             SO LET IT BE!
            Edgy, Bold Comedy

               SYNOPSIS

SO LET IT BE examines the lives and life-styles of a “not-so-average” Jewish family, living in an average house, in an average neighborhood – living, working and interacting with each other as all average Jewish families do – only this Jewish family includes Mary, Joseph and their Son of God, Jesus Christ.

This glorious story of Christ is the same story, the classic story, the biblical story only this story veers over a drop and tells it with human interest, insight and loads and loads of laughs – how it all started and how it will continue.
Amen.  So let it be!

Barry Sebastian
Garlic612@aol.com

           Cast of Characters

Jesus Christ……………………………Age, 36 – a man dedicated to His cause – to bring love and joy and peace to all people...  wears traditional Jesus Christ robe and sandals and sports beard.
Joseph………………………………………..Age, fifty- something – mission is to aid God in raising Jesus – wears simple tunic over pants – sports lace-up boots.   
Mary……………………………………………..Joseph’s wife and loving mother of Jesus – wears simple homemade wrap-around dress.   
Actor One…………………………………….plays four parts – King Herod, Pontius Pilate, Judas, Satan - all enemies of Jesus.
Mary Magdalene……………………….young woman, pretty, needy for emotional love and understanding and finds all in Jesus. She wears a simple, casual flowing dress and headscarf.
               ACT I

         (There will be no 

            intermission)

TIME: The Time of Jesus Christ
SET: A one-story dwelling.

     The one window has closed
     shutters and hard dried-up mud 

     cover the walls.  The room is

     plain, dark with dirt floors. 

     We see some semblance of a 
     partial kitchen area, dining

     table and a few wooden chairs

     strewn around the room.  
                 (Living room – Mary

                 holds infant Jesus
                 Christ in her arms
                 rocking him back 

                 and forth SR.
                 Joseph stands over 
                 Mary showing much
                 pride and joy for his 
                 newborn infant.
                 Jesus enters SL and

                 addresses the audience.)

                  Jesus

So I came.  
So I came.
Not by the way of the stork...not by the way of natural birth...not by the way of heavenly angels floating around in space but by the way of God Himself.  God,    Himself, created me - made all the parts and arrangements and took care of all the details with impeccable care.  God, Himself, created this miracle baby – me, Jesus Christ.
God had plans for me, God had architectural designs on me, God had precise drawings on me.  God, spiritually and artistically, put me together with all the love and passion the heavens can hold and here I am before you today - Jesus Christ, Son of God.

God sent me when I was most needed and and He said to me, “Jesus, it’s time for you to run the show.  It’s up to you to guide the people of the world to a new level and your job is to carry this mission through.  Tell the people they must not turn their backs on you but to take your hand.
So let it be!

                    (Jesus exits SL)
                  Joseph

                   (ogling infant 

                    Jesus)

Look at Him – oh, he’s so cute.  What a 
fine boy God has sent to us.

                  Mary

He is precious, indeed...we have been 
so blessed.  I will love Him 
forever, Joseph.
                  Joseph

And remember, son, your name is Jesus – Jesus Christ...not “He-soos” like some people will want to address you.  Your name is Jesus...Jesus Christ.  You are Jewish, not Hispanic!  There is nothing wrong being called “He-soos” Christ but that pronunciation is popular in the town about two pyramids away from here to the north.
                  Mary

Joseph, if our little infant was 
named Jesus Christ or He-soos Christ
...either name would be fine with me.
                  Joseph

No, no, no, no, Mary, our son’s 
name is Jesus...Jesus Christ.  
That’s it and that’s final!  We 
cannot have HIM called by any 
other name!

                  Mary

Then, Joseph, does that make me – 
Mary Christ?

                 Joseph

Hmmm, Mary Christ, hmmm, well, come to think of it...I don’t know what your 
last name is.  
There’s no documentation on that.  
I’ll have to think about it and get 
back to you on that one...hum...hum...this is some-
thing I have to think about...
I mean, after all, I don’t remember 
ever being properly introduced
to you, do you?  All I remember is we were riding on a donkey going to Bethlehem...you were with child  
with “you-know-who”...I guess I’m like 
all men...that’s all I remember.
                 Mary

Well, I’m a woman and I remember everything about that night but I 
don’t remember your last name.  Are 
you Joseph Christ?  Funny, when we 

met I never asked you for your
complete name...I was, I guess, preoccupied with being pregnant.
I guess I believed that a working carpenter is good enough marriage material around these parts so, 

being a nice Jewish girl,  I 
grabbed you.

                 Joseph

Well, Mary, my name sure isn’t 
Ishmael, Schimeal or Schimazel!  At 
another time, that could be the 
name of an important law firm in 
downtown Nazareth.  But you know, 
I never think about my last name. 
I know I’m Joseph and you’re Mary
...and if this is good enough for 
God, it’s good enough for me!  
I’m going to have to question my 
father further.
                 Mary

             Oh, Joseph, the baby Jesus is 
             laughing.  Look at his pretty 
             neon-blue eyes.

                 Joseph

Let me see him.  (looks)  Blue 
eyes?  Why nobody in my family 
has blue eyes and no one in my 
family has his smile.  How 
strange.  Wonder who he takes 
after?  Just putting that 
out there.

                 Mary

My uncle – Uncle Yussel...but 
that wouldn’t work, would it?  
What would my biological Uncle 
Yussel have to do with my child, 
Jesus Christ?  That would be 
a stretch.
                 Joseph
The whole thing is a stretch.  Only 
God knows...only God really 
knows.  There are things in life
we cannot second guess, Mary.  
Look at his eyes, Mary, they light 
up like a neon Christmas tree and 
that Christmas tree is forthcoming, 
you can bet on that!
                 Mary

Oh, yes, Joseph, little Jesus’s 
eyes shine brighter than the 
brightest blue star in the east.  
I can look at his adorable little 
face forever. 
                  Joseph

Forever?  If you play your cards 
right, Mary, you may be able to do 
just that.  Yup, He’s a real special baby...real special.

                  Mary

Look, Joseph, His nose is just like 
my Uncle Jacob’s nose – the exact 
same nose.  It crinkles when He 
yawns.

                  Joseph

I don’t know how it’s possible that 
your Uncle Jacob’s nose could be 
like little Jesus’s nose but if you 
say so.

                  Mary

And His smile, Joseph, is almost 
exactly the same as my Uncle 

Moishe’s smile.  Notice how His 
smile lines go up.
                  Joseph

Again, I don’t know how it’s 
possible that your Uncle Moishe’s 
smile could be the same as 
little Jesus but if you say so.

                  Mary

And the shape of His face – the 
spitting image of my Uncle 
Heshy.  It’s like one face.

                  Joseph

Again, I don’t know how it’s 
possible for your Uncle Heshy’s 
face to be the same as little 
Jesus but if you say so.

                  Mary

And His soft skin, so smooth...

                  Joseph

Now stop that already, Mary!  You 
have enough uncles to fill up a 
Temple on the high Holiday.  There 
are no parts of His face left for 
my uncles?  He belongs to my side 

of the family too - I suppose.
                 Mary

He belongs to us, Joseph, given to 
us from God.  He belongs to us.
                 Joseph
He does belongs to us now, Mary, be-

cause the world will accept 
Him and then one day the world will 
forsake Him so we have to enjoy 
Him while we have Him and right now

He is belongs to us.

                 Mary
We should play with Him and watch 
Him grow because, Joseph, one day 
the world will take Him from us.  Oh, 
Joseph, I’m scared.  This is 
something I always knew would happen 
even when I carried Him in my womb...
I always somehow knew that one day 
we will have to let Him go because 
my son Jesus is destined to take a 
fall.
                 Joseph

Before the world discovers Him and 
His wisdom and His love and before He shows our people the way and the 
truth, we will love Him first because 
He belongs to us now if only for a 
little while.

                  Mary

The glow of His neon-blue eyes and 
His bright smile is all I see.  He 
was sent to us from God and He 
belongs to us now before He is gone.  
Oh, Joseph, He reminds me so much 
of my Uncle Ziggy.
                  Blackout

                  (Spotlight up SL 

                   on Jesus – He faces

                   the audience)

                 Jesus

As long as you know exactly what the responsibilities are that come with 
your appointment from God to carry on 
in His name and you accept these responsibilities, then you are the 
bona fide Son of God! 
Good-evening, everyone - I am Jesus Christ.  
Do you know what I’ve been called 
upon to do?  I have been asked
to do much more than the usual chores than one would expect...more 
than merely attending to the sheep...
more than merely reaping the gardens 
of its luscious fruits...more than 
merely cleaning my bedroom or doing 

yard work.  No, because I am the Son 
of God, I’ve been given big pressures 
to handle like...like...like what all Gods do...ridding the world of evil...
curing the sick...making everybody 
love each other.  These are tall 
orders that must be filled by me.  
This is not an easy job for any Son 
of any God anywhere but I shall forge ahead.  
I thought about this job offer for a while and I told God that I would only 
be interested in a five day week, that 
I must have the weekends to myself...to clear my head...to think ahead so I will be ready and able to tackle the new week with renewed energy every Monday morning.  These pressures are enormous and I 
told God that if I’m needed any time at all on the weekends, not to hesitate to 
call and I will be there and I will be there in a minute should He run into 
some gang-related problems on the 
streets or domestic fights...looting...
a big fat murder case...I would drop everything and be there within fifteen minutes, not a minute more.  “You can depend on me”, I told God, “but I must get my weekends off, at least.”
God said, “Oh, no, oh, no, you don’t...no...no...no!  Who do you 
think you are to want weekends off?  Well, that’s not going to happen!” 
and he pointed his finger at me!  “Firstly”, God said, “I work seven 
days a week, twenty four hours a day whether or not I’m under the weather 
or have a back problem that day or 
even come down with a little acid 
reflux – think of me like I’m like an open drugstore, twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week.  There is not an angel on my staff who takes even a day off.  You must accept all responsibilities if you want to be my Son.  You have a job 
to do and you must do it!”
“Okay”, I said, “I’m not a Seven Eleven store like you but can I get, at least get one week off in the summer?”  (long pause)  If looks could kill so I shut 
up!

Time passes.  I love my job.  I love who I am.  I love being Jesus Christ – Son 
of God and I am honored to bring peace and joy and love to all.

