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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

In ad di tion, all pro duc ers of the play must in clude the fol low ing ac knowl -
edg ment on the ti tle page of all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with
per for mances of the play and on all ad ver tis ing and pro mo tional ma te ri -
als:

“Or i ginally com mis sioned and pro duced by Blowing Rock Stage 
Com pany, Ken neth Kay, Pro ducing Ar tis tic Di rec tor, world pre -
miere pro duc tion opened De cem ber 2008, The Mar ian & Rob ert 
Hayes Per forming Arts Cen ter, Blowing Rock, North Carolina.”
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A High Coun try Christ mas re ceived its world pre miere at the
Blowing Rock Stage Com pany, Blowing Rock, North Car olina,
De cem ber 5, 2008. It was di rected by Ken neth Kay; with set de -
sign by Tim Billman, light ing de sign by Sean Plane, cos tumes
were de signed by Mel ody Yates, sound de sign was by Gary Lee 
Smith, props were de signed by Jesseca Terhaar, and the pro duc -
tion stage man ager was Lisa Lamont*. The cast was as fol lows:

Silas McTavish . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Gary L Smith*
The Guest . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Melvin Tun stall
Ab ner Veazey . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chris Wright*
Dolly Veazey . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kim Cozort*
Mrs. Walker . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Melanie Bullard
Mr. Walker . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dean Ly ons
Fa ther McTavish . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Doug Jones
Mother McTavish . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Pam Jones
An gus McTavish . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Fred Wil son
Malvina McTavish. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ali Keirn
Fiona . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sa rah Brown
Young Silas . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lee Greene 
Min is ter . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ed Pilkington*

The Veazey Children:
Ca leb . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jon a than Faulks
Sara . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Julia O’Connor
Tom . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Max Schlenker
Heather. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mor gan Story
Ja cob . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Tucker Greene
Tessie. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Olivia Wa ters
James Earl . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Colton Courtney

The McTavish Children: . . . . . . . . Na than Jones, Lauren Jones,
Mag gie Idol

* In di cates mem ber ship in Ac tors’ Eq uity As so ci a tion
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A HIGH COUN TRY CHRIST MAS

CHAR AC TERS

SILAS MCTAVISH . . . curmudgeonly gen eral store owner

ABNER VEAZEY. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . his clerk

DOLLY VEAZEY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ab ner’s wife

CA LEB VEZEY . . . . Ab ner’s teen age son, also work ing in
the store

OTHER VEAZEY CHILDREN . . . . . . . Sara, Tom, Ja cob,
Tessie, Heather

LUTHER WALKER . . . . . . . Ab ner’s neigh bor and friend

ADA WALKER. . . . . . Lu ther’s wife, nurs ing a sick in fant

THE GUEST . . . . . . . . . . . a mys te ri ous vis i tor to Silas on
Christ mas Eve

THE MIN IS TER . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a lo cal preacher

FATHER MCTAVISH . . Silas’ fa ther in long-ago Scot land
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MOTHER MCTAVISH . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Silas’ mother

AN GUS MCTAVISH. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Silas’ brother

MALVINA MCTAVISH . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . An gus’ wife

MCTAVISH CHILDREN . . . young sons and daugh ters of
An gus and Malvina

YOUNG SILAS . . . . . . . . . Silas as a man in his early 20s

FIONA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Young Silas’ sweet heart

PLACE: A moun tain com mu nity.

TIME: Win ter, the Great De pres sion.
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A HIGH COUN TRY CHRIST MAS

(A moun tain com mu nity in the dead of win ter dur ing the 
Great De pres sion. Weatherbeaten build ings, gaunt bare -
limbed trees, a rough-hewn gen eral store with a sign:
MCTAVISH MER CAN TILE. Snow on nearby moun tain -
tops. A look and feel of grim bleak ness.)

(Peo ple mov ing about, greet ing one another, stop ping to 
talk, then mov ing on. All are shab bily and thinly dressed 
against the cold.)

(ABNER VEAZEY and his teen aged son CA LEB en ter.
CA LEB hob bles on a crutch, one foot bare and wrapped 
in a ban dage. From the op po site di rec tion, LUTHER
WALKER en ters and crosses to ABNER and CA LEB.
LUTHER car ries an ax over his shoul der.)

