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WHAT WOULD JUDAS DO? - BAC SCRATCH TUESDAY
Come out. Throw a rope over.

This is my story. You already know how it ends. It ends with this.
Give end of rope to a punter.

I just don’t want anyone to waste any of the next hour wondering what is going to
happen. I’m Judas. [ betray Christ. And then I hang myself. So if you’re the sort of
person who goes to the theatre and spends the evening trying to guess the end, this
show isn’t for you.

Someone leaves disappointed, and there’s a brief discussion.

It’s always difficult to know how to start a show like this. There’s so many different
ways of beginning. Like so...

Take off Judas gear. Walk on like some kind of aclor.

1) My name is Judas. Judas Iscarriot. ’'m a revolutionary, a thinker, a man of
great resolve and even greater passion. I died in Jerusalem, by my own hand,
in the year 29 AD. I was born in... but wait, my friends, we are getting ahead
of ourselves. To fully understand a man we must first understand the forces
that shape him.

Or this. Northern accent

2) He said he were messiah. Said he were here to change things, make things
better than they had been. He said a lot of things. There weren’t much worth
believing in back then, as so I chose to believe in him. But turned out he
weren’t the messiah. He weren’t nobody. Turns out, if anyone were messiah, it
were me all along. That’s right, me. Judas. Judas Christ. Judas fucking Christ.
Look at your faces. You don’t like the sound of that do you? You look like
someone’s pissed in your chips. You make me sick.

Or this. Go to the cross. Donmar Warehouse. Snot and tears.

3) Iloved you. I loved you. I loved you. And you said you loved me. Why did
you make me betray you? You gave me no choice. You made me betray you,
but only because you betrayed me. Why? Why? My God, my God. why hast
thou forsaken me?

Or this. Come out. Do some wierd stuff, do up tie, stand still.
T
4) Do I fascinate you? Indeed. I am fascinating. My name is Judas Iscarriot.
Judas Iscariot is my name. The call me the deceitful one, they call me the
betrayer, they call me the christ killer, they call me Judas. But you know me
best as ..... SATAN SATAN SATAN SATAN SATAN SATAN SATAN.
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Actually... I'm going to begin like this.
I’'m assuming, perhaps unreasonably, that everyone here knows how, and why, I died.
Talk to puniers. Matthew’s Gospel says that, afier Jesus' arrest by the Roman

authorities (but before his execution), the guilt-ridden Judas returned the bribe to the Mg
priests and commiltted suicide by hanging himself. The priests could not return the \3\1‘;\
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money to the treasury so they used it to buy a plot of ground in order to bury
strangers. The Acts of the Apostles (1:18) says that Judas used the bribe (or Judas'
returned bribe was used) to buy a field, but fell down, and burst asunder in the midst,
and all his bowels gushed out. This field is called Akeldama or Field Of Blood.

Céiz,.w?

Talk about melodrama of bursting.
How would that look on a post-mortem? Death by bursting. Has anyone here ever
burst? No. Nobody ever burst.

Apparently I said to the chief priests, “I have sinned. I hav;bet'ra tnnocent blood.”
And then I went off and hung myself. But [ hadn’t sinned{ I had failed. And my long
slow walk out to the field of blood was not an admission’ 5& guilt, it wag'an admission
of failure. I took drastic action, I made a bold move, and I fai ) king back, it
should have been obvious that things weren’t going to work out. We were all under
the spell of an unknown quantity. We were in thrall to a very charismatic man, but a
man nonethelss, and one who didn’t quite know what he was doing. He could have
changed the world right then and there, he could have built the kingdom of heaven on
earth if only he had seen his revolutionary rhetoric through fo ots logical endpoint.

But instead he chose to talk mainly about wineskins, figs, and lillies. And we let him
waste his talents. And I thought I could save the day. I was a fool.

