THE ROBE

(Enter carrying a large red cloak or sheet; look at the cloak for a 
long time, then look at the crowd.) 
I won.  I never win, but finally--today--I won.  (Pause)Â  And I have never 
been more miserable.  We cast lots for His stuff.  We always cast lots--I just 
never win. 

We’re not supposed to do that--gamble that is--but the captain 
always seems to look the other way.  It is as if by us doing that, it heaps 
even more insult on the crucified. Sometimes, the captain himself takes a 
cut.  If there is a bag of gold or silver, he’ll usually take that and let us 
gamble for the jewelry and clothes. All this Jesus had was a cloak--it wasn’t 
even His. 

The truly strange thing is that the odds were especially against 
me.  They put twenty of us on duty today--twenty soldiers for three 
criminals. I guess the Sanhedrin thought that Jesus’ followers would get out 
of hand, or try to rescue Him.  As for His followers--they disappeared.  They 
just let Him hang there, suffocating and bleeding. The women never left 
though; there were three of them--one was His mother.  She just screamed at us 
when she realized what we were doing.  We laughed and continued--I wanted that cloak. Half of the twenty were out on the first roll, and two rolls later I 
stood there with His robe.  I had won! 

No sooner had we finished and the sky turned black as night and 
it started to rain.  Jesus was about dead, so the captain sent half of us 
home.  I’m not sure if I was sent home or not because I was standing there 
holding the cloak and looking up into His face.  As the rain came down, it 
washed the blood off of his beaten body.  He opened His mouth, trying to get 
a drink.  Finally, He opened His mouth and said something that I have never 
heard from the cross before.  He said, “Forgive them, they don’t know what 
they are doing.
I’ve been  to a lot of crucifixions.  I’ve seen people scream at 
the crowd and yell obscenities at me and the other guards.  I’ve seen people 
beg for mercy.  I’ve seen people ask their God to take them immediately.  
I’ve seen others just hang there and weep.  But I have never seen anybody ask 
God to forgive the people who hung him there.  It sounds crazy, but I think 
that He was asking God to forgive me--why?--because I’m the guy who won the 
robe.  He’s hanging there suffocating and bleeding to death and he wants God 
to forgive me because I gambled for His robe.  Maybe He was who He said He 
was…(Pause) 
I was glad when the captain sent me home with the others.  (Pause, looking 
back into the distance)Â  He’s dead by now.  And…I won. 
