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GENRE:  Dramatic Monologue   

SYNOPSIS:  A weary wife in the midst 
of a divorce reflects on the process 
of making wine, and the similarity it 
bears to the Christian life.        

DIRECTOR’S TIP: It’s important that 
Kate not come across as overly 
self-pitying; she’s under enormous 
stress, but is managing to bear up 
under it…mostly.

TIME: 5 minutes 

CAST BREAKDOWN: 1F

THEME: Divorce, Marriage, Relationships   

SCRIPTURE REFERENCE: James 1:2-4, 12; I Peter 4:12-13          

CHURCH YEAR SEASON: Any

SUGGESTED USE: Sermon illustration, sermon starter      

CHARACTERS: 
       KATE

PROPS: A chair, gift bag, a bottle of wine with a bow on it 

COSTUMES: Contemporary 

SOUND: Wireless mics if desired

LIGHTING: General stage

SETTING: A suburban home
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ICE WINE by Molly Wu

Lights up. KATE enters carrying a gift bag and sits heavily, with a sigh. She frowns at the 
package for a moment before raising her eyes and addressing the audience:

KATE: My father’s always giving us gifts that we don’t need. 

She raises the bag.

Anniversary present. Every year, for the last nine years, my father buys Tommy and 
I a bottle of wine for our anniversary. Expensive wine. Which is nice, and thoughtful, 
except that…we don’t drink wine.

So—every year—the bottle goes into the cabinet over the stove. Where it slowly turns 
to vinegar.

She shrugs. Beat.

This year was our tenth, and my father calls and asks if he can ‘bring by an anniver-
sary present for the happy couple’—said he got us something very special this year to 
celebrate our ‘whole decade of wedded bliss’.

She reaches into the gift bag and pulls out a bottle of wine with a ribbon on it. She sighs. 
Looks at the label.

It’s called “ice wine”. 

My father sat on the edge of the sofa, explaining the process, while I tried to hold a 
grateful smile on my face.

Apparently the grapes are picked on the coldest moment of a winter’s night, after 
the season’s first frost. And each frozen grape is squeeeeeezed and compressed but 
produces only a single drop of ice wine. Which makes the wine unusually sweet and 
special and costly and I don’t CARE, Dad!

 She smiles helplessly and drops her head in her hands. 

Beat.

Because this will be our last anniversary. Tommy and I are getting a divorce—we just 
haven’t told the world yet. 

Haven’t even told the kiddos yet.

We’ve tried the counseling, we’ve tried the fasting and praying, but… (shakes her head, 
quietly) …if our Heavenly Father is giving any gifts at the moment, they’re ones we don’t 
need. So lately I feel like I’m the one who’s been put on the shelf. 
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