When Pebbles Roared
The Passion of Jesus seen Through
Different Eyes

By

Timothy

Copyright © 2010
All rights reserved – Tim Rhodes
No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any
form or by any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical,
including photocopying, recording, taping, or by any
information storage retrieval system, without the permission, in
writing, from the publisher.
Eloquent Books
An imprint of Strategic Book Group
P.O. Box 333
Durham CT 06422
www.StrategicBookGroup.com
ISBN: 978-1-68181-480-3
Printed in the United States of America
Book Design: Rolando F. Santos

Contents

Dedication............................................................v
Author’s Note....................................................vii
When Pebbles Roared—An Introduction........ 1
A Scrap of Cloth................................................... 2
A Few Strands of Rope....................................... 3
The Whip.............................................................. 4
The Royal Robe and Regal Reed....................... 5
Thorns of Triumph.............................................. 8
Roman Gibbet.................................................... 11
Three Iron Nails................................................. 14
King of the Jews................................................. 15
Velvety Blackness.............................................. 16
Sour Wine, a Sponge, and Hyssop Stick........ 18
A Veil of Blue, Scarlet and Purple................... 19
The Spear—Beyond any Doubt!...................... 20
The Finest Linen................................................ 21
Rollin’ Stone....................................................... 22
No Vacancy, the Tomb is Full!......................... 25
Epilogue.............................................................. 27
Reader’s Theatre Guide.................................... 31
Scene by Scene................................................... 37
Endnotes............................................................. 43

Dedication
Writing is one of my favorite things; publishing is not.
I am ashamed to think how long this manuscript collected
virtual dust cloistered within my computer’s hard drive. I
often joked I was leaving a bounty of writings that could
be published long after I was gone, much like a painter
whose attic was full of paintings that had never been exhibited until his passing. Friends and loved ones were not
amused.
Recently, the evangelism pastor of the church I attend challenged our congregation to move forward with
the ministries God has placed within our care. Immediately, a certain title came to mind. With God’s help, I am
moving forward. I dedicate this work to Sandy and my
two daughters, Taylor and Hayley, and to a certain aforementioned evangelism pastor at Bethesda Community
Church in Fort Worth, Texas—Stephen Evans. Thanks for
the shove.
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Author’s Note
Is it a new story? No, it is not. The story that follows
Jesus from the Garden of Gethsemane to His glorious
resurrection was written before time ever ticked a tock!
This tale embraces a Divine plan as it is unfurled into the
face of history, a plan that seemed foolhardy and doomed
for colossal failure. It was filled with betrayal, crushed
dreams, and utter hopelessness. Certainly, this was where
Evil would land a fatal strike against the Almighty. With
what seems like Sublime Audacity, God reveals His relentless passion and victorious provision for the redemption of mankind, three days that have been pondered and
written about these past twenty centuries by the brightest
and most inspired minds of Christendom.
Well, that ain’t me! Anyone that knows me knows
I am a gravely flawed man, a man who has to grasp this
story everyday! My aim was not to add to the library of
theological treatments, but rather to give voices to those
objects that were actually present and involved in this
unequaled piece of eternal history. What might they have
said if they could speak? What would they have seen or
heard or felt? This is their story.
Open your heart and your imagination and see what
this cast of characters says to you. My desire is that both
young and old take a first look or a fresh look at what Jesus did to redeem us.
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When Pebbles Roared—
An Introduction

It’s not an easy story to tell, but we’ve thought about it
for some time and we’ve decided we have to try. In many
ways, it’s not a pretty story—no, not pretty at all. Some
may ask why we felt the need to come forward and share
our experiences. Please understand, it isn’t like us to speak
up on such matters normally, but this story is so very far
from normal.
It all started with the rocks! You know, stones—pebbles, boulders, shiny ones, flat ones, smooth and round,
sharp and jagged—every size and type you can imagine,
and every color too. Everywhere He went, they took voices
and shouted His greatness. Oh, you probably didn’t hear
them; your world is already filled with sounds. Your world
can be quite noisy at times, but we heard the stones.1
You can imagine how strange it was for us to hear
the very ground beneath us rumbling with praise! We’ve
all had time to compare our stories and we agree on many
points, but mostly, that we will never be the same again!
Each of us has a piece of the story to tell and it is a story
well worth the telling.
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A Scrap of Cloth

What—me first? I guess what I have to say does come
early in this drama. I’d been lying on a table for a long
time. I was wadded into a dusty ball like I didn’t matter
much.
Suddenly, the room was filled with shouting and
chilling talk of a horrible criminal. I had never heard such
vile language or a list of charges so long. I was very glad
that I was collecting dust on a distant table. I didn’t want
to be any closer to such a terrible man.
Then, before I knew it, someone snatched me off
of the table and folded me into a coarse blindfold. They
didn’t even snap the dust out of my cloth! I shuddered at
the thought of being placed over the eyes of this godless
criminal. They stretched me across His face and cinched
me tight behind his head.2 His face was damp with sweat
and, as it mixed with the dust in me, it made dirty little
stripes run down His cheeks.
These men began to slap and punch Him. They
mocked Him cruelly, but now that I was across his eyes, I
didn’t feel the heat of His horrible sins. I felt the greatest
peace and joy a scrap of cloth could know. All the while
they were spitting at Him and hitting His face, I felt the
richest, deepest love imaginable. They jeered at Him to
tell who had just struck Him,3 and while He didn’t speak a
word, I could tell He saw each one of them. It’s as if I were
thinner than a veil made of silk. As each took his turn, I
could feel Him call them by name and say how much He
loved them. Never have I had an experience like that! To
tell the truth, they blindfolded Him, but I think it was their
faces they were trying to hide.
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A Few Strands of Rope

My life is very simple. I’m not much more than some
twisted hemp. I can be very useful, though. I can hold
many things right where you want them, for a long time
or just a few hours. That’s how I met Him.4
Some temple guards wrapped me around His wrists.
I’m good for that! Whether you are tying a donkey to a
tree or securing a prisoner, that’s my job! I held His hands.
They pulled me tight—like they didn’t want Him to ever
break free! But He wasn’t struggling.
They wrenched His arms behind Him and pulled
me so tightly that I cut into his wrists and they started to
bleed. But He didn’t resist. I tried to scream to them that
He wasn’t trying to escape! They didn’t need to bind Him
so tightly, but they hated Him. I think they were afraid of
Him, but He was the gentlest person I ever held hands
with.5
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