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Scene 1:  Arrival in Heaven

TOWN CRIER ANGEL: (Enters ringing a handbell.)  Eternity, and all's well!  Eternity, and all's 
well!  (Shrugs.)  Of course all's well.  All's always well.  This is heaven.  

SONG:  It's  a Heavenly Day in Heaven

(As TOWN CRIER ANGEL begins singing, other Angels wander on stage, enjoying the 
start of the day.)

TOWN CRIER ANGEL:  Another perfect day,

Another bright blue sky.

With perfect golden sunbeams

And breezes wafting by.

A FEW VOICES:  We see the brilliant colors,

Undimmed despite the years.

We hear the perfect chiming

Of the Celestial Spheres.

EVERYONE: It's a heavenly day in Heaven

As eternity rolls along.

It's a heavenly day in Heaven,

And we greet it with joyous song.

(Music underscores dialog.)

ANGEL 1: Good morning!  Haven't seen you for a while.  What are you up to?

ANGEL 2: Good morning to you!  I was thinking about going over to watch the rings of Saturn for 
a bit.  They're always quite a sight.  And you?

ANGEL 1: I don't really have any plans.  Perhaps I could join you?

ANGEL 2: Of course.

ANGEL 1: We could stroll past the Elysian Fields on the way.

ANGEL 2: Good idea.

(Singing resumes.)  

Our haloes all are shined,

Out robes are spotless white.
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They certainly should be so, for

We've had ages to get it right!

The clouds are soft and fluffy

With not a hint of rain.

The temperature is balmy--

It's perfection once again.

It's a heavenly day in Heaven,

With a heavenly time in store.

It's a heavenly day in Heaven--

And from all that we can see,

We can bet there will be

Many millions of millions more!

(Angels exit in small groups, chatting.)

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: (Enters hesitantly.  His small wings are crooked, as is his halo.)  Hello?  
Hello?  (Looks around.)  Is anyone here?

GABRIEL: (Offstage)  Can I help you?

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Where are you?  Where am I?

GABRIEL: (Enters.)  Here I am.  (Looks THE LITTLEST ANGEL over.)  You must be a newcomer.

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: I guess.  I've neve seen this place before.

GABRIEL: Well, you have plenty of time to look it over.  (Holds out his hand.)  My name is 
Gabriel.  Shalom!

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: (Shakes hands.)  I'm Daniel [Esther].  Shalom!

GABRIEL: Where are you from?

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: I live by the river, with my family.  We are shepherds.  We have a whole 
flock of sheep, and my father says next spring I can choose a lamb to be all my own!  
(Wiggles shoulders and tries to scratch them.)  I don't know how I got here.  One of the 
lambs fell into the river, and I went after it.  It was scared, and kicked me, and I breathed
in a lot of water—and then I don't remember any more.

GABRIEL: Ah.

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Where are we?

GABRIEL: This is Heaven, Daniel.

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Heaven?  But. . . .

GABRIEL: (Gently.)  This is your home now.
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THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Oh.  (Pause.)  I can't go back?

GABRIEL: No.  But I think you'll like it here.

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: I guess.  (Looks around, notices the trumpet hanging over Gabriel's 
shoulder on a strap.)  What's that?

GABRIEL: That's my trumpet.

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Like the trumpets Joshua blew at the walls of Jerico?  My father told me 
about that.  The trumpets blew and the walls fell down, and Joshua won a mighty battle. 
Does your trumpet make things fall down?  Would it make that (Points toward throne at 
back of stage on platform “cloud.”) fall down?  Can I blow it?

GABRIEL: No—no, we don't want to do that.  My trumpet only sounds for very important 
announcements.

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Oh.  (Wiggles shoulders again.)  Could you scrateh my back please, 
between my shoulders?  It itches so.

GABRIEL: (Turns THE LITTLEST ANGEL around and straightens his wings.)  That's just your 
wings coming in.  It takes a little while--

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Wings?!  (Spins around and runs behind Gabriel to look at his wings.  
Reaches behind his own back and pulls a feather around where he can see it.)  You mean
I can fly?

GABRIEL: Well, yes, but--

THE LITTLEST ANGEL Yippee!  (Runs toward offstage and jumps off the “edge of the cloud.”)  
Here I goooooo.  (Voice trails off.)

GABRIEL: (Calling offstage.)  Rafe!  Falling cherub at nine o'clock!

