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Introduction 

When I agreed to write and perform for this session during Easter, my initial thoughts 

were of an emotional and edgy piece of theatre that saw Judas with drink and pills in 

hand having a dialogue within himself about his betrayal. To some extent, the 

dialogue remains as an underlying theme within the monologues that I‟ll deliver this 

morning but as I read the gospel accounts and other material around the character of 

Judas, it quickly became apparent that my idea of Judas was one based on bits and 

pieces from different accounts and indoctrinated teaching.  

I felt I should give this introduction because these monologues have been written 

having laid down the preconceptions I had. The main thing to keep in your minds and 

the reason I‟ve called this work „Only by Grace‟ is that as I reflected on my research, 

what kept coming back to my mind is „how far do I believe God‟s grace goes?‟  

This question is particularly important to the story of Judas considering the character 

we‟ve made him to be within the western church. Before we begin the monologues 

I‟d like to share some points that frame what we‟re going to experience together…  

Firstly, the words betrayal and betrayer are poor translations – „handing over‟ is a 

better translation and has a different connotation, one that doesn‟t place such an 

emphasis of inherent evilness on the character of Judas.   

There are two different accounts of the manner of Judas death and I don‟t feel that 

this is actually too important – it was important however, particularly in Acts for the 

other disciples to point out Judas was no longer alive as they sought to replace him 

within the 12. Similarly, who bought the field in which Judas may have died is an 

unimportant point although its title „the field of Blood‟ is referenced within my writing.  

Whether Judas asked for or was offered the silver pieces seems irrelevant to me as 

the sum would not have made Judas rich and although we know he was a thief from 

other scripture, this fact brings into question where our cultural emphasis on his 

greed originates.  

Taking one‟s own life being a sinful act has become a theological position centuries 

after this event took place and I believe this line of thinking has greatly reduced the 

opportunity to see God‟s grace within the story of Judas and within the countless sad 

stories of suicide that we encounter in our world.  

I have not focused on whether Judas was possessed by satan or not as it mentions 

in John‟s Gospel but for clarification, these monologues are written as though Judas 

is reflecting on his experience and actions after handing Jesus over and without 

satan present.  
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God‟s grace is not something we can quantify or qualify, it‟s not something we can 

limit with arbitrary parameters and there was no standard for „Christian‟ repentance 

at the time so I don‟t believe we can hold Judas to it.  

We can‟t make assumptions as to whether Judas realised that Jesus was talking 

about a spiritual kingdom or not… we are not told what his motivation for handing 

Jesus over was but artistic licence has been taken using his background as a zealot 

and the traditions of his heritage. 

 „Only by Grace‟ is a series of monologues which were first performed by James 

Robinson at Lee Abbey, Devon (www.leeabbey.org.uk/devon) on Easter Saturday 

2013.  Between each of the monologues was a time for reflection.  

 

Truth dwells in gulphs, whose deeps hide shades so rich that night sits 

muffled there in clouds of pitch, more dark than nature made her and 

requires heavens great fire of fires – to wrestle with these heavenly-

strong mysteries.  

 

James Robinson, Easter 2013 

 

 

 

   

http://www.leeabbey.org.uk/devon
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Offer of Grace 

 

Being close to temple life, I soon realised how corrupt the religious leaders were. I 

saw how closely they collaborated with the romans and made certain the Jews 

stayed in line. I grew more disgusted with each passing year.  

In time, I vowed that should there ever appear a leader, a teacher, a rabbi who 

showed signs of a willingness to challenge the establishment, to lead an uprising, I 

would cast my lot in with his.  

Sitting in the temple courts, my heart was drawn to the teaching of a strange new 

Rabbi. He kept speaking about the kingdom of God and I came to believe it was his 

way of speaking about the coming revolution.  

Like the others, the Rabbi chose me, I didn‟t ask, I followed. I wonder now if he knew 

from the beginning, If he did then it was an offer of grace. In following Jesus I 

thought I‟d finally found a leader worthy of my devotion – a man who could overthrow 

Rome.  

For three years I followed, waiting for this kingdom to come, waiting for the 

revolution. Day after day we walked and ate and prayed, we listened to countless 

parables yet the kingdom of which he spoke was kept from us.  

