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PRODUCTION NOTES

Twelve Ask: Is It I, Lord? was written for a presentation
in a church sanctuary. It consists of twelve monologs
with the performers costumed as Jesus’ disciples. It
requires few or no props and depends upon the actors’
dramatics of voice, gestures, and movement.

A musical prelude in the dimly lighted auditorium
interrupted by a Scripture reading of Matthew 26:20-22
precedes the first monolog. As the music fades, a
spotlight focuses on the character of Simon Peter. When
his presentation is over, the light goes out and
immediately focuses on Andrew who is already in place.
Andrew should be in a different place than Peter and
move around the stage / sanctuary in a different way.
This sequence should be followed each time, insuring a
variety of entrances and exits as well as movements
around the areas. Lavaliere microphones would help
facilitate this, even to the point that some could enter
from the back or sides of the sanctuary.

If there is difficulty in casting twelve male roles, high
school youth, or women, if your church feels comfortable
with that, could be used. They could assume the roles of
lesser-known disciples or those presumed young, like
John, Andrew, and Nathanael.

At the closing, the congregation may sing a hymn
together in preparation for Communion.
Some suggestions:
• The cast gathers around the Communion table for

Communion, then serves the congregation.
• The cast and the pastor serve Communion in the

usual manner.
• The Communion table is prepared beforehand and

the people are ushered forward to take Communion,
perhaps by intinction.

• During the hymn, the cast convenes in a tableau of
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Da Vinci’s The Last Supper behind the Communion
table and reenacts the scene as Jesus’ words of
institution are presented by a central figure
portraying Christ. After they take Communion, the
people may either be served or come forward.

Words of explanation, instruction, or acknowledgments
to the audience may be made at the director’s discretion.
However, these should be made before the presentation
since this activity during the presentation intrudes upon
the worshipful atmosphere that the congregation may be
experiencing. A printed program would be a better way
to facilitate this.

Unless otherwise marked, all Scripture quotations are from
the Revised Standard Version, copyright © 1971 by the
Division of Christian Education of the National Council of
Churches of Christ in the U.S.A. Used by permission.
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“When it was evening, he (Jesus) sat at a table with
the twelve disciples; and as they were eating, he
said, ‘Truly I say to you, one of you will betray

me.’ And they were very sorrowful, and began to
say to him one after another, ‘Is it I, Lord?’”

— Matthew 26:20-22 
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Simon Peter

SIMON PETER: Is it I, Lord? I ask, as I look around the
table. The answer in my mind screams no so loudly I
cannot hear his answer. Finally I am able to whisper
“Never!” but it goes unheard. Usually I am the first to
contradict him, and now all I can do is sit in unbelief
with no voice. 

I had no difficulty questioning him earlier this
evening, when he had insisted on washing our feet. So
I asked him as he came to me, “Lord, are you going to
wash my feet? Rather, I will wash yours.”

Those eyes looked deeply into mine as he patiently
explained his actions to me. “I know you don’t
understand what I am doing, Peter. Later you will.” 

I knew I would never understand this action, and I
blurted out, “I will never let you wash my feet!” 

His eyes continued to hold mine, and his answer
startled me. “If I do not wash your feet, then you are
no longer my disciple.”

No longer his? My very life is his, I said to myself.
Aloud I blurted out, “Then don’t just wash my feet.
Wash my hands, even my head.” 

Typically, I had missed the point. He explained to us
that his action was one of servanthood, not washing
dirty feet. Then he said he must be handed over to die.

After supper we sing a hymn. Even the comforting
words of the old familiar Psalm do not console me. Had
he really just told us that he must die? But he can’t! He
is the Messiah. I was the first one to say that, and he
assured me that he is, that only Almighty God, whom
he calls Father, revealed that to me.

“You are blessed, Simon son of Jonah,” he had said,
putting his hand on my shoulder. He called me “Rock”
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and said he would build his church upon this rock, me!
He said he would give me the keys to the kingdom of
heaven.

We stumble along behind him toward the Mount of
Olives in silence. About halfway up, he stops and turns
and says sadly, “Tonight you will all desert me.” 

This time I find my voice and firmly declare, “I will
never desert you, even if everyone else does.” 

He walks back to me. “Peter,” he says, and puts
those loving hands on my shoulders, “Even before the
rooster crows his second time in the morning, you will
deny you even know me three times.”

I shout back, “No! I will die with you before I deny
you.” The others take my side and make the same vow.

He turns from us and leads us farther along the trail,
to a grove of olive trees. “Come with me, Peter. James
and John, too. The rest of you sit here while I go into
the garden to pray.” 

We sit quietly while he walks on a little farther, then
lies prostrate on the ground in prayer. I must have
closed my eyes, for he is shaking me and saying, “Peter,
Peter, couldn’t you even stay awake for one hour?”

We vow to stay awake, but soon sleep overtakes us,
and we find ourselves waking up again to Jesus’ words,
“Are you still sleeping? Get up, and let’s be going. It is
now the time for me to be given into the custody of
sinners.” 

