
 

 

 
The whole creation was altered by thy passion;   
for all things suffered with thee, knowing, O Lord, 
that thou holdest all things in unity.  
Byzantine Rite 

 
For in him all the fullness of God was pleased to dwell,  
and through him God was pleased to reconcile to himself all things,  
whether on earth or in heaven,  
by making peace through the blood of his cross.  
Colossians 1: 19 & 20 

 
Background 
The above quotations might explain why a drama with characters such as a donkey, a dog, a tree and 
a stone, appears in this book. We might also reflect on the story of Noah and the ensuing covenant 
with all creation, Balaam and his donkey, together with other Old Testament passages where the fates 
of the natural and human creation are linked   
 
The play looks at a familiar story from a new perspective. It appeals to the younger generation but also 
makes an impact on people who don’t go to services. It is suitable for town and country. 
 

Performing the play 
It can be done in a church or chapel, a school or village hall.  Costumes can be simple or elaborate as 
time and talent permit.  At the very least, the animals need ears or masks and perhaps gloves, the tree 
needs some branches, either real or made out of cardboard, and the stone can be covered in a grey 
blanket.   
 
With younger children, the text can be shortened but if too much is taken out, it  will lose some of its 
impact.  For older children, the words can either be learnt by heart or put on cards.. 
Start with a well-known hymn if possible: ‘There is a green hill far away’ is a good choice, followed by a 
short talk on the first Good Friday, then about what is going to be seen today.   
 
This can refer to Baalam, as above and how the work of Jesus affects the whole of God’s creation, of 
which we are a part and actually depend on for our very lives. 
 
Finish with a blessing and another well-known hymn followed if possible by drinks and hot cross buns. 

 
Characters 

 the donkey that carried Jesus into Jerusalem on Palm Sunday 

 a stray dog  

 a tree near the tomb 

 the stone which covered the entrance to the tomb 

A little play for Holy 
Week 



 

 

 
Donkey: How do you think, then, that I felt, I who carried him in triumph?  At first, when those two 

men came to fetch me, I didn’t want to go.  I stood on my hind legs and tried to run away, 
but they were too strong for me.  One pulled on my rope and the other pushed me from 
behind.  But when I reached him, then I knew!  One touch of his hand on my head and I 
recognised my Creator and my Lord, one I would go with, though it cost my life.  We went 
through pushing, shouting crowds but I wasn’t frightened.  The crowds were waving 
branches which almost touched my head but I never flinched.  The garments on the road felt 
strange beneath my feet but I never hesitated. 

 
Tree: My cousins stand along the road from Bethany.  They knew he was their Creator and their Lord, 

Brother Donkey.  With people taking branches to wave, they too felt that they were praising 
him and sharing in his triumph. 

 
Dog: You weren’t the only creature who felt his touch.  Me, a stray dog, who no-one has time for, who 

has to scavenge food or go without, often getting more kicks than food.  I saw him on that day of 
triumph but it was another day when he spoke to me and touched me and I felt his love for all 
the poor and outcasts.  His friends didn’t like me, they tried to push me away but he made sure I 
shared in what they had. 

 
Donkey: All that week I lived as in a dream.  I saw my Lord when he came out to Bethany at night after 

a day in the city.   He laid his hand upon my head and gave me peace but I could feel 
heaviness in his touch, and foreboding.   

 
Dog: Yes, there was a very strange atmosphere in the city.  He walked around and talked with many 

people, even laughed, but when I came close to him, I felt the heaviness. 
 
Stone: I suppose you don’t think that stones have any voice - oh, no, they’re just boring old stones, 

lying around and of little use, unless you want to build a house or wall.  You don’t know the half 
of it.  I heard them talking, them as thinks themselves better than other people, when they 
walked by last week ‘What a performance’, one said, ‘All those people, where did they come 
from?  Badly-behaved as well, pushing and shoving, tearing down branches and making such a 
noise.’  ‘Yes, I managed to get close to this Jesus’, said the other, ‘and told him to shut them up, 
and do you know what he said?  “If they were quiet, the very stones cry out.”’  So there you 
are, it’s official, from the horse’s mouth as you might say.  

 
Donkey: Four nights he came to Bethany. I looked for him on the fifth night; there were lights and 

noise in the darkness but he never came.  
 
Dog: That night I waited outside the house where they all gathered and I feasted on what they’d left.  

I followed when they left the house. I saw his friends all fall asleep while he went away and 
prayed and groaned in anguish.  I wanted to go and lick his hand but I didn’t dare approach at 
such an hour.  I saw the soldiers come and take him; his friends all ran away.  I followed but not 
too closely - I thought I’d only get kicked.   

 
Donkey: And then that dreadful day. I heard the sounds of shouting but not like the other day.  It 

seemed to me like the roaring of wild beasts but worse because I knew it was people and not 
beasts.  I stood disturbed in a corner of my field. The roaring seemed to fill my ears, though 
several miles away.  

 



 

 

Dog: Yes, I heard the turmoil too. I crept near to Pilate’s house but had no heart to hear and watch 
what happened there. Later I heard the tramp of Roman feet and the mocking cries that 
followed them.  

