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THE ROAD TO KINGDOM COME 
In AD30, one of the “visitors from the East” gives an 
eyewitness account of the first Christmas 
 
Lights out. SFX: Music 01 
  
Lights go up on a room containing a couple of hanging 
racks of clothes, a chaise longue, an upright chair, 
palm trees and a large chest. On one side of the stage 
is a stand with a door knocker. There is an inflatable 
hammer on one of the chairs. 
 
A woman, the STABLEKEEPER, walks to the middle of 
the stage and addresses the audience. 
 
Stablekeeper: Good morning! I’ve been asked to talk 
to you about the very first Christmas. I’m not anyone 
important, like a historian or anything. No, I’m just a 
lowly stablekeeper. You can probably tell by the smell! 
But I know a lot about the first Christmas, because I 
was there. The first thing I want to say is this: we 
knew that a messiah was due, because it had been 
prophesied. [She indicates her Bible.] The second 
concerns the people the scriptures call “visitors from 
the East”. Well, they really existed too. I got to know 
one of them a bit. Her name was Melchior. 
 
MELCHIOR, known as Mel to her friends, steps on to 
the stage and waters the palm trees. 
  
Stablekeeper: Now, at the time this story begins, 
Melchior was living in a small house on the Ashkelon 
Road, east of Jerusalem. One day she had a very 
strange visitor. 
Stablekeeper exits. 
 
Frau Freud, known as ZIGGY to her friend (she has only 
the one), approaches from the floor and knocks. Tap 
tap tap.  Hearing the knock, Mel turns her head.  
 Ziggy waits, adjusting her buttoned-up 
clothes. Then she knocks again. Tap tap tap. Inside, 
Mel paces nervously. As Ziggy is about to knock a third 
time, Mel opens the door a crack. 
 
Ziggy: ‘Ullo? 
Mel (suspiciously): Oui? 
Ziggy: Can I come in? 
Mel: What do you want?  
Ziggy: I vant to buy some clothes.  
Mel: You vant to buy some clothes. 
Ziggy: And zis iss a clothes shop, yah? 
Mel: Uhhhh yah.    
Mel lets her in, suddenly smiling, apologetic.  

Mel: Sorry! Have to be careful. Certain so-called 
friends, if you can believe it, are threatening to send a 
psychiatrist to check me out…  
Ziggy (trying to hide her doctor’s bag): Oh? A 
psychiatrist? 
Mel: I know, right? I mean, do I look crazy to you? 
 
Mel picks up a large inflatable hammer and starts 
hitting herself on the head. 
 
Ziggy (stepping back): Um. No, not at all. 
Mel: Scalp massage. Boosts the blood supply to the 
braincells. What clothes do you want? 
Ziggy: Clothes? Oh yah yah yah. Er, vut have you got? 
Mel: Robes, robes and robes. This is first century 
Palestine, I hope you’re not expecting Top Shop 
onesies. 
Ziggy: Can I sit down here? I’m very tired. You look 
tired too. Why don’t you lie down there?  
Mel: Maybe later— 
Ziggy: Maybe NOW.   
 
Ziggy forces Mel into a reclining position on the 
chaise-longue while she sits primly nearby and takes 
out her notebook. It’s a classic cartoon psychiatrist-
patient pose. 
 
Ziggy: Now tell me about your childhood. 
Mel: You’re not a psychiatrist, are you? 
Ziggy: Do I look like a psychiatrist? 
Mel: Well— 
Ziggy: No need to answer that question. Let’s start 
with your parents. How did they mistreat you?   
 
They stare at each other for a moment. Then Mel gives 
in. 
Mel: They didn’t. Life was fun. I came from a family of 
magi.   
Ziggy: Magi? That is like Jedi, right? 
Mel: Oui, a bit. Magi is plural of mage. A mage is a 
wise person, a wizard, a cosmologist. Like Daniel in 
the Bible. Did you know the biblical word mage is the 
root of the word magician?  
Ziggy: You were magicians? 
Mel: Oui. Mostly we helped the king with special 
events. After Papa died, Maman was in charge of all 
the arrangements. She was amazing. She did the royal 
wedding. 
 
