ROMAN CENTURION
DRAMA SCRIPT BY ROSE ASPINALL
Optional Opening:
Narrator: Tonight, we invite you. We invite you to come on a journey—a journey to the
heart of the Father, our Creator. He has made us for himself—for his glory. But sin has
won us over and separated us from him. Now, there is a wide chasm stretched across
eternity. It is impassable. We are in a hard captivity and this captivity, brought on by our
willful disobedience, has led us to this moment. We—all of us, have been weighed—and
found wanting.
But, there is good news! It is the Father’s intent to restore us. It has always been his
intent. But this—this is not what we expected to happen—this will of a loving Father and
the awful choice made by His Son.
Tonight—tonight at long last, justice will meet mercy and be satisfied. You will be witness to indestructible love—but first it will mean the loss of light for all mankind.
This love is a mystery beyond anything we can imagine and soon we will see the truth
of it, for the Son will strike at the root of our sin by sacrificing himself. He will do for us
what we could not. In but a moment, darkness will have its way and in an act that will
shake all of Jerusalem, indeed the entire world, the Son, the living One, the only begotten
of God will make of himself a bridge—and bring us back to the Father.
We will relate these events to you by means of scripture and story and song. Now we
pick up our story at a most crucial moment. After three years of ministry, of healing and
teaching, Jesus is arrested, tried and convicted. He is guilty only of love.
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Approximate age 25-45, battle hardened, arrogant, speaks with authority. By the end of
the monologue, we see him soften.
Narrator: And when they had come to a place called Golgotha, that is to say, Place of a
Skull, they gave Him sour wine mingled with gall to drink. But when He had tasted it,
He would not drink. Then they crucified Him...Sitting down, they kept watch over Him
there. And they put up over His head the accusation written against Him: THIS IS JESUS
THE KING OF THE JEWS.
Then two robbers were crucified with Him, one on the right and another on the left.
And those who passed by blasphemed Him, wagging their heads and saying, “You who
destroy the temple and build it in three days, save Yourself! If You are the Son of God,
come down from the cross.” Likewise the chief priests also, mocking with the scribes
and elders, said, “He saved others; Himself He cannot save. If He is the King of Israel,
let Him now come down from the cross, and we will believe Him. He trusted in God; let
Him deliver Him now if He will have Him; for He said, ‘I am the Son of God.’” And Jesus
said, “Father, forgive them, for they know not what they are doing.”
(Scripture references Matthew 27:33-43/Luke 23:34)
Roman Centurion: This? This is my job—not my choice. Forgive us? We don’t know
what we’re doing? Perhaps—but this is my duty. As an agent of Rome, I am driven not
by cruelty nor mercy, only duty. I have orders.
(He recalls his conversation with his superior and stands at attention.) “See to it.”
(Salutes “Roman style” slapping a clenched fist against his chest.) “Yes, sir, I will see to
it.” (Back to audience) There’s a price to be paid for Roman peace, you know. Did they
imagine that the might of Rome is something with which to trifle? Agreements are made
between men in politics and religion. I do not involve myself in them. But it does seem
