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CAST OF CHARACTERS (2w, 2m, 2teen girls, 1teen boy, 1either m or w)
ISABELLE: (f) Ben's wife. She's an upbeat, loving ghost and Tim's mother who was killed 7 years ago
in a car accident.
BEN: (m) Tim's father and Isabelle's widower. Nerdy, brainy. Emerging from a long depression.
TIM: (m) 16-year-old son of Ben and Isabelle. A good, bright Kid. Physically challenged by a leg that's
undergone several surgeries.
MS. MARLEY: (f) The dedicated Assistant Principal at Cratchit High School. A retired Marine.
FRED: (m) Ben's cousin through some connection. Kind-hearted manager of the local mall.
FU-CHA: (f) a sassy, hardworking teen of color who is very responsible to her single mom and siblings.
WIGS: (f) 16 years old. Tim's best friend who's been going through chemotherapy but maintains a
positive energy as well as a wig collection.
VOICE FROM ABOVE – can be live or recorded.
YOUNG BEN: College-aged BEN, played by BEN
YOUNG ISABELLE: College-aged ISABELLE, played by ISABELLE
YOUNG FRED: College-aged FRED, played by FRED
PRODUCTION NOTES: Isabelle is present in all the scenes, watching and re-acting at Director's
discretion. AND, the scenes of the younger Ben and Isabelle of the past are played by the same actors
playing them in the present. Ben walks into them as into a dream.
SCENERY NOTE: All the action takes place in open space with suggestive set pieces creating the
scene.
TIME: The Present

MERRY GENTLEMEN by Sheila Rinear (Perfect for Professional, Community, College/University
and High School production.) (2w, 2m, 2teen girls, 1teen boy, 1either m or w) Contemporary costumes,
several settings (simple or elaborate) About 2 hours. Merry Gentlemen is a full-length play heavily
inspired by Charles Dickens’ A Christmas Carol. Ben Dickens lost his wife, Isabelle, in a car crash on
Christmas Eve. That was seven years ago. Since then Ben has focused only on his job, allowing his
teenage son Tim to fend for himself. Isabelle appears to both her husband and son urging them to reach
out to each other and mend their relationship…and it needs to happen by this soon-to-arrive Christmas
when her Spirit must depart from their sphere for eternity. In this full-length play, Ben and Tim
Dickens’ paths mystically cross those of various characters who lead Ben and Tim out of their bleak,
estranged lives and into the Spirit of Christmas…with many laughs along the way. ORDER #3210
Sheila Rinear is a San Antonio-based, award-winning playwright, screenwriter, and teacher. Her work
has been commissioned, developed and produced throughout the United States but especially in Texas
where The Playhouse San Antonio, The Classic Theatre, and The Overtime Theatre are her artistic
homes. Commissioned six times in the past 8 years by the City of San Antonio to produce performance
pieces for Luminaria, Rinear has also taught Playwriting and Screenwriting at NESA (San Antonio Arts
Magnet High School) and serves The Dramatists Guild as Regional Rep for Austin-San Antonio. For
more, see: www.sheilarinear.com
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ACT I
SCENE 1 – In the dark an instrumental version of God Rest Ye, Merry Gentlemen! plays. Someone is
singing along. Lights up on a cemetery headstone. Headstone: Isabelle Dickens - Beloved Wife of
Ben and Mother of Tim. ISABELLE Dickens comes from behind the headstone singing.
ISABELLE: (singing) "Ohhh tidings of comfort and joy! Comfort and joy! Etc..."
(A LIGHT from above comes up ISABELLE stops singing and walks into the light.)
Is that you? It's been a while. I didn't know if you were still there ––
VOICE FROM ABOVE: I am always here for you.
ISABELLE: Good to know. I get feeling mighty alone sometimes.
VOICE FROM ABOVE: I am here, even if you can't see or hear me. Just like you with your living
loved ones. And I'll always answer you, if you start the conversation.
ISABELLE: Really? Wow! I've been kind of afraid to do that. You usually initiate our visits. To relay
some information to me. So. Why do I see your light and hear you now?
VOICE FROM ABOVE: I was instructed to talk to you. To guide you.
ISABELLE: Guide me?
VOICE FROM ABOVE: With the next step on your journey to eternity. You are still trying to spread
your tidings of comfort and joy, aren't you, Dear.
ISABELLE: Yes. "Trying to" is right. Can I mention that it's a pretty tough job when no one can see or
hear me? Is there anything ––
(ISABELLE's foot bumps into a book lying on the stage.
SFX: angelic chorus singing)
VOICE FROM ABOVE: Go ahead. Pick it up.
(When ISABELLE hesitates)
Go on. It's for you.
(As ISABELLE lifts the book and reads the title.)
ISABELLE: Spiritual Intervention for Dummies? Nice.
VOICE FROM ABOVE: It will help you with your mission.
ISABELLE: Oh good. Wait. I have a mission?
VOICE FROM ABOVE: It's the same one you came into the world to accomplish. To spread comfort
and joy deep in the hearts of your family. You simply ran out of time.
ISABELLE: (looking at her headstone) Yeah. You could put it that way.
(Brief SFX of angelic chorus again.)
(testy) What's that I'm hearing?
VOICE FROM ABOVE: My colleagues. They'll be reminding you to look for your answers in that
book ––
(As ISABELLE now pages through the book.)
ISABELLE: Answers?
VOICE FROM ABOVE: To questions you'll have. About the problems you'll face during this final
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opportunity to complete your mission.
ISABELLE: "Final opportunity?"
VOICE FROM ABOVE: Yes. And you need to share the lessons you learn with them.
ISABELLE: With whom?
(House lights up on the audience.)
VOICE FROM ABOVE: With them. You'd better hurry. You've only got 2 hours.
(As the LIGHT from Above fades, so do the house lights on the audience. ISABELLE
approaches the audience.)
ISABELLE: Ah! I'd better get right to my story. Let's see! I lived in Time for a relatively short period.
Then my life ended abruptly. There's a threshold that lies between Time and Eternity. A threshold we
all must cross or else we wander in Time as a spirit. I refused to cross over the threshold. I chose to
stay behind to be with my husband and son when I was – Sorry, this is difficult for me. When I was
killed in a car accident 7 years ago on Christmas Eve. The accident was totally my fault.
(slight beat)
Anyway, I've been trying to help my husband and son get back to loving their lives and each other. I
try talking to them every day them.
(LIGHTS cross fade.
SFX: A Christmas song comes up. Weather Channel music would be perfect.)

SCENE 2 – ISABELLE carries the book as she walks to another part of the stage to a living room of an
outdated apartment.
ISABELLE: It's pretty much the same every day. Ben, my husband, gets ready for work. And Tim, my
son, gets ready for school.
(Lights up on BEN entering dressed for work, sipping coffee. Looking at the TV he grabs the
remote and "mutes" the Christmas Carols and complains to TIM who's seated putting on a
knee brace.)
TIM: Morning, Dad.
BEN: Hey. They start playing that darned holiday music earlier and earlier every year, don't they. Next
thing you know they'll be playing "Deck the Halls" on the 4th of July instead of the National
Anthem.
(BOTH watch the muted TV.)
ISABELLE: (to audience) Timmy's leg got injured in the car accident.
BEN: Wow! Wow. Only going up to twenty-five degrees today.