LUTHER. Morn ing, folks. Ab ner, Ca leb…
ABNER. Good day to you, Lu ther. (They shake hands.)
CA LEB. Merry Christ mas.
LUTHER. And to you. Ca leb, what’s the mat ter with your

foot?
CA LEB. Got a cut on it, Mr. Walker. Some barbed wire.
LUTHER. Did it hap pen over at my place yes ter day?
CA LEB. Yes sir.
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LUTHER. You shoulda said some thing, Ca leb.
ABNER. It’s just a scratch, Lu ther. It’ll heal up in no time.
LUTHER. Is it swole up?
CA LEB. Can’t get my shoe on.
LUTHER. I feel badly about that. (To ABNER.) There’s no

way I’da got that fence mended with out Ca leb’s help.
And then did n’t have noth ing to pay him with but a sack 
of tur nips.

ABNER. Neigh bors got to help neigh bors, Lu ther. ’Spe -
cially times like these. As for those tur nips, we’re
mighty glad to have ’em. They’ll be part of our Christ -
mas din ner to mor row.

LUTHER. Well, my missus’ll be by the store in a bit.
She’ll know what to do about that foot.

ABNER. Ada knows how to heal any thing from chig ger
bites to the gal lop ing con sump tion. (To CA LEB.) Speak -
ing of the store, Ca leb, you go on and get a fire started
in the stove.

CA LEB. Yes sir.

(CA LEB ex its as a MIN IS TER en ters, car ry ing a Bi ble.
He crosses to ABNER and LUTHER.)

MIN IS TER. Morn ing, fel lows. Brother Veazey, Brother
Walker.

LUTHER. Merry Christ mas.
ABNER. Good to see you, Preacher.
MIN IS TER. An other day the Lord has given us. Faith and

strength to face tri als and trib u la tions. (To LUTHER, in -
di cat ing ax.) You do ing some wood chop ping to day, Lu -
ther?
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LUTHER. We’re about out of fire wood, and with the baby
feel ing poorly, we need the house as warm as we can
get it. So I’m headed to Ma ple Branch. But first, I’m
stop ping at Vester Hargrove’s place to help ’em load up.

ABNER. Load up?
LUTHER. Ain’t you heard? They’re pull ing out, day af ter

to mor row.
MIN IS TER. Lord, an other one.
ABNER. What’re they gonna do?
LUTHER. Vester says he’s heard the gov ern ment’s hir ing

down the moun tain. Build ing a new road. Trying to put
folks to work.

ABNER. ’Afore long, ain’t gonna be much of any body left 
around here.

MIN IS TER. And a shame it is. Far back as my great-
 grandaddy, folks been liv ing off this land, hard as it is.
Then the tim ber com pany co mes in, hires all the men,
folks get used to storebought.

ABNER. And when the tim ber’s all played out, the com -
pany pulls up stakes and goes away. Leaves us high and
dry.

LUTHER. And that was all be fore this De pres sion busi -
ness.

MIN IS TER. Folks scrab bling around, try ing to make it, but 
seems like there’s more room in the pews at church ev -
ery Sunday. I can look at ev ery empty seat and think,
there’s an other fam ily that had to give up and leave.

ABNER. Hard to keep folks’ spir its up in times like these.
MIN IS TER. I do what I can.
LUTHER. Well, I best be gettin’ on over to Vester’s place.
ABNER. And I’d better get to the store be fore Mr. Mc -

Tavish does.
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© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



LUTHER. Ab ner, there’s times I won der how you stand it.
ABNER. I’ve got a job, Lu ther. That’s how I stand it.
MIN IS TER. I’ll look for you fel lows and your fam i lies at

church to night.

(ABNER, LUTHER and the MIN IS TER exit as a group
of CHILDREN—among them, SARA, TOM, HEATHER,
JA COB and TESSIE—en ter, spir it edly sing ing “Good
King Wenceslas.” They stop along the street.)

SINGERS.
GOOD KING WENCESLAS LOOK-ED OUT
ON THE FEAST OF STEPHEN;
WHEN THE SNOW LAY ROUND ABOUT,
DEEP AND CRISP AND EVEN.
BRIGHTLY SHONE THE MOON THAT NIGHT
THOUGH THE FROST WAS CRUEL;
WHEN A POOR MAN CAME IN SIGHT,
GATH’RING WINTER FUEL.
IN HIS MASTER’S STEPS HE TROD,
WHERE THE SNOW LAY DINTED;
HEAT WAS IN THE VERY SOD
WHICH THE SAINT HAD PRINTED.
THEREFORE, CHRISTIAN MEN, BE SURE,
WEALTH OR RANK POSSESSING;
YE WHO NOW WILL BLESS THE POOR
SHALL YOURSELVES FIND BLESSING.

