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PEACE ON EARTH, AND MERCY MILD,
GOD AND SINNERS RECONCILED!"

JOYFUL, ALL YE NAIIONS, RISE.

.lOtN rur TzuUMPH OF THE SKIES.

WITH T'H' ANGELIC HOSTS PROCLAIM,
-CHRIST IS BORN IN BETHLEHEM!"
HARKITHE HERALD ANGELS SING,

, ..GLORYTO THE NE\TBOITN KING!"
(IAISS Cf-e.CE. Mapnifique, boys and girlslAnd to think that some
I of you are jusr learnirig English! (Mr. Hlln" hnochs on the doorfame.)

MR. HIITON. MaY I come in?

UISS CleCn. @'tushing.) Mr' Hilcon! Yes, of course' (Young

Shirhy whispers to Euie as Shitley1peahs to Clara')

S}{ttLny.'tt's obvious to just ,bo,rt .,.tyone that Miss Glac€ has

her eve on Mr. Hilton.
ftff sb CmCE. Look, children: Mr. Hilton, the drama teacher'

is here.
CHILDREN. (In sing+ongunison') Hel-lo, Mis-ter Hil-ton'
MR. HILION. H.U6, boys and girls' (To her') Miss Glac€' may I

soeak to vou privately for a moment?

iftfiS CLeC'f. Cenainly. (He speahs confidzntially to her. Tbe close

oroximin makes her blush.'YoungSl,l,t y *hitp"t to Euie' who gigbs')

SUfnlpv. (To Chra.) Look at her cheeks' See how they turn

oink? (The school bell sounds.)

ilflSS'CmCE. Class dismissed. (Aboue the din.) Be sure to Prac-

tice at home! (The children leaue noisily.) Shirley Abramowitz,

would vou stav a minute, Please?

VOUf.iC SHiRLEY. Mei (Young Shirley shoots a concerned hok at

Euie, who shrugs and exits') Did I do something wrong? Is it my

voice? Vas I singing too loud?
'ftAiSS GLACE." Iio, ,to, your voice is wonderful' I wish all the

children sang as loudlY as You.
YOUNG SHIRLEY. (Surpriwd.) Really?

MISS GLACE. Mr. Hilion would like a word with you' Mr'

Hilton...?
lr{n. UtlfON. Thank you, Miss Glacd' Now, Shirley' as you well

know, Christmas is just around the corner'

YOUNG SHIRLEY. Yes, Mr' Hilton'
MR. HILTON. And, to mark the occasion, Miss Glac€ and I are

puming on a play, a lovely holiday play. Isnt that right, Miss Glac€?
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NllS.\ GLACE. Yes. Indeed, we are. That is our hope.
N,ll(. l-ll LTON. Puning on a show is awfully hard work, but it can
.rlso hring a tremendous amounr of joy. Do you know what joy is?

\'( )(JNG SHIRLEY. Um ...
N4l{. l-lILTON. Miss Glac€, how would you de6ne "joy''i
N,{ISS GLACE. (Flustered.) Joy? Oh, dear. (To hirn.)Aappiness?
llrrr ;r special kind of happiness.
l\4 l{. FIILTON. \What kind?
t\'llSS GLACE. th. bestkind.
N4lt. l-llLTON. \7ell put! Shirley, have you ever Glt anything like
rlr,rt before?

\( )t.lNG SHIRLEY. I dont thinhso ...
N4lt. IJILTON. Oh, you'd know Believe me, you'll know it when
r',,rr lcel it. It starts at your toes and works its way up. Acting on
",r,rgc, telling stories to a roomful of strangers, making them laugh
,rrr.l l:ringing tears to their eyes, why, theret nothing else like it!
Nrrtlrirrg in the worldt. (He's lost in reueriefor a beat.)
\'( )UNG SHIRLEY. So, this play...?
l\'ll{. HILTON. Yes! Our pageant. Our Christmas pageanr. Now:
lvkrst of the parts have been given out.
\'( )UNG SHIRLEY. (Disappointed.) Oh.
N4l(. HILTON. But theret still oae parr yet to be cast.
Y( )UNG SHIRLEY. (Upbeat.) Oh!
M l{. HILTON. The most importarlt part. I d been wracking my
l,r'rrin for days: Vho should play this part, who should it be? Then,
tlrc other night, at the Thanksgiving pageant, I found who I was
l,rolcing for.
Y0UNG SHIRLEY. \XZhO?

M lt. HILTON. You! \flhen you made your entrance as the turkey,
I thought to myself: Of course! 'S7hy didn't I think of it before?
\lrirley Abramowitz! Now listen carefully: Do you promise to
l,rrow all your lines by heart, and speak in a loud, clear voice, with
Lrts of expression?
YOUNG SHIRLEY. (SrfiD Yes, Mr. Hilton.I do.
M R. HILTON. Vhat? Speak up, I cant hear you.
\'()UNG SHIRLEY. (Shouts.) Yes, Mr. Hilton!I do!
M11. HILTON. Thatt the spirit!
Y()UNG SHIRLEY. So you don'r think my voice is roo loud?
MR. HILTON. Too loud?! Oh, no. I think itt swell. (To Miss
i ilaci.) Don't you agree, Miss Glacd?
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Mlss GLACE. I *ost cerrainly do. Shirley's voiceisformidabh.

