Opening Scene

(Pilate stands with 2 priests – Caiaphas and Annas – and Jesus)

Pilate: What would you have me do then? May the Devil fetch you! Few are his friends, but many are his foes. There is no law which says he should lose his life, nor a cause I can naturally fabricate. Why should he lose his life?

Annas 1: Good sir, the trouble goes on everywhere in places where he has stirred many problems in places entrusted to your power. 

Caiaphas 1: Don Pilate, he has helped the poor and sickly by the work of the Devil. He spends time with prostitutes and drug dealers. Our people then follow the fool and he frightens them. 

Pilate: So then, good fellas, what would you have?

Caiaphas 2: Put him to death or throw him out. 

Pilate (annoyed): Yes, but what has he done what I should do that? From what you tell me, he has not committed any crime. What law says that he has committed any treason? You are creating laws to suit your own purposes.
Annas 2: Don’t be offended, it truly is treason. He convinced a young vagrant from paying respects to you, and thus compels people to disobey your own law. Our brothers act upon his teachings and soon will not be paying any respects to you.

Pilate: He definitely deserves to die if he does this, but I myself shall see what he says. Speak, Jesus, and use this time to defend yourself. These men say you do not care to abide by our laws and they accuse you cruelly. Therefore, as a model I accuse you as well. If you are the man they say you are or if you are not, tell me, because that’s what I need to hear.

Jesus: You say so yourself. I am here to do what my father told me to do and I have been brought to you without offending anyone.

Pilate: Why do you blame this guy? It seems he is what he says he is and has done no wrong. With such malice you accuse this guy and with crooked tricks try to destroy him unjustly.
Caiaphas 1: That’s not true, Don. If what he says is really true, he is enslaving our people in misery with his teachings.

Annas 1: We can definitely find just reasons for him to die.

Pilate: No, you are lying and presume to advise wrongly. 

Caiaphas 2: Consider, Don Pilate, with all your power (bowing repeatedly) and do not enforce your wrath on us now. (holds his hands in front of his face) Seriously, we meant no harm.

Pilate: Ok, ok. So then tell me where he learned these lessons he teaches?

Caiaphas 1: We don’t know. His father perhaps has taught him what he knows. We knew he was a regular guy but then he went around teaching our people.

Pilate: Then if you can’t find anything wrong, you are accusing him out of spite and ill intent since you can’t even find a valid reason to kill him. I am disappointed in you all for being this way.

Annas 2: Shit, man, you have the force to scare him, use your power and might to destroy him. You can intimidate him – trust us.
Caiaphas 2: And then he shall be punished and tormented by your blows and shall taste your wrath. 

Pilate: Ah yes, fellas, now indeed it seems to me that anyone who has seriously heard you out about this fact, your words of praise are just and you ultimately seek peace. Thanks for your words, they won’t go unnoticed. 

(Enter 4 soldiers, surround Jesus)

Annas 1: Look, it seems that your soldiers are coming. They come at last to take Jesus away for us. 
Caiaphas 1: Don Pilate, our Godfather, take heed to what we have said to you about this man. Let us punish him for what he has done to our people.

Annas 2: Yeah, unless we do this, he will escape with his tricks and I know for sure he will do us mischief. He subverts our brothers where he can. His talk sets them into sin. While we have him now, let’s hold him and we shall curse him if he escapes.

Caiaphas 2: Don, let there be no delay now in examining this traitor. Against you he speaks and says that anyone who gives you respects is wasteful. Our law affirms and specifies he should be put to death.

Pilate: If he is not guilty, I refuse to condemn him.

Annas 1: Witnesses to his crimes may be found – we can summon up a crowd of worthy men that shall testify against this man and his teachings. 
Pilate: Your stories are not to the point and your hearts hold hatred for him – you bribe these men to witness. They have created hatred in their hearts for him and intend to bring him down.

Caiaphas 1: Sir, in faith, these are honest men we would bring to you.

Pilate: Cut the crap, fellas, and stop concerning yourselves with this matter. If you contrive such lies I shall punish you, because I am not a fan of your unrestrained accusations.

Caiaphas 2: Don’t hate what we say, but judge this man we bring to you.

Annas 2 (calls to Jesus): Yo, Jesus, we’re calling you. Defend your reputation and answer to your enemies. Let Jesus be judged.

Caiaphas 1: Yeah, come over here! 

