Christmas at Uppity Abbey

(Lord Granite is at the head of a table with Lady Molly to his right, Lady Yvie to his left and the Dowager Duchess of Granite at the other end...

Carter is in attendance, about to pour out a glass of wine..)

Lord G: Carter?

Carter: M'Lud?
Lord G: Why ever have the guests not arrived for our annual Christmas Carols party? After all, it's the highlight of the social season for the local populace.
Lady Mollie: Oh, papa, I can answer that one! There's some sort of brouhaha in the village and everyone has flocked there to share the fun!

Lord G: Is this true, Carter?

Carter (pompously): I fear, M'Lud, that Lady Mollie's account is in all respects entirely correct! The Shepherd and King families have both called to send their profuse apologies! As have most of the rest of the village. There is indeed apparently some sort of event taking place which has attracted their attention.
Lord G: Well, I say! Here's a rum deal! Lady Flora's been practising her descant to 'Come All Ye Faithful' for weeks! She'll be devastated!
Carter: Indeed, M'Lud. It is indeed a tragic blow.

Dowager: This is exactly what I feared when the family first allowed common people into these hallowed walls at Christmas! 

Lord G: Mama! That was 400 years ago!

Dowager: Was it indeed so recently? I knew such modernisations would never work! Hobnobbing with the hoi polloi was bound to lead to trouble...

Lady Yvie: Oh granny! That's simply not fair! It all sounds rather exciting! Apparently a baby was born and everyone's gone to have a peek.
Dowager: Wonderful, I'm sure! But hardly front-page news. Babies are born every day! Pray tell me where this 'astounding' event took place.

Lady Yvie: At the Red Lion, it seems.

Lord G, Dowager and Lady M together (shocked): The Red Lion!

Lady Y: Yes, apparently there was no room at the hotel so they had to bed down in the stable of the Red Lion!

Lord G, Dowager and Lady M together: The stable!

Lady Y: And that's not all! There's a choir there, too! Just turned up. Out of thin air! Apparently they sound quite nice..
Lord G: Carter? Surely this isn't so?!
Carter: Yet again, M'lud, I must testify to the veracity of the report. A crowd of ruffians have indeed turned up to serenade the baby. No doubt after imbibing some of the stronger spirits on offer at the Red Lion!! And I daresay they'll be winging their way to the next watering-hole as soon as someone is fool enough to pay them off...
Lord G: Be that as it may, the whole thing has clearly distracted attention away from our Carols evening - and it's a poor show when the village finds a baby more interesting than a chance to have Lady Flora smile at them and to hear my annual speech of patronising condescension. Jolly uncivilised, I call it!

Lady Y: It depends on the baby, I suppose!

Lord G: Whatever do you mean?!

Lady Y: Well, if the baby is someone special, then I guess it would be worth seeing him..
Lady M: Oh Yvie, don't be so idiotic! Trust you to be so impossibly romantic! How ever could a baby born in a public house be anyone special! Really!
Dowager: Quite right, Mollie! Quite right! And who are his parents? Tell me that! Clearly no one important or we would have been notified! I wouldn't be surprised if there isn't some whiff of scandal... The Red Lion indeed! And what on earth were they doing bringing a child into the world in a stable?! SO unhygienic. What's wrong with Harley Street, I say!?

Lord G: Oh well, I suppose we must bend to the inevitable. Carter? Just ask Mrs Pat-A-Cake to make us a simple 6-course supper with all the trimmings and then you can all go and enjoy yourselves for the rest of the evening.

Carter coughs with embarrassment

Lord G: Is there a problem, Carter?

Carter: I fear, M'Lud that I am the only one of the servants left: I'm ashamed to report that the rest have deserted their posts in order to see for themselves what is unfolding at the local hostelry...You may be sure that they will all receive the severest of reprimands on their return...
Dowager: Robin, this is insupportable. You can hardly be expected to manage with ONE servant for a WHOLE evening..

Lady M: I agree, granny! Who's going to brush my hair or turn down my bed covers?

Lord G: Or pour my whisky!

Lady M: Or put out my nightie!

Lord G: Appalling!

Lady M: Ghastly!

Dowager: Unthinkable!

Silence for a few moments. The faint but beautiful sound of singing (a carol) can be heard in the distance. Carter notices and slowly moves off - as if drawn by an unseen thread - in the direction of the sounds. No one seems to notice at the table, though the music is slowly getting louder.
Lady Y: I suppose we could join them!

Everyone else: What?!

Lady Y: I mean: it might be rather jolly to go down and see what all the fuss is about! Don't you think?

Lord G: Absolutely not!

Dowager: How demeaning!

Lady M: You must be joking!

Lady Y: Well, I don't care what you say! I'm going to have a look..
She leaves in the same direction as Carter
Lord G: Well, I for one shan't be joining her. Carter! Please bring the mulled wine and mince pies up from the kitchen...Carter? Carter?

The music swells to a crescendo and the family freezes.
