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A Toddlers Christmas Party

by Dale Haas

premiered 12/20/98

Horizon Community Church

Lisle, IL


Theme:
a father’s love



Sacrificial giving



Characters:
Becky - age 2



Sissy - age 2



Charlie (Sissy’s younger brother) - age 10 mos.



Sally - age 18 mos.



The Parental Voice


Props:
large cardboard boxes decorated as children’s blocks; other oversize toys for the imaginary playpen are optional


Lighting:
nothing special


Sound:
Christmas music, sound effects of group at a social gathering

________________________________________________________________________



Four “toddlers” are sitting on the floor, playing with imaginary toys. Christmas music is playing softly in the background, along with the sounds of people mulling about at a party.


Becky: 
(throwing aside the toy she’s been playing with) Man, this is a bummer. Our parents are here at this Christmas party, laughing and eating and drinking and having a great time, and we’re stuck here in this dumb playpen with nothing but a bunch of worn-out baby toys from 1975 that smell like Charlie’s slobber.


Charlie:
(chewing on the corner of one of the oversize blocks) Well, they’re delicious.


Sissy:
Gee, I’m really sorry, Becky. Dad promised that I’d get some new toys this Christmas. I think I heard them saying that I was going to get a Furby!


Becky:
Oh, that should be great once Charlie gets a hold of it and slobbers all over the buttons. It’ll probably be the first Furby to get a nervous twitch. (imitates Furby twitch)

Sissy:
Well, at least some of my toys actually work. Your big brother is constantly stealing them from you and ripping off parts to build his (dramatically) Death Star! I don’t think you have a single toy that has all its pieces.


Becky:
Don’t get me started about my brother Johnnie.

Sissy:
Oh, come on, Becky, can’t you take it? (Becky is starting to get visibly upset)



Johnnie, Johnnie, 



big brother Johnnie, 



took Becky’s Barbie 



and flushed it down the pottie!


(Becky wails. Sissy grins. Charlie gets irritated and hits Becky on the head with his block, which only makes Becky more upset. Charlie then notices someone hovering over him.)


The Parental Voice:
No, no, Charlie. Bad boy. (Charlie pantomimes getting patted on the behind during the words “Bad boy.” Charlie sits down and pouts, sucking his thumb. Seeing Charlie getting punished makes Becky calm down, then actually get amused. Becky and Sissy give each other a knowing look, then burst out laughing at Charlie.)


Becky:
I love it when he gets punished for something that wasn’t his fault!


Sissy:
Yeah, it’s almost as fun as getting in the kitchen cabinet and pulling everything out onto the floor!


Becky:
Yeah, especially when the flour jar’s open and it spills out everywhere!


Sissy: 
Yeah, one time I looked just like a ghost when that happened!



(During this line, Charlie has been getting a strained look on his face. Now it turns to relief.)

Charlie:
Aaaahhhhh!



(Everyone turns to look at Charlie, confused. Then they notice the smell. Various reactions to the odor ensue, until all  three say in unison. . .)

Becky, Sally, Sissy:
Charlie did a doodle! 


Charlie:
(embarassed) Sorry.



(Becky and Sissy go to the “edge” of the “playpen” and pantomime holding onto it, calling the parents to come over and change Charlie.)

Becky:
It’s no use. They never notice Charlie’s diapers until the yukkies are running halfway down his leg.


Sally:
You make it sound like your parents are awful, Becky.


Sissy:
(to Sally) She speaks! I thought you were going to sit over there all night and keep trying to put that square block in that round hole. (To Sissy, secretively) One-year-olds. They’re so stupid.


Becky:
Hey, Sally, what are your parents getting you for Christmas this year? A new pacifier? (She and Sissy chuckle.) 


Sally: 
(reserved) Oh, I don’t know. a See-and-Say, I think maybe a teddie bear. . .


Sissy:
(sarcastic) Oh, that’s so hip! Maybe they could get you a tie-dyed nightie shirt while they’re at it.


Sally:
Well, Daddy says that times are rough and sometimes you can’t always get what you want. . . 


Sissy:
Times are rough? What do you mean? The economy is at a 30-year high! The Gross National Product is at record-breaking levels, the stock market is about to break 10,000. . 



(Everyone is looking dumbly at Sissy)



What, you guys don’t watch CNBC?


Becky:
(shakes head at Sissy one more time, then turns to Sally) Well, anyway, where does your Dad get off talking to you like you really understand him? Doesn’t he know that you’re just a one-year-old?


Sally:
My parents always talk to me like I can understand them. 


Becky:
Gee, my parents try so hard to act like a baby when they talk to me that one time my Dad actually drooled on me.


Sissy:
Ooh, that must’ve been disgusting.


Becky:
Nah, I got lots of mileage out of it. For three weeks I could drool all I wanted and Mommy wouldn’t let him get mad at me!


Sissy:
(high-fiving Becky) Score!


Becky:
(turning back to Sally) So anyway, Sally, what’s with the geeky toys for Christmas?


Sally:
My Mom and Dad love me. That’s what matters.


Becky:
Boy, do you have alot to learn? How can you possibly know that your parents love you if they don’t give you the best toys?


Sissy:
Yeah, great toys are what makes Christmas great.


Sally:
Not this year it isn’t.


Becky:
What in the world are you talking about?


Sally:
Well, last a few nights ago, I listened to Mom and Dad talking after they put me to bed. They were talking about Dad’s motorcycle.


Charlie:
Motorcycle? Cool!


Sissy:
Put a cork in it, Charlie! Let the lady talk.


Sally:
He’s been putting it together since before I can remember.


Becky:
You mean like months? Oooh, that’s like half your life!


Sissy:
Sounds like when you’re trying to put together one of your Barney puzzles!


Becky:
Now you can cork it, Sissy. (to Sally) So, you were saying. . . .


Sally:
Yeah, I think it’s been even longer than months. I think I heard Mom say “four years,” whatever that means. It’s his most special thing in the whole world. I remember him lifting me up onto the seat and pretending that we were driving down the road, with all those bright, shiny knobs for me to put my mouth on. . .


Charlie:
Cool!


Sissy and Becky:
Cork it, Charlie!


Sally:
We had alot of fun playing on that thing. (Pause) Anyway, I overheard him saying that he’d sell the motorcycle, so they could buy us presents this year.



(The other three are shocked. They sit silently for a moment.)


Sissy:
You mean your Dad was willing to give up his most special thing in the whole world, just to give you presents?


Becky:
Wow. That is really cool. 



Another pause. Now Becky, Sissy and Charlie burst out crying together. Sally shrugs.


The Parental Voice:
Now, what seems to be the matter over here? (All the kids look up, still upset)  Ooohhh, Charlie, it smells like you’ve had a little accident. (The toddlers begin to calm down) I would probably be upset too if I had to smell that. Come on, little fella. . .


Charlie:
(Raising his shoulders as if he’s getting picked up) Well, see you guys later. Tell your Dad I’ll give him everything I have for the motorcycle, a whole eight cents!



Charlie exits.


Sissy:
He’s such a one-year-old.



Sissy and Becky start picking up blocks and hitting them together. Sally sits back down at her toy. The music and crowd sounds fade up, and the lights fade down.
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