Pilate (getting slightly pissed): Why? What evils has this man here practiced?? I cannot see any wrong that he has done. 
Annas 1: As we have said, he uses his own teachings in place of our laws and refuses to follow the actual laws of our land.

Pilate: Say man, do you know what these men say about you? Speak and defend yourself if you can.

Jesus: Every man has a mouth that is made on earth, in good and bad to use at his will. If he governs it well as he should, he need never die on account of his words. And whoever uses it badly, he will have great misfortune. For everything that you say to me, you cannot escape your fate.

Pilate: People, you are all truly mad. For in this man I can find no problems, nor a reason to put him to death.

Caiaphas 2: Not so Don, he will threaten your seat in the family and lay claim to the high position of power you hold. 

Pilate (to Jesus): Sir, before I go, you accused of treason shall repent that claim to my position, and before I walk from here you shall pay. (to soldiers) Take this man into your keeping and whip him and scorn him with blows. Twist and wring him and leave him there. 
(Soldiers exit with Jesus in tow)

Crucifixion Scene

(Soldiers enter with Jesus being led behind them – they carry with them materials to make a cross-like structure and bats)

Soldier 1: Hey guys, listen to me now! We can’t carry out this job like schmucks. You know as well as I that the boss has given judgment that this man must be beaten and left to die here.

Soldier 2: We know this, you putz. Since we’re coming to the spot, let’s do our job.
Soldier 3: We’re all ready to go.

Soldier 4: Let’s hear what we have to do and get rolling.

1: It won’t do us any good to delay if we’re gonna get this done.

2: We gotta leave by noon.

3 (checks watch): Bada-bing, bada-boom, let’s start!

4: Let’s knock him down! When he’s finished, he won’t plague us with his crying.

1: He’ll be put in his place and taught a lesson soon – may sorrow come to him and all his land!

2: He’ll sleep with the fishes for his deeds.

3: That means we’ll beat him and hang him here, kind of like those crucifixions we’ve seen before.

(Fee and Bruneski wander onstage w/ cardboard crosses)

4: Definitely, that is our job.
1: Then let’s get to work and do this thing right.

2: There’s no need to mention any other task but leaving him here to hang.

3: I’ve got the stuff here! Hammers, duct tape, nails, and bats.

4: Then let’s boldly do what needs to be done. Come on, let’s kill this ridiculous traitor.

2: We definitely don’t need to be taught how to do justice to traitors of the boss. 

(The soldiers set up the cross structure and then turn to Jesus)

3: Since everything is set up now, we can work even quicker.

4: The area is ready.
1: Look, see to it that he is hung across there and fastened well.

2: For all his teachings, he shall be tortured: you’ll see that soon enough.

3 (to Jesus): Come over here, traitor! Your comfort will end soon.

4: You’ll get your just desserts right here.

1: Walk over here!! We’re just getting to work now.

Jesus: Almighty God, my creator, let these matters be considered: You asked that I should be willing to be tortured for the sins of my ancestors. Here to death I force myself to save all of man from that original sin, and I ask of you to find favor in them (gestures to soldiers) and save them from death so that their souls are safe in bliss without end. I ask for nothing more.
1: Ha! Listen to all of what he says!

2: This guy is crazier than a whack-job! He doesn’t even dread the pain we’re about to give him.

3 (to Jesus): You should be thinking, with all your might and fancy words, about all the things you’ve done to our people and our Godfather. 

4: I hope he is thinking twice about what he just said and is thinking about stopping those wise-ass comments.

1: He’ll regret those words when we get started on him, despite all his random commentary.

2: Good luck to anyone who’d spare him a good beating and eventual death.
3: Quit your bitchin’ and get yourself in position.

(Jesus moves into position to be nailed/tied to the “cross”)

4: Check it out, he laid himself out there.
1: Hurry up and tape this traitor where he belongs and since he claims to try and take the position of our leader, let him die as a leader. (places something leadership-like on his head-fedora?)

2: I won’t stop until his right hand is secured up here.

3: Then the left hand is mine – let’s see who does it better. (laughs in competition)

4: I’ll stretch him out to his full length and bring him to the edges to be taped correctly.

1: I’ll steady him and make sure he doesn’t fall when you’re working. (head)
2: Ok then, so since apparently it takes four guys to do this, let’s hurry it up and not stop until we’re done.
3: This order can’t fail – it’s from our boss. Now we’re ready.

