The Drama of Christmas
A ‘radio play’ in 3 acts

(This means no need to learn lines!)

Producer’s note: Ideally, you need two stand-up microphones; one for the actors and one for the person doing the special sound effects. The sound effects should be ‘hammed’ up for humour, but not so that they completely take over the message. The same should be said for the reading of the script.
Act One

Ann’cer:
This is Radio 4. And now the final episode of our long-running police drama, Nixon of Clock Green, entitled ‘The Drama of Christmas’.

The theme tune to Dixon of Dock Green is played, sung or whistled.


Sound effect of someone walking

Sgt Nixon:
Evening all! Sergeant Nixon of Clock Green Station at your service. The hardest case I ever worked on happened at this time of year. I remember it well. It involved a well-known local criminal called Sid. Little did I know what trouble he was going to get me in, but with all these cases there is always a salutary lesson or a silver lining. This was no exception. In fact it was exceptional! There had been reports of sheep going missing, and I was doing my rounds (moves slightly away from mic) walking the back streets of Bethlehem when… Sound effect of someone walking away

Slight pause!


Sound effect door opening, then someone running nearer

Sid:
(walks towards mic) Come here, you little tyke! Ah… gotcha! 


(Sound effect – baa!) 

I don’t know, Larry, you’re going to get me into trouble, you are. 

(Sound effect – baa!) 


Mind you, what a day! 

(Sound effect – baa! baa!) 


There we were on the hilltop, washing our socks, no—watching our flocks, when…
Sgt Nixon:
What a lovely evenin’ for a stroll! 

Sid:
Oh, no! Not ‘im. Please tell me it’s not the sergeant!

Sgt Nixon:
Now then, now then, what have we got here?
Sid:
Er—hello, Sarge. ‘Ow are yer?

Sgt Nixon:
Well, well, well—if it isn’t Shady Sid, the most prolific burglar that operates in Bethlehem.

Sid:
Operated, Sarge. Operated! It’s in my past—I’ve gone straight now! 

Sgt Nixon:
Straight? You’re about as straight as the bendiest banana in the whole world!
Sid:
Have you ever seen a banana? 

Sgt Nixon:
Not the point, me lad! Well, what time do you call this, and I know you can’t read the sun dial on top of the police station, but it’s dark and there’s a curfew! The King’s orders!

Sid:
Sarge, I’m on honest business. No more thieving for me!

Sgt Nixon:
Really! What’s that you’ve got in your arms, then?

Sid:
What, this? Oh, it’s… Nothing, really.


(Sound effect – baa!)

Sgt Nixon:
I see, ‘nothing’ that goes baa!

Sid:
Oh, okay! But don’t get the wrong idea. Sarge, meet Larry!


(Sound effect – baa!)

Sgt Nixon:
Well, it’s nice to meet you, Larry. 

(Sound effect – baa!)


Yours, Sid?

Sid:
Not exactly, Sarge! I’m sort of looking after it. It’s a present!
Sgt Nixon:
Oh dear, oh dear! Where’s my notebook? (writes) 

(Sound effect – scratching noise)


Ah! Not exactly, “Sarge, it’s a present!” At it again, aren’t you! Good job it wasn’t a goat!
Sid:
What d’you mean?

Sgt Nixon:
Well, I could’ve had you up for kid… napping! Get it?

Sid: 
Yes, I get it! Look, I can explain! I’m taking Larry to meet a special baby—the Son of God!

Sgt Nixon:
Heh heh heh! Shady, you must think I was born yesterday. 
Sid:
No, Sarge, but the baby was! Just a few hours ago! In a stable at the back of the inn over there. 
Sgt Nixon:
(Keeps writing - sound effect of scratching noise) Stealing livestock—that’s rustling, that is! Five years in clink, my lad! Lying to a police officer, that’s six months!  Breaking the curfew, that’s three months! Is there anything else you want me to take into account?

Sid:
I suppose I’ll get sent to prison for seeing angels (Sound effect – hallelujah), will I?
Sgt Nixon:
Ah ha! (writes — sound effect of scratching noise) ‘seeing angels’ (Sound effect – hallelujah). Under the influence of drugs! Please blow into this balloon.