Even while he is speaking, we hear voices and
footsteps. Judas is leading, and behind him come a few
priests and some of the elders, and many armed
soldiers. Judas greets him and kisses his cheek. Jesus
asks Judas, “Friend, why do you come here with a
kiss?” 

Two soldiers and the high priest’s servant, Malchus,
grab Jesus and restrain him, though he doesn’t resist.
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Andrew calls out to Jesus, “Rabbi, shall we put the
sword to them?” 

I immediately draw my sword and slice off the ear
of Malchus as he flinches to avoid my onslaught. I see
his ear hanging by the lobe as blood rushes down his
neck.

Jesus tenses his body and shouts, “Enough of this!
Whom do you seek?” 

Several answer him, “Jesus of Nazareth.” 
“I am he,” Jesus tells them. Unbelievably they all

slump to the ground, as if they had fainted. Jesus
walks over to Malchus and touches his ear.
Immediately it is healed.

They begin to rise from the ground and seize him
again, one soldier on either side, and lead him away.
Those of us who are left behind are afraid that we, too,
might be seized and flee away quietly in eleven
different directions. 

Now I sit outside in the courtyard surrounding the
house of Caiaphas, the high priest. A young girl peers
closely at me and says, “I have seen you with Jesus the
Galilean. Aren’t you one of his followers?”

I pull back into the darkness and say, “I don’t know
who you are talking about.” Then I move out by the
gate where it is dark and stop someone now and then
to ask what they know. Memories flood my thoughts,
and I remember my brother Andrew coming to me and
saying, “I have met the Messiah!” Soon we both had left
our nets behind and were following Jesus.

Until now, I think. A sob escapes my mouth and a
face bends down to mine. “Didn’t I see you in the
garden with this Jesus?” a soldier asks. 

Angry now, I feel some courage and answer him, “I
tell you, I don’t even know this man.” 

One of the bystanders who has come near to listen
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says, “Surely you are a Galilean and know him. I can
tell by your accent.” 

“No, no, no,” I whimper, as everyone gets quiet.
Somewhere a cock crows to herald the new day. Just
as the rooster crows again, I look up into the eyes of
Jesus as he is led from the house. It is then I remember
what he said to me about a rooster. And as the crowd
follows, I run the other way and do not stop until I am
blinded by my own tears. I sink down near a wall of
the city of Jerusalem and weep, crying, “Is it I, Lord?
Yes, it is I. I have betrayed you … ”

2
Andrew

ANDREW: Is it I, Lord? Surely not, and yet I ran away with
the others. It is daylight now, and I wonder where they
are. Most of all, I wonder what the mob has done with
Jesus. Don’t they know who he is? I think I knew when
I first saw him that he was the one John was talking
about. I saw John baptize him. I saw the strange light
on him. I saw his face!

I had hurried to share this with my brother, Simon,
and took him to meet Jesus. Later, when Jesus walked
by the Sea of Galilee as we were casting out our nets,
he called to Simon and me, “Follow me, and I will make
you fishers of people instead of fish.” We left our nets
there on the shore and followed him to this day. 

No, not to this day — to yesterday, I correct my
thoughts. I don’t even know where he is. But I make
my way along the deserted marketplace looking for
someone, something, that will give me a clue.

As I pass by the temple, I stop to see what the
commotion is behind me. It is the elders, both chief
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priests and scribes, and a few soldiers tagging along,
but it is clearly the elders who have Jesus in hand. He
is blindfolded, but one reaches up and snatches off the
cloth and yells in his face, “If you are the Messiah, then
tell us!”

Another priest yells at him, “Are you saying, then,
that you are the Son of God?” 

I strain to hear Jesus’ answer, “You have said it.”
They all become agitated and rush him into their

council room. I feel somewhat relieved. Now they will
believe him, I tell myself. But soon they appear again,
and this time they are very upset, and Jesus is in
chains. A crowd has gathered, and I keep my vigil
behind an empty cart as they move forward.

One priest pauses long enough to shout, “This man,
Jesus of Nazareth, is claiming to be God. Blasphemy!
We have all heard it from his own lips. We take him to
Pilate to demand that he die for his crime!”

To Governor Pilate? I follow along at a safe distance
and finally join the crowd under Pilate’s balcony. Pilate
takes his time appearing there, for it is still early in the
morning, and he is either still in bed or eating. My
stomach cries out for me to break my fast, but there is
no food nearby, and I dare not leave.

The crowd begins to roar as Pilate steps out on his
balcony. The priests begin to hurl up their accusations,
and the crowd is silenced as they listen. When Pilate
speaks, it is to tell them to take care of their own
problems with their own laws. Then they remind Pilate
that they have no authority to carry out a death
sentence, and blasphemy calls for that. Pilate then calls
Jesus inside to question him. When Pilate returns to his
balcony, he quiets the crowd and tells the priests he
finds no fault in Jesus. Thank God, then this is over …

But the priests continue their accusations, telling
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how widespread Jesus’ false teachings have been,
beginning in his own province of Galilee. When Pilate
hears this, he sends Jesus to King Herod, who is in
Jerusalem, and under whose authority Jesus falls,
since Jesus is a Galilean. I follow along to watch Jesus
get the best of Herod, but Herod only makes fun of
Jesus and dresses him up like a mock king and sends
him back to Pilate.