that High Priest Caiaphas and his cohorts have some special problem with this one.
Tried him in the middle of the night and found him guilty. A simple scourging wouldn’t
do; they were out for his blood.
And Pilate? Well, he has other matters of concern. He must think of the crowds; rabble
rousers and zealots. How much will it cost him if they riot? And if they are not managed,
they will riot, mark my words. (Dismissively) It’s for him to deal with Caiaphas—not me.
It’s for me to keep the order.
As Centurion, I command a hundred, a rank I did not achieve easily and far too often a
bloody and thankless job. Today, on this hill, I command, not a hundred—but four. A
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small contingent. Let’s hope it’s enough to see the job carried out—without complication. As I said, I have orders.
I’ve seen men die—a thousand—no ten thousand and more, some courageously—
some crying and begging—some cursing. Many a Jewish rebel has met the end of my
gladium. Still I prefer battle to this. Crucifixion is a messy business. A soldier expects to
die but an itinerant preacher? Sometimes you just get on the wrong side of things, I
suppose.
(Trying to justify) It’s true, my men got rough with Jesus. Violence once unleashed is
hard to put back in the bottle and Pilate’s board didn’t read, Jesus, the Nazarene preacher, it read Jesus, King of the Jews! If he or his followers fancied a kingdom for themselves, well, that alone made him a threat to a man like Caiaphas. Besides a king should
have a robe—and a scepter, should he not? There’s little enough fun in this godforsaken
place. It was just a bit of sport. Still, it went further than I expected. Flogged, yes—but
crucified? I didn’t expect that, (shakes his head) not after the crowds that chased after
him. Still it doesn’t fit. Jesus was no insurrectionist. In fact, it seems that everywhere
he went, people were healed.
There was a time, when a fellow centurion and friend, Lucius, who was stationed in
Capernaum at the time had a servant, highly prized, who fell terribly ill—actually paralyzed and unable to even lift his head. I can tell you, Lucius was beside himself. This
was no ordinary servant. He loved him. He came to me one day at the end of himself.
He said, “I’m going to Jesus. I’m going to ask him to heal him.” I advised him against
it, “Don’t get mixed up with these Jews. It’s a mistake.” But you know, he didn’t listen.
He went to Jesus anyway and to my surprise, Jesus did it. (incredulous) He healed a
Roman slave! Why would he do that? And by what power?
Lucius, rather looked out for Jesus after that. I’m glad this duty did not fall to him today.
It would not sit well—duty or not.
(Looking up at a darkening sky.) I don’t know...I don’t like it. This crucifixion leaves me
with a bad taste in my mouth. Storms come up suddenly in this place—but not like this.
This man was a hardly a criminal and executing an innocent is not my custom. Justice
may well catch up with all of us for this one. (He nervously looks up again and shakes
his head.) This blackness! I don’t like the looks of it. It’s been this way for hours. I don’t
like it at all. (haltingly) Surely, he was a righteous man, this Jesus. (closing his eyes,
long pause but then then we see him steel himself) But...I have my orders.
Lights fade.
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MARY MAGDELENE
DRAMA SCRIPT BY ROSE ASPINALL

