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A monologue program 
featuring slaves of Jerusalem

by Sheri Lynn Essian

SLAVES SET FREE



CAST OF CHARACTERS 

DEMETRIUS
A slave in the high priest’s house 

MALCHUS
A military servant

MIRIAM
A slave in the courtyard of the high priest

SARAH
A slave in Governor Pilate’s house

BENJAMIN
Joseph of Arimathea’s slave

ASHER
A slave from Cleopas’ house in Emmaus
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PRODUCTION NOTES

Six slaves living during the time Jesus (or Yeshua) walked
the earth tell their accounts of learning about Jesus and his
kingdom. The setting is in Jerusalem during the arrest of
Jesus until six months afterward. One slave, Malchus, speaks
twice. This drama may be presented simply as separate
monologues, or using a narrator with actors pantomiming in
the background. With the latter, you may add more characters
as the director deems fit.

All characters should wear biblical robes, headpieces, and
sandals. Malchus may wear more of a Roman soldier costume,
if one is available. 

If desired, each character may carry a prop that pertains
to his or her specific job. For example, Demetrius may carry a
lantern or a candle, Malchus may carry a tool and a cleaning
rag, Miriam holds some twigs for kindling, Sarah brings a
scroll with her, Benjamin holds a folded length of white cloth
for linens, and Asher has a round loaf of bread. 

Scripture taken from the NEW AMERICAN STANDARD
BIBLE®, © Copyright The Lockman Foundation 1960, 1962,
1963, 1968, 1971, 1972, 1973, 1975, 1977, 1995. Used by
permission.
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Slaves Set Free
(An Easter Drama) 

         (DEMETRIUS enters with lit candle or lantern.)
DEMETRIUS: I am a slave. A Greek. I have served the

Romans who conquered our empire all my life.
        I am, however, a privileged slave, as I serve the house

of the high priest here in Jerusalem. Every slave inside
this walled city would love to serve in the capacity I
serve, for I tend to the household needs of the high
priest. 

        Four nights ago, I was lighting the lamps in the
darkness when suddenly there was a ruckus in the
entryway. Some of the Jewish religious leaders brought
a man whom they had arrested with the help of Roman
soldiers. I don’t ever remember the high priest being
disturbed in the evening for a criminal case before, so I
dawdled as I lit the lamps, eager to find out what was
going on. 

        As I continued in my lamp-lighting task, I realized
that I recognized the arrested man from earlier in the
week, when the head of the household sent me to get
more lamp oil. Before I came to the oil shop, I heard
happy sounds like cheering and singing. I looked over
and saw men and women moving quickly. The children
were running. Why? Toward what? I climbed on some
nearby water pots and held onto a railing so I could see.
I never saw anything like it before! There was a man on
a donkey riding through the city gate. The people
picked palm branches and waved them as they sang.
Then they laid the branches down like a carpet for the
donkey and the man it carried as he rode into
Jerusalem. The man was nothing special. He was very
ordinary … until he looked at me. The din and the
throngs of people were so overwhelming that I was
shocked he could pick me out of the crowd — but he did,
with his eyes. In an instant, without having ever met
him, I knew him to be kind and righteous. I felt he liked
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me … no, I felt he loved me. 
        Since I receive no love or respect from those I serve,

perhaps that is why I so easily understood and
embraced the meaning of his gaze.

        I suddenly realized I had taken too long to get the oil,
so I hurriedly purchased it and returned to my
workstation. When I got back to the storage rooms, I
shared what I saw with the other slaves. This is how
news spreads among us. I heard from others that this
man shared new rules for living, performed miracles,
and made life better for those he touched. Someone told
me that his name was Yeshua, and he spoke of a new
kingdom. Knowing my master, that was what infuriated
the high priest.

        There stood this same man in the entryway of the
high priest, hands bound, and surrounded by tough-
looking men with weapons. It all seemed so strange to
me — this gentle, kind, and righteous man under arrest
by several strong, rough, and hard men. 

        “Demetrius!” my master yelled, and shock brought
me back to my task as I finished lighting all the lamps.
I wondered what was happening with this criminal, and
I couldn’t wait to talk with my cousin, also a servant in
this household. Something just didn’t make sense to me
… why all the urgency over this righteous man’s arrest?
Why?  

