
 

10.

The visit of the equerry of the Procurator to the house of Claudius and Livinia, very 

nearly created a panic. Such a direct confrontation was unknown and Livinia viewed 

his arrival with consternation. He had ridden into the small forecourt at the front of the 

house and was in the process of dismounting before she could collect her wits. 

Fortunately, the house-servants had been carefully trained and were already assisting 

him to dismount before leading his horse away.

Livinia made flurried movements to arrange her hair, casting a despairing glance at the 

general level of cleanliness and tidiness of her reception rooms and hastened to the 

portal of the atrium to receive him. The man was courteous and disarming and smiled 

in a most charming manner. He was young, very Roman in looks and manners and took

her hand in salute.

“Mistress Livinia, I am Primus Ardelia and I have the honour to convey the greetings of 

the Procurator Pilate.”

Livinia blinked, momentarily wondered what had caused the sudden recognition of the 

Procurator, when he had chosen to ignore their existence for the previous four years - 

she managed a gracious smile.

“We are honoured to receive his greetings and your visit to this house.”

So far so good - the pleasantries were accomplished. Primus relinquished her hand 

with a show of reluctance, but Livinia was well versed in the stratagems of younger 

men - and was quite ready to admit that she liked the looks of this one.

“Mistress Livinia, I bear a message for your guest, Lucian Gaius Quintus Publius.”



Livinia’s smile remained, but now she understood - the house of Claudius the engineer 

was being bathed in the reflected glory of Lucian’s inheritance! Small wonder that 

Pilate was suddenly interested! She clapped her hands and when the house-servant 

appeared, she sent him to find Lucian.

“He’ll be here very soon, I’m sure.”

Primus Ardelia smiled and looked around the room appreciatively.

“What a very charming room, I am reminded so much of my parent’s home in Rome.”

Livinia thought cynically - flattery will get you everywhere! She smiled in response.

“How very complimentary - have you been in Palestine long?”

“About two years - a little more perhaps - but I long for home.”

He managed to look slightly homesick. Livinia nodded sympathetically.

“I’m sure you do - but there are so many compensations here.”

He looked as if he couldn’t think of any. Lucian chose that moment to arrive. The 

Equerry rose to his feet and clasped Lucian’s arm in greeting.

“The Procurator Pilate has sent me to convey his compliments and to deliver this 

document.”

Lucian accepted the roll of parchment, carefully extending it.

Lucian Gaius Quintus Publius: Greetings!

Matters of some concern to yourself have come to my attention. It would give me 

pleasure if you could accept the invitation of my wife and myself to join us for dinner this

day - where the opportunity will arise for discussion.

Pontius Pilate

Procurator.

Lucian glanced up from the document and found himself under close scrutiny from 

Primus and Livinia. The Equerry smiled genially.

“The Procurator has asked me to convey your response.”

Lucian nodded and turned to Livinia.



“Can you spare me from your table this evening, Livinia? The Procurator has kindly 

asked me to dine with him and his wife.”

Livinia’s eyes widened, she recovered her balance quickly.

“What a very great honour, Lucian - of course I can spare you! How could it be 

otherwise?”

Lucian turned to Primus.

“Then, the answer must be a glad acceptance, Primus Ardelia - please convey my 

warmest felicitations to his excellency.”

The visitation came to an end without any of the participants seeing it as being other 

than a charade. Primus Ardelia departed and Lucian murmured.

“Now, what does our respected Procurator want from me?”

“What else would you expect, Lucian - he’s had news from Rome about your 

inheritance - and the fact that you’ve been adopted by Septimus.”

Lucian nodded.

“You’re right, of course - he did greet me by my full name - with the addition of Publius! 

So, what does Pilate want - or better said, what sort of trap is he setting for me?”

“Do you really think it’s a trap, Lucian?”

He nodded.

“It could well be - Tell me, Livinia - what rumours are circulating about Pilate? Whose 

man is he - Caesar’s or Sejanus’?”

Livinia answered stiffly.

“What would I know about rumours - I never listen to gossip!”

Lucian responded soothingly.

“Of course, I shouldn’t have asked.”

Livinia was mollified.

“I would think that all appointments - from the highest to the lowest, during the past few 

years, have been made on Caesar’s behalf by the Praetorian Prefect Sejanus - does 



that answer your question?”

Lucian nodded.

“Thank you, Livinia - it does.”

He returned to the yard at the rear of the house. Balthus was seated on the ground 

under a branches of a large fig tree. He attempted to scramble to his feet. Lucian 

ordered.

“Stay where you are, Balthus - I must say you’re looking better than you did a few days 

ago - are the other servants treating you well?”

Balthus’ wide grin had returned, he nodded and beamed at his master.

