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GENRE:  Drama   

SYNOPSIS:  Mary looks back on her 
life shortly after Jesus’ return to 
heaven and sees how marvelously 
God was at work in every part of her 
life.

DIRECTOR’S TIP: In this script, the 
author has chosen to “set the 
stage” with a narrator. While this 
person only has a few lines to say, 
he or she plays an important part. 
The narrator sets the tone for the 
piece—in this case, a contempla-
tive one. Work with your narrator 
to make sure he or she is setting 
an appropriate tone for when Mary 
begins to speak. If your narrator is 
visible, have him or her exit quietly 
as Mary begins to speak. The narra-
tor’s job is to prepare the audience 
for what Mary is going to say.

TIME: Under 5 minutes 

CAST BREAKDOWN: 1

TOPIC: Christmas, Biblical Times    

SCRIPTURE REFERENCE: Matthew 1, Luke 2          

CHURCH YEAR SEASON: Christmas 

SUGGESTED USE: Used in conjunction with What Child Is This? and 
Guess What, Joseph, To tell the Christmas story       

CHARACTERS:  
 MARY, the mother of Jesus 
 NARRATOR  

PROPS: A simple wooden stool  

COSTUMES: First-century peasant costume. Mary must have a simple 
head covering. 

SOUND: Wireless microphones

LIGHTING: General stage

SETTING: Nonspecific. It could be Mary’s home, a garden or other 
secluded spot where she goes to meditate.

A CONVERSATION WITH HER SON
by Stephen D. Larson 

SAM
PLE

 

DO N
OT C

OPY 

SAM
PLE



2Copyright © 2011 by Drama Ministry

Lights up on NARRATOR. As she speaks, MARY slowly enters and takes a seat on a small 
stool. She is a woman in her late 40s or early 50s. She assumes an attitude of medita-
tion until NARRATOR finishes.

NARRATOR: More than three decades have passed since that memorable night in Beth-
lehem. Most of those years have been largely uneventful as the child grew in wisdom 
and stature, but the last three years have been a whirlwind of activity for the son of 
Mary and Joseph. These last years have been filled with many emotions for Mary—
pride, wonder, doubt. The course of recent days has struck her with fear, anguish, 
despair, and grief as her firstborn was betrayed, arrested, condemned, and executed, 
crucified between two common criminals. With bitter tears she saw his bloodied body 
laid in a borrowed tomb. With a heavy heart she mourned the loss of her miracle child.

And then came another miracle and, with that miracle, the blinding light of revelation 
as so much that she had never understood suddenly became clear.

Lights down on NARRATOR.

MARY: Where do I begin? How do I begin? Lord? Our Father? Jesus? My son?

As she thinks, she fingers the cloth covering her head. A faint smile touches her lips, and 
she lifts a corner of the cloth.

Do you remember this? Of course you remember it. How can you forget? Your father 
gave this to me the day I told him about you. I was so nervous that day, feeling out 
of control. I felt the same way the day you were born, the day I wrapped you in it to 
keep you warm. You were my little Yeshua, my firstborn, my special child. Oh, I loved 
your brothers and sisters when they came along—a mother loves all her children—but 
there’s a special place in her heart for her firstborn.

I treasured up those first days together, even though the conditions were, shall we 
say, less than ideal. Just holding you, looking at your face, made everything else seem 
insignificant.

I remember the time we thought we’d lost you as we were returning home from Jeru-
salem. I’ll admit that I was very upset with you when we found you in the synagogue, 
talking with the teachers, unconcerned that we were worried, as if it was the most 
natural thing in the world for you to be there. Looking back, I suppose it was.

When your father died, you became my strength. I used to watch you in his shop, 
working at his bench with his tools. How like him you seemed. You even smelled like 
wood, just like him. And yet I knew that there was no real part of Joseph in you. I know 
now that it was because there was part of you that was in him, the part that loves God.
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