TIM: That'll feel warm compared to this apartment, huh?
BEN: I should talk to the building superintendent about that.
TIM: If you think it'd do any good. Dad. See that big envelope?
BEN: My Jeopardy score cards?
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ISABELLE: (to audience) Ben LOVES playing Jeopardy.
TIM: No. There. That one. Dad, would you look that stuff over and sign the papers?
BEN: What is it? I'm in a hurry here, Son.
TIM: The papers for my surgery? Remember? I told you last week my doctor wants to schedule it so I'll
have the Holidays to recuperate. And do some intense Physical Therapy without missing school?
BEN: Right. Sorry, Son. Guess I did forget.
TIM: How could you forget that?
BEN: Maybe I get busy going to work, earning money to keep a roof over your head?
TIM: Whatever. Just don't forget you said you'd take time off over the holidays.
(holding a string of Christmas lights)
Maybe we can hang some decorations when you get home tonight?
BEN: (checking watch) Wow! Wow! Well, son,...I don't think – You know how I feel about those
holiday lights and trees.
ISABELLE: Uh-oh. Ben has turned into such a Scrooge. He hates Christmas.
(SFX: older land line phone rings once and the answering machine comes on.
ISABELLE: [ON ANSWERING MACHINE] Thanks for calling the Dickens'
home. Leave a message for Ben, Tim, or Isabelle at the tone. [Tone sounds and
then Wigs' voice.]
WIGS: (O.S.) Tim. It's me. Wigs. Meet you on the wall. Be there.
Phone message ends.)
BEN: Pretty funny how that kid calls with the same message every single morning.
TIM: I keep telling you: Get rid of that ridiculously old land line and that greeting of Mom's that you
haven't let me change in 7 years, and Wigs won't be able to call and annoy you every morning.
BEN: It's not really annoying.
ISABELLE: (to audience) Truth be told. Ben likes to hear my voice on the answering machine. I wish
he could hear me speak.
(calling and BEN doesn't hear)
Ben! Ben, Sweetheart!
(to audience)
See? Nada.
(BEN finishes his coffee, grabs his bag.)
BEN: When's your next appointment with the doctor?
TIM: Tomorrow. Maybe this'll be the last of my surgeries. Wouldn't it be cool if I could play ball in the
spring?
BEN: Let's not go getting our hopes up too high. And I really don't see how I can get the time off. We
just got a whole new shipment of Cold War files I've got to sort through. But I'll get you help. I'll talk
to Mrs. Connor.
(turning off TV)
Hey, did I ever tell you how The Weather Channel got started in Georgia? It's quite an interesting
history ––
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(TIM drops the lights and grabs his backpack.)
TIM: I gotta go. See ya, Dad.
(TIM exits. BEN picks up the Christmas lights.)
ISABELLE: Oh, my poor Ben. And dear Tim. But what can I do?
(toward the "heavenly" area)
There must be something
(SFX: brief angelic chorus.
ISABELLE looks around questioningly then suddenly realizes it's a cue and lifts the book and
reads. Excited, she tells the audience.)
Excellent! This chapter looks like just the thing: Getting Through to Your Living Loved Ones.
(SFX: Wind blows. LIGHTS fade.)

SCENE 3 – SFX: The wind continues to blow as lights come up on TIM sitting on a not-high-at-all
wall, gazing out. His friend WIGS sits beside him.
TIM: What kind of a father doesn't give a darn about his kid's surgeries?
WIGS: I don't know. One who is kinda all caught up in his job? I mean my Dad's all about his job and
how much money he makes so he can pay bills and stuff.
TIM: That's it, Wigs! I'll get a job and when he needs dinner fixed or grocery shopping to be done,
guess who won't be there to do it. Yeah, that'll – You listening? I'll get a job, save some cash and
just...just take off.
WIGS: Oh. Great plan.
TIM: I'd stay in touch with you. You could catch up with me when you're done with your chemo, Wigs.
WIGS: Yeah, that's gonna happen? Me chasing you around the country? About as easy as you getting a
job. Nobody's hiring right now. Get your surgery. Look, you're giving your Dad way too much space
in your head. It's the holidays. You know he hates them. At least he hasn't gotten morbid on you yet,
right?
TIM: Yeah, give him a few days and let him hear more Carols and he'll be taking morbid to a whole
new level.
WIGS: I'm going inside. C'mon. You can't sit out here. You'll get frost bite.
(TIM hears something. TIM signals WIGS to act like they're asleep. FU-CHA enters talking
on her phone.)
FU-CHA: No, you don't get it at all, Iggy. My Mom'll kill me if I lose my job. We need the money to
put food on the table.
(listens then explodes)
Well yeah, my Mom's the reason I was skipping school all the time in the first place. Someone had to
stay with the kids while she went on job interviews. So if she gets a job – No, she hasn't gotten one
yet. That's why I'm saying she's gonna kill me.
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(listens)
WHY?? You were just plain born stupid, Iggy: I'm going to lose my job if I can't show up to do my
job. After-school detention happens at the same time I'm supposed to work? This new Assistant
Principal is totally ruining my life and I need help and all you can say is ––
TIM: I can help you.
FU-CHA: What the heck are you doing here?
(teasing)
Does your mama know you're skipping kindergarten?
(ISABELLE enters reading her book.)
TIM: My mama's dead.
FU-CHA: Yeah. Right. Sure she is. Gonna cry now? Cause I'm picking on you in my school yard?
TIM: It's not your school yard. And I was here before you.
FU-CHA: Great! Is this where all the losers meet?
TIM: You tell me. You're here.
FU-CHA: This is what I'll tell you: I don't see how a wimp like you can help me.
TIM: I can take your job. Temporarily. While you serve your "time" in after-school detention and
community service.
FU-CHA: Why? You got a "crush" on me, Gimp?
WIGS: No. I do, Fu-cha.
(FU-CHA rolls her eyes.)
FU-CHA: (to Tim) You don't even know where I work, Wimp.
TIM: Auntie Em's. I've seen you. You're kinda hard to miss?
(FU-CHA speaks into her phone.)
FU-CHA: You getting this, Iggy? He says he gonna take my job?
(She listens, puts phone away and grins with pleasure.)
FU-CHA: Iggy's gonna be coming for you.
TIM: But you'll tell him not to when I set this up for you. Let me have your job for the 6 or 7 weeks you
won't be working cause you'll be doing after school detention and community service. I need some
cash and I can give you a percentage off the top.
FU-CHA: And how's that gonna happen, you taking over my job? You think I own Auntie Em's? If you
do, your brain's dislocated. Mr. Diggs does the hiring and firing.
TIM: Tell Mr. Diggs you've got to have surgery. I have official medical papers that'll make it all look
legit. Let me finish... You tell Mr. Diggs you've got the perfect replacement. Me. And tell him if he
doesn't hire me, you won't have the surgery.
ISABELLE: (to audience) What's he doing? Deciding not to have his surgery? Oh, if I were alive, he'd
be in such trouble.
FU-CHA: You are crazy. How am I gonna convince Mr. Diggs I need this deal. There's nothing wrong
with me.
WIGS: That's your opinion, Fu-cha. I could tell you lots that's ––
FU-CHA: Shut it, Girl, or so help me ––
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TIM: Stop. I've seen Mr.Diggs. He works at the Food Bank. He actually likes needy kids like us.
