
S U N S T O N E  

Closely based on the scriptural story of Abraham and Isaac, Altars 
is an up-close looh at the concept of sacrifice, both in the literal, 
Old Testament sense and the day-to-day gzving up of one? self 

as a parent orfclmily member 

A ONE-ACT PLAY 

By J Scott Bronson 

READING OF THIS PLAY WAS PRESENTED AT the 
1994 Sunstone Symposium in Salt Lake City with the 
following cast: 

Father Ivan Crosland 
Mother Trish Reading 
Son Dave Morgan 

CHARACTERS 
(TWO men, one woman) 

COSTUMES 

These should definitely not be flowing robes and sandals, the type of 
thing you would normally associate with a biblical period. I would 
prefer something nondescript-timeless if you will-like long 
sleeves and no collar for the shirts, no pockets or zippers or buttons 
on the pants. Soft (not leather) high-top boots. That's for the men. 
Mother should wear the same kind of thing only much more 
feminine. 

The Father Very old, but looking much younger (Lights up. Pause. The SON enters carlying a bundle ofsticks upon his 
The Son Around thirty back. He drops the bundle and sits on one of the stones to catch his breath. 
The Mother Very old, and still very beautiful Soon the FATHER enters wearing the knije in a leather sheath and 

carrying the vessel which contains thefire. He sits opposite the SON to 
SETTING catch his breath as well. Pause.) 

The Place The top of a mountain 
The Time The past 

SET 

The play will best be served on an arena or thrust stage, the smaller 
the better. Intimacy is vital. Several blocks of irregular geometric 
shapes should be placed in apparent randomness to represent stones 
Everything is black except for the gleaming silver of the knife's blade, 
and the hands and heads of the actors. 

J. SCOTTBRONSON is a writer and actor from San Diego now 
living in Orem, Utah, with his wije and four children. Altars tvns a 
winner in the 1994 Mormon One-Act Play Contest. All rights 
resewed. Permissionfor performances of any kind can be obtained by 
contacting the author at  1482 S. 760 E., Orem, Utah 84058. 

FATHER: I won't be able to make a climb like that too many more 
times. 

SON: As many times as you need to. 
FATHER: I pray it is never again. (Pause.) 
SON: How is the fire? 
FATHER: Burning still. I almost lost it a short way down the path 

when I slipped. It fell in the dirt. 
SON: Fortunately there is no wind here to contend with it. 
FATHER: Yes. Fortunate, (Pause.) 
SON: Shall we begin? 
FATHER: No. Not yet. Rest. (Pause.) 
SON: Father? 
FATHER: Yes? 
SON: What will the sacrifice be? You haven't told me yet. 
FATHER. I said- 
SON: You said that the Lord would provide. 
FATHER: Yes. 
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SON: There's nothing here- 
FATHER: We are here. 
SON:-to sacrifice. 
FATHER: Not yet. 
SON: When? 
FATHER: Patience. The Lord will provide. 

(Pause. The SON sits by the FATHER) 
SON: Father, are you that tired? 
FATHER: What? 
SON: You look . . . defeated. 
FATHER: It was a long walk for this old body 
SON: And for this young body 
FATHER: It's a healthier body 
SON: It serves me. 
FATHER: Good. (Pause.) May it serve you for . . . for-. 
SON: What is it? 
FATHER: I am tired. More than I thought. 
SON: Rest then. I will build the altar. 
FATHER: Wait. It will wait. Sit with me. 
SON: I'd prefer to finish this. I'm hungry. 
FATHER: (Laughing.) You're supposed to rejoice in fasting. 
SON: Well, normally I do. 
FATHER: I know. So rejoice with me for awhile. 
SON: Yes, Father. 
FATHER: Don't be so sullen. 
SON: Yes, Father. 
FATHER: That's my cheerful boy (Pause.) Besides, you never liked 

building altars. 
SON: It's hard work. 
FATHER: But that's not why you don't like it. 
SON: No, I suppose it's not. 
FATHER: Does it still embarrass you? 
SON: Well . . . yes, but-. (Pause.) 
FATHER: But? 
SON: It's not pride. 
FATHER: How do you mean? 
SON: I mean . . . It doesn't matter to me that everyone knows I was 

afraid of the blood. 
FATHER: I think every child is afraid the first time he spills the blood 

of the lamb. 
SON: I don't know why it embarrasses me, but, sometimes, after all 

these years, I still . . . I pity that little lamb. 
FATHER: Oh, that shouldn't embarrass you. You should pity the 

lamb. 
SON: Yes, I suppose I should. 

