bubonic Plague! 

 

POCKETS: Good point. Well, all right, 

if you like Daisy so much, why don’t 

you go and talk to her? 

 

CHECKERS: I’ve tried! But I always get 

it wrong! 

 

POCKETS: Well, if she really likes you 

back, then that don’t matter. Now go. 

 

POCKETS PUSHES CHECKERS TOWARD DAISY. CHECKERS IS 

NERVOUS ABOUT THE IDEA. 

 

HE NERVOUSLY APPROACHES DAISY, NOT SURE ABOUT WHAT HE 

IS SUPPOSED TO TALK TO HER ABOUT. 

 

CHECKERS: Hi, Daisy! Um. . .I like your 

hair! It looks like. . . .boot polish. 

But in a good way! I mean, it’s the same 

color, and. . . . 

 

AWKWARD PAUSE. DAISY IS INSULTED. 

 

CHECKERS: I like that thing you’re wearing, 

Daisy. It looks like a bowl of porridge. 

Good porridge, I mean! Not that awful 

stuff you get down at the tavern!  

 

ANOTHER PAUSE. DAISY IS GETTING MORE AND MORE INSULTED 

BY THESE REMARKS. 

 

CHECKERS: I like your freckles. Or is that 

just dirt on your face? I can’t really 

tell- 

 

DAISY, FURIOUS, REMOVES HER SHAWL, GLARING AT 

CHECKERS. 

 

CHECKERS: (TERRIFIED) It’s the prettiest 

dirt I’ve ever seen! Honest! 
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DAISY: And as for you, Checkers, I think 

you’re the- 

 

SHE TAKES HER SHAWL AND BEGINS WHACKING HIM WITH EVERY 

WORD. 

 

DAISY: -dirtiest, filthiest, rottenest  

little lamplighter I’ve ever met in the 

whole of my life! 

 

CHECKERS: (SAME TIME, WITH EVERY WHACK) 

Aagh!! Aagh!! Aagh!! 

 

CHECKERS IS KNOCKED TO THE GROUND.  

 

DAISY: And for your information, I only 

put the best dirt on my face! 

 

DAISY STORMS OVER TO FLORA. POCKETS APPROACHES, 

AMUSED, AND HELPS CHECKERS UP. 

 

POCKETS: (TRYING NOT TO LAUGH) So how’d it go? 

 

CHECKERS: I don’t know! Was it something 

I said?! 

 

POCKETS PUSHES CHECKERS ALONG AND THEY EXIT. DAISY’S 

BEEN TELLING FLORA ABOUT IT. 

 

DAISY: And then he said my shawl looked 

like a bowl of porridge! I mean, really! 

 

FLORA: Well, it does rather look like 

porridge. 

 

DAISY: Flora! 

 

FLORA: What? I’ve always liked porridge! 

Listen, Daisy, Checkers is the sweetest 

lamplighter you’re ever going to find. 

He only wants to impress you because he 

likes you. 

 

THIS HASN’T OCCURRED TO DAISY. 

 

DAISY: Likes me?. . . .You really think 

so?. . . .Does he think I’m. . .pretty? 
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FLORA: Yes. I’ve heard him say so. 

A million times a day, as a matter of 

fact. 

 

DAISY IS FLATTERED BY THE THOUGHT; A LOWLY FLOWER GIRL 

DOESN’T USUALLY RECEIVE COMPLIMENTS. NOW SHE’S 

THINKING ABOUT CHECKERS DIFFERENTLY. 

 

DAISY: I’ve never had a young gentleman 

tell me I was pretty before. . . 

 

FLORA: Right, so instead of punching him 

in the face, try being a bit more civil. 

We’re flower girls, after all. 

 

FLORA AND DAISY EXIT. 

 

EMILY ENTERS WITH CAPTAIN VICTORY AND PICCADILLY. 

 

PICCADILLY: Well, here we are, Emily! 

Isn’t London amazing on Christmas Eve! 

Oh, I forgot. You’ve never noticed before 

because Christmas is all about Emily 

Screw, right? 

 

EMILY: Well, Christmas Day is my birthday, 

and I am the heiress to the Screw Estate. 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: The very fact that you 

cannot see the problem is the problem! 

Now stand still. Head up. Shoulders back. 

That’s it.  

 

PICCADILLY: Thank you, Captain. Now pay 

attention, young lady. I’ve got a little 

story to tell you. 

 

LORD AND LADY SCREW ENTER AS PICCADILLY NARRATES. 

 

PICCADILLY: You see, once upon a time, 

Emily Screw was just a tiny little baby, born 

on Christmas Day to Lord and Lady Screw. 

Yes, they did their best to train up their 

little girl in the way she should go, 

but I’m afraid little Emily was a bit 

too headstrong. She looked at all the 

properties, and businesses, and fortune, 
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and thought it was all for her.  

