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Joseph left Herod's palace not quite sure whether to be amused or outraged. Herodias 
would either have to be very sure of her ground - or she was acting as the deputy of 
Antipas. The formidable Tetrarch had never been a shrinking violet when it came to 
demanding information - whether from peasant or prince, or from friend or enemy. It 
was hard to imagine that he would suddenly decide to shelter behind the elegant skirts 
of his erstwhile consort. Joseph decided it was Herodias' sheer brazen effrontery which 
had demanded his attendance, coupled with an almost pathological fear of what was 
being conspired against them in Rome. He had added little to her fund of knowledge - 
and for that he was thankful. He knew little, other than that the undercurrents were very 
real and that in time both Antipas and Herodias would be in for a rude awakening. The 
shadow of Herod Agrippa loomed over them both, and it was a shadow long enough to 
reach from Rome to Judaea.
He visited Nathan as soon as he returned to his palace. His old friend peered back at 

him from the deep hollows into which his eyes had sunk. He made an ineffectual 

attempt to rise. Joseph ordered him back.

"Don't even think of it, old friend!"

Today the voice was a little less like the rustling of a broken reed.

"I am most grateful to you, my lord, for your kindness."

"A small enough token of repayment for the immense wisdom and kindness you've 

shown to my father's house, Nathan - if there is anything else you need - ?"

"I have need of nothing - and I have been given more than I deserve."

"You deserve more than I can ever repay!"

"You are most kind, my lord."

Joseph took his almost skeletal hand.

"From this moment on, Nathan, your home will be with me - both you and the other we 

brought here."

Nathan's eyes were unblinkingly on his.

"Did only one other survive, Lord Joseph?"

Joseph nodded grimly.

"By God's will, yes. - The journey from the hut to here was too much for them - but they 



couldn't be left there, they would certainly have died, as would your companion and 

yourself.'

"Yet we were spared - it is a fact for deep reflection that the ways of our God are both 

mighty and mysterious. For myself, I am a spent reed, with nothing else to offer the 

living. Now, I am no more than a liability living on your charity!"

Joseph responded sharply.

"Nonsense! I still need your wisdom!"

"And Rebecca also?"

Joseph answered quietly.

"Rebecca is no longer under my roof, Nathan - now she lives in Rome - with her 

husband!"

Nathan's gaze was intense.

"So - you permitted her union with the Roman - with a Gentile!"

The sunken eyes blazed at him.

"Much has happened since you left us - and God himself has shown that the distinction 

between Jew and Gentile is to be - adjusted."

"Adjusted!"

Joseph held his gaze.

"You spoke of being of no further use, Nathan - but I have in mind to call upon your 

wisdom with respect to a young man who has been placed under my care. He has no 

parents, and I have accepted him into my house to usefully educate him. He has an 

enquiring mind, and asks many questions - and he also has a great deal to teach us. I 

ask you to take him under your care - of course, only when you are strong enough."

Nathan's gaze didn't waver.

"Of course, Lord Joseph - as you wish. But the question of Rebecca and this - 

adjustment - of which you have spoken must be pursued further."

Joseph inclined his head.



"Once again, it must wait until you have recovered your strength. I will bring Jonah Bar 

Shimeon to meet you - perhaps tomorrow."

"I await it with pleasure, Lord Joseph."

Joseph made his exit from the sick room and allowed pent up breath to escape slowly. 

Nathan always had the same effect upon him, especially when the old man thought he 

had detected some error in his attitude. It had been so when he had been a boy, and 

even more so when he became a young man. He might be Lord Joseph, but to Nathan 

he was still the pupil into whom he had instilled the deepest dictates of the Law and the 

Prophets.

He returned to the privacy of his own room and thought over the conversation. In those 

few words, Nathan had managed to put him on the defensive. Joseph was confronted 

with the great paradox - on the one hand, the words of Jesus that not one article of the 

Law would be changed - on the other, the clear visionary direction to Simon Peter to 

incorporate the Gentiles into the fellowship offered by the Master.

On the one hand, the Law meant circumcision, on the other, the Gentiles were to be 

brought into the fellowship of grace without the physical indication that they were under 

the enfolding hand of the Almighty.

Joseph wondered what sudden impulse had made him suggest that Jonah should be 

exposed to the rigid views of the old priest. Something had prompted him at that 

moment - and it wasn't just a change of subject in the hope that he would avoid the 

issue of Jew and Gentile!