Mede for the stage. (Young ShirlE beanu') 
.

SHIRLEY. ail i,y yo,rn[ Iife, people only complained about my

voice. Now, for the h.r,,I-., my loud voice was agood thing! It
made me special!

MR. HILTON. Rehearsals start tomorrow after school.'$rill you

be there?
YOUNGSHIRLEY.\fi[I?!YoubetlwilllMaylgonow?Icant
wait to tell my Parents.
MR. HILION' Yes, you may. Remember, Shirley: The success of

the show rests solelY on !ou,
YOUNG SHIRLEY. Yes, Mr' Hilton' Goodbye' Goodbye' Miss

Glac6.
Uf SS CmCfi" Iqu reuoir. (Young Shirley starts to go but stops')

YOUNG SHIRLEY. Mr. Hilton?
MR. HILTON. Yes, ShirleY?

\ yOUNG SHIRLEY. \X/hai part is ir? (Cros cat to: the Abramowitz

I oorr*rnt. Her parents receiue tbe news')
L-ffiRi. annarttowlTZ. Jesus Christ?! They want you to play

Jesus Christ?!
Mn. ngRAMO\nTZ. Shhh! Clara! Please!

YOUNG SHIRLEY' Mama, not so loud!The neighbors!

MRS. ABRAMO\flTZ. You're a girl, for Godt sake! A Jewish

giriL Wnrt business does a Jewish gitl ha't" being Jesus Christ?

Couldnt they find a genile boy?

VOUN C SfiI ru-f,y. 
-fney 

didnt w an t age,ti [e boy, they w anted mel

MRS. ABRAMO\VITZ. Vhy?!It doesn't make sense!

vouNc SHIRLEY. Mr. Hiiton and Miss Glac6love my voice!

They said it was just what they needed'

Mns. egRAMo\nTZ. Tloublemakers!They should mind their
'own business!
MR. ABRAMO\VITZ. Clara .. '

MRS.ABRAMO\T"ITZ.ltlsashandaforthegoyim!'We'reJews!
\flhat do we know from Christmas?

YOUNG SHIRLEY. Evie Slotnicks playing the Virgin M"ry "'
MRS. ABRAMO\VITZ. Good for Evie Slotnick'

MR. ABRAMO\VITZ. (To his wife')Needl remind you'mamalrlt:

Jesus was a Jew. And so were Mary and Joseph'

YOUNG SHIRLEY. Yeah!

MRS. ABRAMO\VITZ' Is that supposed to be helpfrrl? Huh' Misha?
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Nl lt. Alllr.AMOWTZ. No?
Nllts. AIIRAMOWITZ. No, that is not helpful. (IIe backs of
'1,,','l,isll!.)
\'( )tlNG SHIRLEY. Mama, you just don't want me acting on
rlrr'strrgc!
N ll{S. ABRAMO\ilTZ. I happen to think there are more impor-
r . r r r r r lr ings in life than dressing up and pretending to be something

t"r ll l'l'(' llot!
\ ( )t lNG SHIRLEY. You're just jealous!

Nl l{. ABRAMO\WTZ. Shirley ...
N,l lts. ABRAMO\VITZ. (Ouerlap.) Jealous?! Vhy on earth would
I lrr' lcrlous?
Nllt. AIIRAMO\fiTZ. Clara! Pleasel The two ofyou!
\'( )t JNG SHIRLEY. You dorit like me getting any attention at all.

\i,rr'll only be happy if I keep my nlouth shut and disappear!

N4l{.S. ABRAMO\WTZ. That's it. You're right. Go! Disappear!

Nll{. ABRAMOWITZ. Clara...! ''

N4l{S. ABRAMO\VITZ. Go to your rocjm!Now!
\'( )(lNG SHIRLEY. Finel (Young Sbirley stom?s off to her room

,rrrrl tlarns the door, but eauesdropl)

N4lt. ABRAMO\WTZ. (Axempting leuity.) Ho, ho, ho!

N,ll{S. ABRAMO\WTZ. This is gjoke to you?

lvll{. ABRAMOWITZ. Christmas, Clara. Redly. \flhat's fie harm?

N4l{S. ABRAMO\flTZ. Am I the only one in this house who sees

rlris for what it is?

N4lt. ABRAM OWITZ. Itt only a play! ht not the end of the world.
lvll{S. ABRAMO'WITZ. Oh, no? The end of our world, maybe.

Wc let our Shirley play ]esus, then what? She becomes a nun?

N4l{. ABRAMO\VITZ. Ve schlepped across the s6sxn - in
\r('crage! In filth! - to get to America! \7'e risked our liues to be

I rt'c. In Palestine the Arabs would be eating us alive. If we d stayed

in l:)urope we'd be feeing pogroms left and right. Here we are at last

irr America and what nasty threat have we got? Christmas!

MI1.S. ABRAMO\flTZ. If we came here to get away from tyrants
.rrrd people who hate us, and instead we fall into e cree?i.ng Pogrom,
rlrilt eats away at us slowly, so slowly we dont even notice what it's
,loing to us, and makes our children forget who they are and where
rlrcy come from, who's the joke on then, huh, Misha? (Pause. He

luts his arm around lter.)Vhat happened to the man I married?

MR. ABRAMOVTZ. He's right here.
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