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Characters 
 

Father   

Man/citizen 

Son    

Witness 

Jesus    

Pilate 

Caiaphas   

Herod 

Guard 

** Some people could perform the roles of multiple minor characters. 



Setting 
 

The setting is mostly on the streets of Jerusalem, outside a temple. 

A small table, chair, parchment, and ink will be needed throughout as the Main 
Characters are Scribes. 

There is also a need for a king’s chair. 

Spotlight can be used to highlight certain scenes. 



The Story 
 
Jesus is brought before the Jewish court known as the Sanhedrin. It is the highest court of 
justice for Jews, a gathering or an assembly of high ranking holy men. They question 
Jesus about His claim of being the Son of God, the long-awaited Messiah with the sole 
intention to destroy Him. 
 
The story is told from a different perspective, that of a Father and son who are both 
appointed scribes in the temple. The father is training his son in the craft and takes him 
on this special assignment being conducted in the night on the eve of the Passover. 
 
This can be a very graphic and dramatic play depicting the brutal trial that Jesus had to 
endure prior to His crucifixion. 
 



Play Details 
 
Length: 60 Minutes 
Cast: 4 Males, 1 Teenage Boy. Plus extras. 
Audience: Teens & Adults 
Genre: Biblical Drama 



 

 

 

 

 

The Script 
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Scene 1 
 

LIGHTS UP 

A scribe and his apprentice son are hurrying across the stage on their way to 
work. They are dressed in the manner befitting their job (tunic, head covering and 
sandals). They are traveling to work early in the morning when they see a small 
crowd walking on the street, surrounded by guards. 

Father: Have you brought with you the calligrapher’s pens? 

Son: Yes father. 

Father: And the ink? 

Son: Yes. I followed your special recipe exactly. 

Father: And the parchment? 

Son: Yes! Is the life of a scribe nothing more that responding to a grocery list of 
supplies? 

Father: Yes, but you must first be prepared. Remember as my apprentice you are to 
learn the ways. Listen, watch, and speak only when spoken to, and with rather less 
attitude in the temple, please. 

Son: Yes father. It’s just that so far, I haven’t seen a whole lot of benefits of being a 
scribe. You have to get up early and your hands are always dirty. 

Father: Being a scribe is an honored role. Would you rather be fighting bloody battles or 
cleaning chamber pots or digging ditches to bring water to the city? 

Son says nothing. 

Father: Well? 

Son: You told me to answer with less attitude and I’m afraid if I open my mouth I won’t 
be able to follow your prescribed (emphasis on scribe) instructions. 

Father: Very funny. While we walk, why don’t we review the rules we discussed 
yesterday. 
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Son: (groans) Okay. Number 1, I must write on only clean animal skins and use the 
specially prepared ink. Number 2, I must say each word aloud as I write it. (grumbling to 
himself) Although I think that might be a bit distracting… 

Father: Number 3?  

Son: Number 3, No two letters will touch. If they do the document is invalid and I will 
have to completely start over. 

Father: And finally, number 4? 

Son: Number four, store the documents in a sacred place such as the synagogue.  

Father: Very good. Now, why don’t you begin reciting the… 

A small crowd of people enters the stage with Jesus surrounded by guards and 
priests. They cross the stage and exit. 

Son: (excitedly) Hey! Who are they? (pointing) 

Father: Don’t try to change the subject. 

Son: No really, who are those men and what are they doing? 

Another man enters, by himself and is watching the scene offstage. The father 
and son approach him. 

Father: Sir, can you tell me what is going on here? 

Man: That man is claiming to be the Messiah! The guards with him now first took him to 
Annas. 

Son: (to Father) Why are they doing this now? Won’t their mothers scold them for 
working during the Passover? 

Father: (laughs a bit) You’re right. This is rare – an arrest on a feast day. (to the man) 
You say he has just been to Annas? 

Man: Yes. 