(As the song is end ing, SILAS MCTAVISH en ters. He’s
old, brusque and crotch ety, a mi serly man with a sour
coun te nance. He crosses near the SINGERS and stops to 
glare at them. He speaks with a Scot tish ac cent.)
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SILAS. See here, what are you young ruf fi ans do ing?
SARA. Prac ticing for the pag eant at the church to night,

Mr. McTavish.
TOM. And try ing to spread a lit tle Christ mas cheer.
SILAS. Well, I won’t have you do ing it in front of my

store. Christ mas…bullfeathers! There’s no Christ mas
cheer in these parts, and you’d be better off look ing for
some hon est la bor to put food in your empty bel lies.

HEATHER. But Mr. McTavish…
SILAS. Off with you, now! And don’t come back, not with 

any Christ mas non sense! (SILAS stomps away as the
SINGERS stare at him.)

TESSIE. Merry Christ mas, Mr. McTavish.
SILAS. Bullfeathers!
TOM (to the oth ers). Well, he sure ain’t Good King

Wenceslas.

(Lights down on the SINGERS as they dash away,
laugh ing.)

(Lights up on MCTAVISH’s general store. A coun ter
with an an cient cash reg is ter, shelves sparsely stocked, a 
pot-bel lied stove. A broom rest ing against the coun ter.
ABNER kneels next to the stove, toss ing in a cou ple of
sticks of fire wood. CA LEB hob bles on his crutch, plac -
ing sacks of corn meal on a shelf. SILAS en ters and
crosses to ABNER.)

SILAS. And what do you think you’re do ing, Ab ner?
ABNER. Trying to take the chill off, Mr. McTavish.
SILAS. Good grief, man, it’s win ter. Noth ing’s go ing to

take the chill off. It’s a waste.
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ABNER. Do you want me to take the wood out?
SILAS. Of course not, Ab ner, it’s al ready on fire. But be -

fore you waste any more of my pre cious fire wood, ask
me.

ABNER. All right, Mr. McTavish.

(MCTAVISH takes off his coat and hat and hangs them
on a rack. ABNER rises, closes the door to the stove,
picks up a clerk’s apron and puts it on. SILAS frowns at
CA LEB.)

SILAS. What’s wrong with you, boy?
CA LEB. I hurt my foot.
SILAS. I can see that.
ABNER. An ac ci dent, Mr. McTavish. He was help ing our

neigh bor Mr. Walker mend a fence and cut his foot on
some barbed wire.

SILAS. Good heav ens, boy, were n’t you wear ing shoes?
CA LEB. Yes sir.
ABNER. His shoes got holes in ’em, Mr. McTavish. Just

like ev ery body else’s around here. We stuffed card board 
in the bot tom, but card board ain’t no match for barbed
wire.

SILAS. Well, see that it does n’t in ter fere with your work,
boy. Else, I’ll have to find me some body else.

CA LEB. Yes sir. I’ll be all right. I can do it.
SILAS. And be care ful with those sacks of corn meal. I’ll

hold you ac count able for ev ery one.

(CA LEB glances at his fa ther, who’s stand ing now be -
hind SILAS. ABNER makes a cut ting mo tion across his
throat with a fin ger. CA LEB laughs.)
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SILAS (cont’d). What’s so funny, boy?
CA LEB. Nuh…noth ing, sir.
SILAS (turn ing to ABNER). I have n’t seen any thing to be

funny about in many years, Ab ner, es pe cially the last
few. Hard times don’t call for hu mor.

ABNER. Yes sir. Hard times ain’t funny a bit.
SILAS. And if hu mor takes the place of the ne ces si ties of

life at the Veazey home, I’d say you’ve got things all
back wards.

ABNER. Hu mor don’t take the place, Mr. McTavish, I can
as sure you. A house full of young’uns to feed, clothe
and keep warm, and we are all work ing mighty hard to
keep body and soul to gether. But we do en joy a light -
hearted mo ment once in a while. It seems to ease the
hard ship a bit.

SILAS. Bullfeathers! I’ll be in the store room, Ab ner, but
I’ll be keep ing an eye on things. (To CA LEB.) Well,
don’t just stand there, boy, grab a broom. The place
needs sweep ing.

(He ex its. CA LEB reaches for the broom.)

ABNER. Here, son, I’ll do that. You dust the shelves.

(ABNER takes the broom and starts sweep ing. CA LEB
limps back to the shelves and starts clean ing them with
a feather duster.)

