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PLAYWRIGHTS NOTE

Sanders Family Christmas, a comedy with music, takes place in
1941 at Mount Pleasant Baptist Church in Mount Pleasant, North
Carolina. The play presents a Gospel Sing, using a cast of seven with
the audience being the congregation.

Sanders Family Christmas is the sequel to Smoke on the Mountain,
in which Pastor Mervin Oglethorpe, a young and enthusiastic minis-
ter, enlists the Sanders Family Singers in his efforts to bring his tiny
congregation into the modern world. In both plays, the family mem-
bers witness, or tell personal stories that relate to their trials of faith,
between Gospel songs.

Production values should reflect the simplicity of the 1940s rural
South. The setting should evoke a small Baptist church whose minis-
ter is paid so little that he has to take a part-time job at the local
pickle plant. The costumes should likewise be appealing but plain.

Sanders Family Christmas uses twenty-eight standard Christmas
carols and Gospel songs (all of which have been licensed for all fu-
ture performances of the play.) The actors who play the Sanders
Family must be able to sing and play these songs; they are the only
musicians in the production. Piano, guitar, and string bass are used
in most songs; banjo, fiddle, autoharp, ukulele, and harmonica are
instruments that could be added depending on the actors’ skills. The
actress playing June plays hand-held percussion instruments.

. Because Sanders Family Christmas is presentational — the event of
the play is the Gospel Sing itself — it is essential that the play be di-
rected as an ensemble piece. The main character of the play is the
Sanders Family. Much of the story of the play and the establishment
of relationships within the family are told through behavior rather
than words. The acting style is naturalistic. These characters are not
Southern caricatures or religious buffoons, but real people.



CAST

Mervin Oglethorpe: Pastor of Mount Pleasant Baptist Church,
early 30s

The Sanders Family:
Burl: Father, 40s
Vera: Mother, 40s
Stanley: Uncle, 40s
Dennis and Denise: Twins, 20

June: Sister, mid 20s

SETTING

The play takes place in the sanctuary of the Mount Pleasant Baptist
Church in Mount Pleasant, North Carolina, located just west of Hick-
ory near the Blue Ridge Mountains. It is Wednesday night, December
24, 1941, eightcen days after Pearl Harbor and FDR’s declaration of
war. Though the war machine had been gaining momentum in the
United States for scveral years, the direct involvement in battle at
Christmastime has brought family members from far and wide for
what might be their last holiday together. The houscs are crammed
with kinfolk.

Mount Pleasant’s principal industries are farming and pickle produc-
tion. The Mount Pleasant Pickle Plant makes everyone and every-
thing smell of vinegar and dill.

The Sanders Family first performed at Mount Pleasant Baptist on
June 15, 1938 after a five-year hiatus from the Gospel Circuit. Since
then, they have returned to Mount Pleasant each year at Homecom-
ing. This is their last performance before the war forces the group to
disband.



ACTI

(Lights are up on the sanctuary of Mount Pleasant Baptist, a small,
rural, poor Southern Baptist Church. It is 7:00 p.m. on Wednes-
day, December 24, 1941. Onstage, there is a small, empty choir
loft, a piano, a small offering table, pews, a couple of chairs and
a pulpit. In one corner, a black cast iron stove chugs out heat. A
pile of split wood lies next to it. During the course of the play,
members of the cast will add wood to the stove. A Christmas tree
with colored lights and homemade ornaments graces the oppo-
site corner. A plaque on the wall proclaims last Sunday's atten-
dance and offering. One naked light bulb hangs center stage.
There are two doors upstage, one leading to the Pastor's study,
one to the outside. Snow can be seen falling intermittently
through the windows. Steps downstage allow the Sanders to en-
ter from the house. The Sanders’ instruments are scattered about
the stage.).

(In the silence of an empty stage. The Christmas tree lights begin to
sizzle, then pop, then die. The center-stage light bulb flickers but
stays on.)

(From the back of the house, PASTOR MERVIN OGLETHORPE and
JUNE SANDERS enter at full speed, still dressed in their out-
door gear. MERVIN could lead a trek across the Arctic he is so
overdressed. During the opening exchange, MERVIN and JUNE
remove their coats, hats, and boots.)

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Oh, I knew you'd be here sittin’
and waitin’! This is all my fault! My fault entirely! Tell them, Miss
June.

JUNE. It’s his fault.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Look at this fine crowd! And on a
Wednesday! Praise the Lord, Luke 13:34 says, “How often would I
have gathered thy children together, as a hen doth gather her brood
under her wings.” Right now I feel like the biggest Rhode Island Red
that ever sat on a biddy. God wants us to glorify this Christmas mira-
cle with song and celebration ... And we will. As soon as the rest of
the Sanders get here. This is entirely my fault. Miss June ...

JUNE. Entirely his fault.

(MERVIN removes his hat, coat, and an endless series of mufflers.
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HE runs a comb through his hair.)

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. I should have thought before I took
them down to my house in the snow. Getting down the road was
easy — I just didn’t consider the getting up. They are spinning and
sliding a mite, but when June and I left "em, they were making prog-
ress. They loaned me June, so in case I got stuck —

JUNE. I could push.

(MERVIN takes off his boots.)

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Oh, you go on. But, in my defense,
y’all know it’s Christmas Eve and the Eat’n’Run is closed. Hey, Big
Head, glad you could make it. For those of you visiting, Big Head
Durham, his wife Ruth, and their children (four out of six I person-
ally baptized myself) have got the Eat’n’Run Caf¢ out west of town,
and that is some fine eating. Pork chops and rice every Thursday
with a scoop of sherbet or vanilla after included. Since Mama passed
on in August ... (He still can’t mention his mother’s name without a
catch in his voice or a tear in his eye.) ... Big Head has been real
generous with his cooking lessons. Oh, I miss her so. (The unlit tree
catches his eye.) What happened to our Christmas tree? Miss Maude,
Miss Myrtle, I don’t know what to tcll you about these lights. (Fle
tries to get the lights to come on.) I'm telling you, electricity is onc of
God’s mysteries. (To himself) And so are wires and fuses and these
dohickeys. (Holding up a plug in his still-mittened hands) Oh, I don’t
need these. (He pulls off his mittens. They are attached by a string
around his neck. He lets them dangle there all evening. As he tangles
with the lights, he tries to engage the congregation.) Who stoked up
this fire so good?