Father: And at night! This is highly irregular, maybe even illegal. 

Son: (to Father) Then why do they continue? 
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Father: I don’t know.  

Son: (to Man) What happened there? In Annas’ presence? 

Man: I was not there, but a guard told me it went something like this. 

Shift the focus from one side of the stage to the other, where Annas, Jesus and a 
guard carry out the following actions. 

Guard: Sir, we bring before you Jesus of Nazareth. He claims to be the Messiah. Your 
son-in-law and high priest of the Sanhedrin, Caiaphas, has sent him to you.  

Annas: What of the Sanhedrin?  

Guard: Caiaphas would like your opinion on the matter, so we have brought him to you.  

Pause. 

Annas is deep in thought. 

Annas: Fine. I see. Am I supposed to question this man about him being a Messiah? 

Guard: He’s actually claiming to be a King. 

Annas: A king? Caiaphas needs to handle this himself. 

Guard: (discreetly to Annas) The Sanhedrin are gathering sir, but they will not be ready 
for hours. Possibly until sunrise. 

Annas: (mostly to himself, but also so that the guard can hear) My son-in-law thinks I 
have nothing better to do with my time. (Then turning to Jesus) You claim to be the son 
of man, the Christ, the Messiah, a King. 

Jesus: I have spoken openly to the world. I always taught in the synagogues where all 
the Jews come together. I said nothing in secret. Why question me? 

Guard: (strikes Jesus in the face) (angrily) Is that any way you speak to a high priest! 

Jesus: If I said something wrong, testify as to what is wrong. But if I spoke the truth, why 
did you strike me? 

Annas comes closer to Jesus. He looks at him from head to foot. 
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Annas: If you will not speak plainly, there are other ways to get information. Let us have 
some witnesses! Who knows this man? 

Silence.  

Annas: Come. Surely someone has seen him? Heard him speak?  

Witness: I do!  

Annas: (talking to the guard and motioning to the man, gesturing with his arm) Bring 
him forward. 

The guard walks the man forward to stand in front of Annas. 

Annas: Do you agree before the gathered here to tell the truth? 

Witness: I do. 

Annas: If you should cause the accused to be condemned unjustly, his blood should cry 
for vengeance against you, and God will hold you accountable. 

Witness: I swear, the words I speak are true. 

Annas: So tell us, do you know this man? 

Witness: Yes. 

Annas: How? 

Witness: I have seen him speaking in the temple.  

Annas: What things did he say?  

Witness: He said, ‘I will make Jerusalem a heap of ruins!’ He said, ‘I am able to destroy 
the temple of God and raise it in three days.’ 

Annas: He threatened to destroy Herod’s temple! 

Witness: He did! 

Annas: And he said he would rebuild it in three days? Just three days?! 

Witness: He did! 
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Annas: And he claimed to have this power? 

Witness: He did. 

Annas: (flabbergasted/angry) Did he say when… when this abomination would happen? 

Witness: He said the day and hour were unknown, but to be prepared. 

Annas looks at Jesus with rage in his eyes. 

Annas: This, this is unheard of. These claims are surely blasphemy! The council will 
decide your fate. As for me, I cannot even stand the sight of you. Take him away! 

Guard leads Jesus away from Annas and across/off the stage.  

Annas freezes in his spot and the focus/stage lighting again focuses on the father, 
son, and man. 

Man:  I heard he stood there listening to the witnesses without saying a word, even 
when they were saying false things against him. 

Son: Why? 

Man: I do not know. I also heard he was slapped and beaten. 

Son: What?! How unfair! He should not receive punishment if he hasn’t even been at a 
proper trial yet! 

Father: (nodding and in serious thought) What will happen now? 

Man: I have heard the Sanhedrin is finally convened and ready to receive him. They are 
on their way there now to take him to the high priest, Caiaphas to be further 
questioned. 

