
2 THE BEST CHRISTMAS PAGEANT EVER 

and good feelings. But old Charlie told the real truth
No Herdmans! 

(Spotlight ojJBETH. HERDMANS exit stage 'left. 
Curtain rises on living room/ dining room set. 
There is a tabl,e and four chairs stage right; a door 
upstage right center; a sofa, lounge chair, end 
tabl,es, one with telephone, stage 'left. As curtain 
rises, MOTHER, FATHER, and CHARLIE enter 
through the door. BETH moves back to join them. 
They are returning from church, and all except 
BETII wear coats. FATHER has a newspaper under 
his arm. CHARLIE speaks as he enters.) 

CHARLIE. I don't care what everybody else said, that's what 
they really thought. All that other stuff is okay but the 
main good thing about church is that the Herdmans 
aren't there, ever. (CHARLIE drops his coat on sofa.) 

FATIIER. (taking his coat off) That's not a very Christian 
sentiment, it seems to me. 

MOTHER. (collecting the coats) It's a very practical sentiment. 
Charlie was black and blue all last year because he had 
to sit next to Leroy Herdman in school. (She exits to 
hang up the coats.) 

FATHER. Is he the worst one? Leroy? 

CHARLIE. They're all the worst one. 

BETH. Ralph's the biggest, so if Ralph gets you ... 

CHARLIE. That doesn't make any difference. Gladys isn't 
big, but she's fast, and she's mean, and she bites. 

FATHER. I'm sorry I asked. Just stay away from all of them. 

CHARLIE. That's what I said. Stay away from them. Go to 
church. 

MOTHER. (as she enters) I'm glad to hear you feel that way. 

CHARLIE. (suspicious) Why? 

MOTHER. No arguments this year about the Christmas 
pageant. 

CHARLIE. I don't want to be a shepherd again! 

MOTHER. Tell Mrs. Armstrong you want to be a Wise Man. 
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CHARLIE. I don't want to be in it! 

MOTHER. Everybody's in it. Think how I'd feel sitting there 
on Christmas Eve, if my own children weren't in the 
pageant. Think how your father would feel. 

(There is a moment of suence, as everyone woks 
at FATHER, knowing exactly how he feels on this 

subject.) 

You'd feel terrible, wouldn't you, Bob? 

FATHER. Well ... actually, I didn't plan to go. 

( as MOTHER starts to protest) 

You know how crowded it always is, they can use my 
seat. I'll just stay home, put on my bathrobe, relax ... 
There's never anything different about the Christmas 
pageant. 

MOTHER. There's going to be something different this 
year. 

FATHER. What? 

MOTHER. Charlie's going to wear your bathrobe. (She exits 

into kitchen.) 

FATHER. ( calls after her) You just thought that up, Grace! 

BETH. (to CHARLIE) Why don't you be Joseph? Elmer 
Hopkins'll pay you a dollar to be Joseph, (to FATHER) 
Elmer's sick of being Joseph all the time just because 
his father's the minister. Nobody wants to be Joseph. 

CHARLIE. Nobody wants to be in it! 

FATHER. (to BETH) What are you going to be this year? 

BETH. I'm always in the angel choir. 

FATHER. Well, why can't Charlie be in the angel choir? 

CHARLIE. Because I can't sing! 

FATHER. From what I've heard in the past, that's not a 
serious drawback. Away In A Manger always sounds to 
me like a closetful of mice. 

CHARLIE. (to BETH) What do you wear in the angel choir? 

BETH. Bedsheets. 
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THE BEST CHRISTMAS PAGEANT EVER 21 

LEROY. I'd send the angel after him. She could just point 
her electric finger and turn him into a pile of ashes. 

GLADYS. (happily)Yeh! ... Zap! 

OUJE. What's the name of this play? She never said. 

CLAUDE. Christmas pageant. 

OUJE. That's no name. That's what it is. 

GLADYS. I know a name! ... I know a name! I'd call it ... 
Revenge at Bethlehem! 

(Spotlight offHERDMANS: Up on BE1H, stage 
right.) 

BEm. Revenge at Bethlehem! The Herdmans thought 
the Christmas story came right out of the F.B.I. files! 
At least they picked out the right villain-it was Herod 
they wanted to gang up on and not the baby Jesus. But 
the baby Jesus quit the pageant anyway. It was supposed 
to be Eugene Slocum, but Mrs. Slocum said she wasn't 
going to let Imogene Herdman get her hands on him. 
So we didn't have a baby Jesus, and that bothered my 
mother. She kept trying to scratch up a baby ... even at 
the last rehearsal. 

(Spot off BEm. Curtain up on church scene. 
Children are assembling for the rehearsal, in 
a motley assortment of costumes. MOTIIER is 
counting noses, so to speak. BETH and ALICE meet 
downstage. AI.JCE is writing in a small notebook. 
They are, by this time, on somewhat testy terms
ALICE constantly on the attack, BE1H on the 
defense.) 

BETH.What do you keep writing in that book? 
AI.JCE. It's .. .like a diary. 
BEm. (snatches the book and reads) It is not. It's all about the 

Herdmans. (reads aloud) Imogene curses and swears all 
the time. Ralph talks about sexy things. Mrs. Bradley ... 
(gives ALICE a fierce look) ... Mrs. Bradley called Mary 
pregnant ... (if looks couul kill) ... Gladys Herdman drinks 
communion wine ... It isn't wine, it's grape juice. 
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ALICE. I don't care what it is, she drinks it. I've seen her 
three times with her mouth all purple. They steal, 
too-if you shake the birthday bank it doesn't make 
a sound, because they stole all the pennies out of it. 
And every time you go in the ladies' room the whole 
air is blue, and Imogene Herdman is sitting there in 
the Mary costume, smoking cigars! 