FU-CHA: I am not needy.
TIM: You need help.
FU-CHA: Yeah, but ––
TIM: You're needy.
FU-CHA: Pfft. It's the only plan I got going right now, so what the heck. You must be pretty desperate
to ––
TIM: I am.
FU-CHA: Fine. I'll do this. Tim? We'll talk in the cafeteria. Lunch.
(SFX: The bell rings.)
WIGS: (to Tim) Big mistake, Friend. You should have the surgery.
FU-CHA: (to Wigs) Oh what? Are you his Mommy now?
TIM: You just shut up about my mother, will you?
FU-CHA: I can do that.
(FU-CHA looks at Wigs' wig.)
FU-CHA: You got a bunch of these wigs, don't you?
WIGS: I like to think of it as a collection.
FU-CHA: Ever lend them out?
(FU-CHA and WIGS exit. ISABELLE talks heavenward.)
ISABELLE: This chapter says I'll be able to speak to one of my loved ones. Please let Tim hear me? I
need to talk to him.
(ISABELLE moves to Tim's side. TIM, upset, covers his face with his hands.)
ISABELLE: My poor sweet Boy. Do you know how badly I wish I could help you?
TIM: Mom?
ISABELLE: Oh my gosh! You could hear me? You actually hear my voice?
(TIM turns around and screams when he sees his Mother. She's excited/happy but TIM
continues to freak and scream during her speech.)
You can see me, too?
(looking heavenward)
And You? You're good!
(back to Tim)
Honey, shh. Shh. It's alright. You're alright. I mean, right, how can you be alright with not having
seen or heard me in seven years and now this, huh? But let me tell you I have been invisible at your
side every day, wishing I could help you. I get that this upsets you. I'm used to seeing and hearing
you but it must seem ––
(TIM lets out one last scream.)
ISABELLE: What?
TIM: Mom! Did I just die?
ISABELLE: No Sweety, I'm dead. Sounds terrible, right? I'm sorry. But I...I am allowed to appear to
you and help you now.
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TIM: Now? Why?
(ISABELLE reading from the book.)
ISABELLE: "During the last weeks of the seventh year following your death on earth, you will be
allowed to assist one of your loved ones still on earth needing your help."
(figuring it up)
So, I died on Christmas Eve and today is...seven weeks exactly till Christmas Eve!
TIM: I can see you because of some rules in that book?
ISABELLE: Maybe you've been eating your carrots? Taking your vitamins? Not overdoing screen
time? Sorry, I shouldn't joke.
TIM: Mom, yes. You always joked. You always made me laugh.
(staring at her)
I've missed you so much.
ISABELLE: And I've missed you too, Honey. I mean I've been following you and your Dad, but I
haven't been able to communicate.
TIM: Really? You've been following...?
ISABELLE: Yes and it's been painful because you both are still hurting.
TIM: We're okay. Except for my leg and not being able to ––
ISABELLE: Then why would you forego having your surgery so you can take that girl's job?
TIM: You saw that?
(looking around)
Mom, can anyone else see you?
(she checks the book then shakes her head)
So anyone watching me, sees me talking to no one? To thin air?
(she nods)
You know what? We're fine. Dad and me.
ISABELLE: No, you're not. For starters, you are freezing. You need a warmer jacket, Timmy. Actually,
you need a new one. That one doesn't even fit you anymore. Wait. I thought you got a new winter
jacket.
TIM: I did. Someone ripped it off.
ISABELLE: I missed that. How awful, Honey.
TIM: Welcome to my world.
ISABELLE: And you haven't told your Dad about it.
TIM: Why bother?
ISABELLE: You sound angry.
(when he shrugs)
Disappointed?
TIM: It's just... When does my life get important to him, you know? He doesn't care ––
ISABELLE: He does care. Hey, a secret about your Dad? He always runs away from things he doesn't
know how to deal with. But he does keep a roof over your head and he comes home every night.
TIM: Yeah, he comes home and then doesn't move from that freaking chair of his. All he wants to do is
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watch TV. Mom, he has me record “The View” for him.
[-OR THE NAME OF WHATEVER SHOW THE DIRECTOR WANTS TO INSERT HERE-]

ISABELLE: That's such a good show.
TIM: The View, Mom? Really?
ISABELLE: I mean, "Oh no. How dare he?!"
TIM: And that's not all. He's made score charts. He keeps score of how many he gets right on Jeopardy.
Jeopardy, Mom.
ISABELLE: How does he do?
TIM: Actually, he's off the charts, he's so good. But that's not the worst part.
ISABELLE: Of course it isn't. What's the worst part?
TIM: He has a notebook where he writes down lines from old time movies. On one page he writes the
lines the actors say, and on the opposite page, the movie it comes from.
ISABELLE: We used to love all those wonderful classic films. Gone With The Wind. The Quiet Man.
TIM: Psycho?
ISABELLE: Stop. I tell you, your dad really can be a lot of fun.
TIM: No. He does not have a clue about having fun.
ISABELLE: Not true. He made up this game – What are some of the lines he's written down from those
old movies?
TIM: Let's see. "If you build it, they will come."
ISABELLE: (like a contestant) Field of Dreams! See. You name the movie it comes from. Like,
like...okay, here's another. "You're gonna need a bigger boat." That's from Jaws. Or, "Yo, Adrian!"
TIM: Rocky, who doesn't know that? Okay, I got one for you: "If you ain't first, you're last!" Hmm?
ISABELLE: Talladega Nights.
TIM: That's good, Mom.
ISABELLE: Did he write down "We'll always have Paris?"
TIM: Mom! Okay. Let's stop. We're acting as weird as Dad.
ISABELLE: Sorry, Honey. He needs some time off from that dungeon of an office he works in. Sorting
through all those files has got to be tedious. He needs time off.
TIM: Like that's ever gonna happen. Dad taking time off. Ha!
(ISABELLE aims her next remark heavenward in suggestion.)
ISABELLE: Wouldn't it be perfect if they'd just shut down the government again for a month or
something? Then he wouldn't have a job to go to! Maybe you could please think about it?
(TIM's a bit confused about who she's talking to.)
TIM: A Government shut down? Nah. Besides, if he didn't have work to go to, he'd sit around and
watch the History Channel.
ISABELLE: I never did understand how any man could love history and facts the way he does.
TIM: He's addicted to all that stuff. Like, there are lots of cars up on cinder blocks in our parking lot. So
the other day I'm talking about how sorry the parking lot is. And Dad felt inspired to give me the
entire history of cinder blocks. And I was kidding but I said, "Great Dad. Could you maybe tell me
the history of rain spouts tomorrow?" And he did.
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ISABELLE: Bless him. That dear man really needs help, doesn't he?!
TIM: He does. But see? How did that happen? It's all about him now. Like always. Why don't you just
go help him?
(TIM holds his hands over his ears, climbs onto the wall mumbling the following lines while
ISABELLE speaks.)
TIM: I've totally lost it, haven't I. I'm talking to thin air. I'm crazy. That's it. I'm not dead. I'm crazy.
(ISABELLE, in frustration, marches to the light and pleads up to heaven as the
SFX: of wind comes up.)
ISABELLE: Your book says You'll give me help doing this. I need help some celestial intervention
right now! Please!
(MISS MARLEY enters. She sees TIM on the wall.
