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BARABBAS 
JERUSALEM, JUDEA. APRIL, 30 AD. 

 

There’s tension in the air. Restlessness. A man walks warily across 

the courtyard of the Praetorium, the palace of the Roman governor 

in Jerusalem. A crowd behind him is gathered around the Lithostro-

tos, the Pavement, shouting at the governor as he sits on his 

judgment seat. 

The Roman soldiers are on edge, their gaze darting between the an-

gry crowd and the man walking toward the gate. Riots have started 

over less than this. They see their governor, fed up with the horde 

surrounding him, wash his hands and flick the water off himself to-

wards the people in frustration, as they all thunderously celebrate 

and praise their God. 
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Across the courtyard, the man is slowly limping his bruised and 

bloodied body toward the gate. Astonished, he begins to speak under 

his breath… 

 

I can’t believe I’m walking out of here. A free 

man! This is it, I’m passing through the gates and 

nobody’s stopping me!  

The guards in the gateway are watching me in 

disbelief. I murdered their brothers-in-arms. I 

keep expecting an arrow or a spear to fly through 

my back, or one of them to step out and hack me down 

with a sword or an axe. God knows I deserve it. But 

they just watch, disgusted, as I walk out of prison, 

from death to life. 

Over the last couple of days, I’ve had plenty 

of time to think about how I got here. That’s pretty 

well the only thing I could do with my body beaten 

to a pulp. None of the other prisoners here are 

anywhere near as notorious as I am. The Passover’s 

coming, and we all knew Pilate would let one of us 

go free. They argued constantly about who the most 

innocent was, the most likely to be freed.  

All I know is I was the last on the list. 

 

I’ve broken a lot of laws, and I’d break them 

all again if I could. It’s all God’s work. He made 

the Jews his people, and he made us to be free. In 

fact, it’s us who should be ruling the world, not 

the Romans.  

“Zeal for your house has consumed me.” I love 

that verse. Funny, people used to quote that about 

Jesus. Something about him starting a riot in the 

Temple. I guess he didn’t like all the vendors 

there. I don’t blame him. A bunch of thieves with 

jacked up prices, turning a profit on God’s holy 
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Law. Maybe he and I could’ve been friends in another 

life. But I don’t think he had the guts for what it 

takes to establish God’s kingdom on earth. Not 

enough backbone. Gotta break a few eggs to make an 

omelet. 

Nobody is more passionate for God’s kingdom than 

me and all the rest of us who continue to fight for 

God’s kingdom. I guess Zealots is an appropriate 

title. When Joshua led Israel into this land gener-

ations ago, he ruined whole nations, killing 

everyone in his path. Soldiers, civilians, kings - 

didn’t matter. Samson killed thousands of uncircum-

cised Philistine swine. Our great king David did 

the same, then set his throne right here in Jerusa-

lem. All for God! It’s the same with us, although 

our methods are a little different. 

Our numbers are growing, but we’re still not 

nearly enough to take on a Roman legion in open 

combat. But one day, when God wills it, it’ll hap-

pen. Then we’ll experience victory upon victory, 

like our fathers did generations ago! Until then, 

we use less conventional methods.  

Our scouts tell us when any goddamn Roman comes 

out of the Praetorium or the Antonia Fortress. As 

he walks through the crowded market or wanders down 

a dark alley, we’ll creep up behind him. Silently, 

before he even knows we’re there, half a dozen 

blades will relieve him of the vast majority of his 

blood. Then we’ll slip back into the shadows as he 

slips quietly into death. 

Other times, a prominent Herodian – the basest 

of traitors – will step foot in the Temple, like he 

still belongs there. Herodians are pure filth; 

they’ve thrown their lot in with the Romans. They 

actually prefer Caesar to rule over us! Before he 

leaves the Temple complex, he’ll get a knife in the 

back, just like he did to his people. 
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Fires work well on Roman structures. Two horses 

stampeding with a blazing cart behind them can cause 

a lot of damage. In the confusion, we climb over 

the wall and kill anyone who manages to sleep 

through the commotion. This is obviously a lot more 

productive in the dead of night. 

Our cause is well supplied by any poorly guarded 

Roman shipment along the highway. Our ranks swell 

with patriots just like me, hellbent on punishing 

the enemies of God. 

