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CAST:
Abigail (Abbey) Neezer, owner of the Queen's Pawn Shop


Carol St. Croix, an older woman, a worker at the Queen's Pawn Shop


Tony (“Tiny”), Carol's adult son, special-needs (normal speech but few words)


Steve, Abigail's cousin


Arlene, Steve's wife


Peter and Jackie, Steve's children


Pastor Gordon Jeffers, pastor of Living Truth Church


Albert Hall, a member of Living Truth Church (or Alberta, but a man would be better)


Mr. Pepper, a customer of the pawn shop, a motormouth


Mr. Pepper's fiancee


Christmas Past, dressed like an 1800's businessman (woman)


Christmas Present, dressed like a current businessman (woman)


Christmas Future, a robed and hooded figure who speaks in three-word sentences


Jack Morley, a co-worker from Abigail's past


Abigail's father


Abigail's mother (offstage voice)


Abigail as a child


Abigail as a teen


Abigail as a young adult


Mr. Smith, Abigail's boss


Pat and Chris, office co-workers; at least one plays an instrument; at least one can sing


Landlord


Mr. & Mrs. Shaw, a young couple


The Judge (does not speak)


The Judge's voice (offstage voice)


Satanic Voice (offstage voice)


Parade watchers, office co-workers, court workers
Scene 1:
A pawn shop in a bad part of the city.  A sign identifies it as the Queen's Pawn Shop.  Merchandise is everywhere – a shelf of books, a barrel of sporting goods (skis, tennis racquets, baseball bats), a few guitars and other musical instruments, one or two display cases with watches, jewelry, and small electronics.  Tony stands off to the side, arms folded, silent and motionless.  Carol is writing in a spiral notebook and humming a familiar Christmas carol.  Abigail enters from the back room.
Abigail:
Are you done with the inventory yet, Carol?
Carol:
Just about done, ma'am.  I think we're missing one iPad, but everything else looks –
Abigail:
What???  An iPad?  Carol, those things aren't cheap!  Do you think they grow on apple trees or something?  How could you lose an iPad?
Carol:
Abigail, I –
Abigail:
Ms. Neezer to you!
Carol:
Sorry, Ms. Neezer.  I told you that guy who came in last weekend looked kind of sneaky.
Abigail:
And I told you to keep an eye on him!
Carol:
You also told me to wait on three other customers, sweep up the shop, clean the windows, straighten out the sporting goods, and start the inventory, all in one afternoon.  I can't do everything at once!
Abigail:
Then maybe I should find an employee who can do what I tell them.  Or maybe I should take the cost of that iPad out of your next four paychecks.  Maybe that'll teach you to take better care of my merchandise.  I took a chance, hiring you when you're getting older, and so far, I am not –
The door opens, ringing the little bell, and Mr. Pepper enters.
Abigail:
Ahh, Mr. Pepper!  What can I do for you today, as if I couldn't guess?
Pepper:
Uhh... you remember that ring I pawned three months ago?  The diamond engagement ring I bought for my special lady, and I was about to give it to her when my company started making layoff noises, so I thought maybe I'd better hold off and see what happened, and sure enough, a couple of weeks later, they took my job away, not that I deserved to lose it, I'm a faithful and hard-working employee, there's no way I deserved that write-up for talking too much on the phone with the customers, but anyway, my fiancee said she understood, she's real good about things like that, that's one of the reasons I like her so much, so anyway, I –
Abigail:
Yes, I remember!  I also remember how much you borrowed, how much you said you would pay me every week, and how much you haven't paid me lately.
Pepper:
Well, I still haven't found a job yet, and times are pretty tough, and –
Abigail:
And you want me to extend your payments, right?
Pepper:
Yes, yes, that would be a big help, a big help.  Especially with Christmas coming right up, and then it's my special lady's birthday, and I have to get her something, even if it isn't much, you must understand that, you're a woman and all, and I still have to pay the rent, and my water bill went sky-high last month, I can't figure out why, it's not like I took extra-long showers or anything, but that went up, and –
Abigail:
You want me to make an unwise business decision, right when times are tough, just because you can't keep the terms of our agreement?  You want me to risk losing my business just because you couldn't keep your job?
Pepper:
Well, I thought that, this being Christmas, the season of giving and all, 'tis the season to be jolly, ho ho ho, I thought maybe you might –
Abigail:
You... thought... wrong.  If charitable is what you want, then take your next ring to the Salvation Army, okay?  This is a business.  My business.  We do things my way.  You agreed to that, in writing.  Don't you think I have bills to pay, too?  (counts on her fingers)  Rent, utilities, insurance, payroll, setting money aside to cover deadbeat customers!  I can't afford to be Miss Nice Guy; there are too many other people who want this store front.  This is my place!  I earned it, I worked for it, I deserve it, and no one is going to take it from me!  Either you make your payments, or I'll send Tiny over there (she jerks her thumb at Tony) to rough you up a little, huh?  Is that what you want?
Pepper:
N-n-n-no, ma'am, I'll pay!  I don't know how, but I'll pay you!  I promise!  You'll get it!  I made you a promise, and I keep my promises, yes, I do.  In fact, I'll –
Abigail:
I think we are done here, Mr. Pepper!
Abigail turns away.  Pepper leaves.
Carol:
Ab – I mean, Ms. Neezer, I wish you wouldn't call my son Tiny.  His name is Tony.
Abigail:
What's the problem?  I don't hear him complaining.
Carol:
He won't complain.  He's special-needs and you know it!
Abigail:
Well, if he's going to take up floor space in my shop every day, the least he can do is earn his keep by playing like he's my enforcer.
Carol:
He “takes up floor space” because he has no other place to go!  His health benefits ran out last fall, and there's no one to take care of him but me.
Abigail:
That, like every other issue I've had to deal with today, is not my problem.
Carol:
Are you that indignant with the whole human race, that you can't find a speck of concern for anyone?  Even at Christmas time?
Abigail:
Concern doesn't pay the bills.  And as for Christmas, I don't see why the birthday of some religious dead guy is a good reason to change my habits when those habits work just fine the other three hundred and sixty-four.  The only thing Christmas is good for is an uptick in business, if I'm lucky.  As for the rest, you can keep it!
Carol:
You can't mean that!  After everything Jesus has done for you?
Abigail:
Just leave your religious dead guy out of it.  What good has he done you?  You religious types with your carols and your manger scenes and your reindeer, your lives are just as miserable as anyone else's.  (she counts on her fingers)  You get sick, you get parking tickets, you get laid off from your jobs you've had for twelve years, you lose other people's iPads, and then you have the nerve to tell me I ought to be just like you?  I ought to celebrate like you?  Ha!  I'll rejoice and be glad if the shop makes money this month, not because some baby with a ring around his head got born 20 centuries ago.  (glances toward the door)  Look busy, here comes a customer.
Pastor and Albert enter.
Abigail:
One customer at a time in the shop, please.
Pastor:
We're strictly on the level, ma'am.  I'm Pastor Gordon Jeffers of the Living Truth Church down the block.  This is Albert Hall; he's helping me today.
Abigail:
Can I see some identification?
Pastor gives her one of his cards.  She reads it suspiciously.
Abigail:
Oh, you're the ones with the sheep.  Okay, I guess you're on the level.  What can I do for you?