She jumps up and runs around, recreating her memory 
of her mother. 
Mel (speaking as her mother): A luxurious carpet for 
the King and his bride! Ten meters long! No, 20! No, 
30! And banners everywhere. And flags. We must 
have flags for everyone to wave. And a tall white 
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stallion at the centre! (speaking as herself) Oh, it was 
wonderful.  
 
She suddenly deflates. 
Mel: Then she died, too. I became chief mage, even 
though I was just a gawky young thing with a pointy 
hat. And then … I just decided to give it all up and 
come here and do this instead. 
Ziggy: You just decided to give it all up and do this 
instead. You just decided to give up being the chief 
magician of the King and instead sell robes in this 
revolting backwater, I mean, charming suburb. 
Mel nods. 
Ziggy: Okay. So vut really happened? 
 
 Tense pause. A doorbell rings. 
Mel: Back gate. 
Ziggy: I’ll get it. You sink about giving me a good 
answer to my question.  
Ziggy exits.  
 
Mel: Why am I telling her all this? She just came in to 
buy a robe! I must be going mad. Need more scalp 
massage. 
 
Picks up hammer and starts hitting her head again. 
Mel: Ooh, that’s good. Mmm. Oui. Ahh. 
 
She lies back down and closes her eyes. Ziggy returns. 
Ziggy: Messengers. They want to see you. I told them 
you were busy for the next half hour. They gave me a 
note. 
Mel: Read it to me. 
Ziggy: “After 30 years, it is time to pay the king’s 
debt.” 
 
Mel falls off the chaise-longue. She is beyond shocked. 
She is rigid with horror. After a pause, she speaks in a 
tiny voice. 
Mel: What? 
Ziggy: “After 30 years, it is time to pay the king’s 
debt.” 
 
Mel leaps off the seat and starts running around 
squealing. 
Mel: AAAAHHH! NOOOOOOOOOO. They found me. 
They found me. How can they have found me? HOW 
CAN THEY HAVE FOUND ME? Ahhhhhhhhrrrgghh.  
 
She is hyperventilating. She runs around in circles like 
a mad thing, and then jumps into the chest. 
 
Ziggy: Can you escape out of the front?  
Mel: There’ll be guards there too. I know these 
people. 

 
She climbs out of the chest. 
 
Ziggy: What happened 30 years ago? Was it 
something awful? 
Mel: No. It was something wonderful.  
Ziggy: I am not getting this.  
Mel: It was something amazing. It was something 
called….. Christmas. 
 
SFX: Music 02. 
 
Ziggy: Woah! Very nice incidental music. 
Mel: Sit down. And I’m going to lie down here again. 
 
This time Mel forces Ziggy to sit. They resume their 
psychiatrist-patient positions. 
 
Ziggy: Shouldn’t you be trying to get away? 
Mel: I’ve been running for 30 years. I’m not running 
any more. I need to tell my story before I die, that is, 
in half an hour. Are you a good listener? 
Ziggy: Of course! I’m a psychiatrist. 
Mel: Convenient. Well, it all started three decades 
ago. It was a Tuesday morning. I was sitting at my 
desk, doing some work… 
 
SFX: Music 03 flashback. 
  
Mel puts on a pointy hat and becomes young again. 
(Ziggy slips away.) 
 With tinted lighting, the room becomes a 
magician’s den. Mel picks up an astrolabe.  
 BARTIE runs in. He is a young man, her 
assistant, and he is in love with her.   
 
Bart: Mel! Guess what? You’ll never believe it. 
Mel: What? 
Bart: You’ll never never NEVER believe it. 
Mel: What? 
Bart: I hardly believe it myself. 
Mel: WHAT? 
Bart opens his mouth and then says nothing.  
Bart (theatrical whisper): Sorry! It’s so amazing that 
I’m actually speechless. 
Mel: WHAT? IS? IT? 
Bart: Whoah! Steady on. A royal baby is going to be 
born! TODAY. I met two mages on the street. They’ve 
come thousands of miles to see it.  
Mel: Impossible. If a royal baby was about to be born 
today, there’d be a supernova exploding right about 
now.  
There is a huge flash. 
Mel: A supernova! The biggest one I’ve ever seen! 
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Bart: It’s not just any old royal baby but the 
prophesied one. The one from the Book of Isaiah. The 
Prince of Peace. The Lamb of God. The Servant King. 
You know what this means? 
Mel: I know exactly what this means. Silk! Chiffon! 
Curtains, carpets, banners, flags. We’ll need an event, 
like my maman used to do. 
 
