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Stone Stories: A Dramatic Reading
ten stories inspired by Luke 19:40

The person telling each story holds a large stone, if possible, then places it on the communion table or along the front of the sanctuary after the story. Hymns may be interspersed with the stone stories.

The Triumphal Entry
I am a simple stone in the road, a cobblestone. The story I can tell you is one that you may already know. It is about Jesus, the Messiah everyone had been waiting for. As he headed toward Jerusalem, the people swarmed to meet him.
Jesus told his disciples to go into the next village and bring a colt that had never been ridden. They did so, and when the owners asked why they were taking their colt, the disciples answered, “Because the Lord has need of it.”
The disciples surrounded Jesus, throwing their coats on the colt and on the ground before him as he rode into Jerusalem. It was amazing how quickly the word spread about Jesus. At first, there were just a few people on the streets. Then there were crowds. People were shouting and singing, “Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord. Peace in heaven and glory in the highest heaven.”
It felt good to have the parade moving right over me. The cushioning of the cloaks was an added bonus, but I could still feel the vibrations and hear the sounds. I can still tell you what happened. 
Most people were celebrating but the religious leaders were angry. They told Jesus to order his disciples to stop the racket, but Jesus answered them, “Truly I tell you, if these were silent, the stones would shout out!”
He couldn’t have been more correct. We stones not only wanted to speak, we wanted to shout out that Jesus was here! 
Jesus Cleanses the Temple
When we entered Jerusalem, Jesus went directly to the temple. I am a stone in the courtyard where all the havoc occurred. Some will tell you that Jesus was vandalizing the temple…that he was a thug who should be arrested, but I am here to tell you that this man did not go to the temple in order to destroy it but to worship and pray. His righteous anger at those who had made the temple a marketplace was palpable. His cry was heartfelt and full of anger and frustration. “My house should be called a house of prayer, but you have made it a den of robbers.”
Then I heard him teaching about God’s love and mercy. The chief priests, the scribes, and the elders all came to listen to Jesus’ teachings. They asked him questions to try to trip him up, to discredit him in some way, but Jesus was crafty and wise. He refused to fall into their traps, and he always redirected his teachings back to God as the highest authority, even higher than the Sanhedrin, even higher than Rome.
I felt the Pharisees and the Sadducees whispering to one another. They were afraid of losing their power. And so they began to seek an opportunity to destroy him.
The Upper Room
I am a stone slab, the threshold into the upper room where Jesus came to share a Passover meal with his disciples. When they gathered at the table, Jesus took bread, broke it, and gave it to them, declaring, “This is my body, which is given for you. Do this in remembrance of me.” After they finished their supper, Jesus took the cup of wine and said, “This cup that is poured out for you is the new covenant in my blood.”
They shared together this holy meal. They recounted for each other all the parables and teachings of Jesus, and they were filled with wonder and awe. Then I heard Jesus say these words: “The one who betrays me is with me, and his hand is on the table.” I shivered inside knowing that one of the people who placed his foot on me as he crossed the threshold into the upper room would betray Jesus, would betray this one who is the hope of the world.
Praying in the Garden
The news about Jesus spread and the crowds grew. Jesus led his disciples away from the crowd, up to the Mount of Olives. After they arrived, he said to them, “Pray that you do not come into the time of trial.” Then he moved away from them and knelt down next to me. Many people come to my mount and some even kneel and pray. I think of it as my job to uphold these people, to give them a strong base, a firm foundation so that they can truly open up to God.
Never have I experienced a more honest and heart-wrenching prayer. “Father, if you are willing, remove this cup from me, yet not my will but yours be done.” He was so anguished and yet so faithful. His sweat fell like great drops of blood onto my surface. I will never forget that night. I will sing of Jesus’ faithfulness until I have worn away into grains of sand.
Jesus’ Arrest
Word of Jesus’ arrival spread both to his followers and to his enemies. Suddenly a crowd came, led by the disciple called Judas. He kissed Jesus, as a sign to tell the crowd that this was the one they wanted. And Jesus asked, “Judas, will you betray me with a kiss?”
I felt the soles of harsh boots on my back…soldiers’ boots as they moved forward to arrest Jesus, and I longed to cry out, “No! Do not arrest this man…he is the hope of the world.” But no one would listen to me.
Jesus said to the chief priests, “Have you come out with swords and clubs to arrest me as though I were a bandit? Day after day, I was with you in the temple teaching and you did not arrest me.” The soldiers didn’t respond. Judas didn’t respond. They just took Jesus away. And all the disciples ran…even Peter.… I was left alone in the quiet, wishing that someone would notice my cries.
Peter’s Denial
The rooster was relentless. He pecked and clucked, trying to get every last bug that tried, without success, to hide beneath my sharp edges. My courtyard was not fancy, not much more than a natural chicken coop, but that is where it happened. There were whispers and finger-pointing. There was fear and tension.
“You were with him,” accused a woman who sat near the fire. “You are one of them,” declared another, pointing at Peter. And another said, “You are a Galilean! I’m sure you were with him.” 
“I don’t know what you are talking about. I don’t know him!” Peter shouted. I was embarrassed for him, denying Jesus in that way. I’m not even sure he knew what he was doing until the rooster, standing right next to me, crowed. Peter suddenly realized what he’d done. He was so full of shame that he went out and began to sob.