BETH. ( angry) And you wrote all this down? What for? 

ALICE. (nose to nosewithBE'IH) For my mother and Reverend 
Hopkins and the Ladies Aid Society and anybody else 
who wants to know what happened when the whole 
Christmas pageant turns out to be a big mess! 

MOTHER. All right, everyone, let's get quiet. Beth, will you 
and Alice please come up here so we can get started. 
Now, this is our last rehearsal, and we're going to ... 

(MRS. MCCARTHY enters in apron, carrying a 
baking pan.) 

MRS. MCCARTHY. Grace, I just wanted to tell you that 
we're all back in the kitchen making applesauce cake. 
We'll try not to bother you ... I guess this is your dress 
rehearsal. 

MOTHER. (gf,ances at the uncostumed cruwd) It's supposed to 
be ... Oh, Edna ... didn't I hear that your niece had a 
baby a month or so ago? ... A little girl? 

MRS. MCCAIITHY. (pleased and proud) Yes! She's five weeks 
old, and ... 

MOTHER. Well, I wonder how it would be if I were to call 
your niece and ask ifwe could borrow ... 

(MRS. MCCAIITHY, seei,ng the lay of the land and 
not liking it, leaps in.) 

MRS. MCCARTIIY. Grace ... No! I could make up some lie 
and tell you the baby's sick or cranky or something, 
but the truth is that she's perfectly healthy and happy 
and beautiful, and we all want her to stay that way. So 
we're certainly not going to hand her .over to Imogene 
Herdman. Sorry, Grace. 

(MRS. MCCARTIIY leaves.) 
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MBS. MCCAKI'HY. (stops) Who was the baby Jesus? 

MBS. SLOCUM. Why, it was a doll. 

MBS. MCCARTHY. Oh, I don't think so, Inna. That was no 
doll. 

MBS. SLOCUM. Well ... It did seem real. 

(They exit.) 

(spot up on BETH, downsta� right.) 

BEI'H. It did seem real, as if it might have happened just 
that way. We all thought the pageant was about Jesus, 
but that was only part of it. It was about a new baby, 
and his mother and father who were in a whole lot of 
trouble-no money, no place to go, no doctor, nobody 
they knew. And then, arriving from the East-like my 
uncle from New Jersey--some rich friends. 

(The curtain opens behind her. FATHER /,oaks out, 
a,s if hes the one who pulled the curtain, and crosses 
to meet MOTHER, who enters from the opposite 
side. She is smiling and is ouviously p'leased with 
the pageant, the HERDMANS, and herself. He hugs 
her and they have a conversation which we don't 
hear, but can surmise-they are talking about the 
surprise success of the who/,e thing, about GLADYS, 
n,bout the balky baby angels, about the ham. As 
they talk they gather up shepherds' crooks, hymn 
books, abandoned pi,eces of costumes, and then 
/,eave together. BETH s speech i5 simultaneous with 
this action.) 

BETH Because of the Herdmans, it was a whole new story
Imogene, burping the baby, and the Wise Men bringing 
such a st:nsible present. After all, they couldn't eat 
frankincense! And even Gladys-"He's in the barn.Go 
see him" ... So the shepherds didn't have to stumble 
around all over the countryside. 

(Behind her, IMOGENE enters, looks around the 
empty stage, then -fays the doll in the manger and 
ka:ues.) 
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But I guess it wasn't like that for Imogene. For her, 
the Christmas pageant turned out to be all wonder 
and � as if she jnst caught on to what Christmas 
was all abouL When it was over we had a party in the 
basement, but the Herdmans didn't stay. They didn't 
have any cocoa and they didn't walk off with all the 
cookies, and they wouldn't even take their candy canes.

(Behind her MOTHER andFATBER. and CHARLIE 
en'ler. About to close up and go home. FATHER is 
wearing his bathrobe. BE1H moues back to join 
them.) 

FATHER. I guess that's about it. Any kids left downstairs? 

MOTHER. No, everyone's gone ... You know you have your 
bathrobe on. You aren't going to wear it, are you? 

FATHER. Why not? Maybe people will think I was a 
shepherd. I wouldn't mind being taken for a shepherd 
in this Christmas pageant. 

CHARLIE. Yes, you would! When it was over some lady came 
up and hugged me because I was a shepherd ... Should 
I bring this ham? 

MOTHER. It's the Herdmans' ham from their welfare 
basket ... but they wouldn't take it back. Leroy said, "It's 
a present. You don't take back a presenL" 

CHARLIE. Leroy said that? They must hate ham. 

BETH. You and Alice Wendlekenl 

FATHER. ••• What about the lights? 

MOTHER. They're on a timer. They go off at midnight. 

FATHER. That's not far away. (looks at his watch, and then at 
the others) ... It's almost Oiristmas. 

(We hear, offstage, the sound of carillon bells.) 

MOTHER. ... Almost Oiristmas, kids. 

BETH . ... Almost Christmas, Oiarlie. 

( Lights dim: Candles still on, as they reach out 
to each other, to touch hands, to draw together. 
We hear [with the bells and rising abuoe them] a 
reprise of lines ftvm the pageant, spoken by different 
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