Father: This must be why we have been called to work today, even on a holiday. Most 
likely I will be placed in Caiaphas’s chambers to scribe for him today. 

Son: Father, let’s hurry and get there before any other scribes arrive. We don’t want to 
miss this!  

Father: Wasn’t I just telling you that there were benefits to being a scribe?! But, you are 
right, arriving before the others might let us in on this trial. Let’s go. 
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Son: (excitedly) Yes sir! 

They quickly exit. 

The man continues to stare offstage. A woman approaches him. She glares at him 
with recognition. 

Woman: I know you. I have seen you with this man Jesus. 

The Man looks around nervously. 

Man: I don’t know what you are talking about. 

The Man quickly exits. 

LIGHTS FADE 
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Scene 2 
 

LIGHTS UP 

There is a small table with parchment and ink. 

Caiaphas is seated in a high seat. Jesus is brought to stand before him. A small 
crowd begins to gather. 

Father and son enter. 

Father: Alright son, this is the Sanhedrin, the highest court of justice for us Jews. (As 
they walk onto the stage the father moves his arm in a sweeping gesture, motioning to 
the courtroom.) 

Son: San… heeed…rin… (son says slowly, trying out the word) 

Father: Yes, Sanhedrin. It literally means, sitting together. An assembly, a council of 
men. There are twenty-three men in this holy council. They are here to make the 
decisions. 

Son: And we are here to write it all down. 

Father: Yes. We have a very important role in society. Just imagine where the lawyers 
and government ministers, the priests and judges, even the financiers… where would 
they be without us? 

Son: Well I know where I would be… in bed! And they should too! It’s early… and a 
holiday! 

Father: Enough now.  

Son: Father! It’s the Passover! I am supposed to be celebrating my freedom from 
slavery! How can you expect me to be excited about being worked to death on a 
holiday! 

Father: The Passover holiday is meant for us to relive the experiences of our ancestors 
so we can truly appreciate our freedom, NOT so we can be lazy. 

Son: I know. 
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Father: And another thing! You are now 14, the age most boys become an apprentice. 

Son: (guiltily) I know, I know. 

Father: So, I can send you home to be a little boy forever, OR you can come to work 
with me and learn not only how to be a scribe, but a good Jewish man. 

Son: Alright Father. I’ll stay. (pleading) Please let me stay. 

Father: Fine. Yes, but not another peep of whining from you. 

Son: I promise. (pause… scanning the room) What type of crime has this man 
committed?  

Father: The Sanhedrin votes only on religious matters. So the crime this man is accused 
of must be one of a religious nature. 

Son: Well maybe it will be good news for the arrested man that he is here, in the 
Sanhedrin (saying Sanhedrin slow again, to get it right). You always tell me the 
Sanhedrin is made up of the most educated and honorable men. Surely they will treat 
him fairly. 

Father: We’ll see. Sit here next to me.  

The father and son sit down in the scribes’ section and ready their materials.  

Father: Alright, see that man seated at the top? That is Caiaphas, the high priest. He will 
be in charge. The others surrounding him are priests, and obviously, the accused and a 
few guards.  

Son: How will the trial work? 

Father: The accused will stand there, in the center, and the priests and high priest will 
discuss the situation. They might ask questions, or call witnesses. 

Son: Why does the accused man stand alone? Doesn’t he have representation? I 
thought according to Sanhedrin law, the accused was allowed someone to speak on his 
behalf. 
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Father: Very good son. You are learning. As I have said, this trial is rare in many 
instances. So much is not as it should be. I wish I had a better answer for you. Quiet 
now. It looks like they are starting. 

 Caiaphas stands. 

Caiaphas: It has come to my attention that you are calling yourself the Messiah.  

 No response. 

Caiaphas: How can this be true? The Messiah is supposed to be a great and mighty king. 
A warrior, a political powerhouse. That can’t surely be you… can it? Who are you? 

Jesus: I am Jesus of Nazareth. 

