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JESUS, THE UNMATCHED GIFT 

Candle-lighting Monologues for Advent 

By Amanda Renée Bishop 
 
SYNOPSIS:  Real, relatable 21st-century characters grace your service each 
Sunday of Advent to share from the heart before lighting the Advent wreath 
candles. Their slice-of-life moments line up with the Advent themes of hope, 
peace, joy, and love. Just one character per week eliminates the need to 
coordinate busy holiday schedules for rehearsal. The themes, monologists and 
descriptions are: 1. Hope—Widower Nathaniel finds a reason to hope again 
when carolers and a Christmas card ease his loneliness. 2. Peace—Gift-
wrapper Amy’s previously grumpiest customer makes peace with gentle words 
and a token of gratitude. 3. Joy—EMT Mike appreciates joy served by the 
plateful at the end of a trying day. 4. Love—Office employee Sally has a “what 
can go wrong, will go wrong” day at work—but a loving gesture at dinner 
makes all the difference. Easy and effective. 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(1-2 females, 1-2 males) 

 

First Sunday of Advent: Hope 
NATHANIEL (m) 

 
Second Sunday of Advent:  Peace 

AMY (f) 
 

Third Sunday of Advent: Joy 
MIKE (m) 

 
Fourth Sunday of Advent: Love 

SALLY (f) 
 
DURATION: 4 scenes, 3-5 minutes each 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 
 
SET:  Each week’s monologue will need an Advent wreath and candles, along 
with a candle lighter with a long wand. You will also need a coat tree, end 
table, and chair.  Amy (week 2) needs a folding table set up with wrapped 
Christmas presents on top. 
 
PROPS:  A Christmas card for Nathaniel (week 1); a plate, a fork, and car 
keys for Mike (week 3); and a small piece of paper for Sally (week 4). 
 
COSTUMES:  Each character needs a coat. Nathaniel should dress casually 
and age-appropriately, and he needs a hat. Amy needs a bib-style apron with 
Christmas gift bows stuck to it. Mike should wear an EMT uniform or, if one 
is not available, a casual outfit (such as he would change into after work). 
Sally’s outfit should be consistent with what one wears in an office work 
environment, but she should wear pants with a pocket. Additionally, she needs 
to wear obviously mismatched socks. 
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HOPE 
First Sunday of Advent 

 
AT START:  A Christmas card should sit atop the end table. 
NATHANIEL, a widower, enters wearing a coat and hat. He removes 
them and places them onto the coat rack, then turns to face the 
audience. 
 
NATHANIEL:  It sure is nice to have sunshine coming through this 

window again. (Pretends to look out a window.) You see, for several 
years I sat in this house alone, in the dark. I closed myself off from 
the world when my Margaret died. I just didn’t know how to 
exchange pleasantries with others anymore when my heart felt like 
it lay in a thousand pieces. Each day felt longer than the one before. 

 
 That all changed, though, one day last December. I remember it 

was a Monday evening. (He sits down on the chair.) I had just sat 
down in my chair and was going to eat my supper while watching a 
little TV. It’s my evening routine. That night though, someone rang 
the doorbell. That bell hadn’t rung in so long. (He stares blankly out 
into the audience with a pregnant pause as if he’s remembering.) I 
finally snapped out of my shock and made my way to the door… 
(Stands up and pretends to open a door.) just in time to see the kids 
turning onto the sidewalk. I wanted to yell out, “No! Please don’t 
leave. Come visit me. I’m lonely.” I didn’t, though. I figured they 
probably had the wrong house.  

 
 Just as I was about to shut my front door again, a little girl turned 

and saw me. She said her name was Chloe. She called out to the 
others, and they came running to my door. Chloe said, “Merry 
Christmas, sir. Jesus loves you. Could we sing a few songs for 
you?”  