Jonah would be exposed to Nathan - but in his turn, Nathan would be exposed to 

Jonah - and Jonah wouldn't be shy in declaring his faith, or the wonderful events he 

had personally witnessed or of which he had been a part. Joseph was reminded of his 

prime purpose for coming to Galilee. The question of Jew and Gentile, circumcision 

and uncircumcision were the focus of that reason. The dispute was being carried to 

distant places and causing dissension and conflict.



He called for Jonah, Eli and Saul to accompany him, but instructed them to dress in the

clothing of the locals - as was his intention. If he was to visit Simon Peter in Capernaum 

it would not be as a prince with liveried escort, but as four travellers who chose - as far 

as they were permitted - to remain anonymous.

They left the palace by a rear door - it was always possible that their departure wouldn't 

be reported to Herod, or to the obsequious Roman commander, Archaicus. They left 

the city by the road leading to the heights above the Sea, but soon turned again to the 

north when they joined the main road leading from Caesarea. The looming hulk of the 

Horns of Hattin was to their left, before they turned again back to the coast on the road 

from Ptolemais to Magdala. The had covered a distance of less than five miles to 

Tiberius,  but the detour tended to prove that they weren't being followed along their 

circuitous route through the hills. From Magdala, they headed north again, another 

seven miles to Capernaum.

The spring had come early to the Galilee that year - already the hills were carpeted by 

wild flowers - the air was crystal clear - the harp-shaped sea a beautiful blue - the hills 

on the eastern shore a medley of browns and purples and slashes of green where the 

forest swept down to the shoreline. Joseph drew a deep breathe of contentment - this 

had been the Godly endowed setting for the sending of His beloved Son. The setting 

remained, the Son had performed His Father's will - and had returned to him in triumph. 

The town where Jesus had been so active only a few years earlier, seemed, at first 

glance, to have slipped back into its obscurity. The fishing fleet was strung out along 

the shoreline, the boats pulled up high out of the water, with their owners and helpers 

occupied in mending nets. It had been no different in the Master's days, when he had 

first called Simon, Andrew, James and John - and then others - to become fishers of 

men.

He knew Simon's house, and as they drew close, here at least it looked as if the former 

ways had not fully returned. There was a crowd of moderate size outside the door -  



perhaps  two or three hundred. Among them were the sick and crippled, many with 

relatives helping them - others were unattended. It wasn't a scene of peace,  for there 

were disputes between different groups, voices were raised, shrill and vehement. They 

dismounted and Joseph watched them, never ceasing to marvel at the dissipation of 

energy in such fiery exchanges. If only that energy could be harnessed into the service 

of the Master, it would sweep his doctrine through the land of Israel like a grassfire - he 

corrected the thought - more than that - for a grassfire was quickly spent, but the fire of 

Jesus' teaching would never be spent!

The door to Simon's house was closed, but there could be no doubt that the clamour of 

the crowd could be heard inside. Even as Joseph and his companions watched, the 

door opened and the big fisherman appeared. It was perhaps the wrong description! He 

was no longer a big, anonymous fisherman. He was now the man whom Jesus had 

selected to be the rock upon which his church was to be built.

The noise of the crowd grew greater with his appearing and then subsided while Simon

waited in silence. When the arguments and disputes had died away, he started to move 

among the them, touching first this one and then another. His voice was soft and didn't 

carry to Joseph and his companions at the edge of the crowd

Joseph glanced across to Jonah, there was no doubt the boy would have loved to have 

run forward. Saul and Eli were more disciplined, waiting for their master to lead the way.

 Joseph murmured.

"We'll wait until he's finished."

It wasn't a suggestion, it was a quiet command. Jonah subsided, but he didn't take his 

eyes away from the dwindling crowd. Gradually the petitioners dispersed, apparently 

satisfied with Simon's touch and his soft words. Joseph hadn't thought that they had 

been noticed, but when the last was gone, the big man lifted his eyes and smiled 

across the now empty space.

His voice was stronger.



"Greetings, brothers - you are doubly welcome to my house."

Now there was no restraining Jonah, he raced forward to be embraced in a bear-hug. 

Simon rumbled affectionately:

"The little fish has grown to be a good catch!"

Eli had retrieved Jonah's dropped reins, Joseph shook his head in slight disapproval, 

the boy had to learn to look after his mount! Saul took his master's reins, while Joseph 

walked across to the Pillar of the Apostolos.

"Greetings, Lord Joseph, you honour me by your presence."

"On the contrary, Simon, it is I who am honoured."

Simon-Peter smiled slowly.

"The Master honours us both by allowing us to be his disciples! Now, I beg of you all to 

enter my home - before Mariamne exacts a terrible punishment upon me for keeping 

you in the dust of the street!"