Lucian eyed him speculatively. The battered and bloody Nubian was practically restored

to his former strength, but there was no doubt that he had been brutally treated by 

Hiram the Slave-master’s overseers. Lucian wondered what he had done to earn him, 

firstly, a place in the slave-gang, and secondly, the repeated thrashings from which 

Lucian had rescued him. Perhaps there was something in what Claudius had said, that 

he was a malcontent, who had earned the punishment of being sold to Hiram and being

put to work in such brutal conditions, which were usually reserved for criminals and 

slaves who would not bend to gentler discipline. Lucian knew he would have to watch 

his step until he was sure of him.

The huge man continued to beam at him and Lucian flickered a smile in response.

“I must say, they’ve looked after your wounds well, let me see your back.”

Balthus turned and displayed a broad expanse of scarred flesh. It still looked angry and 

sore, and it had every right to do so. Lucian remembered the shredded lacerations 

resulting from the overseer’s thrashing. He murmured.

“I wish you could tell me your story - but you can’t can you?”

Balthus turned again and the grin diminished, he shook his head,

opened his mouth and made guttural sounds. Lucian nodded, it wasn’t that his tongue 

had been cut out - although he knew that sometimes happened to those who had too 



much to say - Balthus’ dumbness resulted from something else, perhaps there was 

something wrong with his voice box - whatever the reason, the man couldn’t 

communicate other than by signs.

“Tonight, you will dress me like a peacock, because I’m going to visit your old master - 

Pilate himself!”

He had no reason to explain where he was going, that was the business of no slave - 

but he wanted to see if there was a reaction to the name, Pilate.

Balthus’ grin evaporated and he looked anxious. Lucian murmured.

“So, something did happen which put you in disfavour with Pilate! Don’t worry, my friend

 I don’t propose to mention you - or the fact that I cheated Hiram for you - not unless 

Pilate chooses to raise the matter!”

In general terms, it didn’t work well if you cosseted a slave - even one who had been so 

badly beaten as Balthus. He was fit enough for a few light duties and it was time that 

he started to earn his keep. Lucian was no sentimentalist, some men were born to be 

slaves and Balthus was one of them.

That evening, Lucian rode to the Procurator’s residence, which was close to the 

garrison keeping the peace in Caesarea and the surrounding countryside. Lucian 

reflected, as he rode into the yard, that Caesar’s man was well protected. It would take 

a small army to overwhelm the garrison and put an end to Pilate’s regime. He had kept 

his ear to the ground, there was no doubt that Pilate was hated with an intensity far in 

excess of the usual distrust of a conquered people. Pilate had gone out of his way to 

be uncompromising - it was almost as if he enjoyed displaying the power of Rome and 

his

contempt for the susceptibilities of the touchy Jews. He was obliged to follow Caesar’s 

dictate that all religious expression was to be tolerated, provided that it didn’t come into 

direct challenge with the power of Rome, or the divinity of the Emperor. Pilate was 

careful to tread that official path, but it didn’t prevent him from confronting the priests 



and other leaders in Judaea and, at times, displaying crass indifference to their 

outraged feelings.

The Procurator’s house-servants were at least as well trained as those of Livinia. He 

was met in the atrium by Primus Ardelia and escorted into Pilate’s presence. The 

Procurator was standing by a roaring brazier, which sent sparks to the roof.

“Greetings, Lucian Quintus - or more properly, Lucian Publius.”

“Greetings, your excellency - Thank you once again, for your invitation this evening.”

Pilate waved the thanks aside.

“It’s our pleasure to welcome you - a pleasure we have been previously forced to 

forego by pressure of duties.”

Lucian eyed the lean form of the Procurator. This was the most powerful man in 

Palestine - and his use of the term - ‘pressure of duties’, might have a certain credibility,

 but they both knew there was another reason for the neglect of the newcomer from 

Rome.

“These winter evenings strike cold, Publius - warm yourself."

They surveyed each other over the flames. Pilate was tall, lean and clothed in the usual 

white tunic, over which, on this evening, he had chosen to wear a toga. He looked what 

he was, a ruthless man - a man well used to getting his own way, or striking down 

anyone who stood in his path. There had been rumours that he had been assigned 

Judaea as some sort of punishment for bungles in Gaul. The details hadn’t come to light

 perhaps because he had ensured that they wouldn’t do so.

It was his eyes which attracted the most attention in a typically Roman face, which was 

usually quite expressionless. The eyes conveyed everything, usually cold and hard, or 

speculative - as they now were.

He saw a young Roman, who liked to appear self-assured, but who, in reality, was far 

from it. Lucian Gaius Quintus - and now, Publius - was still very wet behind the ears. 

