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Christmas at the Slaughterhouse, a nativity play by T. Adamson 
 
(In blackout, we hear the sound of rivers which becomes the quiet cascading sound of tumbling rocks 
and pulsing hooves: a stampede which becomes the sound of stampedes and engines and violent saws 
of various pitches cutting through bones of various widths. The sound cuts to silence as the lights rise 
on a large holding facility, a long room with walls of yellow linoleum tile, patterned after brick. There 
are walls stageright and upstage, but not stageleft as the room is much larger than what we see. The 
ceiling is above view but surgical light beams across the room in somewhat varying intensities. One of 
the many unseen lightbulbs flickers with a frequency bordering on imperceptibility. 
 
The portion of the room we see is a 3x2 grid. There are two aisles running upstage-downstage and 
one aisle running stageright-stageleft. The floor is smooth concrete. The aisles are littered with bits of 
hay, oats, hair, quadruped feces, etc. The rectangular units of the grid are equally littered, but the 
litter isn’t visible, as each unit of the grid is encased in chest-high shiny silver metal. Each unit has a 
barred door on the stage right side, about 6.5 feet tall. Think the bars of a prison cell. Metal bars 
provide additional structural support to each of the six units. On one of the shiny silver metal walls is 
an covered with an array of old bumper stickers; it is important that one or several of these bumper 
stickers depict the Canadian Flag and that none of them depict anything distinctly USA-related. 
 
The upstage-right unit abuts the stageright wall where a thick steel door, a little larger than a 
household door, leads into a never-seen room. The door has a small opaque black rectangular window 
at eye level. There’s a small machine attached to this unit, near the wall, and a small digital console 
on the wall. The visual idea of this machine is a nail gun attached to a robotic arm. It is a machine 
used to kill horses. 
 
A spurt of water lacerates the stage and MARIO enters. He is power-washing the floor with a 
pressurized hose that he controls via a yellow-or-orange hand-grip trigger mechanism. If possible, the 
water drains through a drain in the floor. MARIO is Hispanic-Canadian, early thirties, average 
build, clean-shaven, shorthaired, and wearing a Blue Jay’s hoodie, jeans and a beanie cap. He is 
listening to not-too-loud Spanish music from his phone. It is the year 2015. MARIO hoses the two 
upstage cells and opens the door to the killing cell. He sets down the hose and enters this cell. 
MARIO bends down and disappears from view for a second. He rises holding the below-the-knee 
part of a horse’s leg. It slumps over the cell wall. MARIO looks around. He gently sets the horse’s 
leg down and hoses off his hand. He sets the hose down and stares at his hand like “Should I wash 
my hand?” MARIO decides to keep working, but as he reaches for his hose, it jerks away, beyond 
reach, and MARIO gives an exasperated look towards offstageleft. 
 
WILL enters carrying a plastic lawn-nativity Jesus: manger and everything. WILL is wearing navy 
pants, a navy shirt with yellow lettering above the breast which reads “Security”, and a utility belt 
equipped with walkie-talkie, flashlight, mace, handcuffs, etc. He’s in his early forties, scruffy, 
overweight, greying, tired, but with a glint of mischief running through his personage. MARIO steps 
towards the hose, but WILL, tucking Jesus under one arm, lowers to grab the hose, and slowly 
points it at MARIO like an Old-West-style stick-up. WILL sets down Jesus and makes a “Don’t 
speak” gesture followed by a “Turn off your music” gesture. MARIO turns off his music. WILL 
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makes another “”Don’t speak“ gesture followed by a “One moment” gesture. WILL slinks offstage 
with the hose. There is a moment of silent stillness: MARIO staring at nativity-Jesus. Then all the 
lights go out and nativity-Jesus lights up; there is a glowing lightbulb in his baby plastic body. Sound 
of door opening.) 
 

MARIO: 
Will! 
 
(And closing. MARIO walks offstage. A moment of silent, still, glowing Jesus. Overhead lights 
switch on and Jesus-light dies out. A moment of silent stillness before MARIO re-enters with the 
hose. Sound of a door opening.) 
 
William! 
 
(And closing.) 
 
I’m worki- 
 
(Overhead lights die out, Jesus light glows.) 
 
Dude, I am working! 
 
(WILL enters with a glowing nativity-sheep under one arm and a glowing nativity-shepherd under 
the other.) 
 