But it’s not without its cost. I’ve seen many 

of my brothers-in-arms killed in action. Others were 

crucified as a warning to the rest of us, not that 

it did much good. As the Romans hate us more and 

more, their crimes against us multiply, which makes 

our public support grow even more. For every Jewish 

martyr, five more rise up to take his place.  

As surely as God lives, we’ll win this war one 

day. I may not be around to enjoy it, but I’ll 

gladly lay down my life for the Cause. I’d even 

carry a cross to Golgotha if it meant victory for 

our people! There’s no one more committed to God 

than I am.  

No one. 

 

It was during one of our missions that I was 

captured. We were cleansing the city, taking out 

the trash, I liked to call it. We’d done it many 

times before, but this last time – three days ago - 

I was caught. 

Red-handed. 

A group of us jumped four Herodians as they 

walked down a narrow lane. Two immediately fell 

under our blades. One was staggering from a crushing 

blow to the head. But the last one was fast: he 

darted away from us and alerted a squad of Romans 
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that happened to be marching down the road just 

around the corner.  

Bad luck. That’s what did me in. Plus some sloppy 

reconnaissance. I should’ve known better. 

We were outnumbered and quickly overpowered. A 

fierce struggle left most of my men killed. Only me 

and two others were left alive, beaten and semi-

conscious. They bound our hands, still covered in 

the blood we shed, and dragged us away. 

I knew this was the beginning of the end. There 

was no way I could walk away from this. You see, 

I’m a repeat offender. Not to brag, but I have quite 

the reputation for all the terror I’ve caused and 

all the men I’ve sent to hell. They call me a mur-

derer, a thief, and an insurrectionist. Pilate 

announced my formal charges as murder and theft, 

since the Herodians’ fat purses were snatched up 

after they fell. But my true charge should’ve been 

patriotism. History will see me differently when 

the Jews finally rule again. I’ll be remembered for 

what I truly am: a hero. 

I was beaten within an inch of my life that 

first night I was in prison. The cohort had strict 

instructions not to kill me, but as long as I was 

still breathing the next day, anything was fair 

game.  

Whips tore into my back and shredded my skin, 

like a knife through silk. My toenails were all 

ripped out, then patches of beard. They wrapped 

thorns around my torso and dragged me around the 

courtyard with a horse. Creative, I must admit. 

Then came the beatings. Fists, rods, bars, 

stones. I felt it all. I lost track of how many 

bones had cracked beneath their blows. In the past, 

some prisoners were beaten so bad they didn’t ever 

make it to the cross, much to the irritation of the 

governor. As a result, Roman soldiers are experts 
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at causing the maximum amount of torture without 

allowing their prisoner to die. They get a lot of 

practice.  

The pain I experienced that night was beyond 

anything I’d ever known. Twice I passed out. The 

first time I was revived with a bucket of water on 

my head and a shot of posca down my throat, that 

God-awful vinegar-wine the soldiers drink. The sec-

ond time I awoke to urine streaming down on my head 

while laughter echoed throughout courtyard. They 

didn’t just want to break my body, they were out to 

break my spirit too. Mission accomplished. Insult 

to injury. I’d never been so tortured or humiliated 

in all my life. 

I can’t say I didn’t deserve it. My guilt was 

never in question. 

Two days later – tonight - they did it all again. 

This time to Jesus. I watched it from the tiny 

barred window in my prison cell. He was beaten 

within an inch of his life. Not sure how he’s still 

standing. 

 

We investigated Jesus a while back. Back then 

he was just another confusing prophet, although con-

siderably less angry than all those who had come 

before him. He had a following that grew by the 

week. But strangely, he avoided the big cities ra-

ther than focusing on them. It was like he was 

trying to avoid popularity.  

I sent one of our new recruits, Simon, to gather 

intel on what Jesus was doing and what his ultimate 

goal was. From what we’d heard, Jesus was all about 

establishing God’s kingdom too. But without the 

blood! Well, except maybe his own.  

However, Simon never came back. I sent others 

after him, and some of them didn’t come back either! 
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Those fools got caught up in Jesus’ ridiculous 

bloodless propaganda and whatever magic tricks he 

was performing. Good riddance.  

