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IMOGENE, CLAUDE and OLLIE start across the 
stage t.o do likewise. To Jorest,oJJ, o:ny mayhem.) 

Well, let's make some room there, for the Herdmans. 

(A T,ot ·of room is made, like the parting of the &d 
Sea, and the HERDMANS occufry thefr space.) 

MOTHER. Now what happened to Beverly? 
Gl.ADYS. I think she went home. I think she got sick. 
MOTHER. Did she say she was sick? 
Gl.ADYS. She just left. All I did was, I just said "Hi; Beverly" ... 

and she just left 
MOTHER. I see. Well, will someone please tell Beverly 

about the rehearsals? ... The next four Wednesdays, 
after school. Plan to be here for every one. 

ELMER. What if we get sick? 
MOTHER. You won't get sick. Of course, Mary and Joseph 

must ahsolut,ely come to every rehearsal ... 
ELMER. What if they get sick? 
MOTHER. They won't get sick either, Elmer. 
ELMER. Well, Beverly got sick and we didn't even start yet 
MOTHER. We don't knuw that Beverly got sick. Now, I want 

you to think about Mary ... We all know what kind of 
person Mary was. She was quiet and gentle and kind, 
and the girl who plays Mary should try to be that kind 
of person. Who would like to volunteer for that part? 

(Everyone l.ooks at ALICE, but it is IMOGENE who 
raises her hand.) 

Did you have a question, Imogene? 

IMOGENE. No, I want to be Mary ... and Ralph, over there, 
he wants to be Joseph. 

RALPH. Yeh, right 
MOTHER. Oh. Well ... Well, I'll just make a list of volunteers 

for these parts and then we'll all decide who it should 
be. (writes on her clipboard) Ralph Herdman. Now, who 
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else would like to be Joseph? ... Did you raise your 
hand, Elmer? 

ELMER. No. 

MO'IHER. Just raise your hands, please, any volunteers ... 
Any of you shepherds? (Her eye falls on CHARLIE, who 
makes every effurt to seem invisible.) Very well ... Ralph 
Herdman will be our Joseph. Now, Imogene has 
volunteered to be ... (Tiny break here, as if she can hardly 
bear to connect IMOGENE with Mary.) ... Mary. I'll just 
write that down ... What other names can I put on my 
list? .. Janet? ... Roberta? ... Alice, don't you want to 
volunteer? 

AI.JCE. (chokingitout)No, I don't want to. 

GIADYS. I'll be Mary! 

IMOGENE. Shut up, Gladys. I'm already Mary. You be a 
Wise Man. 

MOTHER. Well, the Wise Men are usually boys. Of course, 
they don't have to be, and we could ... 

LEROY. I'll be a Wise Man! 

OLLIE. Me, too. Claude, you wanta be a Wise Man? Raise 
your hand. 

CLAUDE. What's a Wise Man? 

RALPH. Just raise your hand! 

(CLAUDE raises his hand.) 

GIADYS. What's left to be? 

IMOGENE. Some angel. 

GIADYS. I'll be that. What is it? 

MOTHER. It's the Angel of the Lord, who brought the good 
news to the shepherds. 

(There is a flurry of raised hands among the 
SHEPHERDS.) 

There, we do have some volunteers after all! Yes, Hobie, 
would you like to be a Wise Man? 

HOBIE. No, I just wanted to say I can't be a shepherd. We're 
going to Philadelphia. 
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MOTIIER. Why didn't you say so before? 
HOBIE. I just remembered. 
DAVID. My mother doesn't want me to be a shepherd. 
MOTIIER. Why not? 
DAVID. I don't know. She just said, don't be a shepherd. 
CHARLIE. I'm not going to be a shepherd! 
MOTIIER. ( reverting ftum pageant director to exasperatNi, parent) 

Oh, yes, you are! ... What's the matter with all of you? 
ELMER. I don't want to be a shepherd ... Gladys Herdman 

hits too hard! 
MOTHER. Why, Gladys isn't going to hit anybody! The 

Angel of the Lord just visits the shepherds in the fields 
and tells themJesus is born. 

ELMER. And hits them! 
MOTIIER. Elmer, that's ridiculous, and I don't want to hear 

another word about it, from anyone. No shepherds 
may quit ... or get sick. Now that's all for today, boys and 
girls, and you can go ... 

(There is a scramhl,e for the door. BETH and ALICE 
mnve downstage calling after them.) 

... But I expect to see everyone here on Wednesday 
at 6:30! (MOTIIER moves downstage and takes ALICE's 
arm.) Alice, what's wrong with you? Why in the world 
didn't you raise your hand? 

ALICE. (miserahly) I don't know. 
MOTIIER. You don't know! Alice, I expected you .. . 

(Sounds of a scuffle offstage; yells-ouch! . . .  Cut it 
out! ... Let go ... Let me go!) 

VOICE. Mrs. Bradley! Get Gladys offa me! 
MOTIIER . ... To volunteer. Don't you want to be Mary? 
VOICE. Mrs. Bradley!! 

(MOTHER exits, with an exasperated look at
ALICE.) 

BETH. Oh, come on, Alice! (mimicking her) I don't know ... ! 
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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.) 

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. 

BETH.
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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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