Sound effect of balloon being stretched. Sound person stung by elastic.
Sid:
What? You can tell from my breath I haven’t been drinking!

Sgt Nixon:
I know, lad—but I’m going to a party later and I need this balloon blowing up. There’s a good fella. That’s it!

(Sound effect of balloon being blown up and being let loose). 

Oh dear, wilful destruction of police property (Sound effect – scratching noise) that’s another 2 years.

Sid:
Look, Sarge, this is getting silly. You’re not listening to me.

Sgt Nixon:
Oh yes, I am!

Sid:
Oh no, you’re not!

Sgt Nixon:
Oh yes. I am!

Sid:
Oh no, you’re not!

Sgt Nixon:
Arguing with a police officer: six months.

Sid:
(gets angry & then calms down) Please come with me, and I’ll show you what the angels told me about. There’s a baby, the Son of God, in that stable, born less than six hours ago, I reckon. This is a very momentous day!

Sgt Nixon:
Dead right, lad. I’ve been after you for several years, and now I’ve got you!

Sid:
You don’t understand, Sarge. This child is going to change the world. It won’t be overnight, but it will happen.

Sgt Nixon:
Political destabilisation, hey? How many ‘i’s in ‘destabilisation’? 

Sid:
Three! (Sound effect – scratching noise) It’s not about terrorism – it’s about peace. He’s bringing peace to the world! Let me see that notebook! You’ve got more notes here than you get in a symphony!

Sgt Nixon:
Give it back, lad, unless… that’s the ticket. It’s in case I forget.

Sid:
What, your sense of humour? 
Sgt Nixon:
Look, all you’ve told me so far is hearsay, circumstantial evidence. It will need a lot more for me to believe you, lad. Facts is what I’m after!

Sid:
Come on then, Sarge, you’ll have to see the baby for yourself.
Sgt Nixon:
If this is a trap, Shady…? 


Sound effect of people walking away

Sid:
Yes, Sarge, I know—five more years. Sarge! Put that truncheon away!

Act Two
Ann’cer
Four hours later they return to the street outside the Inn.


Sound effect of stable door opening and closing


Sound effect of people walking nearer

Sid: 
I’ve never been so embarrassed!
Sgt Nixon:
That’s not true, my lad! Remember the time you were arrested for disturbing the peace?
Sid:
Sarge! 

Sgt Nixon:
You were tied to that post wearing nothing at all. I know it was a stag do, but that’s no reason…
Sid:
Look, Sarge, you caused this embarrassment!

Sgt Nixon:
How do you mean, son?

Sid:
First, you tried to arrest the innkeeper for breaches of health and safety regulations!

Sgt Nixon:
That’s absolutely right, my lad. It’s the law.

Sid:
Overcrowded stables?

Sgt Nixon:
Fire risk, too many people, could have been a stampede and personal injury.

Sid:
Then you told the mother that you would contact Social Services.

Sgt Nixon:
You can’t just go and have a baby wherever you want to!
Sid:
They had no choice! Anyway, it was God’s will.
Sgt Nixon:
It’s not a question of will, my lad.
Sid:
I’m Sid, not Will!

Sgt Nixon:
You know what I mean. We have to protect the young from exploitation and danger.
Sid:
Where was the exploitation and danger?

Sgt Nixon:
Animals all around… who knows what diseases they were carrying? Were those swaddling bands clean and hygienic? Lots of people had been told in advance of the birth—maybe the parents had been hoping to make some money or get some presents, ie exploitation! Are there three ‘i’s in ‘exploitation’?

Sid:
No, two! Look, what else were they supposed to do? And how did you suppose they organised the angels?
Sgt Nixon:
That’s hearsay! Okay… (takes out his book and scribbles something out. Sound effect of scratching noise) See, I’ve crossed it out!

Sid:
Then you started taking statements from everyone in the stable. 
Sgt Nixon:
You have to be thorough! You never know what piece of information will crack a case, my lad!

Sid:
But you interviewed the baby for 20 minutes.

Sgt Nixon:
Well, it would have been quicker if he’d answered my questions! He didn’t say a word!
Sid:
You don’t know much about babies, do you?

