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Cast:
Mary


Joseph


Baby Jesus (a doll will be acceptable)

Scene:
a stable in Bethlehem, in the morning light.  The baby is wrapped in swaddling clothes and lying in a manger.  Mary is lying in straw on the floor; Joseph is pacing back and forth near her.  Both are looking at the stable entrance.
Jos:
Well, that was different.

Mary:
Most parents of a newborn get visits from their family and friends.  We got a visit from a group of total strangers.  Shepherds, at that!

Jos:
Rather aromatic shepherds, at that.

Mary:
Still, I’m sure they meant well.  I mean, if an angel really appeared to them and told them to come see the baby, you can hardly blame them for doing it, even if it was a little awkward.  
I know I had no trouble obeying when an angel appeared to me!

Jos:
Mary, doesn’t it seem strange that we’re starting to take all these angelic visits for granted?  
I mean, for four hundred years, God has said nothing to His people.  And now, suddenly, there are angels are popping up all over the place!  First to your cousin Elizabeth’s husband Zechariah, then to you, then to me, and now to these shepherds. What do you think is going on?

Mary:
I’m sure it has something to do with our baby.  “The son of the Most High,” the angel called him.  Maybe God is finally going to do something for Israel!

(the baby makes fussing noises)
Jos:
Oh, no!  What’s wrong?  Is he cold?  Is he sick?  Are we making too much noise?  Should I try to find another blanket for him?

Mary:
He’s probably just hungry.

Jos:
Oh.  Hungry.  Okay.  But what do babies eat?  Should I get him some lamb?  No, that’s silly, he doesn’t have any teeth.  Maybe I can get him some porridge from the inn.

Mary:
Actually, Joseph, I think I can handle this one.  Would you bring him to me, please?

(Joseph brings her the baby.  She turns her back to the audience as though nursing the child.  The fussing sounds end.)
Jos:
I guess you were right.  Uhh... should I be watching this?

Mary:
(amused) Of course you can watch this!  We’re married, remember?

Jos:
Oh, I remember.  It’s just that... well, we haven’t acted married very much.

Mary:
We’ll take that one step at a time.  For now, let’s get this little guy settled.  We’ve all had a long night.

Jos:
(watches her approvingly)  Mary, you’re going to be such a good mother to that boy.

Mary:
And you’re going to be a wonderful father, once you learn to relax a little.

Jos:
Relax?  We’re living in a stable in a strange town, you just had our first baby, his cradle is an animal feeding trough, and he’s the Son of the Most High!  With all that on my mind, it’s kind of hard to relax!

Mary:
Joseph, speaking of that, I can’t help thinking there’s something missing here.

Jos:
I’m pretty sure there isn’t.  He’s got five fingers on each hand, five toes on each foot, two eyes... I counted them all myself.  Twice, just to be sure.

Mary:
No, I mean... if he’s really the Son of the Most High, then why haven’t we gotten any visitors, except for a handful of shepherds?  Where are the kings and the priests and the scribes and the members of the Sanhedrin?  If God is really making an entrance into His own creation, why hasn’t anyone noticed, except us?  Is it because we’re special enough, all by ourselves?

Jos:
No, I doubt that.  In fact, it might be because we aren’t special.

Mary:
What do you mean?

Jos:
Do you remember how you felt when the angel appeared to you?

Mary:
Of course I do!  I’ll never forget that moment as long as I live!  The first thing he said was, “Don’t be afraid,” and he had to say it, because I was afraid.  I was terrified at the sight of him!  I was speechless; I felt like I couldn’t move.

Jos:
I know that feeling.  I felt it too, when the angel appeared to me, and that was just in a dream!  Can you imagine what it would be like if God Himself just showed up and stood before us?

Mary:
I think I’d either run away in terror, or just melt into the floor.

Jos:
The Scriptures said that, when God appeared to Moses on Mount Sinai, all the people were deathly afraid, even the bravest ones.  Maybe God is coming in quietly, kind of through the back door, so ordinary people like us won’t be afraid of Him.  Maybe He wants us to be able to walk right up to Him, and even talk with Him.

Mary:
Imagine that, to be able to talk to God, and hear His words in return?  Is that what our baby is going to do?  But the rabbis say that Messiah is going to chase the Romans out, and take up the throne of his father David, and make Israel great again.  A powerful, conquering king wouldn’t have time for ordinary people, would he?

Jos:
Maybe not.  But then, the rabbis were wrong about the time and place of His coming, because He’s here, and they aren’t.  What if they’re wrong about the reason for His coming as well?  
I mean, the angel told me we should name Him Jesus because He will save His people from their sins, not because He’s going to chase the Romans away.

Mary:
So you think the rabbis missed the whole picture?  They’re looking for a mighty king born in a palace, not a carpenter’s son born in a stable.  You think they’re looking too high, and that’s why they missed him?

Jos:
They’re looking too high, but they’ve set the bar too low.  If we listen to the angels instead of the rabbis, that means God is going to do something much mightier than just reestablishing David’s kingdom.  He’s going to save His people – us – from our sins.

Mary:
To be forgiven?  To be really forgiven for every wrong thing I’ve ever done?  What an amazing idea!  What an amazing God!  Is our little son going to do all that?  (she yawns)  He’s not doing anything right now.  I guess he wasn’t very hungry.  I really need to get some sleep.  Would you mind...?

Jos:
Of course not, my love!  You just gave birth; you’ve earned some rest.  I’ll look after him while you sleep.  And I’ll try to relax.  (He unwraps a garment from around himself and folds it quickly)  Here, rest your head on this.  I’d hate for you to get straw in your hair.  (She lies down, and he covers her with a blanket.  He takes the baby.  After a few seconds, he resumes pacing.  He looks up.)
Jos:
God in Heaven...  (pause)  Actually, if this baby is Your Son, then maybe I should be praying to him.  After all, he’s a lot closer to me than Heaven is.  But... no!  I can’t pray to my own baby boy!  That would be like... idolatry or something.  Oh, God, this is so confusing, and a little bit scary.  I think the only reason Mary isn’t confused and scared is because she’s exhausted.  
It seems like You’re going to do something very, very big with this very small boy.  What should we do?  Seeing how you’re sending angels to talk to people again, do you have any guidance for how we should raise this child?  (long pause)  No answer?  Does that mean You’re ignoring me?  Or does it mean You don’t have any special instructions?  We should raise him just like any other firstborn son who was announced by angels and born of a virgin.  Sure, no problem.  How am I supposed to relax with a burden like that on my shoulders?  (pause; he looks down tenderly at the baby.)  But if I could know I was forgiven, then I really could relax.  Is that why you’re here, my little son?  If that’s true, then I think you’re the one with the burden on your shoulders.  (He looks up again)  God, please help me to be the daddy that this child needs.  Help me be a godly father, and help Mary be a godly mother.  That’s the best prayer I can think of.  Please, let it be enough.

The End
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