 
 I agreed, and as the children sang about the birth of the baby Jesus, 

I felt something stirring inside. Their sweet singing about the Christ 
child gave me hope. Hope for the next generation, hope for a 
Christmas a little less bleak than the one before, and hope for 
myself, that perhaps I could smile and mean it once again. As the 
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children turned to leave, they gave me a Christmas card that each 
of them had signed. (Picks up the Christmas card from his end 
table.) It was this one right here. That simple act of caring started to 
give me back my life. After that day, I opened the curtains, I went 
into the neighborhood more often, and I even started going to 
church. I still miss my Margaret, but now I know Jesus, and he is 
helping me to move forward. May we remember to share Jesus, the 
unmatched gift, and his hope this Christmas.  

 
NATHANIEL lights the first candle, the candle of hope. 
 
 

PEACE 
Second Sunday of Advent 

 
AT START:  AMY, a Christmas present wrapper, stands at a table, 
surrounded by wrapped presents. She is wearing an apron with 
Christmas bows stuck to it. 
 
AMY:  Welcome to my wrapping station! My name is Amy, and this is 

my home-based business. I just love this time of year! It’s so much 
fun wrapping presents for my customers. I feel like I’ve wrapped just 
about everything over the years, from bowling balls, bikes, and deer 
antlers, to ice skates, retainers, and one time, even a paper napkin!  

 
 I know it sounds strange. Who in their right mind would want a 

napkin wrapped? It’s a true love story, however. You see, the 
napkin held sentimental attachment. It contained the question, “Will 
you go out with me on Saturday night?” A shy guy, Mr. Timmons, 
wanted to ask this beautiful lady out for two years, and this was all 
the nerve he could muster. If she said no, at least it wouldn’t be face 
to face, and he wouldn’t have to hide his despair. That was the start 
of a wonderful relationship, and Mrs. Timmons wanted to give back 
that special gift on their forty-fifth wedding anniversary, which just 
happened to be on Christmas Eve. (She smiles widely, as if reliving 
the memory.) Oh, I should mention that there was an added 
sentence this time, and the napkin read, “I still say yes, and always 
will. Love, Tilly.”  
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 It makes my day when I see a smile on my customers’ faces as they 

leave my wrapping station. I started this business ten years ago to 
make a little extra income, and it turned into a ministry to share 
Jesus’ kindness with others. You see, not everyone that comes here 
knows what true peace is all about. Some need encouragement or 
a listening ear, and some just need to see a smiling face in the sea 
of negativity. 

 
 I have one repeat customer each year, though, that would test my 

patience and leave me feeling quite defeated. Each year I wondered 
which day Mr. Turnbell would show up, and each day I prayed that 
when he showed up, I would make every effort to be at peace with 
him. That I would hold my tongue when he said rude things to me. 
I knew I could never do it without God’s help. Sometimes I just 
wanted to let him have it.  

 
 This year was different, though. I saw Mr. Turnbell coming from a 

distance, and I braced myself for another negative encounter. As 
he approached my station, he laid a present down for me to wrap. 
We exchanged a few pleasantries about the weather, and I noticed 
he hadn’t said anything negative yet. Something seemed different 
this time. As I finished the present and went to hand it to him, 
(Pretends to hand a present to someone.) a look flickered across 
his face, something that in all these years of wrapping his presents 
I had never seen him express before. That would be a smile. He 
looked me straight in the eye and said, “Thank you. You always do 
a good job wrapping presents, and you have always been so nice 
to me. I’m sorry that I haven’t reciprocated your kindness in the past. 
I hope to do better from now on.” Then he handed me a gift and 
said, “Here. I bought this present for you. Merry Christmas!”  

 
 He turned, and just like that, he was gone. I will never forget that 

day. It is etched on my heart. So, when you feel tired and peace on 
earth seems far away, just remember that showing kindness to 
others makes a huge difference. Even if we don’t always see it. May 
we remember to share Jesus, the unmatched gift, and his peace 
with those around us this Christmas. 