Pastor:
Tell me, have you noticed how cold it's getting out there?
Abigail:
I know my heating bill is going up, and it isn't even January yet.
Pastor:
Exactly.  And there are a lot of people out there in the cold.  Homeless people, unemployed people, people who can't afford their heating bills.  A lot of them have families, and they really need help.
Abigail
That sounds very tragic.  Can I help you find something?
Albert:
What you could do, if you're willing, is maybe contribute a little to our neighborhood fund?  It's our way of showing the love of Christ in a real way to the hurting people all around us.
Abigail:
Ohhh, I see.  You want money.  My money.  You and every other preacher who lives off other people's paychecks, you want me to give away what I've worked for, to support a bunch of losers, is that it?  Passing the plate in your own church doesn't go far enough, so now you're passing out guilt trips all over town?  Well, let me tell you what I'll do for you.  I'll give you this business card (she hands Pastor his own card), which is legal tender for all debts that I ever intend to pay you, and I will encourage you to take your greedy superstition elsewhere.  Do I make myself clear, Reverend?
Pastor:
Even though it's Christmas time, the season for giving?  Can you spare nothing for those less fortunate than you?
Abigail:
The door, gentlemen!  Make sure it shuts firmly when you leave.  After all, it's getting cold out there.
Abigail turns away firmly.  Carol gestures to them; they walk over to her.
Carol:
(quietly) I don't have much, I won't get paid until next week, but I'd like to give a little.  Like you say, it is Christmastime.  (She gives them two dollars.)  It's all I have to spare.  I hope it blesses someone.
Albert:
I'm sure it will, umm...?
Carol:
Carol.  Carol St. Croix.
Pastor:
Thank you, Carol, thank you very much, and may God bless you.  Maybe you could visit our church some Sunday?
Carol:
If I ever get a week where I don't have to work on Sunday, maybe I will.  Thank you.
Pastor and Albert leave the pawn shop.  They stop outside.
Albert:
It's getting cold out here?  That was totally cold!
Pastor:
Well, I told you this neighborhood needed a church.
Albert:
And you weren't kidding!  That other one, Carol, she seems to understand what Christmas is all about.
Pastor:
But what a pair they are!  Christmas Carol and Abbey Neezer, the Scrooge!
Albert:
The Grinch, more like it.  What do we do for a hard case like that?
Pastor:
We pray for her.  Lord, we want to bring Abigail Neezer before you.  We know You died for her and You love her as much as You love anyone.  Please soften her heart and help her understand the Christmas message.
Albert:
Please help her see that Christmas is more than gifts and decorations; it's a celebration of Your Son's birth and Your love for all of us.
Pastor:
Amen.  Let's see if that convenience store over there is a little friendlier.
Albert:
It could hardly be worse.
Pastor and Albert walk away.
Carol:
Ms. Neezer, is something bothering you?  Something more than just the shop?
Abigail:
This entire useless holiday is bothering me!  Everyone orders me to be merry.  Every charity on the Eastern seaboard wants my money.  I can't even sleep, thanks to the living manger scene that church set up near my apartment.  All night long, it's those stupid sheep, going “Baa!  Baa!  Baa!”  Combine that with a fly that hums around my room all night, and I haven't gotten a good night's sleep in a week, thanks to this baa-humbug!  Then you've got people not making their payments and using the holiday as an excuse, and employees getting sloppy with the inventory and expecting me to reward them by giving them the day off with pay.  “Merry Christmas?”  It's the holiday from hell!
Carol:
You don't mean that!  Jesus was born to save us from hell!
Abigail:
Here we go again...
Carol:
I know I've told you about this before, but –
Abigail:
You certainly have.  (She counts the four clauses on her fingers as she speaks)  “We're all sinners, we deserve hell, Jesus died to pay for our sins, we can go to Heaven if we put our trust in Him.”  Mrs. St. Croix, I've been very patient with your superstitions, but your religious freedom ends at my front door.  You're entitled to your opinions if they make you feel better, but I choose to live in the real world.  The only thing your Jesus ever did for me was invent a holiday I'd be better off without.  Now, if you value your next paycheck, this will be the last time you try to convert me, is that clear?
Carol:
(she taps on a nearby fishbowl or goblet that makes a ringing noise)  Crystal.  I'll get back to the inventory.  (She does so.  Abigail's cell phone rings.)
Abigail:
Good afternoon, Queen's Pawn Shop, this is the queen...  Yes, we do...  Normally, yes, I would, but I've already got so many of those, I don't think I should take any more...  Yes, I know what time of year it is, but it's still a bad business decision, and I... I'm sorry you feel that way, but... hello?  (looks at the phone, hangs up as Steve enters.)  And a Merry Christmas to you, hose-head!
Steve:
Merry Christmas to you, too, Abbey.  You always did know how to make family feel welcome.
Abigail:
Cousin Steve!  Actually, I wasn't talking to you.
Steve:
I feel for whoever you were talking to.
Abigail:
What brings you here on Christmas Eve?  No, wait, let me guess.  You're here to invite me to spend Christmas with you and your wife and your 2.4 children and your dog.  Just like you do every single year.
Steve:
Well, it's just not right for you to spend Christmas Day alone in that apartment.
Abigail:
Don't you get tired of me telling you “no” every single year?
Steve:
I'm an optimist.  Someday I figure you'll get tired of those four bare walls, and you'll realize you want some human companionship during the holidays.
Abigail:
My walls are not bare, they're minimalist.  Some people pay thousands of dollars for a designer to make their houses look just like mine does.
Steve:
If you say so.  Of course, you won't pay ten bucks for a little paint to touch up the chipped spots.
Abigail:
Did you come all this way from your cozy suburbs just to insult me?
Steve:
No, I came to invite you to the family Christmas party, tomorrow at three o'clock.
Abigail:
AM or PM?
Steve:
(to Carol)  Did my ears deceive me, or did my cousin just try to make a funny?  
(Abigail glares at Carol, who quickly finds something to do.  Steve turns back to Abigail)  The offer is open if you want it.  Three o'clock, PM, you know where we live.  We'd love to see you, Abbey, we really would.  And if we don't, then have a mer-
Abigail:
Don't say it!  One more “merry Christmas” and I am going through the roof!
Steve:
Well, then have a very m- (Carol shakes her head violently) uhh, feliz Navidad.
Abigail glares at him.  Steve leaves.
Carol:
How late are we working tonight, Ms. Neezer?
Abigail:
Until we're done, as usual.  Why?  Do you have some last-minute Christmas shopping to do?
Carol:
No, I... didn't have to do much shopping this year.
Abigail:
Good thing, because we probably won't be out of here before nine o'clock.  I've got to get these books balanced, and you'll have to mop the floor again, now we've got all these muddy footprints all over the place.
Carol:
Even though it's Christmas Eve?
Abigail:
I don't care if it's (she counts on her fingers) Christmas Eve, Bastille Day, Chinese New Year and Rosh Hashanah all rolled into one, Mrs. St. Croix, we stay here until the work is done.  I've told you before, you can leave early any time you want.  Just don't come back.
Carol:
Okay, fine, you know I'll stay.  But can you explain something?
Abigail:
I may explain while you're dusting the jewelry cases.
Carol:
(grabs a rag and dusts the jewelry cases)  You're constantly going on about being afraid of losing this shop.  But you know and I know that there's a lot more money coming in than going out, even with the occasional deadbeat customer.
Abigail:
And with the occasional lost merchandise.
Carol:
Believe me, I will find that thing if it takes a month of Sundays!  But this shop isn't going out of business any time soon.  What are you so afraid of?
Abigail:
Mrs. St. Croix, when the antelope wakes up on the African plains, he knows he has to run or a lion will catch him and eat him.  When the lion wakes up on the African plains, he knows he has to run or he won't catch the antelope and he'll starve.  So, whether you're the predator or the prey, you have to keep running.
Carol:
That sounds like something they taught you in business school.
Abigail:
They taught me a lot of things in business school, one of which is that if you shoot at nothing, you'll hit it every time.  You need a plan in life.  (her manner softens for a moment.)  I'm not afraid of the shop going under, although it does concern me now and then.  I'm afraid of being stuck here for the rest of my life.  I am saving every penny, living in that miserable little apartment when I could afford something better, because some day I am going to sell this landfill and start my own corporation.  Something that will earn me respect that no one can take away.  Something where I don't have to have alarm systems, and bars in the windows, and a big guy in the corner to intimidate people.
Carol:
Do you think you have to intimidate me, too?
Abigail:
(resumes her usual manner) If you'd rather I put a boot in your backside to keep you working, that's fine with me.  I might even like it.  In any event, you're getting your precious day off tomorrow, so it's not like you need to conserve your energy tonight.  Show a little enthusiasm, please.
Carol resumes dusting and cleaning as Abbey pulls out papers and pores over them.  Carol begins singing a carol to herself.
Abigail:
Do you have to make all that noise while I'm trying to think?
Carol:
Sorry, ma'am.  (The lights fade out.)
Scene 2:
Abbey's small apartment.  A tiny table and one chair are in the same room as the bed.  There are no decorations.  Abbey is wearing a nightie and robe, and is finishing a TV dinner at the table.
Abigail:
(to herself) Some day I'll live in a land where I'll never have to look at franks and beans again.  Even if they are on sale.  (A sheep bleats outside.)  And never look at manger scenes again, that would be nice, too.  There has to be some city law they're breaking.  (she glances at her watch, then takes it off)  I guess it's late enough.  Thanks to Mister Religious Dead Guy's birthday, I can sleep in, and I'll have the shop to myself tomorrow.  Maybe I'll get something done on the paperwork for a change.
She stretches out on the bed and turns out the light.  As she tosses and turns, we hear weird music accompanied by sound effects of cash registers ringing, coins rattling, cell phones ringing, and other business-like noises.  Suddenly the noises stop, and a spotlight shines on her door.  She sits up as Jack Morley enters.
Abigail:
Hey, what do you think you're doing, just walking in here?
Jack:
I have an important message for you, Abigail.
Abigail:
Jack Morley.  I ought to call 9-1-1.  You've got some nerve, barging in on me after what you did to me!
Jack:
I did worse things than that, Abigail.  And I'm going to be paying for them for the rest of eternity.  I'm here to warn you – don't do as I did.
Abigail:
Not to worry.  You succeeded in business; I failed.  Remember?
Jack:
Business means nothing.  Success means nothing.  There are more important things in life, Abigail.
Abigail:
Funny, I don't remember you putting business down before.  It was almost a god to you.
Jack:
It was my god!  I served my business with all my time, all my money, all my heart, soul, mind and strength.  I worked for weeks without a break, I kissed up, I started rumors, I did whatever I had to do to get ahead.
Abigail:
Don't forget the stealing part!
Jack:
But I thought I was basically a good person!  I was true to my first wife, right up to the day I divorced her for someone younger and prettier.  My kids got all the best things that money could buy.  I never broke any laws, except for the insider-trading stuff, and a slick lawyer got me out of that one.  Everyone called me a success, me most of all, and what do I have to show for it?  A big beautiful house where I never spent any time, a trophy wife who loves my money more than me, three precious kids who wish I'd spend some time with them for a change, and a real nice Lamborghini that I just wrapped around a tree five minutes ago.
Abigail:
Wrapped around... are you trying to tell me... you're...
Jack:
Dead, Abigail Neezer, dead as a doornail.  You'll see the obituary in the next newspaper:  “Local Businessman Falls Asleep at the Wheel.”  I've been asleep at the wheel all my life, Abbey, and now it's too late for me.  I got plenty of warnings, but I ignored them all.  Now I'm going to face the ultimate Judge, and there aren't any slick lawyers who can help me there.
Abigail:
What are you talking about?
Jack:
I'm talking about God, Abbey, the real God.  Every one of us is going to have to stand before Him in judgment some day; He said so, and He can't lie.  Jesus came to this earth to give us a way out of that judgment – the reason for the season, remember? – and I laughed at Him and mocked Him, just like you do.  My laughing and my mocking just came to an end, 60 to zero in one second.
Abigail:
So you're here to tell me to mend my wicked ways?
Jack:
It's more than that, Abbey.  You could make yourself into the kindest, most considerate businesswoman in town, you could win civic awards, they could name a school after you and put your statue in the town square, but if you go to that judgment, nothing else will matter.  God demands perfection, and we've all failed, no matter how good we seem to others.
Abigail:
Well, suppose I don't believe in this God, or his judgment, or any of that doomsday religious stuff.
Jack:
This world is full of preachers and motivational speakers who say that your thoughts control your destiny, your outlook affects your outcome.  Those preachers and speakers drive Beemers because thousands of people pay them to hear them speak, but how many of those thousands of people drive Beemers?  It doesn't work.  What you believe does not change reality, Abigail Neezer.  There is a God, there is a judgment, and there is a Savior who can save us from that judgment, whether you believe it or not.  Abbey, I was a scuzzball, but I never actually lied to your face, and I'm not lying now.  Please, believe me!
Abigail:
I believe nothing except what I can see and hear.
Jack:
See and hear?  Okay, then you're going to get an eyeful and an earful!  A triple dose of each.  You're going to have three more visitors tonight, and they will remind you of things you've seen and heard, and show you things you need to see and hear.  God is being amazingly gracious to you, Abbey; most people never get a warning like this.  I know I didn't.  The only reason you're getting this chance is because someone is praying for you.
Abigail:
Who in their right mind would pray for me?
Jack:
I could tell you, but you won't believe it until you see it and hear it.  My time here is done.  You won't see me again, unless you choose to go to your judgment like I'm going to mine, and I honestly hope you don't.  (he lurches toward the door, fighting an invisible pull)  Don't ignore this, Abbey – it might be your very last chance!  Turn while you can!  (He goes through the door.  She checks the door)
Abigail:
Locked and bolted.  How did he...?  Oh, I have got to get some rest!  This sleep deprivation is getting to me.  Once you start seeing things, it's all over.  (a sheep bleats)  Oh, will you put a sock in it!  “Merry Christmas.”  I think I'm setting records for the most miserable Christmas ever.
She sighs deeply and lies down again.  After a few seconds, Christmas Past suddenly appears in bright light; Abbey sits bolt upright in fear.
Abigail:
Who are you???
Past:
My name is Hezekiah Aristarchus MacPherson, but that's a mouthful nowadays.  If you want to, you may call me the spirit of Christmas past.
Abigail:
Christmas past?  What is this, some kind of Dickens dream I'm having?
Past:
This is no dream, it's a warning.  You have turned your back on the human race and on the God who created you.  He sent me to help you understand what really matters.
Abigail:
Well, you can tell this God of yours that I don't want any part of the human race, except for paying customers, and if he's responsible, then I don't want any part of him, either.  What did the human race ever do for me?
Past:
Are you saying you have no happy memories of Christmases gone by?
Abigail:
I sure can't think of any.
Past:
Then let me refresh your memory.  Do you recall this scene from your childhood?
Scene 3:  
a street corner.  Abigail as a child is watching a parade with her daddy on the right, possibly sitting on his shoulders.  Other parade watchers stand near them.  We don't see the parade, but we hear the marching music fading into the distance.  The door to the Neezer's brownstone is on the left.  Adult Abigail and Christmas Past are off to the side.
Abbey's Dad:
That was a pretty float, wasn't it, Princess?  All those flowers and people waving.  All the work that went into making it.
Child Abigail:
I liked it when they threw the candy.  Oh, Daddy!  Here comes a fife and drum band!  (we hear the band playing Christmas music.  Adult Abbey listens to the music happily for a moment.)
Abigail:
Oh, wait a minute, wait a minute... (she cranes her neck to see the parade over the crowd.)  Three, four, five... nine, ten... okay, okay, I get it.  There's the twelve drummers drumming and the eleven pipers piping, I get it already.  Can we skip to the ten lords a-leaping?  I really do need to –
Past:
No!  For one thing, there is only one Lord, and He does not leap.  For another thing, you're assuming too much, and you are missing the point I'm trying to help you see.  (The music fades and the parade watchers are quietly disappearing.)
Abigail:
Well, could you get to the point, please?
Past:
Did that memory mean anything to you?
Abigail:
It was one of the few times I was out alone with my father, without Mom or my brothers or sisters along.  They were shopping for him, and I was the youngest, so I got some Daddy time.
Past:
You loved your father, didn't you?
Abigail:
Loved him?  I idolized him!  When I was little, he was my Daddy-man.  He fixed everything that broke, and he read the most wonderful stories to me at bedtime.  When I got into my teens, he helped me understand life.
Past:
And when you were sixteen?  What about that Christmas?
We see Abigail's dad leaving the house with a suitcase.  We hear her mother crying inside.
Teen Abigail:
(following him out the door without a coat, in tears)  Daddy, why are you going?
Abbey's Dad:
Honey, I'm sorry, I can't explain it.  Your mother and I, we just... maybe you'll understand when you're older.  I just have to go.  (he turns away and leaves her)
Past:
You learned a lesson that day, didn't you?
Teen Abigail:
(to herself)  I loved him and trusted him more than anyone.  I guess you can't trust anyone.  The more you love someone, the more they'll hurt you when they go.
Past:
You learned that lesson well.  Instead of friends and love, you pursued money and success, things that would never turn on you and hurt you.
Abigail:
It was a good decision!  All my friends in high school were acting like idiots over boys, with nothing to show for it but broken hearts at the end of the day.  I took the first exit off that highway, and I never looked back, and I was never sorry.
Past:
High school, college, grad school for the MBA... did those years fly by?
Abigail:
They were a monotonous grind!  I thought they'd never end!  But that's the price I had to pay to get where I wanted to go.
Past:
But you got there.  The exciting world of business!
Abigail:
Recognition!
Past:
Unpaid overtime!
Abigail:
Promotions!
Past:
Stress!
Abigail:
Success!
Past:
Isolation!  Let's skip ahead a few years.  Do you remember this?
Scene 4:
an office party (about half the stage), with various workers milling around the snack table and talking to each other.  Jack Morley is among them.  The other half of the stage is a fancy office, empty at the moment.  Pat and Chris enter, carrying their instruments.
Co-worker 1:
Hey, everybody!  Pat and Chris are going to do a song for us!
Pat:
Be merciful, we just threw this one together.  We haven't practiced much.
Chris:
And I haven't been playing for very long.
Pat and Chris play and sing a Christmas song, preferably one that isn't too familiar.  Everyone stops and listens, and claps when they're done.
Co-worker 2:
Hey, can you do Rudolf?  Or Frosty?
Co-worker 3:
(to co-worker 2)  They won't do those.  They're religious, remember?
Abigail:
I remember that party!  It was just before they let me go.  I remember it perfectly.
Past:
But you weren't at the party, were you?
Young-adult (YA) Abigail walks through the scene with a binder and papers.
Co-worker 1:
Hey, Abbey, aren't you going to join us?
YA Abigail:
No, I'm finishing up the presentation for my big idea.  The concept of a lifetime that is going to get me the promotion of a lifetime.
Jack:
Sounds impressive.  Are you sure you can't spare five minutes with the rest of us wage slaves before you leave us for the glories of your own corner office?
YA Abigail:
'Fraid not, Jack.  I want to finish this before the Christmas shutdown, while it's still fresh in my mind.
Co-worker 2:
These brownies are still fresh, too.
YA Abigail:
Sorry, no time.  Maybe next year.  (Everyone else leaves and Smith sits behind the desk in the office as the next two lines are spoken.)
Past:
But there was no “next year,” was there?  Your grand plan hit a speed bump.
Abigail:
I will never, ever forgive Jack Morley for what he did.
In the office, YA Abbey sits in front of the desk while Smith reads her binder.
Smith:
Very interesting work, Ms. Neezer.
YA Abigail:
You think it's good?
Smith:
It's very good, very thorough, you covered all the bases, and the potential for profit is definitely there.  The only thing it needs is originality.
YA Abigail:
Originality?  Sir, I've done all kinds of research, and there's nothing else like this out there anywhere!  This is uniquely my idea!
Smith:
So you say.  But I received this (he holds up a binder) from Jack Morley yesterday, and it looks like you stole his idea, lock, stock and barrel.  We don't think much of plagiarism in this company, Ms. Neezer.
YA Abbey stands stunned and speechless; the binder drops from her hands.
Abigail:
I still don't know how he did it.
Past:
You left your password on a sticky-note under your keyboard.  He visited your office while you were at lunch, and copied all your files.  Then he changed a few words to match his style, and passed it in while you were still polishing and perfecting yours.
Abigail:
They fired me for it!  They believed that lying thief Morley and not me!  It had to be because I'm a woman; nothing else makes any sense.
Past:
Actually, it's because Morley played golf with the chief financial officer twice a month.  That's why they believed his side of the story.
Abigail:
That was my promotion he got!  I earned it, I worked for it, I deserved it, and he took it from me!  All I got was a severance package and a boot out the door.  (YA Abigail and Mr. Smith discreetly leave the stage in different directions)
Past:
After that, no one would hire you.  You were toxic in the business world.  You fell even faster than you rose.
Abigail:
I finally took what was left of my savings and bought my shop.  A pawn shop!  Me, Abigail Neezer, MBA, running an inner-city pawn shop!  All because of Jack Morley!  I hope he burns in –
Past:
He will.
Abigail:
He will what?
Past:
He will burn in hell.  And if you knew what hell was like, you wouldn't wish it on anyone, not even your worst enemy, not even Morley.  Can you imagine suffering in a fire, without rest, without escape, without hope, for ever and ever?
Abigail:
It was just an expression, a figure of speech.  There is no such place as hell.  Is there?
Past:
Jesus talked more about hell than He did about Heaven.  Hell is real, very real.
Abigail:
But who gave this God of yours the right to judge us and condemn us?
Past:
He made us; He made the earth and everything on it.  His house, His rules.  And His rule is, “No one gets into His perfect Heaven if they aren't perfect.”
Abigail:
But nobody's perfect, so by your logic, nobody goes there.  Is that what you call a God of love?  Why should I believe in your religion and your Christmas when you can't even keep your own story straight?
Past:
You're right, no one deserves to go there.  But because God loves us in spite of ourselves, He gave us a way out of judgment.
Abigail:
Oh, this I gotta hear.  What is this alleged way out of this alleged judgment?
Past:
Your next visitor will tell you more about it.  My work here is done.  You may want to get some rest; he won't be here for a while.  Think about what I've told you.
Abigail:
Hey, you can't rev up my curiosity and then just walk away!  (the lights go out suddenly.)  Maybe he can.
Scene 5:
Abbey's apartment.  She is alone again, sitting on the bed.
Abigail:
“Get some rest,” he said.  Wouldn't that be nice?  (She lies down.  A sheep bleats.)  Maybe I'll eat mutton for Christmas, just to show that miserable animal who's the boss.  (the sheep bleats again)  I don't need sheep, I need sleep!  Please!  (just as she gets comfortable, Christmas Present appears in a bright light.)
Present:
Good morning, Abigail Neezer!  Isn't it a beautiful Christmas Day?
Abigail:
(slowly shaking her head)  Please tell me this nightmare will end soon.
Present:
Nightmare?  You're getting a life-or-death message straight from the God of the universe, and you call it a nightmare?  I don't think you know what a real nightmare is.
Abigail:
If sleep deprivation and dredging up painful old memories isn't a nightmare, then tell me what is?
Present:
Spending your existence cut off from God, trying to make it through life with nothing but your own strength to fall back on, that's a nightmare.  Living with no purpose, no explanation for things except fate and random luck, that's a nightmare.  You're surrounded by people who would love to share some happiness with you, but you throw it all away in exchange for a future that might never come.
Abigail:
If you're telling me I shouldn't have a plan or a dream, then I'm not listening.
Present:
Yes, you need to think of the future, but don't reject the present!  That's why I'm here, to show you what the present looks like, through eyes other than your own.
Abigail:
Ohhh, you're the ghost of Christmas Present!  I really am in... whatever that play was called.  Listen, Christmas Present, could you give me a real Christmas present and go away so I can sleep?  (a sheep bleats)  Or maybe put a stake of holly through the heart of that sheep?
Present:
I've got something much better for you than that.  Let me show you what Christmas looks like for someone you know.
Scene 6:
Carol's small, poorly lit apartment.  She is preparing a meal for Tony and herself.
Abigail:
This is where Carol lives?  This is as small as my apartment, and there's two of them in here.
Present:
This is the best she can do.
Abigail:
I'm paying her above minimum; she really can't afford anything bigger than this?
Present:
She has expenses that you don't think about very much.
Abigail:
Well, Jack Morley said someone was praying for me, and Carol is the only person religious enough and stubborn enough to do something like that.  Is that why you brought me here, to make me listen to her praying for my eternal soul?
Present:
Watch and listen.
Carol:
Merry Christmas, Tony!  I made your favorite food, fried chicken and mashed potatoes.  And we'll have chocolate pudding for dessert.
Tony:
Presents?
Carol:
I'm sorry, Tony, we couldn't afford any presents this year.
Tony:
No presents?
Carol:
No, Tony, no presents.  I had to spend it all on your therapy.  We couldn't even have a tree this year.
Tony:
No tree.
Carol:
(beginning to cry)  No tree.  Every Christmas since I was a little girl, we always had a tree.  This is the first time... (she breaks down.  Tony reaches to comfort her)
Tony:
Don't cry, Mom!  Don't cry!
Carol:
(sniffling) You're right, Tony.  It's just a tree.  It's not what Christmas is all about.  Let's pray.  (Both bow their heads)  Jesus, thank You for today, when we remember the day You were born, the best Christmas present ever.  Thank you for saving us and giving us a dry roof over our heads and food on our table, and... yes, I'll thank you for the job that pays for it, even though it's hard.
Tony:
God bless Miss Neezer.
Carol:
Yes, I suppose I should be charitable and pray for her, too.  Please bless Abigail, God; open her eyes to Your Gospel and save her, or at least make her a little easier to deal with, please.  Amen.
Tony:
Amen.  (Both begin eating)
Abigail:
Wait, wait, wait – are you saying Tiny is the one who's been praying for me???
Present:
Don't you believe what you see and what you hear?
Abigail:
But that doesn't make any sense!  He's just a... a...
Present:
The only thing wrong with Tony is that his mind didn't grow up when his body did.  He's not stupid; he understands who God is.  God listens to his prayers, just like He hears the prayers of all children.
Abigail:
But why would he pray for me?  I've never done anything for him.
Present:
There are many people who do kind things for others, expecting nothing in return.  They bring some light into this dark world.
Abigail:
You mean the fools, the losers, the ones who get stepped on?
Present:
Most of us call them “happy.”  Some say that giving unselfishly is the truest expression of love.  Can you look me in the eye and tell me that living your way is making you happy?  (Abbey tries and flinches away)
Abigail:
I can't even look you in the eye.
Present:
Then don't be so quick to judge people who live by different rules than the ones you made up for yourself.  Now let's look at some more people who think happiness is worth the effort.
Scene 7:
Mr. Pepper and his fiancee at a table in a not-so-fancy restaurant.
Pepper:
So, of course, I didn't stay any longer than I had to, I mean, she was almost furious, and all I did was ask if I could stretch out the payments a little, well actually, I never got that far, she said it for me, and as soon as she was done, she answered her own question and read me the riot act when I never even got to tell her my plan, which wasn't a bad plan if you ask me, I'm trying to be fair, don't you think?
Fiancee:
Of course you're trying to be fair, that's one of the things I love about you, you're always fair, you never say an unkind word about anyone, unless they really deserve it, and that doesn't happen much, except for that plumber, and I don't blame you for getting a little testy after he made you wait three hours and then tried to overcharge you for the time, but I know what you're trying to say, and I'm behind you all the way, you know I am.  (They continue talking quietly but animatedly)
Abigail:
What have they got to be so happy about?  They don't have ten bucks between them.
Present:
They're in love.  Isn't that enough?
Abigail:
Aren't they a little old to be going ga-ga and googly-eyes over each other?  That went out in high school.
Present:
For some people, being happy never went out of style.  They don't have much, but they have each other, and they can be happy with that.  Are you happy, Abbey?  (Pause; they watch the couple clink glasses in a toast.)
Abigail:
Sometimes, I really wish...
Present:
Wish what?
Abigail:
That when I was younger, I'd found someone who would love me and never leave.  Even though I know there's no such person.
Present:
It's never too late to find that someone, Abbey.
Abigail:
Ha!  Can you see me going out with somebody like Mr. 120-Words-a-Minute there?  You've got to be kidding.
Present:
Jesus loves you, Abbey.  He promised that anyone who comes to Him will never be cast out.  He's not like people in this world who disappoint you.  He will never leave you or forsake you.
Abigail:
But He's not real!  Well, I mean, I know you think He's real, but... He's... dead and gone.  He's not really here.
Present:
Dead?  No, He rose from the dead, and there were many witnesses to that. Gone?  No, He is always near His children, because He's God, and God is everywhere.  He can be just as real to you as your cousin Steve, maybe more real.
Abigail:
Are you trying to make a Christian out of me in one night?
Present:
People have changed their minds about Jesus in less time than that.  But that's a good idea.  Let's drop in on Steve and his family, shall we?
Scene 8:
Steve's house.  Steve and Arlene are preparing for the family party.
Arlene:
Steve, are you messing with the punch bowl?
Steve:
I'm just adding my special secret ingredient.
Arlene:
You added your special secret ingredient last year, and my sister Vivian wound up swinging from the chandelier, singing “From the Halls of Montezuma.”  Let's skip the secret ingredient this year, please?
Steve:
Okay.  I just don't want the party to get boring.
Arlene:
With all the kids who will be here in an hour, boredom will be the least of our worries.  Did you say Cousin Abbey was coming this year?
Steve:
I asked her, and I got the usual response.  (Peter and Jackie enter.)
Peter:
Did you say Aunt Abigail was coming?
Steve:
I invited her; I don't know if she's coming or not.
Jackie:
I hope not.  She's weird.
Arlene:
Jacqueline, that is very unkind of you!
Jackie:
Well, she is!  She's never happy, and she only talks about work.
Peter:
At least she doesn't have a moustache like Aunt Vivian.  Eww!
Jackie:
But Aunt Vivian is funny sometimes.  Like that time last year when she was swinging from the –
Arlene:
That's enough talk about that, please.
Jackie:
And she always puts money in her Christmas cards.  It makes up for her giving us itchy sweaters every year.  Aunt Abigail never gives us anything.
Steve:
Kids, Aunt Abbey might be a little different, but she's family, and if she shows up, we will treat her just like we treat any other family member.
Peter:
You mean put a whoopee cushion in her chair?
Steve:
Hey!  I stopped doing that years ago!
Arlene:
I told you the kids would never let you forget it.
Steve:
You should remember your school lessons so well.
Jackie:
Daddy, why is Aunt Abigail so strange?
Steve:
Well, do you remember the lesson your Mom taught you over and over when you were little?
Both kids:
“People are more important than things.”
Steve:
That's right.  I don't think anyone taught Abigail that lesson when she was little.  Or maybe she just didn't get it.
Jackie:
That's kind of sad.
Arlene:
It is sad, you're right.  That's why we have to be extra-nice to people like Aunt Abigail, because they don't know better.
Peter:
What if we forget?
Steve:
Then I will tickle you without mercy!  (He chases the kids, who scream and run away offstage)
Arlene:
Steven, you show them a little mercy or I'll tickle you!  (She follows them offstage)
Steve:
(from offstage)  Promises, promises!
Abigail:
Are they really this happy, or are they putting on an act for my benefit?
Present:
They don't know you're watching them.  This is how it really is in their household.
Abigail:
And they're so happy because of this Jesus?
Present:
They don't know Jesus.  This is just the world's happiness, something else you never had any use for.
Abigail:
And why not?  That kind of happiness never lasts.  (the lights begin to fade in the background)
Present:
No, it doesn't.  It can seem like a substitute for the joy that comes from God, but when enough things go wrong, this kind of happiness ends.  Then there's nothing left but to fumble through life, with no idea what anything means, until our time is done.
Abigail:
And then?
Present:
Then we stand before God, and we settle up with Him for all the things we did that He told us not to do, and for all the things we didn't do that He said we should.  There is only one penalty for breaking God's laws.  If you're separated from God when you die, you have to be separated from Him forever.
Abigail:
You mean... Hell?  (Present nods)  You mean Steve and Arlene and the kids would go there?  (Present nods again)  But... but they're such good people!  That's not fair!
Present:
You don't get to Heaven by being good; you get to Heaven by being perfect.  That's God's standard, because He is perfect.
Abigail:
Your buddy from the past said something about that.  He said you'd tell me more.
Present:
Oh, no, I couldn't do that.  You don't want to hear superstitious talk about a religious dead guy, do you?
Abigail:
Well, I... just don't like the thought of Cousin Steve going to a place like... I mean, he's annoying sometimes, but he doesn't deserve that.
Present:
God said, “The wages of sin is death.”  Eternal punishment is exactly what you deserve for going against God, and if He didn't give you what you deserve, He would be unjust, wouldn't He?
Abigail:
I never thought of it that way.  But what if we don't know what He expects of us?
Present:
Any policeman will tell you, ignorance of the law is no excuse.  And finding out what God wants is so easy, the only reason for not knowing is that you didn't try.  You can buy a Bible for five dollars at Big Box-Mart.  You can find preachers on TV and on the radio, you can find sermons and Christian blogs on-line.  You could even go to church; that one down the block would be a good place to start.
Abigail:
The one with the sheep?
Present:
The one with the pastor who works and prays to keep people from going to that place you don't like to talk about.
Abigail:
So, how does it work in... that place?  Is it, like, twenty years for murder, five years for stealing, two years for taking the Lord's name in vain, and like that?
Present:
God is infinite, so His anger at wrongdoing is also infinite.  So the punishment is endless.
Abigail:
But... you make it sound hopeless.  The ‘past’ guy said there was a way out.
Present:
There is.  The only way God could be both just and loving is if someone else paid for our sins so we don't have to.  So He paid that price Himself.  He was born in a stable, lived among us for thirty-three years –
Abigail:
Are you talking about Jesus?
Present:
Yes, the religious dead guy.  But when He died on that cross, He didn't deserve to die, so His death paid for your sins, and Carol's, and the sins of the whole world.  And then He rose from the dead to prove that He really was God and that sin really was paid for.
Abigail:
Great!  So we're all going to Heaven, then!  Right?
Present:
If you went to Steve's party, and found a gift under the tree with your name on it, would it do you any good if you refused to take it and open it?
Abigail:
No, of course not.
Present:
Salvation is a gift, and it doesn't do you any good unless you choose to receive it.
Abigail:
Well, that'll be a cold day in... you know.
Present:
Why are you so resistant?
Abigail:
I've spent my entire life working for me, looking out for me.  I can't trust anyone else, even if this God really does exist.
Present:
You can trust God, Abbey.  And you can trust Jesus.  And you must trust Him if you want to get to Heaven.  If you don't... (the lights go out suddenly)
Scene 9:
back in Abbey's apartment.  She is alone again.
Abigail:
This is weird.  I haven't thought about stuff like this since... (a sheep bleats)  Don't you ever sleep?  I wish I could.  But now my head is spinning with all this Jesus stuff, I don't know if I can sleep.  (She sits on the bed.)  It's all just superstition, isn't it?  But Carol seems so sure about it.  Maybe she's just fooling herself.  All those other religions say they're the only way, so most of them have to be wrong.  What if they're all wrong?  But I never heard the other ones say anything about paying for sins; they just make you be good.  How good is good enough?
Christmas Future appears silently.
Future:
No one knows.
Abigail:
(startled)  You're... you're the one from the future, right?  I thought you couldn't talk.
Future:
I can speak.
Abigail:
And you're going to show me things that are going to happen in the future?
Future:
What might happen.
Abigail:
You mean it's like he said in Back to the Future III, “It means your future hasn't been written yet.  Your future is whatever you make it?”
Future:
That is true.
Abigail:
And you're not going to let me sleep until you've shown me this stuff?
Future:
You must see.
Abigail:
Fine, let's get this over with.
Future:
Then follow me.
Scene 10:
Carol's apartment.  Carol is sitting alone at the table, her head in her hands.
Abigail:
What's with her?  Where's Tiny?  I mean Tony?
Future:
Read the letter.  (points to a letter on the table.  Abbey picks it up.)
Abigail:
“Dear Ms. St. Croix, you will be pleased to know that your son Tony is still doing well at Freedom Acres.”  Freedom Acres?  That's a funny farm!  Tony doesn't deserve to go there, he's just a big kid!
Future:
Read the rest.
Abigail:
“He is fully recovered from the altercation we mentioned last month, and we have taken proactive steps to ensure that it will not recur.”  That's official-talk for “we put him on heavy meds so he's a walking zombie!”  That's so wrong!  Why are they doing this to him?
Future:
Can you guess?
Abigail:
Is this because Carol can't take care of him?  Is this because she couldn't pay for his therapy, and he got out of control, so they took him away?
Future:
Please read more.
Abigail:
(slams down the letter)  I can't read any more!  This just isn't right!  This never should have happened.  I mean, it shouldn't going to happen.  I mean...  what do I mean?
Future:
You could help.
Abigail:
I could help?  I'm no therapist – I can't keep my own life together!  Everything I used to believe is coming unglued around me, and you think I can help somebody else?  Don't you think I'm going to need some help?
Future:
Come and see.
Scene 11:
Abbey's apartment.  Landlord and Mr. & Mrs. Shaw enter.
Landlord:
Here's the apartment.  You could move in today if you wanted to.
Abigail:
Hey, what's he doing, showing my apartment?  What's going on here?
Mr. Shaw:
It's not huge, but it's enough for the two of us.
Mrs. Shaw:
Kind of bare, isn't it?
Abigail:
It's not bare, it's minimalist!
Mr. Shaw:
That's okay, a coat of paint and some framed prints on the walls, and it'll look fine.
Landlord:
I'll take care of the paint, and also all this old furniture.  The former occupant won't be needing it any more.  Unless there's something here you'd like to keep?
Mrs. Shaw:
No, thank you, we want our first place to be full of our stuff, not someone else's.
Landlord:
You had good timing.  The apartment just went on the market yesterday.  The former tenant was dead and gone for a week before I found out about it.
Abigail:
I... died?  That young?  I never got to start my corporation, or anything?
Future:
It could happen.
Mr. Shaw:
She didn't... in here, did she?
Landlord:
No, she had a heart attack in the shop where she worked.  I heard she was screaming at a co-worker, and then just keeled over.  I guess she didn't have any family or friends to spread the word.
Mrs. Shaw:
Oh, good!  I'd hate to think this place might be haunted.  Where do you think the TV ought to go, dear?  (They continue to look around the apartment until the scene ends.)
Abigail:
So that's it?  I'm dead and gone, and no one cares?  Not even Steve?  Or Carol?
Future:
No one, perhaps.
Abigail:
I know I wasn't Miss Congeniality, but... is that all there is to my life?
Future:
There is judgment.  (The lights go out, with the sound of distant thunder)
Scene 12:
a bare stage; all we see is the Judge standing.  We hear the distant thunder again.  The lights are on Abbey; the Judge is in stark shadow.  When he speaks, he gestures but his lips do not move; his voice (powerful and frightening) comes from offstage.
Judge:
Bring in the defendant.  (Two courtroom workers silently guide Abbey to stand before the Judge, then leave.)  You are charged with breaking God's commands.  You have been found guilty.  Do you have anything to say before I pass sentence?
Abigail:
Well, I wasn't as bad as some people.
Judge:
Perhaps not, but you failed My standard, and there is a price you must pay.
Abigail:
But I did some good things!  Didn't I?
Judge:
You are not judged for good things, but for the bad things you did, and for these, there is a price you must pay.
Abigail:
But I promise, if I get another chance, I'll do much better!
Judge:
Doubtful, but even if you did, you have still broken My law already, and for this, there is a price you must pay.
Abigail:
But what about the tribespeople in Africa who never heard of you?  What are you going to do about them?
Judge:
They will get their hearing, and I will be just.  This is your hearing, about your wrongdoing and the price you must pay.
Abigail:
But I believe You are good, and I hope You'll let me go because of that.
Judge:
To let the guilty go free would be the act of a bad judge.  I am a good Judge, and because of that, there is a price you must pay.
Abigail:
Then... what is this price?  What are you going to do to me?
Judge:
I never knew you.  Depart from Me!  (He points away dramatically.  He leaves, to the sound of thunder, leaving Abbey alone in the spotlight.)
Abigail:
But if no one on earth wants me, and God won't take me, then... does anybody want me?
Scary background noises (wind, people moaning, etc.) come up.  The lights turn red.
Satanic Voice:
Abigail Neezer!  I have a place for you!
Abigail:
Oh, no.
Satanic Voice:
You have earned it.
Abigail:
No...
Satanic Voice:
You worked for it.
Abigail:
No, not that!
Satanic Voice:
You deserve it.
Abigail:
(sinks to her knees) No, please!
Satanic Voice:
No one is going to take it from you.
Abigail:
No!  
Satanic Voice:
Come to me, Abbey Neezer!
Abigail:
No!  I can't!  I... God help me!  Jesus, I... I don't know what to say, I don't know how to say it!  But... whatever it was that Carol was trying to tell me, that's what I want.  I need it... I need... I need You.  I need You!  Please, save me out of this!
The scary background noises and lights start fading out as soon as she cries “God help me,” and by the time she asks Him to save her, they have faded out completely.
Scene 13:
Abbey's apartment.  She is on her knees in a corner, looking very small.
Abigail:
(weeping) Save me from everything I've ever done wrong.  Please forgive me!  Oh, there's so much!  Where do I start?  (pause, looks around)  It's gone.  It's over.  It was... was it real?  (she slowly gets to her feet)  Well, it's real now.  I just never got it before.  It's so simple!  That's what Carol was trying to – Carol!  She needs to know!  (grabs her cell phone, hits a speed-dial button)  Carol?  This is Abigail Neezer.  I'm sorry to wake you up so early, but there's something I need to tell you.  Can you meet me at the shop at, say, eight o'clock?... Yes, I know what day it is, but this is really important...  Sure, bring him along, he's never a problem...  All I can tell you is, this is big, really big...  Good, thank you.  Bye!  (she hangs up)  I've got to get dressed and get to the shop; I need to be there before Carol gets there, and – (she does a double take at something on the far side of the bed) Well, well, look at that!
Scene 14:
the pawn shop; Abbey is there, looking through her papers for a particular page while talking on her cell phone.
Abigail:
Hi, Steve?  This is Abbey...  Your cousin, Abbey Neezer!...  Well, maybe my voice does sound a little different.  There are a lot of different things about me now... Yes, I'd love to tell you about it, but not over the phone.  That invitation to your Christmas party, is it still open?... Great!  I'll be there, and I'll bring some dessert...  No, I'm fine, I've never felt better in my life.  Listen, I don't want to get too pushy or anything, but would it be okay if I brought two friends along?... Excellent.  I know you'll like them, they're great people.  I'll see you at three...  Merry Christmas to you, too, Steve!  Bye!  (she hangs up)  All this smiling is making my face hurt.  What a feeling!
Pastor Jeffers and Albert Hall walk down the street with brown-wrapped bundles.  
Pastor:
Thanks for coming out with me, Albert.  I know it's hard on Christmas Day.
Albert:
Just seeing those poor peoples' faces when they get these packages and realize they won't be hungry today, makes it all worth it.
Abbey leans out her doorway.
Abigail:
Oh, Pastor?  I see you're busy, but do you have a moment?
They both look startled.
Pastor:
Yes?  Can I help you with something?
Abigail:
I'd like to help you, if I could.  Is it too late to give something for the needy?  (she starts writing a check)
Pastor:
It's never too late; God almost always gives us a second chance if we ask Him for it.
Abigail:
You have no idea how true that is!  Here; will this be a help to anyone?  (she tears the check off with a flourish and hands it to Pastor)
Albert:
(looking over Pastor's shoulder at the check)  Whoa!
Pastor:
Miss Neezer, are you sure about this?
Abigail:
It's long overdue; I'm making up for lost time.  And I... apologize for how rude I was yesterday.
Albert:
Pastor, that'll pay for the entire Christmas dinner at the shelter this afternoon!
Pastor:
I told you God would provide!  Miss Neezer, you are an answer to prayer.
Abigail:
Please, call me Abbey.  I think prayers are being answered all over the place.
Pastor:
Amen to that!  I'm afraid I don't have a receipt I can give you for this.
Abigail:
We can work that out later; you'll be seeing me again, real soon.  I won't keep you from your errands.  Merry Christmas, both of you!
Albert:
Merry Christmas to you, too!
Pastor and Albert leave, talking animatedly to each other.  Mr. Pepper comes shuffling along.
Abigail:
Mr. Pepper!  Good morning, and Merry Christmas!  Can you come in for a moment?  (Pepper comes in uncertainly.)
Pepper:
Oh, uhh, hello, Ms. Neezer!  Yes, and a Merry Christmas to you, too.  You know, I was just going for a walk, seeing how I don't have much to do until lunch with my special lady, that's at twelve thirty, we have reservations at Chez Spoon du Grease downtown, and I was just thinking about you, and the ring, and how much I ought to be paying you every week, I did give my word, after all, not to mention I signed the papers, that's kind of binding, you know, and I've decided I really need to –
Abigail:
Forget it.
Pepper:
Huh?
Abigail:
You've already paid a lot on it, and after all, it is an engagement ring.  You're paid in full, your debt is canceled.  Here's your ring, and rip this paper up.  (She hands him a jewelry box and a yellow form)  Merry Christmas.  And give my best to your special lady.
Pepper:
(long pause)  I'm speechless.
Abigail:
Then Christmas really is a season for miracles.
Pepper:
I... I... Thank you!  And merry Christmas!  Very merry Christmas!  (he shakes her hand vigorously, then leaves.  We see him shredding the yellow paper and joyously throwing the pieces in the air outside.)
Abigail:
(hugs herself)  Oooh, that felt good!  I need to do this more often.  It's not good business, but... it's Christmas!  (she walks over to the shelf of books, picks one up)  “Holly Bibble?”  Oh, it's the Bible!  I guess I'll be needing one of these.
Carol walks in with Tony, both dressed very warmly.  Abbey hides the Bible.
Carol:
What's with Mr. Pepper out there?  It looked like he was tearing up his loan records.
Abigail:
Don't worry about him, we've probably seen the last of him for a while.  Mrs. St. Croix, I called you in here –
Carol:
On Christmas Day!
Abigail:
Yes, I know what day it is.  I called you in here because I have a new work assignment for you.
Carol:
On Christmas Day?
Abigail:
Yes, I know what day it is!  And you don't have to do it today.  But I want you to do some on-line research for me.
Carol:
On top of everything else?  What kind of research?
Abigail:
Health insurance.
Carol:
...health insurance?
Abigail:
It seems to me that a certain employee of mine, and her son, could use some medical benefits.  I'd like you to pick out a plan that will work for you and Tiny – I mean Tony, sorry.  I'll pick up at least half of it for you.
Carol:
That's... that's wonderful!  But... I can't do on-line research; I don't have a computer.
Abigail:
Maybe this will help.  (she holds out an iPad)
Carol:
The missing iPad?
Abigail:
I forgot, I took it home last week and never brought it back.  I'm sorry I accused you of losing it.  It's yours now.  It's the least I can do after all the grief I gave you.  Merry Christmas.
Carol:
Ms. Neezer, this is –
Abigail:
Please, call me Abbey.
Carol:
Abbey?  What's come over you?
Abigail:
It's not a “what,” it's a “who.”  (she looks upward significantly)
Carol:
You came to Jesus?  (Abbey nods and smiles.  Carol lets out a whoop and hugs her.)  Oh, Abbey!  That's the best news I've heard all year!
Abigail:
And it's the best Christmas present I ever got.  I'm sorry I was so thick-headed and mean towards you, Carol.  Please forgive me.
Carol:
You're forgiven!  If you don't mind me asking, what changed your mind?
Abigail:
Let's just say the spirit of the season got through to me.  Speaking of which, would you and Tony like to join me at my cousin's house this afternoon for a Christmas party?  They've got plenty of room and plenty of food, and a tree.  A real tree.
Carol:
I... we... yes!  We'd love to!  Oh, this is unbelievable!  Health insurance, and an iPad of my own, and a party, and a tree...  I just can't absorb it all!
Abigail:
But my relatives don't know about Jesus like you do, so maybe you could tell them, if you get a chance, just like you told me?
Carol:
Will they be as hostile as you were?  I'm sorry, I shouldn't have said that.
Abigail:
Well, it's true, but I'm going to work on that, and my cousin and his wife aren't like me at all.
Carol:
Not to be rude, but that's a relief.
Abigail:
It's okay, things are going to be different now.  After the new year, we'll talk about (she counts on her fingers) shorter work days, and vacation days, and sick days, and a retirement plan.  And this Sunday, maybe we'll both take the day off and visit that church down the street.
Carol:
Really?
Abigail:
The pastor seems to have his head on straight.  But I haven't been to church since I was little.  Maybe you can help me do the right things and not act so out of place.
Carol:
I like that idea.  A lot!  Oh, what a Christmas this is turning out to be!
Abigail:
I'm not used to talking this way, but I'd have to say God has blessed us.
Tony:
Every one!
Abbey gives Tony a high-five and Carol laughs as the lights go down.
THE END

