LOST AND FOUND

By Rebecca Phillips

Lights up on MARY, mother of JESUS. She is holding the hammer with a blue ribbon attached. 

MARY

Can you believe I found this? I lost it on our way to Jerusalem – we stopped at a market for bread. We were only in the market for a few minutes, and when we returned to our belongings, it was gone. Joseph thought that perhaps I dropped it. I knew in my heart that I couldn’t have dropped it – but I don’t like to think of it as being stolen. I couldn’t imagine anyone wanting an old hammer. I dug through our bags with such terror that I had somehow lost one of the only things I had left that was his… feelings that I hadn’t experienced in years were flooding me – the feelings of pending doom – and it was all because of this hammer. 

I remember when he was only seven years old. He was working with Joseph – building a wooden table for our home. Little Jesus was hammering away – very serious about helping his father – swinging this hammer this way and that – never once missing his target. I looked at him from across the yard and all of the sudden, my mind flashed with images of darkness – images of pain – of loss. These weren’t actual pictures in my head – but colors – coldness – knowings. This happened many times in his childhood. I tried to put them out of my mind – as though placing a jar high out of reach, only for the jar to tumble down and crash about me… that’s how those flashes of knowings were – like pieces of glass piercing my soul. 

And now – I know what they all meant. 

Just two days ago, I watched as a Roman Soldier pounded my baby’s hands and feet with the spikes of death – with this hammer – the hammer that my baby once held. The dark and cold images that clouded my heart from his childhood hovered within me and about me– so thick that I could barely breathe. As he hung there dying, I noticed the hammer lying at the base of the cross. I know it sounds silly, but I had to get it – I had to take back what little I could.

And for the last two days, I’ve held on to this hammer as though I were holding his very hands. But instead of those dark images flooding me – I’ve had hope. Brightness. Awareness of something so great.  

Just this morning, I went to his tomb. He isn’t there. He’s alive. He’s ALIVE! And I am on my way to find him – to give him this hammer. Perhaps he will use it to pound apart his cross…beat it in to pieces…to shreds!

Lights.

