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a script from 

 “Letting Go of the Fear of Death: The Nurse”  
by 

Paul Neil 
 
 
 

What In this monologue, a World War 1 nurse shares her story of letting go of her fear. 
 
Themes: God’s Call, God’s Protection, Surrender, Fear, Love, Sacrifice, Salvation, 
Lent 

 
Who Sophie, female 18-30   
 
When 1917 
 
Wear 
(Props) 

Sophie wears a patch covering one eye and is dressed in some approximation of 
a World War I nurse’s uniform. This can easily be created with a few thrift store 
finds and a hat made of poster-board. You can find tutorials on the internet!  
Needs to have a scrap of paper she can pull from her pocket. 
Can be seated at a writing desk, or sitting on a stool or chair, or simply standing. 

 
Why 1 John 3:16 
 
How Think through the events that happened as you’re preparing to play this role. 

Give her some history, thinking through her life up until this point. How did she 
become a nurse? What’s her temperament like? What’s her relationship with 
God like? With her community? With her family? 
 
Giving her a life beyond what we see here will help you tell this story. You’ll 
know better how to carry yourself, how to sit, how to speak. You create the 
character based on the information you’re given in this monologue, and the 
more you understand her, the more depth you’ll give to this story. 

 
Time Approximately 7 minutes 
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Lights up. Sophie is seated or standing and addresses the audience.  

Sophie: Mother has always been an avid reader of the Louisville Courier-Journal, 
and it is a fine newspaper, so I know she is well aware of the big things 
happening here on the Western Front. She has followed all the 
developments in the Great War since it first began in 1914. But before I 
left the States six months ago, she gripped me by my shoulders and 
said, “Sophie, you must write to us as often as possible. Your father and I 
and your siblings will want to know how to pray for you.” 

 Mother is well-known for her powerful prayers. And I need them now, 
more than ever. But it is still hard to know what to write to them. My 
experience here in France has been so far removed from life back on the 
farm in Kentucky. I haven’t tried to make them understand, because I 
don’t know that it’s possible for them to understand. Still…it is time to 
write them again, if nothing else, to keep them from worrying. 

 In my previous letters, I’ve told them all about the beautiful French 
countryside surrounding our makeshift hospital. I’ve told them about 
serving alongside British nurses and French nurses and other American 
girls like me. I’ve told them how nursing school couldn’t have prepared 
me for the reality of mending war wounds. I’ve told them how I get 
homesick and how I long to hug them and sit on the porch with them 
on a warm summer evening. I’ve thanked them for their prayers, and for 
their support as I went to nursing school. I’ve told them how grateful I 
am that they did not discourage me when I signed on to leave home to 
be a nurse for our boys fighting the Great War. 

 But there is much I have not told them. I have not told them that the 
conditions are difficult in the nursing quarters. I have not told them that 
I’ve only been given the chance to bathe about once a week. And I 
haven’t told them about…this (points at her eye).  

 How can I describe what it was like the night it happened? What words 
can capture the feeling of going about your normal business, 
administering medicine, when a bomb dropped by a German Zeppelin 
shatters the wall? What language can I write that can tell them their 
baby girl has lost an eye forever? Can a letter home capture the 
hollowness of knowing I survived when four men in the ward did not? 

 During the three weeks I was hospitalized, Chaplain Duffy came to visit 
me. I had met him before. He is well known for his strong faith and his 
bravery. He has frequently accompanied medics into active battle, 
praying for them and assisting them as they gather wounded and dying 
soldiers. He prayed over me, and then I asked him how he does it. How 
can he walk into an active battlefield? 
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 Father Duffy thought for a moment, and then he told me a story he’d 
heard. A column of infantrymen was sweeping up behind a battalion 
moving toward the front. A lieutenant came upon a young soldier, 
uninjured but weary, who had collapsed along the way. “Please sir,” the 
young man said, “I think I am going to die.” The lieutenant laughed and 
said, “You can’t die without my permission, soldier, and I don’t intend to 
give it.” The lieutenant helped him to his feet and together they 
marched on. 

 Father Duffy said, “I won’t die until my commanding officer says I can, 
and while I’m not in a hurry, if He tells me to walk with those soldiers 
into battle where mortar shells are exploding and bullets are flying, I’ll 
do it. You see, young lady, I let go of my life for the first time the day 
Jesus forgave my sins. And again, when I said yes to God’s call to be a 
minister. And again, when I joined up with the Fighting 69th. And now 
every day, I let go of my life afresh and anew. After all, God gave it to me, 
so it’s only right that I give it back to Him to do whatever He wants to 
with it.” 

 (Pulls out a scrap of paper) I asked the Chaplain to pray with me, and 
after he did, he handed me a scrap of paper he’d gotten from a Bible 
professor in London. (Unfolds the scrap of paper) 

 “It is much easier to die than to lay down your life day in and day out 
with the sense of the high calling of God. For thirty-three years Jesus 
laid down His life to do the will of His Father. And as it says in 1 John 
3:16, “By this we know love, because He laid down His life for us. And we 
also ought to lay down our lives for the brethren”. If I am a friend of 
Jesus, I must deliberately and carefully lay down my life for Him.” 

 Don’t be mistaken. I want to return home to see papa and mother. I 
want to marry and raise a family. I want to be the best nurse I can be. 

 But I have a calling to fulfill. I will lay down my life…and take up my 
cross. 

 (As a prayer) Dear Father, give me the words to explain this to my family. 

Begins to write as lights fade to black. 
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