(Pause. Light change. The SON is now in darkness while the 
FATHER is isolated in a small area of light. A young male voice 
echoes.) 

VOICE: I'm ready, Father. 
FATHER: What? 
VOICE: I'm ready. 
FATHER: (Playing a part.) Oh, are you? 
VOICE: Yes. 
FATHER: Bring the wood over here. (The SON drags the bundle center 

The light expands to cover the action.) That's good right there. Have 
you brought the lamb? 

SON: Yes, Father. Here. 
(The SON drags a [pantomimed] lamb into the light and the 

FATHER inspects it.) 
FATHER: This is the runt, isn't it? (Pause.) Well? 
SON: Yes, but- 

FATHER: What did I tell you? (Pause.) What? 
SON: That I should bring . . . the choicest lamb. 
FATHER: Correct. 
SON: But, he's my favorite, Father. (Pause.) 
FATHER: He's my favorite too. 
SON: Then- 
FATHER: Bring him. (The SON leaves the light. The FATHER sighs.) Why 

did I choose to be a father? (The SON returns. Pause.) Good. Let 
me hold him. (The SON holds his lamb, unmoving.) Son. (Pause.) I 
won't hurt him. (Finally the SON gives his lamb up.) -Now place 
some wood on the altar. (The SON pushes a stone into the light and 
places afew sticks upon it, then stands back and stares at the altar 
The FATHER offers the lamb to the SON.) Here. (The SON holds the 
lambfor awhile. The FATHER offers the knife to the SON who turns 
from it and places the lamb upon the altar Pause.) 

SON: He is silent, Father. 
FATHER: Yes. 
SON: He does not fight. 
FATHER: He trusts you. Hold him like this. (The FATHER helps the 

SON get a good grip on the lamb. The SON holds it downfor some 
time then holds his hand outfor the knife. The FATHER places the knife 
in his hand,) Cut here. 

(Pause. The SON cuts then immediately drops the knife and cries 
out staring at his hand in horror) 

SON: Oh, Father! Look! (He looks down at the lamb and cries out again. 
He backs awayfrom the altar Holding the wrist of his blood-soaked 
hand he appeals to the FATHER) Father, it's so hot. Oh, father, it 
bums me! Take it off! Please take it off. I hurt him! I hurt him! 
Oh, why did I hurt him? (The FATHER is holding the SON now.) 
Why? Why? Why? It's his blood-he's bleeding-I made him 
bleed-I made him bleed. Take it off-wash it off! 

FATHER: (Holding the SON, overlapping.) Stop now. Hush. Hush. No. 
No more. No more. That's it. Quiet now. Yes. Now Now-, look 
at this. Look. See this? This hand too has spilled blood. Has been 
bathed in blood. But it washes off. It does wash off. Do you 
understand? Yes? Now go. Wash your hand. 

SON: Yes, Father. 
(The SON leaves.) 

FATHER: Oh, why did I want to be a father? 
(Light change. Pause.) 

SON: I slept that night with my hand buried in the sand. 
FATHER: I remember. 
SON: Now that I think about it though, it's not the lamb I pity at all. 

It's myself. And that's wrong. 
FATHER: I think you pity the lamb as well. That's not so wrong. 

(Pause.) 
SON: Well, enough about my childish past. Let's build an altar. 
FATHER: You build, I'll watch. 
SON: Of course. 
FATHER: Of course. (Pause.) 
SON: Are you really just going to watch? 
FATHER: I'll supervise from over here. 
SON: All right. 
FATHER: That stone will start a good foundation. 
SON: Thank you. I thought so too. 
FATHER: That stone over there looks like it will fit well right here. 
SON: Thank you. 

(The SON picks up the indicated stone and brings it center to the 
foundation stone.) 

FATHER: You are still young and strong. 
SON: You're not so frail yourself. (Pawe.) 
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Countless times I have seen your 

blood pour out upon the stone 

and the sand. Countless times 

have I wished that I were already 

dead so that your soul might 

have passed through this day in 

the light of life rather than the 

shadow of death. But God has 

willed otherwise. 

FATHER: I'm proud of you. I've always been proud of you, you know 
that. 

