At the Registrar’s

Set in the office of the local Registrar for the Sinai District, about 5 BC.

two characters:
Registrar: efficient, but likes all the details to be regular and normal.

Joseph: a bit unsure about how to tell his story.

Preparation

Position a desk where all can see it. Place a chair on either side as for a consultation. Place on the desk a large volume -the register and a pen, sheet of paper, official stamp and a registration certificate.

The drama

Registrar is seated behind a desk. Joseph sits in front of the desk, behaving in a slightly nervous manner.

Registrar: 
So you'd like to register a birth. Was the baby born in this area?

Joseph: 
No Bethlehem. In Judaea, you know.

Registrar: 
I know it. Well, I've heard of it. So why aren't you registering there?

Joseph: 
Because the Registrar will tell the king if we do. 

Registrar:
 Well, of course. That's a Registrar's job after all; it's what we're here for.

Joseph
No this is different. The king of Israel is going to kill all the baby boys born in Bethlehem, because he thinks that one of them will take HIS job. We were really scared, my wife and I. We just ran for it, down to Egypt. We stopped here for the night, and noticed your office. It seemed as good a place as anywhere else to register him.

Registrar:
 Alright. Yes, I can do it, then. (Reads as from an

official form and writes down the replies.) Place of

birth? ... Bethlehem, you said. Province, if not local? 

Joseph: 
Judaea.

Registrar: 
Is that one 'A' or two? ... Two, I think. Perhaps the other details are more straightforward ... Child's name? ,

Joseph:
Jesus.

Registrar: 
Mother's name?

Joseph: 
Mary.

Registrar: 
And you're the father?

Joseph
Yes ... Well, no ... I am and I'm not.

Registrar
 Someone else is the father?

Joseph 
Yes, sort of ... Yes, definitely ... but not the usual way, if you see what I mean.

Registrar 
No, I don't. But you'd better give me his name, all the same.

Joseph
Could I write it down for you? That might be easier.

(Registrar offers him a pen and paper. He writes.) 
Registrar: 
You've written it down backwards.

Joseph: 
No, I haven't. That's Hebrew. It's a Hebrew name. 
Registrar: 
So the father's a Hebrew? We need to know ‑ statistical returns and all that. Nationality of father - Hebrew. Right?

Joseph: 
Yes ... that is, no ... It's not as simple as that. 
Registrar: 
Well, I've put Hebrew now. How do you pronounce that name anyway?

Joseph: 
We don't usually. We've almost forgotten how to. I could whisper it. (Leans forward and whispers towards the Registrar.)

Registrar: 
YAHWEH? (very loudly - Joseph is appalled.) That's a new one. We've had every Tom, Dick and Harry here. But never a Yahweh before. Father's

occupation. 
What does he do, this Yahweh, to keep body and soul together?

Joseph: 

Nothing ... I mean, he doesn't actually NEED to do anything.

Registrar: 
Doesn't need to do anything. Aristocrat, landowner - what category shall I put him in? What is he, this Yahweh?

Joseph:

He's a God ... I mean he's the God ... He's God.

Registrar: 
Yes. Now we've not had a God before at Sinai - not recently. The place rocked a bit last time we had one, so I'm told. We're not too keen on Hebrew Gods. So let's see if we can get this God down to earth. Let's put some flesh on the word, and use some human language - if you don't think he'll mind that. What does he do, this God of yours? What does he actually do?

Joseph:

Oh, the usual. Creating, redeeming, sustaining. Inspiring scripture, healing the sick, sanctifying sinners, binding up the broken-hearted, challenging the proud, keeping the angels under control. Ask any theologian.

Registrar: 
What a mouthful. Let's just take the first three. That'll fill the space on my form quite nicely. Three jobs is enough, even for God, I should think. He'd need a split personality to manage any more. Creating, redeeming and sustaining. Making, mending, and maintaining. A sort of glorified carpenter really. That'll do. Father's occupation - carpenter.

Joseph:

Well ... that might give the wrong impression.

Registrar: 
It'll have to do, son. Gods create a lot of wrong impressions, if you ask me. No doubt there'll be a few more ahead. Anyway, there's your certificate (stamps it and hands it over).

That'll be one shekel, please - half for me, and half for the emperor. Safe journey to you. I hope you know the road better than those three chaps on camels who came through here the day before yesterday. Talk about a roundabout route.

Joseph: 
Well they did, actually.
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