JUNE. (Helping with the Christmas tree) 1 can do it.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. It’s warm as a bed brick in here.
These Christmas lights were the generous contribution of Miss
Maude and Miss Myrtle sitting over there in the Amen Corner. And
they decorated the tree we’ll be lighting outside. And we sure do ap-
preciate it (To JUNE) If you put a little spit on the plug ... (4s the
tree almost topples) Oh-oh-oh, this tree’s a little tippy —

JUNE. (Catching it) I've got it.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. (Whispering) Just spit right there
on the plug. (He runs a comb through his hair.) Miss June thinks she
can handle it. (The lights come on.) And she did! Thank you, Miss June.

(JUNE sits.,)

PASTOR OGLETHORPE (cont’d). “No man, when he hath
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lighted a candle, covereth it with a vessel, or putteth it under
a bed; but setteth it on a candlestick, that they which enter in
may see the light.” Luke 8:16. No sir, we’re not putting our
light under a basket. We’re here to celebrate the miracle of
Jesus Christ with song and ... (7o JUNE) Did I hear the bus
pull up? (JUNE shakes her head) ... And we will real soon.
Miss June will tell you —

JUNE. It's the Pastor’s fault.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Where are my manners? This is
June Sanders of the Sanders Family Singers.

JUNE. (She signs.) [ don’t sing. I sign.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Yes, the Lord didn’t bless Miss
June with a voice like her kin folks, but if we ever do get a deaf
member, well, he’s not gonna miss a thing, *cause when June signs
it’s like an angel flapping her wings.

(A very awkward beat as MERVIN stares adoringly at JUNE.)
JUNE. (Signs) 1 don’t sing. I sign.

(Self-conscious of MERVIN's attentions, JUNE signs the rest of
MERVIN s speech.)

PASTOR OGLETHORPE .So with the Eat’n’Run closed, I
invited the Sanders down to my place for my famous chicken and
dumplings. The womenfolk of our congregation have just been a
blessing to me since Mama was called home in August. Between Big
Head and you ladies, I got to where I can cook up a storm. So we had
chicken and dumplings —

(JUNE's signing indicates MERVIN s cooking is none too good).

PASTOR OGLETHORPE (cont’d). — turnip greens, and one
of the best batches of biscuits I have made yet.

(JUNE pulls a biscuit out of her pocket and bangs it on the pew.)

PASTOR OGLETHORPE (cont’d). And because this was a
special occasion, I opened one of the cans of corn Mama put up be-
fore she left us in August. Every time I look at a big ole Ball Jar, it’s
like looking at Mama —

JUNE. Here they are!

PASTOR OGLETHORPE .Just like I promised. The Sanders
Family, ladies and gentlemen — I mean, brothers and sisters — (7o
MISS MAUDE and MISS MYRTLE) I’m sorry —
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(The rest of the SANDERS FAMILY flies in from the back. Bedlam of
coats, gloves, boots. They warm their hands by the stove.)

BURL. Oo-wee. It is cold as a blue-nosed gopher out there.

DENISE. And snowing to beat the band.

DENNIS. We had to push the bus up that last hill.

DENISE. Mama had to steer.

DENNIS. And Mama can’t drive.

BURL. I don’t know what was worse, the snow or Vera’s driv-
ing.

DENISE. She almost ran over us all.

VERA. (Pointedly, toward her FAMILY) “There is none to guide
her among all the children whom she hath brought forth; neither is
there any that taketh her by the hand of all the children that she hath
brought up.” Isaiah 51:18.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. “Thou in thy mercy hast led forth
the people which thou hast redeemed: thou hast guided them in thy
strength unto thy holy habitation.” Exodus 15:13.

VERA. “She is not afraid of the snow for her household.” Prov-
erbs 31:21.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. “O ye frost and snow, bless ye the
Lord: praise and exalt him above all for ever.” Daniel 12:50.

VERA. (On a roll now) Isaiah 35:3 and 4, “Strengthen ye the
weak hands, and confirm the feeble knees. Say to them that are of a
fearful heart, Be strong, fear not! Behold, your God will come with
vengeance!”

BURL. Mother —

(VERA backs off- To the congregation:)

BURL (Cont ‘d). We sure do apologize for making y’all sit here,
but nothing would do Brother Oglethorpe but to have us down to his
place.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. For supper.

STANLEY. “In the smoke, they tremble with fear.” Exodus 20:18.

BURL. But we thank you so much for having us back to Mount
Pleasant Baptist. This is our fourth trip to sing for y’all, and with the
country up and going to war like this, I'm figuring this might be the
last time we sing together for a while. My son Dennis here is ship-
ping out to Basic Training day after tomorrow. And I know a lot of
you have sent boys on or are getting ready to. We thought about hud-
dling close to home, but I'm telling you, I'm glad we made the trip, if
for nothing more than Brother Oglethorpe’s supper. You know there
is no more good-hearted fella than old Mervin here, but his bread ...
like Ephraim in the Good Book: hard, flat, burned on one side, raw
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on the oth —

(VERA loudly plays the opening chord of the first song to stop
BURL.)

GOOD CHRISTIAN MEN, REJOICE

THE SANDERS FAMILY.
GOOD CHRISTIAN MEN, REJOICE
WITH HEART AND SOUL AND VOICE!
GIVE YE HEED TO WHAT WE SAY:
NEWS! NEWS! JESUS CHRIST IS BORN TODAY!

(JUNE strikes a triangle after each “news!” The FAMILY looks at
her with approval. JUNE grins from ear to ear.)

THE SANDERS FAMILY
OX AND ASS BEFORE HIM BOW,
AND HE IS IN THE MANGER NOW;
CHRIST IS BORN TODAY! CHRIST IS BORN TODAY!

(At the end of the song, MERVIN moves to the pulpit. He realizes
they 're going to sing another song and retreats.)

CHRISTMAS TIME'’S A-COMIN’

STANLEY.
CHRISTMAS TIME’S A-COMIN’
CHRISTMAS TIME’S A-COMIN’
CHRISTMAS TIME’S A-COMIN’

BURL and STANLEY.
AND [ KNOW I'M GOIN’ HOME.

BURL.
SNOWFLAKE'S A-FALLIN’,
MY OLD HOME’S A-CALLIN’,
TALL PINE’S A-HUMMIN’,
CHRISTMAS TIME’S A-COMIN’.

BURL. We are the Sanders Family Singers from up around Siler
City. I'm Burl. Standing here slapping the bass is my brother Stan-
ley, just come back from California.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. He knows Gene Autry!