God is right.  God is always right and I take all instructions from Him.  I and the Father are one.  Right now, I have a job to do.  So let it be.
                               Spotlight out
                  (Lights up - Mary 
                   is cooking in 

                   kitchen area.  
                   Joseph enters.) 

                 Joseph

(angry)  Where are my tools?  Where 
are my tools?  I always lay my tools 
down in the same spot every night – 
I come home and now they are not 
where I left them!  I do not want to 
have to look for my tools all over 
the house.  Who took my tools?  I am 
furious!  How can I be a carpenter 
and provide a living for this family 
if I don’t have my tools?  My tools 
are my life and my livelihood.  
Where are my tools? 

                 (deep inhale)

If I don’t have my tools in the morn-

ing when I’m ready to leave for work...
if I don’t have my tools to make a 
living – we will all starve!
                   Mary

Don’t fret, Joseph, in a time of need, Jesus, will see us through, he always does.  This is why we are so fortunate to have Him with us.

                  Joseph

When I put my tools down, I don’t 
want anyone to touch them, even 
Jesus, and that’s final!  He won’t 

get away with this one!
                  Mary

You know, Joseph, boys will be boys.  Boys like to putter around with 
tools...makes adolescent boys feel
macho.

                  Joseph

I won’t have it, Mary, I won’t have it...my tools are my bloodline – 
Jesus is second in line.  I want my tools!  Where is He? 
(Calling)  Jesus...Jesus, where are 

you?   Jesus...

                  (Jesus enters - 
                  (teenager) – He 

                   is dressed in 

                  causal pants and 

                  oversized shirt.)
                  Jesus

Did someone call me? 

Good-day, earth mother.  Good day, earth father.  May the good world of peace be with you on this glorious day.

                  Joseph

Enough of that blabber talk already – don’t try to get around me...I think 
I’ve had enough of that rhetoric 
jabber!  I want to know what you 
did with my tools?
                  Jesus

I have your tools in my room, father.  
I needed to barrow them for a short 
time.  They are perfectly intact.  
But what was not so perfectly intact 
were two stones in my bedroom floor 
that desperately needed repair.  So I 
say to you, “Ask and it will be given 
to you; and you will find; knock and 
the door will be opened for you.” 
                  Mary

See, Joseph, see, there is no reason 
for your temperature to take rise.

                 Jesus

Father, the only rise in this house 
will be me and that will be in
good time, I predict.
                  Joseph

Yes, the only rise you will have – 
you’re about to grow another four 
inches after puberty and I can’t 
wait already.

                  Jesus

Not according to the sacred instruct-tions handed down to me.  My rising 
will be forthcoming and I wonder how  that will come about.
I must take my leave.  The tools will 
be returned to you upon my return.  Right now, I’m going down to the corner of Pratt and Ben Yehuda Streets where I am so fortunate to be able to gather a rather moderate crowd every day that enables me to deliver my daily sermon.  They are a serious group and are most interested and engrossed in hearing my blessed words.  Words are strong and powerful...words must be respected because they carry truth – the truth of God that I bring to them.  I am the way, the Truth and the Life.  No one come to the Father except 
through me.
                  Mary

Oh, Jesus, this is wonderful!  It 
is so important that God’s message 
get out to the people through you 
and get heard loud and clear.  It 
is important that your message is 
felt and you gather a following who 
is touched by your godly presence.
                  Jesus

He who hears my words and does not do them is like a foolish man who builds 
his house on sand.

                  Joseph

I am proud of you too, my son...but, nonetheless, I would like to see my 
tools returned to their spot, let me 

put it this way: one thing has 
nothing to do with the other.  See, I wonder if God ever heard that one!
                   Mary 

I hate to say this to you, Joseph, but Jesus’s words are more important than your tools.
                   Jesus

Before a fight ensues, I must go, my crowd awaits me.  My crowd of people grow mightily each evening.  The people are so welcoming to hear my words...words given to me daily from the Almighty.
                  Joseph

You shall win, Jesus, for the people 
feel this spirit from you and they
know the promises of the good 
life you will bring to them.

                  Jesus

I am alive with truth and wisdom 
and I must share my message for my message will take hold for the sake of all mankind.  This is my mission.
                 Mary

Mankind?  Mankind?  Jesus, my son, 
hey, how about me?

                 Jesus

Yes, dear mother, yes and womankind
too.  We must not forget about 
womankind.  Even though we’re not 
quite there yet, I’m working on 
women rights for the next century.  
Be patient.

                  Mary

Try to speed it up, will you, son?

                  Jesus

You will be at peace to know that I
am the Son of God for all living creatures in this world and beyond -
so let it be.

                  Joseph

Are you watching yourself on the

streets, my son, and are you taking all precautions not to meet up with your enemies as you have many – Herod the King being one of them?  Terrible King Herod, he will take great 
delight to take you down.  You must 
be vigilant against him, son!
                  Jesus

I am fully aware, father – do not 
fret.  King Herod has been following 
me relentlessly throughout the streets
of Galilee and Nazareth and in and out 
of villages where I preach but I 
have successfully out-dodged him every time.  King Herod hides in alleyways, 
he hides up little streets around buildings pacing, waiting to make his move and possibly assassinate me in 
broad daylight amid my followers. But 
I have repeatedly and cleverly evaded 
and tricked him and each time I can 
feel his fury rising but I remain tolerate of my enemies.  Always know, father and mother – love your enemies 
and pray for those who persecute you.
                 Joseph

We see things a little bit differently around here, son, but that’s another story for another time. You have to 
watch your every step, my son, Jesus: this King Herod is a ruthless man who will stop at nothing to take you out.   
When he finds out that you are the 
Son of God, he will waste little time 
to rid you from this earth.
                 Jesus

We do not talk about who I am.  This 
is a family secret – not to be 
discussed outside this abode.  
Indeed, father, right now King Herod 
is the worst of all my dissenters.  
I will not allow King Herod to des-
troy me!
                  Mary
And there will be other dissenters, Jesus, other enemies who are after you and you must be aware of your safety 
at all times.  Remember, Jesus, my son, 
everybody wants to be the President of 
a synagogue around here.
                 Joseph

             The word on the street is to be 
             totally aware of this King 
             Herod. Nothing drives a man more 
             than jealousy.  I wonder if God 
             ever said that one.
                  Jesus

That was Shakespeare.  Blessed are 
the peacemakers, for they shall be 
called children of God.
I must take my leave for I have
important work that lay ahead. 
Passover, my favorite holiday is 
upon us and I will be praying at 
the Temple tonight with the high 
priests and rabbis.
                 Mary

My heart is in my mouth, dear 
Jesus, until you return safely 
to us.

                 Jesus

I shall return...and when I return 
I shall return the tools to you, 
earth father.  Besides the floor, 
one of the stones in my bedroom wall 
was a wee shaky and I needed your 
tools and some mortar to secure 
them.  God saw me through that one 

too.
                  Joseph

Maybe it was my tools that saw you through.  They’re my tools, not 
His!  From a father’s point of view, 
it is clear that a fine carpenter 
you can be...runs in the family, 
it’s in your blood...it’s in you...
should you ever desire to give up 
your day job, you can have a secure 
and lucrative carpenter’s position 
with me.  This is good to know – 
just think about it. 

                    (walks away; 

                     turns back)

I believe we would make a great father/son team in the world of carpentry.  Just think about your options, that’s all I ask. 
Do not fret over my tools, Jesus.  
They are just tools that are made 
of twigs and stones, inanimate; not 
inspirational and godly sermons 
that you so brilliantly deliver to
your people.  I am just a mere 
carpenter: I so envy your line of 
work but you must also know that 
you can’t sneeze at carpentry 
either.
                  Jesus

What is true now, my earth father, 
and what you have given to me are 
the right tools...the correct tools 
to carry on in my work.  Not hammers 
nor screwdrivers nor wrenches can 
make a God but the precious tools 
that you and mother have bestowed 
upon me - tools that are strong and meaningful: love, honesty and truth, 
joy – yes, these tools that I have learned by example from you, my dear father and mother, have molded me.  
These are the tools needed for me to continue my pilgrimage and for this 
I shall forever be grateful.  Thank 
you, Joseph and Mary, for supplying me 
with the correct tools.  Let me say 
to you: “As the Father has loved me, 
so shall I love you.
                  (Jesus exits
                   Joseph looks 

                   to Mary)

                   Joseph

I don’t care what He says: I still 
want my tools to be in one place
when I put them down and I want them 
to be there when I go to get them
in the morning! 
Only God knows how important my tools 

are to me.  Words are words and tools 
are tools and one thing has nothing 
to do with the other.  Jesus prays and hopes what is to be but it I, a mere carpenter, who needs his tools tomorrow morning when I go to work.  This world was built with tools over words regardless what Jesus and God says.  
Ask any carpenter.

               Blackout
               (Spot up on Jesus
                Jesus is dressed in

                full “Jesus Christ” 

                regalia – long, 

                seamless robe, sandals 
                and beard.   

                He addresses audience.)

                Jesus

I can’t believe I’m Jesus Christ because that makes me the most 
famous person in the whole world.

I can’t believe I’m the Son of God 
and that allows me to live freely without living in sin or debt or law suits forever – what a freebee, fully guaranteed – wow, this is a God-Given gift that touches me to the core of 
my being.

I can’t believe I’m Jesus Christ.  
How lucky can a guy get to be the 
most famous person in the whole 
world and good looking too because

I am in His image?  What a Godsend?
I pinch myself in the mirror every morning when I’m shaving to make 
sure it’s really me and the more I 
shave, the more I look like I’m 
Jesus Christ! 
Really, but really, I have the 
ability to free all mankind and womankind from imprisonments, punishments and slavery.  It’s my 
job to do only good and spread the 
good word that God is good and every single soul processes the ability 
to be good also.  This message is meaningful and priceless and I 
am the proud messenger.
I can’t believe I’m Jesus Christ - everything comes to me so 
naturally every day and this is 
the way it all works: When God
kicks in – everything fits in.

I am the way, the truth, and the 
life; no man cometh unto thy father, but by me.

