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was hoping he could help me. My family started to carry me away 
like they always did when I got that way, but Jesus stopped them. 
He came over to me, looked deep in my eyes and said, “Come out 
of her.”

(She stands, reliving the scene, removing her head covering as 
she talks about the light, leaving it around her shoulders.)

I felt like something was being pulled out of me; right out of my 
head and my heart. Then it was all light; my body was lighter, my 
head, my feelings—all light! Jesus smiled at me. I grabbed his 
arm and wouldn’t let go; I wanted to stay right with him so the 
nightmare wouldn’t come back. I ended up sitting right at his feet 
while he taught everyone.

(Come downstage and address the audience more directly.)

From that day on I’ve been with him whenever I could, and the 
light inside me hasn’t gone away. He healed me for good. But 
that’s just the beginning of the story.

For months we followed him, all these different people he had 
rescued. We just watched him do one wonderful thing after 
another, and I kept thinking, “This is too good to be true.”                                  

(Start pacing, increase speed as tension builds.)   

Well I was right. The Jewish leaders hated him because people 
paid more attention to Jesus than to them. The Romans were 
afraid of him because they thought he might want to become king 
and start a war to throw them out of Israel. He never was going to 
do anything of the sort, but they killed him anyway. Killed him for 
nothing. Put him up on one of their torturing crosses. 

(Standing still, she relives being at the foot of the cross. 
Grips the cloth around her neck. As she remembers his 
death, she buries her face in it for a few seconds.)

I felt like all the old nightmare was back, standing at that cross, 
only it wasn’t me under attack, it was him—all the darkness and 