She turns into her mother again and starts running 
around. 
Mel: A luxurious carpet for the Queen and her new 
baby! Ten meters long! No, 20! No, 30! And banners 
everywhere. And flags for everyone to wave. And a 
tall white stallion at the centre! Oh, it’s going to be 
wonderful.   
 
Bart watches her lovingly as she starts making notes in 
her notebook.  
 
[Song: For Him We Sing:]  
 
Mel: Let’s just go straight to the palace and talk to 
King Horrid. 
Bart: Who? 
Mel: King Horrid. 
Bart: It’s Herod. 
 
But she is racing out of the door. Exeunt. 
  
SFX: Music 
Two mages enter. Balthazar is urbane and intelligent, 
while the other, Kaspar, is comedic. They may have 
with them some assistants, who will join the singing 
and dancing. 
 
Kaspar (looking around): So, is this Kingdom Come?  
Balthazar: No. Kingdom Come hasn’t been established 
yet. We need to go find the baby who will establish it.  
Kaspar: So why are we here?  
Balthazar: According to my notes, a young female 
mage named Melchior lives around here somewhere.  
Kaspar: Well, she can’t join us. It’ll spoil our theme 
song. (singing) We two kings of orient are… 
Balthazar: Just change it to We Three Kings. 
Kaspar: She’s a girl. It would have to be: “We two 
kings and a queen, from orient are.” Doesn’t fit. 
Balthazar: In certain circumstances, the word “king” 
includes the word “queen”. Such as, for example, if 
the words are uttered by an imbecile. Such as you. 
Imbecile is French for, um, imbellectual. In fact, you’re 
the greatest imbecile I’ve ever met. 
Kaspar: Oh! Thanks. 
Balthazar: I speak only the truth. Anyway, the local 
mage may be cute. Let’s impress her. Music, maestro! 
 

[song and dance] 
 
Song: The Road to Kingdom Come  
Sometimes you’re walking and get quite lost 
You don’t know where to go 
That’s when you should stop and say: Hey 
Sometimes you’re dancing and don’t know why 
Your feet just seem to move 
That’s when you should stop and say: Hey 
 In light or shadow, ahead I will go 
 For that’s the road to Kingdom Come 
Sometimes your sunshine just turns to rain 
And there’s no end in sight 
That’s when you should stop and say: Hey 
Sometimes you’re talking and get quite lost 
You don’t know what to say 
That’s when you should stop and go: Whoah! 
 
Balthazar checks his astrolabe. 
 
Balthazar: Look at the time! We’ll have to forget the 
girl. The King’ll be back from his trip. This way! 
 
Exeunt. 
 
SFX: Music 05 Royal fanfare.  
 
King Herod enters and sits on a throne. There are 
several axes nearby. He uses one to pick his fingernails 
or teeth.  
 Bootlick the advisor comes and bows. 
 
Bootlick: Sire, there’s someone to see you. 
Herod: Off with his head. 
Bootlick: It’s a woman. 
Herod: Off with HER head. 
Bootlick: I haven’t said what she’s here for yet. 
Herod: Does it matter? Kings are the only people who 
can say: “Off with his head” and expect to be obeyed. 
Am I to waste that singular gift? 
Bootlick: It’s just that it’s a bit odd. She says she’s here 
to deliver congratulations on the new royal baby.  
Herod: How is that odd?  
Bootlick: You don’t have a new baby. 
Herod:  I knew that. So. Off with her head. 
Bootlick: But she’s a mage. And she’s got an assistant 
with her. 
Herod: Off with THEIR head-zzzz. 
Bootlick (sighs): Okay. I will proceed with the 
decapitations at once, sire. 
Picks up an axe and leaves.   
 
