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SKIT – THE MOTHERS OF JESUS AND JUDAS

Scene:  Three ladies enter from the back and slowly move to the cross.  Mary falls at the foot of the cross.  

Mary Why did they do this to my son?  What evil did He do?  

Comforter (draws Mary to her feet):  Mary, late yesterday they took Jesus down from the cross and put Him in a tomb.  There is nothing we can do here.  It was a mistake coming back here so soon.  Why don’t we leave?  

(Mary waits, staring at the cross as another woman enters from the back down the piano aisle.  

This woman comes to the front and observes them.)

Mary:  Here comes another woman whose face is long…whose eyes have also shed many tears.  I do not remember seeing her yesterday.  

(Mary steps to the edge of the platform and 

speaks to the new woman.)

Mary:  Have you lost a child, too?  

Woman:  Yes, I have.  I lost my own son yesterday.  Who would you be?  

Mary:  I am Mary, the mother of Jesus.  My son was crucified yesterday on the middle cross.  Many years ago an old man said that a sword would pierce my own soul because of my son.  Well, yesterday hurts so much I wish I had died in His place.  

Woman:  I can tell you are very proud of your son.     

Mary:  Oh, yes!  I remember him when he was so young.  So full of laughter and fun.  The first step he took was so timid and careful.  He took his first step then a sweet look came over his face.  

Woman:  I remember the same thing happening with my own son!  

Mary: Soon he grew to be a tall handsome boy.  He took care of us when my husband, Joseph died.  I was so proud to walk down the streets with him by my side.  

Woman (exclaims):  Yes, yes.  I felt the same pride!

Mary:  I shielded him from pain as much as I could.  But then they took Him and spit in His face and whipped his back and then they crucified Him on that awful cross!  How gladly would I have died in His place!”

Woman:  Yes, I would have done the same for my own son…I am so sorry for your own loss.  I know your son did not deserve to die.  I must leave now.

(Woman turns and begins walking down the aisle.  

She ignores the first call from Mary but will 

respond to the second call of Mary.)

Mary: Your loss had to be a great loss, too!  Who was your son?  

(Woman continues to leave.)

Mary:  Please do not leave.  Who was your son?

Woman (turns to Mary and says with a strong voice):  My son was Judas Iscariot.  I am his mother.  

(Woman then turns and runs out.  Mary and the others watch her leave then without another word they also leave.)

(Suggestion:  Sobering song might now be appropriate.)

