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Lent 4   The Stone Wall

Luke 15:11b-32

Cast: The father, memorized, amplified

Preset: scattered stones

Production notes: As indicated, build a wall, dismantle the wall by lining a path

I had two sons, one estate and thousands of stones. One day the younger of the two said,

“Give me the share of property that will be mine someday.” 

So I divided the estate with a decision.

He divided the estate with a wall.

(quietly assemble a low row of stackable stones)

After several days of preparation my youngest son left. I’m assuming he waved but then, I had no way of knowing for the wall he built was too high.

His journey took him to a foreign country - far away from our religious practice.

His journey took him down the road of frivolous living  - 

farther still from the dignity of a rightful inheritance.

His journey took him to a pig farm. Even without the wall, without the distance 

I’m not sure I would have recognized him.

In his heart I knew he was just lost.

In my heart I felt he was dead.

Now, word does not spread about one misfortunate boy in a foreign country, craving the food of the swine he feeds. I had no way of knowing he was face down in the mire, fashioning a confession he would present to me at the stone wall. But word does spread about famine and on the day I heard of it, I resolved to dismantle the barricade. 

(as you’re talking, create a gate in the “wall”, line the pathway toward the congregation)
One by one I used his stones to line a path, a way back to the temple, back to the table (beat) and back to me. And then I waited. In some far off place he rose, and came to me.

His decisions had taken him quite a distance but while he was still far off I saw him coming. I was overwhelmed with compassion. I ran to him and I could (beat) because the wall was down. He was in my arms when the confession began, “Father, I have sinned against heaven and before you. I am no longer worthy to be called your son. I’ve come to take down the wall.” 

(with strong eye contact and genuine assurance) My children will need to know that their return is always more important than their confession, for all I needed was to have him within arms’ reach.

Now my eldest son was in the field at the time and as he approached I’m sure the first thing he saw was that the wall was gone. Over the music and dancing one of the servants explained how I had prepared a feast in celebration of his brother’s return. 

I came outside to find my eldest son with a rock in his hand. He was angry and refused to come in. “All these years I have been working for you and never once have I built a wall on your estate. I have worked like your servant and never received a celebration with my friends – a calf for him and not so much as a goat for me!” 
I took his stone and added to the path. “You are always with me, and all that is mine is yours. We had to celebrate because this brother of yours was dead and has come to life. The wall is down and the gate is open. Come into the house and be with us.”

(freeze, exit toward the imaginary house)
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