Sgt Nixon:
Well, that’s not my fault, is it? There aren’t many baby criminals!
Sid:
So, what did you find out?

Sgt Nixon:
Let me see! The mother’s name is Mary. She was a virgin when she got pregnant! That doesn’t seem right!

Sid:
I have to say that I agree with you there! But the baby is God’s son after all. Didn’t the prophets say something...  Oh, I can’t remember. 
Sgt Nixon:
See, how can I trust what you say, my lad, if you can’t remember things! Right, now! Ah yes, the father, Joseph, was going to divorce Mary, but an angel persuaded him not to. We could do with a few more angels like that, in my opinion.

Sid:
Anything else, Sarge?
Sgt Nixon:
Baby’s name is Jesus. Although some were calling him Immanuel, the Messiah. You know, I’m sure I’ve heard parts of this story before!

Sid:
I told you, prophets!

Sgt Nixon:
Sid, can you stop thinking about money, and concentrate.
Sid:
Not profits—prophets. You know, God’s earthly messengers! Isaiah, Elijah, Job?
Sgt Nixon:
Of course! Now we’re getting somewhere. Still circumstantial, mind, but at least it’s something. I’ll look it up later.
Sid:
Did you write down about the halo around the baby?
Sgt Nixon:
There was a lot of hay around the whole stable, Sid. I mean it sort of goes with the territory, doesn’t it? Mind you—the smell. That hay needed changing, in my opinion.
Sid:
Not hay, the halo! The glow around the baby. You can’t tell me that that was natural. Have you written it down? It’s evidence.

Sgt Nixon:
Perhaps it was just a candle underneath the manger.

Sid:
I somehow don’t think you would have missed that—a naked flame in a stable full of hay and straw!

Sgt Nixon:
True, I was very thorough in my health & safety investigation, wasn’t I?
Sid:
Write it down, then! (Sound effect – scratching noise) I’ll tell you what else was strange. That star! (Sound effect – musical noise)
Sgt Nixon:
What star? (Sound effect – musical noise)
Sid:
That star  (Sound effect – musical noise) – up there! I’ve never seen one there before! It’s right above the stable.

Sgt Nixon:
Well, if it shouldn’t be there…
Sid:
Please don’t tell me you were thinking of giving a star (Sound effect – musical noise) a parking ticket?

Sgt Nixon:
No, perhaps you’re right. Might be a bit difficult, at that!

Sid:
That star (Sound effect – musical noise) is a sign, you know!

Sgt Nixon:
It is! It’s a sign that it’s night-time!

Sid:
No, don’t you see? It’s pointing down, from heaven, and who lives in heaven? See my point—it’s guiding people to the baby. To Jesus! God’s son. It all fits!
Sgt Nixon:
(Writes. Sound effect – scratching noise) Unauthorised sign!
Sid:
What?

Sgt Nixon:
Just joking, Sid! Come on, let’s go to the station for a cuppa and see if we can’t make more sense out of this mystery!

Sid:
It’s not a mystery! 

Sound effect of people walking away
Sgt Nixon:
Maybe not to you, but it is to me, and I want to know more about it. Do you know what, this will be the first time you’ve been to the station, Sid, without being locked up!

Sid:
Oh, joy!


(Sound effect – bang!)

Sgt Nixon:
Watch where you’re going, lad!

Sid:
(Hand over nose) Bit late, now!

Act Three
Ann’cer
A few days later, we find Sid and Sgt Nixon walking back to the police station from the direction of the stable. There is the noise of a camel caravan leaving in the distance.

Sound effect of camels’ hooves & people taking their leave


Sound effect of people walking

Sgt Nixon:
What a drama!

Sid:
Well, they are safely on their way, and by a different route! That was very kind of you to help them reset their stellanav.

Sgt Nixon:
Least I could do. Just hope the king doesn’t find out. He can be a bit grumpy about things like that. Apparently, he’d told the three of them to go back and tell him where the baby was, so he could go and visit it. That didn’t sound right to me. 
Sid:
You did a noble thing, Sarge! After all, you were only doing your duty, protecting the innocent and maintaining the peace.

Sgt Nixon:
Very true, Sid. Thank you. Don’t get many people like that travelling through here.
Sid:
They weren’t travelling through, Sarge, they came here specifically to worship the baby. Did they say how far they had come?