 

EMILY: For the one millionth time, I’m 

the heiress to the entire Screw Estate! 

It’s all mine! 

 

PICCADILLY: It is yours, to be sure. But 

it’s yours to give. That’s what you never 

learned, Emily. Life is about giving- your 

time, your friendship, your heart. “Give 

and it shall be given.” There’s another 

quotable from the Good Book for you. 

 

EMILY LOOKS AT HER PARENTS, WHO OF COURSE, CANNOT SEE 

HER. 

 

EMILY: (UPSET) Yes, I suppose it’s all 

my fault, then. Let’s forget about the 

fact that you two were always away, 

always going off to fancy dinner parties  

and leaving me all alone. 

 

LORD SCREW: (TO LADY SCREW) I just don’t 

see what all the fuss is about, dear. 

We’ve given her everything. All that 

an heiress could ever need! 

 

LADY SCREW: Everything except our time! 

Our attention! There’s more to being an 

heiress than just nice toys and fancy 

clothes. She has everything on the surface 

but nothing underneath. 

 

THIS PROVES EMILY’S POINT, AS FAR AS EMILY IS 

CONCERNED. 

 

EMILY: (TO PICCADILLY) Are you hearing 

this? 

 

PICCADILLY: Yeah, are you? (TURNS HER TO 

FACE PARENTS AGAIN) 

 

LORD SCREW: Well, but I mean, we. . . . 

we told her about Christmas. We told her 

the Nativity story. And we told her about 

the responsibilities of the Screw Estate. 
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LADY SCREW: I know, but she didn’t hear 

it. She didn’t hear it because she never 

listens. 

 

EMILY: (OUTRAGED) As if everything is 

my fault! 

 

PICCIDILLY: Well, crikey, Emily, that bit 

is your fault! You should have listened. 

All right, look, in all fairness, if you want 

to play the blame game, I suppose it’s both 

your faults. Yes, they indulged you too much. 

Said yes when they should have said no. Then 

again, the Good Book says to whom much is 

given, much is also required. You’ve been 

given a lot, Emily. You have a chance to make 

a difference in this world. From where you 

stand, you have the power to speak life into 

the lives of countless people. Oh, I pray to 

God above you don’t mess it up. Don’t waste 

it. Don’t waste the life you’ve been given. 

 

LADY SCREW WALKS TO ONE SIDE, THINKING. LORD SCREW 

REMAINS CENTER, THINKING THINGS OVER AND LOOKING VERY 

ANXIOUS. 

 

PICCADILLY: He just doesn’t know how to 

get inside your heart, Emily. Your mother 

does. That’s why she can’t be manipulated 

so easily. . . .We know you’re lonely, 

Emily. That’s why we always let you toss us 

about so much. We knew it weren’t personal.  

But I swear to you, if you think you deserve 

anything better than the blessings you’ve 

been given, the rest of your life is going to 

be miserable. It’s time for you to grow up and 

start thinking of others more than yourself. 

 

LORD AND LADY SCREW EXIT. 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: Indeed, Emily, if you 

carry on like this, you’ll have exactly 

the same amount of friends as you do now. 

And do let me see. That equals. . .none! 

 

EMILY: I do so have friends! 
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CAPTAIN VICTORY: Balderdash! 

 

EMILY: I do! 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: Tomfoolery! Poppycock! 

Uh, let’s see. . .Balderdash, tomfoolery, 

poppycock- well, that’s all the clichés 

I can think of at the moment, but if I 

come up with any more- 

 

EMILY: I have lots of friends, Captain. 

We’re the Screws. Everybody respects us. 

 

PENELOPE AND SAMANTHA, WHO HAVE REMAINED ONSTAGE, WALK 

PAST. 

 

SAMANTHA: But if we write an article 

in the school paper about how Emily got 

Erica Pendleton expelled, then we would 

expose her! Perfect tabloid moment! 

That’s what being a journalist is all 

about, right? 

 

PENELOPE: Look, Samantha, if we publish 

an article like that, she’ll get us both 

expelled!  

 

SAMANTHA: Oh, I hadn’t thought of that. 

That’d be rotten luck for us, wouldn’t 

it? 

 

PENELOPE: Yes, as a matter of fact, it 

would. So we ditch the article entirely, 

agreed? 

 

SAMANTHA: Agreed. (SIGHS) Why do we have 

to go to school with such a hideous 

monster?  

 

PENELOPE: At least she isn’t in our class. 

All her classmates absolutely hate her. 

They say she’s positively revolting. 

 

SAMANTHA: They’re right about that. Well, 

let’s not ruin our Christmas by talking 

about Emily Screw. What are you hoping 

to get tomorrow morning? 
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PENELOPE: (AS THEY HEAD OFF) Well, 

you know the new Droid 1000 phone 

everybody keeps talking about? Well. . . 