SFX: of the wind fades.)
MISS MARLEY: Sir, don't jump, please.
TIM: What?
MISS MARLEY: Sorry, that was an Assistant Principal's poor attempt at humor. Hooyah! But I do need
you to come into the building. I think all the classes scheduled to meet out here today have been
canceled.
TIM: There were classes scheduled to – ? Oh, that was another poor attempt at ––
MISS MARLEY: Yes. Yes it was. Are you a student here?
TIM: Yes, Miss Marley.
MISS MARLEY: How about that! A student who actually knows my name. Can't say I know who you
are.
TIM: Tim. Timothy? Dickens.
MISS MARLEY: You realize you are in trouble, Mr. Dickens. Skipping class?
TIM: Oh. That.
MISS MARLEY: Oh that? And what can you tell me about "that" arm. You keep trying to rub away the
pain. I'd guess you've recently acquired a tattoo, too.
TIM: So there's some link between getting a tattoo and skipping?
MISS MARLEY: I wouldn't choose to be a smart aleck with your Assistant Principal, Sir.
TIM: I thought since you tried to be funny ––
MISS MARLEY: Well don't push that envelope too far. How old are you?
TIM: Sixteen.
MISS MARLEY: Sixteen! What did you do, photo shop your parents' signature?
(TIM looks sheepish as he turns to see if his Mom's listening. She is.)
TIM: Yes. I did.
MISS MARLEY: So let me see the tattoo. Let me guess: a Transformer?
(TIM pulls his sleeve back.)
MISS MARLEY: Hockey sticks? Really?
TIM: I like ice hockey.
MISS MARLEY: Guess you do.
9
© 2018 by Sheila Lynch Rinear ALL RIGHTS RESERVED
The possession of this PERUSAL SCRIPT does not grant performance rights to this play. Proper application must
be made to the publisher before performances may be given.
Do not duplicate this script without license or written permission.
Contact: Leicester Bay Theatricals.

PERUSAL SCRIPT –– Merry Gentlemen by Sheila Rinear

TIM: Are you one of those adults who hates tatts?
(MISS MARLEY rolls up her sleeve.)
MISS MARLEY: Does this look like I hate tatts?
(TIM looks at it.)
TIM: That's what, the Navy?
MISS MARLEY: Oh Son of a Battleship. It's a bull dog?
TIM: I see that. I get the military symbols mixed up. And besides, what's wrong with the Navy?
MISS MARLEY: Not a darned thing, Sailor, except it's not the Corps.
TIM: (pointing to her tatt) Okay. I get it. That's the Marines. You're a Marine.
MISS MARLEY: Retired. But yes, I'm a Marine. Little known fact: the Corps is the training ground for
Assistant Principals. Which brings me to the business at hand. I'm supposed to be rounding up
recalcitrant students. Where's your friend? I heard you talking to ––
TIM: It was my Mom.
MISS MARLEY: Your Mother. Really. Where is she now, Sir?
(TIM sees ISABELLE wave to him.)
TIM: She's gone. She just wanted to be sure I had my jacket.
MISS MARLEY: That jacket doesn't look too warm to me.
TIM: It's not. Someone took mine out of my locker during gym.
MISS MARLEY: Holy Hiroshima. Come on. We'll check lost and found to see which coats haven't
been claimed since last year. Let's go. Let's go! Time to say good-bye to your happy place.
TIM: How'd you know this is my happy – Oh, you're joking again.
MISS MARLEY: Do I look like I'm joking?
TIM: In a dead-pan, "I-dare-you-not-to-laugh" stand-up comic way, yeah.
MISS MARLEY: To my office, Sir. Nothing personal but you know I've got to call your home about
this.
TIM: Good luck with that.
MISS MARLEY: You do have a phone at home?
TIM: Well, ummm. Yeah. I guess what we have qualifies as a phone.
(As TIM exits, ISABELLE, thrilled, looks heavenward.)
ISABELLE: Thank you for sending her.
(to audience)
Wasn't she amazing?! Do you think she's an Angel? Like in It's a Wonderful Life?
(MISS MARLEY looks around concerned, not seeing Isabelle.)
MISS MARLEY: Yes, I think a phone call home is in order.
(LIGHTS fade.)
TRANSITION – In the dark we hear SFX: "beep" and then the following:
BEN: Why don't you want to keep the landline?
TIM: They gave you a Smart phone and you're smart. Use it.
BEN: When do I talk?
10
© 2018 by Sheila Lynch Rinear ALL RIGHTS RESERVED
The possession of this PERUSAL SCRIPT does not grant performance rights to this play. Proper application must
be made to the publisher before performances may be given.
Do not duplicate this script without license or written permission.
Contact: Leicester Bay Theatricals.

PERUSAL SCRIPT –– Merry Gentlemen by Sheila Rinear

TIM: Now. It already beeped.
BEN: Got it. Um...Hello. How are you today?
TIM: No, Dad. "You've reached the voice mail of Ben Dickens." Hit the button and start again.
BEN: I get a little nervous about public speaking.
TIM: Public speaking – -! Dad! Stop!
(SFX: A beep sounds.)
MISS MARLEY: Mr. Dickens, this is Ms. Marley, Assistant Principal at Cratchit High School. This is
my third attempt to reach you about your son, Timothy. Please return this call at once, otherwise
there will be a mandated home visitation.

SCENE 4 – Lights up on BEN and TIM's apartment. MISS MARLEY faces BEN who shakes his head.
MISS MARLEY takes notes on her phone. ISABELLE watches, completely invested in their
conversation.
BEN: But his mother's dead.
MISS MARLEY: Exactly my point, Sir.
BEN: And he's talking to her?
MISS MARLEY: A real conversation. That is to say, Sir, I heard him speak and then wait, as though
listening, and then he'd respond.
BEN: You didn't hear anyone else speaking?
ISABELLE: (to audience) Uh-oh. I did not see this complication coming.
MISS MARLEY: (shaking her head) Sitting on a wall looking at a cemetery is his "happy" place.
Disturbing, don't you think?
BEN: Wow. Wow. Yeah. Wait a minute, couldn't he have been on his phone with one of his friends?
MISS MARLEY: A couple things you should know about your son? One, he got rid of his phone after a
bullying episode last year. That was before I took this job, so the details I've been able to retrieve are
sketchy.
BEN: Bullying? Why wasn't I informed – ?
MISS MARLEY: It would seem that you and your phone have never truly bonded.
BEN: I hate phones.
MISS MARLEY: And the other thing you need to know about your son: he has only one friend he talks
to. Whitney Jacobs. The Kids call her Wigs.
BEN: Only one friend? Why? Tim's a good kid. Isn't he?
MISS MARLEY: Yes. He is but I understand a lot of the "good" kids have moved away. You've lived
here a while, haven't you?
BEN: About twenty years. Moved in right after...
MISS MARLEY: Sir?
BEN: Right after I got married.
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MISS MARLEY: To your deceased wife?
BEN: Yes. She picked this little place out.
(MISS MARLEY types notes into phone.)
MISS MARLEY: And you've only been out of work the past two weeks because of the Government
shutdown?
BEN: Yes.
ISABELLE: (toward heaven) It's absolutely amazing you got them to shut down. I can't thank you
enough.
(to audience)
Unbelievable, right?
MISS MARLEY: Do you miss your job or are you glad for the time off?