The Pharisees hate Jesus - they hate anyone who 

doesn’t submit to their teaching. So, with their 

political influence, they had Jesus arrested like a 

criminal. Like me. Also like me, he didn’t bother 

to defend himself against their charges. Not even a 

peep as they hurled their venomous accusations 

against him. Pilate asked him why he wouldn’t re-

spond, but still no answer. At least none that I 

could hear. As far as I could tell, Jesus had done 

nothing wrong, no terrible crime committed, besides 

pissing off the Jews. But now he’s going to the 

cross while I’m going free.  

What’s he dying for? 

 

The first time I saw Jesus was way up north 

around Galilee. Word of his teaching and miracles 

had taken the country by storm. It was all I ever 

heard about! Jesus this, Jesus that. Enough already! 

I’d lost enough recruits to him. I set off to see 

this miracle man for myself. 

I found him in the wilderness outside Bethsaida. 

It was early spring and the hills were green. Thou-

sands upon thousands had journeyed from all over to 

hear him speak and be healed of their various dis-

eases. 

When I arrived, the whole scene was nothing 

short of pandemonium. I don’t know what kind of 

sorcery Jesus possessed, but somehow people were 

getting healed. I saw it firsthand. A steady stream 

of the diseased and crippled trickled toward him, 

and a torrent of the healed flowed away, jumping 

and praising God. Women and children were every-

where.  



      BARABBAS  

 
What kind of a revolution is this?! 

He spoke well, teaching at a level anyone could 

understand. But the content was ludicrous!  

Lose your life to gain it? Be poor to be rich? 

Believe like a child?! What is this nonsense?!  

However, I couldn’t deny that he had won over 

every heart. They were all hanging on every word he 

said. 

The day dragged on with more of the same. As 

evening came, it became clear that nobody had put 

any thought into logistics. People started getting 

hungry and there was no possible way to feed them 

all. 

I shook my head. What a disaster. 

I overheard Jesus’ disciples discussing the same 

thing. It was getting late, so the disciples wanted 

Jesus to send them all home before it got dark. 

But Jesus had other ideas. He wanted to feed 

them all before they left. I had to laugh under my 

breath.  

What a fool! 

Apparently, his disciples thought so too. One 

of them, a Greek-looking man, said, “Should we go 

and spend 200 denarii on bread to give them food? 

That’s not even enough for everyone to have a lit-

tle!” 

“How many loaves do you have?” Jesus replied. 

“Go and look.” 

So his disciples started asking around. 

Now, I know for a fact that many of the people 

there had at least some food. Nobody walks out into 

the wilderness without bringing some sort of provi-

sions to get you home again. There were little 

parcels and baskets all over the place being quietly 

hoarded away. They all knew that as soon as someone 
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brought their bread or water out, there’d be a hun-

dred moochers asking for a bite. I’m sure there 

wasn’t much food – not nearly enough for everyone 

there – but there certainly wasn’t nothing. Hell, I 

had enough tucked away to feed myself for three 

days! But I’d be damned if I was going to share it 

with the wretched hordes surrounding me. 

“You got any food on you?” 

I turned to see one of Jesus’ disciples behind 

me. He had the weathered look of a fisherman. Sun-

baked face, wind-tossed hair. I learned later his 

name was Simon too, but he wasn’t the Simon I had 

lost. This one went by Peter and he was one of 

Jesus’ regulars. Peter and the other disciples were 

canvasing the crowds looking for handouts. 

“Nope, haven’t got a scrap,” I lied. “You could 

try that family over there. They must have something 

hidden away in that basket to feed their hordes of 

children.” 

Peter looked skeptical but moved on, continuing 

on his fool’s errand.  

Eventually, the disciples came back kenos, 

empty-handed. Well, almost. Out of the thousands of 

people present, nobody volunteered to share any of 

their provisions.  

Except one. 

They found a boy, about ten years old, who had 

five buns and two little dried fish. His mother had 

probably packed it for him that morning when he set 

out with the crowds to follow Jesus. He’d already 

eaten the first half earlier in the day and this 

was what was left over to get him home. 

Foolish boy. You’ll have a long, hungry walk 

home for your generosity. 