Caiaphas: A mere carpenter by trade. I knew your father. 

 Silence. 

Caiaphas: I think you are an imposter.  

Jesus: Everyone is entitled to their own opinion. 

Caiaphas: Again I ask, who are you? 

Jesus: Who do people say I am? 

 Pause. 

Caiaphas: You are known for talking in riddles. But I have no time for riddles. 

 Caiaphas takes a step closer to Jesus. 

Caiaphas: I charge you under oath by the living God: Tell us if you are the Christ, the Son 
of God. 

Jesus: Yes, it is as you say. But I say to all of you (looking around the room, making eye 
contact with any who will return it) In the future you will see the Son of Man sitting at 
the right had of the Mighty One and coming on the clouds of heaven. 

Caiaphas: (very angry) (tears his robes) He has blasphemed! (pointing and Jesus) 
Blasphemer!! 



Jesus at the Sanhedrin by Cleveland O. McLeish 

18 
 

Son: (angrily) No he hasn’t! He didn’t misuse the divine name! 

Father: Shh now! Or we’ll be forced to witness.  

Caiaphas: (takes a few calming breaths and appears to think hard) The boy is right. He 
has not blasphemed. Not really. He has not said he is the Messiah, not directly. (angrily) 
We cannot condemn him for that!  

Guard: Well then, what are we to do? 

Caiaphas: (calming somewhat… more so as he talks, but still very clearly angry) Send 
him to Pilate. If he is not guilty of religious crimes, then surely he is guilty of civil ones… 
all the rabble-rousing in the streets. These people are ready to riot! And he is to blame. 
Let Pilate cast the sentence if I cannot.  

The guard walks Jesus out of the courtroom.  

Son: Don’t they get a vote?  

Father: Usually yes, they do get a vote.  

Son: Then why is Caiaphas making a decision without the rest of the council? 

Father: These other priests might be afraid of Caiaphas right now. I’ve never seen him 
this angry. 

Son: Mother would say he is acting like a two-year-old. I can’t believe he tore his robe 
like that. I never understand why they do that. He got so mad. 

Father: While I’m sure both your mother and I agree with you, let us go before Caiaphas 
hears you insulting him! 

Son: Yes, Father.  

Father and Son walk out of the courtroom. As they leave, the Son looks over his 
shoulder and sends a dirty look on the scene he has left.  

Caiaphas is oblivious, sitting deep in thought. 

LIGHTS FADE 
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Scene 3 
 

LIGHTS UP 

Jesus is led to a fancy Roman house.  

If possible, show mosaicked walls and fountains. Pilate is seated in a comfortable 
chair.  

Jesus is brought before him, but not offered a chair. He stands there, within reach 
of a guard. 

Guard: Roman Governor Pilate, we bring you Jesus of Nazareth. He is being charged 
with religious crimes and in the process of a trial with the Sanhedrin. They claim his 
crimes pass beyond the religious nature and want you to judge him in a civil trial. 

Pilate: (stands and look Jesus from head to foot and then begins to pace with his head 
down, hands clasped behind his back) Yes, I have heard about this man. They say you are 
creating quite an excitement in this city Jesus. Your religious leaders are not happy with 
it, or you. Are you attempting to start a riot in my city? 

Jesus: That is not my intent. 

Pilate: What about taxes? A city needs taxes to survive. I have heard you are telling the 
people to not pay their taxes. And they say you claim to be a king! What do you have to 
say to this claim? 

Jesus: Are you asking this on your own, or have others told you about me? 

Pilate: I am not a Jew, am I? Your own nation and the chief priests handed you over to 
me. What have you done? 

Jesus: I have done nothing in secret. 

Pilate: So, are you claiming to be a king. Where is your kingdom? 

Jesus: My kingdom is not of this world. If my kingdom were of this world my servants 
would fight to prevent my arrest. But now my kingdom is in another place. 