 

THEY HAVE EXITED. 

 

PICCADILLY: (AMUSED) Everybody respects 

the Screws, eh? If that’s respect, I hate 

to see what disrespect looks like. 

 

EMILY: (A LITTLE UNCERTAIN) Well, I. . . 

I didn’t mean them. But. . .well, what 

about Annie and Lottie? My personal 

maids! They like me! They’re paid to 

like me! 

 

ANNIE AND LOTTIE HAVE ENTERED. THEY ARE IN THE KITCHEN 

OF THE SCREW ESTATE. 

 

LOTTIE: The cider’s almost ready. I’ve 

just got to heat it up. 

 

ANNIE: (JOKING) Well, this is the finest 

Christmas Eve I ever did see! We get to 

spend it down here in the kitchen of 

the Screw Estate, while our nasty little 

troll of a mistress storms around in her 

bedroom. 

 

LOTTIE: And if she ever finds out that 

we call her a nasty little troll, we’ll 

lose our jobs, so stow it, Annie. 

 

ANNIE: The Screws will never fire us, 

Lottie! Who else wants to look after a 

ghastly little troll like Emily Screw? 

 

EMILY IS UPSET, BUT ALSO HURT TO DISCOVER WHAT HER 

MAIDS REALLY THINK OF HER, AS IF EMILY HAS NEVER 

ACTUALLY REALIZED THAT PEOPLE DON’T LIKE HER UNTIL 

NOW. 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: I say, Emily, is there 

something the matter with your eyes? 

That one appears to be leaking. 

 

EMILY: (BRUSHING HER EYE) No. . . . 
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PICCADILLY: (PATTING HER SHOULDER AND 

MOVING HER ASIDE) Hey, come on, now. 

So your social life kind of stinks. It 

ain’t the end of the world. 

 

PICCADILLY EXITS, AND EMILY AND CAPTAIN VICTORY MOVE 

TO THE SIDE, WATCHING ANNIE AND LOTTIE. 

 

LOTTIE: There’ll be a fifty pound note 

in the teapot before we ever get to have 

a Merry Christmas. Both our families 

drowning in debt. . . . 

 

ANNIE: But that’s why we have these jobs. 

To help pay off the debts. 

 

LOTTIE: Yeah, there’ll be a fifty pound 

note in the teapot when that happens, 

too. We’ll never be able to pay off the 

debts with the laughable salary we get. 

 

ANNIE: (GETTING PHILOSOPHICAL) Still, 

when you think about it, it’s a whole 

lot better than the first Christmas. 

That took place in a stable. At least we 

got a fire, and cider on the stove. 

 

CUE MUSIC: “IN MY SHOES” 

 

ANNIE: 

Sittin’ by the fireside on Christmas Eve 

Wonderin’ if anyone would ever believe 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE: 

While the world is roastin’ chestnuts 

Over the fire 

I’m still stuck as a maid for hire 

 

But I oughta be able 

I mean, Christ had it worse 

Bein’ born there in that stable 

 

ANNIE: 

He’s been in my shoes 

Knowin’ what it’s like to be alone 

Bein’ in my shoes 
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ANNIE, LOTTIE: 

Rejected and despised 

Can’t ruddy be surprised 

I gotta say I’m fine 

‘Cause His Christmas was a whole lot worse than mine 

 

LOTTIE: 

Sittin’ on the kitchen floor on Christmas Eve 

Bloody heck, it’s better than what Jesus received 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE: 

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 

 

ANNIE: 

He’s been in my shoes 

Knowin’ what it’s like to work below 

Bein’ in my shoes 

 

ANNIE, LOTTIE: 

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, AND THEY EACH TAKE A BIG SWIG OF HOT CIDER. 

IT’S TOO HOT, AS THEY’RE EXPRESSIONS INDICATE. 

 

LOTTIE: You made it too hot again, as 

usual! 

 

ANNIE: Me?! 

 

LOTTIE: (SIGHS) Oh, well, Merry Christmas, 

anyway. 
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ANNIE: Yeah. . . .You know. . .Even if 

our families lose everything, we’ll 

always be friends, right? That’s better 

than Christmas presents, anyway. 

 

ANNIE AND LOTTIE GIVE EACH OTHER A HUG, AND THEN EXIT. 

 

EMILY DIDN’T KNOW ANY OF THIS ABOUT ANNIE AND LOTTIE. 

 

EMILY: I get an awfully big allowance. 

I’ve. . .been meaning to share it with 

them. . .since their families need it 

so much. 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: A very good idea, indeed. 

But I must dash. Having tea with the 

Queen. Well, pretending to, anyway. 

Where are the Starlight Girls? 

 

EMILY: Oh, no, not them. 