WILL: 
They’re from my storage unit!  
I didn’t know I had ever had these, but yeah I was storing them.  
They’re fucking solar. 
Shit. Yes. 
And, man, a live nativity!? 
 

MARIO: 
I don’t like all this Jesus- like this ghostly Jesus shit.  
 

WILL: 
(He’s a- ) Baby! 
 

MARIO: 
He’s all glowing and spectral! Naw. 
No. 
 

WILL: 
I didn’t- 
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(Bring-) A glowing crucifix! 
 

WILL / MARIO: 
If I have to be here. Something special. / I don’t go in for all that super-church shit. 
 

WILL: 
I thought- a live nativity!? 
Sam’s with her mom and Grant. 
I was going through storage. 
 

MARIO: 
Sure yeah. 
 

WILL: 
Yeah. 
It was full of horses yesterday. 
 

MARIO: 
Three a.m. shipment from Ohio, man. 
Makin’ room like stockings and shit. 
Storage full up; ain’t nothing going out till New Years, 
Cause these what like Taiwanese buyers, man… 
… 
Three a.m from Ohio, man. 
I gotta drive to Ottawa. 
Like I drove off the road last year. 
Gus’s sleeping in the Rec Room.  
I gotta hose this shit down. 
 
(Pause.) 
 
I found a leg. The below-the-knee part like the… 
Calf. 
 

WILL: 
Cool you wanna help me grab the wise men and shepherds  
And everything that’s Jesus’s family? 
There’s a camel.  
We can leave the camel.  
But a CAMEL!? 
Cause I mean… 
I don’t get to drive to Ottawa this year. So- 
(I could-) Hose the floor! 
 



	   4	  

MARIO: 
Before our shipment? 
 

WILL: 
You think inspectors are coming on X-mas 
To see there’s all- clean blood on the floor? 
Bro, c’mon. 
 

MARIO: 
Sheesh. 
 
(Micropause.) 
 

WILL: 
(This would be-) Sorta like your present to me. 
 

MARIO: 
Christmas is like straight-up stupid shit. 
 

WILL: 
Yeah. 
 
(WILL exits. MARIO picks up the hose and exits.) 
 

MARIO (Off.): 
You gotta at least… 
 
(Overhead lights switch on; nativity lights off as the door opens and closes. A moment of silent 
stillness. The door opens and closes and GUS enters. GUS is like 19. Stained sweatpants. GUS 
stares at the nativity creatures. He picks up the sheep. He hugs it to his chest. Door closes and opens. 
Overhead lights switch off; nativity lights switch on.) 
 

GUS: 
GWHZH!! 
 
(GUS, panicked, drops the sheep.) 
 

WILL (Off.): 
Hey you little-dick bitch-baby. 
 
(GUS looks at the sheep like “Did you magically call me a little-dick bitch-baby?” Enter WILL 
and MARIO carrying two wise men, Mary, Joseph and maybe another sheep.) 
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MARIO: 
This is like 
A thing that’s important to Will. 
 

WILL: 
Holiday cheer!  
Peace on Earth towards men! 
What’s up, Gus, man? 
You look fried. 
Sleeping on your shift again? 
You know what’d happen if I did that? 
 

