
SCENE 2: EVERY MAN A MESSIAH 

[On a path, JEVUD and MARVADENE walk in place. Behind them, 

branches move about as if it is the world that rearranges itself when they 

move. Yet, it should look like they are walking. JEVUD is carrying 

supplies on his back.] 

 

JEVUD. 

Not another traveler has passed us. 

 

MARVADENE. 

No, I suppose not. 

 

JEVUD. 

Is it nice to be away from Markie? 

 

MARVADENE. 

Where I am doesn’t matter; in my head, 

I can see her ripping those new dolls apart. 

No piece of me can separate from her; 

I am suspended from a thread reaching 

Toward the sky, and she is there at my hip. 

The string runs through both of us. 

 

JEVUD. 

Aren’t you curious to see Sepphoris, 

What it has become? 

 

MARVADENE. 

I already know. 

 

JEVUD. 

But, I thought— 

 

MARVADENE. 

I am happy to be walking anywhere, 

To have a destination in mind. Yet, 

I already know what it will look like. 

Our cities fall and are rebuilt with faces 

Of the Greek gods. I’m imagining white 

Columns etched with great Zeus and Athena; 

Caesar Augustus multiplied on coins, 

His faces clinking inside pockets or staring 

At a soft tomb of empty poverty. 

 

JEVUD. 

Caesar’s face shouldn’t be on any coin. 



JEVUD CONT’D. 

He cannot do anything that God can. 

 

MARVADENE. 

Not in the way of miracles, no. 

 

JEVUD. 

What— 

 

[Before he can finish speaking, the WANDERER enters the stage from the 

direction of Sepphoris. He is walking in place as well, and then the 

branches stop moving. All the characters stop walking in place and begin 

actually moving toward one another. The WANDERER gets in front of 

them, stopping them in their tracks.] 

 

WANDERER. 

Please, a moment of your time? 

 

JEVUD. 

What is it? 

 

WANDERER. 

What is a moment? 

 

JEVUD. 

No, what do you need?  

We have somewhere to be— 

 

[MARVADENE grabs JEVUD’s wrist, squeezing gently as a sort of 

warning.] 

 

WANDERER. 

Always somewhere to be. It is a shame 

You weren’t asking what a moment is and 

Instead about what I need; the former  

Is so much more interesting to answer. 

 

JEVUD. 

You have an answer, then? Time is passing. 

 

WANDERER. 

For what a moment is? 

 

JEVUD. 

No, about what you need. 

 



WANDERER. 

Ah, yes, but of course. Ironically,  

the answer is very similar for  

Both questions. 

 

JEVUD. 

We really should be— 

 

WANDERER. 

Going. 

Always going. 

 

JEVUD. 

Yes. What’s the answer, then? 

 

WANDERER. 

Ah…what a moment is and what I need  

Have both passed since I met you. What a lovely 

Moment it has been to pass; a pleasure  

To have passed it with you. 

 

JEVUD. 

What? 

 

WANDERER. 

I’m only fooling. 

What I need is more of just… An answer. 

To a question. 

 

JEVUD. 

What is it? 

 

WANDERER. 

What is a question? 

 

MARVADENE. 

My son and I really don’t have time for this— 

 

WANDERER. 

Oh, so you think you’re above me, eh? Just 

Because you have work or coins to buy some bread? 

 

MARVADENE. 

I suggested no such thing to you, sir. 

 

 



WANDERER. 

But that always seems to be the suggestion,  

Doesn’t it? 

 

JEVUD. 

Neither of us meant to suggest— 

 

WANDERER. 

So, what, then,  

Boy? You think you’re God? 

 

JEVUD. 

I said no such thing. 

 

WANDERER. 

I once thought I was God. 

 

JEVUD. 

Did you have 

A question or not? 

 

WANDERER. 

Yes. The question was 

About whether I was truly God or not. 

 

JEVUD. 

I am going to be late— 

 

SCENE CONTINUES. 

 

ADDITIONAL JEVUD MONOLOGUE. 

Things move in the shadows for me. They don’t stop, and I think there’s something more. I went 

down to the river that first night I arrived…and I saw the end of the world in the face of a man 

that looked like a shriveled planet, the land and waters of his features crashing against one 

another as if God hadn’t fully parted the sea but damned him to walk through the water anyways. 

To walk through. People walk through the ghosts of themselves, drenched in the water of life, 

just to get to him. I watched, and I thought about walking toward him. But what do I have to 

cleanse? Would I have to know that thing, to wrestle it into a ghost, before he could even touch 

me? A zealot spotted me watching. He said I have eyes like a messiah, glittering with change. He 

said I should join the cause. 

 

ADDITIONAL WANDERER MONOLOGUE. 

The messianic skin is malleable. It can be formed and played with, like a doll. The only thing 

that history remembers is the skins of its inhabitants. Sometimes, it doesn’t even remember 

those. I think I’m the only one who will remember the empty faces of the almost gods. 