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY EXITS AS CINNAMON AND COCO  

ENTHUSIASTICALLY ENTER, REPEATING: 

 

CINNAMON: I’m Cinnamon! 

 

COCO: And I’m Coco! 

 

CINNAMON, COCO: And we’re the Starlight 

Girls! 

 

EMILY: We know! Do you have to be so 

obnoxiously cheerful? 

 

CINNAMON: Well, it’s better than being 

a total grumpy-puss like you. 

 

COCO: I totally agree, Cinnamon! 

 

COCO: Thank you, Coco. 

 

CINNAMON: No prob, Cinnamon! 

 

EMILY: Well, I suppose you’re going to 

continue showing me how terrible and 

horrible I am. 
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CINNAMON: Yeah, totally! Why don’t we 

start with that sweet girl you always 

bully at school. Hmmm? What’s her name 

again? Charity Crutch! That’s it! 

 

EMILY: Charity Crutch? She lives on the 

East End of town. Her family is practically 

homeless. 

 

CINNAMON: Um, okay, so like, she’s not 

entitled to have a Merry Christmas, too? 

What are we saying here, Emily?  

 

COCO: Come on, you guys! Let’s see what 

Christmas looks like on the East End 

of London! 

 

EMILY: But, I don’t- 

 

THE STARLIGHT GIRLS MOVE EMILY TO THE SIDE AS MRS. 

CRUTCH, CHARITY, AND SPROUT (IN HIS WHEELCHAIR) ENTER. 

THEY ALL CARRY VARIOUS CHRISTMAS ITEMS. 

 

SPROUT: . . .But I get to open the last 

panel on the advent calendar this time. 

 

CHARITY: All right, all right, but you 

know it’s going to be the Nativity 

scene. That’s what it always is. 

 

SPROUT: Don’t spoil it, Charity! 

 

EMILY: Who’s he?  

 

CINNAMON: Charity’s little brother, of 

course. 

 

EMILY: But why is he so. . .different? 

 

CINNAMON: A nicer way of saying it is, 

why is he in a wheelchair? Because he’s 

very sick. Their mother works at one of 

your factories, Emily. And she spends 

nearly every penny on medical bills. 

I only hope she never loses her job. 

I mean, what would happen to Sprout if 

they couldn’t afford any medicine? 
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SPROUT HAS GOTTEN UP OUT OF THE WHEELCHAIR. HE IS 

LOOKING OUT THE WINDOW. CHARITY JOINS HIM. 

 

SPROUT: It’s a beautiful night. I think 

this is the best Christmas Eve we’ve 

ever had. 

 

CHARITY: You say that every Christmas 

Eve. 

 

MRS. CRUTCH NOW JOINS THEM. 

 

MRS. CRUTCH: Well, the point is, we’re 

together. It’s what your father would 

have wanted.  

 

MRS. CRUTCH HAPPENS TO NOTICE CHARITY’S ARM. 

 

MRS. CRUTCH: Charity, where did you get 

that bruise? 

 

CHARITY: Oh, um. . .at school. 

 

MRS. CRUTCH: Did you fall on the playground 

or something? I’ve told you to be careful. 

 

CHARITY: No. I don’t want to talk about 

it. 

 

SPROUT: It was probably Emily Screw. 

She’s always pushing Charity around. 

 

CHARITY: I said I don’t want to talk 

about it, Sprout! 

 

THE STARLIGHT GIRLS LOOK AT EMILY WITH DISAPPROVAL. 

 

CINNAMON: We know how she got that bruise, 

don’t we? The Starlight Girls don’t 

stand for bullying, Emily Screw. 

 

EMILY: I. . . .I’m sorry. 

 

CINNAMON: Yeah, you should be! Don’t you 

think Charity’s life is miserable enough 

without you pushing her around all the 

time? 
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BACK TO THE CRUTCHS: 

 

CHARITY: All right, look, the Screws 

own the factory you work at, Mother! 

If I don’t let Emily push me around, 

then she might get you fired. 

 

MRS. CRUTCH: (HUGGING CHARITY) Oh, 

darling, you know that would never 

happen. Now let’s stop all this 

gloominess and see if the cookies are 

ready in the oven. 

 

SPROUT: Yes! 

 

CHARITY HELPS SPROUT OUT OF THE WHEELCHAIR AND THEY GO 

TAKE A LOOK IN THE KITCHEN (STILL ONSTAGE). MRS. 

CRUTCH WAITS TILL THEY ARE OUT OF EARSHOT, THEN SIGHS 

HEAVILY, THE WEIGHT OF EVERYTHING SINKING IN AGAIN. 

 

MRS. CRUTCH: Dear Lord, give me strength. . . 

Give me strength. . . . .Oh, Peter, I 

miss you so much. . . . 

 

EMILY STEPS FORWARD. 

