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a script from 

 “Easter is a Super Glued Special Bowl”  
by 

Jenny Craiger 
 
 
 

What This Easter monologue focuses on how Jesus’ sacrifice fixes the brokenness in 
our lives and cements our relationship with God.  
 
Themes: Easter, Jesus, Sacrifice, New Covenant, Healing, Sin, Salvation 

 
Who Actress   
 
When Present 
 
Wear 
(Props) 

Bowl  
Super Glue 
Chair  
Kitchen Table 

 
Why 1st Corinthians 15:3-4; Titus 2:14; Romans 5:6 
 
How The chair is placed behind the table at center stage. The bowl and super glue 

are on the table at the beginning of the monologue. The actress speaks 
conversationally and faces the audience. Suggestions for tone and pauses are 
included. If a spotlight is available, it can be focused on the table area, leaving 
the rest of the stage in semidarkness. 

 
Time Approximately 5 to 6 minutes 
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The Actress walks onto the stage, stretching as if at the end of a long day. She sits 
down in the seat and looks at bowl. Shaking her head in disbelief, she picks up the 
bowl, examining it. Begins praying… 

Actress: Well, God, I guess Mom was right… (pauses, then with laughs in a self-
deprecating tone) again! (Running her hand along an unseen seam, 
amazed). It’s like the break never even happened! I can’t believe a little 
super glue could fix today’s disaster. (Puts down bowl carefully).  

Taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly, speaking the next line as if embarrassed. 

 And before You tell me, yes, I admit it, God. I blew everything way out of 
proportion today. In my defense, though, it was the first Easter I’ve ever 
hosted, and I just wanted it to be perfect. And, let’s agree, it started as 
far from perfect as possible.  

 We woke up late for church this morning and the kids had already eaten 
half of their Easter candy before I could get Ben to herd them out of the 
door. Then, after the service, we rushed home and I realized I had 
forgotten to take the ham out of the freezer. (As an aside) By the way, 
you probably know this, but defrosting a large ham in the microwave is 
not recommended. Anyway, my parents were supposed to be at our 
house by two and I hadn’t even finished the deviled eggs.  

 So, I’ve got HALF of a frozen ham in the microwave and eggs boiling on 
the stove and I’m trying frantically to clean. Of course, the kids were 
tearing up the house faster than I could keep up and Ben was on the 
couch with his feet up, watching a game, oblivious to my panic. So, I was 
already a little flustered when I heard it.  

Pausing and stretching out the next line.  

 The distinct sound of breaking glass.  

 When I ran into the kitchen, I saw my youngest frozen in mid-run with a 
look of horror on his face and the bowl in 2 pieces on the linoleum. A 
bowl that had been in our family for generations to use on special 
occasions… (pause) like Easter. A bowl that we used to joke was so old it 
once belonged to George Washington. (Spoken slowly and deliberately 
to make a point) A bowl I hadn’t even had in my possession for a month! 
And there it lay. Broken. On the floor.  

 You can imagine my response! (Sheepishly). Well, you know my 
response…I’m ashamed to say that I was still loudly scolding my son, 
with a dust rag in one hand and a broom in the other, the microwave 
dinging, and the eggs boiling over when my mom walked through the 
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kitchen door. She took one look at the disaster, turned off the stove, 
picked up the bowl shards, sent my son to lick his wounds with his 
father in the living room, and marched me to the garage.  

 Mom didn’t say a word at first. She sat me on a stool and started to riffle 
through drawers on my husband’s toolbox until she found this (picking 
up the super glue): a small tube of super glue.  

Holds glue for next few lines and then places back on the table. 

 I huffed and told her it wasn’t going to work, still in a snit about my 
hosting catastrophe. In her motherly way, she gave me the” look.” You 
know the one. Jesus probably never got that look growing up, but I got 
it plenty. It meant, just be quiet and pay attention. I watched as Mom 
glued the pieces back together and set it on my husband’s worktable to 
dry. I started to cry then. I mean, how is that going to work? Leave it to 
me to screw up a simple Easter dinner. Leave it to me to destroy 
something that my family had kept safe for generations. I said as much 
to Mom. She laughed out loud then.  

 “Look at this,” she had said, pointing to a tiny seam in the glass—not 
where she had just glued it. (Sliding finger over an invisible seam in 
bowl) Another fracture, barely noticeable. “I did that 30 years ago, 
Honey,” she had said. “There’s nothing a little super glue can’t fix.” She 
kissed my forehead and went back into the house, calling over her 
shoulder that she would finish the eggs and to come back in when I was 
ready. (Smiling to self reflectively) God, you really broke the mold when 
You made her.  

 Anyway, I sat there for a few minutes in the quiet and thought about 
today’s mess and this bowl. God, it struck me that I was broken just like 
this bowl. And, because of Easter, I’ve been repaired. Today, I was 
focused on all of the wrong things. Easter isn’t about the deviled eggs or 
getting to church on time. It’s not about the illusion of being a perfect 
host or having a perfect family. It’s about how we were broken just like 
this bowl. How we can’t hold anything good from You without being 
fixed first. Super glue made this bowl whole again. And Your Son’s 
sacrifice on Easter makes us whole again if we let Him fix us.  

Smiles as if having an idea.  

 So, God, I guess Easter is super glue for the soul. Jesus’ death on the 
cross for our sins is the permanent bond that takes a mess like me and 
sticks me close to You.  
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 So, as You know, I went back inside with a different attitude, my mom’s 
help… (laughingly) and, yes, a new appreciation for super glue. But now 
everyone is gone. The kids are in bed and Ben’s waiting on the couch so 
we can relax together and watch a movie. But I just wanted to take a 
moment and say thank you. Thank You for my mom. Thank You for what 
you taught me today. And thank You for Jesus, who died so that He 
could fill all of our jagged pieces and permanently bond us with You 
who makes us whole again.  

Picking up the bowl one last time and smiling to herself. 

  I guess there really is nothing that You and a little super glue can’t fix. 

Lights down. 
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