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ANGELS WE HAVE HEARD ON HI
(ANNA and TAYLOR are sisters. Anna (middle school aged) is
offstage. Taylor (high school aged) is on the couch reading a
magazine.)
ANNA (Off:) TAYLOR?
TAYLOR: What?
ANNA (Off:) Can I see you for a sec?
TAYLOR: I'm busy now.
ANNA (Off:) It's really important!
TAYLOR: My nails are drying.
ANNA (Off:) TAYLOR!
TAYLOR: Why don't you come here?
ANNA (Off:) I can't!
TAYLOR: Anna—
ANNA (Off:) I really need your help.
TAYLOR: I'm BUSY.
(Enter Anna, dressed like an angel. She is stuck in her angel
costume. Because the costume is too small for her. Because it is
a child's costume.)
ANNA: Busy? You call this busy?
TAYLOR: Holy monkeys.
ANNA: I know.
TAYLOR: That was why—
ANNA: YES.
TAYLOR: Sorry about that.
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(Taylor gets up to help her.)

ANNA: You should be.
(The two girls struggle with the costume without much success.
Taylor rips the wings off of the costume.)
Oh great.
TAYLOR: Jeepers creepers!
ANNA: This costume doesn't even belong to me.
TAYLOR: Well that's obvious.
ANNA: (Mildly offended:) Why's that?
TAYLOR: Because you look like a bratwurst.
ANNA: I do not.
TAYLOR: It's fine. I always thought that the nativity lacked
giant talking sausages.
ANNA: It's not funny.
TAYLOR: (Singing:) Bratwurst we have heard on high
Sweetly singing sausage links—
ANNA: Taylor, they need an angel Gabriel, not a talking
sausage.
TAYLOR: That's who you are?
ANNA: One of the other kids called in sick this morning.
TAYLOR: So they cast you?
ANNA: They thought I would be small enough to fit in the
costume.
TAYLOR: When? Like two years ago?
ANNA: You're so mean to me. Even on Christmas—
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TAYLOR: Oh don't take it that way. (Beat.) What I'm saying is
that you're tall. (Beat.) Way too tall for that costume.
ANNA: You think so?
TAYLOR: Yeah. You're like, super model tall.
ANNA: You promise?
TAYLOR: Pinky promise. Double pinky.
(They double pinky promise.)
Alright, I'm gonna go get some scissors.
ANNA: No!
TAYLOR: What?
ANNA: We can't cut it.
TAYLOR: Why?
ANNA: 'Cause then I won't have a costume—
TAYLOR: No, you just won't have a bratwurst costume.
ANNA: I won't have any costume for the pageant.
TAYLOR: Will you relax, Anna? I've got it under control.
ANNA: Obviously.
TAYLOR: Can you just trust me for once?
ANNA: Fine.
(Taylor goes to look for some scissors. Anna stands pathetically
in her costume.)
I was supposed to be a shepherd, you know.
TAYLOR (Off:) What?
ANNA: A SHEPHERD. I was supposed to be a SHEPHERD.
(Beat.) With SHEEP.
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TAYLOR (Off:) That costume might have fit you a little
better—
ANNA: Yeah, the girl who plays the angel Gabriel is really
tiny.
TAYLOR: (Reentering with scissors:) —It'd be nice and baggy.
And you'd get to carry a BIG giant stick—
ANNA: She's pretty too. Aiden likes her.
TAYLOR: —And then you could totally beat up on the little
kids.
(Taylor takes the scissors and runs them up the back of the angel
costume. Anna breathes a sigh of relief as the costume comes
off.)
Better?
ANNA: Yeah.
(Anna looks sad.)
TAYLOR: What's wrong?
ANNA: Nothing.
TAYLOR: Do you miss the straightjacket? Because I know a
place were we could get you a new one—
ANNA: Shut up.
TAYLOR: We can get you a room right next door to grandma.
ANNA: Grandma's in Florida.
TAYLOR: That's just what Mom tells you.
ANNA: I like grandma.
TAYLOR: That's 'cause you're the baby. (Beat.) Now. Let's see
about finding you something to wear.
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ANNA: Isn't it a little late?
TAYLOR: Nah. We've got some time. When's the pageant
again?
ANNA: Eight.
TAYLOR: Eight. Alright.
(Taylor looks around the room and eyes her mother's white
curtains. She takes them off the curtain rod.)
ANNA: What are you doing?
TAYLOR: Improvising.
ANNA: Mom's gonna kill you.
TAYLOR: Well I think she'll kill me more if I let you play the
angel Gabe in the buff.
ANNA: Ew!
TAYLOR: I guess you'd probably get Aiden's attention that
way.
ANNA: Shut up, Taylor!
TAYLOR: You were the one who brought him up, now hold
still—
(Anna does. Taylor wraps the curtain around her like a toga.
Taylor stands back and admires her work.)
ANNA: Is it okay?
TAYLOR: It's very, Greco-Roman.
ANNA: Great—
TAYLOR: It just needs some wings.
ANNA: How? You ripped them off the other costume.
TAYLOR: Just give me one. Second.
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(Taylor finds some gold garland and wraps it around Anna's
body to attach them to the toga.)