RAFAEL: (From offstage.)  I'm on it, chief!  (Pause.)  Oof!  (He enters, carrying THE LITTLEST 
ANGEL, and sets him down.)  There you go, youngster.  Better get into the Novice 
Flying Class before you try that again.  (Exits.)

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: (Calling after him.)  Thank you!  (Turns back to Gabriel.)  Does it take 
very long—the Novice Flying Class?

GABRIEL: It depends.  But we'll get you signed up.  And you'll have all the time you need to learn.

TOWN CRIER ANGEL: (Entering and crossing the stage while ringing his bell.)  Heavenly Choir 
rehearsal in 15 minutes!  Heavenly Choir rehearsal in 15 minutes!

(As TOWN CRIER ANGEL exits, CHOIR DIRECTOR ANGEL enters with a music 
stand and a sheaf of paper.  He sets the music stand facing the upstage platform and 
throne.)

GABRIEL: (To THE LITTLEST ANGEL.)  Here's someone you should meet.  (Calling to CHOIR 
DIRECTOR ANGEL.)  Uriel!  We have a new resident.

CHOIR DIRECTOR ANGEL: (Coming downstage.)  Well, well, well, well, well.  Welcome to 
Paradise!  Shalom!

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Shalom.  I'm Daniel.
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CHOIR DIRECTOR ANGEL: I'm very glad to meet you.  Let's just see what your vocal range is.
Do you know “Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star?”

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Yes, but--

CHOIR DIRECTOR ANGEL: Take a deep breath, and sing out.

(THE LITTLEST ANGEL takes a deep breath and sings, very loudly, and off-key.  
Gabriel winces and walks upstage to join the other angels, who begin to wander in and 
line up for rehearsals.  THE LITTLEST ANGEL finishes singing and looks at CHOIR 
DIRECTOR ANGEL in embarrassment.)

CHOIR DIRECTOR ANGEL: Do you like to sing, Daniel?

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: (Wanting to please.)  Oh, yes!  (Pauses, resignedly.)  No.  Not really.  I 
sing to myself sometimes, and I like to listen to singing.  But I've never been good at 
doing it—especially with others.

CHOIR DIRECTOR ANGEL: Well, if you really wanted to, we have time enough for learning 
anything here in Heaven.  But if you don't. . . ?  (THE LITTLEST ANGEL shakes his 
head.)  We all have different gifts, Daniel.  And I'm sure there are lots of things you are 
good at.  (Confidentially.)  I'll tell you a secret—I'm not good at singing, either.

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: You aren't?

CHOIR DIRECTOR ANGEL: No—but I am pretty good at composing and conducting.

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: I'm good at playing ball.  And at getting lambs to settle down.  (Pause.)  I 
guess those are pretty little things.

CHOIR DIRECTOR ANGEL: You know, Daniel, whether something is a little thing or a big 
thing may look different to different people.  Now, there's something you could do for 
me that might seem like a very little thing to you, but would make such a big difference 
to me. . . .

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: I'd be glad to help you, sir.  I really would.

CHOIR DIRECTOR ANGEL: I need someone to stand beside me and turn the pages while I 
conduct.  I'll nod my head when it's time.  Could you do that?

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: I think so.

CHOIR DIRECTOR ANGEL: Let's try it.  (To the other angels.)  All right, everybody.  We're 
going to try version 632.  Do you all have your music?  (Angels hold up their music.)  
Very well.  Here's the introduction.

(CDA motions to harpist and recorder player and then conducts “Come Emmanuel, 
Version 632.”  At intervals he nods his head and THE LITTLEST ANGEL turns the 
page on his music stand.)

Oh, come!  Oh, come, Emmanuel!

Come save your people Israel!

We wait in hope, we wait in fear
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Until the day that you appear.

And still we say, Rejoice!

Rejoice, rejoice!

Our day of joy approaches.

Rejoice!

(When the music ends, the angels applaud.)

ANGEL 1: That's lovely, Uriel.

ANGEL 2: It just keeps getting better.

CHOIR DIRECTOR ANGEL: I don't know—I still don't think it's quite right.  But I have plenty 
of time to work on it.  Thank you, everyone.  And thank you, Daniel, for being my page 
turning assistant.  (Angels start to leave.)

GABRIEL: Ruben, could you take Daniel over to Wings Central and help him sign up for Novice 
Flight Training?

ANGEL 5: Sure, Gabe.  Shalom, Daniel.

