
1 
 

“See the Light…Be the Light!” 

Acts 12 

 

-Narrator 

-Guard 1 

-Guard 2 

-Guard 3 

-Peter 

-Angel 

-Mary 

-Rhoda 

 

Narrator: Two houses, both alike in dignity, in fair Jerusalem, where we lay our scene. 

Wait…no, that’s not it. Oh, I’ve got it! “You are traveling through another dimension, a 

dimension not only of sight and sound but of mind. It is a dimension as vast as space and 

as timeless as infinity. You’ve just crossed over into the Twilight Zone.”i (pauses) Now, I 

know that can’t be right. Look, forget this – the year was 44. No, not 1944 – just 44. The 

church was still young, seeking out new members and facing resistance and persecution 

from all sides. Herod Agrippa I curried favor with the Romans and became king of all the 

lands of Judea and he had some evil about him. On top of that, a famine struck; tensions 

were high, lives were on the line, and no one knew what would happen next. It was about 

that time King Herod Agrippa began to persecute some members of the church. 2 He had 

James, John’s brother, killed with a sword. 3 When he saw that this pleased some of the 

Jewish leaders, he arrested Peter, too...4 He put Peter in prison, handing him over to four 

squads of soldiers, sixteen in all, who guarded him …5 While Peter was held in prison, 

the church prayed fervently to God for him.6 The night before Herod was going to bring 

Peter’s case forward, Peter was asleep between two soldiers and bound with two chains, 

with soldiers guarding the prison entrance.  

 

Guard 3 (to Guards 1 and 2): Come on, guys. Get to work! 

 

(Guards 1 and 2 march Peter in and chain him to two stuffed animals. Guard 3 oversees their 

work.) 

 

Guard 1: You got any food? 

 

Guard 2: No, but I’m starving. 

 

Peter: (singing to himself loudly, badly) Bread of heaven, bread of heaven- 

 

Guard 1: (interrupting) Knock it off! 

 

Peter: Sorry! 

 

Guard 2: You just can’t get good prisoners these days… 

 

Guard 1: You’re telling me. What I wouldn’t give for some olives.  I’d eat tons of them: as many 

as I could grab with both hands. I’d eat mountains of olives. And grapes…the last time I 

had grapes they were so sour. 
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Guard 2: How sour were they? 

 

Guard 1: They were so sour I dreamed of lemons floating in vinegar and a cat spilling milk. 

 

Guard 2: You gonna cry about it? 

 

Guard 1: No, they just weren’t good grapes. 

 

Guard 2: So, if I’m following you, you’d eat all of the olives, but you still have gripes about 

grapes. 

 

Guard 1: Exactly. 

 

Peter: (singing to himself) I’ve got peace like a river; I’ve got peace like a river. 

 

Guard 1: Quiet! 

 

(Peter goes to sleep.) 

 

Guard 2: Now I’m thirsty. 

 

Guard 1: I hate the night shift. 

 

Guard 2: Got any fruit of the vine? 

 

Guard 1: No, just fruit of the loom. 

 

Guard 2: (shakes head) Dude… 

 

Guard 3: I hear a lot of talking, but I don’t see a lot of guarding! 

 

Guards 1 & 2: (ad lib) Sorry. Sorry about that. My bad. 

 

Guard 3 (to Guards 1 and 2): Amateurs and slackers! If you ever want to be a mighty, fearsome, 

powerful warrior like me, you’ve got to shape up! Why, I’ve stared down lions. I’ve 

ridden leopards. I wrestled a raging bear once. 

 

Guard 1: You wrestled a bear? 

 

Guard 3: Well…a boar. 

 

Guard 2 (to Guard 1): Hey, what’s a boar? 

 

Guard 1: Umm…I think Pumba from the “Lion King”? 

 

Guard 2: Wasn’t he a warthog or something? Like a little pig with horns? 
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(Guard 1 shrugs) 

 

Guard 3: Enough! He was strong and powerful. And, also, his tusks were big, like this (show 

length with hands, but keep getting bigger). No, this! This big (hands as far apart as you 

can go). But he was no match for me.  

 

Guard 2: Riiiiiight. 

 

Guard 1: (elbows Guard 2) Yes, sir. 

 

Guard 2: Yes, sir. 

 

Guard 3: That’s what I thought. (Guard 3 marches to the side) 

 

Narrator: 7 Suddenly an angel from the Lord appeared and a light shone in the prison cell.  

 

Angel: (nudges Peter on his side to wake him and then raises him to his feet) Quick! Get up! 