There. Perfect. Do you still have the halo?
ANNA: Yeah.
TAYLOR: Where is it?
(Anna points. Taylor goes and gets it. She puts it on her
sister's head.)
Wow.
ANNA: What?
TAYLOR: You look awesome.
ANNA: Thanks.
TAYLOR: I am highly impressed with myself.
ANNA: There's a shocker.
TAYLOR: You look pretty too.
ANNA: Really?
TAYLOR: Yeah. You're way hotter than the other angel
Gabriel. Aiden would be crazy not to notice you.
ANNA: You think so?
TAYLOR: Absolutely. (Beat.) Do you remember your lines?
ANNA: I think so—
TAYLOR: Alright, let's hear 'em.
ANNA: Okay. Uhh— (Beat.) Do not be afraid, for behold, I
proclaim to you the good news of great joy that will be for all
people. For today in the city of David a savior has been born
who is Messiah and Lord and this will be a sign for you: you
will find an infant wrapped in swaddling clothes and lying in
a manger. (Beat.) Then we leave, and people say other stuff.
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Blah blah blah— (Beat.) Then we come back on and all the
angels say "Glory to God in the highest and on earth peace to
those on whom his favor rests." (Beat.) Then we sing.
TAYLOR: What do you sing?
ANNA: Angels we have heard on high.
(The choir begins to sing "Angels We Have Heard on High" as
the lights dim on this Christmas scene.)

© Samantha Macher
This is a perusal copy only.
Absolutely no printing, copying or performance permitted.

14

Samantha Macher
O HOLY NITE
(In the background, "O Holy Night" is being hummed by a
choir, as if by angels, if by angels we mean high-schoolers. We
hear a knock at the door, a dog barking and being shooed away,
the door opening and the choir singing the song melodiously [or
as best they can]. At lights up, HATTIE, a mother, sets up a
nativity scene as the centerpiece of the family dining room table
as her husband, WILLIAM and two children, TRUDY and
MARK assist her. She is precise, like a surgeon.)