Pilate: You are a king then! 
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Jesus: You are right in saying I am a king. In fact, it was for this reason I was born, and 
for this I came into the world, to testify to the truth.  

Pilate: What is the truth? (growing more frustrated and also concerned) What is the 
truth? 

Jesus: Everyone on the side of truth listens to me. 

 Pause. 

Pilate: Well this is not going well is it? How am I to condemn a man who has done no 
wrong? A man whose riddles I can barely understand! (Pilate ceases his pacing and sits 
again in his chair, appearing deep in thought) 

Guard: He stirs up the people all over Judea by this teaching. He started in Galilee and 
has come all the way here! 

Pilate: Wait! Where did you say he started? 

Guard: Galilee. 

Pilate: Then he is a Galilean!  

Guard: (slowly, not following Pilate’s lead) Yeeeesss.  

Pilate: (pointing at Jesus) You are a Galilean! You are Herod’s problem… not mine! HA! 
In fact, I heard that Herod happens to be in town tonight! Guard, why don’t you and 
Jesus go pay him a little visit.  

Guard: Yes, sir! 

Pilate: (authoritatively, announcing to all gathered) I find no fault in this man. Take him 
to Herod. 

Guard: As you wish. 

Father and son enter from the other side of the stage. They stop to eat their 
lunch. 

Son: (whining) Father, will he be coming back? The prisoner, I mean Jesus? Will the trial 
continue?  
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Father: All we can do is wait. I thought I told you no more whining. Finish your lunch and 
be patient. They have not released us to go home yet.  

Son: I’m sorry. I am trying. But it is the Passover and my mind just keeps thinking about 
the celebration instead of the letters waiting to be written. 

Father: I understand. Tell you what. Why don’t you run home to check in with your 
mother? Tell her of the news and progress of the trial and that we will be home as soon 
as we can.  

Son: Really?  

Father: Yes. You did well during the trial. Consider this little break your reward.  

Son: Great! Thank you! I’ll be back quickly. (runs happily to exit the stage) 

Guard: Halt there, young man. Hold up and let the prisoner’s procession pass. 

Son stops to watch Jesus and the guard pass.  

Father has come up beside his son to watch as well.  

Father: Well I guess Pilate is done with him. 

Son: What do you mean? 

Father: If Pilate had found him guilty, the accused man would not be walking the 
streets, even under the watchful eyes of the guard.  

Son: Well where is he going now? 

Father: My guess is to Herod. See? They are walking toward the temple.  

Son: Is this good news or bad for Jesus? 

Father: I do not know, but be careful not to grow attached to him. It is dangerous to 
become emotionally invested in trials you scribe for. 

Son: Why? 

Father: It is hard to watch people being punished for their sins. If you connect to them 
personally, it just makes it all the harder. As for Jesus heading to Herod, it might be bad 
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news for everyone. Please, go home, warn your mother and sisters that things in the city 
may be getting dangerous. I have a bad feeling about this. 

Son: I will Father. (watching in silence as Jesus walk further and further away) (seriously) 
But Father… 

Father: Yes son.  

Son: Can I come back? If he comes back to the Sanhedrin, I want to be there to hear 
what he has to say. Even though you’ve told me not to get attached, I… I want to know 
how the story ends.  

Father: Yes of course. But be careful my young apprentice. (smiling sadly) 

Son: Alright. I will.  

Son runs off stage, quickly, furtively. 

LIGHTS FADE 
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Scene 4 
 

LIGHTS UP 

 Father is seated around the small table. 

 Son runs onstage and stops at the table with both hands on his knees. 

 Jesus is standing before Herod. That section of the scene is frozen. 

Son: Father! I am back! (breathless from running) 

Father: Good, good. 

Son: I ran home and told mother where we are. 

Father: (wincing) And… 

Son: She wasn’t happy. She is so worried. She almost didn’t let me come back. 

Father: I knew she would be upset. 