He displayed the usual cock-suredness of the average Roman youngster of his age, but



it was very much a posture. Pilate had to admit that he had done surprisingly well in 

Judaea, despite the roadblocks he had tried to put in his path. His relationship with 

Joseph of Arimathea, proved that he wasn’t a man to be taken for granted. The mutual 

scrutiny was interrupted by a new arrival. Pilate turned.

“Poppeia, my dear, our guest has arrived - Lucian Gaius Quintus Publius, I present my 

wife, Poppeia.”

It was very formal and a little old-fashioned, but Lucian played his part, taking her hand 

and raising it to his lips. Her eyes widened slightly.

“That must be a new fashion in Rome - Pontius, we must introduce this to our young 

men!”

She was small and vivacious, but the vivacity was subdued, as if the traumas through 

which her husband had passed, had made her cautious and less inclined to be the 

extrovert. Livinia had once made the comment that she was inclined to auguries - but 

she hardly looked the type.

The dinner was soon served, but in the meantime Pilate kept up a general conversation 

which avoided specifics. He had the reputation of being an accomplished negotiator, 

capable of steering a tortuous path through conflicting views. Perhaps he was suited, 

after all, to his posting to this troubled province.

The dinner was far from being a sumptuous affair, which might have been expected of 

Caesar’s representative, instead, it was elegant and cultured. Surprisingly, he was the 

only guest. As the meal drew to a close, Pilate seemed to relax, leaning back in his 

heavy, carved chair, which clearly had been imported from Rome, and eyeing his guest.

“You are quite a surprise, Publius.”

Lucian sipped from his wine-cup.

“How so, your excellency?”

“Do you remember when we first met?”

Lucian considered it for a moment.



“I believe it was when I had the opportunity to be of service to you on the way to 

Jerusalem.”

Pilate nodded.

“Quite so, you were a surprise to me then - displaying a remarkable sword-arm - we 

very nearly didn’t need our escort!”

Lucian joined the laughter.

“I had a good tutor - “

“Ah! The good Tachius, no doubt.”

Lucian’s expression of surprise increased.

“I’m amazed that you would know of Tachius, your excellency.”

Pilate’s face momentarily lost its smile.

“I make it my business to know everything, Publius - it’s a question of survival!”

Lucian answered smoothly.

“A very wise stratagem, excellency.”

Pilate forced back his smile, it looked an effort.

“As for your Tachius - I have learned that he arrived recently from Rome, carrying very 

important news for you.”

It was a direct frontal attack. Lucian’s look of astonishment increased.

“I’m not sure whether Tachius should be flattered or apprehensive, your excellency.”

There was another mutual murmur of laughter.

“He has no reason to be apprehensive - unless he has vices he keeps hidden, and he 

ran away from Rome under a cloud - but I hardly think that’s the case is it Publius?”

Lucian leaned back, apparently quite at ease.

“He brought me very glad news, your excellency - which I am certain you already know.”

Pilate’s eyebrows rose a fraction.

“There are some matters I don’t know, Publius.”

Lucian smiled.



“You do know that my patron, Septimus Publius has formally and legally adopted me.”

Pilate’s eyes didn’t flicker.

“I was aware of that - also, that you are now a very wealthy and powerful young man - 

a trustee of his estates and resources.” 

Lucian nodded.

“A very daunting responsibility, your excellency - but one to which I shall apply myself.”

Pilate considered him in a moment’s silence.

“I congratulate you, of course. It isn’t often that a powerful man adopts his heir and 

then entrusts him with his livelihood - unless there is some perceived emergency.”

Lucian contrived a look of wonderment.

“Emergency, your excellency?”

Pilate nodded.

“The matter I thought to discuss with you concerns your newly adopted father. I have 

received information that he is no longer to be found in Rome. He has apparently 

vanished and there is some concern for his safety. I thought I should inform you 

personally. - Perhaps your mentor, Tachius could shed some light on it!”

Lucian drew himself more upright.

“I believe there is no cause for concern, your excellency. Septimus has kept me fully 

informed of his intentions. With the vesting of responsibility in myself, he has in mind to 

visit some of the more distant centres of our enterprises, to ensure that everything is in 

order. The objective is to pay unannounced visits, following no direct pattern, which will 

involve him in considerable random travelling. Apart from mentioning Gaul and hinting 

that he would go further - although whether into Britannia or Hispania, he didn’t make 

clear - that’s all he was prepared to tell me.”

Pilate eyed him speculatively. It was a plausible story and he wasn’t in a position to 

challenge it.

“Contained in the information delivered to me from the Senate, were some remarkable 



references to the witnesses of your adoption.”

Lucian smiled modestly.

“You must be referring to the great honour provided by Caesar, where he acted as one 

of the witnesses of my adoption and insisted on affixing his signature and personal seal.