 

EMILY: Mrs. Crutch, I’m so sorry. I 

didn’t mean to hurt Charity. I had no 

idea about your family. . .I had no idea 

I was hated so much by so many people. . . . 

I had no idea about anything. 

 

CUE MUSIC: “LIVE/DEAR GOD” 

 

SPROUT: 

Everyday’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 be so big 

I may not be so tall 

But all that really matters 

Is that I lived at all  

  

Live every day 

Cherish every hour 

In all you do 
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Be thankful for the life you live 

No matter what kind of life it is 

 

SPROUT, MRS. CRUTCH, CHARITY: 

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 

 

THE CRUTCHS EXIT. THE MUSIC CONTINUES TO “DEAR GOD”, 

AS EMILY BEGINS TO THINK. THE STARLIGHT GIRLS EXIT. 

 

EMILY: 

All my life, guess I believed 

What I hear and what I see 

Was only meant for me 

Never thought to take a look and see 

Through Your eyes  

  

Dear God, if You’re real, can You hear me 

My name is Emily Screw 

Please don’t be mad at me 

I’ve been really, really bad 

If You hate me I understand 

I kind of hate me, too  

  

All I ask, all I pray 

Let me see the world through Your eyes  

  

Let me see the brokenhearted 

Let me understand their pain 

Show me how the poor in spirit 

Can find their gain 

Show me how to love someone who’s not like me 

‘Cause all I ask, all I pray 

Let me see the world through Your eyes 

 

END SONG. PICCADILLY HAS ENTERED. EMILY IS FINALLY 

SHAKEN. 

 

EMILY: It’s true, isn’t it? It’s all 

true. . .I’m a selfish, spoiled, mean- 

spirited girl. I’ve mistreated my family, 

my friends, my toys. . . .I should be 

punished. That’s what I get for not giving 

everyone exactly what they deserve. 
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PICCADILLY: Ah, but forgiveness is a very 

powerful thing. That’s what Christmas is 

all about, really. Forgiveness. 

 

EMILY: (AFTER A MOMENT) Who is He? The 

one I have to share my birthday with. 

Why do people pray to Him? What’s so special 

about being born in a manger? 

 

PICCADILLY: Your Mum and Dad told you, 

many years ago. Maybe now you’ll listen. 

 

CUE MUSIC: “MIRACLE CHILD” 

 

PICCADILLY EXITS. 

 

THE ANGEL ENTERS, WITH THE BABY IN THE MANGER, AND 

SETS THE MANGER IN THE CENTER. LORD AND LADY SCREW 

ENTER, SOON FOLLOWED BY THE STARLIGHT GIRLS. 

 

LORD & LADY SCREW: 

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, who died for my freedom 

You bought me a price that I could not pay 

Now you’re the King and it’s in Your name that I pray  

 

CINNAMON: 

In a manger so small lay a sweet baby boy  

One Child, one God  

  

COCO: 

Never thought such an unforeseen birth 

Would shake up all the earth  

 

CINNAMON, COCO: 

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 
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LORD SCREW: 

In a faraway place in the dark of the night 

 

LADY SCREW: 

One star, one Child 

 

END SONG. LORD AND LADY SCREW EXIT. THE STARLIGHT 

GIRLS REMAIN ON STAGE. 

 

THE STREET WORKERS AND PICCADILLY ENTER. THEY ARE ALL 

STILL, STARING FORWARD, AS THEY RECITE THE REST OF THE 

CHRISTMAS STORY: 

 

PICCADILLY: 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. 

 

POCKETS: And Mary brought forth her 

firstborn Son, and wrapped Him in clothes 

and laid Him in a manger. There weren’t no 

room for Him in the inn. 

 

CHECKERS: And the angel of the Lord appeared 

to the shepherds in the field, saying “Do 

not be afraid.” 

 

DAISY: There is born to you today in the 

city of David a Savior, who is Christ the 

Lord. 

 

FLORA: And a multitude of angels sang “Glory 

to God in the highest, and on earth peace, 

goodwill toward men.” 

 

PICCADILLY: The atonement for human sin 

was blood, so thirty-three years later the 

Savior would die on a cross, paying the price 

for human sin, and reconciling Himself to 

the world. 

 

POCKETS: His forgiveness is available to 

anyone who believes in Him, to anyone who 

calls on His name. 

 

DAISY: Jesus, the Miracle Child, who was, and 

is, and always will be, King of all Kings. 
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EMILY IS ON THE VERGE OF TEARS; AN AWAKENING HAS 

HAPPENED ON THE INSIDE OF HER. SHE CAN HARDLY MOVE. 

 

THE STREET WORKERS EXIT. 

 

EMILY: But why?. . .Why would He ever 

forgive someone like me, after all the 

bad things I’ve done? 

