
Jaden Nicita 

Mrs. Sullivan 

Language Arts Period 2 

5 December 2017 

                                                      Jurassic Jesus  
It was holy night in Bethlehem. The thin, crisp wind gave a subtle breeze that 

produced a perfect atmosphere. The golden stars twinkled in the cold black night 

while the lovely angels sang with delight. It was a special day, one that will live 

through the ages, the birth of Jesus. You know the Christmas story, the virgin Mary 

gave birth to Jesus the “Son of God”. People from all over came, the wise men, the 

shepherds and of course the Angel. It was such a peaceful scene, the birth of a 

savior, how exciting! Tears of joy ran down the faces of everyone. They had all 

presented the new born with their intricate, antique, and meaningful gifts. All was 

right, silent, and simply beautiful, until...  

 “Rawwwww!” whaled out a noise in the distance. “Rawwwww!”. The noise struck 

louder. The barn trembled as the noise approached. Pieces of sharp, flaky wood 

began to storm down from atop the barn. Everyone was in terror! The shepherds 

leaped out to protect the helpless sheep, and lambs. The wise men (being as wise as 

they are) had bolted out of the crippling barn. As for everyone else, their main 

priority was to protect little baby Jesus. They did everything in their power to twist 

and turn him away from the falling debris. Mary cradled her young to prevent him 

from shaking, because of the trembling ground. Then suddenly, it all just paused. The 



previously violent shaking just abruptly stopped. You could hear the squeaks from 

the dangling pieces of prickly wood that barely could hang from the ceiling. Just 

when they thought it was over, the terror struck again as a Tyrannosaurus Rex 

sniped off the remains of the sharp roof. Everyone looked at the beast stunned as 

its monstrous head creeped down to rip the poor baby out of Mary's hands and 

trapped it inside the hot, humid, stench hole known as the dinosaurs mouth. Tears 

came rolling down Mary’s face, as the Tyrannosaurus Rex gobbled down the 

helpless child. 

 “Why would you do this?!” Mary screamed in the creature’s direction.  

As a reply the T-Rex gave out one last, giant, monstrous, spine tingling...  

“Jaden! I believe it’s time we should get ready for the beginning.” 

“Fine, Grandma!” I called back as I put down my T-Rex toy and began to clean 

up the Nativity scene. One by one I grabbed the flaky wooden figurines, Mary in her 

silky blue dress, and Joseph wearing a baggy brown robe. I grabbed the star of the 

scene, the T- Rex. It was a gift from my Nana last Christmas, and I’ve loved it ever 

since. It’s rigged, rough texture and blood red eyes made it a devastating foe. I can 

remember the hysterical laughs from everyone there, though I didn’t understand 

why they were laughing. A T-Rex was totally part of the birth of Jesus! As a 

frustrated three year old, I sat down next to my grandma reluctantly, mad at her 

for ruining my fun. As we waited for the service to begin, I muttered out one last 

sentence, “Church is so boring!”  