It wasn‟t all hardship, we attended a wedding in Cana where Jesus performed his 

first miracle. He turned 6 stoneware jars of water into wine, the host was amazed at 

the quality but that was just the beginning… 

In those three years I witnessed sights I thought impossible. He healed a man of 

Leprosy, he honoured the faith of a centurion, he spoke with Samaritans and harlots 

and ate with the unclean. He commanded the very wind and waves, he healed the 

mute and taught us to pray;  

Our Father which art in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come, Thy will 

be done in earth, as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us 

our debts, as we forgive our debtors. And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us 

from evil: For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever.  

lame men walked, blind men saw, others were freed from their demons and dead 

men rose from their graves…. Yet I grew disillusioned by his promises.  
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Offended by Grace 

 

Disillusionment is a funny thing, it grows inside you and makes you bitter. Grace 

doesn‟t seem so sweet, so admirable anymore. We were in Bethany - the home of 

Simon the Leper when the harlot came to him with an alabaster jar of expensive 

perfume. I was dumbstruck as I watched her pour the contents on Jesus‟ head. As 

she wept, her tears rained down on his feet. Letting down her hair, she dried his feet, 

kissed them – kissed his feet! She shouldn‟t have been allowed into the house no 

matter the rest of the farce… 

It wasn‟t only me that was indignant. “Why this waste?” we asked. “This perfume 

could have been sold and the money given to the poor.” It was worth a year‟s wages, 

we could have fed ourselves for weeks but Jesus said let her be. I was offended – 

offended by his grace. What was I becoming? Was he ever going to make a stand?  

He said something about the poor always being with us but you will not always have 

me and went on to give excuses on her behalf… something to do with death and 

burial. Jesus said “wherever this gospel is preached throughout the world, what she 

has done will also be told, in memory of her.” I wondered what I could do to earn 

such lavish notoriety…  

As he often did, Jesus told a story “Two people owed money to a certain 

moneylender. One owed him five hundred denarii and the other fifty. Neither of them 

had the money to pay him back, so he forgave the debts of both. Now which of them 

will love him more? 

Obviously it was the one who had the bigger debt and Simon was told he had judged 
correctly like a school child needing a little extra encouragement… 
 
Jesus turned toward the woman and said to Simon, “Do you see this woman? I came 
into your house. You did not give me any water for my feet, but she wet my feet with 
her tears and wiped them with her hair.  You did not give me a kiss, but this woman, 
from the time I entered, has not stopped kissing my feet. Therefore, I tell you, her 
many sins have been forgiven as her great love has shown.”  
 
Well that sent everyone into a frenzy, a Rabbi forgiving sins? I don‟t know if people 
heard about that or whether they just came to see Jesus or even Lazarus back from 
the dead but a huge crowd of people gathered outside the house.   
 
Jesus‟ attitude seemed to have changed, he was challenging the status quo, was he 
going to make a move, had the revolution quietly begun? 
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Insufficient Grace? 

 

I hoped that this Passover would be different and I was not disappointed. The Rabbi 

had gained a pretty large crowd and as we travelled towards Jerusalem people 

followed. I don‟t know if word had spread about the Donkey incident but as we 

arrived there were hundreds of people lining the road, laying down their cloaks and 

waving palm branches.  

I wondered if the time had come, was the leader of the revolution ready to make his 

stand?  

“Hosanna to the Son of David!” everyone shouted, “Blessed is he who comes in the 

name of the Lord!” - “Hosanna in the highest heaven!”… the twelve of us just 

followed behind bewildered by the reception Jesus was receiving…  

I wasn‟t raised to be a zealot – I don‟t think many men are. I was raised to be a 

money changer. You see the only way one could pay the temple tax was by using a 

shekel but most of the year people bought and sold goods with the coins of Rome. 

So when they came each year to pay the tax, they would seek out people like my 

father, who, for a fee would exchange their drachmas for shekels .I was trained to do 

the same.  

That‟s why I was shocked, to say the least, when Jesus entered the temple courts 

and drove out all who were buying and selling there. He overturned the tables of the 

money changers and the benches of those selling doves. “It is written,” he said to 

them, “„My house will be called a house of prayer,‟ but you are making it „a den of 

robbers. 