 

(Peter’s chains fall from his wrists) 

 

Angel: Get dressed. Put on your sandals. (Peter does as he’s told)  Put on your cloak and follow 

me. 

 

Peter: (saying as he follows the angel) How remarkable! 

 

Angel: What do you mean? 

 

Peter: Well, you look so life-like! I mean, you’re just what I thought an angel would probably 

look like! 

 

Angel: That’s because I am an angel. 

 

Peter: No… 

 

Angel: From the Lord. 

 

Peter: Yeah? (pauses) No… 

 

Angel: Really – I can prove it. Umm…here’s a feather. 

 

Peter: A feather? That doesn’t prove anything. Lots of things have feathers…even birds have 

feathers. 

 

Angel: Well, umm…here’s an apple. (gives Peter an apple) 
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Peter: (takes the apple warily) Thanks, erm, I mean, I am hungry, but aren’t apples kind of a 

devil thing? 

 

Angel: Oh, shoot! No, I didn’t mean it like that! See, it’s an apple, right? 

 

Peter: Yeah. 

 

Angel: Eat it. It’s good – it’s good fruit. 

 

Peter: (takes a bite) You’re right. It’s good, but what does that prove? 

 

Angel: You know – Jesus said, “you will know them by their fruits”?  

 

(Peter smacks his forehead in disbelief) 

 

Peter: I must be dreaming because I feel like an angel would tell better jokes. 

 

Angel: I’m here all week, folks. Anyway, God sent me here to break you out of prison. So come 

with me if you want to live. 

 

Peter: Sure thing, boss. 

 

(Peter and the angel walk sneakily by Guard 1 who is totally engaged in a smart phone) 

 

Guard 1: Fly, angry bird. Fly! 

 

(Peter and the angel walk sneakily by Guard 2 who is totally wrapped up in thought) 

 

Guard 2 (sung if desired or said in rhythm): Melons on chickpeas and cabbage on mullet; honey 

on cherries and pine nuts on carrot; big plates of mackerel covered in beets; these are a 

few of my favorite treats! 

 

Narrator:10 They successfully passed the first and second guards (Peter and Angel high five). 

 

Guard 3 (hand on hip, to herself): “If I were King of the Forest, / Not queen, not duke, not 

prince. / I'd command each thing, be it fish or fowl./ With a woof and a woof and a royal 

growl - woof.”ii (giggles to herself) 

 

Narrator: And so, Peter and the Angel snuck out unnoticed and came to the iron gate leading to 

the city. It opened for them by itself.  

 

Peter: Woah! Did you see that?! 

 

Angel: Duh…angel! 
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Narrator: After leaving the prison, they walked the length of one street, when abruptly the angel 

was gone. 

 

Angel: (points) Sweet fancy Moses, what’s that? 

 

Peter: (looking) What? (Angel sneaks away and joins the church folk) I don’t see anything…hey, 

where did that angel guy go? Wild… 

 

Narrator:11 At that, Peter came to his senses 

 

Peter: I did what now? 

 

Narrator: You came to your senses. You know, you realized that it wasn’t a dream or a vision. This 

is a thing that totally just happened and you aren’t in prison any more. 

 

Peter: Maybe you’re just a part of my dream. Did you ever think of that, smarty-pants? 

 

Narrator: Nope, can’t be. You know why? 

 

Peter: Why? 

 

Narrator: Because I’m reading it out of the Bible. (Peter comes over). See, that’s you and that’s 

the angel – right here in black and white. (Peter studies the page earnestly.) Yeah, yeah, 

take your time. No one here has other plans or anything. No fair reading ahead, now. No 

spoilers. You got it? You good?  

 

Peter: (nods) Now I know that the Lord sent an angel and rescued me from Herod and from 

everything the angry mob thought would happen.  

 

Narrator. 12 Realizing this, he made his way to Mary’s house.  

 

(Peter walks to the side and sits down, in awe of what has happened to him. Angel and Rhoda sit 

together praying fervently) 

 

Mary: (to Angel) Hello, I’m Mary. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you at one of our prayer meetings 

before. 

 

Rhoda: (pops up) I’m on it, miss. I’m an all purpose, all service, whatever you need, household 

servant. You want some water? Need a sweater? I could look at that nasty mole you’ve got 

there. New hairdo? Fancy stew? Need someone to find your crew? I am so on it. 

 

Mary: Rhoda, sit down. Let the man breathe for a second. What was your name again? 

