
NATIVITY PLAY for EIGHT VOICES plus ONE 
 
I’m the narrator. I have to top 
and tail this play, that will not flop. 
Think Every day, think History, 
think God in heaven, think Mystery. 
Think of A town under constant threat, 
A pregnant couple in rather a fret; 
think Christmas angels, Christmas folk 
(they’re you and me): let’s go for broke. 
 
I’m number one, so I’ll go first. 
My job’s to satisfy your thirst. 
I keep an inn, The Red White Hart, 
where every customer plays a part.  
Some call the midwife, lend their hands, 
while others gather swaddling bands. 
When all is done in the cattle shed, 
each one will wet the baby’s head. 
 
I’m second, so I’ll come in next. 
While hard at work, I get a text, 
says, ‘Follow the star that’s travelling west. 
Go peacefully; your soul will rest 
even as you search for a hidden king 
in the court, where power is a dangerous thing. 
You’ll find you’ve companions on the road, 
each with a heart’s gift to unload.’ 
 
Three is the number I like the most: 
The Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost. 
I’m third in the play, with my shepherd mates; 
we’re the tabloid crew, with our likes and hates. 
We were washing our socks – I’m only kidding – 
when an angel appeared, said, ‘Do my bidding’.” 
Then there broke in a heavenly chorus, 
because (said the angel), ‘Now God is for us: 
in Bethlehem, yonder, born for all, 
and laid within a manger stall.’ 
 
The fourth in line, it’s my turn now: 
I’m the rather put-upon cow 
who’s had her manger commandeered 
to cradle a child who’s just appeared 
among the smelly, cold, damp hay, 
his mother cooing, ‘Lully lullay’. 
I shouldn’t complain: it’s what we do, 
give birth, give milk, give life for you.’  
 
 

 
I wish I wasn’t number five, 
for I feel only half alive. 
No one loves me; they say my wrath 
makes me a murderous sociopath. 
My name is Herod, I’m head of state; 
the crown’s uneasy on my pate: 
an infant wants to steal my right - 
the people’s hearts - and my limelight. 
 
It’s time to own up: I am six; 
I’ve – ‘ow you say? – been shitting bricks. 
The angel said, ‘Fear not; but, see, 
it’s one big scandal. Honestly, 
dear God, it’s no surprise your friends 
are few, the way you make amends 
to folk who humbly try their best. 
Joseph I am. I guard the nest. 
 
Some say that I - in this play, seven - 
shine in the stars as queen of heaven. 
Well, that’s as may be: here on earth 
I have to cope with after-birth; 
and that means feeding, nurturing, 
and watching as the child takes wing 
upon a course God only knows. 
But let it be. The Spirit blows. 
 
So there you go. I’m eight, and last. 
My job’s to say that this here past 
is strangely present, if you will; 
that these seven parts, for good or ill, 
are like man’s seven ages: we 
can play them all. Nativity: 
we do it first at school; it’s why 
we still try hard through life to fly 
on angels’ wings, to praise the love 
that comes to us as God above.    
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