Son: But we needed Matzoh for the Passover meal, so I had an excuse to leave the 
house again. You should have heard the girls wail! Oh how they wanted to come! 

Father: Well, I am glad your sisters and mothers are safe at home.  

Son: And I am glad I am here. Mother was enforcing Chametz. They were all in a full 
force cleaning mode when I got there. It looks like we’ll have an even bigger bonfire 
than last year! The pile in the back yard of all of our excess and unclean food is growing 
bigger every minute.  

Father: Good. Hopefully they will be done by the time we get home. 

Son: (teasing) Who’s lazy now? 

Father: (pointing to himself) Guilty as charged. 

Son: (laughs, then turns serious) What did I miss? 

Father: I followed Jesus to Herod’s. I’m glad you weren’t with me. It was brutal. And 
unsafe. It makes me wonder about the sanctity of our law. 
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Son: What happened? 

Father and son focus on Jesus, Herod, and the guard as the scene unfolds. 

Herod: I’ve been wanting to see you for quite some time now. Yes, I’ve heard of your 
miracles. Water into wine… raising a man from the dead… I’d love to see… something… 
miraculous. Are you feeling miraculous today, Jesus? 

Jesus does not answer him. 

Herod: I’d like to see a miracle. Today. Right now.  

Jesus does not answer him. A guard steps up to him and hits him across the face 
and punches him in the stomach so he doubles over a bit. 

Herod: Come on. I hear they call you the Messiah, the Son of God. Surely you can 
perform one little miracle here for me. For us! (sweeping his arm in a motion to include 
the guard and audience and all who are gathered) 

Jesus does not respond, again he is hit. 

Herod: (sarcastically) Oh, maybe the King needs to be dressed appropriately for his 
kingly duties. Guards, bring this king his robe. 

The guard places a purple robe on Jesus as he crouches, breathing hard on the 
ground. 

Herod: (menacing) Now are you ready Messiah? We are all waiting for a miracle. 

Jesus stands but says nothing. 

Herod: Or maybe you are not powerful enough. 

Guards punch Jesus one more time and he crumples to the floor. 

Herod: (circling Jesus menacingly while he talks. Jesus is either standing unsteadily or 
crouching on the ground) I’m not really even sure why you are here. I don’t have any 
final say in whether you live or die. To be completely honest, I’m not sure I want the 
power to make that call. (gestures to Jesus lying on the floor) I am done with this mess. 
Take him back to Pilate so he can do his own job. 

The scene freezes.  
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Father: It was terrible. I can’t believe the Sanhedrin sent him to these men.  

Son: Maybe they didn’t believe it would go like this. 

Father: I wish you were right, but I’m not so sure. 

Son: So he is with Pilate again, now? 

Father: Yes. 

Son: Well let’s go! We have to see what happens. 

Father: You are right. Come on. 

Father and Son get up and walk off stage. 

LIGHTS FADE 
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Scene 5 
 

LIGHTS UP 

Jesus is again walked back across the stage to Pilate’s house, accompanied by the 
guard.  

The Father and Son sit outside the house, watching. Jesus and the guard enter the 
house (Jesus briefly makes eye contact with the boy) to find Pilate already pacing. 

Pilate: (menacing) So, you are back? 

Jesus says nothing. 

Pilate: With a new outfit I see. I said it before. I find no guilt in you. Let us ask your 
people. What will they say on your behalf? Come, come! 

Pilate drags Jesus to the edge of the stage.  

Jesus and Pilate face the crowd (audience). 

Pilate: (calling out) Jews of Jerusalem! You brought me this man as one who was inciting 
the people to rebellion. I have examined him in your presence and have found no basis 
for your charges against him. Neither has Herod, for he sent him back to me. He has 
done nothing to deserve death. So, I give you your king! Do you want him back, your 
king of the Jews? 

Crowd: (a group of voices) No! No! Crucify him!  

Pilate: (incredulous) What? I said he is your king! 

