FOR A MOMENT THERE
Announcer:  Our story tonight takes place tonight in Bethlehem of Judea. Caesar Augustus issued a degree that a census should be taken of the entire Roman world. And everyone went to his own town to register.  So Joseph also went up from the town of Nazareth in Galilee to Judea, to Bethlehem the town of David, because he belonged to the house and line of David. He went there to register with Mary, who was pledged to be married to him and was expecting a child.  While they were there, the time came for the baby to be born, and she gave birth to her firstborn, a son. She wrapped him in cloths and placed him in a manger, because there was no room for them in the inn. 

Our story is fiction. There is no account recorded in the Bible about a man that lived just across the street from the stable where the Christ child was born. But we want you to use your imaginations to image that Holy Night and what we would you have done if we were there. 

Bro Dave enters from the back and keeps looking back as he approaches the stage. 

Can you believe it? 

Sending a pregnant woman, a woman about to deliver her baby, to a dirty, cold barn to spend the night! 

The nerve of that innkeeper! 

Sold every room he had at well above the normal rate for this time of the year only because he knew there would be a great influx of people due to the census of Caesar Augustus. 

“Supply and demand” he told me with a devilish grin on his face. 

“Supply and demand” indeed!  To him, it is all about chasing that mighty dollar.
He knew that those young couple had no choice; there wasn’t so much as a broom closet in all of Bethlehem that hadn’t been rented out tonight. 

He calls himself an innkeeper. I call him a scoundrel! 

Lining his greedy pockets through the misfortune of others! 

For a moment I almost told him what I thought of putting a pregnant young woman in a cold damp stable to spend the night! 

Unconscionable is what it is! 

Member of the audience: What’s wrong with making a dollar when the opportunity arises?

Bro Dave looks into audience, becomes annoyed 

Yes, for sure a workman is worthy of his hire, and he who provides service has full right to fair returns! 

But a barn is not a place of suitable lodging. And the sum he charged the young man from Nazareth was neither fair nor just! 

Member from the audience: Who are you?

Bro Dave looks into audience and frowns 
You’re asking who I am. You must be a stranger in town tonight also. I have lived here all of my life. My name is Thaddeus. 

I live just across the street from the stable that belongs to the inn. 

For several days I had watched the streams of visitors pouring into Bethlehem. From all over the country came these descendants of David, forced to come here, to register. 

Yes to be registered, to be numbered so that they might be taxed even more by this mighty Roman government. 

The Romans!  They are an overbearing lot of people, demanding more and more; allowing us to keep less and less of what we work so hard to earn. 

I tell you this; I stared in amazement, in disbelief, in horror, as The Innkeeper led that boy and his young wife to the staple. And left them there! In the night, in the cold night air! 
For a moment there I almost called out to that young couple to come and enjoy the warmth of my home. Of course I didn’t, after all, how I to know whom these two people was might be, and what danger they might pose to my family. 

I tell you, every shred of decency within me struggled as I saw what was going on. 

Over the next hours I watched from the safety of my home, curious as to whom this couple was. The night turned colder and I worried about that young couple, hoping that they would not suffer from the cold in that dingy old stable. 

I tell you, for a moment there I thought seriously about taking some blankets over to the barn, so that they would have protection from the biting cold. I didn’t, of course. My wife greatly prized her blankets, she made them with great care, and certainly it would not be right to put such beautiful works of art in such a dirty old stable! 

But my anger did rise, wondering how The Innkeeper could be so callous as to not take blankets to the couple! 

As I watched and listened from the warm safety of my house, several times I saw that young husband come out of the barn and pace back and forth. I had done such a similar thing that I knew that his wife was ready to deliver her baby. 

For a moment there I felt as if it was my duty to cross the road, to stand with that young man, to comfort and reassure him. I didn’t of course, who knows who this young man may be. For all I knew he could be a robber or even worse. But make no mistake, for a moment I thought seriously of being a friend to that young father-to-be. 

Then I heard the sound of a baby’s cry! 

A baby had been born! 

In that stable not 300 feet form my doorway! 

A newborn baby . . . in a filthy stable! 

In the silence I heard the young husband’s voice, excitedly shouting out. 

“Oh Mary, the Lord has given us just as He has told us!” 

And I heard the new mother answer back: 

“Yes. Joseph, a son! Just as the angel of the Lord promised! I remember the angel telling me, ‘You will be with child and will give birth to a son, and you are to give him the name Jesus.’  

I will have you know that for a moment there I thought of crossing that road, bringing that baby and his parents here, under my roof, that I might share in the excitement of their newborn child. 

I didn’t, my family was sleeping and the noise might have wakened them. 

Throughout that night I peeped through my window and once as I was looking I saw some shepherd boys come to stable to worship the newborn baby.
They were talking loudly saying something like “it is exactly as the angels have said.” Crazy talk why would angels visit lowly shepherds!
For a moment there I thought of walking across the street myself, to see exactly what was going on. I didn’t of course, I mean, it was a cold night, and I was comfortable in my own home besides the fire. Besides, you have to be careful about getting involved. 

Certainly I, like every educated Jew, believed that the Messiah would come, and that he would deliver his people, just as God had promised. 

But not as a baby! 

And not in a stable! 

And, for just a moment there that night I wished I could have such childlike faith, eager belief that would allow me to accept such a story, to believe so completely, against all odds, that this could indeed be the Messiah. 

But I am an educated man, not an uncultured peasant. We, the educated class, must not fall for every made up story, we must be the voice of reason in the world. 

What an incredible night it had been, like a dream really! 

Perhaps that is all it was, a very vivid dream. 

Who knows? 

But as I stood there in my home, a chill went through my heart. 

Just for a moment that night I feared that the events surrounding that birth in the barn might in some way impact on my life. 

 . . . . . Just for a moment. . . . 

Bro Daver leaves stage 
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