SON: Yes. 
FATHER: It was the greatest day of my life when you were born. 
SON: It was the greatest day of my life too. Though I imagne if I 

ever have a son of my own my outlook might change. 
FATHER: If? 
SON: Nothing is certain. (Pawe.) 
FATHER: No, you're right, nothing is certain. Your mother certainly 

believed she'd never have a son, and yet, here you are. 
SON: Here I am. (Pawe.) 
FATHER: I'm not sure your mother fully understood that she was 

actually going to have a son. She'd waited so many years, and 
was long past her birthing age. It truly was a miracle. An answer 
to so many desperate prayers. (Pause.) She loves you more than 
she loves anything else in this life. 

SON: I love her. 
FATHER: I know you do. And that5 more important than any 

feelings you have for me. 
SON: I love you too, Father. (Pause.) 
FATHER: I know. But your mother . . . is more important. 
SON: Yes, Sir. (Pause.) 
FATHER: 1'11 help you. @he FATHER struggles to lift another stone. The 

SON humes to help him. Together they bring the stone center andfit i t  
to the altar) Thank you, Son. 

SON: You're welcome. (Pawe.) 
FATHER: I need to rest. 
SON: Are you all right? 
FATHER: (As he sits.) No. 
SON: What is it? 
FATHER: Your mother- 
SON: What? 
FATHER: She will-, she won't . . . 
SON: What, Father? Please-. 
FATHER: God has required . . . of me . . . of you . . . a most difficult 

thing. 
SON: Is Mother all right? 
FATHER: Yes. For now. 

SON: Is something going to happen-? 
FATHER: Not-. (Pawe.) Not to your mother. (Pause.) The sacrifice 

. . . today-. (Pause.) The lamb for the altar . . . is . . . (Pawe.) It 
is you, my son. (Pause.) 

SON: I thought-. (Pause.) Why, Father? 
FATHER: I- (Pause.) If the lord should require even all that we have 

. . . then we must give it. (Pause.) You are all that I have. (Pause.) 
SON: And the Lord has required it. 
FATHER: Yes. 
SON: Then we m-. (Pawe.) We must . . . do . . . as the Lord 

requires. 
FATHER: Yes. 
SON: Oh, God. 
FATHER: Son- 
SON: You did not tell Mother. 
FATHER: No. Oh no. She would not have let you leave. 
SON: I wish I hadn't. 
FATHER: It is Go& will. 
SON: But why? Why does he will this? 
FATHER: I don't know. (Pawe.) 
SON: It seems . . . capricious. I'm sorry. 
FATHER: I understand. 
SON: Do you? How? How is it you're able to understand how I feel? 

(Pawe.) Will Mother understand when you return with nothing 
more than ashes and my blood on your hands and on your 
garments? 

FATHER: Your mother-. Your mother's heart will break. As mine 
has done a thousand times already Countless times since we left 
your mother I have watched myself draw this knife across your 
throat. Countless times I have seen your blood pour out upon 
the stone and the sand and felt it, hot and sticky, upon this hand. 
Countless times have I died when I killed you. Countless times 
have I wished that I were already dead so that your soul might 
have passed through this day in the light of life rather than the 
shadow of death. (Pause.) But God has willed otherwise. (Pawe.) 

SON: Your devotion is greater than mine, I fear. 
FATHER: Not likely Already I have held in my heart thoughts even 

your brother would deem unworthy 
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SON: They must be evil thoughts indeed. 
FATHER: Thoughts that should have rent the veil between me and 

the adversary and cast me into his midst. 
SON: How can this be, Father? How can I believe that this is 

necessary? (Pause.) Do you believe it? Or is this just a test? 
FATHER: I believe it, and it is a test. That must be won. By 

performing the deed. 
SON: Will you force me if I refuse? 
FATHER: No. 
SON: I must go like the lamb, silent and trusting. 
FATHER: Yes. 
SON: Except that I know what the knife will do. 
FATHER: Yes. (Pause.) 
SON: I am not ready. 
FATHER: Nor am I. (Pause.) 
SON: I will finish building the altar. 

(Light change. All is dark exceptfor a pool of light around the 
altar The FATHER and the SON are both out of the light. The FATHER5 
voice echoes out of the darkness.) 