GUS: 
We did… 
Where’s the-? 
… 
One Night In One 
Old 
One Night in Old Bethlehem 
Every year each year. 
And I wore robes. 
They were robes from a- robes catalogue?  
That was 
Specifically for this thing: 
One Night in Old… 
With church and. 
We walked and. 
Stampeded. 
I walked robed. 
We rubbed dirt on my mom. 
And I remember I wanted to be in Bethlehem. 
We ate Fig-Newton-type cookies. 
The prominent fig-flavored cookies- 
Like “Figs: Bethlehem!” 
I wanted to be in Bethlehem. 
Robes. 
With Roman Centurions. 
Centuries of Hope. 
And people would come- 
Strangers- 
Locals- 
Hand us. 
Wonderful something. 
Something like coins that felt like coin-like. 
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And a girl would stand on a ladder and be a angel. 
And we were in Bethlehem.  
The Star. 
They followed this star. 
It was where they had rodeos and bad concerts and 
Like 
(Is this a real thing?) Field Day? 
Dirt floor. 
Shit floor. 
I had this dream yeah. 
I worked a double. Double-double. 
And we all wanted to be barefoot and in sandals. 
And we all wanted to be in Bethlehem. 
And once I was Jesus.  
It’s all been downhill from there. 
It’s all downhill from Jesus. 
I was Jesus once. 
And then it’s all down… 
Yeah this dream. 
We said “Shalom.” 
We nodded our noggins. 
“Hello: Shalom.” 
“Goodbye: Shalom.” 
“Peace: Shalom.” 
Peace on Earth. 
Peace on Bethlehem. 
And wow I would drink hot chocolate. 
I would eat the packs- the powder- 
And I once- I wasn’t Jesus- 
Once I threw up because it was too sweet, chocolate powder. 
And we’d- 
All vomit and dirt. 
Freezing in December. 
And we sang Away in a Manger. 
By ourselves. 
In the car. 
No crib for a bed. 
The Little Lord Jesus  
Lays down his sweet head. 
The Little Lord Jesus  
Asleep on the hay. 
And it was night. 
And we were driving. 
And it was the end of the world. 
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In the rear-view car: the Convention Center of Bethlehem. 
Peace unto you a child is born. 
But Little Lord Jesus 
No crying he makes. 
Away in a Manger. 
And we turned into pillars of salt. 
Or which one is that? 
Pillars of hot-chocolate powder. 
But that’s not what I dreamed about. 
The Star. 
They followed this star. 
But I dreamed about something else… 
 
(Long pause.) 

 
WILL: 

Lets grab the camel. 
 
(Sound of door opening.) 
 
Hey. HEY- 
 
(Gunshots. WILL is shot and killed. MARIO tries to run, but he is shot and killed as the 
overhead lights switch on and the nativity lights switch off. GUS crumples into a ball, tries to hide in 
a cell as three masked female VIGILANTES enter.) 
 

VIGILANTE 1: 
SCUUMMM!! 
You think it’s humane. 
You think it’s HUMANE- 
 

VIGILANTE 1 / GUS: 
To kill horses? Beautiful horses that whinny in the fields? / Don’t kill me! Please. 
 

VIGILANTE 1: 
I think it’s a debasement of HUMANITY. Cows: I mean, that’s pretty sick. Chickens: 
that’s sick. But HORSES!? That’s an ABOMINATION, you animal! You fucking 
monster- 
 

GUS: 
I’m in shipment! 
 

VIGILANTE 2: 
Look what we got here. 
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(VIGILANTE 2 lifts up the horse leg. VIGILANTE FOUR enters with the hose.) 
 

VIGILANTE 1: 
I swear on my mother’s life I’m not gonna cry in front of a debased freak like you. 
It’s not enough to take life: you have to mangle it? Rip life? 
 

GUS: 
I’M IN SHIPMENT- 
 
(VIGILANTE 4 sprays GUS with the hose.) 
 

VIGILANTE 1: 
Gag him!! 
 

GUS: 
NO! Nnn- 
 
(VIGILANTES 2 and 3 gag GUS. VIGILANTE 1 inspects the digital panel of the killing 
machine.) 
 

VIGILANTE 1: 
This is the machine?  
 
(GUS is led into the special cell. His head is pressed against the killing machine.) 
 
How does it feel? How does it feel to feel what they do? Answer! Take the tape off. 
 

GUS: 
IT FEELS BAD! 
 

GUS / VIGILANTE 1: 
I’M SORRY!! / (To VIGILANTE 4.) Hurry up! 
 
(VIGILANTE 4 starts detonating a timebomb as VIGILANTE 1 toys with the killing 
machine.) 
 
So you’ll never do it again? YOU’LL NEVER DO IT AGAIN? What do you have to 
say- 
 

VIGILANTE 1 / GUS: 
For yourself!? / THEY DON’T FEEL WHAT WE FEEL. THEY JUST STAND 
THERE. THEY DON’T- THEY DON’T- I’VE SEEN IT. 
 
(The killing machine kills GUS. VIGILANTE 1 removes her mask.) 
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VIGILANTE 1: 
These people with their excuses!! If only we could’ve gotten here sooner. 
 

VIGILANTE 2: 
If only there was no here to get to, Dana. 
 

VIGILANTE 1: 
We can’t torture ourselves with thoughts like that, Kimberly. We cannot torture 
ourselves; that is what the horse slaughterhouses want. That is how the horse 
slaughterhouses win. That is how even when horse slaughterhouses are driven out of 
the U.S.A., the sale of beautiful youthful whinnying horses to Canadian and Mexican 
slaughterhouses for meat-shipments around the world remains legal and an eighty-
million dollar industry in Canada alone. We cannot let that remain a legal and eighty-
million dollar Canadian industry! Sacrifices must be made!! 
 

