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“Confessions of an Everyday Criminal” 
by 

Don Bosley 
 

What Seven individuals, from both Then and Now, soberly consider their role in the 
crucifixion of the Savior. Themes: Easter, Good Friday, Crucifixion, Sin 

 
Who Centurion 

Pharisee 
Barabbas 
Thief 

“You” 
“Me” 
“Us” 

 

 
When Present 
 
Wear 
(Props) 

Hammer for each 
Spikes (nails) for each 

 
Why Isaiah 53:6; John 3:11-15 
 
How The characters will initially be seated as normal audience/congregation 

members, scattered at different points throughout the room, and take their 
opening lines and entrances from there. The effect is to help emphasize that 
they are us, and we are they. They will not interact with one another but play in 
their own space, ideally staggered around high/low points of stage steps or 
levels by the end. Each one will carry a hammer and large spike-type nails. 

 
Time Approximately 5 minutes 
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Actors enter and address the audience.  

Centurion:  (standing) I am a Roman Centurion, and I killed him. (Moving toward 
front) I administered the bloody beating that he took. I mocked him, 
and I spat on him. I saw to it that he suffered greatly. And later, I held 
the spikes in my hand, and I drove them into his. I heard him cry out 
in agony and didn’t care. I plunged a spear into his side to make sure 
the job was done. (Beat) I killed him. 

Centurion freezes. 

Pharisee:  (standing) I am a Pharisee, and I killed him. (Moving toward front) I 
knew he was innocent, and I still killed him. He threatened the belief 
system I’d always had. He threatened my way of life. He threatened 
my influence, and my power. So, I trumped up charges against him. I 
brought many false witnesses. I stirred up a mob. And I got the 
Roman officials to hang him on a tree. (Beat) I killed him. 

Pharisee freezes. 

Barabbas:  (standing) I am Barabbas, and I killed him. 

Thief:   (standing) I am a thief, and I killed him. 

Barabbas:  (moving to front) I was a notorious prisoner, sentenced to die. And 
rightfully so, for I had murdered many. 

Thief:  (moving to front) I was a notorious prisoner, sentenced to die. And 
rightfully so, for my crimes were numerous, and undeniable. 

Barabbas:  The mob could have had me killed. But my life was traded for his, 
even though he was innocent. 

Thief:   I mocked him even as he hung on the cross next to mine. I mocked 
him, even though he was innocent. 

Barabbas:   He could have saved himself right there, if he had merely spoken the 
right words to Pilate! 

Thief:   I am convinced he could have saved himself right there, if he had 
merely spoken the word. Instead, he turned and forgave me, and told 
me I would be with him in paradise. 

Barabbas:  It could be said that his life was given for mine. 

Thief:  It could be said that his life was given for mine. 

Barabbas:  I killed him. 
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Thief:  My sin killed him. 

Barabbas and Thief freeze. 

Me:  (standing) I am me. 

You:  (standing) I am you. 

Us:  (standing) I am us. 

Me/You/Us:  And I/you/we killed him. 

Me:  My sin drove the nails. 

You:  Your sin drove the nails. 

Us:  Our sin drove the nails. 

Me:  He died because I rebelled against God. Because I was not interested 
in walking in His ways. Because I chose a course that took me away 
from God. And there was only one way back. A sentence of death had 
to be served. And so God came down… 

You:  …in the form of a man to serve the sentence. To die in your place. To 
endure sting after sting of your sin, inflicted on his body. To be 
mocked and jeered by your sin, again and again. To be spit on by your 
sin, right in his face, again and again. And after all that, to… 

Us:  …take our sin upon his shoulders, and stumble through the streets 
under the weight of it. To be stretched out across our sin, and then 
nailed brutally to our sin, until his blood poured like a river over our 
sin. That’s why he came. 

Me:  And my sin killed him. 

You:  Your sin killed him. 

Us:  Our sin killed him. 

Centurion: I am a Centurion. 

Me:  I am me. 

Pharisee:  I am a Pharisee. 

You: I am you. 

Barabbas:  I am Barabbas. 
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Thief:  I am a thief. 

Us:  I am us. 

All:  And our sin killed him. 

Lights fade. 
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