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a script from 

 “Drummer Boy: An Easter Story”  
by 

Sheree Mann 
 
 
 

What In this dramatic Easter monologue, The Little Drummer Boy has grown up and 
comes to a crisis of faith as he witnesses firsthand the death and resurrection of 
Jesus Christ. Includes instructions to incorporate the script throughout an entire 
Easter service. 
 
Themes: Easter, Good Friday, Resurrection, Empty Tomb, Crucifixion, Cross, 
Redemption, Hope 

 
Who Drummer, a man– age 40+ 

Optional: Offstage Percussionist 
  

 
When Biblical Times, after the Resurrection of Christ 
 
Wear 
(Props) 

Biblical clothing, either simple Jewish clothing or clothing similar to what would 
have been worn in the Roman Military.  
A 1st century-looking drum (and optional drumsticks) that can be worn around 
the neck or waist, Low table just large enough for the drum.  
Optional– live or pre-recorded drum sounds as indicated in script. 

 
Why Luke 2, 23, and 24, Matthew 27-28, Mark 15-16, John 19-20, Isaiah 53:5-6.  

All Scripture quoted in the script is from the NASB. 
 
How This drama can be done very simply as it is an extended monologue, 

interspersed with music, and followed by a gospel presentation and 
communion if desired. The skit can be performed live or be pre-recorded, 
and/or be presented on any streaming platform.  
 
Drummer should appear to be at least 40 years old, but can be older, as he is 
reflecting back on his past life. His drum should look as authentic as possible for 
a drum of the first century, but it does not need to be functional. (If an authentic 
looking drum cannot be found, it can be constructed by cutting an 8–12-inch 
piece from a Concrete Form Tube with a minimum circumference of 12 inches 



“Drummer Boy: An Easter Story” 

 2

(found at hardware stores that sell concrete). Cover the tube with leather or 
leather looking fabric and leather looking straps.  
 
The entire program can be traditional or contemporary, depending on the 
music chosen. For organizations with Copyright Licensing, search using the 
capitalized keywords suggested and choose songs to fit the audience.  
 
Lighting should allow for Drummer to be illuminated during his monologues 
but in darkness or offstage during the other portions of the service.  
 
Instructions for Drummer: Drummer should start with the drum strapped on (or 
should be holding it), but he does not have to hold it throughout the entire skit. 
He should feel free to put it down as needed and pick it back up when the script 
calls for it. Make sure this is rehearsed well. (There should be a small table, big 
enough to hold the drum, next to where Drummer stands.)  
 
Instructions for Optional Percussionist: Drumming suggestions are optional, but 
highly recommended. The drums should be heard but not seen. (The actor for 
Drummer does not play the drums. An off-stage Percussionist should play 
them.) The Percussionist should feel free to adjust the drumming to whatever 
best fits the situation.  

 
Time Approximately 20 minutes with script alone.  

Approximately 60 minutes with other elements of the service. 
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If possible, play the song “Little Drummer Boy” (not public domain). Then, Drummer, 
with drum strapped on, walks into spotlight (or for online platforms, comes on-screen) 
holding his drumsticks, if applicable. 

Scene 1 

Drummer: (short, reminiscent laugh) “Little Drummer Boy”. It’s been a long time 
since anyone has called me by that name, though it used to be the only 
name I knew.  

Drummer examines his drum, thoughtfully, fondly as he says the next lines. 

 My parents both died when I was very young. I don’t really remember 
them, but I know my father was a gifted musician. This drum was the 
only thing of value left to me once they were gone. (Shrugs) I had no 
close relatives. I was just a poor, Jewish boy that nobody wanted. For a 
while, I bounced from house to house, families taking me in for a few 
nights here and there. But it was never very long before they were 
shooing me and my drum back out the front door. (Half-smile) I guess a 
mischievous drummer-in-training might disrupt a household or two.  