STANLEY. (Modestly) Pleased to be here.
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BURL. And on the piano is my wife, Vera —
VERA.
WHITE CANDLE’S BURNIN’,
MY OLD HEART’S A-YEARNIN’
FOR THE FOLKS AT HOME WHEN
CHRISTMAS TIME’S A-COMIN’.

THE SANDERS FAMILY.
CAN’T YOU HEAR THEM BELLS RINGIN’, RINGIN’?
JOY! JOY! TO HEAR THEM SINGIN’!
WHEN IT’S SNOWIN’, 'LL BE GOIN’
BACK TO MY COUNTRY HOME.

BURL. And these are my twins. Denise — she’s the girl.
DENISE. Thank y’all for having us.

BURL. And Dennis is the boy.

DENNIS. Daddy.

(DENISE pokes DENNIS in the ribs)
DENNIS (cont’'d). Thank y’all.

DENNIS and DENISE.
HOLLY’S IN THE WINDOW,
HOME WHERE THE WIND BLOWS.
CAN’T WALK FOR RUNNIN’,
CHRISTMAS TIME’S A-COMIN’.

BURL, STANLEY, AND DENNIS.
CAN’T YOU HEAR THEM BELLS RINGIN’, RINGIN’?
JOY! JOY! TO HEAR THEM SINGIN’!
WHEN IT’S SNOWIN’, I'LL BE GOIN’
BACK TO MY COUNTRY HOME.

BURL. And playing the devil out of that tambourine is my eld-
est, June.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. She doesn’t sing. She signs!

BURL. The Sanders Family!

THE SANDERS FAMILY.
CHRISTMAS TIME’S A-COMIN’
CHRISTMAS TIME’S A-COMIN’
CHRISTMAS TIME’S A-COMIN’
AND ] KNOW I’'M GOIN’ HOME.



SANDERS FAMILY CHRISTMAS 13

(After the song, MERVIN leads the congregation in applause.)

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Yes! Christmastime’s a comin!

BURL. The Sanders Family have been singing gospel for close
to forty years. Back at the beginning, when it was just me and Stan-
ley and Mama, rest her soul, we sang at the state-wides every year —

VERA. And they almost won.

BURL. That’s right. Every year, we always came in second to
the Thistlethorne Sisters. We’d practice and practice, but they were
too good. I decided the only way to best them was to marry one. So I
picked out the prettiest and the singingest Thistlethorne Sister, and
she’s sitting right over yonder at the piano.

VERA. (Beaming) That’s when the Sanders started winning.

BURL. That’s all it took. You wouldn’t know it to look at her
now, but Vera used to be a teeny little thing. Course, motherhood —

(JUNE sneezes and crashes a cymbal to hush her father.)

JUNE. Excuse me.

BURL. Anyway, Vera started popping off young-uns and Mama
was called home to eternal paradise —

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. My mama was called home.

BURL. Bless her heart. We all miss her, Brother Oglethorpe.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Don’t we?

BURL. But four years ago, we jumped back on the Gospel Cir-
cuit right here at Mount Pleasant Baptist Church. Things had
changed a right smart since we’d been touring, but we couldn’t ask
for no better. Now we’re singing in radio stations and making record
albums. In the beginning, we pondered whether records might be the
Devil’s work,-but we took it to the Lord, and friends, we’re believers
now. It takes your breath away to think folks can be listening to the
Sanders Family pick and sing while we’re back home pumping gas
and selling Moon Pies. And my brother Stanley —

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Wait! 7 was gonna tell them about
Stanley.

STANLEY. I don’t think I need to be told about.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. But you're part of my sermonette.

VERA. (4 little jealous of her brother-in-law) Isaiah 66:19,
“Only those on distant islands have not heard of his fame.”

DENISE. Everybody knows Uncle Stanley’s famous.

DENNIS. Every time you turn on the radio, he’s on it.

DENISE. And he just came back from California.

STANLEY. I wouldn’t go on about it.

DENISE. But you did! You said you came all the way back to
sing with us.
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VERA. “Only by pride cometh contention.” Proverbs 13:10.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. 1l Corinthians 8:24, “Show ye to
them, and before the churches, the proof of your love, and of our
boasting on your behalf.”

(VERA puffs up for another dueling Bible verse. BURL cuts
her off.)

BURL. “For this is the message that ye heard from the begin-
ning, that we should love one another” — call it for me, family.

THE SANDERS FAMILY. I John 3:11.

BURL. Amen.

THE SANDERS FAMILY. Amen.

(VERA'S amen is a little late.)

BURL. As you can see, we’re all about to pop a gallus button
over Stanley, but Brother Oglethorpe, we don’t want to step on your
sermonette, so I'll just say we’re mighty proud to be here.

(All the SANDERS but JUNE gather in singing formation.)

BURL (cont’d). It makes my heart glad to have my family gath-
ered around me, and we are graciously thankful that Our Savior was
born on this night. Let’s praise Him.

ANGELS WE HAVE HEARD ON HIGH

THE SANDERS FAMILY.
ANGELS WE HAVE HEARD ON HIGH,
SWEETLY SINGING O’ER THE PLAINS,
AND THE MOUNTAINS IN REPLY,
ECHOING THEIR JOYOUS STRAINS.

GLORIA, IN EXCELSIUS DEO!
GLORIA, IN EXCELSIUS DEO!

(MERVIN sings the last line with the family, a little too loudly. The
SANDERS FAMILY can only smile.)

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Praise the Lord. That’s one of my
favorites. Can you tell I've been practicing?

THE SANDERS FAMILY. Oh, yes.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. As Preacher, Choir Director,
Chairman of Finance, Director of Education, and Youth Director, I'd
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like to welcome you to Mount Pleasant Baptist Church. And thank
you for sharing your beautiful voices with us tonight.
THE SANDERS FAMILY. You’re welcome.

(The SANDERS disperse, seating themselves about the stage.)

VERA. “I will sing unto the Lord as long as I live: I will sing
praise to my God while I have my being.”

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Psalms 104:33. Amen. Thank you,
Mrs. Sanders. And nothing brings me more joy thar to know that the
Star in the East has gathered us up just like the Wise Men to praise
Jesus with song and revelation.

