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a script from 

 “Honestly”  
by 

Greg Teghtmeyer 
 
 
 

What This monologue presents an honest conversation between one person and God 
about trust and diving deeper into relationship with Him. 
 
Themes: Trust, Honesty, Questions, Doubts, Authenticity, Prayer, Struggling, 
Fear, Broken World, Purpose, God’s Love, Stepping Out in Faith, Monologue 

 
Who 1 male   
 
When Present 
 
Costumes 
and  
Props 

Casual attire, appropriate for the church setting the actor is in.  

 
Why Psalm 22, Isaiah 65:24, Jeremiah 33:3, Philippians 3:10, Proverbs 3:5, Jeremiah 

17:7, James 4:8, John 15:5, Deuteronomy 31:6 
 
How The actor should take the stage as if expected to say something ‘churchy’. The 

impact of this piece is an honesty and intimacy that stands out of the routine 
service format. It should feel almost like an interruption. This piece could be 
used as a call to worship, or a bookend at the end of a worship set, prior to 
message. 

 
Time Approximately 3-5 minutes 
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Lights up on lone person on an empty stage.  

Actor:  This is where I’m supposed to give the epic, rallying cry. I know. I’m 
supposed to spin up a great wave of hope and excitement. Invite your 
wind to blow across the sparks in our hearts and start an all-consuming 
fire. Incite a riot. Stir up the team with another, grand half-time locker 
room speech.  

 Honestly? I have never doubted what you are capable of. Your power. 
How big you are. That you know all, can do all. Or that you are good. 
Well. Almost never. Mostly, I have no doubts that there isn’t anything 
you can’t do. So, it should be surprising that, when I hear I should trust 
you, really trust you, I sometimes still shudder. I am afraid. Not because I 
doubt you can. But because I doubt you want to. 

 I’m not trying to be difficult. I want to trust. I’m just being real. Just 
speaking, honestly. So, what is on my mind today, what gnaws at my 
soul, is more of how I want to be than how I really am. I hope that’s 
okay? 

 See, there are just things I have a hard time getting past. Boundaries, 
facades. They’re cheap veneers that I can almost see through, and I 
know they aren’t reality. And I’m squinting and peering as hard as I can 
to make out what’s behind them. It’s just hard sometimes. 

 It’s like I have this itch in my soul. This ache. And I know it’s for you, for 
the You I long for, and not for the one-dimensional, flannel graph 
version of you that I seem to be limited by in my perspective. I haven’t 
had very good examples set of who you really are. And my own 
experience has created enough cognitive dissonance for me to 
continually pose that question; “Is this really who you are? Can I really 
trust you? Can I really trust that you want me?” But it’s that itch in my 
soul that keeps me going. 

 Because I’m fed up. And tired. Tired of shining up my dry bones every 
morning, cramming stuffing into my chest and donning the cheap but 
flashy apparel of the American Dream, in hopes that no one sees the 
gaping hole that you created to be filled by you. I’m fed up with being 
fed a lie about what a 21st Century man is, and what I should live and 
strive for, and how important things are that really aren’t important at 
all. I’m fed up with wasting my time and energy on just another funeral 
march closer to the grave. I’m fed up with being civilized. 

 I want to be barbaric. To dare. To be fully alive. I want to get more of you 
than just a once-a-week Sunday School lecture that loses its way from 
my ears to my soul as it reverberates off concrete, church basement 
walls. I want to believe that you love me like you say you do, without the 
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limitations I’ve experienced from all the bad examples set and lies I’ve 
bought into. I want to believe those love letters you’ve written were 
really meant for me, and not just everybody else. I want to tear off that 
shroud and bare that gaping chasm of my heart, and really invite you in. 
To let you flood into me. I want to let You tell me who I am, and really 
live, from out of that knowing.  

 So, I’m standing, right here. I may doubt. I may have questions. But I’m 
not leaving. Maybe I can even take a tiny, tenuous step closer to the 
edge—scared and excited as I really am. And all the while I inch forward. 
That itch in my soul grows for you. Maybe, I’ll finally do what I really long 
to do, honestly, which is to let go of my illusion of security and leap 
head-first off the edge, dive right through that paper doll version of you 
that I’ve created and swim deep in the vast, limitlessness of you. Let 
your tide take me where it takes me. And know it’s exactly where I 
belong.  

Fade to black. 
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