But nevertheless, he brought it to Jesus. The 

boy was obviously enamoured by him.  
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A boy’s lunch? For thousands?! The disaster con-

tinues. 

Jesus had his disciples sit everyone down on the 

grass.  

How lovely, a picnic. I hope I can finish the 

single crumb I’ll get! 

It was pathetically funny. 

But what happened next was nothing short of sor-

cery. 

Jesus pretended to pray to God, lifting the food 

up in his hands. And when he brought it down again, 

it had tripled. Just like that. 

I swear to God. Before my very eyes! 

Jesus passed out the food and somehow it just 

kept coming. I took handfuls of bread and armfuls 

of fish, but it still kept coming! 

I stuffed my face and filled my pockets! Still 

it kept coming! Everyone was eating! As much as they 

wanted! And there were leftovers! 

I can’t explain how he did it, but I confess 

that my belly was absolutely stuffed, along with 

thousands upon thousands of other bellies on the 

green hills of Bethsaida. An ordinary lunch fed an 

extraordinary amount of people. 

As everyone stretched out, belly up on the 

grass, the disciples started to stir. Jesus was 

sending them away across the sea while he sent the 

crowds home. As they left down toward the shore, I 

caught sight of Simon, my long-lost recruit. I 

quickly wove my way through the crowds and con-

fronted him. He was surprised, to say the least, to 

see me. 

“Barabbas, sir! What are you doing here?” 

“What am I doing here?! I came looking for you! 

What the hell’s taking you so long?!” 
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“I... uh... I’m following Jesus now.” 

“Following Jesus?! Are you stupid? You don’t 

actually believe this love-your-enemies bullshit, 

do you?” 

“Well, yes. I believe everything Jesus says.” 

“You goddamn little pissant. I should slit your 

throat right here for turning your back on us!” 

Heads started to turn as my voice got louder and 

louder. Simon Peter looked back at us. I realized 

that it wouldn’t do to kill anyone here, with a 

thousand witnesses watching my every move. 

“Fine, Simon, have it your way. Follow your pre-

cious Jesus. But if I ever find you on the opposite 

side of this fight for God’s kingdom, I won’t hes-

itate to cut your worthless body into a thousand 

goddamn pieces and piss all over your lifeless 

corpse.” 

There was no point talking to him any longer. I 

was so mad I left without ever speaking to Jesus.  

But it wasn’t long until I saw him again. 

 

The following autumn, Jesus made an appearance 

in Jerusalem during the Feast of Booths. His fol-

lowing was getting bigger and bigger, too big to 

ignore anymore. With his numbers and my leadership, 

we could overthrow Jerusalem within a year! And that 

would just be the beginning! 

So I went to see him. Again. 

This was rather difficult to do in Jerusalem, 

since I was becoming so well-known in the city. Most 

soldiers knew my face, or at least a description of 

what I looked like, so I had to be cautious in my 

approach. 

I chose my moment carefully. Just after dawn, 

as the first rays of sunshine were starting to dry 
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the cold morning dew, I snuck into the city. The 

gates had just been opened. Although they were heav-

ily guarded, the sleepy-eyed soldiers were changing 

shifts. Nobody was paying much attention to the 

caravans of merchants and pilgrims as they hauled 

their goods and animals into the city. I found an 

old farmer bringing his crop in from the country. 

Nobody gave me a second glance as I helped push his 

dilapidated cart uphill through the cobblestoned 

Fountain Gate. Once inside, I quickly ditched the 

old man and got lost in the shadows and alleys in 

search of Jesus’ trail. 

The city was packed with visitors for the feast. 

Tents, lean-tos, and makeshift shelters overflowed 

out of every house to further obstruct the already-

crowded streets. Plus, Jesus was in the city. Eve-

ryone was buzzing about him and he was inundated 

with crowds wherever he went. The traffic was hor-

rendous, but it made passage around the city easier 

for someone who didn’t want to be recognized. All 

the obstructions and attention Jesus drew took the 

heat off me. Even still, I wore a heavy cloak to 

hide my face.  

He’s around here somewhere. He can’t hide from 

me. 