 So, at night I often found myself in the fields just outside of town. There 
was a group of shepherds there who let me sleep in the safety of their 
camp if I promised to help guard the entrance of the sheepfold. I was 
supposed to play my drum if anything menacing came near, but I pretty 
much just slept each night and gave the shepherds a falsified report 
each morning. (Laugh) They never scolded me, though. And every 
morning, they fed me a small meal while one of them, the one with the 
gruffest voice I’d ever heard, quoted the only Scripture he knew. It was 
from the prophet Isaiah and he quoted it so often, it wasn’t long before I 
could do the same.  

Gruff, as if imitating the Shepherd who quoted it each night. 

 “But He was pierced for our offenses, 
He was crushed for our wrongdoings; 
The punishment for our well-being was laid upon Him, 
And by His wounds we are healed. 
All of us, like sheep, have gone astray, 
Each of us has turned to his own way; 
But the Lord has caused the wrongdoing of us all 
To fall on Him.”  

 I didn’t care too much about the words. I mean, I knew we were 
supposed to be waiting for a Messiah. He would be some great military 
leader and deliver us from the evil Romans. Blah, Blah, Blah. I was just 
there for the food! (Laugh) 
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 After my morning meal with the shepherds, I would head into town for 
my daily routine. I wandered the streets of Bethlehem, playing my drum. 
I had a whole route figured out. All the street vendors knew me and 
would slip me a piece of day-old bread or cheese, sometimes a 
damaged piece of fruit. (Short laugh) Now that I’m older, I realize they 
were probably just paying me to move on so I would stop disturbing 
their customers. But at the time, it made me feel that I had some friends. 
That I wasn’t COMPLETELY alone in the world.  

 Then came the census. 

 The census disrupted everything. People were flooding into Bethlehem. 
The streets were so packed I couldn’t even get through with my drum. 
Just a few days into the chaos, the street vendors I considered my 
friends were suddenly yelling at me to go somewhere else as they sold 
their wares faster than they could restock. It was the ultimate rejection 
to a 7-year-old boy, and in that moment, I began to believe that no one 
would ever truly care about me. Hurt and desperately lonely, I spent the 
entire day wandering unknown streets, silently hoping to punish the 
street vendors with my absence. 

 As the sun set, I made my way toward the edge of town. I was later than 
usual because I just wasn’t sure I was wanted anywhere at all. But before 
I even made it to the fields, I looked up to see the shepherds running my 
way. They were shouting and laughing and I was afraid they would run 
me over in their hurry. But, as they approached, one grabbed my hand 
and said, “Come boy! Come see the newborn King!” Confused, but 
curious, I ran with them, the words of the prophet Isaiah rumbling about 
in my head. Could this King be the long-awaited Messiah? Would we 
finally be free from the Romans? Would this baby grow up to be a 
mighty war hero? How long would we have to wait?  

 I did not know the answers to my questions and I wasn’t sure there was 
any hope for me anyway, but when we arrived at the stable and I saw 
the baby…(Pause) when I looked into His tiny eyes…(sigh) I knew I 
would never forget those eyes. They sparked the tiniest glimmer of 
hope in me. I didn’t know what it meant, but in that moment, I didn’t 
feel so alone. It was a strange feeling and I didn’t know what to do with 
it, but I knew I wanted to give him something. My best. So, I played my 
drum for Him. 

Spotlight out. Simple drumbeat plays in the darkness (Pum PumPum Pum Pum, Pum 
PumPum Pum Pum), then fades to nothing.  

One or two songs about worship can be sung here as a solo, a choir special, or 
congregational song. A public domain suggestion would be “O Worship the King”.  
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Same drumbeat as above plays (Pum PumPum Pum Pum, Pum PumPum Pum Pum) 
starting softly in the darkness and increasing in volume and intensity until spotlight 
comes on. Drumbeat stops suddenly and Drummer begins.  

