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GENRE: Dramatic Monologue   

SYNOPSIS: Peter ponders the tragic 
night in Gethsemane, and his failure 
to follow his master’s only request.

DIRECTOR’S TIP: One of the biggest 
“traps” of directing monologues with 
biblical characters is feeling like the 
character requires extra “pomp and 
circumstance.” They were sinners, 
redeemed by Jesus, just like us. 
Of all the biblical characters, Peter 
can be very easy to identify with 
because he messed up so often. 
And when he messed up, he did it 
big. It kind of makes us not feel so 
bad for our own blunders. After all, if 
Jesus loved and forgave Peter… And 
that’s part of the point of this script.  
So part of your job as director is to 
work with the actor to make Peter 
a real human being to whom your 
audience can relate and from whom 
they can learn some good lessons.

TIME: Under 5 minutes

CAST BREAKDOWN: 1

TOPIC: Easter, Prayer, Biblical Times   

SCRIPTURE REFERENCE: Mark 14:32-42         

CHURCH YEAR SEASON: Easter   

SUGGESTED USE: Sermon starter, Worship service      

CHARACTERS:  
 PETER

PROPS: None

COSTUMES: Biblical

SOUND: One wireless microphone

LIGHTING: General stage 

SETTING: Unspecified

GETHSEMANE’S LOST PRAYER
by CHRISTINA MORALES  
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Lights up. PETER enters and talks as if to a dear friend.

PETER: I wanted to pray. I truly did. I could see the sorrow in his eyes. I knew that he 
was the Messiah. I knew that any request he made was not without reason. But as I 
sank down to the cool ground, a blanket of exhaustion enveloped my weary body.

I tried to fight sleep. My body and spirit wrestled against each other like Jacob did to 
receive his blessing from the angel. But traveling with the Messiah is no easy job. Each 
speck of dust on my sandals is a souvenir from a different town. How many faces have 
we seen in a crowd, blurring into one another like drops in the ocean? How many 
times have we felt the elation of a child being healed and given a second chance at 
life, or the tortured victim of leprosy given the soft skin of an infant? How many times 
have we been spat upon and cursed? How many parables have we been taught to give 
us a glimpse of the truth?

And how many times has our Lord retreated to spend time alone with his father? If 
only I had known that this time was different. Would that have made a difference?

I started to pray. My eyelids grew heavy. I began repeating the same requests over and 
over as if my mind were too lazy to form new thoughts. My head bobbed up and down 
like a ball on a string. Each minute dragged on and on.

“Simon, are you asleep? Could you not keep watch for one hour? Watch and pray so 
that you will not fall into temptation. The spirit is willing, but the body is weak.”

I wanted to call after him, beg for forgiveness. But he left as quickly as he came. I was 
thankful for the darkness that hid the red glow of shame burning on my face. A rock 
shot a jolt of pain up my leg as I knelt. I knew that I could not fall asleep after such 
an awakening. I prayed, but the insects continued with their evening lullaby. The cool 
breeze of night stoked my hair like a loving mother and I was lulled yet again to slum-
ber.

“Are you still sleeping and resting? Enough! The hour has come. Look, the Son of Man 
is betrayed into the hands of sinners. Rise! Let us go! Here comes my betrayer!”

I was startled by Jesus’ voice. I stood and quickly shook the dust from my garment. I 
could see a trail of torches coming our way. I was prepared to run, but that is not what 
he meant when he said it was time to go. He was calm, still, determined.

Prayer. That was all he wanted from me. Why was something so simple such a strug-
gle? I could have avoided so much pain, so much confusion if I had just submitted to 
that one request.

Please, excuse me now. This is my time for prayer.
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