Crowd: (a group of voices) He is no king of ours! Crucify him! 

Pilate drags Jesus away from the crowd.  

Pilate runs his hands through his hair, clearly agitated.  

Guard: Sir, a message. (handing over a note) 

Pilate: From who? 

Guard: Your wife, sir.  
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Pilate: What could she want?! Doesn’t she know what I’m dealing with today? Tell her 
to go braid her hair or something! 

Guard: She said it was important. (leaning forward with the note outstretched) 

Pilate: Ugh! Give it here! (Pilate takes the note and begins reading while he paces) Well, 
apparently my wife has had a dream about you Jesus. It was a terrible dream that has 
been upsetting her all day. Even now it eats at her even though she has been awake for 
hours. She cautions me to have no part in your story. 

Pilate paces some more, then drags Jesus before the crowd again. 

Pilate: (again addressing the crowd) (almost pleading) I have found in this man no 
grounds for the death penalty. Therefore I will have him punished and then released! 
(Directing his voice now toward the guard) Guard! Take him to be scourged! Maybe that 
will satisfy their bloodlust!  

The guard roughly pulls Jesus off stage where sounds of whipping and screaming 
fall onto the stage.  

Pilate is again alternatively pacing and seated, restless throughout the scourging.  

The son buries his head in his father’s chest and the father covers his son’s ears 
and eyes with tender arms.  

Jesus stumbles back onto the stage, almost being dragged and held up by the 
guard. 

Pilate: There. That will do. Come. 

Pilate pulls Jesus before the crowd again.  

Pilate: Jews of Jerusalem. He has been punished for his crimes. Here is the man, 
scourged! What say you now? 

Crowd: (a group of voices) Crucify him! Crucify him! 

Pilate: (loudly/ angrily) You take him and crucify him! I find no guilt in him! I cannot! 

Guard: (somewhat loudly to be heard over the raging crowd below) They have a law, 
and according to that law, he must die, because he claimed to be the Son of God. 
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 Pilate sinks in thought for a moment. 

Pilate: I can’t do this. 

Pilate pulls Jesus away from the crowd.  

Pilate: Where do you come from? 

Jesus does not answer. 

Pilate: Do you refuse to speak to me? Don’t you realize I have the power to either free 
you or crucify you?  

Jesus: You would have no power over me if it were not given to you from above. 
Therefore the one who handed me over to you is guilty of a greater sin. 

Pilate: (talking mostly to himself) I just… don’t know. He does not deserve death! 

Guard: If you let this man go, you are no friend of Caesar. Anyone who claims to be a 
king opposes Caesar.  

Pilate: What do I do? 

Guard: (stepping up the edge of the stage) Things are getting out of hand down there. It 
looks as if these people could riot! 

Pilate: (looking suddenly inspired) (talking to himself quickly and quietly) I, I have an 
idea! There is a custom! Yes, a custom. (speaking loudly, calling out to the crowd) Listen, 
you people! You have a custom! That I release one prisoner during the Passover holiday. 
I could release for you Jesus, your king and Messiah! Or the murderer Barabbas whom 
you yourself turned over to us to be killed. 

Crowd: (a group of voices) We do not want Jesus! We want Barabbas! 

Pilate: (confused at first) Barabbas?  (pause to think and then incredulously) Barabbas! 
Are you kidding me! You would rather have a terrible and horrible criminal?!?  

Crowd: (a group of voices) We want Barabbas! Crucify Jesus! 

Pilate: But he is your KING! 
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Crowd: (a group of voices) We have no king but Caesar! Crucify Jesus! Crucify him! Give 
us Barabbas. 

Pilate: (loudly) Enough. All of you! (sadly, quietly) I wash my hands of this. 
(authoritatively) Guard! Take this man away, he is… he is to be crucified. Take him… 
NOW! But know, I am innocent of this man’s blood! 