        I was sent to get a blanket to put around the high
priest’s shoulders, so I took the long way toward the
work shed to ask my cousin Malchus for any news
concerning this arrested man. Malchus has an
incredible story … I’ll let him tell you. (DEMETRIUS exits
as MALCHUS enters with a tool and a cleaning cloth.)

MALCHUS: Earlier this evening, I was cleaning up the tools
from the day’s work, and several soldiers came to meet
with the priests, plus there was one man I did not
recognize. He wasn’t a priest, nor was he Roman. He
was Jewish, though. I noted that he had a money sack
on his belt. I didn’t know if he was a tax collector,
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treasurer for the temple, or just a man who wanted
others to know he had money. A few of us slaves were
ordered to get torches and lanterns, and we carried the
light for the group toward the garden just outside
Jerusalem. It was called the Garden of Gethsemane.
The man with the moneybag went first — I held the
lantern for him. He pointed exactly where to go, almost
as if he were going to meet someone at a specific place.

        He led us to a small group of men. Some of them had
been sleeping, but one man was awake and ready to
meet us. The man with the moneybag went up to that
man and kissed him. I thought they were friends. But
then the men who had just been sleeping said to the one
who had been kissed, “Lord, shall we strike with the
sword?” (Luke 22:49).

        It seemed odd to me that they would ask such a thing,
like they were wondering if their leader was going to do
something else. But before anyone could answer, a big
man, a friend of the one they just called “Lord,” grabbed
his sword and crazily slashed at me. Oddly then,
everyone froze in position, as if stunned. I didn’t know
why at first, until I noticed soldiers, priests, and those
other men all looking at the ground near my foot. I
glanced down and saw my ear on the ground! The pain
came like the dawn as I realized what had just
happened. I gasped, put my hand to the right side of my
head, and helplessly looked at the men who brought me.
I wondered if they would leave me. I was just a slave, a
piece of property to them. The armored and armed men
I came with seemed so intent on this arrest that my
problem would be unimportant to them, I was sure.
Being outside the city, I immediately understood that
finding a physician or getting my fellow slaves to care
for me was impossible in that instant. All this flashed
through my mind in the time it took me to gasp. 

        The slash was so quick, the slicing of my ear so
instant, that the blood didn’t gush but only oozed as all
realized what happened. These few moments were so
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drawn out that the memory of every detail is vivid.
        About the time I decided I had better run back to the

city for help out of fear for my life, the man moved, the
one they had called “Lord.” He bent down and picked
up my ear, and then he picked off a blade of grass that
rested on the fresh cut.  Unbelievably, he just put it
back on, like a potter might add a fresh chunk of clay to
a lump. I couldn’t talk, because I was in complete
disbelief as I stood still and allowed him to touch my
open wound. Everything was so … unusual. I’ve never
experienced so many strange events that didn’t make
sense, but what happened next astounds me still.

        The men that came to arrest him acted as if nothing
had happened with my ear or that sword but
maliciously grabbed him, tying his hands. In just a few
moments, they were all marching away with that man,
his friends now scattered, and I was by myself, my hand
to my ear, still wondering if what I had felt and seen
was real. A loud “Malchus!” forced me to frantically
catch up with the others, but I was more shocked from
the response of the men I was with than from my ear
being cut off and then put back on. In my heart I kept
wondering, “Who is this man that some call ‘Lord’ and
others despise?” It seemed so obvious to me that he
could overtake them if he chose to, since he has the
power to heal a severed ear!  

        The walk back to the city was long and quiet, and my
mind was reeling, “What did this kind man do that was
so evil?” The whole group seemed quiet with their
thoughts. I was ordered back to the house, but I heard
the men say they were taking their prisoner to Anna’s
and then to Caiaphas’ house. I know some of the slaves
there. The one who tends the door witnessed more of
the events. (MALCHUS exits as MIRIAM enters with
kindling twigs.)

