Sketch: A Call from the Jordan

Hello Mum!

Can you hear me okay? 

Yes it's me. I know I said I wouldn't ring before I got home…

No, I am still down at Bethany, by the Jordan.

No Mum not Jordan the model, Jordan the river. I've been fishing.

How did it go? Don't ask!

Yes I know you did ask, but today was a very bad day to go fishing.

Too many people about - scared the fish away they did.

How many? Well thousands! Nearly the whole of Jerusalem was there.

No it wasn't a Robbie Williams concert.

It was a dunkin'.

No not someone called Duncan. A dunking. One of those new-fangled Baptism things, with one of those preacher fellows.

Was it Billy Graham? No it was not! Not sure his name, but he looked like he had spent the last 30 years living in the desert. Smelt a bit if you ask me. 

No not of fish, more a sort of mixture between rancid honey and camels.

No not the cigarettes, the animals. He had long shaggy hair and a shaggy robe to match made from what looked like camel hair. 

Yeah and what looked like crushed insects tangled in. Locusts I'd say.

You think he's been eating them? Urgh, doesn't bear thought.

Anyway there I was at my favourite spot, dangling my line like I do, when this guy came along the tow path with this big crowd behind him.

No not his toes, tow … oh never mind (actually he was wearing thronged sandals so you could see his toes). Anyway he was spouting a great deal of stuff …

No not locusts and camels, words I meant. And the big crowd was listening to it all. 

Well he said stuff about repenting of your sins…

Yes Mum, I know you don't sin. 

…something about sharing your tunics, taxes and extortion by soldiers.

No I didn't follow it all. Suddenly he burst out with a "brood of vipers".

No Mum, snakes didn't leap out of him! It was just what he said, and that folk should flee from the coming wrath and produce fruit in keeping with repentance.

Yeah, lot of rubbish I'd say. He then went on about axing roots of trees, turning stones into children and Father Abraham. Where the Smurfs fit in I don't know. Then he started the dunking.

Yes Mum, like biscuits; and the Jordan's the colour of tea too sometimes. 

Well suddenly he stopped and looked up. This guy had got right to the front and was standing there next to my fishing basket. The Preacher said "Look, the Lamb of God!"

No mum he didn't have any meat with him. He continued "I need to be baptized by you, but you come to me."

Yeah they were right by me so I heard it all. He replied "So now let it be".

Yes mum I know that's a Beatles song, but he went on that it was proper to do it to fulfil all righteousness. He was talking like a prophet.

How much money? No Mum a Prophet, like Isaiah and Malachi. So then this man was dunked and it all got very strange. It was like heaven was being torn open and the Spirit descended on him like a dove. A huge heavenly voice said "You are my Son, whom I love; with you I am well pleased". 

No Mum, the bird not the soap bar. Anyway can't explain it.

The crowd then started moving on. I hear this son of God guy was going off into the desert.

Tempted? No I would not want to go.

Anyway the smelly preacher went on his way too. Very strange he was, going off his rocker I'd say.

No Mum I did not make this up. It's true.

No I'm not losing my head, but I recon the smelly preacher will lose his one day…