FATHER'S VOICE: Hurry, Son. 
YOUNG VOICE: What? 
FATHER'S VOICE: I said, hurry. 
YOUNG VOICE: I'm busy, Father. 
FATHER'S VOICE: Busy? 
YOUNG VOICE: Yes. 
FATHER: (Stepping into the light.) Too busy to help your father? 
YOUNG VOICE: Yes. 
FATHER: Come out here, Son. (Pawe.) Now. 
SON: (Stepping into the light.) Yes, Father? 
FATHER: I need your help. 
SON: Is there no one else? 
FATHER: It is time to build the altar. I want you to help me. 
SON: I thought- 
FATHER: Your brother is hunting. 
SON: Why? 
FATHER: He thought we needed more meat. 
SON: We have plenty 
FATHER: I know. (Pawe.) 
SON: He wanted out of building the altar. 
FATHER: More than likely He doesn't like building altars any more 

than you do. 
SON: You let him go? 
FATHER: I did. 
SON: Why? 
FATHER: Because I knew that you were still here. (Pawe.) I hoped 

that you would help me. 
SON: You expect a lot of me. 
FATHER: Yes, I do. 
SON: Why? 
FATHER: Father's always expect a lot of their sons. 
SON: But you expect more of me than you do of him. 
FATHER: Yes. 
SON: Why? 
FATHER: I want you to be better than your brother. 
SON: Why? 
FATHER: You are my son. 
SON: My brother is not your son? 
FATHER: He is not your mother's son. 
SON: Doesn't that already make me better than him? 
FATHER: It makes you my birthright son. You have to earn "better." 
SON: How? 

FATHER: By helping me build an altar. (Pause.) 
SON: I don't like building altars. 
FATHER: I know that. 
SON: I just want you to know that. 
FATHER: Thank you. (Pause.) 
SON: If we stayed in one place and stopped moving around we 

wouldn't have to do this so often. 
FATHER: You're right. But this is difficult land. We must go to where 

we can survive. And so we must move. And we must build an 
altar wherever we go. 

SON: I suppose if I have to- 
FATHER: No. You don't have to. 
SON: I don't? 
FATHER: Not at all. (Pawe.) But I will be happy to receive your 

assistance if you are willing to give it. (Pause.) 
SON: I think I should be willing. 
FATHER: Are you willing? - 

SON: If I must- 
FATHER: No. 
SON: What? (Pause.) 
FATHER: God has made a promise to me that through me a nation 

would be born. That means that through you a nation will be 
born. As a patriarch you must learn to serve. I know you are still 
young, perhaps too young to grasp this, but you must learn to 
serve willingly, give freely, begrudging nothing of those you 
serve. (Pause.) Would you like to help me? (Pause.) 

SON: Yes. 
FATHER: Thank you. 

(Light change as the SON moves to pick up a stone and begin 
building. He works in silencefor some time while the FATHER watches. 
Occasionally they share a look. Mostly, howevel; they watch each other 
while the other is not looking. Finally:) 

SON: Has God told you if yo; will have another son? (Pawe.) 
FATHER: No. 
SON: No, you're not, or no, he hasn't? 
FATHER: He has said nothing about it. 
SON: Then we're proceeding blindly? 
FATHER: What do you mean? 
SON: How will you father a nation without a son? Or will it be 

through my brother after all? 
FATHER: I don't know. I had thought-1 had hoped-I've always 

believed that it would be through you. 
SON: Isn't that what he promised? 
FATHER: I've always assimed that. Perhaps I was wrong. 
SON: But you've kept your part of the covenant. You removed the 

foreskin of every male of your household, including yourself, and 
me when I was eight days old. You have fulfilled your part. How 
will he fulfill his? 

FATHER: He satisfied one impossible demand by giving me you. He 
can satisfy another. 

SON: Mother was already long past birthing age when I was born 
and it's been more than thirty years since then. How can her 
body accommodate? 

FATHER: You know the answer to that. 
SON: Yes. The Lord will provide. (Pawe.) Oh, Father, please don't 

make me do this. 
FATHER: I won't. But it must be done. (Pawe.) 
SON: I know. (Pawe.) Yes, I know. (Pause.) I have known from the 

moment you announced that we were taking a journey how this 
journey would end. 