THE SANDERS FAMILY. Amen.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. A special greeting to all you
folks from the Cane Creek, Sawmill Flats Primitive, and Little
Hunky River Church of God. The doors of Mount Pleasant swing
on welcome hinges. And my own heartfelt thanks to you mem-
bers of Fire Baptized Holiness for loaning Brother Waymond
Lundsford to Mount Pleasant during my leave of absence when
Mama was down sick and then called home in August. I don’t see
him out there in the congregation, but you can tell him for me
that Mount Pleasant was just carried away with his preaching.
Miss Maude and Miss Myrtle went on and on ... how the win-
dows about fell out with the power of his message. (MERVIN is
downcast, eclipsed by another preacher.) And the attendance
didn’t fall off one bit. And the collection plate was just brim-
ming. So, we’ll be sure to have him back real soon. I myself pre-
fer a preaching style a little less nervous and hurried up, but
that’s just me.

BURL. Brother Oglethorpe, isn’t your favorite preacher the
Apostle Paul?

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Absolutely.

BURL. Dennis, what was that Paul said about preaching?

DENNIS. “When [ came to preach, I did not come with elo-
quence or enticing speech, but in demonstration of the Spirit, so that
your faith might stand in the power of God.”

BURL. Amen.

THE SANDERS FAMILY. Amen.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Thank you, Burl.

BURL. Mervin, do you know “A Country Kind of Christmas™?

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Yes!

(MERVIN opens his mouth to sing. BURL cuts him off.)

BURL. Then this is for you.
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A COUNTRY KIND OF CHRISTMAS

‘THE-SANDERS FAMILY.
LET’S ALL HAVE-A COUNTRY KIND OF CHRISTMAS,
LET’S'ALL HAVE A COUNTRY CHRISTMAS DAY,
LET3S:ALL HAVE A COUNTRY KIND OF CHRISTMAS,
AND CELEBRATE THE SEASON IN A COUNTRY WAY.

DENNIS and VERA.
WE’'LL ALL SIT DOWN TOGETHER
AND TALK ABOUT OLD TIMES.
WE’LL TELL OUR FAVORITE STORIES
AND LAUGH UNTIL WE CRY.

THE SANDERS FAMILY.
LET’S ALL HAVE A COUNTRY KIND OF CHRISTMAS,
LET’S ALL HAVE A COUNTRY CHRISTMAS DAY,
LET’S ALL HAVE A COUNTRY KIND OF CHRISTMAS,
AND CELEBRATE THE SEASON IN A COUNTRY WAY.

DENNIS, VERA, and STANLEY.
THERE’S NOT TOO MANY PRESENTS
UNDERNEATH THE TREE,

BUT THERE'S NOTHING LIKE THE LOVE
OF A COUNTRY FAMILY.

THE SANDERS FAMILY.
LET’S ALL HAVE A COUNTRY KIND OF CHRISTMAS,
LET’S ALL HAVE A COUNTRY CHRISTMAS DAY,
LET’S ALL HAVE A COUNTRY KIND OF CHRISTMAS,
AND CELEBRATE THE SEASON IN A COUNTRY WAY.
AND CELEBRATE THE SEASON IN A COUNTRY WAY.

(MERVIN once again loudly sings the last line of the song.)

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Yes! Now, before we get carried
away with the spirit, I want us to take a minute to remember
those in our flock who could not be with us tonight. (Pulls out a
little card from his pocket) Please join our prayer chain for Miss
Addie Trollinger down with the facial neuralgia — she can’t eat
a thing. Chunk Lloyd and his locked bowel. And Betty Jean Ed-
munds, the secretary down at the pickle plant, told me yesterday
that Wilbur Passmore is still swole up twice his size and there’s
not a doctor in these mountains who can figure out what’s wrong
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with him. If y’all get the chance during the holidays, run down
there to see him. Betty Jean said she thought they were going to
draw the water off him, but he’s still at home. Poor old Wilbur,
he’s puffed out big as a tick. He needs some cheering.

And speaking of the Mount Pleasant Pickle Plant, every last
one of them could use your prayers. You know, I bookkeep down
there. We’re already up to two shifts — and now that President
Roosevelt put us in the war, they say we’re going to three. And I
don’t know how they’re gonna squeeze another pickle out of that
place. We’ve pickled everything within thirty miles — if it’s not
shriveled, we stick it in brine. Who could have guessed those
English and French and what-all soldiers would refuse to fight
without our gherkins?

And speaking of our fighting boys, I got the best telephone
call I've had in a long time on Monday. Hazel Bishop called me
to say they found Roy Jr. over at Pearl Harbor. Hazel and Roy Sr.
and I spent some sleepless and tearful nights praying for that boy.
Praise the Lord, He saw fit to save him. We want to continue to
pray for all our boys on the way or getting ready to go — Dennis,
I guess you’re one. Lord keep them safe, let the war end soon,
and God Bless Mr. —

THE SANDERS FAMILY. (Joining in) — Roosevelt, Mr.
Churchill, and Mr. Stalin.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. When I think about what you
mothers are going through ... and my poor mama ...

(MERVIN starts to tear up.)

BURL. Brother Oglethorpe —
PASTOR OGLETHORPE. I'm sorry.

(MERVIN moves away from the pulpit to pull himself together.)
BURL. Mother —
(VERA gets up from the piano to minister to MERVIN.)

VERA. Pastor Oglethorpe is right. These times are tough on
men, but they’re worse on mamas.

(MERVIN sobs.)

VERA (cont’d). 1 know my twins are all grown up — at least
that’s what they tell me every five minutes —
BURL. But when the young’uns were real little, nothing tickled
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their mama more during a Sing than when they’d do their own little
specialty song.

VERA. So since it’s Christmas and we might not be singing to-
gether again for a long while, I thought the young’uns could do their
little Christmas song for you all.

JUNE. No! I mean; I’'m sorry, Mama, but we don’t remember it.

DENISE. (Gleefully) I remember!

DENNIS. Sure we remember it.

JUNE. But we don’t have the —

BURL. (Holding up a sack) 1 got it right here.

(BURL hands the sack to VERA who has left MERVIN and moved to
the piano.)

JUNE. But it has Santa Claus in it. We can’t sing about Santa
Claus in church.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. (Sti/! sniffling) You can if it’s for
your Mama. Miss Maude, Miss Myrtle, don’t you think ...

JUNE. (To MISS MAUDE and MISS MYRTLE) 1 Corinthians
10:14, “Therefore, my dear friends, flee from idolatry. I speak to sen-
sible people; judge for yourselves what I say.”

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. (To JUNE) You sing that song for
your Mama.