Herod (practicing in front of a mirror): OFF with his 
head. Off with his HEAD. 
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Badun the Guard enters. 
 
Badun: Sire, there’s someone just arrived to see you. 
Herod: Off with his-stroke-her head. 
Badun: It’s a group of people: a pair of magi and 
several assistants. 
Herod: Off with one head per person. 
Badun: They say they’ve come to deliver 
congratulations on the new royal baby. 
Herod: I don’t have a new baby. I checked! So: OFF. 
WITH. THEIR. (He stops.) This is rather odd. It could 
mean something. Bring them in. And go get Bootlick – 
he’s just gone into the garden with some other 
misguided, would-be baby showerers.  
Exit Badun.  
 
Balthazar and Kaspar enter. 
Balthazar: Greetings, your royal highball.  We have 
come to pay homage to the new royal baby. 
 
Mel and Bart enter. 
Mel: As have we. Greetings King Horrid. 
Bart: Herod. 
Herod: Great! Welcome. EXCEPT I DON’T HAVE A NEW 
BABY. I do, however, have a new AXE.  Very sharp. 
Balthazar: Hmm. Then the new baby must be from a 
member of your family. Or the local nobility.  
 
Kaspar steps forward to take the king’s attention with 
a bow.  
Kaspar: Allow me to explain it, sire. There have been 
signs and wonders. Birds flying, in the sky. Fish 
moving, in the oceans. And on the land, fountains, er, 
fountaining.  
Herod: Who is this? 
Kaspar (with a flourish): I am an imbecile. 
Herod: No, really? You astonish me.  
Balthazar: Your hugeness, a divine king is about to be 
born somewhere around here this very day. Perhaps 
we could search for it? 
Herod: Of course you can’t. Let me think. No, wait. 
I’ve changed my mind. Yes, go and find the baby and 
then come back and give me precise details, you 
know, weight, sex, exact address, and er, neck size.  
He fondles his axe. 
Kaspar: You want to worship it too? 
He hides the axe behind his back. 
Herod: Exactly. There’s nothing I would like better 
than to greet a newborn king, a nice young chap who 
will do me out of a job. 
 
Song: Go Tell the World 
  
Mel: Thank you, King Horrid, you won’t regret this. 

Bart: King Herod, I’d just like to apologize for the, er, 
mispronunciation of your name thing.  
Herod: I hate it when my name is mispronounced.  
Horrid! It’s pronounced Horrid. GET IT RIGHT. 
 
He lifts his axe and Bart runs for cover.  
The magi start to take their leave with phrases such 
as: “Gotta go”. “Catch ya!” “G2G dude.” 
Herod grabs Mel. 
 
Herod: You. Wait. I need some sort of guarantee. Dee 
de dee de dee de dee. 
He mumbles as he scrawls on a piece of paper. 
Herod: I want you to sign this.  
Mel: “I O U news of the newborn king’s precise 
location by midnight tonight. Otherwise I will pay this 
debt by forfeiting my head. The king’s guards may 
decapitate me on sight from midnight onwards.” Gulp.  
 
He lifts his axe. 
She signs it. 
 
Herod: Now go get me that baby.   
 
Band: Fast war-like drum figure. 
Everyone exits in one direction except for the king, 
who goes in a different direction.  
 
Lights down. 
 
Video 02 plays. 
Montage: tour of noble houses 
The three magi visit many locations to ask if anyone 
has had a baby. They are turned away each time.  
Many well-known locations, and faces in the 
congregation, are featured in this video.  
 
*** 
Shepherds and angels scene 
Song: Ronnie cherry 
Cast: Children’s Church 
Details to be supplied separately. 
Shepherds and angels exeunt. 
*** 
  
The three magi and Bart, worn out, trudge heavily 
back onto the stage. Kaspar has a notebook where he 
has been keeping score. 
 