This perusal script is for reading purposes only.
No performance or photocopy rights are conveyed.



8 JESUS, THE UNMATCHED GIFT  

 

 
AMY lights two candles. Hers is the candle of peace. 
 
 

JOY 
Third Sunday of Advent 

 
AT START:  MIKE, a local EMT or firefighter, enters wearing a coat 
and holding a plate, fork, and car keys. He places these objects on the 
end table and hangs his coat on the coat rack. 
 
MIKE:  It’s so nice to be home again and to get a little rest. It sure will 

be great to sleep in my own bed. The one at the station gives me 
cricks in my back. (Holds back and moves around, adjusting his 
back.) My name is Mike, and I’m an EMT and firefighter. I’ve been 
on call for the last week, sleeping at the station. We have had more 
calls in the last week than any other week this year. I’m the guy you 
never want to see, but I will be there for you if you are in need.  

 
 Some of the calls we have had this week were simple—thankfully, 

not life-threatening. I believe we helped cats down from trees on 
four different occasions. One cat really had himself stuck. 
Apparently, his owner went out to hang Christmas lights around his 
yard. The cat, Gizmo, is the man’s constant companion and follows 
his owner everywhere. This time, though, Gizmo should have 
stayed in the house on his warm cat bed. You see, the owner got 
distracted hanging the lights and maybe even a little bit dizzy from 
going round and round those trees. At one point the guy said he 
even tried to write the word “joy” with lights on the front of his house, 
but he forgot the letter J and all it said was “oy.” I guess that word 
was fitting for the man’s day. You see, after he completed hanging 
all the lights he had, the man went inside to rest. He noticed soon 
after that his cat was missing. He found Gizmo some time later. 
Gizmo was hanging like a Christmas ornament on one of the trees! 
In the man’s daze of dizziness, he had wrapped the Christmas lights 
right around his cat and there he was, stuck to the tree and lit up in 
neon green! That is where I entered the scene. I was able to rescue 
the cat with no harm done. Gizmo is now safe and sound and being 
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spoiled like Garfield by his owner who, ironically, is named Jon! Ha 
ha! Although that was a funny and harmless rescue, not all of them 
go that way. (Turns serious and sits down on chair.)  

 
 A few days later, we had one of the most difficult rescue attempts 

ever. (Looks down for a moment, sad.) I wish each person that I try 
to help could be saved, but that’s not always the case. I won’t go 
into the details of the situation, but it’s one that I won’t soon forget. 
(Rubs his eyes.) Right after that horrible situation, my fellow workers 
and I returned to the station to gather our wits about us. As we 
entered our living quarters, we tried to figure out what we could eat. 
Although we didn’t have much of an appetite, we knew we needed 
to eat to keep our strength up.  

 
 Just then, a ring came from our front door. I was still so wound up 

from the last call that I thought it was our fire bell and that we were 
being sent out on another call. (Jumps up out of chair, startled.) I 
started to run towards my gear when thankfully, my friend Sam 
reeled me back in and reminded me that it was simply the doorbell. 
An enthusiastic group waited at the door, and they were holding 
enough food to feed an army. Well, at least that’s what my weary 
eyes saw anyways. The group told us they were from a local church, 
and that they would like to provide food for the next week for each 
of our workers. That was four days ago. They’ve been showing up 
each night with delicious meals. In fact, tonight they showed up right 
before I went off duty, so I was able to bring some food home. (Picks 
up the plate and fork from the end table and pretends to eat.) 
They’re feeding us joy, is what they’re doing! 

 
 Now I’m home for a few days and have some time to think. You 

know, that sure was generous of those church folks, taking the time 
to make all that food for us emergency workers. It brought us joy 
after a stressful situation. I might just try going to their church 
sometime. (Takes another bite, pauses, and then stands to face the 
audience.) If I come to your church, would you share Jesus, the 
unmatched gift, and his joy with me?  

 
MIKE lights three candles. His is the candle of joy.
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