FATHER: How could you have known? I gave nothing away Even 
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Why would 

a true god require 

that a man kill his 

own son? And here's a 

paradox for you. Is it 

true because God has 

required it, or has God 

required it because 

it is true? 

your mother did not suspect, and she knows me better than I 
know myself. I know I was able to hide it from her, for if she had 
known we never would have gotten away How did you know? 

SON: I begged the issue. I boasted. (Pause.) I was swollen with pride 
and the Lord took me at my word. 

FATHER: What are you talking about? 
SON: My brother was speaking highly of himself- 
FATHER: Your brother often speaks highly of himself. 
SON: Well, occasionally it gets to be too much for me. 
FATHER: Me too. 
SON: Then you can understand what a temptation it is to challenge 

his pride. 
FATHER: Yes. I can understand. (Pawe.) What was he puffed up 

about this time? 
SON: His circumcision. (Pause.) 
FATHER: Is it better than yours? 
SON: If you ask my brother, yes. 
FATHER: How is that? 
SON: I was but eight days old, a mere infant when my foreskin was 

removed. I don't remember the pain. 
FATHER: Ah. And I assume he told you that he bore the pain as a 

man, not like a bawling child? 
SON: Of course. 
FATHER: Of course. The truth is that he was only thirteen years of 

age at the time and although he was able to cany himself as a 
man-on most occasions-on this particular occasion he 
comported himself more like a child than a man. I would not say 
that is necessarily shameful, however, for circumcision is indeed 
a painful thing to endure and I believe I may have shed a tear or 
two myself over the matter. (Pause. The FATHER smiles.) As I 
remember it your brother held his piss all day trylng to avoid the 
pain he thought releasing it would bring. We did not tell him 
that it was not painful. And as it turned out, he could not hold it 
all night. Many of the servants laughed. (Pause.) I laughed. 

(They laugh. A little. Pawe.) 
SON: I wish I had known that before I boasted of my own capacity 

to bear pain. (Pause.) I said to him that if God should require it, I 
would willingly lay down my life, as a sacrifice, upon a burning 

altar. (Pause.) God must have been listening. 
FATHER: Or your brother told him. 
SON: He doesn't often speak to the Lord as far as I know. Though he 

may have in this case. (Pause.) Father, help me. 
(The FATHERgoes to the SON who is kneeling.The SONS embraces 

the FATHER about the knees. The FATHER holds the SON'S head in his 
hands.) 

F A ~ E R :  I know, child. I'm sorry. (Pause.) I love you. You will-. 
(Pause.) The Lord will-. (Pause.) I-. (Pause.) I can't-. (Pause.) 
I can't . . . believe . . . the Lord wants me to do this. I mean-. 
(Pause.) 

SON: Why, Father? 
FATHER: Why? Why would a true god require that a man kill his 

own son? 
SON: But he has required it, hasn't he? 
FATHER: Yes. And here's a paradox for you. Is it true because God 

has required it, or has God required it because it is true? 
SON: I don't know. 
FATHER: Neither do I. But it is the question that has haunted me- 

tortured me-for three days. since the moment we left your 
mother standing there, in front of her tent, smiling . . . confident 
of your return. (Pause.) Your mother believes she will see you 
again. 

SON: She will. 
FATHER: In this life! (Pause.) If I can not take you back to her, as you 

are now, alive-full of warm blood and . . . passions-how can I 
return to her at all? How? (Pause.) 

SON: But how can we disobey God? 
FATHER: Like that! In an instant. We can pick up the wood, we 

can pick up the fire, and we can walk back down the side of this 
mountain, and I can take you to your mother's tent and . . . 
and . . . 

SON: God won't allow that. 
FATHER: Oh yes, He will. He will allow us to do anything we choose 

to do. He allowed one man to kill his brother in cold blood 
simply because of jealousy. Because, you see, the flesh and blood 
of man is not as important as the spirit of man- 

SON: Which is why we must do this. 
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FATHER: True. You're . . . true. (Pause.) 
SON: Father, I don't want to die. (Pause.) But I will. 
FATHER: Oh, dymg's easy You don't need strength to die. You need 

strength to live. You need even more strength to kill . . . your 
own son. (Pause.) 

SON: If the Lord has required it then will he not strengthen you for 
it? 

FATHER: Yes. Of course. If I ask him. 
SON: Then do it. 
FATHER: I don't want to. 
SON: Father- 
FATHER: Listen, Son. Many of God's commandments are easy to 

obey Return a tenth of all your wealth to God. Erase your sins in 
the waters of baptism. Remove the foreskin of every male of your 
household. (Pause.) 

