
My Son’s an Angel!
This sketch is meant to be light but not funny; poignant, but not sad; reflective, but not just factual. If there is a message, it is that God came down to live among us—and we should make time to reflect on that point.

The sketch is a monologue with the da’ talking as if he is speaking to another parent (gender unimportant), having arrived late to see his son in a nativity play. He should be wearing working clothes, eg football gear coach, or overalls, or suit and tie.

Dad comes to the front—talking into his mobile phone!

“Yes, yes, I’ll be back later. Just carry on with the drills I set. My notes are on the bench. Do some stamina training after. Right, got to go! Bye!”
“Oh, sorry (as if bumping into someone) I’ve had a bit of a rush…Yes, you’re right—it is a very busy time of the year! Always something to do. But it’s all for a good cause. You a parent of one of the children in the play?”

 “…Oh, he’s a shepherd. Which one?”
“…The one dressed as a fireman. Well, they try and make it relevant, don’t they. Not certain it works, though…”
“Do I have a child in the play? Oh, yes! My son’s an angel. 
“…The one with the trainers on? No—though he does look a bit like me, doesn’t he! No, my son is…. There, in the middle! 
“…Yes, the one who seems to have lipstick on. (Pause) It is lipstick! Just a phase—takes after his mother, you know. Mind you, he’s a great kid, really profound! The other day I was talking to him about my concerns about him dressing up as an angel, and he said to me, ‘Dad, angels must be as diverse as us! They wouldn’t have all been the same, would they?’ “

“Well, I didn’t know what to say. Never really thought about it that much. He went on to say, ‘Think about how they were feeling!’ I asked him what he was driving at. ‘Well,’ he said, ‘They were singing joyful songs because God had come to Earth to be among humans, but the angels must have known the script.’ Well, I just looked blank! ‘You know—what was going to happen to Jesus.’ “

“ ‘So?’ I replied. ‘Well,’ he said, ‘It stands to reason—they must have had conflicting emotions.’ Don’t ask me where he gets all these words from—must be school or his mother. He went on to explain to me that the angels must have been worried about God, Jesus, because they knew what was going to happen. Yet they also knew how momentous God coming down amongst us actually was for the world.

“It got me thinking about the shepherds,” (pause) “Because that’s us today! They would have gone back to their hillsides and homes buzzing. Do we ‘buzz’ at Christmas, reflecting and talking about God coming down to earth? I don’t know about you, but I certainly don’t. I need to set some different priorities—to make time for reflecting on what this season really is all about. Not easy in today’s hundred-mile-an-hour society, but really not that difficult either. Shame is, it took a ten-year-old to remind me…
“But didn’t I tell you? My son’s an angel!”
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