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Lent 2   Throwing stones

Luke 13:31-35

Cast - Jesus, memorized and amplified. 

Props - In order of encounter – black, purple and white cloth on the floor.

Production notes - Enters with brown cloth over shoulders. Discard to the floor and re-robe. Note the discarded cloths will eventually create a “nest” where the “eggs” (ie. stones) will be placed. Be sure the nest is created in a central location.

(enter from rear in brown cloth)

The road to Jerusalem in the days before Passover is a busy one as people make their way to the center of Jewish festivities. There were animals and people, sandals and stones. I was among them. I talked with the people, avoided the stones but mostly (beat, foreboding) I waited for the birds to come.

(discard brown in central location, robe in black cloth, flap as wings)

One noisy flock of Pharisees flapped their way to my shoulder. “Jesus! You must fly away from here!” they squawked, “Fly away from here for Herod wants to kill you. Herod wants to kill you!”

I told them, “You tell that fox that today I will be healing people of sickness and evil. And I’ll be doing more of the same tomorrow. But on the third day I will fly right into his city, right into the nest where God has laid my people.”

(discard black with the brown, robe in purple cloth, sadly)

O Jerusalem, God’s nest of promise. On this day, foxes are the least of my worries and crows are of no concern. (gather a an egg-like stones, hold lovingly in your palms) What concerns me, Jerusalem, is that you are the city that kills the prophets and stones the sparrows who are sent with a message. (throw down a stone) 

(generous pause here, discard purple and robe in white cloth, collect stones, gently)

Jerusalem if you only knew! How often have I desired to gather you together as a hen gathers her chicks under her wings but you, Jerusalem, were not willing. (coddle a few remaining stones then place sadly in the nest of fabric)

See, the nest will be left to you. Not too long from now I will fly away, higher than I could ever hope to explain. You will not see me again until the people say, “Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord.” 

O Jerusalem, this is the nest you have made.

(flap sadly and gently as you exit)
Karmen Krahn Fehr © Lent 2004 