                 Blackout

               (SR spotlight up on 

                King Herod.
                King Herod

I am Herod the King.  My horrible reputation proceed me and I feed 
on my reckless reputation because I control my flock of people through
fear and deceit.  I demand everyone within the sound of my voice to follow me – be subservient to me, jump at my commands, not to ever make eye 
contact with me, ever and do as I 
say and as I command ye.  If not, 
you will meet with your doom, I swear to my God in Heaven.  I am Herod the King - I am in control because I am 
the King!

I am known to have killed my father-in-law and several of my wives. I enjoy beheading women. I have also killed two of my sons for mere folly (laughs).  Their fate was determined by them and their actions: so I am not to be blamed, I merely carry out the punishments of my conscience.  I take 
delight and feel vindicated in all 
the tortures and killings I thrust 
upon the common folk who don’t subscribe to my beliefs.
I am now targeting on this up and coming, “Jesus person” that I hear about, and his presence has already taken much of my followers over to 
his side and this must be dealt with immediately – he must be stopped!  
This Jesus fraud is a force that must be reckoned with and quickly! 
My people have been clinging to him since the day he was born in the stable...and three Wise men along with the townspeople declared this newborn phony to be the Son of God and the coming of the Messiah.  Hogwash...hogwash, I say.  Jealousy reins and I rein with it.  I will not have this!  My immediate target now is this “Jesus person” and I am committed to end his days on this earth forever!  I must rid the world of him if I am to go on and I shall!  I shall instruct 
my soldiers to hunt him down and slit 
his throat before I do!
He is incomprehensible and I loathe Him. He is unpredictable and I 
denounce Him.  He is incorrigible 

and I hate Him.  I am his worst 
enemy of all.
He is uncouth and He holds no truth.
Before this Jesus lad grows up and rises to the top - he must be stopped!

               Blackout

               (Spotlight up on 

                Jesus; He addresses 

                audience)

                Jesus

Our father who art in Heaven, Hallowed be thy name – 

Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done, as it is in heaven 
Give us this day our daily bread – everything is a gift from God

Forgive us our debts as we forgive our debtors 
And lead us not into Temptation, but deliver us from evil – we pray for the strength to resist these temptations.   We ask God to protect us from Satan’s power.
Those who keep Jesus in their heart will never need to look too far when they need Him.

Amen.  So let it be!

               Blackout

                               (Spot up on Mary)

                Mary

Jesus was born on December 25th be-

fore I was warned that I was with 
child and when He arrived, it was the most glorious day in my life. 
My labor pains were non-existent.  
God owed me that for carrying Him 
all the way to snowy Bethlehem on a donkey’s back.  
Then my water bag broke.  Strange how nothing got wet and everything else seemed quite normal, up to God’s standards and then Jesus’s birth happened and I met, Jesus, my son, for the first time and have not stopped staring at Him since.  His birth was a fast one, a simple one and I attribute that to the long, bumpy donkey ride.  
Everybody came from all over the land, drudging their way through the cold desert sand to the stable where baby Jesus lay, to sing praises to our new Lord who was born in the manger.  Little baby Jesus, I swear to God, opened His eyes to me and I could
see the coming of a new King. 
Nothing like this ever happened in my family before.
And He cried and He cried and He cried all the way home.  I could tell, I could tell between His whimpers and tears, I was hearing weird words...strange words that seemed to have a meaning all its own.  Soon,
it became abundantly clear that Jesus, was already practicing His Sermon on the Mount with the help of God. 
And He preached, oh, did He preach to me that His diaper was wet, that He
wanted to get fed and He wanted to go to bed.  He preached to me how to stay out of debt, how to play the stock market, just don’t bet - and how the sun sets and He preached to me about everything in this world that’s coming next.
He’s a born preacher because God is His teacher – they both have no fear and together they make a great pair and I knew, quite clearly, that my little baby Jesus was going places and taking us with Him.  I knew that I was in pretty good company.
So let it be!

               Blackout
              (Living room. Lights up.
.

               Mary and Joseph are 
               in the living room area.

               Jesus enters from 
               outside.)

                Jesus

I parked my camel in the first parking spot.

                Joseph

Which camel did you take tonight – the two hump or the one hump?

                 Jesus

No, kind father, I rode the camel with the three humps.

                  Mary

Dear, Jesus, may I correct you, kind spirit: I rode the camel with the three humps tonight and that leaves the camel with the one hump that you obviously rode and thought it has three humps.

                Jesus

No, sorry again, dear mother, I have 
to insist that I rode the camel with the three humps; not the one hump.

                Joseph

Mary, is it possible that you rode the camel with the two humps and I rode 
the camel with the one hump because if Jesus says he rode the camel with the three humps, God, we know He can’t be wrong so, I’m afraid, that puts you at a disadvantage.

                 Mary

I am not confused, do you not think?  I pretty much know my humps.  However, 
in this one, I am certain I rode the three humper because I sat between 
the one hump and the second hump and strapped my groceries around 
hump number three.  You see, I 
know this because where else would there be on which to strap my 
groceries if not around the third hump?

               Jesus

Is it possible that you innocently strapped the groceries around the camel’s head.  There is no other explanation, kind mother
                Mary

Of course not!  I cannot be mistaken: 
I had only one glass of wine for 
dinner and I am quite capable to 
count to three – one hump, two 
humps, three humps, see?
                 Jesus 

One can get confused: after one camel, after two camels – they all begin to look alike.

                 Mary

They certainly do look alike but 
each camel has their own 
identifying names: Humps, Lumps 
and Mumps.

                Joseph

They don’t know their names: call one name and all three camels will come running.  This has happened to me already so I know!
                Mary

That’s absolutely not true, Joseph, I rode Mumps and I am positive it wasn’t Lumps.

               Joseph

If you insist you rode the three humper, did you at least make sure 
that you parked the “three humper” in the “three humper” parking spot 
outside the house?

                Mary

Of course, I would never dream of parking any humper in the wrong humper 

spot – that would confuse them and they’re not that smart to begin with.
                Joseph

Jesus, my son, where did you park the three humper you said you rode tonight?  I hope you did not park the three humper in the one humper spot because that would knock everything out of whack.  And let me correct you, Mary, camels are not dumb - they’re smarter than donkeys!
                Jesus

It is possible I made a mistake even though I am much adept at knowing my humps.  Remember, I was raised in the desert with camels.
                Mary

You are right, Jesus, because whatever you say must be right without question – you’re the Son of God so you have the 
right of way – whatever hump you 
say, I will concede.  I don’t like to play around with that God. 
               Joseph

I say we all go out and check our camels, count their humps and change their camel parking spots accordingly.
               Jesus

That would be a task for you, father.  You see, I purposely rode the three hump camel because I wanted to get the last of the three hump ride before it’s over.  You see, I was talking to, oopps, (whispers) you know who...up there...and I was told that the three hump camel will become extinct in 
about a thousand years from today so with respect for the three humper, I wanted to say good-bye to Mumps in my own special way and that’s why I am certain that I rode Mumps, the three hump camel or else I wasted my words 

on the wrong camel.
               Mary

May I disagree again?  Who’s in camel hump number two spot?  It certainly can’t be camel hump number one so 

that would be Humps.

               Joseph
Has to be Humps: If camel number one 
is in the camel number two spot, then camel number one is in the wrong camel spot and that’s wrong...very wrong!  I have designated each camel parking spot by painting blue strips around all the parking camel hump spots so as to avoid this confusion.
               Jesus

That sounds perfectly right to me.  

Of note: We must count all the humps before we take another camel out.

               Mary
I don’t want to step out of turn here and I certainly know my place as a woman, at this time in history, but I will wager you an olive branch that camel hump spot three and camel hump spot one are wrong.  When you said you designated the camel hump spots with blue paint stripes, well, that is simply unreasonable and, for me, that was the straw that broke the camel’s back.  Oh, dear, I don’t think there’s a family around here who has camel parking spots problems like us.
              Joseph

That’s because the other families ride donkeys.  We’re more affluent.  And to just think, our neighbor across the road, Jordan, wants to sell me his youngest camel because he is downsizing and now I don’t think I will be interested in buying him.

               Mary

Which camel is that, Joseph, what’s 
the camel’s name?

               Joseph

The camel’s name?  Are you certain you want to know?

                Mary
What is the camel’s name, Joseph?

I know all of Jordan’s camel’s names.

                Joseph

(long pause) Bumps.

               Jesus

Then we would have Humps...Lumps...Mumps...and now Bumps.  This would be a good reason for me to find my own apartment.  I believe, in my finest hour of wisdom, I can solve this parking spot problem once and for all.
               Joseph

I know – you’re going to bring God 
into this.  Let’s hear, son.

                Jesus

Whoever rode camel hump number three 
is the camel that has the most horsepower and that camel can only 
fit into camel number three spot.  Mother, father, I’m afraid you 
are going to have to change camels.  

               (walks and turns back)

I must practice my sermon for the holy Sabbath for this weekend so I will retire for the night.  I want to thank you for giving me a good lead-in for my Sermon on the Mount and realizing how difficult it is to enter into the Kingdom of God. I shall talk about Humps, Lumps, Mumps and Bumps:  Allow me to say unto you, “It is easier for the camel to go through the eye of the needle, then for a rich man to enter into the Kingdom of God. 
As the father has loved me, so shall I love you.
               (He exits.)
               Blackout
              (Spot up on Jesus SR)
               Jesus

Only God knows I am the 
Son of God - this is what I have 
been told.  I am the young God and 
He is the old.

I hope I have not misinterpreted 
what God has asked of me.  I hope I 
have not misunderstood this 
information that made me believe 
that I am God’s rock!  I and the 
Father are one.  I must not 
disappoint my God!
I will be victorious

I will be victorious
And do down here on earth what 
I was sent to do and when my people find out who I am, I shall not disappoint and I shall be victorious.
                You see, I’ve got work ahead.  

                I’ve got to give this place on 
earth a new time and renewed hope. 
Yes, I am the Son-of-God and 
everyone who follows me hears
my every word.  I shall lead my 
people to the land of joy and 
hope and love. 
I shall be vigilant and do what I 
was sent here to do but I need my people to stand with me and I will 
be victorious.  I need my people 
to walk with me and I will be victorious.  I need my people to 
have faith in me and I will be victorious.  But If I should be 
taken down, I will die for 
everyone’s sins.
So let it be

                              Blackout

                  (Living room.