I will forever associate a rooster’s crow with the smell of fear and the weeping of a man dealing with deep shame and guilt.
The Trial
I am a stone in the steps of Pontius Pilate’s palace. I felt the high priests dragging Jesus up my steps. The crowd accused Jesus of inciting trouble in their nation. They said that Jesus taught them not to pay taxes to Caesar. They claimed that Jesus said he was a king. But I have to tell you, I heard Pilate ask Jesus, “Are you the king of the Jews?” Did Jesus say yes? I can tell you as one who was there, he did not! He simply answered, “You say so.”
Pilate sent Jesus and his accusers away. He tried to pass the buck to Herod since Jesus was from Galilee, which is under Herod’s jurisdiction. I can’t tell you what happened at Herod’s, but I can tell you what I heard when they returned. It didn’t take long for Herod to send Jesus back to Pilate. Herod had asked Jesus to perform a sign. Jesus was not going to be somebody’s sideshow so he simply remained silent, or at least that is what I heard when they returned.
The one thing I do know is that Pilate did not want to sentence Jesus to death. He tried hard to keep from having to condemn him. Pilate had Jesus flogged, right there on my steps. It was horrible to hear the crack of the whip, to feel the vicious vibrations, and to witness an innocent man being brutally struck time and time again.
Then Pilate offered to release Jesus instead of the murderer Barabbas. But the people cried out to release Barabbas and crucify Jesus. Pilate repeated his decision: “I have found no ground for the sentence of death. He’s been flogged, that is enough. I will release him.”
But the cry of the crowd grew louder and louder until it blocked out even Pilate’s good sense. The shouts of “Crucify him” overwhelmed him and eventually wore him down until he gave them what they asked for. Pilate turned Jesus over, and they led him away to crucify him.
It was wrong! It was shameful! The lies that the crowd offered, the incessant chanting of “Crucify him!” It still vibrates within me when I remember that day
The Crucifixion
People followed Jesus as he dragged a huge wooden cross through the streets. Some people laughed, others mocked him, women wept, and his friends cried as he arrived at Golgotha. The soldiers nailed him to the cross, and when they lifted it up, they placed rocks at the bottom to keep the cross upright. I was one of those stones. I felt Jesus cry out, “Father, forgive them for they don’t know what they are doing.” Jesus was crucified between two criminals. The man to one side called out to Jesus, “Why don’t you save yourself and us?” And the other said simply, “Jesus, remember me when you come into your kingdom,” and Jesus replied, “Truly I tell you, today you will be with me in paradise.”
I heard his words and I had no doubt that they were true. I felt a deep holiness and reverence when I heard his prayer for others and his assurance that death is not the end. He helped me to believe that paradise is waiting. The life of a stone is much longer than that of human beings, but maybe one day in the far distant future, I can hope that there is a paradise for stones as well.
Jesus’ Death
I am a stone from the temple, a stone near the Holy of Holies in the centre of the temple. There is a curtain that is used to separate the area off limits to the public. Only the priests can enter the curtained-off area.
Now, the temple has been around for a long time, and I have been a fixture there for many years. I was not at Golgotha where Jesus was crucified, but when he died, the shock reverberated throughout the surrounding area. Right here in the temple, we felt our world shake. The curtain in the temple was torn from top to bottom right in my presence. The whole temple shook and rocks split. I know because I was one of those rocks torn asunder. I didn’t understand at first what had torn me apart, but I listened and then I knew. One of his disciples came to the temple to pray and I heard him say that Jesus’ last words were, “Father, into your hands I commend my spirit.” It must have been at that moment that I was split right in two, and I will never be the same…the same is true of the world. After Jesus’ death, we will never be the same.
Jesus’ Burial
I am a large stone. I have been carefully hewn to fit perfectly in front of Joseph of Arimathea’s tomb. I can sit in silence and be at peace for years at a time just waiting to be useful. Not too many years ago, Joseph and his sons came and smoothed off all my rough edges so that I could be rolled in front of a tomb’s entrance. I was just the right size to cover the opening and seal it completely. The day I felt the ground shake, I had no idea what was happening until Joseph, who was so full of love and grace, came with the body of Jesus of Nazareth. Jesus had just been crucified and Joseph asked for the body so that it could be given a proper burial. What a kind and generous thing to offer his own tomb to this man who had lost his life to a rabid crowd determined to snuff out his light. There were women who came with Joseph to prepare the body. It was Friday night and the sun was setting, which meant that the Sabbath was about to begin. There was no time before the Sabbath to properly anoint the body. It would have to wait through the night on Friday, through Saturday, and until the Sabbath was over at sundown on Saturday night. It would be dark then, so the women decided to return again when there was light to see by on Sunday morning, the third day. I was the only one who was there as Jesus’ body lay in the tomb. I will have to wait until Easter to tell you what happened inside and how I was rolled away. There are such amazing stories that I and all the stones have to tell. And if you listen, you will feel the vibrations of our words and thoughts, you will hear us because we will not keep silent. Amen.
Dawn Garrett-Larsen, First Congregational Church, Canandaigua, N.Y.
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