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“Rings with a moral intensity
that would make Dickens proud.

Here’s a holiday entertainment that trembles
with the true, radical spirit of Christmas:

giving when it counts the most.”
—The Tennessean

The Match Girl’s Gift:
A Christmas Story

Drama. By Laurie Brooks, based on the story by Hans
Christian Andersen. Cast: 3m., 3w., optional ensemble of up to
8 children

Unit set. Approximate running time: 1 hour. Code: MF6.

. On Christmas Eve 1898, in the heart of New York
City, a gentle snowfall turns fashionable Washington Square into
the very picture of a Currier and Ives holiday print, except ... hud-
dled by the steps of an elegant brownstone is a ragged little girl.
When her Gran arrives bringing her a gift of “waking dreams”
that help her imagine what might be, Lizzie, the match girl, goes
into the grand house and offers a unique gift to the family inside.
Encouraged by Pitch, the climbing boy, and Henry, the confused
young gentleman who lives in the grand house, Lizzie recognizes
her own beauty and realizes that without our dreams for the fu-
ture, we are without hope. This inspiring retelling of this classic
story empowers Hans ChristianAndersen’s little match girl to tri-
umph over despair through the power of belief and the pursuit of
dreams. Commissioned and premiered by Nashville Children’s
Theatre.
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A Christ mas Story

An orig i nal play in spired by
Hans Chris tian Andersen’s

lyric fairy tale.
By
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*** NO TICE ***
The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY, with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion, lec -
tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.
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For Liz, a heart that can give

* * * *

“Lis ten! This is the be gin ning. And when we get to the
end, we shall know more than we do now.”

                                        — Hans Chris tian Andersen
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The Match Girl’s Gift: A Christ mas Story was com mis sioned
and pre miered by Nash ville Children’s Thea tre in No vem ber
1998.

Lizzie, a lit tle match girl . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Misty Lewis
Henry, son of Ed ward and Kath er ine . . . . . . Har ri son Wil liams*
Kath er ine, Henry’s mother . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Evelyn Blythe*
Ed ward, Henry’s fa ther . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ted Giles*
Pitch, a chimney sweep . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Brandon Boyd*
Gran, Lizzie’s grand mother . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Rona Carter*
Un der studies . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Heather Corwin, Aarion But ler

Di rected by Scot Cope land
Sce nic and Lighting De signs by Christa Phil lips

 Cos tume De sign and Con struc tion by Ida
Tracey Howard Signers for hear ing im paired by Karla Kelso

“Now the Win ter time is Nigh” mu sic and lyr ics by
Steve Wheaton

“Just Four Walls” mu sic by Steve Wheaton, lyr ics by Laurie
Brooks and Steve Wheaton

In ci den tal score com posed by Steve Wheaton

The Match Girl’s Gift: A Christ mas Story was de vel oped and 
pre sented in a June 1998 staged read ing at the Provincetown
Play house in New York City un der the aus pices of New York
Uni ver sity’s Program in Educational Theatre, chaired by Lowell 
Swortzell. The staged read ing was pro duced by Jeff Ken nedy
and di rected by Scot Cope land. The cast fea tured Ted Giles,
Alyson Cozzolina, Rebecca Deshpandé, Landon Scott Heim -
bach, Scott Levy, Har riet Walle and Ann McCormack.

The pre mier pro duc tion was ded i cated to Aurand Har ris
 with love from Scot and Laurie.
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THE MATCH GIRL’S GIFT:
A Christ mas Story 

CHAR AC TERS:

LIZZIE . . . . 10 years old, rag ged cloth ing, rags tied around
her feet for shoes, apron and shawl

PITCH . . . . 10 years old, a chimney sweep. His clothes and
skin are lay ered with soot from the chim neys

GRAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Irish ac cent, a ghost like fig ure

KATH ER INE . . . . . a lady in her late 20s. Henry’s mother

ED WARD . . . . a gen tle man, Henry’s fa ther. Well-dressed,
man nered, busi ness like

HENRY. . . . . . . . . . . . . 10 years old, im pul sive, en er getic

SETTING: New York City, Wash ing ton Square. The play
takes place in the street out side a grand brown stone and
its in te rior. Christ mas Eve, the turn of the cen tury, 1898.

NOTE: Six to eight street chil dren may be used in the pro -
duc tion. Some lines are in cluded for them in this script but
if the street chil dren are not used, the lines are re as signed,
and carolers, live or taped, may be sub sti tuted.

