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Lights up on MARY, a middle-aged Jewish woman.

MARY: He placed our hearts inside a cage made of bone.(Smiles sadly) Must have known
what fragile things they would be. (Shéholds a fist in front of her, appraising it) No ‘bigger than
a man’s fist, or so I'm told. A little thing, really. Such alittle thing, to cause so much
trouble.

When the prophet blessed our son, he spoke of my heart, too. Of the pain that would
pierce me like a sword. I carried my son for nine months but I would carry that pain
for so much longer. Growing inside of me. Breathing and expanding, inside this tiny
cage.

He was born toidie, or so they say. It’s easy to eulogize a man that way, I suppose, if
you didn’t know himglIf you didn’t love him, as I loved him. Easy to/call him a mis-
guided prophet ora small-town boy with delusions of grandeur. (Smiles, but there are
tears threatening in her eyes) They didn’t know my Yeshua. Didn’t see him walking in the
hillsgtalking to God like.a man talks to hisfriend. Didn’t see him smile at the ocean’s
waves like he could cup them in the palm of his hands. Didn’t see him weep over the
crippled legs©f alittle girl.

Delusions of grandeur? (Shakes herhead) Jesus never wanted anything but for his heav-
enly Father to be everything. What kind of king wants someone else6n the throne? He
said, “I can do nothing of myself, but what I see the Father do.” (Nods, sadly)

What I see the Father doaMakes me think of my little boy, standing outside Joseph’s
workshop, his face scrunched up in ¢oncentration, learning his'trade by watching a
master at work.

That’s all the son of God wanted, you see. All he ever wanted. Just to do his Father’s
work. And so he kept his eyes on the Father, and for thirty three years, I kept my eyes
on him.

I watched him walk in his Father’s footsteps, knowing full'well where those steps
would someday have to take him. Knowing it even when hisfollowers didn’t.

Beat. Her expression deepens, darkens.

And two days ago, those footsteps led himwup a rocky hill. And men took my little Ye-
shua and nailed him to a tree. (learswell and begin'to run down her weathered face) I watched
him, helpless, while he cried outto his Father. Watched until I thought my heart would
burst.

She drops her head, her voice choking off in a sob.
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