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Nebet slipped away from Jonah and his friend when the boys we otherwise distracted. 

He had been surprised to find them arrive at the camp on the day after Jonah was 

supposedly safely lodged in Jerusalem, but it seemed he had slipped away from the city

together with another youngster of the same age, whom he introduced as Marcus. 

They were nice lads, but there were times when the story-teller needed in dependent 

action - and this was one of them. Nebet had been watching Judah of Kerioth closely, 

ever since he had learned of the man’s duplicity. To put one’s fingers into the 

community purse was bad enough, but when a man was one of the trusted Twelve, who

m the Master had selected to be his closest companions, it was more than enough to 

sound alarm signals. Nebet was quite sure that the Master knew - he was at a loss to un

derstand why Judah hadn’t been challenged by him, or at the very least, by one of the 

other Twelve. Simon-Peter had the muscle to do it - and the temper to go with the 

muscle. The others from Capernaum were equally forthright. Nebet couldn’t 

understand the reticence - unless the Master had told them to leave the matter alone.

Jesus returned to the camp in the evenings, after teaching and healing in the temple - 

he didn’t stay at the house of Lazarus and his sisters. The camp was made up of the 

Twelve and a few who remained after the dispersal of the others into the city and its 

surroundings. Nebet had stubbornly refused to make any other arrangements. He felt 

an inner urge to watch Judah - he couldn’t explain why he felt so deeply about the 

man’s duplicity, but he felt compelled to watch him.

On the surface, Judah was accepted and still functioned as one of the Twelve. He kept 

within their circle, sitting close to Jesus at the evening fires. He shared in the intensive 

teaching the Master was giving to the others - but Nebet could see that for all the 

apparent unity, Judah was a man apart. As each day succeeded the other after the 

heady experience of the triumphant entry into the city, Nebet sensed the mounting 



tension and the gathering storm.

It was two evenings before the eve of the Passover, when finally, Judah made his 

move. Nebet had been waiting, and he eased away from young Jonah and his friend 

when he saw Judah slip away into the darkness. It wasn’t unusual for the him to be 

given some special chore, he was after all, the custodian of the purse and responsible  f

or provisions - but there was something furtive about the way he edged into the 

darkness outside the light of the fires. Nebet followed him quietly, making sure that he 

remained distant enough not to alert Judah to his presence. His eyes grew accustomed 

to the darkness, and there was light enough to see that Judah was making for one of 

the city gates. There was still a great deal of traffic to and from the city, even this late in 

the evening. Some were travelers arriving from distant places to join in the Passover 

celebrations. There were those leaving the city for their homes outside the walls. Nebet 

reflected that city gates were rarely closed in a time of peace. It was only when there 

was a threat that they were shut tight at sunset. They had their peace - but it was the 

Roman Peace.

He was much closer to Judah when he entered through the east gate. Nebet eased 

into the company of others hurrying into the city. Once inside, he thought he had lost 

him, but he spotted Judah’s distinctive form heading towards the centre. Nebet’s pulse 

increased, it looked as if he was heading for the temple. It was enough to make him 

pause, perhaps this was a legitimate errand after all - perhaps he was there because of 

some commission from the Master! He decided to follow, now more curious to see what

happened next. 

Near to the outer wall of the temple, Judah was approached by three men who emerged

from the shadows. Nebet quickly found a shadow for himself. Judah looked around 

suspiciously, as if suddenly aware that he might have been followed. Nebet wasn’t near 

enough to hear what was being said, but the conversation was animated. The three 

men were clearly priests, each with the tassels of his garments trailing in the dust.



Judah of Kerioth found himself confronted with three men, when he had expected one. 

He grew nervous and looked around for a possible audience. One of the three was the 

man who had approached him earlier in the day. It had been during the time when the 

Master was holding a long discourse about the kingdom of God. All eyes had been 

focused on him and it had been easy to respond to the young Pharisee who had stood 

himself next to him. The man had whispered:

“There are some of us who want to help the Master - I can’t speak to you here, but if 

you come later, we can talk openly!”

Judah had been suspicious - it could be a trap! On the other hand, he had been 

watching the initiative ebb away from the moment when Jesus had entered the city. It 

had been the moment when he should have proclaimed himself and been swept to 

power! Jesus hadn’t done so, he had continued to teach and heal - and he had 

continued to antagonise the Pharisees and the doctors of Law to such a degree that 

there would have to be repercussions. Now, this young Pharisee wanted to talk about 

those who were willing to help the Master. Judah agreed cautiously.

“I’ll return this evening - and we can talk.”

Now, he was confronted by three. The one who had spoken to him seemed equally 

nervous.

“We can’t talk here - there’s too many eyes!”