HATTIE: Donkey?
WILLIAM: (Handing her the donkey:) Donkey.
(Hattie puts the donkey in the nativity scene.)
HATTIE: Sheep?
TRUDY: (Handing her the sheep:) Sheep.
(Hattie puts the sheep in the nativity scene.)
HATTIE: Wise men?
MARK: (Handing her the Three Wise Men:) Magi.
HATTIE: Magi?
MARK: That's what they're called. Magi.
HATTIE: I thought they were kings.
TRUDY: You said they were wise men a second ago.
WILLIAM: I'm confused.
MARK: Magi are kings. These kings, anyway.
(William enters.)
WILLIAM: No, no, no. Not about that. I can't find my
Christmas socks. Have you seen them? My Christmas socks?
(Beat.) No? (Beat.) They have reindeer on them? (Beat.) All
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eight reindeer? (Beat.) No? (Beat.) Darn! I can't find these
things anywhere!
(William exits. Presumably to look for socks. Hattie continues
to set up the nativity scene while her kids prattle on about Magi.
This annoys her, only slightly.)
TRUDY: They came from the east—
HATTIE: Who did, Trudy?
TRUDY: The wise men!
HATTIE: Sorry sweetie, I'm just trying to get this all finished
for tonight—
MARK: They came bearing gifts of gold, frankincense and
myrrh—
TRUDY: They came on donkeys—
MARK: Nuh uh. They walked.
TRUDY: NO. They came on DONKEYS, MARK.
MARK: They walked.
TRUDY: They donkeyed.
MARK: Walking.
TRUDY: DONKEY-ING.
MARK: WALKING—
HATTIE: Enough!
MARK AND TRUDY: Sorry.
(A long pause.)
MARK: (To Hattie:) Did you know that the term Magi comes
from Zoroastrianism?
HATTIE: No—
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MARK: Did you know that if you're a Zoroastrian, when you
die instead of burying you they leave your body on a
mountain to get eaten by birds?
TRUDY: EW. NO WAY.
MARK: YES way.
TRUDY: NO way.
MARK: YES. Way.
HATTIE: Quiet! (Beat.) THIS is not appropriate Christmas
conversation. Where did you even learn this information?
MARK: Google.
HATTIE: That's it. Absolutely no more computers until he—
(William enters.)
WILLIAM: Hattie?
HATTIE: (Angrily:) What?
WILLIAM: (Beat.) Nothing.
HATTIE: What?
WILLIAM: I hate to bother you—
HATTIE: What. Is. It?
WILLIAM: (Beat.) I still can't find my Christmas socks. Have
you seen them?
HATTIE: Did you try the dryer?
WILLIAM: No.
HATTIE: That might be where I would check.
WILLIAM: I didn't think of that.
HATTIE: Of course not. Why would you think of that?
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WILLIAM: (Beat.) Wait, was that a rhetorical question?
HATTIE: YES.
WILLIAM: Okay, just checking.
(Exit William. Hattie surveys her nativity scene with pride.)
HATTIE: Hey kids, come over and look at this.
(The kids come over and look at the table scape.)
TRUDY: It looks good, Mommy.
MARK: Yeah. Really nice.
HATTIE: Did you know that this nativity set has been in my
family since before Nana was born?
TRUDY: Really?
MARK: And you still have it?
HATTIE: (To Mark:) She gave it to me when I had you.
MARK: Whoa.
HATTIE: And someday, it'll be yours to share.
TRUDY: Since before Nana was born? That's really old. Like a
thousand years old.
HATTIE: I know. It's ancient. Be sure to tell Nana how old
you think it is when you see her tomorrow.
TRUDY: Mommy, where's the baby Jesus?
HATTIE: We didn't want to put him in the manger until the
rest of the nativity is set up. It has to be ready for the baby
Jesus.
MARK: Well, is it ready now?
HATTIE: What do you think?
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(The children nod in agreement.)