Some commandments are more difficult to obey Cut your 
son's throat and bum his flesh upon the altar of God. That is not 
an easy thing to do no matter how obedient I want to be. I want 
to keep my son. The presence of opposing desires chums within 
me. Like the water and fire of a great storm, each tearing into the 
other, threatening to obscure true vision. (Pause.) 

The day that I was born was a great day for my father. He 
celebrated. Friends came to the house and they drank long into 
the night. When they left it was still dark outside and they 
looked up and saw a star falling from the sky. It took four other 
stars with it. Being astrologers they were able to determine from 
this omen, even in their drunkenness-that I was to become a 
great man and that I would one day supplant the king. Like all 
men of the kingdom they feared the king and what he might do 
if he ever discovered the~r knowledge of future events in his life if 
they didn't tell him. So they obtained an audience with the king 
and imparted their knowledge to h ~ m .  The king then offered 
silver and jewels for my life. But my father, though he feared the 
king, though he followed after the idolatry of the king, tried to 
obtain my safety and succeeded by delivering to the king my 
half-brother just recently born to my father's concubine. The 
greatful king took that child by the feet swinging with all his 
might and smashed its head against the stone of the floor before 
his throne. My father watched his son's . . . murder. (Pause.) 

A changeling saved my life. To appease an idolater's irrational 
anxieties. Of course I never knew of this until I was an adult 
when the mother of that child, the concubine, told me on a day 
when she had been particularly provoked by my mere existence. 
I don't know what was special about that day m her m ~ n d  but 
her intent was to hurt me. To make me feel guilty about 
something my father had done to her for my sake. It worked. 1 
was hurt. I felt guilty. But eventually my gu~lt became anger. 
Towards my father. I hated him. And I hated his gods for I 
blamed them-I blamed his belief in them-for all the 
bloodletting, for there was more than the loss of that ch~ld-so 
much more-that I'd pretended not to see. So much blood. 
(Pause.) 

In my nghteous fury I mocked my father's gods. I brought 
them an offering. I took a lamb into their presence, Into the 
courtyard where they all stood, stiff, upright, s~lent, blind, 
unconcerned like so many dead trees. I wandered among them, 
tempting them with the blood of the lamb, offenng them the 
innocent flesh. Nothing. None of them partook. I brought in 
three lambs supposing that one was not enough. Still they 
presented themselves as useless, though somewhat artistic, 
carvings of stone and wood and clay. Formed by man in the 

image of his fears. (Pause.) 
1took my father's axe into the courtyard of the voiceless gods 

and smashed and hacked to bits all of them that would not 
answer me. That would not accept my offering. I killed them. 
And there was no blood. How can a true god not bleed when 
you kill it? (Pause.) 

I left one of them standing. The greatest of all my father's 
passionless gods to hold the axe in it's stone hands. I meant it to 
take the blame for all the carnage. I told my father that his great 
stone god had destroyed the others because they desired the 
sacrifice over him. They all sought to receive what should have 
been his so he killed them. Somehow my father knew that I was 
lylng. He knew that his stone god was incapable of such a deed. 
(Pause.) My father actually tumed me over to the priests, the, the, 
the necromancers, the astrologers, the . . . tumed me over to 
them to become a sacrifice-an offering-to those bloodless 
gods. (Pause.) Can I describe to you what it feels like to lie with 
your back cold upon that lifeless stone? Can I make you 
understand the agony of breathing when your arms are wrapped 
so tightly against your body that your ribs begin to crackle and 
splinter? Can I make you smell the fear as it rises within you and 
strangles your thoughts and reason as you feel the knife grip 
your flesh here-(He grabs the SON by the throat. Pause.) 

Knowing that you are a dead man? (Pause. He releases his grip. 
Pause.) 

The angel of the Lord stayed the knife and gu~ded me here to 
this desert to establish a foundation for a progeny that will fill the 
earth. (Pause.) How can I do that wthout YOU? (Pause.) Knowing 
what it's like to lie on one of these . . . I- (Pause.) I couldn't face 
you. 

(Pause. The SON rubs his injured throat. At one point he tries to 
say something, but nothing comes. He tries to make eye contact with 
the FATHER but is ignored. Finally the SON decides tofinish building 
the altar: He worksfor some time alone. Eventually the FATHER joins 
In t h ~  work. They place the last stone together Pause.) 