Balthazar: What number was that? 
Kaspar: Thirty-five. That was the last noble house in 
the land. 
Mel (in shock): There’s no royal baby, is there? 
Balthazar: There’s no royal baby. 
Mel: And if there’s no royal baby… 
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She feels her neck. 
Mel: It’s strange. It already feels kinda loose.  
Kaspar: Keep calm. Don’t lose your head over this. Ha 
ha, gettit? Don’t lose your head over this? Lighten up 
guys. It was just a joke. Sheesh…  it’s just her head. 
[Pause.] Some chickens can survive for days with their 
heads cut off. 
Mel: Thank you for that, Kaspar.   
  
Music 07 
  
Song: It’s Hard to Die 
 
Balthazar consults his astrolabe. 
Balthazar: It doesn’t make sense. According to this, 
the baby should be somewhere around here. 
Mel: And the light from a quasar should appear in the 
fourth quadrant of Orion right about now.  
 
They all look in the direction in which she is pointing. A 
bright light shines. 
Balthazar: A quasar.  
Mel: And there, beneath it: a star moving, a shooting 
star, going behind those hills. 
Bart: But that’s the poorest part of the land. No rich 
houses, no kings, no princes, no noblemen.  
Mel: Isn’t Bethlehem over that way? 
Bart: Exactly. Bethlehem is a place most people have 
never heard of. And probably no one ever will.  
Balthazar: The baby’s there. He must be. Let’s go. 
 
Exeunt. 
SFX: Music.  
 
The lights go down. They come up again on a very 
different scene: A stable and a manger. 
 STABLEKEEPER enters, goes to the front of the 
stage, slightly to one side. 
 
Stablekeeper: I trusted in God, so I knew the messiah 
was coming. And when a young couple had a baby, 
right there in my humble little stable, I wondered if he 
could be the one. And then, when lots of interesting 
visitors arrived, I knew that the Lord had answered 
our prayers. 
 
 JOSEPH and MARY enter, holding a baby 
wrapped in swaddling clothes.   
 
As the music starts, the rest of the nativity scene cast 
file in behind them: 
The angels, the shepherds, the animals, etc. 
 
Stablekeeper sings Standing. The others join in. 

  
The three magi enter and join in. 
 
As the song ends, the nativity cast file off the stage. 
The only people left on the stage are Mel, Bart, 
Balthazar and Kaspar, forward stage. Kaspar is 
looking into the distance. 
 
Kaspar: There’s a light moving over there. In the 
distance. Another shooting star! 
Balthazar: That light is at ground level. 
Kaspar: A ground star! Another miracle! 
Balthazar hits Kaspar and peers at the scene through 
his astrolabe. 
Balthazar: It’s a group of men with a torch. King Herod 
and his soldiers. And he’s got his axe. They’ve all got 
axes. 
Kaspar: Why would you need axes to worship a baby?  
Balthazar: You’re an imbecile! 
Kaspar: No need for jealousy.  
Mel: We mustn’t let the King know where the baby is. 
Bart: But if we don’t tell him, he’ll have your head. 
Literally! He’ll kill you. 
Mel: I don’t care.   
Bart: But Mel! 
Mel: I don’t care. I’m not letting him near that baby. 
(To Balthazar and Kaspar): You guys go keep the 
family safe. Bart and I will deal with Horrid and his 
men. Go! 
 
Balthazar and Kaspar exit after Mary and Joseph.   
Mel: We’ll head straight towards the King. You go to 
the left, I go to the right. They’ll follow you or me. 
Bart: Let me do this. 
Mel: No. It must be both of us. If both of us go, one of 
us will make it.   
Bart: And one of us won’t.  
Mel: I know.  I hope it’s me. Goodbye, Bart. 
Bart: I hope it’s me. Goodbye, Mel. 
 
They hug. They wipe tears from their eyes. Then they 
run down opposite aisles, shouting. 
 
Mel: Over here, Horrid!  
Bart: Come and get me, Horrid! 
Mel: Nyah-nyah-ne-nyah-nyah. 
Bart: Can’t catch me! 
 
Exeunt. 
Band: Violent drumming. 
 
Lights out. 
 
The racks of clothes are returned to the stage. 
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SFX: Music. 
 