Scene 2 

Drummer: Years passed. With the drum as my only companion, I played incessantly, 
and I began to make a name for myself. People said I had an 
extraordinary talent. They said I was genius. It wasn’t long before 
everyone wanted to hear me play my drum. Everyone. Even the Romans. 
Though their military band consisted almost entirely of brass 
instruments, they conscripted me into their army, (sarcastically) one 
lone Jewish drummer to show off Rome’s ability to make anyone do 
their bidding. I was angry at first, but they paid me well, and furnished a 
lifestyle I had never even imagined was possible. A lifestyle I somehow 
knew was wrong. Sometimes I remembered the tiny eyes of hope in 
that baby from so long ago, and I felt shame. But rich living, the power 
of fame, and an all-consuming pride overshadowed all. After all, I was 
good at what I did.  

 I played at the finest parties. I played at the largest military maneuvers. I 
even played at the palace occasionally. People raved about my skill. 
They showered me with attention. I was rich and well known. (Pause) 
But beneath the façade of respect…was contempt. We all knew it. 
People wanted me only for what I could do for them. I had been right on 
that night in my childhood—no one DID care about me. I was rich, well 
known, (pause) and silently hated. The Romans hated me because I was 
a Jew. My own people hated me for serving Rome. And I hated myself 
for who I had become—a vacant shell of a man. Idolized yet despised. 
Surrounded by people, yet utterly, completely alone. Hopeless. 

 And it was this hopeless man who found himself assigned to play at a 
crucifixion. 

 A crucifixion. 

 I was horrified. Yes, I had compromised nearly everything in my life. I 
had played at licentious parties and questionable military activities, but 
never had I been forced to play while human beings suffered and died 
at the torturous hands of… (long pause as he realizes the impact of the 
next words, then Drummer drops his head in shame) …of my 
comrades.  

 (Suddenly angry) What were they thinking anyway? Musicians were 
never used at crucifixions! Why this one? Why now? But there was no 
time to even react. No one seemed to know why, but this crucifixion had 
been expedited. The trial had taken place overnight and the sentence 
was being carried out immediately. I was ordered to Golgotha within 
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the hour, drum in hand, ready to play. My charge was to divert the 
attention of the people…to mask the mounting rebellion…to assuage 
the mob. Clearly, this was no ordinary execution. 

 I did not hurry to Golgotha. My feet dragged. My head ached. In all my 
40 years of life, I had managed to avoid witnessing a crucifixion. But this 
day, I would have a front row seat.  

 I was still a great distance away, but I could hear the shouting. I could 
feel the anger of the crowds. The energy of the moment consumed me 
and I began to play as I walked, more to soothe my own feelings of 
anxiety and anger than to fulfill my orders.  

Offstage Percussionist begins to play slow, soft drumbeats, pausing between each 
and rising with intensity until the words “incapacitated me”. 

 As I approached the edge of the multitude, my drumming intensified 
and the crowd parted. I marched straight through the center and 
stopped at the base of the first criminal’s cross. He was angry and crass, 
spewing insults and threats and hatred. I refused to look at him. 
(Building intensity) Another cross stood a short distance away, 
displaying a second criminal, but my attention was brought to center as 
a third cross was roughly dropped into its position. (Slowly tilt head 
upward) My eyes involuntarily swept up the cross to the man hanging 
there, a man beaten beyond recognition. And what I saw in His 
disfigured face instantly incapacitated me. (Offstage drumbeats stop 
instantly.) 

Pause 

 Those eyes. I knew I’d seen them before. 

Spotlight out. Drumbeat plays as in Scene 1, in the darkness, but can be more complex 
in rhythm (Pum Pa Pa Pa PumPum, Pum Pa Pa Pa PumPum), then fades to nothing.  

One or two songs about THE CROSS can be sung here as a solo, a choir special, or 
congregational song. Public domain suggestions would be “The Old Rugged Cross” or 
“Turn Your Eyes Upon Jesus”.  

More complex drumbeat is repeated here, in the darkness, and increases in volume 
and intensity until the spotlight illuminates Drummer. Drumbeat ends abruptly when 
spotlight comes on. Drumbeat stops suddenly and Drummer begins.  