                   Front lights up.

                   Joseph crosses living 
                   room.  As he nears the

                   bedroom area, Jesus 
                   steps out and 
                   unintentionally startles 
                   Joseph.  Joseph jumps.)

               Joseph

Jesus Christ, you scared the 
bejesus out of me! 

               Jesus

I’m sorry, father, I was in prayer and didn’t see you.  I and the Father are one.
              Joseph
Jesus Christ, you still scared me half to death! 
              Jesus

Not to worry, father, death is not final for anyone...especially me. 
              Joseph

So well I know, Jesus, you are on the top of that list, you lucky Son-of-a...God.   I am your most ardent follower. Mary and I have been so blessed to be in your company every day in this house and to hear your words of love and truth.  Just think how lucky we are with you here: we never have to read the Bible.
               Jesus

You should read the bible every day - look what you’re missing: juicy stories about love, hate sex, deceit and anger and then

more of the same old, same old. 
               Joseph

Let me tell you, son, I could write my own book on that subject.  Better, how are you doing in the Temple, with your studies, with the rabbis and the priests and the crowds of people that gather nightly to hear you?  Did you get a big head yet?
               Jesus

They listen intently to me preach my words, words that are given to me from the Lord, for my growing flock of followers want answers.    Everybody wants to know from me personally...yes, from me personally, how all this  happened...how we all got here...what is the meaning of life... some people think this 
is a quiz show and I’m the M.C., I’m not the M.C., I tell them,  I’m the J.C.
Father, the pressures on me are heavy!  At the end of my sermons, I am drained with all these questions about how this earth and all the heavens came to be.  At this point, I don’t need a Bible, I need a psychiatrist.  The answer to this forbidden question on how we got here is two-fold, however, I am not at liberty to divulge this earthshaking information to anyone.  I have been taken into someone’s confidence, if you know what I mean.
              Joseph

The answer to this question is...look, Jesus, I am no different than the people out there...I want to know too...I want to know the answer to this age-old question: How did we get here?  What happened – I want 
to know too?
You know, don’t you and you won’t tell me!  Just give me a hint or something!  Firstly, did anyone hear a big bang?  Let’s get that theory out of the way right now.  I hate that theory.  So tell me, Jesus, how did all this happen?
              Jesus

I do know, certainly I know but please understand that I am only the Son of God and not a scientist!  True I do have special connections to the one who knows...but dear, earth father, things that have been told to me are secret and I am not at liberty to share these answers with you.

               Joseph

Not me?  You disappoint me, Jesus, I am your earth father - Joseph.  You live in my house, you eat my food, you play with my tools, you ride my camels and you won’t tell me the answers to a few simple questions like...about the mystery of the world and the universe and how I got here?  I bring you bagels and figs every Sunday morning for breakfast and you owe me a simple explanation.
              (crosses room)

I swear, Jesus, if you tell me, not a word of this will leave this room...I swear to God, my hand up to Christ.  Tell me, Jesus, tell me how this all got started: the earth, the skies, the rivers, the trees – me...mostly me?  You may think I’m self-centered but I want to know about me mostly.  Tell me, tell me Jesus and I swear, my hand up to Christ, I will not utter a word to anybody, even Mary...especially Mary.  Mary is a tattle mouth.  She yentas with everyone.  She can’t hold a secret in her mouth especially when she’s down at the river washing clothes with the other women, but me – you can trust me.  How did I get here, Jesus?  Where did I come from, Jesus?  What am I made of, Jesus?  Come on, Son of God to man, I beseech you to tell me.
               Jesus

I have the answer but this earthshaking information must stay with me, father - sorry.  Why shall I spoil the big surprise for you when you reach your end because you’re in for a big surprise...a real big one?  
               Joseph

But you must tell me...please...how did I get here?  I swear to God, I won’t breathe a word of it to a soul – you know: whatever you do stays in Vegas. 
               Jesus

I know that if I tell you, I’ll be...shall we say...I shall be sorry in the morning.  We have all gone thought that.
               Joseph

Oh, I know that feeling so well – talk to some of the ladies down at the river washing clothes.
Any one of them will tell you I don’t talk and that I am a perfect gentleman at keeping a secret and I’m also good at lying.  Then you won’t tell me how I got here...and you won’t tell me the mysteries of the universe and you won’t tell me where I’m really going when it’s over, like...really, really, really going?

                Jesus

I hate to disappoint my earth father but if I tell you...wait, let me have a moment...

                Joseph

Take your time, I can wait.  C’mon, c’mon, say it...just say it...you have to trust me – where do I come from...how did I get here?
               Jesus

If I tell you, I will have to kill you and, being an authority on the subject, dying is not all that it’s cracked up to be.
Don’t ask me about the birds 
and bees and all those things that make up everything.  Don’t ask; I won’t tell you about anything like: How this world got started and how this world will end.

With utmost respect, earth father, it is none of your business - don’t ask because I won’t tell

or you’ll be sent to hell.
Don’t fool with the higher-ups -

you will never win and you’ll wind up in the dumps.

This business about who you are,
how you got here, what you are made of is out of your realm of understanding.  And that’s it - nothing more I can tell if you don’t want to go straight to “you know where.” 
Only God knows how the rest of how this story goes and, being the gentleman He is, He won’t tell so don’t ask!  
A repeat of this conversation is now forbidden! 
               Blackout

               (Spotlight up 

                on Pontius Pilate)

              Pontius Pilate

I’m Pontius Pilate and I don’t look like anything particularly special as I move around the crowd.  I’m inconspicuous in my plump body, unnoticed and no one cares what they see when I appear beside them and that’s the way I like it to be – the least seen is a brilliant strategy for gathering important information about my foe, my enemy, master of deceit - Jesus Christ.
I am a power behind a power, Jesus Christ, who, as the gossip spreads around, purports to be the Son of God.  He sells himself well with his healing powers but I will cause harm and bring ill to the countrymen, Jews and whoever fall to his fancy and refuses to comply to my demands.  I will engineer my objectives and will work closely with the devil against all folks who have lost themselves in poverty and are in a need of a new voice: Jesus Christ must be silenced!

I, Pontius Pilate, have diligently worked hard to secure my place of dominance from one Jesus Christ, who has dirtied these waters for me and my supporters.

Everybody wants this man contested.  Everybody wants this man’s confession.  Everybody wants to know this man’s intentions.  

Everybody wants to give this man a lesson.  But, I, simply want to get him!

This business of owning power and fighting for power is oft times dirty and dirty business is the business I do and I look the other way for the sake of all.

He thinks of me as a friend, Jesus Christ does, and I like it this way because this is the first step to a successful betrayal and this will be his end!
The moment in time will arrive when my friend, Jesus Christ, sees me and knows me to be his enemy, not his friend.  A harsh moment for both and in a fast moment, he will be gone and I will be reborn.

Jesus Christ, embrace your final days and when you die, die fast!

               Blackout

              (Front lights 

               up – living room.

               Mary enters from

               bedroom area and 

               addresses Joseph.)

               Mary

Joseph, the time has come - I  have to talk to you now!   Some- thing has come up.

               Joseph

Everything is fine, I trust.

                Mary

Well, well...kind of...

              Joseph

I don’t like the way you speak, Mary.  Is there something on the rise?

               Mary

Yes, something is on the rise.
(rubs her belly)   I don’t know exactly how you are going to take this, Joseph, you know, I haven’t been feeling very well lately...oh, I’m not sick...exactly...I’m okay but I’ve been getting these little sharp pains in my stomach here and there.
              Joseph

It’s probably something you eat!  Too many olives can turn one’s stomach rancid together with all the goat milk you drink?
               Mary

Oh, Joseph, it’s not the damn olives or the goat milk!  I’ve gotten up in the middle of the night a few times...nausea...and I have found my way into the living room where I’ve slept until morning.  Didn’t you miss me?
               Joseph 

To tell you the truth, I didn’t take notice.
               Mary

I was sick.

               Joseph

Sick?

               Mary

Joseph...Joseph...I am with child.

               (long silence -  
                Joseph turns and 
                looks up to
                God in the sky)

               Joseph

Dear God, how’d this happen again and be straight with me?

               Mary

How did it happen?  Well, I couldn’t do it by myself.  It takes two, you know, me and you...or me and God – take your pick!

               Joseph

To tell you the truth, I didn’t expect this.  What a surprise, that’s all.  I can’t believe I’m going to become a father again. Blessed again?
               (Joseph embraces

                Mary and gives 

                her a tender hug)

                Mary

You’re okay with a new child, aren’t you, Joseph.  You want to be a father again, don’t you – our way?

               Joseph
Of course, it’s just that, you know, it wasn’t an easy pregnancy for me...with all that snow, it was no walk in the park...more like a walk in the snowy desert and I was wearing sandals. 
                Mary

But it was glorious.  
               Joseph

All I remember was a lot of snow and I was wearing sandals.
                Mary

Lots and lots of snow...every-where you looked but I felt warm

and safe like the whole world was taking care of me.

               Joseph

My feet were so cold trudging through that snow but with God’s help we did it.  You were so lucky – at least you were bundled up, riding on top of that donkey.  I felt like I was the donkey.

                Mary

It wasn’t exactly a joyride for me either, you know...bouncing all over the road...cold and hungry and about to give birth.  We didn’t know what was going to happen to us.  At times, I was scared, I have to admit.
               Joseph
I was too busy blowing the snow out of my face to be scared...thought Bethlehem would never come...thought I had the wrong map...thought evil Satan turned the road sign around the other way.
               Mary

If it wasn’t for the attic light in the Inn that night, we’d never know what path to follow.  I remember I saw that light and had to direct you because you had so much snow in your eyes.

               Joseph

And I want to thank you for that.  Mary, Mary, now think, we’ve gone over this a hundred times: that was no light coming from the Inn - that was a light coming from God, God almighty and He showed us the way or else...or else we’d both wind up in Iran.

               Mary

I still say that it I who saw that light in the third floor window in the Inn and directed you accordingly.

              Joseph

Come on, Mary, give it up.  You must know by now that our son, Jesus Christ, was sent to us from God and God showed us the way because there was something in it for Him too.