They entered another world - one of warmth and love, of gentle chiding between 

Mariamne and her husband. Joseph thought of Herod's sumptuous palace which he had

so recently visited and the unhappy couple who shared its delights and its coldness, 

and was surprised to find himself feeling sorry for them. He was also suddenly 

conscious of the emptiness in his own life, being forced to admit that even the vivacious 

presence of Rebecca had been no more than self-delusion masking the fact that he 

was a lonely man. Mariamne was making a great fuss of Jonah and he thought all eyes 

were focused on their reunion but then he looked up and found Simon-Peter's shrewd 

eyes watching him. There was one of those sudden exchanges of soul-searching, and 

he sensed that his host had read his thoughts.

They were placed at the great rough table which dominated the room. In Simon's house

there was no question of master and servant being separated - especially when all 

were the  Master's followers. Saul and Eli looked a little stiff and wary, unused to 

sharing a supper with their master. Jonah sat next to Joseph, Simon to the other side. 



When Mariamne and Leah, her mother, joined them, they sat across the table. At the 

head, there was one place empty. Jonah stared at it and Simon noticed.

"You know whose place that is, Jonah?"

Jonah nodded and murmured.

"It was there that the Master always sat."

"And still does - unseen, but ever present!"

A simple country meal was provided, dominated by fresh fish from the lake and flat 

loaves of coarse bread, and washed down by the heavy wine from the local vineyards. 

When they were finished, there was yet one more function to perform, where Simon 

took an untouched loaf and broke it and gave a piece to each of them.

"This is the body of the Lord, which we take in remembrance of him - "

He took an untouched cup of wine, drank from it himself and then passed to each one.

"This is the blood of the Lord, shed for us and our salvation."

It was a profound and solemn moment which passed in silence and reverence. Simon's

voice was soft. 

"Now we have a part in him. In this very town he brought many up short when he told 

them that must eat of his body and drink of his blood, otherwise they would have no 

part in him."

Jonah interjected.

"I was there too - it was the day that my father -"

His voice trailed away. Simon looked at him with gentle eyes.

"So it was, little fish - so it was - and now look at you! You are one with the Master 

because you have eaten of his body and his blood! You are one with him because you 

could be washed clean in the baptism of water and could declare on that day, as I well 

remember - that you were a man in Israel. I told you then that you were much more, for 

then you entered into a holy relationship with God our Father and with His Son Jesus, 

which made you of the family of God. You have also received the activating fire of the 



Holy Ghost and have completed the rebirth. On that day, one life ended and another 

began - isn't that so?"

Jonah nodded, his eyes beaming. Simon turned back to his guests.

"In these precious moments when we share the Lords flesh and blood, I remember the 

last night we were together and the supper we then shared - and none of us realised 

what was about to happen, although we sensed the danger - none realised, save the 

Master himself. He poured out his love in the words he spoke to us, and we were so 

slow to grasp it. When he was taken and when they had killed him, we thought all was 

lost. We thought there was only a remembrance of him which remained - but then he 

rose again from the grave into which you placed him, Joseph!"

Suddenly, his voice had become vibrant. Joseph looked again into those deep eyes 

and felt very small. Simon continued.

"We are caught up in a great mystery - and a great work, which will extend to the 

farthest corners of the world - not in our time, perhaps - but in times to come - for that 

was his command - first in Judaea, then in Samaria and then to the uttermost parts of 

the world."

There was a profound silence, which Joseph softly broke.

"It was for this reason that I've come to you, Simon!"

…..

It truly was the morning after the night before. Marcellus sat morosely in the saddle as 

the convoy of the Imperial Legate wended it way north from the legion's camp at 

Mediolanum. The foothills of the Alps confronted them and beyond could already be 

seen the snow-capped mountains. The vista added nothing to lighten Marcellus' mood. 

It was March, the snows were not yet melted, even in the lower valleys, and already 

they could feel a biting cold in the wind. It was ridiculously early to contemplate the sort 

of journey now being undertaken on the authority of the new Caesar. Undoubtedly, he 



had his reasons, which could be assumed to be political, since they defied military logic.

He wouldn't allow himself the luxury of hunching in the saddle, there might be time for 

that later when they would be wading up to their thighs in snow when crossing through 

the passes. He was hung-over and he had to accept that he had consumed far more 

wine than was prudent, and that this lack of prudence had extended to the looseness of 

his mouth in the presence of Marius Agrippa. He remembered saying something about 

Herodias being a whore - which was not the most tactful remark to make to the man 

who was her brother - despite the fact that they hated each other with an intensity 

which almost pathological.