I wasn’t in the city an hour before others 

searching for Jesus happened across my path. A door 

burst open in front of me and a dozen men spilled 

out into the lane. The little mob erupted so sud-

denly I didn’t have a chance to hide. But they all 

turned left, away from where I was standing. 

“Let’s see what Jesus thinks of this!” 

Right place at the right time. They were off to 

find Jesus too, and it looked like they knew exactly 

where to find him. They barely noticed me in all 

their excitement. 

I could tell they were mostly Pharisees by their 
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speech and their clothes. But there was someone in 

their midst who was definitely not one of them. 

The men were dragging along a young woman, out 

the door and down the lane. One man on either side 

of her held each arm in a vice grip. Her resistance 

and pleading were useless - it just drew more at-

tention to the procession. The men seemed pleased 

with this. After all, if there’s one thing Pharisees 

love, it’s attention. 

What are they up to? 

A dozen men in all, with one hysterical woman. 

I was just about to drop in behind them when 

another man came out the door, after the rest. He 

was looking left at the procession, watching them 

march away. But he was turning right.  

Towards me. 

He was clearly with them. But not. He wasn’t 

looking where he was going as he snuck away. When 

he finally turned his head, he stopped suddenly at 

the sight of me, barely an arm’s length away. He 

looked guilty, like a fox leaving the chicken coop. 

I knew him. The oldest son of one of the Saddu-

cees. His father sat on the Sanhedrin, the High 

Council. Both he and his father are more like mag-

gots than men. Completely corrupt, yet powerfully 

connected. The kind of men who are thrilled to take 

a bribe, lie in court, betray friends, and condemn 

the innocent. The scum of the earth. Very rich, and 

very evil. 

You sneaky bastard. I know what you’ve done. 

His expression said it all. It quickly changed 

from guilty to smug. With a cocky half-smile, he 

brushed past me and disappeared around a corner. 

I should’ve slid my blade between his ribs then 

and there. Rid the world of another filthy rat. But 

his death would only draw attention, which I didn’t 
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want. And my ticket to see Jesus was fast departing.  

Next time, pretty boy. 

I hurried to catch up. Nobody noticed me in the 

back of the ever-growing procession. It wasn’t long 

before we burst into the Temple courtyard. Jesus 

was there, teaching again. 

Aha! We meet again!  

Well, not really. We hadn’t actually met yet. 

When I saw him on the hills of Bethsaida, he 

didn’t look like much. Actually, he was rather dis-

appointing. An ordinary-looking man. Time hadn’t 

changed that much – he was still strikingly ordinary 

as he stood there teaching in the Temple. But as 

the Pharisees pushed the woman forward into the 

middle, it seemed like he was going to do something 

extraordinary. Again. 

The leader of the gang spoke. I could see he was 

holding a rock in each hand.  

Prepared. Well done. 

“Teacher, this woman was caught in adultery, and 

Moses commanded us in the Law to stone such women. 

What do you say?” 

The woman looked pitiful. Swollen red eyes, 

snotty nose, bloody lip. Her hair was dishevelled, 

her clothes stretched and torn. Was she wearing a 

man’s shirt? She had been thrown to the ground, but 

the Pharisees forced her back onto her feet, to 

stand and await her sentencing. 

She was muttering and pleading for her life. 

Apologies and promises and begging, all mixed to-

gether. But she found no mercy in the faces she saw.  

She knew what was coming. We all did. 

It was clear to me that she had been seduced and 

entrapped by that worm of a Sadducee’s son. It takes 

two to fornicate, but the other half of this amorous 
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couple was long gone. She was set up. It was all a 

trap. 

To catch Jesus.  

Brilliant.  

Jews couldn’t legally execute anyone under Roman 

law. Only Romans could do that. So if Jesus said to 

stone her, he’d be opposing the Romans. But if he 

said not to stone her, he’d be opposing the Law. 

And as sinister as the situation was, the Law was 

the Law. So Jesus lost either way. I’d take care of 

the worm another time, but it was obvious the woman 

before us had to die today. 

I love a good stoning! I get so excited just 

thinking about it! It’s the perfect method of exe-

cution. Dramatic, but not too gruesome. Quick, but 

not immediate. I’d participated in many such ston-

ings, quite happily. In fact, I’m a bit of an expert 

at it. 