Lights on again to show Ziggy, the psychiatrist. She is 
walking around, talking to Mel, who is off stage. 
 
Ziggy: Now I understand. You defied King Herod and 
saved the baby. Then the soldiers chased you and 
Bart, and you were the one who survived. After that, 
you went into hiding. You hid here. 
 
Mel, now a mature adult again, enters. 
 
Mel (weepy): Yes. I lost Bart, the only person who 
ever really loved me. Then I came to this little shop on 
the edge of Jerusalem and have been here ever since, 
just selling robes, day in and day out. 
Ziggy: The robes are very nice. Some are chiffon and 
silk.  
Mel: And I own my own transport. A donkey called 
Donna.   
Ziggy: Your neighbors wondered why you had mage 
skills but never used them. No wonder they thought 
you were crazy. 
Mel: Anyway, it’s all over now. King Horrid’s found 
me. I need to pay my debt.  
 The doorbell rings.  
 
Ziggy: They’re coming. Shall we head for the front 
door? You run for it, I’ll try to delay them. 
Mel: No. I don’t want to run any more. I want this to 
be over. 
 The messenger, Mary Magdalene, enters. 
 
Mary Magdalene: Your name is Melchior? You are a 
mage? 
Mel: Oui. And you have come to take me to King 
Horrid? 
Mary Magdalene: King Horrid? No.  
Mel: No? But your note – it said I have to pay my debt 
to the king. 
Mary Magdalene: Not that King. The other king, the 
Christmas king, the servant king. And it’s not a debt 
you have to pay. It’s the king’s debt to you.   
Ziggy (reading): “After 30 years, it is time to pay the 
king’s debt.” 
Mary Magdalene: You were one of the magi who 
came to Bethlehem. You refused to tell Herod where 
the baby was. Your actions saved the family.   
Mel: I was honored to do what I did. 
Mary Magdalene: Be that as it may. But the servant 
king is about to enter Jerusalem. He wants to thank 
you. And he wants you to be official transport 
supplier. 
Mel: I am no longer a mage. I have no camels or royal 
carriages to offer him.  

Mary Magdalene: He told us to come here, to this 
house. He said there would be a donkey in your 
stable. That’s all he wants. 
Mel: He wants Donna? Of course he can have Donna. 
 
Ziggy takes Mel’s arm. 
  
Ziggy: The king of kings is about to enter Jerusalem. 
You know what this means? 
Mel: I know exactly what that means. That means that 
this is a ….  royal event!  
 
Mel turns to Mary Magdalene.  
 
Mel: Miss, please tell your guys to relax. I’ll manage 
his entry. I’ve been waiting all my life to do this. I’ll 
organize a carpet, flags, everything!  
Ziggy: But you have no resources.  
Mel: I have these clothes.   
Ziggy: They are silk and chiffon: they are everything 
you have. 
Mel: We’ll throw them to the ground. Others will join 
in, throw their garments down too. We’ll soon have a 
carpet worthy of a king.  
 
She starts grabbing clothes off the racks and throwing 
them to the ground. She arranges them in a line. 
 
Mel: A carpet for the Christmas king! Ten meters long! 
No, 20! No, 30! We will have banners everywhere. 
And flags for everyone to wave – we can tear the 
branches off the palm trees and use them as flags. 
 
She grabs the palm fronds and starts handing them 
around. 
 
Mel: Let’s make this an entry that will never be 
forgotten. Let’s make this an entry that people will 
still be talking about in 10 years’ time! 
Ziggy: Or a hundred years’ time! 
Mary Magdalene: Or a thousand years’ time! 
Mel: Steady on. You should always under-promise, 
over-deliver. And if the servant king really prefers a 
humble donkey to a white stallion, I have the perfect 
donkey for him.   
Mary Magdalene: He’ll be at the gate in an hour. I 
need to go back, but I’ll leave one of the other 12 
disciples with you. His name is Bartholomew. 
  Mary Magdalene leaves.  Bart enters. 
 
Bart: Mel? 
Mel: Bart? 
They hug. 
As Mel and Bart begin to sing, all the other characters 
come on stage.  FINALE SONG  


