Monologue:  Why Can’t I Get Past This Cross?

 (Written by Peggy Bishop)

(_______ wearing peasant clothing, walks up and kneels at the cross)
ONCE AGAIN, I am right back where I started.  Why does it all lead me back to you (as she looks up at the cross)?  You’re just two pieces of wood plus a few nails… but yet could you really be more than just two pieces of wood?   Why do I always come back to you?   

I don't understand!  No matter what I do (good or bad), I always end up back here...BACK AT THE CROSS.

 

I have traveled so far just to get back here.  I have lost my husband which in turn means I have lost my income.  My child is questioning why this happened.  And...I am questioning also.  Why does this happen to good people?  My husband was a good man and suddenly passed away. Physicians can't give me a reason for his sudden death.  Through his death, I found myself at the cross.  And I have moved on...

 

Now, life is getting better.  I am selling clothing and pottery to make ends meet.  And yet I am back here once again.  I want to be happy and content but it seems I can't get there!  Not without going through this cross.

 

Why can't I just bypass you (looking up at the cross)? Every road I travel leads me back to here, at the foot of the cross.

 

All that I am is a weary traveler, searching for a home.  The searching always leads me back here.  I can't get away from the cross.  Someone has to help me.  I need to see past this cross!  I need to see the future.  But it seems my future is being at the foot of the cross.

 

WHY CAN’T I GET PAST THIS CROSS?

