
Salome—Daughter of Herodias
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Scripture—Matthew 14:3-12,
Mark 6:14-22, Luke 3:1-20.
Luke 23:34
Starting help:

1) Describe your relationship with
your mother. What can you do
today that would honor her and
please God?

2) Explain how you believe God
views people's personal heritage.
Is anyone ever disqualified from
being his child with the
opportunity to talk with him?

3) Write out how a divorce near you
has influenced your life

4) Discuss who you think Salome
needs to forgive and why.

5) When have you learned a huge
lesson from God after you did
something awful?

6) What would you say to Salome if
she came to you for advice about
any of the questions above, or ask
why you think God is real?

                                                  
                                                  
                                                  
                                                  
                                                  
                                                  
                                                  
                                                  
                                                  
                                                  
                                                  
                                                  

This is to the GOD the Jews say is everywhere,

I'm furious…confused and disgusted too! Right now
I'd like nothing better than to spit in my mother's
face. She is awful! She's manipulative, vengeful, and
controlling. On top of that—last night gave me a view
of my own character that makes me nauseous.

Do most daughters love and hate their mothers at the
same time? Sometimes I think mother's ability to
beguile and maneuver people is charming. Not last
night! I hate knowing she used me to have someone
killed. It was…horrible! Absolutely HORRIBLE!

Oh! Where do I begin? Are you everywhere and do you
already know everything that has happened? I am not
sure I believe you are real. Does being Idumean, a
descendent of Esau from the country of Edom, and an
Arab disqualify me from having an audience with you?
If I believe you are only make believe, am I writing
this just to get my feelings out? I don’t think anyone
really cares about me.

Whether you are there or not I want to start at the
beginning. I need to put my thoughts down where I
can see them.

A while ago Herod Antipas came to our home and
persuaded my mother to leave my father. Mother has
always been more impressed with palace and court
business than in me. I doubt I'll ever be able to forgive
her for taking me from my home and keeping me
from being near my father, he's called Herod Philip 1.
I would though, have a difficult time proving he loves
me. I don’t think mother is hiding anything, and as far
as I know he hasn’t tried to contact me at all.

To think I was excited about the invitation to dance at
my stepfather's birthday party. The Galilean’s call him
KING and he’s my uncle too. My father Philip is his
half-brother. Herod is really a tetrarch and so power-
ful, yet my mother can often get him to do whatever
she wants. Being manipulated is an incredible sign of
weakness isn't it? And I let her do it to me too! How
dense could I be?
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The party…I love beautiful clothes! I have lots and lots
of them. The beads that decorate my gauzy dance
outfit for the birthday party are exquisite. The shine
and the sparkle are dazzling. Not much of my body was
covered, but I kind of like knowing my undulating
movements have sway over the power-hungry people
that leer at me while I'm dancing. Does that make me
like my mother? Am I manipulative like her?

I almost can't believe what happened next. Herod was
so pleased. He was so very pleased, he offered me “up
to half of his kingdom” because I impressed his guests.

And then like a child that couldn't think for myself, I
turned and asked Mother what I should do. UGH! But
even worse was what she suggested I request. She said
I should ask for the head of John the Baptist. I not
only looked like I couldn't think for myself, I looked
like her puppet because I did precisely what she wanted
me to do. Oh! I hate her! I could have still asked for
what I wanted after she told me what to do, ignoring
her, but NO! I did exactly what she wanted. What did I
get for all my obedience—A wooden meat platter with
a man's head on it? The results still make me gag!

When I think that I could have had anything I wanted,
and I let my mother take that away from me, I get
really furious. But even the anger doesn't drive the
pictures out of my mind. It was so awful, so repulsive,
so sickening! When mother told me to ask for John the
Baptist’s head, I never thought about how it would
look. I think the blood is what made me realize Mother
used me to kill a man. I didn’t even touch the blood
and yet I feel so foul. Can I ever be clean again?

Oh! That’s why I'm writing. I need someone to forgive
me! I need to escape my dread of the punishment I
deserve for being Mother's puppet! Can you do it? Will
you do it? How will I know if I've really been forgiven?

O! What's the point? I'm done talking…maybe this is a
waste of time. My question is still, are you real?
Salome— sometimes known as Herodias' daughter.

                                                   
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                     
                                                      

                                                                                                                                  
                                                                                                                                  
                                                                                                                                  
                                                                                                                                  
                                                                                                                                  
                                                                                                                                  