(JUNE hates MERVIN at this moment. VERA starts the intro. The
TWINS pull JUNE downstage.)

CACTUS CHRISTMAS TREE

DENNIS and DENISE.

ALL THE ANIMALS DOWN IN TEXAS WERE SAD AS THEY
COULD BE

"CAUSE CHRISTMAS DAY WAS ON ITS WAY, AND THEY
HAD NO CHRISTMAS TREE,

BUT THE PRAIRIE HAD LOTS OF CACTUS, AND THE GO-
PHER SAID, SAID HE,

“FOR GOODNESS SAKE, WHY DON’T WE MAKE A CACTUS
CHRISTMAS TREE?”

(During the song, VERA flops a long piece of garland on top of the
piano which the TWINS use to decorate JUNE a la a Christmas
tree. The TWINS delight in this. JUNE is miserable.)

DENNIS and DENISE.
THE ANTELOPE PUT THE TINSEL ON, THE FIREFLIES MADE
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IT BRIGHT,

THE CHICKADEES PUT A STAR UPON THE NICEST TREE IN

SIGHT.

WHEN SANTA CLAUS CAME A’CALLIN’, HE HO-HO-HOED

WITH GLEE

AND PUT THEIR PRESENTS UNDERNEATH THE CACTUS

CHRISTMAS TREE.

AND THE COW SAID ...

(4 long beat as everyone waits for JUNE to pick up her cue. JUNE
knows that this is the most embarrassing part of the song and

puts it off as long as possible. Finally:)

JUNE.
“MOORY CHRISTMOOS”

DENISE.
AND THE ROOSTER SAID,

DENNIS. (Enthusiastically)
“MA - A - ARRY CHRISTMAS”

AND THE CAT SAID,

DENISE.
“MEOWRY CHRISTMEOWS”

VERA.
AND THE WOODPECKER SAID,

JUNE.
“M-M-M-MERRY C-C -C - CHRISTMAS”

BURL.
AND THE HORSE SAID,

DENNIS.
“MEIGHRY CHRISTMAS”

STANLEY.
AND THE LAMB SAID,

DENISE.
“MAA - MAA - MAARRY CHRISTMAAS”
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DENNIS and DENISE.
AND THE PIG SAID,

JUNE.
“MERRY CHRISTMAS. THAT’S YULE, FOLKS!”

DENNIS and DENISE.

"CAUSE WHEN THEY WOKE UP CHRISTMAS MORNING,
HOW THEY HO-HO-HOED WITH GLEE

TO SEE THEIR PRESENTS UNDERNEATH THE CACTUS
CHRISTMAS TREE.

(At the end of the song, VERA beams at her children and almost as-
phyxiates DENNIS with a hug.)

BURL. I would not trade those twins of mine for anything.
(JUNE is still tied up.)

JUNE. Help me.

VERA. Twins, untie your sister.

DENNIS and DENISE. Yes, ma’am.

BURL. Aren’t they a mess? Well, I reckon now that we’re fi-
nally in it, this war is gonna play on all of us in a big way. All the
families down around our store — y’all remember we run a filling
station down around Siler City —

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. I've got to where I won’t take my
car anywhere else. When it starts acting up, I drive right down and
have Dennis take a look at it.

BURL. (Smiling) Yeah, we’ve been seeing a lot of the Reverend
lately.

DENNIS. He just comes to sit on the porch and spark with June.

(JUNE hits DENNIS.)
VERA. Dennis —
(The TWINS giggle. MERVIN blushes.)

BURL. All the families down around home have been puttin’ up
and canning all they’ve got.

VERA. And we’re up to four no-meat suppers a week. You’d be
surprised what you can do with beans and cornmeal.

BURL. Yeah, I'm gonna turn into a pinto bean one of these
days. And they got me selling those Liberty Bonds out of the
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store. I still can’t get my mind wrapped around how that works,
but if loaning FDR some money will keep my boy safe, I'm all for
it. The Esso man says they’re gonna start rationing gas and sugar
and shoes — I swear, I don’t know if there’ll be anything left to
sell! But I reckon we’ll all be tightening our belts to knock back
that old Tojo. Hitler, Tojo, Mussolini — them’s evil-sounding
names, ain’t they? Just like the Kaiser — we fought the Kaiser in
the Great War. I admit it, I didn’t want to go. Stanley wanted to
enlist, but Mama would start keening and bellowing so he could-
n’t. They wound up drafting both of us. Put me in the infantry at
Fort Benning. And Stanley in Norfolk at the Naval Station.

And, brothers and sisters, Basic Training was an education
for this barefoot boy. I’d never been nowhere and all of a sudden,
I was smacked down in the middle of some of the strangest
ducks — good fellas — but — good gracious — Yankees don’t
just talk different — they look different. There was some noses in
boot camp, I’d have to show you a picture to believe it.

STANLEY. We weren’t winning any beauty contests either with
our heads skinned.

BURL. I hear ya. Old Stanley up at Norfolk had it worse. He
was assigned to the kitchen police.

STANLEY. One time I wrote a letter home: I said, “Dear
Mama, I put in this entire day washing dishes, sweeping floors, mak-
ing beds, and peeling potatoes. When I get home from this camp, I'm
gonna make some girl a mighty fine wife.”

BURL. There was a boy from up North with a name as long as
my arm, Townsend Wesley Olcott III. A dollar-a-year man — he was
so rich, he wouldn’t take the pay. Good pay, too — I was glad to get
it. I called him Wesley. The rest of the boys called him The Third —
or something resembling that. He was the first rich city boy I'd ever
seen in the flesh.

Now, Stanley’ll back me up on this — as soon as you step off
that bus, your drill sergeant starts shaming you — yelling Hillbilly,
Peckerwood, Clodhopper.

DENISE. Daddy!

BURL. I know, it stung.

STANLEY. Ridge Runner, Goober Grabber. “If you plow-
jockeys don’t know what thirty inches is, stand one singletree length
from the man in front of you.”

BURL. But Wesley had a way that vexed me more than a
drill sergeant. He wouldn’t call me nothing, he wouldn’t even
speak. He’d look down his nose at me and I wouldn’t feel no big-
ger than a gnat. He’d been to college; 1 quit school soon as I got
big enough to work the fields. His daddy owned whole buildings
in New York City, and my daddy was still share-croppin’. I'd
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pick my banjo at night, he’d listen to some woman squallin’ in I-
talian on the radio. Said it was opera. Sounded like a cow that
needed her calf pulled to me.