SONGS: Mel odies for the two songs can be found on
pages 61-63.
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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 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
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THE MATCH GIRL’S GIFT:
A Christ mas Story

Street lights. Mu sic. Early eve ning. Christ mas Eve. Snow
cov ers one of New York’s most fash ion able streets.
Sounds of jin gle bells, laugh ing voices, noise mak ers.
STREET CHILDREN (or carolers) are gath ered in the
space. At cen ter is the fa cade of an el e gant brownstone.
Near the grand house kneels the match girl, LIZZIE. She 
is dressed in rags, with a thread bare shawl wrapped
around her shoul ders. Her feet are bare, with rags tied
around them against the cold of win ter. In her soiled
apron she car ries bun dles of stick matches. Near her is
a model house made en tirely from matches. It is a rep -
lica of the el e gant brown stone.

SONG: “NOW THE WIN TER TIME IS NIGH”

STREET CHILDREN (sing).
Now the wintertime is nigh,
Frosty cheek, sparkling eye;
Ev’rywhere the welcome cry,
“A merry, merry Christmas!”
Hear the city clamor swell,
Bustling crowd, pealing bell;
Sing we all a glad Noel,
“A merry, merry Christmas!”

7
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La la la la la
la la, hum-m-m, hum-m-m—

SONG: “JUST FOUR WALLS”

LIZZIE (sings).
A house is really just a place,
Just a place, ordinary space,
It’s not the answer to my ev’ry prayer.
It’s just four walls;
Just four walls,
Windows and doors and clean swept floors;
For sleeping tight on a snowy night,
A house is the place to be.
It’s just four walls,
Just four walls;
And though I’ll never see
What living there might be;
But, tell the truth—
I’ll tell the truth—
It would be all the world to me.

(The clock strikes the hour: seven o’clock. Off stage
voices, laugh ing at some pri vate amuse ment of the sea -
son. STREET CHILDREN and carolers exit. LIZZIE
hast ily wraps the house up in a bun dle of rags and hides 
it out of sight. En ter HENRY, fol lowed by KATH ER INE
and ED WARD, dressed in their hol i day clothes.)

KATH ER INE. Slow down, Henry. I’m quite out of breath
try ing to keep pace with you.

8 THE MATCH GIRL’S GIFT:

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



HENRY. It’s Christ mas Eve, Mother! I want to open my
pres ents.

KATH ER INE. Not un til mid night, dear. That’s when Santa 
Claus co mes.

HENRY. I’m too old for Santa Claus, Mother.
KATH ER INE. Too old for Santa Claus? Well then, per -

haps you’re too old for pres ents, too?
HENRY. Of course not. No one’s too old for pres ents. Did

you get me the toy sol diers I wanted, Mother?
ED WARD. Henry! One would think all you care about is

what you’ll re ceive. Christ mas is more than that.
KATH ER INE. Look at this lovely night. The snow so

white and pure. Look, there’s a fall ing star. Make a wish.
HENRY. I wish I’d get the toy sol diers for Christ mas.
ED WARD. Fol-de-rol. Wishing has its place, I sup pose,

but better to keep your mind on practicalities in this
world.

KATH ER INE. Yes, but it is a lovely night for wish ing.

(ED WARD turns to the grand house.)

ED WARD. It is a grand house, is n’t it, Mother?
KATH ER INE. Of course, dear. It’s the fin est house in New 

York built by the fin est ar chi tect.
ED WARD. Oh, you flat ter me, Mother.
KATH ER INE. Not at all. No one could have done better.

(LIZZIE sneezes.)

HENRY. There’s some one in the al ley.

(ED WARD bran dishes his walk ing stick.)

A Christ mas Story 9
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EDWARD. You there. Come out! (Pause.) Come out, I
say!

(LIZZIE co mes slowly for ward.)

ED WARD. Well, well, what have we here? What ever are
you do ing in this neigh bor hood? Speak up, child.

KATH ER INE. She’s ill. Poor lit tle thing.
ED WARD. What do you have in that bun dle? You have n’t

sto len it, have you?
KATH ER INE. Oh, I’m sure that can’t be.
HENRY. Let me see. Can I have it?
ED WARD. Cer tainly not!
KATH ER INE. Prob a bly ev ery thing she owns is wrapped

up in that par cel.
ED WARD. Go on home now. You don’t be long in this dis -

trict.

(LIZZIE steps back, falls, her matches and bun dle
sprawl ing onto the street.)