 

PICCADILLY: Because He loves you. You have 

the privilege of being made in the image 

of a King. The honor of being a joint heir 

to a royal kingdom. . .And that King of 

Kings came to this world to forgive selfish, 

spoiled, mean-spirited Emily Screw, and 

the rest of humankind what was just as 

undeserving of forgiveness. 

EMILY BEGINS TO CRY. 

 

PICCADILLY: But forgiveness is what you 

got all the same.  

 

CINNAMON PUTS HER ARM AROUND EMILY, AND EMILY, CRYING, 

HUGS CINNAMON. CAPTAIN VICTORY AND PATCHES ENTER AND 

JOIN THEM. 

 

EMILY: So what happens now? What if this 

is all just a dream? What if I wake up 

and nothing changes?  

 

PICCADILLY: If nothing changes, then I’m 

afraid things are going to take a ghastly 

turn for the worse. 

 

CINNAMON: You’ll become the terror of 

London, Emily.  

 

CAPTAIN VICTORY: Indeed, Lord and Lady 

Screw will spend so much money trying to 

correct your rebellious behavior that the 

estate will begin to shrink. 

 

PICCADILLY: Businesses and factories begin 

to close, including the factory where Mrs. 

Crutch works. 

 



81 
 

MRS. CRUTCH AND CHARITY SADLY ENTER, CARRYING FLOWERS, 

AS IF THEY ARE GOING TO PUT THEM ON A GRAVE. THEY SET 

THEM IN THE CENTER. 

 

PICCADILLY: Without a job, the Crutchs are 

unable to pay the medical bills, and without 

medical support, I’m afraid Sprout will. . . 

 

MRS. CRUTCH AND CHARITY EXIT. EMILY PICKS UP THE 

FLOWERS. 

 

EMILY: Will die. . . .(HORRIFIED) How 

could I be responsible for something like 

that? 

 

PICCADILLY: Life itself is a great 

responsibility, no matter how old or young 

you are. The choices you make today can 

change the entire course of the future. 

For you, and everyone around you. 

 

EMILY THINKS ABOUT OTHERS AROUND HER. 

 

EMILY: What about Annie and Lottie? 

 

PICCADILLY: Oh, one day Annie makes you 

so upset that you fire both of them.  

 

ANNIE AND LOTTIE ENTER, CARRYING A FEW POSSESSIONS AND 

LEAVING THE HOUSE IN DISGRACE. 

 

PICCADILLY: She thought there was no way 

they could lose their jobs, but was she 

wrong about that. They wind up in a 

homeless shelter on the East End with the 

rest of their families, having lost 

everything to their debts. 

 

ANNIE AND LOTTIE EXIT. 

 

PICCADILLY: And Emily Screw grows up 

in all luxury and splendor. In the years 

to come, the family fortune is passed to 

her and she spends it on cars and silks 

and expensive vacations, until her life and 

her fortune are spent, and all hope of 

salvation is lost. 
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EMILY: And that’s what my life will be? 

 

PICCADILLY: That’s what anyone’s life will 

be, anyone who don’t come to a knowledge 

of the truth. 

 

EMILY: (LOOKING UPWARD) The Miracle Child. . . 

The King of Kings. . . .You’re the only one 

who can help me. . . 

 

CUE MUSIC: “EMILY’S SALVATION” 

 

THE TOYS EXIT, AS EMILY REMAINS STARING HEAVENWARD. 

 

EMILY: Please help me!. . .Please 

forgive me!. . . . .Oh, God, I’m 

so sorry! 

 

EMILY GETS ON HER KNEES, BURYING HER HEAD IN HER 

HANDS. 

 

THE ANGEL RETURNS, TOUCHING HER. EMILY THEN FALLS 

ASLEEP ON THE FLOOR. THE ANGEL EXITS AS THE MUSIC 

ENDS, AND IMMEDIATELY ANNIE ENTERS, DOING HER USUAL 

MORNING ROUTINE. 

 

ANNIE: Rise and shine, Miss Emily.  

 

EMILY AWAKENS WITH A START. 

 

ANNIE: I brought you your hot chocolate, 

and yes, I did put exactly a pinch of 

sugar in it, the way you like it. No 

need to thank me, and I’m sure you won’t, 

anyway. 

 

EMILY HAS STOOD UP, ALERT, ALIVE, AND EXCITED, A NEW 

EMILY FROM THE NIGHT BEFORE! 

 

EMILY: Annie! I’m so glad to see you! 

 

EMILY, OVERJOYED, RUSHES FORWARD AND HUGS ANNIE. 

 

ANNIE: (FREAKED OUT) Agh! 
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EMILY: (BURSTING WITH EXCITEMENT) Merry 

Christmas, Annie! I have a present for you 

and Lottie! Why don’t you have that hot 

chocolate instead? There’s so much to do! 