VIGILANTE 1 / OTHER VIGILANTES: 
Horses are domestic animals! / Sacrifice!! 
 

VIGILANTE 1: 
They are pets! They form powerful emotional and symbolic bonds with human 
beings! We gotta illegalize their slaughter, end the hypocritical double-dealing of the 
North American Agriculture industry, end the operation of horse slaughterhouses in 
Canada and Mexico. And anyone who says otherwise, whether it be Gerry Ritz, the 
Canadian Minister of Agriculture and Agri-Food, whose phone number is 613-995-
7080; or whether it be Dr. Bruce Archibald, the President of the Canadian Food 
Inspection Agency, whose phone number is 613-773-6000; or WHETHER it be 
RONA AMBROSE, the Canadian Minister of Health, under whose purview lies the 
entire Canadian Food Inspection Agency and whose phone number is 6. 1. 3. 9. 9. 6. 
9. 7. 7. 8.  
 
(Micropause.) 
 
SIX ONE THREE NINE NINE SIX NINE SEVEN SEVEN EIGHT. 
 
(Micropause.) 
 
No matter who opposes us, whoever opposes us, WE GOTTA BLOW THEM UP 
WITH ADVANCED EXPLOSIVES! 
 

VIGILANTE 2 / VIGILANTE 3: 
It’s Two Thousand Fifteen!! / We literally all agree with you! 
 

VIGILANTE 1: 
Gretchen, how’s that advanced explosive looking? 
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VIGILANTE 4: 
It’s gonna blow in 5 minutes. 
 

VIGILANTE 1: 
Then let’s get out of here! For all the people of Canada and North Americans 
everywhere! Merry Christmas, Horse Murderers!! 
 

VIGLANTES: 
Christmastimeeeeee!!!! 
 
(VIGILANTES exit. Sound of a door opening. The overhead lights die; the nativity lights switch 
on. The door closes. A long still moment of glowing nativity. A BOY ANGEL enters, holding a 
glowing plastic camel. He speaks directly to the audience, or maybe to unseen GUS.) 
 

BOY ANGEL: 
I had a dream I was an angel. 
… 
And people were praying to me. 
They were praying: “Sing your angel song! Sing your angel song!” 
… 
I don’t know an angel song. 
I said, “I don’t know any angel song.” 
And they said: “Make one up!” 
And I said: “Okay. It won’t be good then.” 
And they said: “It’ll be really good. You’re an angel.” 
And I sang, in my dream, the words that came to my head: 
 
HEAVEN IS A PLACE 
WHERE EVERYONE’S A CAMEL. 
EVERYONE’S A TWO-HUMPED CAMEL. 
SOME ARE ONE-HUMPED CAMELS. 
THEY ARE WALKING THROUGH THE SAND. 
 
AND I THINK HEAVEN IS A PLACE 
WHERE EVERY DAY IS CHRISTMAS. 
AND EVERYONE IS JESUS. 
AND JESUS IS A CAMEL. 
AND THEY ARE WALKING THROUGH THE SAND. 
 
I FEEL THE SAND 
IN MY CLOVEN HOOF. 
I FEEL SAND WHIP 
MY WHISKERED FACE. 
I SEE SAND SWIRLING 
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LIKE A VIOLENT SURF, 
BEING BORN AGAIN AS IT’S ERASED. 
 
AND I THINK HEAVEN IS A PLACE. 
WHERE EVERYONE’S ALIVE. 
AND WHEN THEY’RE DEAD THEY’RE STILL ALIVE. 
AND YOU CAN SEE THEM THROUGH THE DISTANCE. 
THEY ARE WALKING THROUGH THE SAND. 
 
YOU CAN SEE THEM THROUGH THE SAND. 
THEY ARE WALKING THROUGH THE SAND. 
 
There was a long and silent stillness in my dream. 
And I asked: “How was that, my friends, for an angel song? 
Is that why you all prayed?” 
And the people stared in awe in my dream. 
“Is that why you prayed, my friends?” 
 
(Micropause.) 
 
“Maybe,” they answered. 
“We’ll have to wait and see.” 
 
(Micropause.) 
 
We waited and saw. 
 
(End of play.) 


