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a script from 

 “Everlasting Light: Herod”  
by 

Tracy Wells 
 
 
 

What This monologue shows us the innermost thoughts of Herod Antipas, who, 
having just met with an imprisoned Jesus and sent him back to his trail in front 
of Pontius Pilate, reflects on the impact Jesus has had on his life over the last 
thirty-three years, from the day Jesus was born under the bright star, until this 
last meeting in his palace before Jesus’ death. 
 
Themes: Easter, Passion Week, Jesus’ Ministry, Good Friday, Jesus’ Trial 

 
Who Herod 

Optional- Servants 
  

 
When Biblical Times 
 
Costumes 
and  
Props 

Herod wears biblical attire befitting a king. If servants are present, they should 
wear humble white or linen colored biblical attire. If servants are present, one 
could have a palm branch and another a tray of grapes.  

 
Why Matthew 2:16, Luke 23: 6-12 
 
How This is a simple scene that is easy to stage. A throne is center stage. Additional 

set pieces or backdrops can be used to indicate interior of palace. 
 
Time Approximately 3 minutes 
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Herod is seated in a throne. Perhaps there are additional servants waving palm 
branches and feeding him grapes. 

Herod: (reflective) I was just a boy when my father made the ruling. I was 
fourteen…maybe fifteen. (after a beat) He was very reactive, my father. 
“I have to protect the crown,” he’d say whenever his advisors would 
bring him unpleasant news. (takes the crown off his head and looks at it) 
He talked often of the day he would pass the crown down to me…not 
that I cared much about it then. (takes one last look at the crown and 
puts it on his head) But I guess he was successful in protecting it, 
because here sits the crown… right where he always wanted it. (after a 
beat) I guess that’s how he justified it…the massacre of baby boys. 
(grimaces) Terrible business, that ruling. (after a beat) Mother wasn’t 
happy with him…not that her feelings mattered…not to him. But even 
though I was becoming a young man, those nights…the nights when 
those little boys were killed…she held me a little closer…a little tighter. 
And even though I was aching for independence, I suppose I held on a 
little tighter too.  

He stands and starts to pace, lost in thought. 

 (after a beat) That star…it drove him crazy…a shining beacon of the 
forces that could rise against him. If only those three wise men hadn’t 
come around, asking their questions. (exasperated) Why did they have 
to call that baby the king of the Jews? Didn’t they know what that would 
do to my father? He was the king of the Jews…not some screeching 
infant! Someone was definitely watching over Jesus back then in order 
for him to escape my father’s wrath. No one else did…not those Jewish 
sons. (flinches, remembering) Nor his own. 

He sits. If servants are present, he waves them away. 

 King of the Jews. Here it is again…that title…threatening to take down 
the establishment… (takes off his crown and looks at it) threatening to 
steal this crown. (looks up) When Pilate first sent him to me, I was 
pleased. I’d been wanting to meet him for some time because of the 
tales that made their way to my palace chambers…tales of magic—
turning water into wine, feeding the masses with only a few loaves of 
bread and a handful of fish, and the most remarkable feat…bringing a 
man back from the dead. That kind of power—the power to cheat 
death—transcends title and privilege. (thinks, then turns somber) When 
Jesus was brought before me I asked only one thing of him—perform a 
miracle. (with increased excitement) Show me why these people call 
you their king. (still more excited, stands) Prove to me that you’re 
everything they say you are! He just stood there, mocking me with his 
silence. Didn’t he know that I could save him—that in that moment I 
held his very life in my hands, just as he held that man’s life in his? 
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(chuckles ruefully) There’s more than one way to cheat death. If he had 
only done what I had commanded of him, then maybe he could’ve been 
spared from his fate. But instead, he stood there silent…no 
miracles…and no apologies.  

Herod stands, agitated and restless. He paces a little, uncomfortable. 

 If I were my father, I would’ve put him to death right then and there. I 
was well within my right to do so—Jesus was from Galilee which fell 
under my jurisdiction. (looks down, darkly) But I’m not my father. I don’t 
share his cruelty… his lack of regard for human life. (flinches, 
remembering) As the soldiers were leading him away, I gave him one 
last chance. “Perform a miracle, King of the Jews” I called out to him. He 
stopped, turned his head ever so slightly, and gave me a look so 
sorrowful it chilled me to the core. (thinks) But there was something else 
in that look…something more than sadness…something that looked 
like…pity. (thinks) Curious that he should feel pity for me when he was 
the one hours away from the cross.  

Herod sits. 

 Perhaps my father had the right idea back when that star shone over 
Bethlehem. If he had found and killed the infant Jesus like he wanted, 
then I would’ve been spared from all this…unpleasantness. But I 
protected the crown—just like my father before me. (takes off his crown 
and looks at it) And yet I wonder… why does it feel so much heavier 
now? 

Herod looks at the crown, lost in thought as lights black. End of scene. 
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