Pilate offers to set Jesus free as the pardoned
Passover Feast prisoner. The priests shout, “No!” and
the crowd takes up the chant. They want the bandit
Jesus Barabbas instead. Pilate then has Jesus flogged.
As the mob cheers I feel faint, but knowing that Jesus
can survive this gives me hope. I try to get through the
frenzied throng, but now they are shouting, “Crucify
him!” and “To the cross!” and will not let me pass. I
become a wild man, punching and shoving. Someone
hits me in the stomach, and I double over, feeling sick.
I feel a rib crack, someone kicks me in the head, and I
fall into blissful darkness.

When I come to, someone is trying to pick me up
from the deserted courtyard. I know this man. “Philip?”
I ask. “What time is it?”

Philip squints his eyes and looks up into the sun.
“Nearly midday,” he tells me. 

“Water,” I croak, for I have had nothing to drink
since last night’s supper. Philip props me up against a
wall and squirts water into my mouth from his water
bag. I choke, for I can hardly swallow. Seeing my
distress and pain, Philip removes both his belt and
mine and binds my rib cage tightly.

Finally I can drink water again and, getting to my
feet, we weave like drunk men down the narrow street.
What seems like hours later, Philip carries and drags
me up a stairway into a room that I recognize as the
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place where we ate the Passover meal. Someone is
curled up in the corner, crying bitterly. When he looks
up at us, I see it is Simon the Rock. He is inconsolable,
but we finally are able to understand his lament, “I
have betrayed him.”

I manage to put my hand on his head and when he
stops crying for a moment, I confess, “No, Peter, it is I.”

3
Philip

PHILIP: Is it I, Lord? I had asked the question with all the
others, but since then hadn’t thought about it as I spent
the night and half the day trying to find the others that
made up our little band of twelve. Well, nine to go, I
say out loud to myself, as I hurry back to the place
where I found Andrew. It is still deserted, but I don’t
know where else to start. A deep rut in the sandy street
catches my eye, and I follow its mark until it curves
around the next building. It beckons, “Follow me.”
Jesus had said those same words to me three years ago.

I seem to know that I am still following him as I
hurry along the trail made by some heavy object. Soon
the groove in the dirt is obliterated by many footprints.
I look for Jesus’. I would know those sandal tracks
anywhere, for I had followed them from Lebanon to the
Dead Sea and back. Up ahead is a large crowd of
people, and I climb on the roof of a house to see what
is going on. A man is lying under a large wooden cross.
The soldiers lift it from him while two others grab a
man coming in through the city gate from the country.
They seize him and put the cross on his broad
shoulders.

Some women in the crowd weep and wail a funeral
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chant. The man on the ground turns to the women as
the soldiers pick him up. He is wearing a dirty white
robe and a crown woven of thorny vines that causes
blood to drip down his face. It is Jesus, and even
though he can’t hear me, I cry out, “Oh, my Lord, what
have they done to you?” He speaks to the women, then
the soldiers push him along roughly.

I am paralyzed and cannot move from my rooftop
prison. I hear crying and eventually know that it is I,
mewing like a kitten. A voice says to me, “Philip, where
can we go to buy enough food to feed all these hungry
people?” In some fashion, I am transported to another
time and another place. I am on the side of the Sea of
Galilee called Tiberius. There is a multitude of people.
I know that the Passover Feast is tonight, and I wonder
why they aren’t home preparing for it.

Suddenly I find myself back on the rooftop, lying on
my stomach, my face in wet mud, for my tears have
mixed with the clay. My mind travels back to that day
in Tiberius, when we are getting into the boat. It is
evening and we are supposed to go back to
Capernaum, and still Jesus does not come. We will be
late for the Passover Feast that we are to have at
Peter’s house, and we decide to leave. Darkness comes
quickly as a strong wind blows in storm clouds, and the
sea begins to pummel our boat back and forth and up
and down. We all take oars and begin to row all night
against the wind. When we are about three or four
miles from the shore, we see in the faint light of dawn
Jesus coming to us, walking on the water. “It is a
ghost,” says Thomas, and some begin to agree. We are
afraid and lie down in the boat. Then Jesus’ gentle
voice comes to us with the wind, “Don’t be afraid. Take
courage, for it is I.”

Peter stands and calls to Jesus, “If it is really you,
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Lord, then tell me to walk on the water to you.”
Jesus’ reply is, “Come.” 
Immediately, Peter gets out of the boat and begins to

walk on the water! Then the wind begins to blow
fiercely, and Peter falters and begins to sink. He cries
out, “Save me, save me!” Jesus takes his hand, and they
walk back to the boat.

