
The Easter Angels 

By Nora Spinaio 

(“It’s Friday But Sunday’s Coming” is used by permission) 

 

Michael: (Spotlight on Angel as he enters dressed as a soldier. He appears distraught and 

disappointed. He looks around at the audience, takes off his breastplate, sits and lays his 

sword across his lap.) 

(Sighs heavily) No! He said no.  No rescue, no battle, no…(shakes head) He went 

through with it. It’s in…incomprehensible. (beat) We were there. He could have called 

us; but (beat) he didn’t. 

10 thousand angels were ready and waiting for the word. But, the word never came. He 

chose to help these (shakes head) humans. How it could be the only way I don’t know. 

The King of Kings dying on a cross for humans, just another of his creations, I don’t 

understand. 

Gabriel:  (From backstage) So, what’s new about that, Michael. (Gabriel comes in and sits). 

  (Lights extend to cover both Michael and Gabriel.) 

Michael: Not a thing. When he said “It is finished”, I wasn’t needed so I came back here. 

Gabriel:  Your job was done. 



Michael: Done? How could it be done when he never called us.  10 thousand  angels waiting in 

the wings; but, Jesus never called us. Not that it would have taken 10 thousand, or even 

10. 

Gabriel: I know but it was  important to Him. Remember, he told all of us that he loved these  

humans even with all their sin. He said it was the only way to save them. 

Michael: (Takes a deep breath)  It feels like days ago now.  

Gabriel:  It was, three earthly days.  That’s where I’ve been, you know, sitting on a tombstone. 

Michael: That couldn’t have been comfortable. 

Gabriel:  (short laugh) Wasn’t. 

Michael: (Rises and paces) You can laugh now. I saw the torture, the ridicule, the hate. What a 

waste! 

Gabriel: Waste?  He didn’t seem to think so.    You should have stayed longer.   You should have 

waited and watched him as he rose from the dead. He just sat up and smiled.    

Michael: He would. He’s so mild in his movements, Not like me (picks up sword and swipes the air 

with it) 

Gabriel:  You think mild? (beat) I watched him when he went (beat) you know, there. 

Michael: (does a double take) There? He preached there? 

Gabriel:  Yes. But that wasn’t all. 

Michael: The keys, how was that? (Sits back down and listens intently) 



Gabriel: Glorious. He was magnificent as he walked right up to Lucifer and took the keys of 

death, hell, and the grave. Lucifer couldn’t even look Jesus in the eye he was shaking so 

badly. 

Michael: And, then? 

Gabriel:  Nothing. That was it.  

Michael: Nothing? I thought he’d at least…. 

Gabriel: Me too. But, he took the keys, turned around and he was gone.  There will be time later 

for the rest. 

Michael: At the end of the age. 

Gabriel:  (nods) At the end of the age. 

Michael: Where is he now? 

Gabriel:  On Earth talking to some of the disciples. 

Michael: You mean (gasps) he forgave them? Even…. 

Gabriel:  Especially Peter. 

Michael: What is this thing with him and these humans? 

Gabriel:  Creation, I suppose. 

Michael: I don’t get it. Why humans? They’re  sinful and self-centered and… 

Gabriel:  (interrupts) You know as much as I do. It has to be the soul thing. 

Michael: And the free will thing. 



Gabriel: There is that. You mix free will with the love of God for his creation and this is what you 

get. 

Michael: I still don’t get it. 

Gabriel:  But, will they? Will they believe? 

Michael: Looking down through the eons, we’ll see. 

  (Tight Spotlight moves to Reader standing behind the pulpit) 

(Reading of “It’s Friday But Sunday’s Coming” start softly, then as each paragraph goes 

on, use more intensity.  Used by Permission of Dr. Campolo) 

   “It’s Friday But Sunday’s Coming” 

“It’s Friday. Jesus is arrested in the garden where He was praying. But Sunday’s coming.  

It’s Friday. The disciples are hiding and Peter’s denying that he knows the Lord. But Sunday’s 

coming.  

It’s Friday. Jesus is standing before the high priest of Israel, silent as a lamb before the slaughter. 

