
SCENE 3: DECAPITATED DIVINITY 

[In a room with lots of Greek columns, HEROD ANTIPAS stands alone. 

He stares at the audience through a window, appearing contemplative and 

perhaps even upset by what he sees. The sunrise has just now given way to 

daybreak which can be detected through the orange stage light.] 

 

HEROD ANTIPAS. 

I only rule a quarter of a land, a quarter of a people. I rule a fragment of something that could’ve 

been a whole. Instead of fragmenting the land, my father should have dissected the people. He 

could have given me their hearts, my first brother their heads, my second brother their shoulders 

and arms, and my third brother their torsos. We would all feel like we owned something of them. 

Then we could’ve ruled the land together, and we would always know which parts of their 

bodies belong to us. 

 

[Enter MESSENGER.] 

 

MESSENGER. 

Great Herod Antipas, I bring bad news. There is a man on the loose that turned over the money 

tables at the temple. He angered the money changers and those who were there for a day of 

peaceful slaughtering of the lambs. 

 

[HEROD ANTIPAS is tired, still looking out the window.]  

 

HEROD ANTIPAS. 

Yes, this is bad news, if repetitive. 

 

MESSENGER. 

His name is Davi. 

 

HEROD ANTIPAS. 

Does he mean only to cause trouble? 

 

MESSENGER. 

Yes. He preaches divinity, too. 

 

HEROD ANTIPAS. 

Arrest him and bring him to me. 

 

MESSENGER. 

Will you sentence him to death? 

 

HEROD ANTIPAS. 

No. I’d rather everyone in my land think he disappeared. It’s more frightening when the divine 

disappear, nothing left but the imitation of their faces in the clouds. He’ll be sent to Pontius Pilot, 

most likely, depending on if I find what he says pleasing. 

 



MESSENGER. 

Of course. I’ll put out for his arrest now, Herod. 

 

[Exit MESSENGER.] 

 

HEROD ANTIPAS. 

He calls me Herod, but I am one fourth of Herod. I am more not Herod than I am Herod. I am 

outside of Herod. I am outside of my own land, where every day there is some new divine man 

who simply also wants to get outside of Herod. And how can I blame him? Yet I do, and to do so 

properly, I must act like I am inside of Herod. They just want to see the world, and so they claim 

divinity. But there is not much to see, and they will never see it. I will make their worlds fit into 

Herod. 

 

[He pauses, deep in thought.] 

 

I will always be one-fourth of a place. I will die outside of myself. 