(BEN smiles, displaying that he's dressed in his work suit and tie.)
BEN: Guess you could say I miss it. I get ready every morning and watch the news sure they'll
announce the shut-down's over.
MISS MARLEY: But they say it probably won't be over till after the New Year. Mr. Dickens, I find
myself wondering why you are just sitting around here watching TV when your son needs some help
getting his surgery lined up.
BEN: He said he's doing a favor for a friend by taking her job temporarily. I argued with him but he
chose to work that job over having his surgery.
MISS MARLEY: Sir, you are the parent.
BEN: Who respects his son's wishes.
MISS MARLEY: Jumping Jehosaphat! I have within my gut what I call a very reliable BS detector
that's currently flashing red lights. I wonder if you could please try to answer my question: what is
wrong here? Here in your family? I need to know so I can help.
BEN: Oh what? The Marines have landed?
MISS MARLEY: Tim told you I'm a Marine?
BEN: What? No. You are?
MISS MARLEY: I retired from the Corps so I could serve our nation in another capacity.
BEN: You consider harassing parents a service?
MISS MARLEY: (opening a folder) No, but discussing a student's uncharacteristic behavior and failing
grades with his father? That I consider a service.
BEN: Failing? Tim has always been an honor student.
MISS MARLEY: Will you look at that. He's failing everything.
BEN: Good thing there's an easy solution. He's going to quit that job. Get his head back in the books.
(moving to door)
Thanks very much ––
MISS MARLEY: Actually I think the 'job' might be a good thing for him socially. But you know, Sir, I
believe that if Parents and School personnel work as a team to help the Child in distress ––
BEN: Distress? He's simply a kid who needs to study.
MISS MARLEY: I believe two things: 1- that Tim needs more than study; and, 2- we could figure out a
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really good solution if we worked together.
BEN: "We" work together?
ISABELLE: Yes!
MISS MARLEY: (checking her watch) Look, let's play on the same team here. Tim told me he had to
clock in at work about half an hour ago. Being the weekend he's got a 6 hour shift. Have you been to
his place of employment?
BEN: Auntie Em's? No.
MISS MARLEY: Holy...Mother...Superior!
BEN: Excuse me?
MISS MARLEY: Sorry. I have this habit of blurting out substitution words for those not-so-nice
phrases I wouldn't want to say around kids. Or their tax paying parents. When you want to get that
anger out? And you say something like "Son-of-a-shinscraping- horse-flea?" Instead of – Well, you
fill in the blanks. It's kind of suggested to us military types when reentering civilian society?
BEN: Well, I'll be a Fuddrucker's take-out. Like that?
MISS MARLEY: You got it. Let's go visit Tim at the Mall.
BEN: Let's do that.
MISS MARLEY: You'll want to take your phone?
BEN: Why? I never even turn it on.
(As THEY exit MISS MARLEY mutters under her breath.)
MISS MARLEY: Son-of-a-plastic-platypus-keyring.
ISABELLE: (to the audience) Oh, she's good. Isn't she good?
(looking heavenward)
Thanks!
(LIGHTS fade.)

SCENE 5 – LIGHTS up on MISS MARLEY and BEN as they enter the Mall. ISABELLE follows them.
Near the area where Miss Marley and Ben stand is a large Santa Clause chair with a Santa hat
hanging over the back.
BEN: Wow. Wowsers.
MISS MARLEY: What?
BEN: This can't be the same mall I worked at 20 years ago.
MISS MARLEY: You haven't been here lately?
BEN: I have an allergy. To malls.
MISS MARLEY: Stop. You only live a 2 minute walk away.
BEN: That "Huge Lots" is where a big, beautiful Macy's used to be. Oh no.
MISS MARLEY: What?
BEN: That tattoo parlor, what's it called... Ink-A-Licious? What the heck kind of a name is that?
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MISS MARLEY: Trendy?
BEN: The best recorded-music store ever used to be there.
(BEN and ISABELLE both look in the same direction, sad.)
MISS MARLEY: Those places didn't stand a chance when iTunes came on strong.
BEN: Eye tunes? Wait. I know what that is.
MISS MARLEY: Really? Are you defrosting here from some cryogenics experiment? Where have you
been the past several years?
BEN: At work, mostly. The Library of ––
MISS MARLEY: Congress. Yes, I know. Can I ask, are you afraid of technology? Lots of people are.
BEN: I'm not a complete technophobe, but I do have a grievance against some of it. Phones, mostly.
MISS MARLEY: Come on. That's crazy.
BEN: Crazy? That's exactly what it's not. Tim's Mother was trying to answer her phone when she was
driving...the night she was – The night of the accident.
MISS MARLEY: I'm so sorry.
(ISABELLE turns and shares with the audience.)
ISABELLE: Yep. That's how it happened. My own stupid fault.
(BEN checks his watch.)
BEN: Uh-oh! Will you look at that? There's a Civil War special on the History Channel right now. If I
hurry ––
MISS MARLEY: If you hurry you might catch up with our agenda.
BEN: Oh that's right. "We're on a mission from God." Bet you don't know what film that's from.
MISS MARLEY: Blues Brothers. Everyone knows that. Look sharp, here he comes. He's chasing
someone.
(TIM chases FU-CHA, who is wearing some sort of wig and carrying a soft pretzel. As they
enter they don't see Miss Marley and Ben.)
TIM: You can't take customers' pretzels off the counter, Fu-cha.
FU-CHA: I just did.
TIM: What if Mr. Diggs sees you?
FU-CHA: I'm disguised?
TIM: Look I told you I'd drop off any leftovers. And I get paid tomorrow. I'll bring you your cut after
work, okay?
FU-CHA: Yeah. Thanks, Tim. I can't figure you ––
(MISS MARLEY and BEN approach the kids.)
BEN: Hey Tim.
(to Fu-cha)
And you must be my son's good friend, Wigs.
FU-CHA: (to laughing Tim) That's not funny, Pretzel boy. So stop the laughing?
(to Ben)
I'm Fu-cha. Like the color fucha?
BEN: Fascinating name.
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MISS MARLEY: Fu-cha, why don't you fascinate us some more. If you're finished your community
service work, go home and do some chores or homework?
FU-CHA: (totally sassy) Miss Marley! What a nice surprise to see you.
(MISS MARLEY points to exit. FU-CHA grunts and exits. ISABELLE continues to watch.)
TIM: (to Ben and Miss Marley) What are you guys doing here?
ISABELLE: They're here to help you, Honey.
TIM: Not now, Mom.
(BEN and MISS MARLEY exchange a worried glance.)
BEN: Miss Marley stopped by to discuss your grades. But hey, it's great to see you enjoying your job.
Pretty nice of your friend to come visit, too.
TIM: My friend? Surely you can tell ––
BEN: "I am serious and don't call me Shirley."
ISABELLE: (excited) Airplane.
MISS MARLEY: Who doesn't know that? Airplane.
TIM: Okay. So you guys are totally creeping me out. I'm better off in there with the possibility of a hold
up.
(to Isabelle as TIM's turning to go)
Could you please disappear? Completely? I can't handle this.
BEN: Whoa, Son. Wait. Were you just talking to...me?
TIM: Not really.
BEN: Okaaayy. How about I talk to you? There's a lot of history here I could tell you about and how
you fit right in. In this mall. Yup.
