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a script from 

 “Heaven’s Child: A Monologue for Christmas”  
by 

Paul Neil 
 
 
 

What In this monologue, Mary recounts how she was afraid of the dark, until the 
angel appeared before her, announcing the coming Messiah. After Jesus was 
born, with the Light of the World in her arms, she had no reason to fear 
anymore.  
 
Themes: Christmas, Mary, Messiah, Fear, Darkness, Light, Salvation 

 
Who Mary- a young Jewish woman 

Optional- Joseph (nonspeaking) 
  

 
When Within the few days after Jesus’ birth. 
 
Wear 
(Props) 

Biblical garb, or something suggesting it 
Manger 
Baby prop wrapped in cloths 

 
Why John 8:12 
 
How The simplest staging for this is to have a prop baby wrapped in cloths, lying in a 

manger, with Mary close by. When indicated in the script, she can pick the baby 
up for the end of the scene. Alternately, Joseph can be holding the baby in the 
background, and can come to Mary at that point in the script and hand her the 
baby, then stay by her side for the end. If you don’t have capability for blacking 
out your lights, this works just as effectively if Mary simply enters and begins 
her monologue. 

 
Time Approximately 3 minutes 
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Stage is dark.  

Mary:  Are you afraid of the dark? Believe me, I know what that’s like. 

Lights fade up to reveal Mary, near the manger where baby Jesus is sleeping. 

 Many nights I would still be awake when the sun rose. I’d rise from my 
bed, help mother with the morning meal, and wander into my father’s 
shop. He put me to work, usually. Whatever project he was working 
on—a table, a chair, a door frame—he would give me a task. Never a 
huge part—sanding, or hammering a few pegs in. But it always gave me 
such joy to look at the finished product and know that I had a hand in it. 
Of course, most of the work was my father’s, but still…I had a part. 
Father always made the same joking remark, “Careful. Don’t let Joseph 
know how skilled you are, or he may put you to work in his shop!”  

Small laugh, then a beat. 

 But night would come again, and the fear would return. In desperation, I 
spent many days in the temple court, pouring out my heart to Yahweh. I 
did everything I could think of to be assured that I was remaining in His 
light. I fed the poor outside the temple gates and tended to the sick. 

 But there were still those nights. They came less frequently, but they 
came, nevertheless. 

 And then…one of those nights was interrupted. Unable to sleep, I was 
uneasy and unsettled. It felt like the shadows were closing in, despite 
my father’s assurances, despite my trust in Yahweh. 

 I knelt beside my bed and cried out to God for peace, and for His 
presence. 

 He hears our prayers. Of this, I am certain. 

 When I rose, I felt the shadows inside me begin to recede. And then 
suddenly…the darkness around me fled as a light like a thousand 
lanterns filled every corner. As my eyes adjusted, I saw a figure radiating 
light standing just a few feet away. 

Matter-of-factly, but with a hint of wonder. 

 The angel told me that God had chosen me for a miracle—that I would 
bring a baby into this world—a baby who would be The Messiah. 

Pause 
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 There are many things I could tell you about the next months, about 
breaking the news to Joseph, to my parents, to my friends. I could tell 
you about my journey to see my cousin Elizabeth, or about 
acquaintances who shamed me with disapproving looks and 
judgmental whispers. 

 I could tell you all of that and more, and perhaps someday, I will. I’ve 
stored it all in my heart. 

 But not tonight. Tonight, none of that matters. 

Mary picks up the Baby. 

 Because tonight, I get to hold this baby boy. All rosy-cheeked and 
chubby. 

 Just like those projects I used to help my father with, I know I had a part. 
But as much as I love Him already, this is not our child. This is heaven’s 
Child. 

 I’m not sure about everything that means. But one thing I’m sure of… 
I’m not afraid of the dark anymore. How could I be, when the Light of 
the World is sleeping in my arms? 

The end. 
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