Crowd: Let His blood be on us, and our children. 

Son: (shocked) Father! They can’t kill him! 

Father: I am afraid they can. 

Son: (outraged) But, but… he is innocent! 

Father: (sadly) I believe that too. There is far more going on here today than we have 
seen.  

Son: (horrified) What can we do?! 

Father: We can tell others what we have seen this night. We can do our individual best 
to uphold the law for ourselves, our family, and others. That is our role as a scribe.  

Son: But what about Herod? Pilate? The Sanhedrin? Who will make sure they follow the 
laws? 

Father: That is a good question.  

Silence. 

Father: You are going to make a good scribe son. Come on now. Our work here is done. 

LIGHTS FADE 
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Scene 6 
  

LIGHTS UP 

 Father crosses the stage. He stops to beckon behind him. 

Father: Come quickly, son. It has been a long day and it is almost dark. The Passover is 
to start soon. Your mother will be displeased if we are late.  

 Son runs up behind Father holding a parcel in his hand. 

Son: Well they can’t start without us. We have the matzoh! (holding up wrapped bread) 

Father: Very true. (smiles at son and ruffles his hair). 

Son: Who is reading the Haggadah tonight? 

Father: Well, I was thinking that you have been very grown up today and that you might 
like to read a portion of the story along with me. 

Son: (hopefully) Does this mean that at the Seder meal I am old enough to drink the 
wine instead of grape juice too? 

Father: (feigning seriousness) Don’t push it son. (Then smiles down at his son) 

Together they continue walking across the stage. 

Son: Father, what is going on over there? (points to a crowd on the far side of the stage) 

Father: I’m not sure, but I don’t want to get mixed up in any more trouble tonight. We 
are lucky we have avoided any direct trouble so far. These are dangerous times. The trial 
today proved that. Come here, out of the way. We’ll let them pass and then be on our 
way home. 

 They stop to watch a procession offstage. 

Son: That man! Is it Jesus? 

Father: Yes son, I think so.  

Son: What is he dragging? Why don’t they help him? 
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Father: It is a cross. His cross. 

Son: Where are they taking him? 

Father: Shh. (ducking down out of the sight) I don’t know. Stay down. 

Son: (once they have passed) Can’t we help him? 

Father: (sadly) I don’t know if we can. 

Son: (confused) Father… what does this all mean? 

Father: It means the court of our people did not uphold justice for an innocent man 
today. It means, that the world as we know it is about to be broken. 

Son: Can we fix it? 

Father: We can pray. 

Son: Look! There’s another man following him, and a woman. Maybe they will help. 

Father: Maybe… (stepping out from hiding place) (starting to follow the group) 

Son: Father… the Passover meal? Already the candles in the window are lit… Mother will 
worry… 

Father: We’ll go… in a minute.  

Father and son; Jesus and his captors walk to Golgotha (this can be shown on a 
projector) 

LIGHTS OUT 

An image/shadow of Jesus on the cross rises/appears on a sun setting backdrop.  

Heavy drum beats punctuate the air with suspense increasing speed as the cross 
rises.  

Then they rumble rapidly (representing the earthquake) and then all is silent.  

Lights come into focus so that father and son are seen standing at Jesus’ cross, 
the father’s arm around the son, his head hung in sadness, the boy looking up at 
the cross in wonder.  
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LIGHTS OUT 
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From the Author’s Desk 

We hope this play has been a blessing to you. 
 
We would love to get feedback from you. Please consider leaving a review on our 
Amazon page. You can also send comments, questions, feedback, and testimonials to 
cleveland@christianplaywright.org or cleveland.mcleish@gmail.com.  
 
Please visit www.christianplaywright.org for more Contemporary/Biblical, anointed Play 
Scripts for Christmas, Easter, and General Productions. 
 
If you are a playwright and have written several plays, you may want to consider getting 
them published. Visit www.hcpbookpublishing.com for more info. 
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