Sgt Nixon:
Several weeks from the East, apparently. I wrote it down somewhere. They went a bit unco-operative after a while. Shame, that!
Sid:
Pardon me for saying, Sarge, but you didn’t exactly help matters, did you?

Sgt Nixon:
How do you mean?


Sid:
Well, first you cautioned the three of them for parking their camels on the wrong side of the road!

Sgt Nixon:
Caused several accidents in Bethlehem in the last 20 years, that has!

Sid:
And then to arrest them for being illegal aliens…
Sgt Nixon:
They had no proper passports.

Sid:
What about the pass from King Herod?

Sgt Nixon:
Could’ve been a forgery! Takes a lot to get one over on me, my lad! (pause) I did realise in the end.
Sid: 
You did! But, what about the gold, frankincense and myrrh? You shouldn’t have confiscated those gifts. 

Sgt Nixon
Now look here, those men brought that gold and… smelly stuff into the country without paying the correct duties! It’s against…

Sid:
…the law! Yes, so you keep saying! The point is, they were given permission by Herod to find the baby and give it gifts! Is Herod not your ultimate boss?

Sgt Nixon:
Yes, I suppose so, although, I’m just beginning to wonder if I’ve got my priorities right. You did give them back to the baby, didn’t you…? 

Sid:
I did, honest! I think they were symbolic, sort of God confirming the basis for the birth of his son. 
Sgt Nixon:
What do you mean?

Sid:
Well, that Jesus was born for all of us. There he was, born in a lowly stable, with ordinary local folk around, yet also these incredibly wise and wealthy foreigners too. All of it signposted by heavenly wonders, the angels (Sound effect – hallelujah) and a star (Sound effect – musical noise) and, we mustn’t forget, foretold by the prophets.

Sgt Nixon:
(pause) I can’t give in this notebook. I’ll be laughed off the force. Yet, you’re right. The evidence is all there—some of it I’ve actually seen for myself. But what strikes me is that so few people actually witnessed the birth.

Sid:
The point is, I guess, that though the birth of Jesus is important, there’s more importance in what’s to come. I think you’d better keep that notebook handy, Sarge. I think this is only the beginning!

Sgt Nixon:
Sid, you’re right!


(Sound effect – baa!)

Sid:
Larry! I forgot all about you. Come here!


(Sound effect – baa! baa!)


No, Larry, don’t do that!

Sound effect of water running! Larry goes ‘baaaa’!
Sgt Nixon:
Oh, Sid! That’s my best uniform! I think you’d better accompany me to the station!
Sid:
Larry!


(Sound effect – baa!)

Sgt Nixon:
Come on, let’s have a cuppa. Accidents do happen! 


(Sound effect – baa!)


Let’s not make a drama out of a crisis. 
Epilogue

Ann’cer:
The epilogue.
Sgt Nixon:
Evening all! Many years later, I retired to Jerusalem. I’ve got a house not far from the temple. It was there I met Jesus. Well, actually he met me, he recognised me before I knew that he was that baby in Bethlehem. I’d heard about him, of course, about his teachings and miracles—and there he was! “Sgt Nixon,” he said, “I want to save your life. Call it repayment for what you did for me in Bethlehem.” How did he know? He couldn’t have remembered, could he? No one knew what I had done, other than those three wise men, Sid—oh, and Larry the lamb, I suppose.


I’ve seen some amazing and wonderful things the last few months. No more hearsay, no more circumstantial evidence—plain facts, seen with my own eyes! His followers increase in numbers daily, and yet my old instincts tell me that something terrible’s going to happen. That the real reason for his birth has yet to play out.

Well, got to go now, Jesus is going to talk nearby. I’ll never forget that night when a special baby was born in a stable in Bethlehem. What a drama! It changed my life. Has it changed yours?


Evening all! (goes off)

Dixon of Dock Green music plays
Ann’cer
Tonight’s episode starred [name] as Sgt Nixon, with [name] playing Sid. Our technical sound director was [name]. This is [name] saying good night, and a merry Christmas!
Copyright: Richard Langley (Holy Trinity Church Ripon)