The whole table turning incident seemed quite out of character, I began to question if 

the Rabbi had insufficient grace or was this the time? Was this the stand I had been 

waiting for? It was not to be, the week wore on and it became clear the incident was 

the whole of it.  

I pondered how to move things on, to force his hand – I thought if he was confronted 

head on by the authorities, if he was in danger of arrest he would draw a sword and 

mount a revolt.  
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A story of God’s Grace 

 
We didn‟t stay in the city, instead Jesus choose to sleep in a village by the Mount of 
Olives. Each morning Jesus would go into town and join with the festival crowds, 
we‟d follow as he‟d make his way towards the magnificent temple. Being there made 
me wonder how long it would be before the Rabbi‟s new temple would be built?  
 
There were stones lying around which the builders had rejected. Jesus picked one 
up and began to sing one of the psalms „The stone that the builders tossed aside is 
now the most important stone of all.‟  
 
I wouldn‟t have guessed but Jesus began to tell a story, a story I know now was 
about grace… 
 
There was once as a landowner who planted a vineyard. He wanted grapes to grow 
so he could make some fine wine. He called in the builders to make a strong wall 
right around his land to keep the vineyard safe.He got his men to dig a ditch to keep 
out the wild animals. He even prepared a great vat in which they could collect the 
grapes once they'd grown, to crush them for the juice to make the wine. This was his 
own vineyard; his special place. Finally, he had one more building put up. On the 
edge of the vineyard he built a great tower, a watchtower to make sure no enemies 
came to steal the grapes. He did everything possible to make sure of a good harvest. 
But then the landowner had to go on a journey. So he left some hired servants to 
look after the vineyard in his absence. But he had to be away longer than he planned 
and he couldn't be there when the harvest time came. The landowner sent some 
messengers to go and bring back a share of the harvest so he could at least taste 
the fine grapes that he had planted. When those messengers arrived at the vineyard, 
the hired servants decided that they would not give up what they'd been looking 
after. They wanted the vineyard for themselves. Instead of giving the messengers 
some of the harvest, they told them to go away. They beat them up, chased them 
away and send them packing. When the owner got to hear what was happening, he 
sent some more messengers but they too were badly treated. They even killed one 
of the messengers and threw stones at others so that none dared go near the 
vineyard. Every group that the owner sent was treated in the same terrible way.  
Finally, the owner decided to send his own son to the vineyard. They won't dare to 
treat him badly, he thought. They will respect him. They will hand over some of the 
grapes to him so he can bring them back to me.  When the hired servants saw the 
son coming, they began to plot. This is the owner's son, they thought. It will all be his 
one day. But, if we got rid of him, then the vineyard could truly be ours. So they 
ganged up on him. They grabbed him. They dragged him outside the vineyard 
and... they killed him.  
 
The crowds near Jesus gasped but he continued with a question „When the owner of 
that vineyard comes, what do you suppose he will do to those tenants?‟ Many 
suggested they should be put to death- you‟re right, They deserve to be put to death. 
The vineyard doesn't belong to the likes of them. They have rejected the owner‟s 
only son. But listen...  „The stone that the builders tossed aside is now the most 
important… 
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Disturbed by Grace 

 

It was the first day of the Passover Festival, Some of the other disciples came to 

Jesus and asked, “Where do you want us to make preparations for you to eat the 

Passover?”  He told them to make preparations at a house in the city. We gathered 

in an upper room and shared the sedar meal. We told the story of how our ancestors 

had escaped slavery in Egypt. I grew more impatient for our own release from 

bondage.  

Jesus got up from the meal, took off his outer clothing, and wrapped a towel around 

his waist. He poured water into a basin and began to wash our feet, drying them with 

the towel that was wrapped around him. 

I was disturbed by this act of grace, making himself like a servant but that was only 

the beginning of a conversation that searched my very soul. He came to Simon 

Peter, who said to him, “Lord, are you going to wash my feet?” Jesus replied, “You 

do not realize now what I am doing, but later you will understand.” “No,” said Peter, 

“you shall never wash my feet.” Jesus answered, “Unless I wash you, you have no 

part with me.” “Then, Lord,” Simon Peter replied, “not just my feet but my hands and 

my head as well!” Jesus answered, “Those who have had a bath need only to wash 

their feet; their whole body is clean. And you are clean, though not every one of you.”  