KATH ER INE. Oh, dear.
HENRY. Why, they’re bun dles of matches.
ED WARD. A street seller. I might have known.
KATH ER INE. I’m afraid so, dear.
HENRY (mak ing a face). They’re all wet.

(LIZZIE is frozen to the spot, star ing at HENRY.)

HENRY. Are you hurt?

(LIZZIE is trans fixed.)
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HENRY. I said, are you hurt?
ED WARD. You there, girl, my son is speak ing to you.
KATH ER INE. Prob a bly not quite right in the head, poor

thing. Best to leave her alone.

(LIZZIE tries to speak, can not.)

ED WARD. Yes, time to be go ing in side.
LIZZIE (to HENRY). Please, sir, buy my matches, poor lit -

tle girl.
KATH ER INE. Oh, she does speak!
ED WARD. Matches, in deed! Go home di rectly, and tell

your wicked par ents to lay off the drink and keep you
home where you be long. You must be half frozen with
cold.

KATH ER INE. It is grow ing colder, I be lieve.
ED WARD. It’s the damp, I fear. We should go in be fore

we all freeze.

(The fam ily turns and heads for the door of the house.)

HENRY. I feel like putt ing my feet right in side the fire -
place and my hands, too.

ED WARD. Will there be room for two of us in there, do
you think?

KATH ER INE. Have n’t you for got ten some one?
ED WARD. Who?
KATH ER INE. Why me, of course! I shall need warm ing

up, too.

(ED WARD and KATH ER INE move to the house. HENRY 
lin gers for a last back ward glance at LIZZIE.)

A Christ mas Story 11
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HENRY. Mother, she hasn’t any shoes on.
KATH ER INE. Best not to think of it, dear. There are hun -

dreds like her in the city.
ED WARD. Henry, come in side now. (ED WARD en ters the 

house.)
KATH ER INE. Time to light the lamps or Santa Claus will

never find us.
HENRY. Oh, Mother, you’re silly.

(The fam ily en ters the house and the door closes. Lights
go on in the house, one by one.)

LIZZIE. Merry Christ mas!

(LIZZIE gazes in the win dow of the grand house. En ter
PITCH, the chimney sweep, car ry ing his brushes and
scraper. He wears a coat and cap caked with soot and
grime, as are his face and hands. He wears shoes that
are too large for his feet and worn through in sev eral
places. There are large holes in the knees of his trou -
sers.)

PITCH. Lizzie!
LIZZIE. Ssshhh. They just now gone in.
PITCH. Care ful. If they catch you gawkin’ in the win dows

you’ll spend Christ mas Eve in jail.
LIZZIE. Pitch, look. She’s takin’ off her fur muff and hat.

Don’t they look soft?
PITCH. Soft as the hands of them that don’t know a day’s

work.
LIZZIE. They’re gen tle men. They have ser vants that do the 

work for ’em.
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PITCH. Why should they work when they got us to do it?
LIZZIE. Is n’t he the hand som est boy you’ve ever seen?

Like a prince. (LIZZIE re trieves her model house and
un wraps it.)

PITCH. He’s not a prince. He’s just rich.

(LIZZIE works on the house.)

PITCH. Have you fin ished it?
LIZZIE. Al most.
PITCH. It’s a won der, the way you fit ted them matches to -

gether and all.
LIZZIE. Took me for ever and a day to hide ’em so they

would n’t no tice.
PITCH. It looks just like the grand house. As good as those 

dollhouses in the shops. We could sell it for pock et fuls
of cash.

LIZZIE. God’s eye balls, Pitch. I’d never sell it.
PITCH. We could have meat pies to night and hot soup. A

Christ mas Eve feast.
LIZZIE. No. Be sides, I’m still work ing on it.
PITCH. Is that why you’re still here? Ev ery one else’s gone 

home.
LIZZIE. I ain’t goin’ home.
PITCH. You’ll freeze.
LIZZIE. I’d rather freeze than get my skin flailed off. I

ain’t sold no matches to day.
PITCH. Best not to go home at all than go home with out a

penny.
LIZZIE. I ain’t go ing home ever again. I’d rather die than

go home.
PITCH. Wish I ain’t gone home to night.

A Christ mas Story 13
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LIZZIE. Oh, Pitch. (She looks at the raw flesh at his
knees.) They’re bleedin’ bad.

PITCH. Dickie rubbed in the salt brine. Says we got to
toughen ’em up for climbin’ the chim neys.