Approximate age: 20-30, completely devoted to Jesus.
Narrator: Mary Magdelene, the woman out of whom Jesus cast seven demons, is also
standing nearby. Mary is always nearby. If it’s true that he who is forgiven much loves
much, then it is certainly true of Mary. Her heart is broken. So great is her love for Jesus
she cannot understand how anyone would hate him.
Jesus’ forgiveness of his own executioners stings her heart. How could he even in death
think of others? Was it only days ago they’d all come into Jerusalem singing? How’d they
all loved him then—praised him. And how easily their love had turned to hate.
Mary Magdelene: (Looking around a moment as if searching. She sounds small, forlorn,
questioning.) Jesus, you are abandoned! Where are they? All of them—they were all
shouting with the rest of us. Hosanna! Hosanna, God save us! (Her voice trails off) God
save us...(a pause, she collects herself.) He’s going to die. (Despair) He is—and I can’t
do anything about it and I can’t bear it! I can’t! (A little frantic, pointing to someone in
the audience)
You...you were there, weren’t you!? When he healed the boy, the one from Nain? And
his poor mama crying, her only son—gone. You remember her face, don’t you? When
Jesus gave her son back to her? What would she have done—a poor widow like that?
(Speaking to another, desperate, faster and faster) And you—I saw you there, didn’t I?
The lame man, you remember him, right? Remember how he danced? He’d never walked
before! And....and the blind man? He said, I see men—like trees! Walking! Remember?!
Oh, please, say you remember. (Sorrowful) It wasn’t that long ago... (voice trails off)
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Oh, where would I be had I not met him that day? He saved my life. Oh sweet mercy, as
sure as the sun rises—he saved me! He spoke to me as if I mattered. Me! He was the
only one, you know—the only one who ever saw me! All they saw were my demons. Do
you know what it’s like when nobody will touch you? Do you know the ache it leaves on
your skin?
(Remembering that day) “Be gone.” That’s what he said! Seven times! Be gone! And
every time another one left and then another and another—until they were all gone and
I was empty. The anger and hurt left too! I knew it then; I would never leave his side—
could never. Never!
I don’t know why they hate him. You think it’s his goodness? Maybe it shines too brightly. Maybe it burns their sinful hearts. Maybe they all have too much lose. Not me, I have
nothing to lose. Nothing! Because he...he gave me everything.
Lights fade.
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MARY, THE MOTHER OF JESUS
DRAMA SCRIPT BY ROSE ASPINALL
Age: Approximate age, mid forties. She is heartbroken. Her speech is halting and broken.
Narrator: When the soldiers crucified Jesus, they took his clothes, they divided them into
four shares, one for each of them, with the undergarment remaining. This garment was
seamless, woven in one piece from top to bottom. “Let’s not tear it,” they said to one
another. “Let’s decide by lot who will get it.” This happened that the scripture might be
fulfilled that said, “They divided my clothes among them and cast lots for my garment.”
So this is what they did.
Near the cross of Jesus stood his mother, his mother’s sister, Mary the wife of Clopas,
and Mary Magdalene. When Jesus saw his mother there, and the disciple whom he loved
standing nearby, he said to her, “Woman, here is your son,” and to the disciple, “Here is
your mother.” (John 19:23-25)
Mary, Mother of Jesus: Even now, he cares for me? Oh Jesus, (bites her lip and tries
again) my sweet Yeshi. (offering this small, tender, intimacy to the audience) He has always been Yeshi—to me...my name for him. (closing her eyes tightly, fist to her mouth)
Are there no angels left to catch my son? (a pause) I have always known—this sword. It
has been waiting to pierce my heart. He was— (she shakes her head and corrects herself) he is—not mine. I said yes to this, to all of this, many years ago. It is a bitter cup,
(She breaks down. A moment later gathers herself.) and yet, his will. I will not—I cannot
take it back now. Oh, but today, I wish I had not been born.
I have not always understood Yahweh’s plans—but I have trusted.
(She engages in a moment of fanciful thinking.) Perhaps even now, Gabriel will appear
as did he so many years ago? His Father protected him from evil then—when Herod
sought to kill him. We fled to Egypt as the angel instructed. Perhaps today...another
miracle? And yet, I do not think so, for Simeon’s words still echo in my heart.“Many will
fall because of him..he is a sign most will deny, and a sword will pierce your heart also.”
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Oh, it is pierced and the wound is great. There will be no healing for me. My heart...oh
my heart is breaking.
I was so young when I bore my Yeshi. Now that I’m old, will I regret what I’ve been
given? No, I cannot! He has been my delight all these years—from his birth when we laid
him in the feed trough in Bethlehem until even now.
But there is no where to run as I did then. Not to Egypt with my Joseph, for he is gone.
Not to Elizabeth and Zechariah. For they are gone too. And their dear son John? Gone,
all gone.
Oh, that I could go back to those years, to celebrate one more Passover with my Joseph
and my Yeshi, one more story from his lips...but oh, he would not be pleased to hear me
speak so. Even now, he is about his Father’s business as he has always been...(at this,
John emerges from the shadows, puts his arm around Mary to lead her away.)
John: (gently and with great love) Come, Mother, come. Enough. You must come with
me now. I will care for you. You won’t be alone. (Mary reluctantly nods, then allows
herself to be led away.)
Lights fade.
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“The Simon Peter Chronicles: The Rock”
Part 4 in "The Simon Peter Chronicles"
by

