A Carpenters Tale
The dais of the church was set with an old communion table, set diagonally, which had wood-shavings scattered over it, and an old wooden plane on its side. Beside the table were two wicker baskets one with wood to use and one with old fashioned tools. A substantial wooden chair was placed on the front edge of the dias. Joseph enters from the back, the door, an imaginary fire is in front of the chair towards the congregation.
My name is Joe, I'm a self employed carpenter and I have a small workshop in the village where I live. People are always knocking on my door wanting something made or fixed - so I make a good living. 
Life and work were pretty settled.. but one particular knock on my door changed all that. She was young, slim and attractive. Her Dad's favourite chair was broken - could I “come round and take a look sometime soon”. She gave me her address, smiled, and was gone.  I knew something important had happened but wasn't quite sure what. In the weeks that followed I was surprised at how many things needed fixing at her place!

I grew to like her a lot. It was hard to tell exactly why, which I guess is the best way. She just seemed good and kind, so honest and approachable. She would ask about my day, and look at me intently with those soft brown eyes of hers. There should be a law against it, and there probably is, but found to be unenforceable. Eventually we got engaged. That's a pretty big deal in these parts - no going back! It really was all so perfect.

--------------------------------------

No2
Well, all so perfect until that fateful day. She came round as she often did as I was finishing for the day. Good at cooking, she started making us both a meal as I got washed and changed. 
Normally she would chatter through the process, but this day she just said very little.  At first I thought I had done something wrong, but gentle coaxing did not bring it out of her. 
After the unusually quiet meal she said she had something to tell me and it would be very difficult for me to accept it, but she really did love me.

We're pretty old fashioned round here. I've never played the field, never even cheated on a girlfriend; now the one I love and was to marry tells me she is pregnant! And that's not all, she says she hasn't been with anyone, but she has had a vision from God! 
I just couldn't believe what I was hearing. If it wasn't enough to cheat on me, now she insults my intelligence too with this crazy story. 
I was very angry inside, it was all I could do to quietly ask her to leave.

-----------------------------------------

No 3
I sat a long time in my chair before the fire. The embers were dying down and it seemed like my hopes and dreams with them. Months ago my life changed by a knock on the door, now it felt like the door had been slammed in my face. I thought I knew her, how wrong could I have been. Time passed, I didn't care. Eventually I fell asleep where I was.

I woke with a start! It was still dark and all that remained of the fire was cold ashes. But I had been dreaming. There was a tall, strong young man. He kept telling me again and again not to end the relationship, but continue with the wedding. I remember yelling at him about what she had done to me. He would listen quietly with understanding eyes, but tell me the same thing again. Eventually I said I would. I must be going nuts...

----------------------------------------

Use Luke 2 to introduce the census 

and get them towards Bethlehem.

No 4
Innkeepers wife: Sara
They came looking so tired. My husband tried to send them away. Huh, men are so useless, couldn’t he see she was due. Her eyes were rimmed with anxiety and the baby was clearly impatient to be in this world.
I got them into one of the caves across the pasture, the ones we use as stables in the winter, dry and warm. 
When I got them there, Jo helped her from the donkey, and Mary let out a cry of pain. He said ‘Does it hurt?’, – honestly, men are useless.
He did create a bed of straw, light a fire to heat water and make a cradle for the child. I have always said men are fine as long as they as they are told. Normally however, they are useless! 
In fact I gave him the baby while I took care of her – just a child herself really, and a long way from home. I was glad to help.
------------------------------------------------
No 5
When we got to the cave I felt so utterly inadequate. I was required for nothing other than to heat water and to wait.  Give me a wheel and I will make it round, but give me a woman like Mary and I am left scratching me head in wonder.

Then from the back of the cave some a sound, a baby’s cry echoed round the cave. In no time at all Sara was coming towards the fire bearing a bundle in her arms. ‘It’s a boy’, she said her face aglow with perspiration and joy. Then the infant is in my arms, with that crumpled look of all new-borns, still unwashed. I give the boy my rough finger and the baby seems to squeeze it. I tell you my heart melted. Then in no time Sara is saying ‘Enough’, and taking the baby told me to go to Mary. Then gently she began to bathe the baby in warm water washing him. 
Mary squeezed my hand so hard it reminded me of that time I got it trapped in my workshop vice! “What shall we call him?” I asked, knowing she would already have the answer. “Jesus”, she replied gazing at this new bundle of life, all washed and now in her arms. “He's important isn't he” I said. “Yes, very” she smiled “He will be a King, and His Kingdom will never end. Thank you, Joseph, you're a very special man”. 
---------------------------------------------------

No 6
This has become the most amazing moment of my life – life will never be the same. It’s as though, in all the years up to this moment I have never truly lived. My father died young, and his, but even if I live to be... 50(!) I will never, never know a moment like that. It was as though everything in the whole world changed that night, as though there was peace on earth, as though God really was with us. 
People are still knocking on my door - well, our door now. Strange people, important people, poor people. They don't want anything made or fixed, they just want to see our baby boy.
They bring gifts – shepherds brought a lamb, Magi brought gifts, what can I bring...

I tell you what I bring, 

I’d give my life for that little boy... 
OR

I’d give everything for our Jesus...
----------------------------------------------------
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