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Shalom, Ruben.

ANGEL 5: Just follow me.  Oh, and be sure you ask the trainers for some Wing Salve.  I remember 
it itches like crazy when your wings are new.

(Angel 5, THE LITTLEST ANGEL, and others exit as lights dim.)

Scene 2—The Ball Game

(Lights come up on three or four angels throwing a ball back and forth.  The ball is 
made of strips of tightly-wrapped cloth.  The throws get harder and livelier until one 
angel throws the ball offstage.)

RAFAEL: (Offstage.)  Hey!  (He comes on-stage with the ball in his hand, rubbing his ear.)  What 
are you doing?

ANGEL 3: We're playing catch.

RAFAEL: But you didn't catch.  (He holds up the ball.)

ANGEL 4: We haven't had much practice yet.

RAFAEL: Where did this come from, anyway?

ANGEL 3: Daniel made it.

RAFAEL: Ah.  Daniel.  (Calling loudly.)  Daniel!  Front and center!

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: (Offstage.)  Coming!  (He runs in, skidding to a stop in front of Rafael, 
who is tossing the ball up and down.  THE LITTLEST ANGEL's robe is noticeably 
shorter and trailing a strip or two.)

RAFAEL: I understand you are responsible for this.  (Holds out ball.)
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THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Uh—yes, sir.  I was telling the others about playing ball, and they wanted 
to try it.  So I made the ball.

RAFAEL: Out of your robe.

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Oh.  Yes.

RAFAEL: Any particular reason you made it out of your robe?

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Well—a ball needs to be a little heavy so that you can throw it.  And here 
in Heaven there aren't any hides to use.  And the clouds--  (He goes to the nearest cloud, 
pulls off a handful, and tries to throw it.  It floats to the ground as everyone watches.)

RAFAEL: You have a point.  (Throws the ball back to A3.)  But go to the Robing Angel and get 
yourself a new robe.  (He exits.)

ANGEL 2: Coming, Daniel?

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: In a minute.

ANGEL 1: Come on, guys!  (They run offstage.  Daniel watches them go, then sits on a cloud, head 
hanging.)

GABRIEL: (Enters, stopping when he sees THE LITTLEST ANGEL.)  Shalom, Daniel.

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: (Without looking up.)  Shalom.

GABRIEL: Is something wrong?

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Well. . . .

GABRIEL: (Sits beside THE LITTLEST ANGEL.)  What is it?

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: I just don't fit in.  Everyone's awfully nice to me.  And Heaven is very 
beautiful.  But I have so much trouble keeping my halo straight, and my robe neat.  And 
there isn't really anything for a little angel like me to do.  And I miss the Earth.

(Song:  “Earth Can Be Beautiful, Too.”)

Heaven is great and grand and glorious,

Sparkling and perfect and always new.

Earth is a jumble of shapes and colors,

But Earth can be beautiful, too.

Heaven has gold and white and silver,

It's all eternally polished and true.

But Earth has sunsets and lightning and rainbows.

Earth can be beautiful, too.

Sometimes grand is a little bit scary.
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Sometimes perfection is hard to bear.

Sometimes if something lasts just for a moment

It's that much more precious while it is there.

I'm just beginning to get to know Heaven.

U'll understand more in an aeon or two.

But God made the Earth just as He made Heaven,

And Earth can be beautiful,

So very beautiful,

Earth can be beautiful, too.

GABRIEL: Earth is beautiful, and I understand why you miss it.  (Thinks for a moment.)  Is there 
anything—something special—from the Earth that would make you happy if you had it 
here?

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Oh, yes!  I had a little box that my father made for me.  I kept it in a 
hollow of the tree where I watched the sheep.  If I could just have that box, so that I 
could look at the things inside now and then—to help me remember—that would be 
wonderful.

GABRIEL: Give me a minute.  (Calling offstage.)  Rafe, report for a special misison.

RAFAEL: (From offstage.)  On my way!  (He enters.  Gabriel meets him and gives him quiet 
instructions.)  I'll be right back.  (Exits; re-enters after a couple of beats.)  Is this what 
you are after?  (Holds out a small wooden box.)

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Yes!  (Runs to Rafael and takes the box.)  Thank you!  Thank you so 
much!

RAFAEL: Glad to help.  (Pats THE LITTLEST ANGEL on the shoulder, salutes Gabriel, and 
exits.)