“And now you can’t save yourself, Jesus,” I say to the
mud puddle. A sob escapes my throat, and my breath
blows the red water into my face. I have no more tears
to wash it away. “Nor can I,” I wail to the roof of a
stranger’s house. “If I had faith, I could rise up from
here and rescue you from a thousand soldiers. By my
too-small faith, I have betrayed you. Yes, Lord, it is I …
”

4
Nathanael bar Tholomew

NATHANAEL BAR THOLOMEW: Is it I, Lord? Please don’t
let it be, I think, as I sit here on the summit of the
Mount of Olives. Ever since I ran up from the garden
last night, I have sat here in a stupor, and only now in
broad daylight does my mind begin to clear. Only now
do previous events of my life materialize, for every time
I try to think of the future, it is blank.

What is my earliest memory? I ask myself. Surely it
is my childhood in Bethsaida. “Little Nathanael,” they
called me, as my friends and I roamed at will the
streets of our fishing village. “Urchin,” the greengrocer
called me, when he caught me stealing food.

And pranks! A group of us boys delighted in moving
the craftsmen’s tools from one booth to the next. We
taunted the girls who were just one or two years older
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than us, who thought we were children and they were
women. “All the girls in Bethsaida are so ugly,” we
teased them, “that we will have to go to Nazareth to
find a decent wife.” We didn’t know what or where
Nazareth was, but we had learned from the older boys
that everybody from there was ignorant and coarse and
without a doubt, the women and girls were very
unattractive. It must have worked, because they threw
rocks and lumps of dirt at us. It wasn’t until I went to
school that the laws of Moses made sense to me. It was
not the breaking of these laws that brought happiness,
but the keeping of them.

I smile for the first time in hours as I realize the
lessons of childhood have served me well, for am I not
bar Tholomew, the son of a righteous man?
“Bartholomew,” they call me now …

It all began that day I stopped to help an old man
reach the higher fruit as he picked ripe figs. I licked
the sweet, sticky residue from my fingers and walked
on to the synagogue. As I was mounting the steps, I
heard someone call my name. “Nathanael, wait!” 

I turned and watched my friend run to me. I reached
to him and patted his shoulder. “Catch your breath,
Philip.”

His eyes were on me as he shook his head and smiled
as if he had some unbelievable news to share with me.
“What is it?” I couldn’t help smiling also, for his
demeanor was infectious.

We were both laughing when Philip finally got it out:
“We have found the Promised One of whom Moses and
the prophets wrote — Jesus, son of Joseph from
Nazareth!”

“Nazareth?” I was still smiling. “Can anything good
come out of Nazareth?”

Philip pulled me down the steps. “Come and see.” He
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slowed when he saw this Jesus of Nazareth. “There he
is,” he said and pointed him out. 

Jesus looked straight at me and called out so that all
could hear, “Take note, for here is an honest man, a
true son of Israel.”

“Sir,” I asked him, “how do you know that of me?”
He called me by name. “Nathanael, even before

Philip found you, I saw you under the fig tree.”
I was puzzled. The fig tree was in the opposite

direction of the synagogue, and Philip and I had run
here. How could he have seen me? Quickly it came to
me what Philip had said: “We have found the Promised
One.”

My knees felt weak, and I could scarcely keep my
legs from buckling under me. I called him “teacher”
because I knew not how to address him, and hurled
out, “Rabbi, you are the Son of God and King of Israel.”

His look into my eyes somehow gave me strength,
and he answered, “Is it because I said that I saw you
under the fig tree that you believe this? You will have
much greater proof than this.”

Now, sitting under my tree on Olivet, I put my head
into my hands and let the scene from last night wash
over me. Jesus had answered them, “I am he,” and his
very breath had knocked them down. Where is he now?
I know that I must know, and I rise on stiff legs to go
and find him and the others. The sun is nearly to its
zenith, and I hurry along to the eastern gate in
Jerusalem’s wall and make my way to the temple,
telling myself he is probably teaching there. 

A priest is coming out, and I grab his sleeve. “Please,
is Jesus in there?” He jerks his arm to release my hold
on his clothing and answers me. 

“That blasphemer? He will never darken the door of
this temple again. We’ve handed him over to the
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soldiers. He’s gone to the cross, and good riddance!”
“The cross?” I repeat. “It can’t be … What have I

done? I should have been there. With my support and
encouragement I could have inspired my friends, and
we could have saved him. And now the Romans have
carried him away to a cruel death!”

I fall to the hard steps and cover my weeping eyes
with the crook of my left arm. “Where is your son of an
honest and righteous man now, Jesus? Bartholomew is
beating his bloody right hand upon a stone, for it is I,
Lord, who has betrayed you.”

5
Matthew Levi

MATTHEW LEVI: Is it I, Lord? I ran away. I admit I was
scared, for those who know me and remember I was a
tax collector still do not trust me. It took the Zealot
Simon a year to trust me, and even last night when you
announced that one of us would betray you, Simon
looked at me menacingly.

Why did you call me? I ask the absent Jesus. You
saw how your followers acted when you stopped by my
toll booth each time you trod the Damascus-Acre road
there near Capernaum. And yet when you said those
simple words, “Follow me,” that fateful morning, I
knew I was called to your service. When I asked you
later to come to my home for dinner, you accepted. 