MIRIAM: I work in the courtyard of the high priest and tend
to the door. I didn’t understand why this criminal’s trial
seemed so urgent that we would stay awake all night,

1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9
10
11
12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24
25
26
27
28
29
30
31
32
33
34
35
36
37
38

7

This perusal script is for reading purposes only.
No performance or photocopy rights are conveyed.



but we did. It was chilly and I stood by a charcoal fire
with others who watched the events unfold. I noticed a
big, burly man whom I knew had been with the
criminal. I think his name was Peter. I recognized him
as I, too, had gone out to the countryside to see and
hear Yeshua. Just a few days ago, after my chores were
done and I wouldn’t be missed, I followed the multitude
to a hillside. This same man who is now bound gently
spoke of a kingdom that was open to everyone: the
lowly, the slave — open to me. He said, and I heard him
with my own ears, “Come to me, all who are weary and
heavy-laden, and I will give you rest” (Matthew 11:28). I
understood him because I am weary and heavy-laden …
because I am a slave, I understand having a harsh
master. But this man, this master, was not harsh at all.
He said, “Take my yoke upon you and learn from me, for
I am gentle and humble in heart” (Matthew 11:29). I
never heard anyone who was a “master” speak like this,
but I wanted to serve a master like him!  

        This man Yeshua spoke of a different kind of power
than the kind I lived with every day — the physical
dominion over another. I easily understood his power
because if we slaves have any power whatsoever, it is
the kind that is not physical, the kind you can’t
expressly see.

        Earlier today when the chief slave sent me on an
errand to the marketplace, I told a fellow slave about
this new kingdom, the one you can’t see, and the good
Master, Yeshua. She corrected me and said, “Yeshua is
our new King!” She herself heard him say this, since she
works in the Praetorium at the official residence of the
Governor, Pontius Pilate. The prisoner was taken there
next. (MIRIAM exits as SARAH enters with a scroll.)

SARAH: I serve the Governor and am part of a small
contingency that supply his needs when performing
public judgments. We had to prepare for a judgment
very early in the morn. Judging so early has never
happened before! I expected some evil-looking, crude
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and twisted violent man, but no … this man was none of
that. My eyes were riveted on the bound man, Yeshua —
the one they mockingly called “king.” I heard him say
with his own lips, when Pilate asked him if he was a
king, “You say correctly that I am a king. For this I have
been born, and for this I have come into the world … ”
(John 18:37). Even though I am just an uneducated slave,
I understood that there was more than one meaning to
“king” and “kingdom.” It seemed strange to me that I
understood this, yet the harsh men, the loud accusers,
and even my master himself all didn’t see what seemed
so obvious to me. The kingdom this man speaks of is not
the same as this Roman Empire we live in! I believed
Yeshua … at that moment, in my heart, he was my King!
And I was free to serve this Master in my person! The
Romans could not bind me in my heart and soul! 

        Three times Pilate spoke with Yeshua and found no
guilt, yet the accusers demanded death. Finally I was
called to action. Pilate was washing his hands, and I
held the towel. I worried that Pilate might strike me
because I was trembling as he took the towel from me,
but Pilate paid me no heed. In washing his hands, he
released the kind King into the hands of the hypocrites
… the arrogant ones who yelled, “We have no king but
Caesar!” (John 19:15).

        I could see that Pilate and the Jewish officials were
warring, struggling against each other for power and
dominion over one another as they played this twisted
game with the term “king,” and Pilate had the last word
as he decreed that a sign should be made … “King of the
Jews,” it read. Then for one final stab, Pilate presented
Yeshua to the agitated crowd, bloodied and beaten,
with an awful thorny crown and a mocking purple robe,
with these words, “Behold, the man” (John 19:5). Even I
understood what Pilate was doing — dressing Yeshua
as a king then calling him “man” — this particular
Greek word inferring the weakness and imperfection of
mankind. I was at once thrilled and disappointed. So
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happy about this new Master and kingdom, yet so sad to
see my King treated like this. (SARAH exits as BENJAMIN
enters with linen cloth.) 

BENJAMIN: I am a slave in the home of a righteous man,
Joseph of Arimathea. My master taught me that God’s
Kingdom had come to earth in the form of this man,
Yeshua, and we came to Jerusalem to see him, having
heard of his arrival nearly a week ago. Unfortunately,
when we arrived, Yeshua had just been arrested, and
we watched this horrible plan devised by my master’s
brethren in the council come to pass. As soon as Pilate
washed his hands, my master sent me to the
marketplace to look for certain spices for burial plus
linens. I have been with my master a long time, and I
could see his anguish. It must have been very difficult
for him. It seemed he desperately wanted to say
something to relieve Yeshua of his pain, but he couldn’t.
I felt certain that my master wished to compensate for
this somehow by caring for Yeshua’s body after his
death. 