Scene 3 

Drummer: Those eyes! They were unmistakable! I stopped drumming. The world 
around me faded and all I could see was the Man hanging above me. I 
knew this man! (Pause) He was the baby I had seen so long ago. I stared 
up at him. How in the world had the “newborn King” from my childhood 
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ended up on a Roman cross? (With increasing passion) Why was He 
here? What had He done? A sign nailed above his head read, “This is 
Jesus, the King of the Jews.” I was a Jew, but I had lost contact with my 
own culture a long time ago. What could this mean? If He was King, why 
wasn’t He ruling? 

 For so long I had stored up hope in that baby. I had nursed that glimmer 
of hope into a fantasy of deliverance. I even believed He might come for 
me, make me part of His army…maybe even care about me a little bit. 
But the years marched on and no one rose to power to overthrow the 
Romans. No one came for me. No one cared. Each day for me had been 
just another day of begging, borrowing, and stealing. So, I stopped 
hoping. And waiting. And watching.  

 Until that moment…when the man, Jesus, turned… (with feeling) and 
looked straight into my soul.  

 (Anguished) He held my gaze. His face was almost unrecognizable as 
human. I had never seen someone so badly beaten…(Pause) So badly 
beaten, but (pause) His eyes. (Pause) His eyes (with growing wonder) 
…They were the eyes of God. Suddenly, I was horrified and ashamed of 
who I was. I knew!! With all my heart, I knew! This man on the cross 
could see everything I had ever done. He was the Messiah! 

 So why was He dying? 

 I looked away, as words from my childhood came back to me. The 
shepherd’s voice…words about the Messiah.  

 “He was pierced for our offenses, 
He was crushed for our wrongdoings; 
The punishment for our well-being was laid upon Him, 
And by His wounds we are healed.”  

 Pierced. For my offenses. Pierced. He was being punished for my 
wrongs. Why would He do that? I didn’t understand.  

 Time stood still for me. The Man hanging on the cross above me 
struggled to breathe. The crowd grew louder, mocking him relentlessly. 
Then, Jesus spoke. He said… (Loudly, with feeling) “Father, forgive them; 
for they do not know what they are doing.”  

 He was actually asking forgiveness for the murderous, taunting crowd! 

 (Dramatic pause) In that instant the sun disappeared, and a darkness, so 
deep I could feel it in my soul, fell on me. The crowd panicked. I 
panicked. A Roman Centurion I knew well fought his way to my side, 
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standing guard in the terrible darkness, and I drew a small amount of 
comfort from his presence.  

 My fingers searched for the forgotten drum. I could not see. I could not 
understand. But I could play. I could play one last time for the King. 

Spotlight out. Drumbeat plays as earlier, in darkness, and should be very intense (Pum 
Pa PumPumPum PumPumPum, PumPumPum...), then fade to nothing. 

One or two songs about CHRIST’S DEATH can be sung here as a solo, a choir special, or 
congregational song. Public domain suggestions would be “Were You There?” or “Jesus 
Paid It All”.  

Intense drumbeat is repeated here, starting softly in the darkness, and increasing in 
volume and intensity until spotlight comes on. Drumbeat stops suddenly and 
Drummer begins.  

Scene 4 

Drummer: The darkness grew deeper with each passing hour. My hands were tied 
in painful knots from the intensity and duration of my drumming. The 
hysteria of the mob escalated. Then I heard Jesus cry out, (loudly, with 
arms outstretched) “Father, into Your hands I entrust My spirit.” (Pause 
dramatically, then say with great sorrow) And as Jesus bowed His head 
in one, final motion, the earth reacted.  

 (Passionately) The ground began to shake violently. (Pause) The sun 
finally reappeared and I watched as tombs were miraculously opened 
and people long dead walked among the living. The Centurion, a man I 
knew had witnessed a hundred executions, dropped to his knees and 
shouted, “This truly was the Son of God”. And I knew he was right. 

Long, dramatic, pause. 

 The hours following that crucifixion were the worst hours of my life. I 
could not sleep. I could not eat. All I could do was weep, and think, and 
remember. All those years I had been looking for the Messiah to save me 
from Roman oppression when I should have been looking for the 
Messiah to save me from myself. He was right there!  