TIM: And this is something I could care about?
BEN: He sounds upset, Miss Marley. Does he sound upset to you?
TIM: See what I'm talking about, Miss Marley? He will only talk about history. Lame stuff from the
past.
MISS MARLEY: Both of you! Stop talking to me and talk to each other.
ISABELLE: Tim. Please try, will you?
(TIM looks at his mother and back to his father.)
TIM: You didn't just hear...her...that voice?
(As MISS MARLEY and BEN stare at Tim sympathetically.)
ISABELLE: I'll just be over here. Saying nothing.
TIM: Good plan, Mom.
(ISABELLE exits to dress for flashback.)
BEN: So Son, did you know that that darned awful tattoo parlor there used to be a music store?
TIM: Oh wow! Really?
MISS MARLEY: Drop the attitude, Sir. Is that where you got your tattoo?
TIM: Yes, Ma'am. And yes, it is. Now may I respectfully ask why you really dragged my father here?
BEN: She didn't drag me. I wanted a pretzel.
TIM: That BS detector you always talk about having in your gut, Miss Marley? Bet what he just said
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has got its alarm going crazy. Dad, you never even come to this mall so don't ––
BEN: Au contràire, Monsieur. Don't forget. I used to work at Huge Lots back when it was Macy's so I
could keep an eye on – What the heck did I just hear? A tattoo? You?
TIM: Gotta go. Mr. Diggs is calling me.
(TIM exits.)
MISS MARLEY: His tattoo is a pair of crossed hockey sticks.
BEN: He used to play ice hockey when he was little. We used to go watch “The Capitals.”
[OR WHATEVER TEAM THE DIRECTOR WOULD LIKE TO USE HERE]

MISS MARLEY: Are you going to take Tim to any games over the holidays?
BEN: I always seem to have lots of paper work to catch up on at the end of the year.
MISS MARLEY: That's too bad.
BEN: Not really. It helps me get through...
MISS MARLEY: Through what?
BEN: This. This season.
MISS MARLEY: What gets Tim through? This season?
(Beat.)
BEN: Taking him to a game would only frustrate him.
MISS MARLEY: Funny how he got a tattoo of the hockey sticks, isn't it? I'd say he probably still
dreams of playing ––
BEN: His dreams need surgery as much as his leg. He can't have sports without surgery.
MISS MARLEY: And that's why he needs us adults to help him understand.
ISABELLE: Tell him! That's right!
BEN: Did it just now look like he thinks he needs adult help?
MISS MARLEY: That's how kids act. Look, he needs us to help steer him through all this. Teens are
pretty much incapable of figuring out, all by themselves, that to make dreams come true, you've got
to make good choices about your health or your lifestyle.
BEN: I'm no good at explaining that kind of stuff.
MISS MARLEY: Bet you could get good at it. I realize you've had your dreams dashed, but ––
BEN: You sound like you know a lot about all this.
MISS MARLEY: I know we all dream about having an exciting life ahead of us. It's natural.
(BEN gets ready to exit.)
BEN: I'll stop you right there and say again, I know nothing about what to do.
MISS MARLEY: So, what? You're going to run away? Like a lot of teenagers do? Do you know how
many kids who can't figure out how to do something good with their dreams simply run away?
BEN: Run away?
MISS MARLEY: From the lives they've felt captive in.
BEN: Captive?
MISS MARLEY: Yes. Captive in confusing lives where they can't find answers. Where they end up is
usually worse than what they ran from. They either want to throw themselves into a whole new
world that'll give them an identity; or, they hang around looking for acceptance and love like those
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kids over there.
(She gasps and points.)
Holy carumba. Look at them. Do you see that?
(Both MISS MARLEY and BEN stare at unseen kids making out.)
BEN: How can he hold her at that angle?
MISS MARLEY: And they are doing that out in the open.
BEN: That's almost unbelievable.
MISS MARLEY: Slalom skiing at Bucksnort! You can't believe what I have to break up under the
bleachers at school. Too bad it's Saturday. I can't take them into my office. Oh now thumping
thumbtacks! They are going way too far.
(MISS MARLEY claps her hands in the kids' direction.)
Get going, you two. No one even wants to know people do that to each other. And they sure don't
want to see it done in public. Shoo!
BEN: I was lucky. Isabelle made all that romance stuff pretty darned simple for me. Not all complicated
like that.
MISS MARLEY: Who, sir?
BEN: My wife. Tim's Mother. I met her right over there.
MISS MARLEY: How?
BEN: I was applying for a job at Macy's. The mall was new.
(As BEN recalls the memory, LIGHTS fade on Miss Marley who is still shooing the kids off.
Lights come up on a section of the stage as BEN steps into the memory and becomes YOUNG
BEN. ISABELLE also steps in to become YOUNG ISABELLE, carrying some CDs.)
YOUNG ISABELLE: So after going over the results of your Myers Briggs Type Indicator and your
Rorschach Ink Blot Test, I think I found what you need! A vintage Christmas album.
YOUNG BEN: Wow. Wow. Wow. Vintage! Wait a minute. Myers Briggs?
(As Isabelle carries on, BEN's totally hooked.)
YOUNG ISABELLE: Just playing with you. I'm taking a psychology course, so I thought I'd put it to
use. Anyhow, that's got everything you asked for: Klezmer and yet it's Christmas music. So what
kind of music do you usually listen to?
YOUNG BEN: Whatever's playing in the elevator. Joke! Sorry, that wasn't funny.
YOUNG ISABELLE: (she likes him) Sure it was. Kinda. I mean...
YOUNG BEN: (he likes her; leaning in) What do you mean?
YOUNG ISABELLE: I love music. Wherever it's playing. I love the way it gives you permission to
feel the feelings it can stir up in your heart wherever and whenever you hear it.
YOUNG BEN: Wow. Wow. "Permission to feel the feelings!" That's just what it does. That's good!
YOUNG ISABELLE: Thanks! I'm going to be a music major when I go to college.
YOUNG BEN: Ah. Oh, gosh. Wow! You're not in college yet.
YOUNG ISABELLE: Next year. I'm a senior at Cratchit this year. That "Wow" thing you do?
YOUNG BEN: Sorry. I think I got tired of hearing myself say, "Whoa" and I'm trying to change out.
YOUNG ISABELLE: Keep the "wow." I like it. It's real what? "Gentlemanly."
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YOUNG BEN: It is?
YOUNG ISABELLE: Yeah. Like, Jimmy Stewart or Gary Cooper(snaps her fingers)
Gregory Peck Gentlemanly. One of those classic AMC movie greats from back in the day.
YOUNG BEN: I'm a total fan of those old films.
YOUNG ISABELLE: Me, too.
YOUNG BEN: "Well, nobody's perfect."
YOUNG ISABELLE: That's from "Some Like It Hot!"
(THEY share a laugh.)
YOUNG BEN: I like the ones with historic backgrounds, too.
YOUNG ISABELLE: On the count of 3, say your fav. One. Two. Three.
BOTH: Casablanca.
(THEY high five and hold onto each others' hands. Chemistry.)
YOUNG BEN: I'm nuts about the history films. That's what I'm majoring in. History. I like everything
old. Except you. I mean...I should shut up, shouldn't I.
YOUNG ISABELLE: No. Please don't. So you're in school?