               Mary

I do know, I do know, Joseph, but I still have a hard time explaining all this to my mother and father...they’re just not convinced that this all wasn’t your fault and you misguided me in my time of virginity.  I kept telling my parents that I was a good girl...a real good girl, a fine girl like the one they raised and you were a fine boy but they kept telling me they never heard of this “immaculate conception” thing and they were not buying it!  They said that they didn’t know I was an “easy” girl...a tart with a wild imagination.
              Joseph

Your old man wouldn’t let me in your house for six months.  At first, they didn’t believe me when I told them that I really didn’t have anything to do with the whole thing.  I was just an innocent bystander.  “I’m innocent”, I told them, “I never took advantage of your daughter, I never laid as much as a hand on your daughter, I swear to Christ!”

               Mary

You did get the wrong end of the deal.  But how about me – they wouldn’t let me hang out at the marketplace anymore with the rest of the kids because they thought that’s where we met and the marketplace and you were a bad influence on me.
               Joseph

Your father and Uncle Aaron chased me around the marketplace with a butcher knife for a week, you know “shot-gun” wedding.
              Mary

That was then and this is now.  Everything turned out perfectly fine when everybody, including my parents, knew on sight that little Jesus was sent from God above and we were all so blessed. His presence illuminated the entire town and people have been flocking there from all around to kneel at Jesus’s feet.

              Joseph
Including Uncle Aaron.

              Mary

You know, Joseph, I was thinking about this today...I was thinking, this time with the newborn coming, we must make sure to make reservations at that Inn.  It was really nice and the service turned out to be teriffic.
              Joseph

You’re right, Mary, we should make reservations at the Inn...you know, if something should pop up, we can always cancel in an emergency.
               Mary 

I feel so much better now.  Thank you, it’s like a load lifted off my shoulders.

              Joseph

I felt very comfortable in the stable, it was warm and cozy, but I guess you’re right: it would have been better at the Inn.

               Mary

I liked the stable too.  I felt the spirit of God around me – maybe we should make reservations at the stable instead.

              Joseph

Either place, it really doesn’t matter but I understand that both places are pretty much booked up all year long.  Because of us, everybody wants to have their babies there.

              (Jesus rushes in 

               from the outside.

               He is breathless.)

               Jesus

I’m out of breath.   They’re after me.  My enemies detest my sermons because I speak with much honesty and love to my people.  My life is being threatened by this evil man in my life, Judas.  He and his men chase me down on every street corner I speak.  He hates the essence of my being and my soul but I shall carry on!  My message to all my people must be heard and so must Judas hear the truths of my words.  This is why I am here.  This is why I live.
               Mary

Oh. Jesus, no mother wants to see her son in deadly situations.  Why couldn’t you have been smarter and chosen a safer profession ...why couldn’t you be a doctor or lawyer or anything that pays more money than being a God?  Come rest, my son, sit and I shall bring you some food...perhaps a glass of wine to soothe you.  Are you 
still on the Mediterranean diet?

               Jesus

No, mother, thank you, my mother soul, for I shall sit her and 
take a moment and gather myself together for my forthcoming evening sermon on Fig Street.

               Joseph

I thought it was on Pear Street tonight.  If your teachings are too demanding on you, Jesus, why not take a break?  Have you ever considered being a part time 

God?  You know you’ll always 
have a job with me.  A fine carpenter you shall be during the week and you can resume your calling nonsense on weekends.  I can see the pressures on you mounting and, just think, you will have total access to my tools.  Oh, what parents will do for their children.
              Jesus

I love my enemies and I will go the extra mile for them because my enemies must be converted.  This is in my DNA.  Let me sit for a bit - I will be rejuvenated in a moment or two.  I am much concerned with my followers right now: Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall be called the children of God.
               Mary

Jesus, there is some family business your father and I want 
to discuss with you.

               Joseph

This may not be the time, Mary.

               Jesus

Time?  Time is why I live.  I am timeless.
                Joseph 

Why rush into this?  We have months and months to tell you.
                Mary

Time flies.  And there be no better time to tell but now.

              Jesus

I shall hear your words.

                Joseph

Rest, my son, everything can wait.  No news is always welcomed by the weary.

                Mary

No, I shall tell!  I will feel better that my secret, which is really no secret at all, is out.  I will feel burden-free.  Jesus, I am with child, my son.

              (Long silence.

              Jesus rises; 
              walks to center

              stage, looks up 

              to God.)
              Jesus

Dear God in Heaven, isn’t one enough?  (silence) Do you really want to go through this again? 
              Joseph

Noooo...noooo!  This time will be different: we’ve decided we are going to make reservations at the Inn this time.

                Mary

And no snow this time either!  You see, the way I have calculated it this time, we won’t have to deal with snow because the little child will be born in the summer.  This will make for a much easier birth, at least for me.  I smartly planned it this way; not like “you-know-who”.
                Jesus

What a relief – you are very smart to have planned it this way.

Mother and father, I am so pleased that there will be a little one running around this house.  Leave the children alone and don’t try to keep them from coming to me because the kingdom of heaven is made up of people like this.  And earth mother, you must rest and rest often and you must eat properly...consider the Mediterranean diet.  And please, don’t ride Mumps, the three hump camel...this will not work for you in your present situation.  
               Mary

Then you approve?  Oh, we’re going to be one big happy family.
               Jesus

This is not for me to approve: this is God’s will...God’s law.  I look forward to babysitting. 

Now it is you, mother, who must sit.

               (Jesus guides 

                mother to 

                chair; she sits.)

...and it is you who must care for your body with proper food and exercise.  Even though I am eternal, let’s face facts, you’re not getting any younger.

               Joseph

I shall get a glass of cool water for you, Mary, to start.

               Jesus

And I shall go into my room and pray and pray hard and give thanks to God for his gift to us.

               Joseph

And when you pray to God, please tell Him that we are so happy that He is sending this child to us during the summer time because that snow was wicked.

               Jesus

God knows no season when it comes to the birth of a new child.  I am proof of that.
               (turns back)

And I will say “hi” to Him for you anyway.

                Mary

Tell Him I said “hi” too and thank Him for me.

              (Jesus exits to his
               room; Mary turns 

               to Joseph)

Oh, Joseph, suppose he’s a girl?

               Joseph

We will take whatever God gives  us: white, black, Asian, Latino, gay, straight, bisexual, transvestite, transgender, Muslim - as long as he’s Jewish.

                Blackout.

                 Spotlight up on 

                 stage left area.
                 Jesus walks into

                 spotlight.

                Jesus
My enemies are chasing me and I so desperately need to stop for a minute and catch my breath.  I’m going and I’m coming and I’ll be gone and I’ll be back and then I’ll be chased around again!  I’m running up a straight and narrow street and around to the other corner and I can see out of the side of my left eye that Satan is chasing me also.  I’ll cross the alleyway, I think, and run the other way to lose them.

My enemies loathe the very sight of me and all the golden words I bring from the God Almighty but I will turn the other cheek and find forgiveness in my heart.

I believe I am the most powerful one with the most meaningful message from the Almighty and that riles them up to high heaven but this is how it must be!

My enemies will continue to exact until I return with the Kingdom of God until which time they will be “weeded out” and destroyed. 

These streets are dangerous out here and so are my politics and my inspiring words of love and peace and great joy and all the godly miracles my dissenters don’t want to hear.

I must stop and catch a new breath so I can go on.  Tomorrow is a new day – a gift given to us from God, every day and tomorrow too is always a new start for new things to happen. “Can’t you see that whatever goes into a person from inside cannot defile him, since it enters not his heart but his stomach and is expelled.

                Blackout

                (Spot up on 

                 Mary Magdalene)

               Mary Magdalene

This one afternoon I saw Jesus Christ from afar delivering His Sermon on the Mount of Olives.  I heard about this Jesus Christ person but never saw him.  I was enthralled and, on sight, I was instantly in love. I am Mary Magdalene.
I stepped back and stood in the shadows of a shady tree because I wanted to be alone with Him.  I was so swept away by this man’s magnificence, his power, his beauty, ideas.

I stood under that tree alone and Jesus’s words were echoing through the mountaintops as if His words were drifting down from the heavens above and I felt that these moments belonged only to me and to this unknown man.  Had another person from afar, per chance, slip in front of me and blur my view, my one fear is that I would no longer have Jesus to myself.
His words commanded my soul and His words owned me.  I was completely captivated by Him and knew that I would never let this one-sided, unrequited love go.

Jesus belongs to the earth and all the earth people, this I knew for certain, but Jesus Christ also belonged to me and for me and that means He belonged to me exclusively, at least, in my heart.  No leader in this land or high priest or rabbi or ruthless warrior can take this love away from me and at that very moment I felt completely loved by my Lord and savior, Jesus Christ – a love I longed for in my life and needed so badly.

I saw Him heal a little crippled boy back to health and after a minute or two, the little boy threw away his cane and kissed Jesus Christ’s hand and hugged him tightly not wanting to ever let go.  I cried.  Finally the little boy walked away in great appreciation to a man who evidently has a strong connection to God.  This man is the Son of God, I suddenly realized, and all non-believers in the crowd became instant believers also.  As the little boy walked away and disappeared from view, we knew we were seeing the Son of God in real flesh and we never stopped believing.

I knew I would follow Jesus Christ for the rest of my days and cling to His every word because now, I see the light and, as if it were for the first time, I felt whole.  What more can a street girl want?
              Blackout

              (Spotlight up 

               on Judas; Judas

               faces audience)
                Judas

Someone said they heard people in the crowd call him Son of God and that got my temperature to give rise and my stomach to churn.  I am Judas, a proud and out-spoken enemy of such and I say, “How arrogant, how self-serving, how egocentric can one permit himself to be called “Son of God?”  Blah!  The fires in heaven will reach a volcano eruption when such blasphemous words are spoken!

No human being, untouched by God, should have the ability, authority, the right to use these descriptive words to describe himself to masses of people without the authorization from God but his God is not my God and my God is the only God!
This Jesus Christ will see himself in God’s court one day and I believe his death is closer to now than before.
What gull, what guts, what chutzpah to identify oneself as a God when he is a low-income son of a working class carpenter and a peasant mother and is without proper class.