CA LEB. Papa.
ABNER. Yes?
CA LEB. Have you talked to Mr. McTavish about Christ -

mas?
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ABNER (glanc ing off stage). Not yet. I’ve been wait ing un -
til he’s in a better mood.

CA LEB. But Papa, he’s never in a better mood. You could
wait ’til the spring thaw. Or the next cen tury. Christ mas
is to mor row. We all need to be to gether, at home.

ABNER. You’re right, son. I’ll ask him.
CA LEB. Are you still dead set on in vit ing him to din ner?
ABNER. Yes, just like I al ways do. He never ac cepts, but

at least he knows we’ve of fered a bit of Christ mas hos -
pi tal ity.

CA LEB. Well, I sure hope he don’t ac cept this time. I’m
gettin’ in di ges tion just thinkin’ about it.

(A whoosh of raw wind and ADA WALKER en ters. She’s 
poorly dressed in a thin coat with a scarf tied over her
head and ears, shiv er ing from the cold.)

ABNER. Mornin’, Ada. Lordy, you look like you’re about
to turn into an ici cle.

ADA. Feel that way, too, Ab ner. I been cold a lot in my
life, but I can’t ever re mem ber feel ing this mis er a ble.

(ABNER crosses to her and puts an arm around her
shoul der.)

ABNER. Well, come on over here and warm your self. (He
leads her to a chair next to the stove.) Not that there’s a
whole lot of warmth from that old piece of a stove.

CA LEB. Would be if Mr. McTavish was n’t such an old
goat about his fire wood.

ABNER (glanc ing off stage). Ca leb!
CA LEB. Yes sir.
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ABNER. Back to your work, son. (He helps ADA into the
chair.)

CA LEB. Yes sir. Morn ing, Miz Walker. Merry Christ mas.
ADA. And to you, Ca leb. Lu ther says you cut your foot

help ing him with that fence.
CA LEB. It’s all right, I reckon. A mite swole up and sore.
ADA. Tell your mama I said make a poul tice of milk

cream, vin e gar and on ion. It’ll draw the sore ness right
out.

CA LEB. Yes’m, I’ll do that.
ADA. I feel right badly that you got hurt help ing Lu ther.
ABNER. Ada, it would n’t do to have your cow out roam -

ing. As many hun gry folks as we got around here, some -
body might claim they mis took her for a moose.

ADA. Eating old Bess would be like chew ing on shoe
leather. There ain’t much left of her these days. She’s
about as hun gry as the rest of us. Ain’t giv ing much
milk, that’s for sure.

ABNER. How’s your lit tle one do ing?
ADA. Her cough just keeps get ting worse. Noth ing I do

seems to make it any better. It breaks my heart, hear ing
her all night long, won der ing if she’s gonna just stop
breath ing.

ABNER. I’ll ask Dolly to drop by and see if there’s any -
thing she can do to help.

ADA. I’d be mighty grate ful. (Ris ing wea rily.) And now I
best be get ting on about my day. I come to get a lit tle
sugar so I can make some Christ mas cook ies. It’s about
all we’ll have in the way of a cel e bra tion.

ABNER. Why, yes ma’am. How much do you need?
ADA. It’ll take a quar ter-pound.
ABNER. Ca leb, mea sure out Miz Walker some sugar.
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CA LEB. Yes sir. (CA LEB mea sures the sugar and puts it
in a small pa per sack while ABNER and ADA move to
the coun ter.)

ABNER. Let’s see, Miz Walker, that’ll be seven cents.

(ADA takes a small coin purse from a pocket. She opens 
it and pulls out a nickel. She looks up at ABNER,
stricken.)

ADA. Five cents. It’s all I’ve got, Ab ner.
ABNER. Well, see ing how it’s Christ mas Eve, and all,

maybe we could just let you have it on credit.

(SILAS en ters abruptly, hold ing a money pouch.)

SILAS. Did I hear some body say “credit”?
ABNER. Mrs. Walker…
SILAS. I heard that part too. It’s well known, Mrs. Walker, 

that this es tab lish ment does not ex tend credit. To any
one, at any time. I have to pay for goods when I pur -
chase them, and the same goes for my cus tom ers. If I
start ex tend ing credit, I’ll soon be out of busi ness.

ABNER. But Mr. McTavish…
SILAS. And if my clerk does n’t un der stand that rule, per -

haps he’s work ing in the wrong place.

(CA LEB is watch ing all this, openmouthed with amaze -
ment.)

(ABNER jams his hand in his pants pocket, fishes
around and pulls out two pen nies.)
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