You see, stoning is all about rock selection. 

You want a big one, but not so large that it can’t 

be easily gripped in one hand. Ideally, you pick 

one about as big as two fists put together. Sharp 

edges are a bonus, like a piece of brick. However, 

you’ll want more than one rock – throw your back-

ups first and save your best for last. To really 

make it count, you’ve got to get your criminal on 

the ground first. 

Once downed, your aim needs to be spot on. I 

practiced the final throw for years before I could 

consistently hit a target. I smashed the life out 

of anything I could find: flowers, insects, birds, 

small animals. It took time and constant practice 

to perfect my skills. But now, nobody is deadlier 

with a rock than I am.  

Don’t go for the body – too soft. You might 

break some bones, but you’ll never kill anyone that 

way. You need a head shot for that. The side of the 
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head just above the ears is the weakest part of the 

skull. Aim for that and throw as hard as you can. 

You should hear a crunch, not a thud. You’ll know 

the job’s done when your criminal starts twitching. 

Bleeding from the ears is another good sign. 

Game over. 

The beauty of stoning is that the whole commu-

nity participates and no one person can be held 

responsible (or take credit) for the execution. But 

of all the stonings I’ve been a part of, I’m con-

vinced that I’ve dealt the death blow in a least 

half. Maybe more.  

I’m that good. 

So, even though I was still watching things un-

fold from the shadows, my arms were already full of 

perfect stoning rocks that I’d gathered on the 

march, in preparation for what was clearly coming. 

Except, to my utter disappointment, it didn’t. 

What the hell! Nobody’s moving! And where is 

Jesus?! 

I crept closer to the crowd surrounding him. 

The Pharisees repeated their accusations and 

their question. Still silence. I could see the top 

of Jesus’ head through the crowd as he crouched on 

the ground.  

What on earth are you doing down there? Writing 

in the dirt?! 

Yes, that was exactly it. He was writing with 

his finger in the thin layer of dust that covered 

the stony pavement of the Temple complex. 

The priests often do that, write the names and 

sins of those seeking repentance in the dust of the 

Temple grounds. Then, after the sacrifice is made, 

the dust is wiped clear, as a symbol of the sins 

being wiped away. 
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But there was another thing it reminded me of. 

Jeremiah’s words: 

“O Lord, the hope of Israel, all who leave 

you will be shamed, and those who turn away 

on earth will be written down, because 

they’ve left the fountain of living water, 

the Lord.” 1 

We all hear these words every year on the Day of 

Atonement. And here Jesus was writing something down 

in the dust. 

What does it say?  

The Pharisees persisted in their badgering of 

Jesus, as the woman wept in the middle of it all.  

Still no answer. It was like he couldn’t be 

bothered with their silly games. I’d never seen a 

man ignore a Pharisee before. Impressive. 

More yelling. Name-calling. The Pharisees 

weren’t used to being ignored and their fury was 

growing like a grass fire up a mountain. 

Finally, Jesus stood. Everyone became silent, 

all eyes upon him. Even the woman silenced herself 

to hear his judgment. 

But no judgment came. 

“Whoever among you is without sin should throw 

the first stone at her.” 

The lead Pharisee opened his mouth to speak... 

but no sound came out. He just stood there dumb-

founded as Jesus again crouched down to write in 

the dirt. The Pharisee stormed off in frustration, 

still unable to speak. Nobody could say a word! One 

by one, the others followed him. 

I was enraged. 

What the hell! This is heresy! Who cares if 

 
1 Jeremiah 17:13 
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we’ve sinned?! That whore was caught bare-assed in 

bed with another man! Stone her! 

I couldn’t very well do it myself, when all 

those spineless Pharisees were melting away like 

frost in the morning sun. Cowards! Soon there were 

none left. 

Jesus spoke again. 

“Woman, where are they? Didn’t anyone condemn 

you?” 

“No one, Lord.” 

“I don’t condemn you either. Go. From now on 

don’t sin anymore.” 

Shock. His mercy was blasphemous. 

