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Cast:
Joseph (Jos)


Mary

Scene:  a Middle Eastern house; we see Mary’s room and the hallway outside.  Her door is closed.  
She is kneeling by her bed, crying or near tears.

Mary:
Lord, what am I going to do?  Joseph said he won’t marry me now.  Without a husband, everyone will think the worst about me and the baby.  My parents will be disgraced, no one in town will want anything to do with me, and the Pharisees will probably want to stone me!  What am I going to do?  God, please, help me!
She bows her head, praying intensely.  Joseph hesitantly approaches the door from the hallway side.  He moves as if to knock on the door, then pauses and looks up to Heaven.
Jos:
Lord, please, help me do this right.  I think I’m an expert at doing things wrong.  I just didn’t know!  I really didn’t think what she said was possible.  But anyway, please help me undo the damage I’ve done, and not make things worse, and maybe even get things back to where they were supposed to be.  (pause)  Here goes...  (He knocks on the door.)
Mary:
Who is it?

Jos:
Mary?  It’s me.  Joseph.

Mary:
Joseph?  Which Joseph?  Is it the Joseph who loves the Lord, and loves me, and once promised me that he’d never break my heart?  Or is it the Joseph I met for the first time yesterday, the one who thinks I’m a liar and a deceiver and an immoral, cheating...?  (she breaks off crying)
Jos:
It’s the Joseph who’s here to admit that he’s a jerk who handled the whole thing wrong.

Mary:
(sniffling) I’m sorry, but I don’t know anyone by that name.

Jos:
Mary, please!  I’m sorry.  I was wrong.  You were right.  I’m the one to blame.

Mary:
That’s not the song you were singing yesterday.

Jos:
I learned a new song last night.

Mary:
What happened?  Did your father hit the roof when he found out about what’s happening with me?  Did he threaten to disown you if you didn’t make me an honest lady and marry me anyway?

Jos:
It wasn’t my father who changed my mind.  It was our Father.

Mary:
Our father?   I don’t understand.

Jos:
Remember you told me you saw an angel?

Mary:
Yes, that’s kind of hard to forget.

Jos:
You said he told you that you were going to bear the Messiah, and that God was His Father.

Mary:
And you called me a liar, and implied that I’d cheated on you.

Jos:
Mary, you never lied to me before.  You might be the most honest, virtuous girl I’ve ever met.  If it wasn’t for that, I would have turned you over to the Pharisees, and... you know what they would have done to you.  But I didn’t.  I couldn’t.  I was hurt, I was confused, I felt betrayed, but I couldn’t do that to you.

Mary:
You said you were going to break off our engagement instead.

Jos:
I wanted to do it quietly and privately, so nobody would be shamed or disgraced.

Mary:
But when I started to show, the Pharisees would find out anyway, and then what would they do to me?

Jos:
You don’t need to worry about that, Mary.  Our engagement is still on.  God stopped me from breaking it off.

Mary:
(stands, showing signs of life)  How did he do that?  Lightning from heaven?

Jos:
No, I think my head is too hard for lightning to make an impression on me.  He sent an angel in a dream.

Mary:
In a dream?  You’re sure it wasn’t just too much spicy food for supper?

Jos:
Even a knucklehead like me couldn’t be wrong about this, Mary.  The angel told me that you’re still the most honest, virtuous girl I’ve ever known, and that you told me the truth about... about the baby.

Mary:
You really saw an angel?

Jos:
I’m sure of it.  He said your child is from the Holy Spirit of God, and that he’s going to save our people from their sins.

Mary:
(opens the door)  The angel who came to me didn’t tell me that!  He said that God would give my son the throne of his father David, and his kingdom will have no end.  Are you sure you saw an angel from God?  Did he, at least, tell you what to name the baby?

Jos:
He said I should call his name Jesus.

Mary:
(visibly relaxes)  Okay, maybe it was the same angel.  My angel told me to call the baby Jesus, and neither of us has any relatives by that name.

Jos:
So we’re agreed on that much, at least?

Mary:
I suppose so.

Jos:
Will you forgive me for judging you wrongly?

Mary:
(thinks it over for a second, then embraces him)  Of course I do, you short-sighted, tactless, beautiful man!  (she releases him)  You’re not the only one who thinks he’s marrying the most godly person he knows.

Jos:
(sighs)  I really do feel bad about this.

Mary:
You mean, me bearing the Messiah?

Jos:
No, of course not that!  I mean putting you through the wringer emotionally.

Mary:
I’ll admit, it was probably hard for you to believe.  I wouldn’t have believed it myself if an angel hadn’t told me.  So... our engagement is still on?
Jos:
I’m not supposed to tell you this, but you’ve been through enough surprises already.  Our house is finished, and so are my father’s preparations for the wedding.  Sometime this week, you’re going to hear the neighbors shouting, “Behold, the bridegroom is coming!”
Mary:
(pumps her fist) Yes!  Oh, I can’t wait!  But there’s still one thing I need to know.  How do you feel about... my baby?

Jos:
You mean, our baby?  (she smiles and embraces him again)
Jos and Mary together:


Thank you, Lord, for answering my prayer!

The End
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