Mitch Teemley
What

Peter is overjoyed at the way God is working through him. Yet a terrible test lies
ahead: “I could never deny Him,” Peter declares. We’re called to serve Him in
season and out. Themes: Drama, Monologue, Palm Sunday, Easter, Lent, Peter,
Jesus, Healing, Testing, Following Christ, Faith, Gospel

Who

Peter (formerly called Simon)

When

Palm Sunday, one week before the crucifixion of Jesus

Wear

Biblical garment
Scroll
Pen - plant reed or rustic looking metal rod (not a quill)
Inkpot - small pottery cup
Table

Why

Zechariah 9:9; John 12:12-19; Luke 22:31

How

When Simon Peter speaks, this is a dramatization of what is, in reality, going on
inside his head, an inner monologue. The audience is his alter ego, his listening
self. The tone is earnest and confessional.
Optional additional lines (portending darker things to come) are offered at the
end of the monologue. Presentations with a strictly upbeat Palm Sunday or
celebratory context will likely wish to omit them. Presentations that are looking
ahead to the crucifixion, will likely wish to include them.

Time

Approximately 3-4 minutes

(Props)
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"The Simon Peter Chronicles: The Rock"

Note: (May be spoken or shown on-screen before presentation): This scene includes a
fictional incident based on the type of miracles Mark 6 and Luke 10 tell us occurred
when Jesus sent His disciples out in twos.
Simon Peter sits at a table or writing stand, rolls open his scroll, dips his calamus (pen)
into the inkpot, and begins writing.
Introduction (spoken or printed on-screen):
We meet the Apostle Peter as a public figure in the New Testament. But
what would he have written if he’d kept a personal journal, a record of
his own life-changing encounters with Jesus Christ?
Simon-Peter:
Jesus almost never calls me Simon anymore. He calls me Peter, “the
Rock.” Me? Hah! I remember when our rabbi in Capernaum called
Abraham’s faith “the rock of the world.” I longed so badly to be like
Abraham, but I only wanted it for myself. Yet now I find myself being
used by God in a way I never even dreamed possible!

Rising, stepping away from the table, remembering…
Jesus sent us out in twos. He anointed us to preach and do miracles in
his name. Did we believe it? We hoped it was true. John and I went to
Gerazim, to the local synagogue. I didn’t plan to say anything, but when
a revered old rabbi spoke of becoming righteous by following “every jot
of the Law,” I jumped up and blurted out, “No! King David says, ‘There is
no one who is righteous. Not one!”
The rabbi asked, “Then why should God even let men live?”
“’The righteous man lives by faith,’” I answered. “Habbakuk.”
“Well,” the Rabbi replied, “what proof do you have that God accepts your
faith?”
He was pointing at me with his right hand, and for the first time I
noticed it was withered; it looked just like a little goat’s hoof. I didn’t
even think. I just grabbed it and said, “In the name of Messiah Yeshua,
be healed.” And his hand, it…it grew!
When we left the synagogue, he was clutching the Torah with his
perfectly restored hand, weeping and saying over and over again, “The
righteous man lives by faith!” Later John asked what made me think of
those Scriptures. I admitted I didn’t know. It was just something God
wanted to do…and He used me!
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"The Simon Peter Chronicles: The Rock"
To be used by God—I never want anything else! And it’s all because of
Jesus. I’m just an ordinary man, but he’s… He asked, “Who do you say
that I am?” And again, the words just gushed out of me: “You are the
Christ, the son of the living God!” Then he blessed me, and called me
Peter, the Rock. But I’m no rock. Faith is the rock. And if I have faith, it’s
only because Jesus has given me something—someone—to believe in!
We returned to Jerusalem today, and even before we entered the city, at
the Mount of Olives, people were throwing down their cloaks and
shouting, “Hosanna! Hosanna! Blessed is the King who comes in the
name of the Lord!”
I know now that I could never deny him because he’s the one who
restored the rabbi’s hand, and he’s the one who turned my sad little
grain of faith into a rock! He is the Christ, the son of the living God!

[Optional additional lines:]
Still, why does he talk about going away? And why did he say we
should “believe in the light while (we) have the light?” What could
possibly change?
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