Once we were done at Basic, I figured they’d be sending us
to the front, but Wesley said he fancied staying stateside — he
didn’t think being a grunt was for him. Him and the infantry did-
n’t see eye to eye "cause he was smarter than most of the officers.
And don’t you know his daddy pulled some strings and landed
Wesley right in Officer Training School! In Texas! After I
shipped out,-I didn’t hear anything more about him — but I sure
did feel sorry for the cowboys.

Bam! Next thing I know, I'm hunkered down in a trench
somewhere in France. Sergeant orders advance, my outfit goes
over the top, and when the shooting stops, looks like I'm the only
one who made it. It’s a full moon, Bomber’s moon — I can’t
move up or back. The longest night of my life. At daybreak, I
poke my head up. There’s a stand of trees about fifty yards away.
I'm crawling good and slow. Forty yards, ten to go, and a ma-
chine gun starts popping. By the grace of God and some serious
scrabbling, I make it to the woods.

I hunker down behind a tree and whistle. Nothing. I figure
the Germans know where I am, I might as well holler. “Anybody
there?” A pine cone rolls against my boot. I look up and there’s
three mud-crunchers just like me. Not my unit, no officer —
we’re all that’s leftt We make signs to meet behind the biggest
tree. And as soon as we light, Satan breaks hell all around us. Off
in the distance we hear our field artillery, which can only mean
German bombers are on the way. And Boom! The bombs start
dropping. It’s not one machine gun, it’s two, maybe three, and
they’re flushing us out like rabbits. Each of us is hollering a dif-
ferent way to go, but there’s machine guns this way, barbed wire
that way, and bombs falling every which way. I see one of our
tanks out in a field of grapevines with its lid open. I open up my
hillbilly, ridge-runnin’ lungs and holler, “Tank, tank, tank!” We
take off running and scramble up the side of that tank. One, two,
three — I'm four. We land on the floor, quick close the hatch,
and we are so thankful to be alive we’re laughing and slapping
and crying. And it hits me — Number Three is Townsend Wesley
Olcott III. And I say, “Ain’t you an officer-in-training?” And his
eyes get big as saucers and this boy who didn’t have two words
for me in boot camp hugged me like a brother.

Now, back then tanks were strange new things. All we knew
was they called ’em tanks ’cause they looked like water cisterns.
We might as well be sittin’ in a spaceship. No way I’m going to
figure out how to operate the thing. I look to Wesley, and he says



SANDERS FAMILY CHRISTMAS 23

sure he can do it and he starts talking about torque and differential
and whatnot. And I thought, Praise the Lord, this college boy’s going
to save us. Well, he fools around down there for seems like five min-
utes. And he’s puffing and sighing and he ain’t even got it started —
those bombs landing closer and closer — and finally I say, “Give me
a try.” I get down there and, thanks be to Jesus, you know what a
tank is? It ain’t nothing but a Caterpillar farm tractor with a shell! I
could’ve cultivated that grape field if I had a plow! Well, this im-
pressed One, Two, and Wesley all through to Sunday. So I gunned
*er up and said, “Let’s stomp some grapes!” I spied a steeple through
the peephole and headed towards that. Oh, what a sight.

’Course, we rejoined our outfits and I never saw Wesley again. But I
thank the Lord I knew him, ’cause he taught me one of the greatest les-
sons I ever learned. Philippians 2.7 says — call it for me, Mother —

VERA. “But he made himself of no reputation, and took upon
him the form of a servant.”

BURL. Amen. When Jesus came into the world, it wasn’t a sur-
prise. Everybody knew he was coming and was looking for him, but
they were looking for a king, setting up on a throne with a crown on
his head. Instead, he was born in a stable amongst the animals — an
ordinary person. He came as the poorest of poor so people would
have to take him on faith, not show. And I was just like those people
back then, looking for a King. I thought Wesley could save us just
*cause he had more money and schooling than me. But if the Lord
hadn’t led me to use my good down-home sense, I don’t know if I'd
be here celebrating Christmas with you today. Let’s sing, family.

(The FAMILY gathers.)

MERRY CHRISTMAS DOWN HOME

BURL.
WHEN I FIRST SET OUT TO FIND MY FORTUNE,
"'TWAS A COLD DECEMBER DAY.
HOW I MISSED MY LOVING HOME AND FAM’LY
ON THAT CHRISTMAS HOLIDAY.

SO I WROTE MY MOTHER AND MY FATHER,
FEELING BLUE AND ALL ALONE,
AND I TOLD THEM,

BURL and STANLEY.
“NO MATTER WHERE 1 WANDER,
I’LL BE THINKING OF CHRISTMAS DOWN HOME.
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THE SANDERS FAMILY.

“Y’ALL HAVE A MERRY CHRISTMAS DOWN HOME,

FOR THOUGHTS OF HOME CAN CHEER ME WHEREVER I
MAY ROAM.

I’LL HOLD THE SEASON DEARLY ACROSS THE MILES I'VE
GONE,

SO HAVE A MERRY CHRISTMAS DOWN HOME.”

BURL.
NOW ANOTHER LETTER I HAVE WRITTEN,
THIS TIME TO MY LOVING SON.
HE HAS TRAVELED FAR TO FIND HIS FORTUNE,
AS IN OLDEN TIMES I'D DONE.
“DEAREST BOY, WHILE YOU MAY TRAVEL YONDER,
*CROSS THE HILLS AND VALES AND FOAM,

BURL and VERA.
“JUST REMEMBER YOUR MOTHER AND YOUR FATHER
MISS THEIR BOY THIS CHRISTMAS DOWN HOME.”

THE SANDERS FAMILY.

LET’S HAVE A MERRY CHRISTMAS DOWN HOME,

FOR THOUGHTS OF HOME CAN CHEER YOU WHEREVER
YOU MAY ROAM.

SO HOLD THE SEASON DEARLY ACROSS THE MILES
YOU’VE GONE,

WE’'LL HAVE A MERRY CHRISTMAS DOWN HOME.

WE’'LL HAVE A MERRY CHRISTMAS DOWN HOME.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Thank you, Burl. And thank you
for your witness.

BURL. Well, Brother Oglethorpe, the Sanders Family believes
that witnessing is the most important part of our ministry.

VERA. That’s right, Mervin, now that we’re invited to the big
Sings and the radio stations, there’s not as much interest in the spo-
ken word. But I tell those radio people The Sanders Family has been
given two gifts — music and witness.