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Do you want to see?  (He sits again on the cloud, opens the box, and lifts 
out a golden butterfly.)  We went to Jerusalem one spring, for Passover.  It took two 
days, and I walked all by myself.  We came up to the top of the last hill and looked 
down on the city, all white in the sunshine.  And this butterfly landed on my shoulder.  I 
won't ever forget that.  (Returns butterfly to the box and takes out two small, smooth, 
white stones.)  There's a pool in the river where my friends and I go swimming.  The 
water feels so good when you're hot.  We would always throw these out to dive for, 
because we could see them on the bottom, even when it was muddy.  (Puts stones back, 
takes out bird egg.)  A bird built a nest in the olive tree outside our kitchen door.  We 
watched the mother bird sit on the nest, and I never climbed the tree until the eggs 
hatched out and the babies were grown.  But this egg fell out of the nest.  (Puts the egg 
away, pulls out leather strap.)  And this was Bobo's collar.  He was old when I was little. 
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But he always followed me out to watch the sheep, and he slept on the end of my bed.  
(Puts the strap back, puts the lid on the box.  Looks up at Gabriel.)  I know they don't 
look like anything special.  But they are special to me.

GABRIEL: Actually—I had a collection like that, once.  (Smiles.)   Now, go get a new robe.  (They 
exit in opposite directions.)

TOWN CRIER ANGEL: (Entering, ringing bell, to stage center, facing audience.)  Eternity, and 
all's well!  Eternity, and all's well!  All angels, please gather for a special announcement.

(All angels enter, murmuring ad lib to each other:  “A special announcement?” .“What 
could it be?”  “I don't remember anything like this before,” etc.)

TOWN CRIER ANGEL: I have just been authorized to announce that the Lord God will cause his 
own Son to be born of a mortal woman—the Virgin Mary--in the town of Bethlehem.  
I'm sure you will want to join in the celebrations on the night of this miraculous 
occasion.  Listen for further details, and thank you all for assembling for this unique 
occasion.

(TOWN CRIER ANGEL exits.  The other angels mill around excitedly.)

ANGEL 3: We should prepare gifts for the Holy Baby.

ANGEL 4: What could they be?

ANGEL 2: The best that each of us can do, using his or her best talents.

ANGEL 3: I could make a special harp—a small one, that a child could play—out of pure gold.

ANGEL 6: You'll have to be very careful with the strings—pure gold is so soft.  Perhaps I could 
help?

ANGEL 4: I could make a special blanket for the Babe.

CHOIR DIRECTOR ANGEL: I will compose a special song!

ANGEL 1: Perhaps I can make a toy for the Child.  Children like toys. . . .

(THE LITTLEST ANGEL is left at one side of the stage, alone, as the lights dim.)

Scene 3—The Holy Night

(While the lights are down, the throne on the platform upstage is draped with a golden 
cloth.  A number of silver and golden packages are placed at the foot of the throne.  
Lights up on the angel choir, with the CDA downstage, back to the audience.  THE 
LITTLEST ANGEL stands next to him, beside the music stand.)

(Song:  “O Come, O Come Emmanuel.”  THE LITTLEST ANGEL turns pages for 
CHOIR DIRECTOR ANGEL) 

Oh come, oh come, Emmanuel,

And ransom captive Israel.

That mourns in lonely exile here
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Until the Son of God appear.

Rejoice!  Rejoice!

Emmanuel shall come to thee, oh Israel.

O come, Desire of nations, bind

In one the hearts of all mankind;

Bid thou our sad divisions cease,

And be thyself our King of Peace. 

Rejoice!  Rejoice!

Emmanuel shall come to thee, oh Israel.

(After the song ends, several angels come up to congratulate CHOIR DIRECTOR 
ANGEL)

ANGEL 1: That was beautiful, Uriel.

ANGEL 2: It couldn't have been more perfect.

CHOIR DIRECTOR ANGEL: Oh, not perfect.  But thank you.  I only wanted it to be worthy to 
be a gift for the Child.

GABRIEL: It truly is the best thing you have done.

ANGEL 2: (To A6.)  Look at all the glorious things.  That wonderful harp--

ANGEL 6: And the beautiful golden chalice from the Goldsmith Angel.

ANGEL 7: The blanket there—woven by the Angel of the Robes from cloud fluff.

ANGEL 8: Did you bring something?

ANGEL 7: I helped spin the yarn for the blanket.