Agrippa had pumped him for information on Palestine - and perhaps he had been 

indiscreet in that also. The more Marcellus reflected back on the previous evening the 

more morose he became. There had been one ray of brightness in the gloom - Vespa 

had been too preoccupied breaking camp to concern himself with his cousin on that 

morning. This lack of attention was not something Marcellus could expect to last - and it 

didn't! Towards midmorning, his commander rode back to the company of cavalry 

under Marcellus' command. His cousin kneed his horse to take up position beside him.  

Marcellus said nothing.

"The sure signs of a heavy night!"

Marcellus neither agreed nor disagreed.

"Morose! Sullen in the face of authority! Hung-over! Hardly ready to repel an attack!"

Marcellus jerked his head around and immediately wished he hadn't.

"Who in hell's name is going to attack us in Italia!?"

Vespa dismissed the question.

"You can never guarantee that a marauding tribe of Germans might not attack our flank 

from the woods."

"If there's a marauding tribe of Germans within two hundred miles, our frontier posts

aren't doing their job!"



Vespa shrugged.

"Who knows - perhaps that's what Honarius has been sent to find out!" Marcellus lapsed

into silence, it took too much effort to counter the verbal gymnastics of Vespa on a crisp 

winter's morning - silently he protested to himself - it WAS winter, and what in hell's 

name were they doing marching through the Alps at that time of year!?

"I take it that you had a convivial evening?"

"I wasn't arrested, if that's what you mean!"

Vespa eyed him speculatively.

"Now, I wonder what you could have said or done to make you think about being 

arrested."

"Perhaps I opened my mouth too wide."

The look of speculation persisted.

"I warned you to watch yourself."

"So you did."

Vespa persisted.

"What in hell's name did you say?"

"I called his sister a whore - apart from that I can't remember. I do hope I haven't 

jeopardised the future prospects of the Gens Flavian!"

Vespa eyed him steadily, the smile was gone. He wheeled his horse away and rode 

back to his position alongside Honarius and Lucian in the centre of the column. 

Marcellus watched him go and permitted himself a sour, twisted smile.

Lucian wasn't comfortable to be in such close proximity to Caligula's special delegate. 

Honarius was not a man with whom it was possible to be comfortable. In all 

conversation and when in his company, he seemed to have a hidden agenda. Lucian 

sensed speculation, Honarius was testing the water with him, but it was hard to say on 

what grounds. He made the assumption that the newly forged friendship with Caesar 

was seen to be a threat to the Legate, who had hitherto basked in the radiance of Gaius'



intimacy. He decided that the man was trying to protect his previous status - and that 

status was open to much speculation back in Rome. Lucian had rapidly found out that 

Caligula was notorious for his profligacy, with both women and men. He was far from 

the lonely, friendless, pathetic young man desperately seeking friendship, which he had 

pretended with Lucian. Rebecca had been right! Lucian felt a stab to his heart when he 

thought of her and their parting. Each day, he had waited for the couriers to come from 

Rome with the usual correspondence which flowed from the city. Each day he had 

hoped for some word from her, which might break the impasse that existed between 

them - but each day he had been disappointed. It looked as if the breach between them 

was irreparable. He wished he had had the courage to resist Caligula's demands and 

had declined to take part in this ridiculous political posturing. There had to be some 

hidden reason why it was considered so necessary for him to leave Rome - and 

Honarius' speculative glances and conversation began to take on new dimensions. 

Late on the second day after leaving the Legion's quarters at Mediolanum, the long 

awaited letter arrived. Lucian eagerly found a private spot and broke the seal. The first 

part of it brought joy back into his heart, for it was full of love and contrition for the rift 

that had parted them, and Lucian had an intense longing to return immediately to Rome 

and sweep his wife up into his arms and show her how much he loved her and his 

children. It was when he came to the second portion - which had obviously been added 

later, that he sobered. Rebecca had prepared the way for the ultimate news about 

Tachius, by writing of the quarrel between them and how Linus had come to the house 

at her request to give her the advice to seek reconciliation, and how, as a result, the 

two who were closest to him had settled their differences, and how she had been 

prompted to write to him.

Then came the simple words which told him that his dearest friend, the man who had 

virtually fathered him through the difficult adolescent years and who had taught him the 

elements of decent manhood - Septimus' friend and his - was dead!