 
Donkey: At noon, the sun hid his face and darkness fell; blacker and blacker went the world, all birds 

stopped singing, dogs started howling and people, even strong men, started wailing.  I 
crowded close to my friends but there was no comfort in it.  We were lost in thick darkness, a 
shapeless void, it felt deathly cold - was this the end of the world? 

   
Dog: When the world went black, the darkness pressed upon me so I could hardly breathe.  I howled 

and then found the littlest corner that there was and curled myself inside it with my tail over my 
eyes and mouth and waited, as I thought, for death.   

 
Tree: My little friends, I stood close by and was a witness of that day.  In the darkness, I stretched my 

branches heaven-ward to seek for comfort but there was none.  The air was full of whirring 
wings, I saw nothing but I felt dark powers beating upon that cross, to tear the man off before 
his work was done.  I heard thunder and waited for a lightning bolt to strike and cleave my 
trunk.  

 
Donkey: How long the darkness lasted I don’t know, but as the light returned, I heard a voice, so loud 

it nearly deafened me and it cried that all was done, the work accomplished, then the earth 
shook as though it were adrift in space.  I felt it right through my body to the tips of my ears, 
flattened against my neck in fear and misery.  After that - nothing, but I still felt cold and lost, 
as though no-one loved me, as though love itself was gone from the world. 

 
Tree: I also heard the cry which seemed to go through every fibre of my being.  When the ground 

shook, I trembled to my roots, waited for the soil and rocks to give way so that I would crash to 
earth.  But stillness came and sounds of weeping.  The light returned and the dark powers fled 
by, baulked of their purpose. 

 
Dog: I thought the earthquake was the death-throes of our world.  After it was over and the light 

returned, I didn’t want to stay in the city, where people went about dismayed, not looking at 
each other. 

 
Tree: After a while my limbs stopped trembling and I saw a sad procession coming, with men and 

women, and a body on a bier, covered with a bloody cloth.  As they passed, I bent my branches 
to the earth in mourning; I knew the world had changed and nothing would be the same any 
more, not for me, not for the creatures living in and around me, and especially not for the 
humans who walked beneath. 

 
Stone: I heard the thunder and the shaking of the earth went through me, so violent that I was rolled 

from my place beside the tomb.  The procession you saw came and stopped beside me.  They 
were in haste because the hour was late, not long before the starting of the Sabbath, when 
nothing moves.  Two men, richly dressed, directed servants to wind the body in clean strips of 
cloth.  I saw his face, pallid and bloody, but peaceful and somehow triumphant.  His head was 
wrapped in a separate cloth and then the body placed inside the tomb.  The women stood 
apart and watched.  All the men pushed me and I rolled into place as a seal, then everyone 
went away.  

 



 

 

Dog: I felt I couldn’t stay in the city and I went out into the countryside.  The Sabbath started and I 
saw no-one.  I felt alone, bereft. I was hungry but there was no-one to feed me, I was thirsty but 
there was no-one to give me a drink. 

 
Stone: Yesterday, when the Sabbath rest was over, some other men appeared, the temple guard 

who’d been told to keep a watch. It seemed like the end, but the end of what?  I felt cold and 
lifeless, dense and heavy.  Would I just stand there ages long, while the bones inside the tomb 
mouldered into dust and the world went on its way, unforgiving and unforgiven? 

 
 All was peaceful until the early hours of this morning.  Suddenly I was aware of a presence in 

the tomb, alive, electric and then I felt all my particles expand and vibrate as if I were stretched 
beyond my natural state.  Something passed through me leaving me tingling in every part.  At 
that the earth shook violently and I was thrown back beyond the entrance to the tomb. The 
guards fled and when women came to tend the body, I knew they’d find nothing for he was 
alive. 

 
Donkey: Today everything is different.  Very early when all the cocks were crowing, I too felt the earth 

shake once more but it was as though it leapt for joy.   The grass tasted sweeter, the water 
from the stream purer.  We all leapt and gambolled and brayed, even my staid mother and 
her friends with their stiff limbs. As the day wore on, I knew that my Master was with me once 
more, that he’d always be with me and he wanted me to serve him by serving those around 
me. 

 
Dog: Yes today, I too know that I have a Master and he is alive; the whole city is somehow aware of 

his presence which lies over it like a golden glow.  Even his friends, the ones who had no time for 
me, are transformed - when I went back to that house, they welcomed me and gave me food and 
drink.  I feel loved in a way I’d never known before, not even as a small puppy with my family. 

 
Tree: Today, my bark is warm and silken, my fibres seem to sing and my branches stretch themselves 

out as though they would grow longer, stronger, while the leaves pulse with sap and vitality.  I 
will stand here, gladly giving what I have - shade from the heat of the day, a place to rest and 
beauty to delight the eye. 

 
Stone: This day has been like nothing I’ve ever experienced in all my millennia and as you say, Sister 

Tree, the world has changed, nothing will ever be the same again.  Even the sun seems to shine 
with a greater glow and glory, giving praise to him who is the Lord of life. 

 
 
All: Praise to him who is the Lord of life. 
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