He shall pay as everyone eventually pays for their lies and deceits but then my head goes the other way and I think, “what if...just what if this Jesus Christ person is really who he says he is and his many followers are correct and he is the Son of God?” 
How scary a thought...how maddening...I would have to die a thousand deaths.  Strange happenings are not new to this world - no, no, no...unheard of...Son of God...King of the Jews?  I don’t think I want to think about what does not please me to think about.  What pleases me to think about is how and when this Jesus Christ will meet his doom and how I can speed this process and rid ourselves of this venom before it grows, before Jesus Christ strengthens his position and I am edged out!  Woe is me!  My skin crawls – Jesus Christ must die!
I must take action now and by week’s end – he must die the first day of Passover!

               Blackout

               (Living room – Mary

                is sweeping; 

                Jesus rushes in  

                from outside.

                Jesus is 

                breathless.) 

                Mary

Jesus, Jesus, are you okay?  What’s wrong, son?  Are they chasing you again?

                Jesus

Get away from the window, mother, the devil lives among us.  They’re throwing rocks...some of my dissenters are after me but, thank the good Lord above, I’ve lost them for now, I believe.

              Mary

Sit down, Jesus, rest...catch your breath.  I will bring a cool drink.

              Jesus

My enemies want to censor me and this will not happen, mother!  I will stand up to them!  
              Mary

Rest.  Don’t talk.  You talk too much anyway.  Are your hungry? 
              Jesus

I am fully recovered and desire neither drink nor food. I must return to the market place in an hour and preach my words of truth to my people...words that are coming to me from the Lord.
               Mary 
Jesus, if you are fine now and can give me a few minutes, I shall like to take this opportunity to tell you how pleased I am with your achievements and God above will surely anoint you for all the good you bring to this earth through Him.  You’ve come so far in your chosen field.
                Jesus

I didn’t choose my work, mother, my work was chosen for me...it was a gift from God and the heavens above.  See, mother, Jesus’s gift to you is eternal life and so I am headstrong on delivering this message to the people from my God in Heaven.

                 Mary

Tell me, Jesus, I feel as though you can tell me now because we know each other so well, don’t you think?  Well, well, well, I would like a very simple answer to a very simple question...a question that has been on my mind for some time.  Now...now, tell me if this question will get you in trouble and I shall not ask?  Okay, then,  who is He?

                Jesus

Who?

                Mary

God, that’s who!  You can tell me now, we know each other so well – who is God?  You must know who God is?  You talk to each other every day because I hear you talking to Him while I am sweeping the hallway outside your bedroom. I know you’re not talking to yourself or that would make you crazy!  I would never dream of eavesdropping, you can trust me on that.  Where does He live?  What kind of clothes does He wear?  Does He even wear clothes?  Sometimes I picture God naked.  Where does God hang out?  What does He do?  What does He eat?
Air?

              Jesus

Slow down, mother.  Those are a whole lot of pretty personal questions you are asking.  Do not think me to be another “Dear Abby.”
               Mary

I know He lives in the sky but where exactly...over the rainbow ...under the rainbow?  I look up at the sky all the time and I can’t seem to catch a glimpse of Him anywhere.  Can God see us anytime He wants to or does He have to press a button of some kind?  How does that work?
               Jesus

Please, mother, these are questions I am not at liberty to talk about.  You must understand?

                Mary

How do you get in touch with Him when you really need Him for something?  Do you have to wait and be contacted by Him first?  How do the two of you work that one out?

                Jesus

Please, don’t put me on the spot – As much as I love you - I cannot talk about these things with you.

                 Mary

Then I don’t understand, Jesus, I’m not asking you about His personal life...his personal life is none of my business, this I know, but I’m just curious, that’s all.  He knows all about us down here – so what’s the big deal   unless He has something to hide?  Does He have something to hide, Jesus, does He?
               Jesus

God has nothing to hide.  God is transparent to the whole world.  He’s an open book.
                Mary

I would never betray Him.  You can take me into His confidence anytime.  I would never do anything wrong – you tell Him that!  So what’s He look like?  Do you resemble Him?  Does He have neon-blue eyes like you? 
                Jesus

God’s eyes are whatever color you want them to be.  That’s the way that works.
                Mary
I would never, ever utter a word to anybody, ever about you being...oops...(whisper) the Son of God.  This is no one’s business.  This is our family secret.

                Jesus

You mustn’t!  You must never utter a word about this to anyone, ever!  If my enemies ever heard one word to even suggest that I am the Son of God, they would do irreparable harm to me and I’ve never told them anything about my relationship with God and you mustn’t either.
                 Mary

Jesus, when you do these miracle bits, what do you expect people to think?  I heard the other day you turned a fisherman’s bread into fish so he could sell his fish so his family could eat.  This is a wonderful thing to do but when they see you perform these miraculous feats, what do you expect people to think: that you’re the Son of Joseph?  Well, I don’t think so!
               Jesus

I can’t hold back, mother.  I have to cure people...I have to cure people...I have to cure everybody I encounter...I can’t go on any other way...it’s like I’m hooked, an addict, I have no control... when I see a lame person, I have this insatiable desire to cure this person in need...dog, cat, even camel!  I can’t help myself!
This is a demon within me that I wrestle with every day.
               Mary

Jesus, why don’t you cool it for a while?  You carry such a big burden with you...ease up...take a little vacation?  I think you’re overworked!
               Jesus

It’s no secret that my enemies are after me now.  I should be afraid but I am not afraid because I must bring my message of God to the people.  My enemies follow me, they watch my every move.
               Mary

Then run away, Jesus, go to another town because I don’t want harm to come to you.

                               Jesus

I will be fine, mother, and I thank you for your support.  What would I do without you and father, holding my secret and working with me.  No wonder God Almighty chose you to be my earth parents.  If there should ever be anything you want or need, let me know and I shall have God answer your prayers.
              Mary

Well, maybe, just one thing...one little thing...
              (moves closer)

Who is God, REALLY? and where does He live. REALLY?  All I ask...all I want to know is the answer to this question?  Is this so hard for you to answer -   I’m your mother?  The answer to this question is driving me crazy, Jesus!  I can’t sleep at night anymore! I will have a nervous breakdown over this if you don’t tell me!  Tell me, son, tell me – who is God?  And don’t give me
one of those fairytale answers, I want to know – who is God and what’s His story!
                Jesus
Don’t ask me about the birds and bees and all those things that make up everything.  Don’t ask; I won’t tell you about anything like: How this world got started and how this world will finish.
With utmost respect, earth mother, it’s none of your business so don’t ask because I won’t tell or you’ll be sent to hell.  Don’t fool around with the higher-ups – you’ll never win and you’ll wind up in the dumps.

This business about who you are, how you got here, what you’re made of is out of your realm of understanding.  And that’s it – there’s nothing more I can tell if you don’t want to go to “you know where!”

Only God knows how the rest of this story goes and, being the gentleman He is, He won’t tell so don’t ask!

A repeat of this conversation is now forbidden.

               Blackout

               (Lights up stage 

                front.
                               Satan encounters

                               Jesus.)

                Satan

I am Satan, the devil.  Try to understand what I am so you can be on guard against me.

                Jesus

I knew full well that this moment would come and meeting you is not a moment to that I have looked forward.  I have proved to be without sin and I am here to save all men.

                Satan

I am one to reckon with.  I Satan lived in heaven and I have worked to be like God so God cast me out.  I am full of violence and I am full of lies.  These are my attributes.

                Jesus

I am focused on the joy set before me – the salvation of mankind. I have proved to be without sin.  We are so different.

                Satan

Praises to that, my enemy!

                Jesus

You are a murderer from the beginning.  Your main weapons to destroy people are with your deceit and lies.  What you and your evil spirit can do.

                Satan

If you are the Son of God, tell this stone to become bread.

                Jesus

Man does not live by bread alone but from every word that comes from the mouth of the Lord.

                Satan

So go, Jesus Christ, go!  Your kind does not live very long.  So go!

              Jesus

You couldn’t make me stay for I have looked at your face too long.

              (Jesus exits)
              Satan

It is in this atmosphere all around us.  Can’t you feel it, see it and know it – that your death day is upon us?
              (Satan exits)

              Blackout

              (Living room.

              (Mary is in 

              kitchen area 
              polishing a 

              brass urn.  Mary
              shows signs of
              a big belly;
              Joseph enters

              from outside)

               Joseph

Our next door neighbor, Fatima, had better learn to lock up her chicken coops when she’s not at home or she won’t have any chickens for chicken soup for the Sabbath.  Her chickens are running all over the road and I saw a few young boys running away with chickens under their arms.  Poor Fatima won’t have chicken soup for the Sabbath.  Matzoh balls plenty, but no chicken soup.

               Mary

Do you know who these boys are?  Would you be able to identify them, Joseph?

              Joseph

They’re neighborhood boys.  Jesus says, “Forgive thy neighbor or they will only sin again.”  Ha-ha, easy for Him to say.

               Mary

I will offer Fatima a few of our chickens for her Sabbath dinner,   Jesus says: “Give to the good and it will came back to you.”  Do you know what else Jesus says: “Trust each one or you trust no one.”

               Joseph

And when one takes something that doesn’t belong to you, “It is bound to slip out of your hand and crush your feet!”  That’s what Jesus says.

                Mary

We will share our food with Fatima and her family.  We have enough chickens for ourselves.  Jesus has been a wonderful influence on us.  Jesus says, “Share with the poor and it will come back to you.  You are a good man, Joseph.
                Joseph

Why do we keep quoting Jesus all the time?  Why do we think Jesus has all the answers when we know the answers come from God to Him.  What about me?  I have answers too.  I’m smart too.  You know, I’m not exactly a dish of chopped artichokes.  I am a highly respected carpenter in this community.  I make a very nice living.  I run a very clean house and I read the holy bible, well...whenever Jesus is watching but I do read it.  So why do we quote Jesus all the time?  How about me?  What’s wrong with me?  I’m insightful too.
                Mary

Well, let me hear you say something that’s notable, Joseph?

How long do I have to wait?

               Joseph

Like say what?

                Mary

Anything.  If you think you’re so smart like Jesus, let me hear you talk like Jesus.  C’mon, this I would like to hear.

               Joseph

Well, I could if I really want to.  All you have to do is put your lips together and out it comes...here goes.
Our next door neighbor Fatima’s chickens will all come back because one day... all chickens will come home to roust.