It’s Christmas morning! 

 

EMILY RUSHES OUT EAGERLY.  

 

EMILY: (AS SHE EXITS) Mother! Daddy! 

 

ANNIE IS SHOCKED AND DISTURBED BY THIS, AND OF COURSE 

COMES TO THE CONCLUSION THAT- 

 

ANNIE: (RACING OUT) Lottie! Quick! 

She’s gone stark raving mad!!! 

 

EMILY RETURNS. 

 

EMILY: Mother! Daddy! 

 

LORD AND LADY SCREW ENTER. 

 

LORD SCREW: Now what is all this 

screaming and shouting so early in 

the- 

 

EMILY: Merry Christmas! 

 

SHE THROWS HER ARMS AROUND LADY SCREW. BOTH PARENTS 

ARE SURPRISED, AND CONFUSED, HAVING FULLY EXPECTED HER 

TO BE CROSS FROM THE EPISODE LAST NIGHT. 

 

EMILY: I love you, Mother! I love 

you so much! 

 

LADY SCREW: Well, I. .I love you, too, 

dear, but. . .Do you have a fever? 

(FEELS EMILY’S HEAD) 

 

EMILY THEN RACES TO LORD SCREW AND HUGS HIM. 

 

EMILY: I love you, Daddy. Thank you 

so much, for everything! I’ll appreciate 

it forever and a day! 

 

LORD SCREW: My dear, what. . .what’s 

gotten into you? 
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EMILY: The Miracle Child. He’s real. 

He’s brought me to life for the very 

first time. . . .Now come on, you two! 

We have so much to do! 

 

EMILY RACES OUT AGAIN. 

 

LORD SCREW: (TO LADY SCREW) This is all 

very alarming, dear. What do you suppose 

happened? 

 

LADY SCREW: (AFTER A MOMENT) A miracle. 

 

LORD SCREW: Well, I say, they didn’t talk 

about that in the parenting books. 

THEY TURN AND HURRY AFTER EMILY. 

 

LADY SCREW: Emily, dear, don’t go outside 

without your coat! 

 

THEY EXIT. ANNIE AND LOTTIE ENTER, WITH ANNIE IN A 

PANIC, HAVING JUST TOLD LOTTIE EVERYTHING. EMILY 

ENTERS FROM THE OTHER SIDE. 

 

LOTTIE: Now get a hold of yourself, 

Annie! It’s probably nothing! There’ll 

be a fifty pound note in the teapot 

before anything exciting happens around- 

 

LOTTIE GASPS WHEN SHE SEES EMILY, SMILING PLEASANTLY 

AT THEM. 

 

LOTTIE: (NOW SHE’S PANICKED, TOO) She’s 

smiling at us. . . 

 

ANNIE: I know. . . . 

 

LOTTIE: We’ll try to keep her calm. Now 

don’t worry, Emily! Annie and Lottie are 

going to look after you! 

 

ANNIE: Now you be a good little girl 

while we call the paddy wagon! 

 

EMILY: Look, I know you think I’m crazy, 

but. . . .could you get me some tea? 
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LOTTIE: Oh! Tea! Right! Absolutely! 

Now just stay calm, Emily! 

 

LOTTIE RUSHES TO THE TEAPOT, AND LOOKS INSIDE. 

 

LOTTIE: Blimey! There’s a fifty pound 

note in the teapot! 

 

EMILY: It’s my allowance money. I want 

you to have it, for your families. . . . 

Maybe we can be friends from now on. I 

promise I won’t be a nasty little troll. 

 

EMILY EXITS. ANNIE AND LOTTIE ARE IN STUNNED SILENCE. 

 

LOTTIE: Fifty blinkin’ pounds. 

 

ANNIE: You know, I never thought she 

was such a bad girl. 

 

THEY LAUGH IN EXCITEMENT AT THIS SUDDEN CHANGE OF 

EVENTS, AND THEY TURN TO LEAVE. 

 

LOTTIE: Wait! How’d she know about “nasty 

little troll”? 

 

CUE MUSIC: “CHRISTMAS MORNING” 

 

PENELOPE AND SAMANTHA ENTER, EXCHANGING GIFTS WITH ONE 

ANOTHER.  

 

POCKETS, DAISY, AND FLORA ENTER, GOING ABOUT THEIR 

MORNING ROUTINES. 

 

MRS. CRUTCH, CHARITY, AND SPROUT (IN THE WHEELCHAIR) 

ENTER. EMILY IS TALKING TO THEM, AND HAS GIVEN THEM 

PRESENTS, MUCH TO CHARITY’S SURPRISE. WHEN THE MUSIC 

ENDS: 

 

MRS. CRUTCH: (HOLDING A LETTER) Your 

father is promoting me to assistant 

manager of the entire factory? 