I recall now that several Pharisees were gathered
outside and began to question Jesus’ disciples. “Do you
follow a teacher who dares to eat with tax collectors
and other filthy outcasts? Why does he do this?”

Before they could answer, Jesus moved through the
dinner guests and answered them himself: “Well people
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don’t need a physician, but the sick do. I came to call
sinners back to God, not righteous people.” I knew then
that he was calling me, and I left my tax office far
behind to follow him as he said to do.

A noise interrupts my reflections. Perhaps a bear or
a leopard, I think, but it is only a doe looking for her
breakfast. She stares at me with beautiful eyes, then
flicks her tail and passes on. 

I realize as the sun shines even brighter that I have
been doing nothing but wandering the last five or six
hours. Since you ran away, my mind accuses me. Surely
none of the others will ever want me back in their
midst, I rationalize. And then I know what to do: I will
return to my home. 

Making my way to the bottom of the hill, I turn east,
into the morning and onto the road to Jericho. I know
that it is at least twelve miles away, but it is all
downhill, and I can get there before noon. 

A shepherd boy and flock proceed before me, but
leave when they reach a gentle rise and climb to
greener pastures. I continue on the well-worn path.
Along the way Jesus’ words come to me: “A man went
down from Jerusalem to Jericho — ” Did I write down
that story? I wonder. Jesus told it in response to the
question, “Who is my neighbor?” It was the outcast, the
Samaritan, who helped the robbed and beaten man.
Not the priest, not the Levite, the outcast!

I stop to rest and look through my notes in my bag.
No, I can’t find it, and now I think Jesus may have
been speaking to me, also an outcast. He was telling me
that an outcast can become a great person. Jesus didn’t
pay attention to others’ opinions about the true worth
of a person. I had tried to live up to his expectations,
but I had miserably failed him. So now I am going
home to lick my wounds, like and old defeated wolf
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goes home to his lair.
An inn is on my right, and I leave the road and enter

its gate to buy food and drink. Realizing I have no
money, I go to drink from the animals’ watering trough,
a fit place for a tax collector. I slump down in the
shade to rest and fall asleep, for I have not slept since
Jesus woke us last night.

Later, someone is shaking me. “Friend,” he says,
“come inside.” He looks back over his shoulder, and my
own eyes are drawn that way. A strange, foreboding
cloud is moving our way from Jerusalem.

“Come inside,” he repeats, and helps me to my feet.
Outside it is growing warm, but inside it is cool. “A
drink for me and my friend,” he tells the innkeeper, and
puts coins on the table. 

Our drinks arrive, and the two men begin to talk.
“Where are you going?” asks the owner, and my
benefactor replies, “Home, but I came from Jerusalem.
This morning three men were put to the cross there,
and I want no part of it.”

“What were their crimes?”
“Robbers and thieves, two of them. But the third was

Jesus of Nazareth, whom I consider to be a true
prophet and a man sent from God.”

I stand abruptly, spilling my drink, and rush out into
air that smells of a lightning strike. On my right is day,
on my left is surely night as I look to the west!

On weary feet I begin to run toward Jerusalem, but
the going is uphill. My voice is as weak as my legs, but
I manage to croak: “No, no, not my Lord, for he called
me Matthew, gift of Yahweh, not Levi.” Yet it was not
Matthew who ran away, but the old outcast Levi,
rightly shunned and mistrusted by the others. And I
begin to chant my answer to our question of the night
before: “It is I; It is I; It is I,” until I can run no more.
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6
James

JAMES: Is it I, Lord? No, not I, for my friend Andrew and I
were the first to follow you after John the Baptizer
pointed you out to us and called you the Lamb of God.
It was Andrew and I who convinced our brothers to
follow you. 

My brother John and I were with our father Zebedee
and some hired men mending nets the day you walked
by with Simon and Andrew. We threw down the nets
and never returned to them. Now look at us. As I sneak
down this alley like a common thief, I admit to myself
that I am a common hypocrite. I, whom Jesus called a
“Son of Thunder” along with John. Some Boanerges we
are. Where is my thunder now?

I hear a commotion — perhaps a funeral — for I hear
the cries of the women hired to mourn for a deceased
one. The same loud groaning and wailing was going on
that day when Jesus took John and Peter and me to
the house of a dead child. In the midst of the confusion
of the mourners and the neighbors, Jesus announced
that the child was not dead, only sleeping, and he
raised her up, alive and well.

The wailing grows louder, and as I come out on to
the street, I see the procession up ahead. “Who died?”
I ask a man nearby.

“No one yet,” he replies, “but soon three criminals
will. They are carrying their crosses to Golgotha, and
it’s death that awaits them at the top of the hill. See the
one falling along behind who is too weak to finish the
job? That’s the Galilean who’s stirred up so much
trouble lately.”