SON: I don't want to-die. and vou don't want to kill me. And vet. , , 

ne~ther of us wants to deny the will of God. 
FATHER: Would I rather become the father of nations or remain the 

father of one? 
SON: Are they mutually exclusive? 
FATHER: They must be. 
SON: Why? How do you know that? 
FATHER: How else can it be? 
SON: You have another son- 
FATHER: I don't want it to be through hlm- 
SON: Maybe God does! 
FATHER: I don't believe that! Do you? 
SON: I don't know. How would I know? (Pause.) What 1 want to 

believe is that somehow we can go through with this . . . and I 
won't have to die. (Pause.) 

FATHER: We can not proceed with the assumption that the angel of 
the Lord will intercede for you as he dld for me. (Pause.) Think 
how disappointed both of us will be if he does not come. (Pause.) 
\lie must proceed. And we must proceed with the assumption 
that you will die. 

SON: I don't understand what-why we're being tested this way- 
n~hats going on here. Why this is-. It doesn't make sense to me. 
What klnd of test is this? 

(Sudden light change as he speaks the last line. The MOTHER is 
now standing where the FATHER stood.) 

MOTHER: I don't know. 
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I took my father's axe 

into the courtyard of the 

voiceless gods and hacked to bits 

all of them that would not 

answer me. That would not 

accept my offering. I killed them. 

And there was no blood. How 

can a true god not bleed when 

you kill it? 

SON: Mother, how am I supposed to deal with this? How am I 
supposed to react? 

MOTHER: I don't think your father really considered your feelings. 
SON: Exactly! 
MOTHER: Or mine. 
SON: Why? 
MOTHER: Should he have? 
SON: Of course. 
MOTHER: Why? 
SON: Mother, why-, why don't y-. (A vocal sigh.) You exasperate 

me. 
MOTHER: I'm sorry 
SON: No you're not. You're proud of yourself. You enjoy doing this 

to me. 
MOTHER: I haven't done anything to you. 
SON: You've taken Father's side. 
MOTHER: You don't even know what your fathers side is. 
SON: I know he's brought that murderer back into our midst. 
MOTHER: Your brother is not a murderer. 
SON: He wanted to kill me with an arrow. You caught him. \iou told 

me that. 
MOTHER: That was long ago. You were a child. He was young. 
SON: Old enough to want to kill out of jealousy It was serious 

enough that you asked Father to exile him and hls mother. To 
send them out into the desert. 

MOTHER: Yes? 
SON: Father exiled them. He banished them. 
MOTHER: Yes. 
SON: And now he's brought them back. Prepared a feast, a 

celebration. Surely Father can't expect me to greet them ivlth 
open loving arms. 

MOTHER: He is your brother. 
SON: Half-brother. Who tned to kill me. 
MOTHER: Perhaps he5 changed. 
SON: Oh, Mother. 
MOTHER: It's possible. 
SON: Yes, but it's not very probable. 
MOTHER: Oh, so you're able to look on the heart or a man now 

SON: Mother, he t r ~ e d  to kill me! 
MOTHER: And we banished him! He has been wandering about on 

those dry sands for many years. He has a family now, and they 
live l ~ k e  nomads, moving their tents from place to place, 
wandering to and fro, lmng by their cunning. A very hard 
existence. The kind of life that could change a man. And now he 
has returned. Your father loves his son and has welcomed him 
Into his home as he would any stranger, as you would any 
stranger, and expects the rest of h ~ s  household to do likewise. 

SON: He expects a lot of me. 
MOTHER: Fathers are llke that. 
SON: Mother. I have grown up hating him! 
MOTHER: Then it is time for you to change. 
SON: How? 1 hate him! How can I eat with him? How can I bear to 

look at him? How can my father expect me to sleep in the same 
house ~ 7 t h  him? I t  requires too much of me. I can't do it .  

MOTHER: (With hisface in her hands.) Hush. Hush. Calm yourself. 
Look at me. Please look at me. (Pausc.) There now. That's ~ t .  

(Pausc.) Better now? 
SON: hlother- 
MOTHER: Son. You must submit. 
SON: I ca- 
MOTHER: b u  can . . . do it. (Pausc. Stroking his hair and face . )  You 

are strong enough. (Pausc.) You can do anything you want to do. 
(Pause.) You can do anything that you know is right. 

