THE SPEAR

(Enter carrying a long spear with a bewildered look) 


It is finished.  I should know because I am the one who pierced 
His side with this spear. How do I know?  He didn’t move when I thrust it 
through His flesh, and into His heart.  I’ve done it a hundred times, but 
it’s never affected me like this one did.  I think I know why-- 


I’d seen this Jesus of Nazareth before.  A few days ago, I was on 
station when He came into Jerusalem--on a donkey of all things.  You should 
have seen the crowds that came to honor Him.  People put down their coats on 
the dirt road so that the donkey He was riding on wouldn’t touch the path.  
“Hosanna in the highest,” they shouted.  “He’s the Messiah,” claimed the 
crowd.  I didn’t care who He was, I just hoped the people wouldn’t get out 
of hand. 


He was an ordinary man -- there was nothing really special about 
Him -- but strangely, I felt drawn to Him.  As I watched the procession, our 
eyes met.  I tried to look away, but I couldn’t.  His compassionate eyes spoke to me.  It was as if they were knowingly saying, “I forgive you.”

 
That wasn’t the last time I saw this Jesus.  A few nights later, 
I was chosen to accompany some Jewish officials out to the Garden of 
Gethsemane.  I wasn’t too thrilled about this assignment because the Garden 
can be an eerie place at night.  It was especially eerie that night.  As we 
entered, I saw the same man that was on the donkey walking toward us.  We 
were there to arrest Him, but He wasn’t running away.  He was coming toward 
us. As I stepped forward, one of His followers took a sword and swung it at 
me.  I saw it coming.  I remember looking up like I had all day to get out of 
the way. I moved my head and the blade caught me in the ear.  It felt like 
the whole side of my head was on fire. I hit my knees and I grabbed the side 
of my head.  I could feel the blood pouring through my fingers and I looked 
down and there was my ear lying on the ground.  I couldn’t even speak. 


Then Jesus reached over with the hand that we didn’t have tied 
with rope and He touched the side of my head.  He just touched it.  The pain 
went away.  It didn’t fade or lessen--it instantly went away.  I felt the 
side of my head to discover that my ear was there again.  My hand was still 
covered in my own blood, but there was no wound -- not even a scratch.  


I looked into His eyes again…there were those same, compassionate 
eyes.  I could swear that He knew who I was.(Pause, looking up) 


Now, He hangs--dead--the blood and water that came out of His 
side ran down my spear.  His wounds didn’t disappear like mine did.  Those 
eyes that were once so alive with passion were now still and lifeless, but I 
couldn’t look away. 


It was then that I knew everything they’d said about Him was 
true.  He was the Son of God.  He was the Son of God and we arrested Him like 
a criminal and crucified Him.  He healed me with His touch and I thrust this 
spear into His side.  (Pause)  We were wrong! 


(Drop the spear and walk away) 