But Sunday’s coming.  

It’s Friday. Jesus is beaten, mocked, and spit upon. But Sunday’s coming.  

It’s Friday. Those Roman soldiers are flogging our Lord with a leather scourge that has bits of 

bones and glass and metal, tearing at his flesh. But Sunday’s coming.  

It’s Friday. The Son of man stands firm as they press the crown of thorns down into his brow. 

But Sunday’s coming.  

It’s Friday. See Him walking to Calvary, the blood dripping from His body. See the cross 

crashing down on His back as He stumbles beneath the load. It’s Friday; but Sunday’s a coming.  

It’s Friday. See those Roman soldiers driving the nails into the feet and hands of my Lord. Hear 

my Jesus cry, “Father, forgive them.” It’s Friday; but Sunday’s coming.  

It’s Friday. Jesus is hanging on the cross, bloody and dying. But Sunday’s coming.  



It’s Friday. The sky grows dark, the earth begins to tremble, and He who knew no sin became sin 

for us. Holy God who will not abide with sin pours out His wrath on that perfect sacrificial lamb 

who cries out, “My God, My God. Why hast thou forsaken me?” What a horrible cry. But 

Sunday’s coming.  

It’s Friday. And at the moment of Jesus’ death, the veil of the Temple that separates sinful man 

from Holy God was torn from the top to the bottom because Sunday’s coming.  

It’s Friday. Jesus is hanging on the cross, heaven is weeping and hell is partying. But that’s 

because it’s Friday, and they don’t know it, but Sunday’s a coming.  

And on that horrible day 2000 years ago, Jesus the Christ, the Lord of glory, the only begotten 

Son of God, the only perfect man died on the cross of Calvary. Satan thought that he had won the 

victory. Surely he had destroyed the Son of God. Finally he had disproved the prophecy God had 

uttered in the Garden and the one who was to crush his head had been destroyed. But that was 

Friday.  

Now it’s Sunday. And just about dawn on that first day of the week, there was a great 

earthquake. But that wasn’t the only thing that was shaking because now it’s Sunday. And the 

angel of the Lord is coming down out of heaven and rolling the stone away from the door of the 

tomb. Yes, it’s Sunday, and the angel of the Lord is sitting on that stone and the guards posted at 

the tomb to keep the body from disappearing were shaking in their boots because it’s Sunday, 

and the lamb that was silent before the slaughter is now the resurrected lion from the tribe of 

Judah, for He is not here, the angel says. He is risen indeed.  

It’s Sunday, and the crucified and resurrected Christ has defeated death, hell, sin and the grave. 

It’s Sunday. And now everything has changed. It’s the age of grace, God’s grace poured out on 

all who would look to that crucified lamb of Calvary. Grace freely given to all who would 

believe that Jesus Christ died on the cross of Calvary was buried and rose again. All because it’s 

Sunday.” 

 

(Spotlight moves back to the angels.) 

Gabriel: So, they know. 

Michael: Do they all believe?   

 Gabriel: There will always be some that believe.  

Michael: Some believe that he rose and is alive now and always? 



  (Spotlight on the singer –or choir if used) 

Song:   Was It A Morning Like This (or a similar resurrection song) 

 

(Spotlight goes wider. Have Amazing Grace playing as each person walks across 

the stage. Each person should hold up the sin side of their sign and then flip it 

over to show what changed with Jesus. Everyone should stay on stage until the 

song ends. Here are some examples..) 

Signs:    Killer / Rescuer    Thief / Giver     Hater / Lover of all        Pride / 

Humble     Hypocrite / True Believer    Liar / Truthful   Abuser/Repairer 

(Once the song ends, all of the sign holders can exit stage right.) 

(Spotlight goes back to the angels) 

Michael: But, what of the others?  Was it worth it for so few? 

Gabriel: Jesus thinks it was worth it even for just one.  

Michael: Just one? One? 

Gabriel: (to the audience) Yes, just one……You. 

  (Spotlight dims and appears on the singer) 

Song:    I Should Have Been crucified (or a similar song) 

  (Lights down. House lights go up.) 



 