 

Angel: Oh! It’s…umm…Angelo.  
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Mary: (smirks) Messenger from God, eh? Sounds like just what we need. Peter, the apostle of 

apostles, is in prison and we fear for his life. Herod has already executed the apostle James 

and it seems like he has it out for all of us. But Peter – he walked with Jesus and learned at 

his feet. Since Jesus died and rose again, Peter has been everywhere in the world spreading 

the gospel and leading the church. Peter is a good man and we pray that God protects him 

so that he can continue his work with all of us. 

 

Angelo: This is quite the house church you have here. I would be glad to join my prayers with 

yours, Mary, mother of John Mark. 

 

Mary: I don’t remember telling you my son’s name… 

 

(Angel winks. Peter knocks at the outer gate.) 

 

Rhoda: (pops up) I’ll get it! It’s probably another member of the church. How wonderful! I mean, 

you can never have too many voices lifted in prayer. This must make God so happy! You 

know, how we’re all here, holding onto our faith, standing together, not giving up. Never 

surrender! Never retreat! Praise God! 

 

(Peter knocks again) 

 

Mary: Rhoda, for goodness sake! Go answer the door. 

 

Rhoda: Right. Yes, miss; door. Got it. (goes very close to the gate) 

 

Peter: (knocks again) Hey, guys? It’s me. Would you let me in? It’s cold out here. 

 

Rhoda: (runs back to Mary and Angel) No…it can’t be. It is! It is! That’s Peter. Peter’s at the door! 

 

Mary: No, honey, Peter’s in prison. 

 

Rhoda: Door! 

 

Mary: Prison. Remember? We talked about this. That’s why we’re having this prayer meeting. Ya 

know, Herod – bad guy; prison – not so much fun. 

 

Rhoda: I’m telling you it’s Peter. Peter Peter. Peter, rock head, follows after Jesus Peter. Why, I’d 

know his voice anywhere. I heard him preach on Pentecost with tongues of fire all over 

and so many languages I thought I was at the UN. 

 

Mary: The what? 

 

Rhoda: (with giddy joy, clapping hands) It’s Peter! Peter, Peter, Peter, Peter. Yippee! 

 

Mary: Honey, I know that you miss him. We all do.  
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Rhoda: I don’t miss him. I found him at the door! 

 

Mary: Oh, geez, Rhoda. You’ve never gone off the rails this far before. Maybe it’s time we sent 

you to Happydale. They can take care of you there with the other crazy…erm, no, not 

crazy, umm…reality-challenged people. 

 

Rhoda: (to herself) Peter! 

 

Mary: Hmm…maybe it’s his angel. 

 

Angel: I, uh…no, I’m pretty sure it’s not. 

 

Peter: Guys? Still cold here. Still….waiting. 

 

Rhoda: Oh, duh, I’ll prove it! (opens the gate and lets Peter in) 

 

Mary: (faints into Angel’s arms) As I live and breathe! It’s you! You’re really here! Praise God! 

 

Peter: Mary! (he embraces her) Rhoda! (he embraces her) Complete and total stranger that I’ve 

never met before! (he embraces Angel). I’m back. The Lord has done great things for me. 

See, I was in prison and it was dark and scary and sad, but I was singing hymns. And the 

guards loved them, by the way. And then this angel showed up and I thought it was a dream. 

He had all the fruits of the spirit and he let me eat one of them and everything. It tasted like 

an apple, but, like, a really good apple. Anyhow, he broke the chains and walked me right 

past the guards. It was a miracle! And then he vanished and I ran straight here. 

 

Mary: That’s incredible! 

 

Rhoda: I knew it! I knew God would bring you back to us. 

 

Peter: Well, our work isn’t over. Tell James. Tell our brothers and sisters in Christ. Tell your 

friends and neighbors and strangers and donkeys (you know, just in case). 

 

Narrator: Then he left for another place.  

 

Peter: Later, guys! 

 

Narrator: 24 And God’s word continued to grow and increase. And it has to this day. When we hear 

the word, we must let it come alive within us. Jesus told us in Matthew 5:14-16, “You are 

the light of the world. A city built on a hill cannot be hid. For no one after lighting a lamp 

puts it under the bushel basket, but on the lampstand so that it gives light to all in the house. 

In the same way, let your light shine before others, so that they may see your good works 

and give glory to your Father in heaven.” Amen. 

 

i https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/The_Twilight_Zone_(1959_TV_series) 
ii https://genius.com/Bert-lahr-if-i-were-king-of-the-forest-extended-version-lyrics 
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