Not every one of you? Those words echoed in my mind…as if that wasn‟t enough - 

while we were eating, he said, “Truly I tell you, one of you will hand me over.” I said 

“Surely you don‟t mean me, Rabbi?” “You have said so.” You have said so? Did he 

know? What did he know? I don‟t even know if I had already chosen to go… 

Then, Jesus took bread, and when he had given thanks, he broke it and gave it to 

us, saying, “Take and eat; this is my body.” Then he took a cup, and when he had 

given thanks, he gave it to us, saying, “Drink from it, all of you. This is my blood of 

the covenant, which is poured out for many for the forgiveness of sins.  

Only a man on the verge of revolt would claim such heresies but the others were 

blind to it… why not his kingdom on earth now? The grave can better wait than we… 

the air grows dark, time trembles in my heart. I besought them wearily and found my 

thought must be to act without their aid.  

I was one of the 12 but having taken an oath they were as guilty as me and our 

shame is shared also. They could have done something to bring in the kingdom but 

they didn‟t get it, they didn‟t understand the gravitas of what the kingdom was going 

to be.  
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After the meal I went out, to clear my thoughts, to empty the echoes from my mind… 

but the darkness of the night drew close and my mind did fill with thoughts I know not 

the origin of.  

If I were Christ! Or that the power he holds were given to me for just one short hour! I 

would move his work more rapidly and widely, since the time cries out for it and 

misery sits wringing her hands at poor men‟s doors.  

The people oppressed by priests and Pharisees and scribes grievouosly hate them 

and desert their teaching to follow Jesus, yet he slowly walks in dangerous places 

where he may be stoned, scourged, imprisoned or slain. Meekly he pursues his way, 

with martyrdom always by our side, sitting on our bed and smiling on our hunger. I 

look for an escape so I do not grow old on houseless journeys being jeered and 

scoffed at till my white beard touch close to the grave. 

All the signs are of a season ripe for change, greater than man ever dreamed of! Tis 

time, tis time, the earth itself calls to me to overthrow and scatter the old thrones, 

temples, synagogues, halls of justice and schools of ignorant scribes and palaces of 

pharisaic pride.  

His kingdom will come but perhaps he lacks the vehement kingly will to see it in? 

why does he wait? Would he be seized – condemned to death, set on a brink and all 

his plans for man endangered, then he may draw violent lightning from him.  

What then, If this were brought about? 

  



Only by Grace © James Robinson 2013 
Written for and first performed at Lee Abbey Devon 

(www.leeabbey.org.uk/devon) 
 

Driven by Grace 

 

I walked among the holy men, the virtuous people who obey the law. A follower of a 

false prophet they called me, a believer of heresies and lies – perhaps they were 

right?  

At the time I said it was not so, that he had divine faith, a teacher of heavenly 

wisdom, a healer and caster out of demons. A blasphemer they said but I was still 

hopeful of things which were to come.  

Many follow him because they believe in him, they choose to desert the teaching of 

the scribes and the hypocrisy of the pharisses – his followers multiply daily and yours 

dwindle.  

It‟s not uncommon for Jews and Romans to use informers, people who keep the 

peace but I don‟t know if that‟s why I was there – and I don‟t think the ranking priests, 

scholars and elders knew either, they looked at me as if to say „why are you here‟…  

I hardly knew, I could hardly think at all – night after night I had slept mingling the 

innocent memories of childhood with beguiling calculations about a better tomorrow, 

but now I could not articulate a single thought… 

The time when all was still open to destiny had passed. In this instant through a 

tragic choice I‟m not sure I was capable to make, baseness had closed my pores to 

love, had dimmed my eyes to the faces of the friends I had walked alongside – the 

food and drink we had shared were like a distant odour on the wind… nothing 

seemed important anymore…  

I don‟t know if I was being driven by grace but the darkness grew and my head 

whirled with all the broken promises, I blurted out “he‟s a liar isn‟t he? The next thing 

I know, pieces of silver were counted out and I found myself walking away saying “I‟ll 

wait for the right time”.  
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Handed Over with Grace 

 

I found them at Gethsemane, didn‟t even notice me as they were asleep. I muttered 

to myself hiding in the bushes… Other words are coming that shall dry up your ears, 

as the things that shall follow will sting through your sight.  