        Just as I had suspected, my master approached
Pilate in the early evening and requested the body of
Yeshua, which was granted. My master, also a good
businessman, could foresee the need for a tomb, the
best available, one never used. So he arranged for all
this before the impending deadline of the Sabbath. 

        We hurriedly took the body down and prepared it for
burial with the spices and linen wrappings. Though my
master is an astute member of the business community
and an official in the Jewish council, he is a tender
man, as evidenced by the tears and concern when we
placed the body of Yeshua in the tomb. Joseph hired
several men to assist in heaving the large stone to cover
the entrance to the tomb. We left with Nicodemus and
stayed at his home, feeling very confused and unsure. 

        The next day, the Sabbath, both Nicodemus and my
master Joseph were very quiet. We all were. The whole
household was upset about what happened to Yeshua.
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Even the following day, both men were very low in
spirit. When I was preparing my master’s beast of
burden to leave, I heard the other slaves astir at the
back of the home. I inquired about the news, and they
all looked at me blankly, then Nicodemus’ head slave
blurted out, “Yeshua is alive!” 

        I should have responded with joy, but I must confess
I didn’t. I handled his dead body and knew for sure he
had no breath, no heartbeat. There were open wounds
in both hands and one large gaping wound in his side.
The head slave came up to me then, with both hands on
my shoulders, shaking me back to reality. “It’s true!” he
shouted. “We must tell our masters!” My belief
overcame my skepticism, and I dashed to my master’s
side. (BENJAMIN exits as ASHER enters with round loaf of
bread.)

ASHER: I am a slave in the house of Cleopas. There are only
a few slaves in this humble house located in the village
of Emmaus. My master had returned from a journey to
Jerusalem, and I had a meal ready for him, his friend,
and an unexpected guest. A meager meal it was; my wife
was baking the bread. 

        When my master arrived home, I could tell he was
invigorated and stimulated from their discussion,
though he had walked about seven miles. He was very
animated in conversation with his friend and the guest.
I had never seen this visitor. He was so very unusual. I
mean that in a good way. He was captivating! His eyes
were gentle and kind, his countenance inviting. I tried
not to dawdle, but it was hard to serve the men because
a part of me wanted to sit and join them! I managed to
get the bowls and meat to the table, but my ears were
listening to everything the man was saying … so
intriguing, about a new kingdom and how everything
from the beginning of the world to now was
coordinated together in this very season. I told my wife
to hurry with the bread, and she brought it to the table
warm, still wrapped in a towel. The delicious scent
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permeated the room. Conversation paused
momentarily, and we all looked at the round loaf. 

        What happened next was most unusual because it is
typically reserved for the master of the home. (ASHER
picks up loaf of bread.) He picked up the bread and blessed
it. Everyone was still as his blessing was heard and felt;
it was a powerful admonition to almighty God. (ASHER
breaks loaf in two.) Then he broke the loaf and shared a
portion with my master’s friend, gently smiling as he
looked him directly in the eyes. I watched because I
wondered if my master would correct him, but he did
not. Next the guest offered a portion to my master, who
accepted it and gazed back at him. It is hard to explain
what happened next, but it seemed like all of us in the
room, my wife and I included, understood that this man
was extraordinary. No, we all realized that we had just
hosted the One about whom we had heard the rumors.
Instantly we knew that they weren’t just rumors.
Indeed, this One, this Yeshua of Nazareth, as I had
heard my master refer to him, had risen from the dead
and sat at our table! As soon as we realized who it was
that blessed our bread, he vanished from our sight.
(ASHER exits as MALCHUS enters.)

MALCHUS: (Six months later) The more I hear about Yeshua,
the more I believe. He is alive after being crucified … I
believe it! He attached the ear that was sliced off me …
I believe it! I want to talk about Yeshua and his
kingdom all the time, but in the house of the high priest,
I cannot. Hearing that Yeshua is alive only infuriates
the high priest, his officials, and his guests. So when I
learned from another slave about a group of believers
who meet to talk about Yeshua, I asked if slaves were
allowed to come. My fellow slave smiled and a little
laugh escaped his lips as he explained that in Yeshua’s
kingdom, there is neither slave nor Jew, and we are all
equal in God’s kingdom. I was eager to come to a
meeting, and he gave me the information. 

        My fellow slave had apparently told the others that I
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