 

EMILY: That’s right, Mrs. Crutch. It’s 

twice the salary and it has full medical 

coverage. 
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MRS. CRUTCH IS ALMOST IN TEARS. 

 

MRS. CRUTCH: I. . .I don’t know what 

to say. . . .Thank you, dear. 

 

SHE HUGS EMILY. 

 

CHARITY: Emily. . .why would you do 

that for us? 

 

EMILY: Because I want to be friends, and 

I’ve got an awful lot of catching up to 

do. 

 

CHARITY: That’s funny, because. . .I 

prayed for you last night. 

 

EMILY: (AFTER A MOMENT) I know. . . 

 

SHE TURNS TO SPROUT. 

 

EMILY: You can walk, can’t you? 

 

SPROUT: Of course I can! (STANDING UP) 

Used to, the doctor wouldn’t let me do 

it at all. But these days I’m walking 

a great deal! 

 

EMILY: Do you think you’re strong 

enough to walk a little further? 

 

SPROUT: I think so. . . 

 

CUE MUSIC: “EMILY AND THE CRUTCHS” 

 

EMILY HELPS TO LEAD SPROUT OFF. 

 

SPROUT: You used to be bad, didn’t you? 

 

EMILY: Yes, I most certainly did. . . 

 

MRS. CRUTCH TAKES THE WHEELCHAIR AND SHE AND CHARITY 

FOLLOW EMILY AND SPROUT OUT. 

 

PENELOPE AND SAMANTHA HAVE WITNESSED THIS WHOLE SCENE, 

QUITE SHOCKED. THEY EAGERLY START WRITING IT ALL DOWN, 
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AND HURRY AWAY TO DISCUSS THIS SUDDEN NEW STORY FOR 

THE SCHOOL PAPER. 

 

AS THE MUSIC ENDS, POCKETS APPROACHES FLORA. DAISY IS 

ON THE LOOKOUT FOR CHECKERS, CLEARLY READY TO BE MORE 

CIVIL TO HIM NOW THAT SHE KNOWS HE LIKES HER SO MUCH. 

 

POCKETS: I’m afraid I can’t afford to 

get you anything very fancy this 

Christmas, Flora. But I can take you 

to The Frog and Peach for a minced pie. 

 

FLORA: Thank you, Pockets, but I don’t- 

 

POCKETS: Accept charity, right. Don’t 

think of it as charity. Just. . .between 

you and me, if you like. 

 

FLORA CATCHES HIS EYE AND CATCHES HIS MEANING, AND 

SMILES. 

 

FLORA: Very well. 

 

CHECKERS COMES RUNNING IN, RACING TO DAISY AND HOLDING 

A SMALL FLOWER. HE DOES NOT KNOW THAT IT IS MISTLETOE. 

 

CHECKERS: Daisy! I found this flower 

hanging over a doorway and thought you 

might like to have it for Christmas! 

 

DAISY IS DELIGHTFULLY SURPRISED BY THE GIFT, KNOWING 

THAT IT’S MISTLETOE AND THE TRADITION OF KISSING UNDER 

THE MISTLETOE, AND SHE ASSUMES CHECKERS KNOWS THAT, 

TOO. 

 

DAISY: Oh! Checkers, I don’t know 

what to say!. . .All right. Yes, you 

may, but just a tiny one on the cheek. 

That’s about all we ought to do at our 

age, you know. 

 

CHECKERS: What are you talking about? 

It’s a lovely flower, don’t you think? 

I don’t know what kind it is, though. 

 

POCKETS: (LEANS OVER TO CHECKERS ON HIS 

WAY OUT) That’s mistletoe, mate. 
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POCKETS AND FLORA HEAD OUT. 

 

CHECKERS: Oh. . .(THEN REALIZES) What?!! 

Wait a minute! Pockets, I- 

 

HE LOOKS AT DAISY, HORRIFIED. 

 

CHECKERS: You thought that I. . .I didn’t 

know it was. . . .Uh, well, blimey, I’d, 

uh, better be on my way. . . . 

 

CUE MUSIC: “CLOSING” 

 

DAISY, REALIZING THAT CHECKERS DIDN’T KNOW WHAT IT 

WAS, NOW LOOKS DISAPPOINTED AND EMBARRASSED. CHECKERS 

STARTS HEADING OFF, NOT KNOWING WHAT TO DO. 

 

BUT AFTER A MOMENT, CHECKERS HURRIES BACK ON, HURRIES 

UP TO DAISY, GIVES HER A QUICK KISS ON THE CHEEK, AND 

RACES BACK OUT! 

 

DAISY IS SURPRISED, THEN DELIGHTED, AND SHE TAKES HER 

FLOWERS AND HURRIES OFF AFTER THE GROUP. 

 

 

END BOWS. 

 

 

 