JUNE. We still like to talk a lot.

DENISE. Reverend Oglethorpe —

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Yes?

DENISE. It’s my turn.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Oh, no. Mrs. Sanders —

VERA. Denise will be singing tonight. Denise will not be wit-
nessing.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. (To himself) Thank the Lord.
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(Quietly, to MISS MAUDE and MISS MYRTLE) She’s just going to
sing.

I WONDER AS I WANDER

DENISE.
I WONDER AS I WANDER OUT UNDER THE SKY,
HOW JESUS THE SAVIOR DID COME FOR TO DIE
FOR POOR, ORN’RY PEOPLE LIKE YOU AND LIKE I.
I WONDER AS I WANDER OUT UNDER THE SKY.

(Halfway through the song, JUNE rises and starts to sign.)

DENISE.

WHEN MARY BIRTHED JESUS, "TWAS IN A COW’S STALL,

WITH WISE MEN AND FARMERS AND SHEPHERDS AND
ALL,

BUT HIGH FROM GOD’S HEAVEN A STAR’'S LIGHT DID
FALL,

AND THE PROMISE OF AGES IT THEN DID RECALL.

1 WONDER AS I WANDER OUT UNDER THE SKY,
HOW JESUS THE SAVIOR DID COME FOR TO DIE
FOR POOR, ORN’RY PEOPLE LIKE YOU AND LIKE I.
I WONDER AS I WANDER OUT UNDER THE SKY.

(At the end of the song, DENISE rushes downstage.)

DENISE. I'm sorry — I know I’m not supposed to witness.
Every time we come to Mount Pleasant Mama says I mortify her in
front of everyone in the House of the Lord.

VERA. Denise ...

DENISE. You do.

(The FAMILY is stricken. DENNIS is giggling.)

DENISE (cont’d). But I was just a little girl before, and now I'm
a woman.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Oh, no.

BURL. Denise ...

DENISE. Don’t worry, Daddy. I used to be silly and immature,
but all that’s changed. Y’all know Dennis and I are twins. I'm the
oldest by four minutes.

VERA. Dennis was a complete and total surprise. [ was half out
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of bed and ready to go home.

DENISE. Dennis and I go to Cullowhee Bible School. We cost
too much to go together, so we’ve been trading years. Dennis gradu-
ated last June. He’s a real preacher now.

VERA. And we are so proud.

DENISE. This is my last year on, so I’ve been doing a lot of
growing up and thinking and changing. And I can’t believe some of
the foolish mess I made y’all listen to. The first time I was here, I
told about slipping off from home and trying to be Scarlett O’Hara in
the movie. The next year, I got the idea to do my mission work by
talking about the Lord while giving ladies permanents — but all
their hair kind of broke off and a lot of 'em wound up changing
churches. Last year, Mama said she’d snatch me bald if I made a specta-
cle of myself in front of y’all again, but I went right on and told about
enrolling my sister June in a Christian Lonely Hearts Club.

JUNE. (Standing and raising her hand.) I'm not lonely.

DENISE. And Daddy got mad ’cause about twice a week for two
months some old man would come by the filling station looking for
June.

JUNE. (Standing again.) I'm not lonely.

DENISE. Looking back, I can see that this was the behavior of a
foolish little girl. Not the mature Christian woman I have become
today. So even though Mama and Daddy threatened me with a whip-
ping if I stood up and talked, I want to put their minds to rest and
apologize to all of y’all for my past behavior. Sometimes I just can’t
believe myself — I mean, what was I thinking? Y’all saw Gone with
the Wind — Vivien Leigh was way older than me. There’s no way
Mr. Selznick could have used me in that movie. When a part my age
comes along, he’ll call me on the telephone. And I did mess up those
permanents terrible, but look at Mama and June. It’s a little less than
a year and their hair grew right back. And I should have consulted
with June about the Lonely Hearts Club, but I was worried about her
becoming an old maid like Miss Maude and Miss Myrtle.

(MERVIN looks to the MISS M'S and practically passes out.)
DENISE (cont’d). And some of those men weren’t so bad. If

June had had some hair and could get out from under that old knit

hat, she might have had more luck.

(JUNE rises to strangle DENISE. DENNIS stops her.)

DENISE (cont’d). But those days are past. I have the rest of my
life to serve God and my family. I could become a missionary and go
to China, but with the war on, they’re not letting anybody go. And I
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don’t like rice. I could get marricd and start my own family, but
Mama says us children have aged her forty years and that’s forty
years I can’t afford if I'm gonna be in the pictures. I could work in a
hospital, except if Vivien Leigh couldn’t take it, I know I'd fall all to
pieces. I thank my brother Dennis for the inspiration for what to do
with my life. Dennis joining the Marines got me to thinking about
my part in the war. I needed something that would put my skills and
talents to good use to serve the Lord and my country. So tonight in
front of all of you and my family, I’d like to announce that 1 have
quit Bible School and joined the USO!

(VERA throws her hands up in the air. DENISE beams with pride.
VERA stands and approaches DENISE. MERVIN looks to MISS
MAUDE and MISS MYRTLE. BURL motions to STANLEY to
come join him downstage.)

DENISE (cont’d). I've never felt so grown up and in charge in
my life. I can sing, I can pour coffee, and [ can comfort these poor
boys who may go overseas and get killed.

(The connotation of “comfort” is not lost on BURL. STANLEY
quickly begins to play.)

DENISE (cont’d). (Over the music) 1 welcome the opportunity to
provide morale, doughnuts, and recreation-type services to our uni-
formed military personnel.

(VERA grabs DENISE by the arm and begins to pull her upstage.)

DENISE (cont'd). (Over her shoulder) Did y’all know USO
stands for United SERVICE Organizations? When [ think of all
those boys away from home, I just want to be their port in a storm!

STANLEY. (Quickly) Join us, Merv!

(BURL, STANLEY, and MERVIN sing as VERA hauls DENISE upstage
to giver her a talking to. JUNE and DENNIS look on with glee.).

CHRISTMAS IN THE MOUNTAINS
BURL and STANLEY.
THE MOUNTAINS AND THE MEADOWS ARE COVERED UP
WITH SNOW,

BURL, STANLEY, and MERVIN.
THE HOME FIRE IS BURNING BRIGHT, THE WINDS OF WIN-
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TER BLOW,

CHRISTMAS BELLS ARE RINGING, THE LIGHTS ARE ON THE
TREE;

IT’S CHRISTMAS IN THE MOUNTAINS, THAT'S WHERE I
WANT TO BE.