I must say that I was totally astounded when I read of this.”

Pilate toyed with the stem of his goblet.

“Septimus Publius must have considerable influence if he was able to persuade 

Caesar to do so.”

Lucian nodded happily.

“I believe that Septimus and Caesar - and the Empress Julia, were close friends in their 

youth. From what I understand, Septimus had business in Campania - and seeing that 

Caesar is resident on Capri, he took the opportunity to petition the Empress for an 

audience - not to trouble Caesar - or so I understand, but to convey his personal 

respects to the Empress - which honour was granted to him - and as an unexpected 

privilege, he was granted a personal audience with Caesar!”

Pilate and Poppeia made suitable congratulatory noises and decided that the 

youngster had a glib tongue, which would undoubtedly cost him his life one day!

Lucian went on smoothly.

“It’s my understanding that the question of Septimus’ heir was discussed - and that it 

was Caesar himself who provided the solution - and insisted on the documents being 

prepared and witnessed in his presence!” 

It was a downright, blatant lie, but Lucian was suddenly tired of the cat and mouse 

game.

Pilate didn’t blink.

“A signal honour Quintus - or more correctly - Publius!”

“Your excellency is most kind.”

Pilate switched tack.



“The messenger who brought me this surprising information from Rome, I have sent to 

your old friend - the Centurion Marcellus Flavius, in Capernaum.”

Lucian was genuinely surprised.

“I haven’t had contact with Marcellus for some months.”

Pilate reflected - that at least, was true.

“You were not aware of his promotion?”

“I’m quite surprised - he is to be congratulated.”

Pilate’s smile didn’t touch his eyes.

“You should get together and celebrate - perhaps your plans will take you to Galilee.”

Lucian’s look of surprise increased. Pilate continued.

“To renew your relationship with Joseph of Arimathea. I understand that he’s now 

resident in Tiberius.”

Lucian wondered why the gratuitous information was being provided.

The sensation of entrapment increased. He found an answer.

“I shall have to consider it, your excellency.”

Pilate nodded.

“I understand you witnessed this business with the Baptist?”

Again, another sudden shift of attack.

“I did accompany Joseph to Machaerus.”

“A somewhat dramatic form of entertainment for our dear Tetrarch’s birthday - I’m 

almost sorry I missed it!”

Poppeia, who had kept silent during the previous conversation was moved to protest.

“Pontius! You can’t mean it!”

He turned to her and smiled slightly.

“The spectacle of Herod being cornered and forced to fulfil a rash vow, would have 

been worth the unpleasantness - Tell me, Publius, what was your impression?”

Lucian picked his way through the quagmire.



“Herod was cornered, as you say - I must add that he tried to offer an alternative, but 

the girl was insistent. She was put up to it by her mother, of course.”

Pilate’s eyes flickered.

“You think so - Herodias! Why?”

Lucian continued to pick his way.

“Because the Baptist was outspoken about her relationship with Herod

- the fortress echoed with his voice - he had a very loud, penetrating voice -

which he used in continual denouncement, calling her a whore and Herod a

fornicator and telling him to put her away before their One God condemned him.”

Pilate nodded again.

“Their One God! Always their One God! So, Herodias decided to silence him before 

Herod was driven into getting rid of her - and that man aspires to be king of Judaea!”

Lucian kept a diplomatic silence. Pilate continued after a moment.

“Publius, you were once of service to Rome when you went after the two agitators from 

the camp of the Baptist - while your friend returned to report. If you have a mind to visit 

Galilee, keep your ears and eyes open - their One God is reported to have come to life! 

Marcellus Flavius is in the middle of it - for this reason I sent Aelius Verus to him - If 

you have a mind to go yourself, you would be doing Rome a service!”

Lucian rose to his feet, it was a sign that the evening was at an end.

He made his farewells to Poppeia and then turned again to Pilate, who added casually.

“There is one other piece of news from Rome, which doesn’t concern you personally, 

but I will share it with you. The Praetorian Prefect Sejanus has been arrested by order 

of Caesar, he has been tried for treason and for plotting to seize the imperial throne. 

He has been executed! We may all rejoice that Caesar has been saved from a vicious 

usurper - and that the friends of Caesar have kept him informed so that he could take 

action!”

Lucian left the Procurator’s residence in a kind of daze. Sejanus was finished! It was 



almost beyond belief - and Pilate had as much as hinted that Septimus had been an 

instrument in bringing about his downfall. The question still remained. Was Pilate 

Sejanus’ man and now out for revenge - or had he changed horses and put himself 

firmly in the saddle as a supporter of the ageing Caesar. One thing was for certain, 

Pilate would be looking over his shoulder for those who might try to bring him down, 

especially if he had, indeed, been Sejanus’ appointee.