(THE LITTLEST ANGEL is downstage by himself.  He has the box in his hands.  
Suddenly he turns and hurries up to the golden chair, puts the box down at its foot, and 
backs away, while some instrumental music swells and the light concentrates over the 
throne.  All at once--)

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Oh, it isn't any good!  It's worthless!  (He starts toward the chair, trips, 
and falls.  Silence.)

VOICE OF GOD: Open the box.

(THE LITTLEST ANGEL crawls to the throne, takes the lid off the box, and carefully 
sets it down.)

VOICE OF GOD: Of all the gifts of all the angels—all of which are lovely—I find that this small 
box pleases Me most.  Its contents are of the Earth and of men, and My Son is born to be
King of both.  These are the things My Son, too, will know and love and cherish and 
then, regretful, will leave behind Him when His task is done.  I accept this gift in the 
Name of the Child, Jesus, born of Mary this night in Bethlehem.
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(The lights dim except for one on the box, which rises into the night sky, shining.)

VOICE OF GOD: Gabriel—front and center!

(Lights down.)

Scene 4—The Announcement

(When the lights come up, the throne and gifts are gone.  Downstage are three shepherds
around a campfire.  Upstage, on the platform, are The Littlest Angel and Gabriel.  The 
Christmas Star is shining overhead.

GABRIEL: Can you see them?

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: I see--  (Clears his throat.)  I see them.  One looks like my Uncle Samuel. 
(Pause.)  I don't know if I can do this.

GABRIEL: You were chosen by the Lord Himself.  He told you what to say.  Of course you can do 
this.  

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Is my halo straight?

GABRIEL: You look just fine.  Now, are you ready?

(THE LITTLEST ANGEL nods.  Gabriel raises his trumpet and blows a fanfare.  
Spotlight on THE LITTLEST ANGEL.)

SHEPHERD 1: What's that?

SHEPHERD 2: Look!  There in the sky!

SHEPHERD 3: It's an angel!  (Shepherds huddle together fearfully.)

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Be not afraid.  (This is said so quietly that it has no effect.  Gabriel makes
“bigger” gestures.)  Be not afraid!  For behold, I come to bring you good tidings of great
joy.

SHEPHERD 2: Is he talking to us?

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Yes—I am talking to you!  I bring good tidings of great joy, which shall 
be to all people.  For tonight is born to you, in the City of David, a Savior, who is Christ 
the Lord.

SHEPHERD 3: The City of David?  That's Bethlehem!

SHEPHERD 1: Shhh!

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: And this shall be a sign unto you—you will find the Babe wrapped in 
swaddling clothes, and lying in a manger.

(Lights come up behind the scrim, revealing the the Angel Choir.  The choir sings 
“Angels We Have Heard on High.”)

Angels now rejoice on high,
Singing sweetly through the night.
And the mountains in reply
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Echo back their great delight.
Gloria
In excelsis Deo!
Gloria
In excelsis Deo!

Come to Bethlehem and see
Him whose birth the angels sing
Come, adore on bended knee
Christ the Lord, the newborn king.
Gloria
In excelsis Deo!
Gloria
In excelsis Deo!

(Lights fade behind scrim and slightly on THE LITTLEST ANGEL and come up 
slightly on the shepherds.)

SHEPHERD 1: A Savior, born tonight?  And in Bethlehem?

SHEPHERD 2: We should go and see.

SHEPHERD 3: What will the others say when they find we have left the sheep alone?

SHEPHERD 2: The sheep are strongly penned up—and we will tell the others about the angel, 
and the heavenly music.

SHEPHERD 1: And the dogs will guard the sheep.  Let's go, quickly!

(They start offstage, SHEPHERD 3 hanging somewhat behind, and looking back toward
THE LITTLEST ANGEL.)

SHEPHERD 2: Coming, Samuel?

SHEPHERD 3: (To himself.)  The angel looked a little like my brother Micah's child, that 
drowned.  (To others.)  Yes, I'm coming!

(They all hurry offstage.  Lights brighter on THE LITTLEST ANGEL and GABRIEL.)

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: They're going.

GABRIEL: You announced it well.

(They look after the shepherds for a moment.)

THE LITTLEST ANGEL: Could we go too?

GABRIEL: I thought you'd never ask.  I wouldn't miss it for all eternity!

(They start offstage as curtain closes.)

END OF PLAY
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