The bedraggled woman collapsed on the ground, 

sobbing. She didn’t crawl towards his feet or grasp 

onto the edge of his clothing, as many had done 

before. She knew – we all knew – she was entirely 

unworthy of contact with such a man. Instead, she 

blubbered and wept, face to the ground, as her tears 

and snot mixing with the dust on the Temple pave-

ment.  

A pitiful sight. 

“Yes master... I’m sorry... thank you... yes... 

I will... thank you sir...” 

She backed away and scurried out of the Temple. 

From death to life. Unbelievable. My perfect stones 

slipped from my hands. Unused. Unbloodied. 

Damn. 

Eventually Jesus wandered away to another part 

of the Temple. The crowd dispersed. But it wasn’t 

long before the Pharisees returned to Jesus again. 

A crowd formed again to watch the spectacle. I heard 

them arguing with Jesus across the courtyard.  

Before I left, after failing to actually meet 

Jesus yet again, I had to see something. 
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I left my hiding spot in the shadows. With hood 

pulled low over my head, I approached the ground 

where Jesus and the Pharisees had been and crouched 

down.  

I looked at the dust. 

Much of the writing had been kicked away by the 

shuffling feet of dispersing crowds, but a few bits 

of words remained. 

Except they weren’t words. They were names. Je-

sus had listed the names of every man who’d been 

there, yelling at him to judge. They were the names 

of all of those present who had held stones in their 

hands. 

And there, at the end of the list, was mine. 

 

Now, I’m limping away from my would-be execu-

tioners. It hurts to walk, it hurts to breathe, and 

thanks to a pounding headache it even hurts to 

think. I don’t know how I’m still alive. 

I look back over my shoulder as I pass through 

the gates and see Jesus still standing there on 

Lithostrotos, the Pavement. We call it Gabbatha in 

our own language. The crowd of High Priests and 

Pharisees and their entourages are standing in the 

courtyard below, cheering and congratulating each 

other. Pilate is writing something on a sign and he 

hangs it around Jesus’ neck. His charges, I assume. 

Can’t read it from here, but it doesn’t look long. 

That twisted ring of thorns is still stuck on his 

bloodied head. Patches of beard ripped out. Left 

eye swollen shut. He’s having trouble standing up-

right.  

There’s that purple robe still across his shoul-

ders. It was one of Pilate’s old robes, until it 

got demoted to horse blanket. Then the dogs slept 

and pissed on it, before the soldiers found it under 
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a pile of horse crap in the stable. They put it on 

Jesus. A royal robe for a great leader. The only 

honor he’ll ever receive. 

Now they’re taking him away to be crucified. We 

all know what that entails. Everybody has seen the 

poor bastards hanging there on crosses, just outside 

the city gates. Exposed to the whole world. Con-

victed criminals.  

But why didn’t Jesus defend himself? What a 

fool. Any reasonable defence would have been more 

than enough against those bullshit charges. He 

didn’t even try to get out of them! Now he’s stand-

ing there, about to be dragged away to the cross, 

and I’m walking away free! 

That should’ve been me. I’m the one who should 

be going to the cross. 

I’m walking away, from death to life, just like 

that woman when she left the Temple and her accusers 

behind.  

But Jesus is doing the opposite.  

In my place. 
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Roman soldiers were highly trained and disciplined. They were ar-

guably the most effective military force of their time. In the first 

century Mediterranean world, there was none deadlier than a Roman 

soldier.  

When it came to their treatment of prisoners or criminals, the beat-

ings and torture were ruthless, with victims often dying in the 

process. If a death sentence was issued, there was virtually no chance 

of survival. Soldiers were professional killers, and, in the first cen-

tury, they had plenty of practice at it. Furthermore, if they failed to 

execute a condemned criminal, and he somehow survived to escape, 

the soldiers would’ve been executed for failure to perform their du-

ties. 

No one survived a Roman execution. 

 

STUDY QUESTIONS: BARABBAS 

1. Think of a time you got caught in the act of doing something 
wrong. How did it feel? 

2. Mercy is not receiving the punishment that you deserve. 
What was a time someone had mercy on you? 

3. When is it okay to judge someone? 
4. Has someone ever willingly taken punishment that 

should’ve been yours? 
5. Do you think Barabbas believed in Jesus in the end? Or did 

he continue as a Zealot? 
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