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The story told by four supporting characters: the Hotel Manager, the Waiter, Pilate’s Wife, and the Herbalist 
The Hotel Manager (for the upper room) 
Well, it was my hotel, wasn’t it? 
It was my boy who brought them all home, looking for a room for their party, and at the busiest time of year, to boot. 
“You’ll have to take them somewhere else,” said I. “I’ve got no time—neither do you.” 
But that boy of mine…let’s just say he’s got a stubborn streak. To make matters worse, he’s a dreamer. Justice, truth, wandering around the countryside with his new-found friends. Popping in; popping out. And the worst of it is, he’ll believe anything. He’s just like me when I was that age. 
So we squeezed them all in that night, into the Galilee room. The one right over the front desk. All of a sudden, it sounds like there’s a scuffle… an overturned bench. A slamming door. I go to see what’s going on and one of them just about runs me over on the stairs on his way to somewhere in a hurry. 
The rest of them are all there, calm and quiet, and the one in the middle—he’s got bread in both hands. “My heart,” he says, “broken for you.” Then he takes the pitcher and a cup and keeps pouring the wine long after the cup is full. There’s wine all over the floor. 
“My spirit,” he says, “overflowing for you.” You could tell his friends didn’t have a clue what he was talking about. And neither did I. 
But I guess it’s pretty simple: You love something or someone with all your heart and spirit. Some days that’s how it is. You’re torn up and poured out and you wonder if things will ever be put right. Like my boy and his friends. 
I don’t know what’s going to put things right for them. They need a miracle. But then, who doesn’t? 
The Waiter (at Pilate’s palace in the courtyard) 
I never forget a face. It’s part of being a waiter. But our faces don’t matter at all. Just our hands and feet. How much you can carry and how fast you can run. But being faceless—that’s what makes me remember. 
And this face... 
The poor guy, I thought to myself. It doesn’t matter what side of the fire he stands on, the smoke is always getting in his eyes. There he was squinting and the tears rolling down... I knew I’d seen him before. My brother had brought him and his gang by my mother’s hotel one time. 
“I remember your face,” I told him, “though I never knew your name.” And he shrank farther back from the fire into the shadows. He shook his head, like he didn’t want me to hear his voice. 
“I remember you, too,” someone else chimed in. “You were there—in the garden with him! Late to be picking flowers, wasn’t it?” 
Just about everyone in Pilate’s courtyard heard that one. And they all moved a little closer. And the guy with the unforgettable face backed himself right into a corner. 
“A disciple,” someone sneered. “Follow this,” they jeered as they poked at him. 
“I...don’t...know...him...ah—” The last word stuck in his throat just as he managed to slip through the mob. They didn’t go after him. It was just a game to them. 
But I figured out the last word—the one he choked on: “Anymore.” 
I don’t know him anymore. 
That’s what he said. I never forget a face. Sometimes I wish I could. 

Pilate’s Wife 
I had a dream last night that my credit cards were all cancelled. My friends refused to return my calls. My children were all expelled from school. My house was on fire and the fire engine went right on by. 
“Why are all these things happening to me?” I cried out. And the door to my burning house opened. And out walked the two of them, my husband and the Galilean. And not a hair out of place on either one of them. Well, except for the Galilean, where my husband’s soldiers had smacked him around. 
And they walked right by me, like they didn’t even notice me. 
And I could hear them telling war stories about how hard it is to be a leader these days. How no one understands the compromises you have to make to run an empire. Or a movement. 
And I screamed at my husband, “Don’t touch him. He’s innocent. You’re the guilty one but I’m the one doing the suffering.” He paid me no attention. Just walked to the edge of my dream and disappeared. 
And the Galilean turned to me and half shrugged as if to say, “Isn’t that the way it always goes? The guilty pick the tunes? And the innocent pay the piper?” 
When I woke up, I didn’t know anymore: Who is guilty and who is innocent? But I do know that Pilate can’t just walk away from this one, drying his hands as he goes. 
It is like the whole world is holding its breath. And if Pilate makes the wrong move, we’ll all be blown away. 
The Herbalist (holding up two vials) 
Cedrus libani...especially good at producing feelings of euphoria. Commiphora...reduces the heart rate provoking a state of unconsciousness. Mix them together in a vinegar suspension. Store in a cool place. And you’ve got the very thing to ease the crucified on their way. 
My mother taught me to mix these herbs, as her mother taught her, and unless the world makes a remarkable recovery from its sense of duty to inflict as much pain as it possibly can on its citizens, one day I will teach my daughter everything I know. 
And by then, I hope to know just what passed between us this morning. We were in our positions and waiting on the road to Golgotha. It was hot already. The men carrying their crossbeams had been told by friendly guards to stagger at our feet and to stay down long enough for us to attend to them. 
The Galilean didn’t fall, though. He stood there looking at me. When I went to give him the vinegar, he turned away. But he turned back again just before they stuck a fist in his ribs. 
“Never forget,” he whispered to me. “The realm of God is among us. Peace be with you.” The realm of God? Peace? Here he was turning down the only peace he was going to be offered this side of Paradise. 
And he was the one saying shalom? And exhausted as he was, he said it like he meant it. That even there—on that road struggling under that beam—he could still offer peace because he still had it to give. 
How he still had it? I couldn’t tell you. But he did, and he gave it to me. And those close to me have said that ever since that day, I’m different. “There’s something in you. It’s more than healing. It’s a presence.” 
Whatever it is, I know it’s not mine. But I know where it came from. Shalom to you, strange, strong Galilean. And to all of us who struggle with you. 

Geoff Wilfong Pritchard, St. Andrew’s U.C., Edmonton, Alta.
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