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Creche was first produced at Boston Playwrights Platform 

in 2002. It was directed by Monica Raymond, and fea

tured Jennifer Makholm and Kay Moriarty. 

CHARACTERS 

TRACY: Female, 17, slender, attractive, appears totally 

normal, carries a backpack. 

CHAI: Female, 17, scrawny, pale, sad, an outsider, 

slightly alarming-looking. 

SETTING: A nativity display in a raised circular island in 

the middle of a shopping mall, surrounded by a circular 

seating ledge. A larger-than-life-sized papier-mâché 

Mary presides over the center of the island, which is 

also the center of the stage. The display is in a folk-art 

style, nicely done with piled straw and papier-mâché 

farm animals—in no way garish or embarrassing. The 

infant Jesus is missing. 

TIME: Christmas Eve, 5:00 p.m. 
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CRECHE
 

AT THE CURTAIN: We hear strands of “It Came Upon 

a Midnight Clear.” It plays for a moment, then fades. 

TRACY, her back to us, kneels on the ledge. CHAI en

ters. 

CHAI. You took baby Jesus. 

TRACY. Oh God. 

CHAI. I saw you take him. 

TRACY. Who’re you? Aren’t you supposed to be shop

ping? 

CHAI. I’m done with shopping. I bought my father an 

electric train car on eBay. It’s a caboose. I hope he 

likes it. It cost me thirty dollars. I’m afraid it’s fake, 

though. The real ones cost hundreds. And my sister’s 

getting a skull and crossbones. When she decides 

where she wants it, I told her I’d pay. I told her I’d do 

it for her for nothing, but she wants to go to one of the 

real places. 

TRACY (irritable). Well, what’re you doing at the mall, 

then? 

CHAI. I like to hang out with Mary and baby Jesus. I took 

the T and a bus to get here. 

TRACY. Where do you come from? 

CHAI. The projects. 

TRACY. I thought they didn’t have projects anymore. 

CHAI. They privatized ’em, so now they call ’em condos 

instead of projects. But they still got that shit linoleum, 
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still have those weird foam ceilings with all the little 

holes in ’em… 

TRACY (sympathetic). Decor is important. 

CHAI. Anyway, I like it here. It’s peaceful. 

TRACY. Peaceful? A mall? You’ve gotta be kidding. 

(Pause.) You should go to church. 

CHAI. Nah, I don’t like church. Some greasy-ass minister 

with BO shaking my hand. (Afterthought.) Church is 

dangerous! You read about those kids that got mo

lested? It’s worse than school. No thanks, I’ll take this. 

(Looks back at the creche.) Only how’m I gonna hang 

out with baby Jesus now that you’ve stolen him? 

TRACY (testing). You gonna report me? 

CHAI. I should. That’s not very nice to take Jesus all for 

yourself. What about the other people who want to be 

with him? 

TRACY. You some kind of Jesus freak? 

CHAI. Nah. I have an uncle that is. Born again. I went ’n 

got saved ’n shit, but the next week they wanted you 

out on some street corner giving out pamphlets. I mean, 

forget it! 

TRACY. Are you gonna? Report me? 

CHAI (shrugs). I’m not the police. (Sigh.) But you should 

give him back. I mean, on Christmas Eve… 

TRACY (opens backpack, pulls him out). Here’s your 

baby Jesus. (CHAI, ecstatic, embraces him, and stands 

on the seat to place him back in the manger. TRACY 

stops her.) I got something better than baby Jesus. 

CHAI (still facing toward the display). There’s nothing 

better’n baby— (TRACY reaches into her backpack and 

pulls out a real newborn. CHAI turns.) Oh—wow, that 

is better. I mean, it’s a real one. A real little bab Je

sus. 
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