I think so too. Why don't one of you guys run along and get
him from the closet?
MARK AND TRUDY: Okay!
(Trudy and Mark run out. William enters with his Christmas
socks.)
WILLIAM: I found 'em!
HATTIE: That's just great, sweetie.
WILLIAM: You know what's weird though? I remember all
the reindeer from last year, but I don't remember Santa
looking quite this maniacal? Has he always looked like this?
(William makes a threatening face.)
HATTIE: I don't think so.
(She looks at the socks.)
You know, I think you might actually be right. He's kinda
terrifying, isn't he?
(The kids rush in. Panicked. Out of breath.)
MARK: Mom—
HATTIE: What is it?
TRUDY: Mommy—
HATTIE: What is it guys? What's wrong?
MARK: Sadie—
WILLIAM: Oh no. Did she get out? Is she alright?
TRUDY: Well—
HATTIE: Come on, tell us! What's wrong?
MARK: We were taking the baby Jesus out of the box—
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TRUDY: And Sadie was really excited to see us—
MARK: So she jumped up and knocked it out of my hand—
TRUDY: And she—
MARK: Well, she—
(He mimes eating.)
HATTIE: Sadie ate the baby Jesus?
(The children nod sadly.)
This is terrible.
(She sits.)
TRUDY: We're really sorry, Mommy.
MARK: Yeah, we didn't mean to let her get him—
WILLIAM: I guess we're just gonna have to wait until
Christmas morning for the baby Jesus to appear.
HATTIE: That's not funny.
WILLIAM: It is too. (Death glare from Hattie:) It's kinda funny.
(Death glare from Hattie:) I'm sorry. (Death glare from Hattie:) I
was wrong. (Death glare from Hattie:) It's not funny at all.
HATTIE: Well now what are we supposed to do?
TRUDY: I have an idea.
WILLIAM: What's that, sweetie?
(She goes to the table and takes the salt shaker. She wraps it in a
paper napkin.)
TRUDY: See?
HATTIE: What?
TRUDY: No one'll know the difference.
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HATTIE: That's very sweet of you, but—
MARK: No! It's a really good idea!
TRUDY: He fits right in.
(She lays him in the manger. The family looks at the nativity
scene.)
HATTIE: I don't know, it just doesn't look right.
MARK: Mom, it doesn't matter what Jesus looks like, it's just
important that he's there.
HATTIE: (Beat.) You know what, you're right. It'll be fine. I'll
be fine. I just wanted it to be perfect for you guys—
MARK: It is perfect—
TRUDY: —because he's here!
WILLIAM: And tomorrow when Sadie's passed the Christ
child, we'll hose him off and put him right in the manger
where he belongs.
HATTIE: (Lovingly:) That's disgusting.
WILLIAM: So is childbirth, but that's what this holiday was
founded on.
HATTIE: I think you might have missed the point.
WILLIAM: I usually do.
(The family gathers around the dining room table and marvels at
the nativity scene as the lights go down.)
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JINGLE BELLES
(Lights up on a room full of MEN. Seven men to be precise.
Seven men in holiday sweaters, with reindeer antlers on. They
drink eggnog.)
JOSH: So?
ROGER: So?
ALL: So?
JOSH: (Beat.) This is some wicked nog.
ALL: Yeah.
ROGER: Wicked.
JOSH: It's my granny's recipe.
PETE: Pretty good.
JOSH: Made it myself. (Beat.) Yep. (Beat.) She gave me the
recipe. (Beat.) Hey, did you guys know that there's eggs in
this?
PETE: Whoa.
JOSH: Yeah. I totally didn't know that before I made eggnog.
ROGER: Really?
JOSH: Like you did.
ROGER: I think the eggs are implied.
JOSH: You can't just assume there's eggs.
ROGER: Sure you can.
PETE: It is called eggnog.
KEITH: (Really enjoying eggnog:) EGGNOG!!
JOSH: Shut up, Keith.
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KEITH: Dude. Eggnog.
(A long awkward pause ensues.)
JOSH: So?
ROGER: So.
PETE: So—
KEITH: So. (Beat.) I like your sweaters.
ROGER, JOSH AND PETE: Zip it, Keith.
(The men stand around looking at one another, blinking.)
ROGER: Look, man. I hate to bring this up—
JOSH: What?
ROGER: Because it is your party—
JOSH: What, Roger?
ROGER: Well—
PETE: I think Roger's trying to say—
KEITH: Where are the chicks, man?
ROGER: Yeah. Chicks.
PETE: There are a serious. Lack. Of. Chicks.
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