For a moment I wondered if I should go back – will this work? Will Jesus show his 

true colours? but it was too late to turn back, I had to follow through with it. I twisted 

my way back to the temple my mind full of hatred for the Pharisees and their dogs. 

They are vultures, ravens, bloody wolves, they have no sense of coming things… in 

a little while they will know, by the purification of fire that our lord has two kingdoms, 

one in heaven and one on earth, though of this he makes no boast. He holds it in the 

hollow of his hand, he grasps it firm… 

This is the Hour, THIS IS THE HOUR! 

It cannot have been his blood… running down the street from the place of scourging 

and neither will he be crucified. This sentence is just a blowing in the wind, your 

condemnation just an echo in the waters – none of this shall come to pass. The 

temple of Jesus who is the Christ shall rise before you as the sun rises glaring 

across the earth.  

Dominion, dominion – where is it?  

Now darkness build a temple over my soul. I have made a mistake. This man is not 

going to mount a revolution, all I have done is send an innocent man to his death.  

Hide me from the eye of heaven… will hell now be a friend to Judas? I have caused 

the spilling of innocent blood. 

If he, being son of God, consent to die seeming to prove the truth of all their taunts. 

If, with the power he hath to smite this city, the temple, tabernacle, all the hosts of 

men of valour – he will not speak – he will not lift a hand? If truly God in him, can 

without a thought bring earthquake underneath Jerusalem to swallow all to save his 

chosen flock, yet he consent meekly to be nailed to a felon‟s cross? O God, blight 

each maddening sense, confuse my life so that I know it not – make me a darkness.  

Already they speak of a tomb, there is still time my friends, still time. Speak not of a 

tome unless it be for Judas…  

Do the dead recollect their deeds on earth? They say God‟s finger wrote in the sand, 

what did it write? Judas Iscariot? 

  



Only by Grace © James Robinson 2013 
Written for and first performed at Lee Abbey Devon 

(www.leeabbey.org.uk/devon) 
 

Convicted by Grace 

 

Why should I feel so heavy and cast down? Reproachful words were certain, natural  

but they will change to praises and hosannas when my deed justifies itself. The 

messiah, compelled by his power will sit enthroned . then his followers, clad in great 

rainment will be seated in golden chairs in ecstacy unspeakable. Above the temple in 

Jerusalem, his temple will rise his chosen priests with exalted trumpets piercing the 

sky. Then will the name of Judas echo from the Angels voice crying „behold, the one 

ordained of heaven to urge on the great work commencing with Christ‟s kingdom on 

earth.‟  

My soul is full of troubles, and my life draws near to Sheol. Will I be counted among 

those who go down to the Pit, am I like those who have no help, like those forsaken 

among the dead, like the slain that lie in the grave, like those whom you remember 

no more. Your wrath lies heavy upon me. 

I never thought of death to him, never believed in it – I dreamed of nothing but 

power‟s surpassing glory. Give me strength oh trees, you earth, you sky with all your 

mighty shades that I may leave this hideousness and follow him. Shadows snatch 

me away into your caverns. 

I dare not think to be remembered with venomous tongues and betrayal as my 

epitaph but they would not take the silver back. Might there still be a place for me 

within the 12? To be reinstated would show grace indeed… Jews and romans alike 

use informers, there‟s no malice in it.  

He was Lord, he was God and I killed him.  

How can I make myself clean?  

I deserve people‟s contempt but in their darkest times of deepest shame you have 

not approached the remorse I feel tonight.  

Will I be shuddered at and never admired, trembled for but never sympathised with?  

Don‟t make me out to be more of a monster than I am – I am only a man, flesh and 

blood like you. And was Jesus just a man? I never called him Lord, only Rabbi, I 

never gave him control, I always held back – maybe that is the definition of grace? 

The bridge that spans the gap between how we were created and what we become?  

 