(Pausc. The FATHER enters.) 
FATHER: Are you two going to join the feast? 
MOTHER: Shortly (Pause.) My son was just about to thank the Lord 

for the safe return of his brother. 
FATHER: 1 see. jpausr.) 
MOTHER: I will leave you . . . to rejoice together. 

(Slip C.YI~S.  Pa~ist?. Light chatigc. Pausc. 
FATHER: \Ve117 
SON: I am ready. 
FATHER: I am- (Pause.) I have. . . . (Pausc.) Forgive me for the way 

I have spoken here today I do not doubt God or his mlsdom. I 
s~mply-, (Pausc.) I am ashamed of my own inability to 
i~nderstiind our Father . . my lack of falth . . . I'm sorry 
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(The FATHER approaches the son, touches his head the same way 
The MOTHER did. The FATHER proceeds to a kind of inventory of the 
SON'S body. He examines-memorizes-theface, visually and 
physically. He goes on to the shoulders, chest and arms. As he is 
examining the left arm he suddenly grasps it by theforearm with his 
own left arm and the SON grasps his. At the same time they draw 
together and embrace each other with their right arms and kiss each 
other on the neck. They hold the embracefor some time. They look at 
each other and smile. They rest theirforeheads together) 

SON: Father? When the sacrifice is complete-when the fire has 
died-take what shall remain of me . . . the ashes . . . and give 

/ them to my mother and say to her . . . "this is the sweet smelling 
savor of your son." (Pause.) 

FATHER: Son? 
SON: I wish I could have said goodbye to her. (Pause.) 
FATHER: Perhaps she will understand that it is a glorious honor to 

be deemed by the Lord a worthy sacrifice. Then perhaps she will 
forgive me. (Pause.) 

SON: Father, bind me . . . tightly, so that I cannot move. So that I do 
not ruin the sacrifice. 

(Pause. The FATHER begns to tie up the SON using the sashes that 
they both wear around their waists, and the cords that bind the wood. 

The FATHER ties the SON5 hands infront and the arms tied to his 
sides. He binds thefeet and legs and positions the SON on the altar As 
he works the light around the altar begns to intensqy and shrink, 
leaving the most part ofthe stage in darkness while the light around 
the altar should be almost dgficult to look at by the time we reach 
blackout. The FATHER places the wood around the SON'S body. I/he 
hasn't already, he brings thefire to the altar Pause. The FATHER 
places his hands upon the SON's body-the chest and hands. 
Eventually the FATHER'S body begns to shake as he weeps silently. He 
reaches over to close the SON'S eyes but the SON refuses this gesture. 
By this time the SON is panting and weeping. The FATHER draws the 
knge and holds itflat on the SON'S chest. The FATHER will not look at 
the SON as he brings the knife, very hesitantly, to the SON'S throat. 
Pause.) 

Father . . . please? 
(Slowly the FATHER turns to look at the SON. He removes the knife 

from the SON'S throat and with hisfree hand strokes the 50~'s face . )  
FATHER: ~y son- 

(He kisses his SON. Maintaining eye contact the FATHER brings the 
kn$e up to the son5 throat again very swqtly-the SON cries out. 
Blackout.) E 

CHINCOTEAGUE ISLAND, 
VIRGINIA 

These days spring means the Lvhite \\ings 
of snowy egrets rising off a barrier Island. 
Marsh grass and baybem leaves, 
the food of wild ponies, bloning. 

We have driven down for n glide 
of days-birdwatching, bench\valk~ng- 
the easy way we l~ve outs~dc the clt): 
IL has been one of those battering Lvark cveeks 
when the only way to sun.1ve ivas ro bend your knees, 
wi l loy .  

Today I sink Into fine \\.hire sand. 
pick up  a mermaids purse, hlack egg case 
of a skate. Watch the \vay t ~ d e ~ a t c r  mo\.es 
with wnd-how together the). sway 
Where would \ve be \\-~thout the lnpplngl 

Things come to me walking the beach. . . . 
It's as if the pull of the t ~ d e  
lengthens your life, a salted \vind 
allowing you to see. 
Hear the sounds that fade 
in the struggle-~nternal p~ngs-the sllcnce 
that allows you to breathe. deeply 