 And I had played while He died. 

For an Easter Service, skip from “And I had played while He died” to “I slept fitfully…” 

For a Good Friday Service, end with the following… 

 “I stared with disdain at the drum that had become my identity. But the 
eyes of Jesus, still burning brightly in my mind, slowly overshadowed 
the drum until all I could see was love, (pause) and purity, (pause) and 
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forgiveness. And, suddenly, in the midst of the darkest night of my life, a 
wave of peace washed over me and I was left with only one thought. 
(Pause) What next?” (Lights out on Drummer) 

Good Friday Service can end with a gospel presentation and/or communion at this 
point. 

For an Easter Service, start here after “And I had played while He died.” 

 I slept fitfully the second night after His death and a massive earthquake 
woke me before sunrise. I lay sweating, thinking, wondering what to do 
next. Finally, I made a decision. Dazed but driven, I dressed and grabbed 
the drum. I had played at His birth. I had played at His death. And I 
would play for Him today. He wouldn’t hear me this time, but I was 
compelled to go. It was all I had to offer. The only gift I had. 

 I walked quickly, carrying only my determination and my drum, but as I 
drew closer, my steps slowed. I had lived my life in complete opposition 
to everything I saw in His eyes. Why did I think I could approach Him, 
even now? 

 I very nearly turned away before I reached the tomb, but something 
caught my eye—a dark cave opening where a stone should be. As I 
hurried closer, I saw that the enormous stone had been rolled away. The 
grave was open, and empty! Standing in front was…did my eyes 
deceive me??? Was that Jesus? A living, breathing Jesus? 

 Jesus was alive! He was alive, and He was speaking to a woman as she 
clung to Him. Mary of Magdala—I knew her. I knew her AND her 
reputation! She was well known even in the Roman world. She and I had 
been at some of the same parties. She had a past as…well, as 
reprehensible as mine. Yet, there she was. 

 Mary turned and ran. Her faced glowed and she was laughing and 
shouting about the risen Messiah. My mind flashed back to the 
shepherds from so long ago, running at me with the same expression 
Mary wore. I half expected her to grab my hand and invite me to go see 
the King. Instead, she ran past, and I was left there alone…WITH the 
King. The Messiah. The Man who had been dead just hours before. The 
Man who had willingly gone to a Roman cross and died for my offenses.  

 I couldn’t move. 

 Then, Jesus looked at me. The hope and holiness I had seen in his eyes 
before was still there, but there was something more. Love. Deep, 
abiding, accepting love. 
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 I positioned my drum as I kept His gaze. I had only one thing to give Him 
in exchange for the price He had paid. I began to play softly, and then I 
watched as He slowly, almost imperceptibly, shook His head. (Confused) 
He didn’t want me to play? But I know I saw acceptance in…(trails off ) 

Pause as realization slowly dawns. 

 As the sun fully dawned into the morning sky, the truth finally dawned 
on me. He didn’t want what I could do for Him. (Excitedly) He wanted 
me. Me! I was accepted for who I was, NOT what I could do. I was His, no 
questions asked, no expectation of repayment. Just, “Come as you are!” 

Drummer removes his drum and lays it carefully on the table as he says the next lines. 

 Slowly, I unstrapped my burden, the drum that had become my identity. 
It was suddenly too heavy to carry any longer. I put it down and turned 
toward Jesus. Dropping to my knees and stretching out my arms 
(stretch out arms), I silently offered Him nothing but a broken, wretched, 
sinful man. 

Slowly and powerfully, but almost in rhythm, a subtle indication of the last line of 
“Little Drummer Boy”. 

 Then, He smiled at me. Me! Not my drum.  

Drummer fondly touches the drum one last time, then turns and walks offstage, 
leaving the drum. The spotlight should move to the drum, highlight it, then dim slowly 
to nothing.  

The service can conclude with a gospel presentation, communion, and a closing song 
about the RESURRECTION or LIVING CHRIST.  
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