He turns from me and shouts, “Get up, you charlatan,
and carry your own cross like a man.”
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When I realize it is Jesus, I feel a rush of anger. It is
clear to me now what I must do. I will find Peter and
John, and the three of us will storm that grizzly citadel
and tear the whole bunch of them limb from limb. Jesus
just needs to regain some strength. Then he will call
down all the powers of heaven and save himself, just as
he saved others.

I turn and flee aimlessly in the other direction and
alternately call out, “Peter” and “John.” How long I keep
this up I do not know, but I stop when I realize it is
getting dark. How can it be this late? I wonder. For
though my lips are parched, my throat is dry, and my
voice is nearly gone, I cannot believe the day is over.

I see three soldiers hurrying by. “What is it?” I cry. 
“A storm perhaps,” one answers, and another counsels,

“Hurry home before you are caught.”
“But what of Jesus?” I inquire.
The third soldier tarries long enough to answer,

“Jesus? He’s probably dead by now. Go along home
before we … Hey, aren’t you one of — ”

But I am already out of sight before he finishes. I try
to keep calling my companions, “Peter! John!” but I
merely dissolve into quiet sobs. We are the three: Peter,
James, and John. It is always we three whom Jesus
chooses to go with him. It was we whom he led up to the
top of a high mountain. While he was praying, his face
began to shine as bright as the sun, and his clothes
became dazzling white, whiter than anyone could ever
clean a cloth.

It was Peter who spoke to them: “Master, how
fortunate that we are here, for we will each make booths:
one for you and one for Moses and one for Elijah.”

Even as Peter was speaking, a cloud came in and
cast its shadow over us and then enveloped us with its
mist. When this happened we three became alarmed,
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and a voice came out of the cloud, “This is my chosen
one, my son, with whom I am well pleased; listen to
him.” The cloud faded and Jesus touched us, for we
had fallen to the ground.

I remember that it was also Peter, John, and myself
who accompanied Jesus deeper into the garden last
night. It was we three who heard him pray for God to
take away the task before him. It was we who heard
him surrender to God’s will. But this is not God’s will,
I mumble. God sent him here to save us, to deliver us
— not to die. To be mistreated, sure. He’s had a lot of
that. We always shielded him from his tormentors. Until
this tim, I realize. I should be with Peter and John.
They need me, and I have let them down. I begin to
suffer agony in the realization of what I have done and
what I have failed to do.

Someone is trying to quiet me as I wail, “Jesus is
dead, he is dead.” I  look into the gathering gloom
about me and see someone I recognize. “Young James?”
I query.

He replies, “It is I.”
“No, No,” I correct him, “It is I, it is I, it is I,” and I

will not be consoled.

7
James bar Alphaeus

JAMES BAR ALPHAEUS: Is it I, Lord? Has the son of
Alphaeus betrayed you? It was my father who inspired
me to follow you. “I believe he is the one the prophets
foretold, son. I would follow him myself, but I am too
old, too old,” he told me, and he cried.

Soon I was following Jesus — not because of my
father’s belief, but because of my own. How could I not
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believe when I saw his miracles every day? How could
I not believe when every day he opened up the
Scriptures to me in new ways?

“Oh, Papa,” I cry out to the man who died months
ago, “are you still so proud of me?” I know the answer.
He is not, for I ran away and have walked nearly the
circumference of the Mount of Olives, and I am so tired,
so very tired.

I hear the bleat of a lamb as I plod along, barely able
to put one foot in front of the other. And soon I am
overtaken by a small boy leading a very stubborn lamb.

“I chose him for the paschal lamb,” he volunteers,
“but he ran away.”

“I was chosen once, but I, too, ran away,” I confess
to him.

The lamb decides to change its tactics and now pulls
the boy along the path until they are soon out of sight.

“I was chosen, too,” I say to the dust. Jesus went up
into the hills to pray all night, and when morning broke
he called his disciples to him. Then he named twelve:
Simon Peter and Andrew his brother; James and John,
the sons of Zebedee; Philip and his friend Nathanael;
Matthew; Thomas; Simon the patriot; Thaddaeus Judas
called Jude; Judas from Kerioth; and myself, James,
the son of Alphaeus. 

He sent us out to preach and gave us power to heal
and to drive out demons. He told us then of coming
persecutions and whom to fear. He instructed us in
what to do and what to avoid and shared with us our
rewards of following his example. And it was just as he
said: We drove out demons and healed the sick.

“I was so proud to be chosen by you,” I say to an
absent Jesus. And then I make my excuse in Jesus’
own words: “The spirit is willing, but the flesh is weak.”
Quickly I correct myself. No, it is not just my flesh, but
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my whole being. My flesh, yes, but also my mind and
soul. My spirit is so weak it can hardly keep my body
moving, but something (Someone?) pulls me on as if I,
too, have a paschal lamb leading me to an unknown
destination. 

I enter the city at the south gate and continue to
follow the unseen force, for I know not where I am
going nor what I am to do, wandering like one of
Isaiah’s sheep without its shepherd. I have wandered
all night and all day, I surmise, for the sun is gone and
evening is here. Have I eaten? Have I had a drink? I do
not know and feel only a deep, unnamed sorrow.