4: He’s gonna get what he paid for.

(The soldiers stretch out Jesus across the “cross”)

1 (to soldiers 2 and 3): So, guys, how do you think we’re doin’ now?

2: Well, I have his hand

3: And I brought it over to this side correctly, without duct tape. (looks proud)

1: Fix it good then, already!

(The soldiers affix his hand with duct tape (?) to the “cross” end)

2: Yes, here is some duct tape that will hold firm, it will hold anything you stick it to. I work only with the best, I guarantee. (aside about the duct tape)
1: How we doin’ over there? 
3 (frustrated): We’re off by a foot or so, his arm muscles must have shrunken.

4: I think the pole is set wrong.

2: Then he’ll have to endure pretty nasty torture for it to fit.

3: These were set and cut so poorly; that’s what’s wrong.

1 (annoyed): Why are you talking and not working? Keep that duct tape fastened and pull him out to fit onto it!

3: Geeze, you yell at us like the boss does. Why don’t you come and help us to make him fit?

1: Yeah, I’ll help you. (aside) About as quickly as my old lady.

3: And I’ll tape him here very quickly with the duct tape. This will hold, I promise, since now both his hands can be secured. (ties hands both securely)

4: Let’s get his feet, we may have to spend a lot of time there.

2: Let’s see if he’s ticklish and if that will end his misery. (bends down to them and laughs)

4: Oy. This work sucks, the holes gotta be fixed. Can’t these turkeys get anything right?

1: Ok, let’s keep this on the DL, capiche? – it’s like a bad omen that everything’s so messed up. It’s like we’re not even supposed to be doing this.

2: I can fasten that duct tape well and end the comfort this traitor is feeling.
1: Get a hold, then, firmly, so that everything will be set and ready. It doesn’t matter if he suffers.
(They pull down and stretch his body to fasten his feet tied to the right place)

2: Pull down a bit more.

3: I won’t stop pulling. I wanna see this work.

4: I’ll try and hit him.

2: Whoa, stop.

4: Hey there, I think that’s enough.

1: Finish it up! Tape him securely around there so that nothing wrong can be found.

4: What we’ve done could keep bulls bound. (stands proudly)

1: This duct tape has definitely made him hurt like hell.
2: Yeah, check out how far his arms and legs went on each side as we stretched him out.

3: Now all his teachings and tricks don’t profit him at all. His scams and treason shall be met with suffering for what he’s done. (spits on him)
1: Not just yet. We have to do one more thing: the boss told us to lift him so that he’ll be seen.
2: I know, but won’t that hurt us? (looks to him nervously)

1: It isn’t any use to argue against it; this traitor has to be hanged according to orders. 

2: This thing is ready to be lifted then. Gather around it.

(The soldiers try to lift the “cross” and have no success)

4: I don’t think we’ll ever get it up. (pause) We four can’t even raise it upright.

1: Why are you talking? My grandmother could lift better than you.

2: He means we need more to get it up there.

(Extra soldiers enter as if to help)
3: I don’t think we need to get anyone else to help us. I think the four of us can handle it and move him up.

(Extra soldiers walk away, disappointed)
1: Yes, it has to be done, without a doubt. Get ready. I will move this part and the rest of you follow. He won’t be stretched out on here anymore. Let’s bring him higher over there.

4: I will take the bottom of this and attend to his feet.

2: We shall see to either side so that this job doesn’t go wrong.

3: We’re ready, let me take up his feet first.

1: Why are you talking instead of working? Come on. Lift! (they all life the “cross” up)

4: Look out!

2: Ow, geeze, lift the other way!

3: If he were our leader as they says he’s trying to be, he’d save himself from this pain.

1: Aw, my shoulder is killing me!

2: I am definitely dead, we’ve been lifting for so long.

3: I need to let go of this thing, unless I plan on breaking my balls.

4: Set it down again and stop crying.

1: Ok guys, let’s see if anything will get him up quickly, for this is where strong men win honor.
2: You’ll find very few men stronger than us.

3: This business won’t get finished; I’m out of breath.

4: I’ve never been this beat. I think this guy is playing tricks on us.

2: I’m sore as hell! I can’t hold out much longer.

1: Lift it up! We’re almost there. 

3: Aaand…go! (they lift the cross)

1: Go!

4: Just a little bit more…

2: Hold on a sec!

1: Are we good now?