LIZZIE. That Dickie’s a mean one.
PITCH. He was starin’ at me the whole time he was

rubbin’, waitin’ for me to cry.
LIZZIE. He could wait all day and all night, too.
PITCH. I ain’t never cried in all my life and never will. He 

called me a cry baby, any way. Said he’d sell me to the
rat catch er!

LIZZIE. He’ll do no such thing.
PITCH. I’m braver than Dickie. He cries in his sleep.

(Con spir a to rially.) He’s scared of the dark.
LIZZIE. You’re not scared of the dark.
PITCH. I ain’t scared of nothin’.
LIZZIE. Nothin’?
PITCH. Nothin’ in this wide world. (PITCH tries not to

smile and al most suc ceeds.)
LIZZIE. Pitch…re mem ber what Gran said about the truth?
PITCH (re cit ing from mem ory). Telling the truth is best.

It’s eas i est to re mem ber.
LIZZIE. Pitch. You’ve got on your ly ing smile.
PITCH. I do not.
LIZZIE. You al ways smile when you don’t tell the truth.

You can’t fool me.
PITCH. Well, I ain’t scared of al most nothin’.
LIZZIE. You’re the brav est climb ing boy in all New York.
PITCH. Well, climbin’ boys got to be brave. That’s the

truth.
LIZZIE. And match girls, too.
PITCH. Here. I brung you a bit of bread.

14 THE MATCH GIRL’S GIFT:
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LIZZIE. I can’t take your bread. You’re hun gry.
PITCH. No, I’m not. A nice lady give me sup per for

sweep ing her chim neys. Sat me right down at the
diningroom ta ble, fine as can be. (PITCH is smil ing his
ly ing smile.)

LIZZIE. Pitch…
PITCH. What?
LIZZIE. You’re smil ing again. Tell the truth.
PITCH. No.
LIZZIE. Tell.
PITCH. I ain’t had nothin’ to eat since yes ter day.
LIZZIE. You have the bread.
PITCH. No, I brung it for you.
LIZZIE. But you’re hun gry and I’m not.
PITCH. Now who’s lyin’?
LIZZIE. I ain’t lyin’.
PITCH. I’ll lay the ta ble. Then you’ll eat. (PITCH takes an 

old rag out of his pocket and, with a grand ges ture,
spreads it on the ground. He reaches in his pocket for
the bread. It has com pletely dis solved into crumbs that
fall onto the snow.) Crushed.

LIZZIE. Scramblin’ up the chim neys.
PITCH. Well then. We’ll eat the crum bles.
LIZZIE. You eat them. Don’t let them go to waste.

(PITCH eats the crumbs. The fol low ing lines are a lit any 
the chil dren have re peated many times be fore.)

PITCH. Tell me about grand mas, Lizzie.
LIZZIE. A grandma is some one who loves you.
PITCH. My grandma would bring me sweets.

A Christ mas Story 15
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LIZZIE. She would n’t have sweets. But, oh, the sto ries
she’d tell. She’d hold you close and tell your fa vor ite
sto ries over and over again. Even sto ries about us. Those 
are the best sto ries. Be cause we’re in them.

PITCH. I wish I had a grandma, Lizzie.
LIZZIE. If you did, you’d keep her close to you. Never let

her out of your sight.
PITCH. Never let her out of my sight.
LIZZIE. Or they’ll take her away and you’ll never see her

again.
PITCH. If they try to take my grandma away, I’ll bash

’em, that’s what.
LIZZIE. So cold. I’m so cold.

(PITCH takes off his coat and puts it around LIZZIE’s
shoul ders.)

PITCH. Will you be my grandma, Lizzie?
LIZZIE. Oh, Pitch, I can’t be your grandma. I ain’t gonna

get big. I’ll die be fore I get big.
PITCH. Lizzie! Don’t say that.
LIZZIE. It’s true. I know that now.
PITCH. I’ll make you a home with a warm fire. Then

you’ll get well.
LIZZIE. I ain’t gonna get well. And when I die, you must

be your own brave self. I ain’t afraid.
PITCH. Re mem ber what Gran said? What you taught me?

Never give up. I’m growin’ ev ery day, Lizzie. Soon I’ll
be too big to climb the chim neys and Dickie’ll never see 
me again. (He takes his brush and sweeps the snow
aside.) I’ll be a cross ing sweeper on Fifth Av e nue. (He
pre tends.) “Here, miss, step light, there’s a bit of wet
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