James the Less, James the Less, James the Less, say
my sandals, as I plod on my anonymous journey. I hear
the words: “Birds have nests and foxes have dens, but
the Son of Humanity has no home and nowhere to lay
his head in rest.” And I agree, for I am no one with no
where to go. My sandals change their lyrics, but not the
tune: Nowhere to rest. Nowhere to rest.

“He is dead, he is dead,” the voice calls me to turn
in the direction of a well. A man is there who needs a
drink, but I cannot quicken my pace. “Jesus is dead!”
he wails, and the words mobilize me to a little trot. It
is James bar Zebedee!

“What? What?” I ask, and “How? How?” and finally
he chokes out the words, “Crucified! On the cross!”
Finally he stops long enough to look me in the face and
calls my name, “James?”

“It is I,” I assure him.
He babbles incoherently, then gets out, “No, no, it is

I.” Is he confusing himself with me, James bar
Alphaeus? I try to tell me that he is James the brother
of John, but he will not listen. Finally I get him to his
feet, and this time I know where I am going. I will take
James to the room where we ate supper last night, for
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we have rented it for Passover week. And now I hear
James telling me again, “Jesus is dead! Gone to the
cruel Roman cross!”

James finally quiets and slumps against me. His feet
drag much like mine have this long day and night, but
now mine become the force pulling him along. The
quiet reverie and my newfound strength allow my mind
to think, and I begin to deal with James’s declaration:
“Jesus is dead!”

I realize that Jesus’ words at the table last night
should have warned me: “One of you will betray me.” I
have done nothing, and that is the problem. You called
me righteous, Lord, and I have not done what is right.
My sins of omission have found me out. Because I was
chosen and ran away and did nothing, I am the
betrayer.

My words to James bar Zebedee have already
answered my own question asked last night: Is it I,
Lord?

And I admit again, “It is I.”

8
Judas Thaddaeus

JUDAS THADDAEUS: Is it I, Lord? Because I have been so
puffed up with pride? Even as a child, I had too much.
My father, James, often quoted to me from the book of
Job: “Judas, God abases the proud but saves the
lowly.” I didn’t know what “abases” meant until Jesus
knocked me down. 

I was there at the wedding that day in Cana. When
Jesus’ mother told him to make more wine, he became
irritated with her and said, “Don’t tell me what to do,
woman. The time to reveal myself is not now.”
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Evidently, she already knew his powers. Finally he
gave in to her and told the servants to fill the water
jars with water. I saw them do it. Plain old water. Then
he sent a cup to the man in charge of the wedding
feast, who proclaimed to the bridegroom that it was the
best wine served at that event. 

I was there on the side of the hill on the shores of
Lake Galilee when he gathered us around him and
began to teach us many wonderful things. I was
amazed, and my prideful spirit began to be broken.
When Jesus got into a boat one day, I climbed in with
him and the other disciples and prepared to do just
that — follow him and leave my old self behind.

Until tonight, I think, as I realize that I have deserted
Jesus. Because of my old returning pride, I ran, I admit
to myself. What if word had reached my hometown that
Thaddaeus, the “Praise of God,” had been taken into
custody with his radical leader? I could hear their jeers
— “Aha, Judas. You are no longer ‘Thaddaeus’ but
praised only by yourself.”

“But he chose me to be one of the twelve!” I tell the
rocks, who have become my tormentors. I look up and
inform the few stars left in the early dawn sky: “Out of
all the many disciples, I was one of the twelve, one of
the best. 

One of the best … One of the best … echoes back to
me from the hills, but it is a jeering sound, and I turn
back to the rocks and weep for the man whom Jesus
saw that day in Cana — the man I did not become. Now
Jesus’ strange words — “The first shall be last and the
last shall be first” — made sense. He began to teach us
that the greatest one among us will be the one who is
a servant to the rest. Last night he served us. He even
washed our feet! “Oh, Papa,” I call to my dead father,
“I have been abased by God, just as you told me.”

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

26

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



I am aware of  my surroundings, but I do not know
where I am. Questions plague my mind. What
happened? How did I get here? What time is it? It is
surely past noon. And where is Jesus?

He told us many things last night that I do not
understand. He called God “Father,” as if he were a
person. He also talked about another person. He
promised us a Helper he called the Spirit of Truth, and
said the world could not receive this Helper because it
cannot see or know this person. “But you know this
Comforter,” he told us, “because this Holy Spirit will
remain with and live in you after I am gone.”

After I am gone … ? “Where have you gone, Jesus?”
I ask the small brook I am splashing in and recognize
it as the one flowing through the Kidron Valley. Now I
know where I am and follow northward, then begin to
climb slowly up to the Garden of Gethsemane. The olive
press is empty. The mill stands still. A jar nearby is
now broken into shards. Just like my dreams, I think.

Footsteps make a familiar sound. I turn, expecting to
see Jesus, but it is only two young girls. “Did you come
to see the crosses, too?” the little one asks.