BURL, STANLEY, MERVIN, and DENNIS.

OH, SEE THE CHRISTMAS COLORS: THERE’S SILVER AND
THERE’S GOLD.

OH, SEE THE STARLIGHT GLISTEN UPON THE FALLING SNOW.

THE FAMILY'S ALL TOGETHER SINGING 'ROUND THE
CHRISTMAS TREE;

IT'S CHRISTMAS IN THE MOUNTAINS, THIS IS THE PLACE
TO BE.

(BURL tries to get VERA to join the singing. VERA is busy scolding
DENISE.)

BURL. Mother, this is your part.

(VERA reluctantly joins them downstage. She finishes the song with
he men.)

VERA.

THE CANDLE LIGHTS THE WINDOW, THERE’S WOOD UPON
THE FIRE,

THE CLOCK IS STRIKING MIDNIGHT, THIS IS THE CHRIST-

MAS HOUR,
THE CHILDREN ARE A-SLEEPING, THE GIFTS ARE
'NEATH THE TREE.

IT’S CHRISTMAS IN THE MOUNTAINS, THAT’S WHERE I
WANT TO BE.

BURL, STANLEY, MERVIN, and VERA.

OH, SEE THE CHRISTMAS COLORS: THERE’S SILVER AND
THERE’S GOLD.

OH, SEE THE STARLIGHT GLISTEN UPON THE FALLING SNOW.

THE FAMILY’S ALL TOGETHER SINGING 'ROUND THE
CHRISTMAS TREE;

IT’S CHRISTMAS IN THE MOUNTAINS, THIS IS THE PLACE
FOR ME.

PASTOR OGLETHORPE. Whew! Thank you. That was very
inspiring.
VERA. Dennis.
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(DENNIS stands and moves to the pulpit.)

DENNIS. My name is Dennis Sanders. I’m one of the twins.

VERA. He’s the boy.

DENNIS. (Speaking with confidence and sincerity) Reverend
Oglethorpe lets me stand here cause I'm a real preacher now. Since
last June. I’ve done eight sermons, four baptisms; one revival, and no
funerals, but that’s ’cause nobody died yet. You already know I'm
shipping out to boot camp day after tomorrow. I wasn’t drafted — I
enlisted. In the Marines. I'll probably see some of you fellas on the
bus with me Friday. But as much as Mama and everybody is carrying
on, I’m not scared a bit. No sir, I'm ready to go. Daddy gave me a 4-
10 shotgun when I was ten, so I know how to shoot. I can run and
crawl and duck. Daddy and Uncle Stanley say boot camp is hard and
fighting is worse, but it can’t be any harder than scything wheat, and
I’ve done that right alongside them, then gone home and milked two
cows and fed the chickens. David was a teenager when he faced Goli-
ath. So was Daniel in the lion’s den. I'm glad President Roosevelt
put us in the war. America should be the great arsenal for democracy.
And I want to be part of it. The Lord created war and He taught us
about war. The Lord called me to preach and the Lord called me to
do battle. I don’t know if they’ll make me a chaplain or a fighting
man — I’d be honored to be either. Jesus Christ was born this night
knowing just when and how he was going to die. I’m thankful I don’t
have that information ’cause 1 surely don’t have the courage and
strength of Jesus, but I know I’m right with the Lord and I’'m ready
to meet my Maker if He sees fit to take me. And if the Lord sees fit to
spare me, then I'll be there on the front line to pray the dying boys’
souls on into Heaven. This is not a sad time, this is a great time. This
is a Devil we can see and, like Jericho, knock him-down.

Before we get to singing again, I want to say “So-long” to all of
y’all at Mount Pleasant. You've been awfully nice to us, and I appre-
ciate it. Miss Maude and Miss Myrtle, pay no attention to my sister
Denise — you’re fine just the way you are. Reverend Oglethorpe,
you’re a fine preacher and you taught me a lot. Uncle Stanley, 'm
going to miss playing and singing with you. Denise, you won’t be
joining the USQ, so you milk Snowball and Bones. June, who always
listens and is on my side no matter what, take care of our dogs, Rusty
and Bobtail. Play with 'em and don’t let ’em get fat. Daddy, you’re
the bravest man I know. And lastly, Mama ... (DENNIS’s voice
cracks with emotion, almost crying. He quickly changes the subject.)

Psalms 144 — David’s prayer for victory.

Praise be to the Lord my Rock who traineth my hands for war and
my fingers for battle.
He is my loving God and my fortress, my stronghold and my deliv-



30 SANDERS FAMILY CHRISTMAS

erer, my shield in whom I take refuge.

Man is like a breath; his days are like a fleeting shadow.

Part your heavens, Oh Lord, and come down; touch the mountains,
so that they smoke.

Reach down your hand from on high; deliver me and rescue me from
the mighty waters, from the land of foreigners.

Amen. Let’s sing.

(DENNIS starts off the War Medley as the others gather round him.
JUNE joins the family by singing.)

ONWARD, CHRISTIAN SOLDIERS

DENNIS.
ONWARD, CHRISTIAN SOLDIERS, MARCHING AS TO WAR,

DENNIS and BURL.
WITH THE CROSS OF JESUS GOING ON BEFORE!

DENNIS, BURL, and STANLEY.
CHRIST, THE ROYAL MASTER, LEADS AGAINST THE FOE;

DENNIS, BURL, STANLEY, and VERA.
FORWARD INTO BATTLE, SEE HIS BANNERS GO!

THE SANDERS FAMILY.
ONWARD, CHRISTIAN SOLDIERS, MARCHING AS TO WAR,
WITH THE CROSS OF JESUS GOING ON BEFORE!

I’M ON THE BATTLEFIELD

THE SANDERS FAMILY.
OH, I'M ON THE BATTLEFIELD FOR MY LORD,
OH, I’'M ON THE BATTLEFIELD FOR MY LORD,
AND I PROMISED HIM THAT I
WOULD SERVE HIM TILL I DIE.
I’'M ON THE BATTLEFIELD FOR MY LORD.

KEEP ON THE FIRING LINE

VERA and DENISE.
IF YOU’RE IN THE BATTLE FOR THE LORD AND RIGHT,

BURL, STANLEY, DENNIS, and PASTOR OGLETHORPE.
KEEP ON THE FIRING LINE.
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