YOUNG BEN: Night school. I've got an interview at Macy's but I was early and saw you, um... I saw
your store.
YOUNG ISABELLE: It's so sweet that you want to get your parents something ––
YOUNG BEN: Just my Dad. My Mom's passed away.
YOUNG ISABELLE: I'm sorry. I'm sure you miss her a lot at the holidays.
(BEN is surprised at the sudden lump in his throat. He nods, touched by her sweetness.
BEN's recovering just as his cousin, FRED, enters.)
YOUNG FRED: There you are, Benny.
YOUNG BEN: (to Isabelle) This is my cousin, Fred.
YOUNG ISABELLE: I'm Isabelle. And you're "Benny?"
YOUNG BEN: Call me Ben.
YOUNG FRED: I call him "hero" cause he's getting me a job.
YOUNG BEN: An interview is all I got you. The job itself I know you can get all on your own, Freddy.
(FRED looks at his watch.)
YOUNG FRED: Gotta hustle. Thanks again, Cuz. Nice to meet you Isabelle.
(FRED exits.)
YOUNG ISABELLE: You're the strong, silent type hero, aren't you "Benny?!"
(LIGHTS fade as she smiles her interest at Ben. LIGHTS come back up on MISS MARLEY
and BEN at the present day mall. Behind Ben, a man, FRED, with his back to Ben, is hanging
a sign that will tells how many shopping days till Christmas. FRED sets a big stack of
numbers beside the sign. His back is still to Ben.)
BEN: Isabelle always made me feel like some kind of a hero.
MISS MARLEY: She sounds lovely.
BEN: Yeah. She was. I got the job at Macy's. Belle and I met everyday to split a soft pretzel and a
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lemonade.
(suddenly)
I really hate being here.
(Backing up, BEN falls into the chair just as FRED's putting the number "30" into the slot of
how many shopping days till Christmas. Walking away from the sign, FRED notices Ben
sitting in the chair. FRED is ecstatic.)
FRED: You applying for the Santa position?
BEN: Do I look like "a ripe jolly old elf?"
FRED: No. But you got cheeks, and an unshaved face. I thought maybe...
BEN: (fixing tie, not looking at Fred) Think again my friend. The Government shut down. I'll be back at
work soon.
(looking up)
Wow! Oh wow! Fred? Is that you, Freddy?
FRED: Benny? That you, my man?
(As THEY offer each other an awkward greeting, FRED roars some amazingly notable
laugh.)
BEN: Freddy. You still got it.
(to Miss Marley)
Does this guy not have the best laugh?!
(FRED and BEN roar laughing.)
MISS MARLEY: Sounds like a whale spouting a hairball.
BEN: Miss Marley, this is Fred. My cousin.
FRED: We haven't laid eyes on each other since ––
BEN: Yeah, well. You're still working here?
FRED: Ever since you got me fixed up with that part time job at Macy's way back when, I been
working here. I'm the freaking manager of the whole mall.
BEN: No way. Really? What the heck's happened to it? It used to be ––
FRED: Awesome? Yeah. The glory days, huh? Well, the big highway running right through the parking
lot sorta started the ball rolling out its doom. Then the economy headed south. All the apartments
around...you know, no home owners to pay taxes or pass bond issues to keep the schools going.
Everybody who could, moved out. Remember those horrible apartments you and Isabelle ––
BEN: I, we, still live there. Tim and me.
FRED: You do? Man! I'm sorry – I mean, how about that. And this lovely lady? You two dating?
MISS MARLEY: Get a hold of yourself, man.
BEN: She works at Cratchit High School.
FRED: Yeah? I'd like to toss a stick of dynamite at that campus.
MISS MARLEY: You don't want to share that information with an administrator at the high school,
Fred.
FRED: I'm really sorry. To hear that's where you work. You seem ––
MISS MARLEY: I seem?
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FRED: Like you could be nice if you tried. Hey, I thought my job was the pits. Yours? I wouldn't trade
for all the Garden Gnomes in the world. Oh. Benny. You couldn't possibly know that...
(confidential)
The wife and me, we've really gotten into those "gnomes" ––
(showing pix on phone)
Those two little ones are my favs.
(noticing MISS MARLEY glaring)
Anyways...those kids'll be the death of me.
MISS MARLEY: I apologize. My Students think your mall is their recess yard. Maybe we can work
together to help them out.
FRED: Help them? They help themselves. Know how much shop-lifting goes on here? What gets my
mind in a gnome-hold, though, is...They got nothing. But the nothing they do got they spend at the
internet cafe playing games.
BEN: Then close the internet cafe.
FRED: It sounds like an easy fix, I know. But the guy who owns the cafe needs the money. And I need
his space to be rented. So hey, what brings you here?
BEN: We're checking up on Tim.
FRED: Ah no. Little Timmy's in trouble, is he?
BEN: No. Not really. He's working over there. I'll go get him so you can see him. He's a great kid. Be
right back.
FRED: Tim's working at Auntie Em's? I love those pretzels.
(BEN exits.)
MISS MARLEY: I like those pretzels, too. So Fred, has your cousin always been like this?
FRED: Like this. Like what? Oh. Like that. Yeah. No. I mean, he's always been a great guy. Real kindhearted, you know?
MISS MARLEY: Can't say I'd picked up on that.
FRED: Trust me. He is. Or used to be. Like when his mom was dying, Ben gives up a full scholarship to
NYU to stay home, work, and help take care of her. I kid you not. Not just everybody would do that.
The man's a hero kinda guy. And Isabelle? He adored her.
ISABELLE: (to audience) And I adored him.
FRED: The two of them were magical together.
MISS MARLEY: Magical?
FRED: Yeah. Made me believe in those Disney fairy tales of living happily ever after, ya know? And
when Timmy came along, Benny was the happiest guy in the entire world. Loved that little kid.
MISS MARLEY: But now...?
FRED: I don't know. This is the first I've seen him in like, seven years. So really, I don't know. After the
accident ––
MISS MARLEY: The car accident ––
FRED: That his wife, Isabelle, got killed in? Yeah. And Timmy got hurt. We all thought for a while
Tim'd lose his leg.
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MISS MARLEY: Sad.
FRED: Yeah. And Ben? He kind of fell off the face of the earth, ya know? Wouldn't see any of us or
return calls? After a while we all gave up trying, right? But hey, it was good to see him just now.
MISS MARLEY: Maybe we could double-team him. Bring him out of his, his ––
FRED: Funk? Yeah, but why would you do that?
MISS MARLEY: Sir, I'm a Marine. We never leave a man on the battlefield.
(FRED offers a grateful salute.)
MISS MARLEY: And let's you and I talk some time about ––
FRED: The varmints? Sorry, that's what we all call the Kids from your high school.
MISS MARLEY: Yeah, let's talk about those children. The future of this country.
FRED: There's a really scary thought.
MISS MARLEY: If people like you and me can't do something to help them succeed in the totally
messed up world we're giving them, then who can?
FRED: That's a trick question, right? With no answer?
MISS MARLEY: I'm guessing you and I can come up with one.
FRED: Mmm. I don't know. Look I got a new shift coming on. Gotta go. Tell Benny we'll catch up. Oh
wait. Gotta set this up. Can you believe it's only 30 days till Christmas and I still got no Santa. Lotsa
shoplifters, but no Santa.