              Mary

Joseph, that’s brilliant.  I would never think you had that in you.  Did that come out of you just like that?

              Joseph

See, it’s easy – I could be a god too.  Guess anybody can – just try it...like this: “When one is without food, a breadcrumb is like a whole loaf.”.”  See...see, I just made that one up.

               Mary

That’s good, Joseph, so good.

               Joseph

“When you bathe in the river, be sure to dive into the water first, then disrobe.”

                Mary

Keep going.

                Joseph

I can’t stop...let me see: “When you are sleeping, those are not angels you hear, it is yourself talking to yourself in your sleep.”

               Mary

Oh, Joseph, you must save some of these lines for Jesus.  He will make good use of them.

              Joseph

Look, I’m getting the hang of it, “When a door knocks in the middle of the night – never open it if you don’t want to invite trouble.”  Where’s Jesus, I’d like to tell Him a few of these.

               Mary

Joseph, while Jesus is out and before He comes home, there’s something I need to discuss with you.

               Joseph

You’re having another baby – you didn’t have this one yet!

                               Mary
No, it’s about Jesus.  For the sake of His growth and develop-ment, I think it’s time that Jesus gets His own apartment already...you know, Joseph, it’s enough already.  He’s a boy who has grown up and now it’s time and with the new baby coming, we can use the bedroom.
               Joseph

I’m thinking about what you’ve been saying and I think you’re right, Mary!  
                Mary

Only...only, He won’t go...He won’t go...He won’t go – I know He won’t!  Here’ the problem:  He has it too easy around here.  I make his bed, I clean the bathroom, I iron His robes, not too much starch like instructed and does He have robes, every time He sees one on sale in the marketplace, He buys one.  Do you have any idea how many robes a boy has?  This is where all His money goes.
               Joseph

None of them fit me either.

                Mary

Joseph, have your tried one of His robes on when nobody was looking?  Are you a...a...a transvestite?

                Joseph

They don’t have transvestites in this century...but I don’t know – you look at some of these kings, makes you wonder...
               Mary

We make sure there’s plenty of food in the pantry for Jesus at all times...always stocked with figs, dates and pomegranates.

               Joseph

You’re right about that.  I even groom His camel and His camel doesn’t have only one hump, it has three and a three humper is much more work.  We do make it easy for Him here but why would He not leave: he would have His own apartment...His own space, He could do whatever He wants.

                Mary

We have to find a reason to make Him want to leave.  Maybe there’s someone out there He would like to share an apartment with.

                Joseph 
Are you thinking what I’m thinking...like a pretty girl...a very pretty young girl.  Sure that’s the answer!

                Mary

Now all we have to do is find an attractive girl and arrange for them to get together...and if we work it the right way, yes, maybe something could happen.  If we only find a nice girl...a nice Jewish girl, you know, one who is innocent and pure and pretty...

              Joseph

That would work and that would get Him out of the house.  But are there such nice girls around anymore.  A century ago, girls were virginal, innocent, pure – times have changed.

              Mary

Oh, I know a very pretty girl and she lives...she lives around, I’m told.  Her name is Mary Magdalene and I understand from the ladies down at the river washing clothes that she is wonderful daughter-in-law material.
              Joseph

Where is she?  How can we get the two of them together?

              Mary

I have not ever met her but I could seek her out and possibly have a conversation with her and possibly invite her over for glass of tea or wine, perhaps.

              Joseph

Where is she from?  Who are her people?  After all, Jesus is not your average Jew on the street.  He is special and He needs someone who is very special also.

              Mary

I don’t know how special she is but if we want a bedroom for our newborn child, we have to look the other way and work fast.
              Joseph

I’ll check around the marketplace and ask some of the men around if they know anything about her and if they think she’s good enough for my baby Jesus and to find out who this Mary Magdalene really is. 

               Mary

You know what, Joseph, better you don’t ask.  We’ll take our chances.

              (Jesus enters 
              from outside)
              Jesus

Do you know there are chickens running all over the road?

              Joseph

Well, Jesus, these chickens...well, well, they came from me!

              Jesus

From you, dear father - how odd. What do you mean, father?

              Joseph

I made this happen, you know, like you make things happen.

               Jesus

You are amazing, father, did you, perhaps, hatch these chickens by yourself?  What in God’s name do you mean?  Mother, explain to me about all these chickens running haphazardly all over the road.

               Mary

Well, son, it’s like this...

              Joseph

No, Mary, I will tell Jesus - they are my chickens!   You see, Jesus, I don’t want to take anything away from you...or your mojo but I have to tell you...those are my chickens...I made them happen just like you make things happen.  You see, I watch you and I make myself feel power in my body just like you do and then I turn around and with my will, my own will inside my God-given body, I spotted an egg on the kitchen table and I willed this egg to turn into chickens and with God’s will – it happened!
              Mary

Stop it, Joseph, Jesus will think you’ve gone crazy!

              Joseph

Why would He, Mary, I don’t think He’s crazy.

              Jesus

Joseph, you’ve been given this gift from God.  You’ve been blessed.  You are a holy spirit.  You are up to me.  Oh, father, what else can you do?

              Mary

Nothing, really, Jesus, you have nothing to fear.  The only thing Joseph can do is...maybe some carpenter work and that’s about it.  Jesus, the chickens came from Fatima’s yard next door.  Some young boys broke into her chicken coops and stole the chickens and now, I’m afraid she’ll blame Joseph.

              Joseph

If I’m not asking too much, is there anything you and the Good Lord above can do to get the chickens back into their coops?

              Jesus
Not to worry, I believe the chickens will find their own way back.  Chickens always come home to roust.  How do you like that one?
               Joseph

We do think alike, don’t we, because that’s what I said?
               Mary

Jesus, why don’t you sit down...take a load off your sandals...have some lunch...there’s something we want to discuss with you.  Oh, it’s nothing bad...you’re going like it.

              Joseph

We don’t have to talk about it right now if you have other plans.

               Jesus

No, please do, so I could have an input and help solve any problem you might have.  This makes me feel...valuable.

              Mary

This is not our problem, Jesus, it’s your problem.

              Jesus

Pray tell.

              Mary

God has plans for everyone, doesn’t He, Jesus, and so do we?
Jesus, we think it’s time for you to...take on a wife.  We think it would be fitting for you both spiritually and emotionally.

              Joseph

Yes, and just think how you would feel in your own apartment, the two of you...you and your new bride and Jesus, we have the perfectly right young woman who will fit the bill.  Wait until 
you meet her.

             Jesus

Did you get her on one of those “Match.com” sites?

              Joseph

Better than that.  The old-fashioned way – she comes highly recommended from reliable, substantial neighbors and already I’m crazy about her.

              Mary

And I hear she’s very pretty.  Why she’s the all-around Miss Perfect.

I don’t know if she cooks though.

              Joseph

Don’t let that stop the process -  you can do take-out.  See, everything is going to be fine.  Jesus, the two of you are going to be very happy together when you find a little house together in the suburbs in the desert.

               (long silence)

Would you like to meet this Mary Magdalene.   She’s a wonderful girl.

              Joseph

And pretty too.

              Jesus

Mary Magdalene.  By her name alone, I know I will like her. I would not be opposed to having this meeting.  Does she attend Temple?  Does she follow the rules of God?

              Mary
All of the above and more and if she doesn’t, she will!  Oh, oh, this is wonderful, Joseph.  

(to Jesus)

I had no doubts at all that you wouldn’t want to meet her.  God works in mysterious ways, doesn’t He?

              Jesus

I shall like to meet Mary Magdalene who I know is kind and who has a pure soul.  If she is willing to have this meeting, I know the arc angels in heaven will rejoice at our coming together.  Before it is too late, we must meet and see if she likes me because all ready, I like her. 
              Mary

How can you not like her – she wears a size Two.
              Jesus

For now, my wonderful parents, I must go to my room and study my sermon for tonight.  We expect a rather large gathering – a whole contingent of my supporters are coming in from the desert to hear my words.

              Joseph

It’s wonderful that your crowds are growing.

              Mary

And so are your dissenters.  I live in fear for you, my son.  You put your life in great danger with all the enemies you are acquiring.

              Jesus

The word is spreading quickly that I am the Son of God and there are many who are intimidated by the popularity that I have.  

               Mary

You have work to do, son, and God will see you through.

                Joseph

God will see you through, my son.

                Jesus

As long as it is not too late.

                 Mary

Too late?  What are you saying, Jesus?

                 Jesus

Some think I live in danger and my days are numbered.  I am prepared to die for everyone’s sins so let it be!

                 Mary

I will not let you talk this way.

                 Jesus

Tis true.  Should I die by my enemy’s hand, I want you to know that I shall return.  When I die, look out that window and you shall see me coming down the road.

                Joseph

Jesus, you talk nonsense, this does not have to happen.  We must not allow this to happen.

                 Mary

Jesus, my son, no!

               Jesus

When I die, I will return.  So what difference will it make anyway?  I will return.
              Joseph

What can we do for you, Jesus, what can we do for you?
               Mary

Your word is our command.  What can we do for you?

                Jesus

There is only one thing you can do for me, my wonderful earth mother and father – just leave the door unlatched!

                (Jesus exits to

                 his bedroom)

              Blackout

              (Spotlight up on 

               Mary Magdalene; 

               she addresses 

               the audience)

               Mary Magdalene
He spoke to me again. I heard His voice and every word he spoke seemed like these words were spoken for the very first time and spoken to me only.  Whatever words He spoke came out of Him and these words belonged to no one else.  I got lost in His words and in His thoughts and in the meaning of His being.
Then I faded out and His words became faint and as these words softly echoed through the crowds of listeners, the more I became enamored by His very being.

Even though I was out of His zone, I did not feel alone because I was with Him and with His words of truth and compassion and love for all.  At last, I thought He touched me but that was my blood rushing through my head playing tricks that I wanted to believe.  I thought He saw me but the huge crowds in front of me made me know that He couldn’t but I knew that one day He would finally see me with His wonderful neon-blue eyes and then, on that day, our story would begin.
All of a sudden, my love for Him became a wonder but would cease to be a wonder and become a true moment in time the moment we meet.

              Blackout

              (Lights up in living

               room.  