See, in the disciples, we all had different roles. M /éw and John were the writers,

the thinkers, for example. Peter could be relied ypon for heavy work, rounding up

crowds and such like. Me, I always had the bag.' I was the bag man. I carried stuff,

went on errands, and such like. Don’t get me wrong, [ played my part in the decision

making process, I made suggstions. It’s just that I tended to be overlooked, or my

good ideas would inevitably get attributed to someone else who would then take the

credit for them. And it always scemed like I was the last person to get whatever point || o, VYV
Jesus was trying to make, but I think that’s because I’m an exacting, rigorous, sort of || '
person. So anyway, I carried the bag. To be honest, I used to think I was being V
exploited, but in the week before he died, I realised that, all along, Jesus had been

preparing me for a position of trust. |

SUNDAY

It was on the Sunday before good Friday-that I really thought things were going to
kick off. T thought there was going to be blood in the streets, flags burning, doors
kicked off their hinges, and the Romans beaten back out of the city walls. But nothing
happened, as usual.

That morning we approached Jerusalem via The Mount of Olives. There was a buzz
in the city, there was a groundswell of excitement about the imminent arrival of the
philosopher-prophet-revolutionary-mystic-healer... whatever... you couldn’t have



bought a better word of mouth. He was all things to all people, and they hadn’t even
seen or heard him yet. He should have been able to march in there, make a rousing
speech, say ‘this city is mine’ and issue a set of demands. No-one could have stopped
him.

But he didn’t march in there. He decided to do something else. He told two of us, me
and Thomas, to take the bag and go into a village in the shadow of the hill where we
would find a donkey tied to a stake which we were to bring to him.

And I said, “Why? What do you want a donkey for? Time is passing. There is a real
sense of expectation in the city. You need to get in there and strike while the iron is

hot. Now’s not the time to suddenly decide you want a donkey.”

And he just made that face, that smiling, I'm cleverer than you, oh my poor fool, do

/ you not see, face, and some of the other disciples, you know, the clever ones, the

educated ones, they started laughing at me, like there was something I didn’t
understand, something T was too stupid to get. To be honest, even amongst my
immediate comrades there were a few bourgeoise intellectual types who were going to
be first up against thf: wall come the revolution. Not mentioning any names but. ..
John, Matthew. Youithe type. Writers. Thinkers. And-the-fouroftherfi were in a little
huddle talking about how clever Jesus was being and I said, “I don’t care. I am not
going to go and fetch a donkey, at this key moment, unless someone tells me what is
going on. Why, at this crucial stage, do we need a donkey?”

And John took me by the elbow and led me away from the group and said, “Clearly,
Judas, Jesus is going to enter Jerusalem upon an ass, so as to fulfill the prophesy,
clearly”. He used to do that, John. He used to say ‘clearly’ at the beginning of a
sentence, and at the end, as if that made it clear, as if that absolved him of the
responsibility of actually making what he was saying clear. “What are you talking
about? An ass? What prophesey?”

And John said, “Oh Judas, my poor fool, clearly, did not the prophet write, ‘Tell ye,
the daughter of Sion, Behold, thy king cometh unto thee, meek, and sitting upon an
ass,’clearly.” And I ... yes.. I had some memory of that, Isiah, I think, anyone? But
the point is, as I believe I said to John, that if you actively set out to fulfil a
prophesey... if you know there’s a prophesy that says the messiah will arive on an
ass, and so you actively go and get an ass to ride on, so as everyone will say ‘he is the
messiah’, then that isn’t really fulfilling a prophesy is it.

{
And John said. “What do you mean?” nd I said, “Well if it happened by accident, if
Jesus had accidentally fulfilled the prgphesy then maybe it would mean something,
but...” And then John interrupted mejand he said, “Well, he isn’t going to
accidentally fulfil the prophesey is he? Under what circumstances is Jesus going to
accidentaly enter Jerusalem riding on a donkey? Oh, I missed my footing on the road,
and I slipped, and I landed on the back of this donkey, and it bolted, and the next
thing I knew I was entering the city walls riding it? It isn’t going to happen.”

And I said no, and that’s my point. Deliberately setting out to fulfill a prophesy Q
doesn’t count as fulfilling a prophesey. And he said, just go and get the donkey and

stop quibbling. \r‘
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