(FRED hangs the big number 30 on the sign '___ Shopping Days Till Christmas.')
MISS MARLEY: Looks good.
FRED: Ehhh, maybe. Maybe worn out.
(FRED exits as MISS MARLEY takes a phone call.)
ISABELLE: (to audience) There's not a lot of comfort and joy going around yet, but I'm starting to feel
like something good could happen.
(BEN re-enters with TIM as MISS MARLEY puts her phone away.)
MISS MARLEY: Ah, there you are. Your cousin had to leave. And I have to take off for a conference.
Tim, I'll see you Monday. Mr. Dickens, let's you and I stay in touch?
TIM/BEN: Bye/See you Miss Marley.
(MISS MARLEY exits. BEN sits on the Santa chair and TIM sits on a "Waiting to talk to
Santa" bench.)
BEN: Sit down. Look, maybe your working here's not the best plan.
TIM: My grades are a temporary set back. I'll pull them up, Dad.
BEN: To do that, you'll need time to study. I'd really like you to quit. It seemed okay at first, serving up
pretzels all day?
TIM: Dad. You make it sound like ––
BEN: Like you're compromising your future?
TIM: Like I even have a future.
BEN: If you bring your grades up you do. And I want us to schedule your surgery. I know the last one
didn't go well but I want to hear what the doctor plans to do.
TIM: Maybe you can find a documentary on TV about leg surgeries.
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BEN: Alright, Smart Aleck. I've gotten into some bad habits watching too much TV. I should try a little
harder to...what?
TIM: Act alive in our dinky little apartment?
BEN: Hey now. That is our home. "Dinky little – "
TIM: The walls are so thin I can hear the neighbors breathing.
BEN: The only neighbor I'm aware of is that wonderful 80 year old widow ––
TIM: Mrs. Connor? That sweet lady who's taken care of me after all my surgeries? Yeah. She's the one
you can hear breathing. Listen some night. You'll hear her. I can hear her cat when it harfs up
hairballs.
BEN: Well there you go. I didn't even realize she had a cat.
TIM: Mrs. Connor thinks she's dying. So she says, why bother moving? You and me? We're not dying.
Why do we still live in this neighborhood?
BEN: It's pretty darned comfortable.
TIM: Do you know that at school I've been offered clothes from the Lost and Found bin. They think I
can't afford new ones.
BEN: Ah-ha! Vintage clothing at the high school level. Find anything good?
TIM: Actually since most of the kids at school shop-lift their entire wardrobes, the choices aren't too
bad. I keep waiting for my jacket that got ripped off to make the rotation.
BEN: I knew there'd be a positive spin in there somewhere. Wait, when did you have your jacket stolen?
TIM: Why won't you move? I know you make decent money.
BEN: It's a lot of trouble to move. I have friends who ––
TIM: No. No you do not have friends. Why won't you move?
BEN: What if I told you ––
TIM: Told me what?
BEN: Nothing. Nevermind.
TIM: I hate it when you do that.
BEN: What? Do what?
TIM: You always start to tell me something that feels like it's going to be important, you get like that
close. And I'm sweating hoping you're going to tell me something that will make sense out of the
stupid life I live.
BEN: What is it you'd like me to tell you?
TIM: I don't know! That we are in a witness protection program or something.
BEN: We're not.
TIM: (exploding) I. KNOW. THAT!!
BEN: Aw, Tim, nothing I ever say is important.
TIM: It should be. You are my father.
BEN: Okay. Fair. Your Dad's gotten a little lost along the way. But I'll tell you this, I'm going to try to
help you "steer" through all this...um, confusion. Figure stuff out?
TIM: Dad...Just let me live with my decisions, will you?
(TIM begins to exit.)
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BEN: Where are you going?
TIM: The internet cafe. With the other "varmints."
ISABELLE: Timmy, come back. Please.
TIM: (clamping ears) I can't hear you, Mom.
(TIM exits.)
FRED: Whatsa matter?
BEN: Tim.
FRED: He's a kid. Kids mostly act like punks, am I right?
BEN: He's mad cause I haven't been there for him.
FRED: Where you been?
BEN: I mean I've been here but not really. Know what I mean?
FRED: Not a clue.
BEN: Like this latest surgery he is supposed to have. He needed me to take time off to take care of him,
get him to appointments, you know? I wouldn't take the time off.
FRED: Oh. He's putting you on a guilt-trip.
BEN: Cause I wouldn't take time off?
FRED: That plus, I mean, does he know the accident was your fault? Everybody knows ––
ISABELLE: (shocked) No! It was my fault!
FRED: Benny, I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said ––
BEN: It's okay. Maybe I keep hoping Tim doesn't know.
ISABELLE: (to heavenly light) No wonder Ben's a mess. He thinks he's responsible for my death.
Please. He's got to be told the truth. It was my fault!
BEN: We haven't even had any family time. No man to man talks ––
FRED: Like we're having here? I think we're doing great, Benny.
BEN: I mean Tim and me.
FRED: Exactly. I knew that.
BEN: Like how can I do what I do?
FRED: What is it you do?
BEN: I love the kid so much I don't even like to think about it. But I always seem to avoid being around
him.
FRED: Guilt will do that to you. Trust me on this one, Benny. Like the other day? I come home and I
can feel Ethel – my wife – looking at me funny. I want to turn around and go right back out again
cause I'm wondering, "You looking at me like that cause you think you know it was me who dinged
your new car?" Does she know? Doesn't she?
BEN: Did you?
FRED: Sure I did. But it's not her putting the pain on me. It's the guilt I'm feeling all on my own
knowing I did it.
BEN: You can't just tell her?
FRED: I see I'm not making my point. Telling her would be like me giving her total permission to be
mad at me. BUT...if I show up with a gift-wrapped Garden Gnome for her, all is forgiven before
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she's sure she should be mad. Strategy, see? Think of some way to make it up to Tim without even
You used to take him to the ball games all the time. You still do that?
(BEN shakes his head and sits in the Santa chair.)
BEN: All I do is work and share space with that wonderful kid. I need to make it up to him.
FRED: That's what I'm talking about.
ISABELLE: (to audience) But Ben should not be feeling so guilty. The accident was not his fault.
BEN: Whatever I could think of wouldn't be enough to make things up to Timmy.
FRED: Yeah. What Dad's not afraid he doesn't look good in his kid's eyes? No father ever measures up.
I mean, doesn't every kid want the old man to be Superman?
(slaps arm of Santa chair like salesman)
Or Santa Claus? Santa makes you feel good about life, right?
ISABELLE: (to audience) Look! Ben is listening. Fred's getting through to him.
BEN: Santa, yeah. You're onto something, Fred. Tim used to think I was some kind of super hero when
he was little. If I could just figure out how to be what? Special in his eyes again?
(FRED keeps tapping the chair for emphasis and slips the Santa Hat onto Ben's head.)
FRED: You'll think of something, Cuz.
(BEN and FRED smile, high-five, and stare over in Tim's direction.)
ISABELLE: (unheard by Ben) Oh Ben! Please come up with a plan. Please!
(SFX: A clock chiming
as it descends from the heavens and arrives in front of ISABELLE who looks at the time, then
looks at the audience.)
ISABELLE: Oh. Intermission. Hurry back so we don't run out of time!
(LIGHTS fade.
END OF ACT I
21 pages in ACT TWO
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