               Jesus sits quietly 

               reading his notes.

               A soft knock is

               heard on the front 

               door.  Jesus slowly

               rises and opens
               door to Mary 

               Magdalene.)
             Mary M

I came.  I obeyed your calling and I came.  You are my savior, Jesus Christ, son of God.  I worship you, dear Jesus, I worship the ground you walk on.

             Jesus

Let my eyes behold you - you are lovely...let me look at you...very lovely.  It is a bit awkward, don’t you think, the two of us standing in the doorway like this.  Please enter into my home.

             (Jesus leads her in)

Make yourself comfortable.  I am Jesus Christ and now you are home.

              Mary M

I feel I am home.  I am home.  I will do whatever you want me to do – I am at your command and I like it.

              Jesus

Really?  I had no idea that this would be so easy.  Are you like this to everyone?

              Mary M

Not everyone is my personal God and I discount the Babylonians.

Jesus, thank you for revealing yourself to me.

              Jesus

Judge not that ye shall not be judged, my child.  
               Mary M

Your words are like gems to me.  I am weakening to your words.

               Jesus

Would you like some wine for starters.  Do you need a swallow of wine for a starter?

               Mary M

Only if you have some wine also.  I don’t like to do things alone.  I prefer to do things together as a couple, perhaps.  Do you need a starter?
                Jesus

This meeting does not require the power of God or wine.  Tell me about yourself...who are you...where do you come from?  Who are your people?
                Mary m

I’m merely a “nobody” from nowhere.  I, dearest Jesus, my savoir, my special God from Heaven, it is I who needs to hear about you.  I am insignificant in the eyes of the world.  The onus falls on you.  I feel your spirit.

                Jesus

And I, my new friend Mary, feel your love and your worth and your humanity.  Let’s concentrate on each one’s spirituality and let the chips fall as they may.  What do you say?
               Mary M

I am in your good graces.  I am like an onion in your presence: All you have to do is to peel my layers back – one by one and very slowly. 
               Jesus

Let’s concentrate on each other and each other’s energy - what can I do for you, Mary Magdalene?  I want to influence your life to the good.
               Mary M

If I could have one wish, I would wish to hear you speak.  I love your lines, your words, your thoughts.  You control me with your mind.
               Jesus

“Thy should love the Lord thy God with all thy heart and with all thy soul, and with all thy mind.”
                Mary M

More.

                Jesus

“He who is without sin among you, let him first cast a stone to her.”
                Mary M

Words of greatness come out of your mouth.  One more line, please, dear Jesus...I am under your spell.

               Jesus

“Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all they heart.”  

               Mary M

Oh, Jesus.

               Jesus

I am preparing a sermon for tonight on Apple Road.  I command thee to go over my lines with me.  Come into my room and I shall practice my sermon to you.  You shall follow in script?  Will you abide me?

               Mary M

I’m not certain, Jesus, I’m not certain that I shall enter into a strange Son of God’s bedroom.
               Jesus

“Judge not that ye not be judged.”

               Mary M

I feel blessed...so very blessed in your presence.  I feel special that you are making your sermon available to me by allowing me to participate.

                Jesus

I usually practice my sermon with a rabbi in the synagogue but I think tonight I shall trade the rabbi in for you.  If I know Rabbi Schmecknick, he will agree.
                Mary M

Please pray for me that I shall be a good follower of yours.

                 Jesus

I’m praying, oh, am I praying.

               (Mary M. follows 

               behind Jesus in 

               direction to

               bedroom and

               are gone.

               Mary and Joseph

               enter living room
               from outside. They
               carry bundles of       

               groceries.  Mary  

               proceeds to put
               them away. 

               Joseph
In your condition, Mary, I want you to rest.  Why don’t you sit down for a while?  I will put the groceries on the table and go out and get the rest from the camel.

                Mary

Make sure you get all the groceries and don’t miss a hump.

                Joseph

Did I ever miss a hump?  And, Mary, you must stop criticizing when we’re riding on the camel: don’t turn to the left...make sure to sit more to the right and sit up straight...don’t lean over too far or you’ll upset the balance of the camel...watch how you turn.  Will a woman ever stop criticizing how a man rides his camel or drives his car? 
               (Mary Magdalene 

                charges into the 

                living room from

                the bedroom area. 

                She is panting.

                Joseph rushes 

                to her.)

               Joseph

Oh, my God, Mary.  What happened?  Oh, my God, another immaculate conception we don’t need around here.

               Mary

What happened, child?  What 
happened?

               Mary M

All I know is Jesus and I went into his bedroom to go over some of His writings...He wanted to try them out on me first before He delivered His sermon to the people tonight.  I was so excited and, frankly, I guess so was He.

               Mary

Well, that seems perfectly fine to me.  Was there something in the sermon you objected to?

              Joseph 

Something social...something political?  Please take hold of yourself, girl.  If there was something in His sermon you didn’t agree with you should know better because Jesus’s words are gospel.  Maybe you can buck one of them but you can’t buck the two of them together!

              Mary M

Let me catch my breath.  I tried to break loose from His spell but all He kept saying to me was that the Lord wants to touch your heart and touch your soul, my lovely one.

               Joseph

Well, what’s wrong with that?  Calm down, please, Mary, take a breath.

                Mary M

I kept yelling at Him that God did not want Him to touch my... breasts...I think He touched my breast...I’m not sure now...I was devastated...now I’m confused.  Oh, I don’t know anymore.  I’m scared, if I misinterpreted his actions, I’m afraid I shall go straight to hell!
              Joseph

Please think clearly, girl.

              Mary M

I’ve heard every pickup line on this side of the Mediterranean but this one about being the Son of God is the best bar line of them all!  How wickedly clever He is.  The sweaty sailors on the docks could take lessons from this guy.  Your son is good, very, very good at His game!

             (Mary M charges 

              out of house 

              without turning 

              back.)

              Mary

I’m sick!  I’m sick about this.  This is all your fault for playing matchmaker!  Next time Jesus will have to go on “Match.com” on His own!
              Joseph

Don’t fret about this Mary Magdalene.  Jesus is our son and we are here to protect Him from all evil forces.

              (crosses room)

Let me put this into some kind of prospective for you, Mary: From three to four villages around, the word on the street is that this Mary Magdalene, herself, is not, shall we say, not so...”aye-aye-aye.”  In other words, she is, in herself, a very secretive and colorful person and her dalliances are no secret to the Sheppard boys who lay quietly at night with their flock.  Things get around in this town pretty fast even without the social network.

                Mary

All you men are terrible!  All you men want from a woman is only one thing.  It’s discussing.  I’ll bet you two thousand years from now, you men will still want the same thing.  Of course, this does not include my son, Jesus Christ, he is a man above all men.
                Joseph

Provocative women will always set a man’s mane on fire.  I wouldn’t mind if you were a bit like Mary Magdalene.  It wouldn’t hurt if you put a little color in your hair and a little red on your lips.  May I remind you, Mary, that we never did it – we have yet to consummate our relationship...we never did and I can attest to that as well as you.

              Mary

Don’t be snippy with me, Joseph.  You think we never did it...the world thinks we never did it and the Gods know we never did it but none of them were ever in our bedroom!  Let me tell you, Mr. Smarty Pants, WE DID DO IT!  Yes, it’s my secret but, we did do it and it was wonderful, sweet, soft and lovely.  Only...only like all men who like dogs, you fell the hell asleep and you slept like a dog!
               Joseph

               (holds hands 

                over his ears)

Ahhhhh...ahhhhh...ahhhhh, I don’t want to hear it!  I heard nothing...ahhhhh….ahhhhh...ahhhhh and on this particular subject, you keep your big mouth shut -  

and I mean shut from here to eternity!

               (Joseph storms 

                off holding 

                his ears)

I don’t want to hear it!  I don’t want to hear it!  Ahhhhh...
               Blackout

               (Front spotlight 

                up on Jesus)

                Jesus

They’re out to get me, they’re on my tail and this may be the day I die.  They’re after me and 
they’re going to get me.  If my God, the Almighty, wants me now, then I want Him and I must go.

I see the big bag of nails and the planks of wood, they’re moving in and they are preparing me for the moment I am to die.  Everything is moving so fast, so fast and if this is the day I die, I will not question why.
They hate me and they hate my politics and the words I bring from God Almighty and they are convinced I carry with me a bag 
of tricks.

They are coming and they are 
about to surround me, slice, hurt me, splice me, whip me, dice me into little pieces until the breath inside of me ceases but I cannot be killed – all my little pieces put together will become one again and I will return.

              (Jesus runs off)

               Blackout

               (Joseph and Mary

                are in living

                room.  Bang on

                door is heard and

                Mary Magdalene 

                rushes in.  

                She is breathless

                and hurried.)
               Mary M

You have to come...you have to come quickly.  There is no time to waste...please...please come quickly.

               Joseph

My dear one, what is wrong?

               Mary

Child, what is the matter, pray tell?

               Joseph

Take your time...rest...take a breath.

               Mary M

It’s Jesus...it’s Jesus...

              Mary

Jesus?  Child, tell me, what is wrong?

              Mary M

I rushed over as soon as I heard...they have Him...their voices are high, I’m told, and their anger has reached its end...

              Joseph

Speak slower.

             Mary M

They tell me they will kill Him soon...take His life...oh, I’m scared...you have to come!
             Mary

Oh, no!

              Mary M
Come, we must get to the square before He dies...we cannot wait a moment longer!  Maybe perchance, we can save Him.
              Mary

I’ll grab my wrap...
              Joseph

I’ll get it.  You two start out now...I will follow!

              (They leave.  Joseph 

               gets wrap from

               chair and quickly

               follows.)

               Blackout

               (Bright single 

                spotlight SR
                symbolizing 

                Jesus Christ.

                Spiritual music 

                is heard.

                Silhouette of

                Mary, Joseph and

                Mary Magdalene 

                rushing in.) 
They see the spotlight above and kneel to it.  
Joseph holds Mary up.   Mary Magdalene is on her other side.  Mary stretches her hands to the light as if to touch Jesus.  Mary M and Joseph follow in gesture.  They hold together in disbelief.  They hold together in shock.  They hold together in sadness.  They hold together in honor of Jesus Christ, Son of God.      
               The End

                           
.
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