2: Yeah, we’re almost done 

(They reach the area, tired, and set the “cross” and Jesus down)

3: He weighs a ton!

2 (breathless): Now we can all attest to the fact that he was brought here and raised crucified like this. (soldiers nod)

4: He made us weak. He was so awkward to carry.

1: Now raise him once again lightly and set him where he should be. Drop him down hard, so that his pain is like no other.

3: Heave ho! (They lift the “cross” once more)

4: Let it down so his bones shatter.
(They drop the contraption down hard to the ground)

1: That fall was crueler than all the teachings he has given. Now we may easily count even the smallest limbs on this fellow.

3: I am not sure this cross will hold firm or stand still right here.

4: The first time, this hole was made too wide and that makes this holder waver.

1: We’ll wedge it in on every side so that it won’t sway anymore. We’ll use good wedges and fasten the base so then it will fit.

2: Here’s some wedges. (hands over the wedge pieces)

3: Let’s get out our hammers.
(They take hammers and wedge the base of the “cross” into the ground)

4: Give me that wedge, I’ll drive it in.

1: Make it quick.

3: Yeah, yeah. I’ll do it too. Now this will stay up and even if he cries and yells, it won’t move.
1 (to Jesus): Say, you, how do you like us now that we have you up there?

4: We’re asking you; tell us how you feel or if you’re feeling woozy.

Jesus: All men that walk by way or street, take heed you do not lose the advantage of my suffering. Behold my head, my hands, and my feet, and fully feel now, before you finish, if any mourning or misfortune may be matched or compared with my own. Father, so that all sorrows may be remedied, forgive these men that put me here and cause me pain. They know not what they do. Therefore, I ask, let their sins never be examined but see to it that their souls be saved.
1: Listen to this guy! He goes on like a bird.
2: He babbles like a chicken.

3: He’s been doing this all day, and has been loudly begging for mercy.

4: Is this the same man that said he’d take over the role as leader?

1: That’s why we’re beating him and leaving him to die.

2: Vah! Qui distruis templum…You that destroy the temple…

3: His words were so like that saying, definitely.

4: And, fellas, he said to some that he’d raise it again.

1: He had no power to do that, despite all the tricks he could devise; even if he were strong and brave, for all his force, now he’s bound here. As Pilate told us, he is dealt with; therefore I say we go grab a beer.

2: We gotta notify all the families in the world about this business. We did such a good job. 

3: Yeah, let him hang here and make faces at the moon.

4: Then we can go when we please.

1: No way, not so soon. We need to settle another matter: this cloak that he wears, I want it.

2: No, no, I say we have a tournament to see who gets it.

3: Yeah, I agree. It’s gotta be fair. 

(They draw lots/rock, paper, scissors – Soldier 1 wins- 1 & 2, 3 &4, then 1 &4)

1 (proudly): Fellows, you need not fight, for the cloak is mine.

2: Let’s get outta here, we’re wasting our time.

(The soldiers exit, leaving Jesus hanging, he puts his head down – Mary enters)

Mary:  Alas, for my sweet son that is being put to death today.  Alas, for when you were in my womb and I rejoiced at your life.  Alas, that my son should bear this burden of death on himself and be beaten by those who have followed him.  Alas, my son, my dear, my life, with full and great grief you must be killed.  Alas, I know he never did any wrong!  My son, you accept this with no reluctance.  How could I but weep for you?  My joy from before has now given birth to sorrow.  Why should you and I be parted in this way forever?  Oh pain and sorrow, I wish I were the one being put to death today.  How could I keep my voice steady when I can imagine my own son being killed?

(Mary bows to the ground and weeps – Jesus raises his head)

Jesus:  (looks heavenward) Now Father that formed all things together, to you I make my complaint!  Your will I have done on earth and now I am ragged and torn on this *cross/piping*.  Please, God, forgive those responsible for my death.  They don’t know what they’re doing.  It is your will I die, so I give myself to you wholeheartedly.  It is finished.  My spirite to thee right sone comende I, in manus tuas. (Jesus dies)
(Mary stands again, Jesus puts his head down)

Mary:  Now, my son Jesus so noble, my heart is as heavy as lead.  I wish I could have heard you speak once more before you died.  I wish I could have seen your face just once more.  Alas, now my son is dead and full torn away is my support.  Alas for my darling so dear.  (weeps and exits)
(Mourners come through audience dressed in black and untie Jesus and form a procession to carry him out)
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