“The crosses?”
“On Golgotha,” the older one explains. She points

behind me to the west. I turn and look out across
Jerusalem and then slightly north to the Place of the
Skull. I can dimly make out three crosses silhouetted
against the early afternoon sky. 

“Whose crosses?” I ask. 
“Jesus.”
Again the older one elucidates: “Jesus bar Joseph.

Our grandfather thought he might be the Messiah, but
I guess he’s not.”

I back away from them as if they were poisonous
snakes. Perhaps I frighten them, for they run away.
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And as if fleeing from them also, I run in the opposite
direction. 

When I come to the place in the garden where Jesus
prayed last night, I fall down on my face and cry. “You
knock down the proud,” I tell God, and then ask, “How
can I be saved?”

The answer comes back on the wind with the voice
of my father James, “God saves the lowly.”

Finally it dawns on me: My pride has destroyed me,
and I have betrayed Jesus in his time of need. “It is I
who has betrayed you,” I tell Jesus, “Forgive me,
forgive me.” The place of Jesus’ agony has become my
place of agony, and I stay there until the afternoon
begins to end in darkness and the earth begins to
shake, crying out, “Oh, why did I have to be the one to
betray you, Jesus? Why? Why is it I?”

9
Judas ish Kerioth

JUDAS ISH KERIOTH: Is it I, Lord? I had asked the
question the same as the others. Only Jesus and I know
that it was a planned betrayal. How else is he to make
his stand and rise up victorious over these self-serving
priests and conquering Romans and break the yoke of
oppression that he came to do?

Jesus has been telling us constantly that the
kingdom of heaven is near, I tell  myself as I continue
to walk quickly into the garden this night with my
strange entourage of Pharisees and soldiers. I can’t
keep from emitting another low chuckle when I think
about the thirty pieces of silver from the priests that
now swell our coffers. Little do those sanctimonious
holy men know that they are helping to finance their
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doom. 
I go over the chronology in my thoughts and savor

the miracle of it all. Over the last week, I have come to
realize that the time is now for the twelve of us to help
Jesus usher in his kingdom. I, an educated Judean,
have tried so often to explain things to these illiterate
Gallileans, but they are thick headed. I love them,
though, these coarse Northerners.

After our supper one evening, I had gone for a walk
and encountered a crowd of Jews from Jerusalem.
Circling the crowd quietly, I came upon a small band
of Jerusalem’s chief priests spying on us. That was
when I experienced an epiphany! I could trick these
greedy priests into not only hastening Jesus’
triumphant coming into his glory, but also into adding
to our treasury. I put my hand on my purse and feel
the thirty silver coins the pompous priests counted out
to me in anticipation of my help. “Fools!” I can’t resist
at least a whisper here as I walk with them under the
olive trees.

Last evening, Jesus sanctioned my plan. “One of you
twelve will betray me,” he said, and then he added so
quietly I think that only I heard, “The one who dips his
bread in the dish with me.” He looked knowingly at me
and offered me his bowl. I took a piece of bread and
dipped it in the hot, spicy broth. He whispered to me,
“Hurry! Do what you have to do.”

I went quickly to the chief priests to complete my
mission, knowing that I had been chosen from among
all the others to usher in this glorious occasion. The
priests were so easy to fool. They follow me now like
sheep after their shepherd, never suspecting their fate.

When we reach the place where Jesus is, I identify
him with a kiss. Hurriedly, Jesus admonishes me to be
quick and calls me friend! When there is a scuffle
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between Peter and one of Caiaphas’ servants, Jesus
settles it in haste, telling Peter that he could call for
twelve legions of angels but that he would not, because
Scripture has said that it must happen this way.

And I am the catalyst, I think later. I am part of it.
I open my eyes and realize I have fallen asleep under
a tree here on Olivet after the soldiers led Jesus away.
Peering through the branches, I can see that the sun is
already up. I get my bearing and crawl out of my
sanctuary and head on down the Mount of Olives to the
walls of the city and search for a gate. Hastening
through it to the streets of the shopkeepers, I approach
a vendor and pat him on the back. “Cheer up, Uncle,”
I tell him. “On this very day the Messiah will make
himself known as the King of the Jews!”

Thoughtfully he looks off in the distance and muses,
“Strange you should mention that title. That’s what
Pilate wrote on the sign they tacked on his cross.”

“King of the Jews?” I query him. “Whose cross?”
“Yeshua ish Nazareth” he says in Aramaic. “The one

called Jesus in the Greek. He hangs there now on
Golgatha, that despised Place of the Skull.”

“Jesus of Nazareth?” A sound like a ram’s horn
begins to roar in my ears and head. I don’t know how,
but I find myself at the temple. Some of the priests and
a few elders are there when I burst in through the
unguarded door.

“What have you done with him?” I demand. 
“He goes to his death, as he should,” one of them

answers.
I protest, “But he is innocent. I only wanted to help

him reveal himself, and now it is foiled!” Then I turn on
him in fury, “Take back your silver, for I have sinned.”
I fall before them to my knees, but they refuse my
outstretched hands that are overflowing with shiny
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