Her letter went on:

"Lepidus attended to what had to be done, but then came to me regarding burial. I had 

no idea of what to do, I don't know your customs. I had to make a decision - I couldn't 

bear the thought of dealing with some priest of the Roman religion, and so I asked 

Lepidus to bring Linus to me. When he came I asked him if he would bury Tachius as if 

he was one who followed the Master. Both he and Lepidus tried to tell me that Tachius 

was a man who followed after the gods of Rome and should be buried according to 

their custom, but I insisted that I would have nothing to do with heathen gods or the 

ceremonies which were expected. In the end, I persuaded Linus to give him the burial I 

wanted - he agreed, but I could sense that he was not easy about it, believing that it 

could bring trouble if the authorities got to hear of it.

I instructed Lepidus to ensure that they were informed of Tachius' death, and to tell 

them that he would be buried with due honour in our own cemetery, since he was 

considered to be a member of our family. Lepidus returned to say that the official 

recorded the death and made no comment about the burial, and so, Linus went ahead 

and said simple words over our friend and he was placed in a rock tomb in our own 

cemetery. I hope this meets with your approval, Lucian?"

Lucian laid aside the letter and gazed across the valley to the flanks of hills which 

stretched all the way up into the high alpine peaks. How could he not approve!? He 

should have been there to attend to the final moments of mortal existence. Rebecca 

had been left to deal with the matter in a strange city, among a strange people, with 

even more bizarre customs. Tachius might have wished it otherwise, for he had shown 

no inclination to accept the Messiah of the Jews as his own God - and there were times 

when he had shown disapproval from the viewpoint of a Roman, at certain things Lucian

had planned - but he had never actually disapproved. His resourceful Rebecca had 

dealt with the emergency when it had arisen - but he still should have been there, and 

not capering about the countryside to gratify the ego of the new Caesar.



He walked back into the camp and made his way to the newly erected tent in which 

Honarius held court. The Imperial Legate's eyes widened.

"You surprise me, Lucian - I was about to deal with Caesar's despatches."

There was an edge to his voice, Lucian was not welcome.

"I apologise, Honarius - I have received unwelcome news which makes it imperative for 

me to return to Rome!"

The Legate's eyes narrowed.

"How very unfortunate - is the matter so urgent that it requires your immediate 

attention? After all, you could expect that some of your business affairs might become, 

as you term it - unwelcome news - surely your steward can take care of such things - a 

matter of simple delegation, no more."

"I concerns a death - a matter to which I must attend."

Honarius leaned forward.

"Not a family member, I trust?"

"Not by blood, but regarded as such. My closest friend and mentor, Tachius."

Honarius drawled.

"I don't think I know him."

"I was placed in his care after my father and mother were killed in Gaul!"

Honarius nodded.

"I truly tragic and horrific circumstance - but tell me, wasn't this man more of and 

employee than otherwise?"

"He was a freedman - Septimus Publius granted his manumission."

Honarius eyes flickered.

"The death of a former slave is hardly an excuse to abandon a commission of Caesar, 

Lucian."

Lucian stared into his pig-like eyes. Honarius continued.

"Gaius Caesar has reposed a great deal of trust in you, Lucian. He wants you to 



observe and report all that transpires during this journey. He has asked you to attend 

as his personal friend - watching over his interests, are, I believe his actual words."

Lucian mumbled.

"Surely, we are all devoted to Caesar, Honarius - we can all be guaranteed to watch 

over his interests."

"He thinks not, it would seem!"

There was a moment of silence which Honarius broke. He continued smoothly.

"Of course - you might be able to persuade him to understand the urgency prompting 

your return, although I believe he will be greatly disappointed. When we cross the Alps 

into Rhaetia, our period of greatest watchfulness will begin, we must all have our eyes 

peeled to watch for any signs of unrest. The legions of Gaul and Germania Superior 

have often been restless in the past, and the advent of a new Caesar might provoke 

new symptoms. Gaius Caesar will surely be expecting his friends to watch for the 

possibility of insecurity. He is depending on you and upon me, Lucian.

Of course, no one can hold you here against you will - you are free to return at any time 

to Rome and the comforts of home! But I urge you to weigh the consequences of a 

precipitous decision - you might sacrifice a comfortable future in the warmth of Caesar's 

benevolence, for one where chilly and unexpected winds might create anxiety."

Lucian marched out of the tent - there was a chilly and not altogether unexpected wind 

driving down from the snow peaks - which he hardly noticed. Honarius had spelled out 

in no uncertain terms that he was bound to this enterprise by chains no less confining 

than those made of iron. Once again, he wondered what was the hidden agenda - not 

for one moment would he buy the proposition that Caligula was frightened on an 

uprising among the legions - especially those along the German frontier - where the 

son of Germanicus was idolised.