A second one said:

“In Solomon’s Porch - there’s no one there now.”

Solomon’s Porch was a long colonnade which flanked the Court of the Gentiles. Judah 

was in no position to argue, he nodded agreement. The quartet entered thought the 

gate to the outer court and found a corner in the colonnade. Judah came to the point.

“What do you have on your mind?”

The original contact smiled.

“Let’s first introduce ourselves. You, we know, are Judah of Kerioth - we are Jehuda, 



Nemuel and Zerah, we’re students of one of the doctors. We saw the regard with which 

the Master was greeted when he entered the city - we’ve been waiting for him to 

declare himself - and we wondered why he’s waiting. We thought it might be that he 

believes he has no support - but we want to assure you that he has great support 

among the students of the temple! I can say confidently, if he declares himself to be 

the Messiah, there will be an immediate rally to his cause! Some of the older priests 

make a lot of noise and want to argue with him and repudiate him - but you can be sure 

that we will sweep them aside! All we need is a man who’ll work with us to overcome 

his reluctance! You’re one of his closest friends - we believe that you can persuade 

him!”

Judah stared at them, they looked young and eager. It was hard to believe that this 

was some sort of trickery. He felt his excitement growing to match theirs, but he forced 

himself to be cautious.

“How will you deal with the High Priest?”

Zerah responded confidently.

“I think you can be sure that the Lord Caiaphas will soon see which way the wind’s 

blowing, and it won’t be long before he acknowledges the Master!”

Jehuda said urgently.

“Keep your voice down! Secrecy is of the utmost importance - if the old ones get wind of

it, they’ll quench it before we have a chance to bring things to a head!”

Judah murmured.

“What do you want me to do?”

“First, we want to be sure that you’re committed - then, we have a plan which will make 

it impossible for the Master not to respond.”

“I don’t understand.”

Nemuel entered the conversation for the first time.

“We must go about this matter carefully - not only do we have to involve the Master, 



but we must also put Caiaphas in a position from which he can’t retreat.”

“I still don’t understand.”

“I’ll explain what we have in mind.”

Zerah held his finger to his lips, and they remained silent in the shadows, as two of the 

temple guard passed by in the court. Judah felt his heart thumping, suddenly conscious 

of how exposed he was if they wanted to arrest him. The guards moved away and 

Zerah laughed softly.

“All clear! Go on, Nemuel, explain.”

There was a pause, then:

“We believe that the Master hesitates to declare himself, because he thinks he doesn’t 

have the support of influential people. He knows he has the common people behind 

him, but there’s always the Romans to worry about, and only the support of the rulers 

will enable him to take over the government - and surely, you’ll agree, Jesus should be 

our new king! He’s shown power and wisdom - and both could only have come from 

God himself! What we have in mind, is to involve Caiaphas - Now, our High Priest is a 

very cautious man, and we have to use a little subtlety to persuade him that he’s on the 

right course. Once he’s committed - he can’t back away.”

Judah considered it, it sounded reasonable, but he was still cautious.

“How do you propose to commit him - Why wouldn’t it be easier for the three of you to 

come back to the camp with me and talk to the Master?”

“Because the Master is also a cautious man - he’s a humble man - perhaps he doesn’t 

realise the power he has over the people and how much they love him! In a way, we 

have to commit to him, so that he can’t back away - just like the Lord Caiaphas!”

“How do you intend to commit them both?”

There was another pause. Zerah answered softly.

“The Master always responds when he is confronted with something that touches his 

soul - isn’t that correct? I’ve heard that he was moved by the tears of the sisters of 



Lazarus - and even called their brother back from the dead! Surely a momentous act! 

But it was only when he saw there was no other course open to him. We believe the 

Master will respond in a similar way, if he is confronted by circumstances where he has 

to demonstrate his power - there being no other way! Now, what we have to suggest is 

this - and please, hear me out before you answer!

We have to involve the Lord Caiaphas - so that he can’t back out either - so, we 

propose to bring you to him!”

Judah jumped back in alarm. Zerah continued quickly.

“Hear us out, Judah! We wish you no harm - if you refuse, we shall all part friends and 

pretend this conversation didn’t happen - after all, we could be in great trouble if our 

teachers get to hear of what we’re planning!”

Judah stared at them and stared to relax again.

“Go on!”

Nemuel took up the theme.

“We want to give the Lord Caiaphas the impression that you’re sympathetic to him and 

that you have come to him with a proposition.”

“What proposition?”

“That you are willing to lead the Temple Guards to the Master!”

Judah leapt back, he cried hoarsely.

“You must be mad!”

Zerah said urgently.

“Think about it Judah! - Think about it!”

“I am thinking about it - and I’ll have nothing to do with it!”

Zerah went on urgently.

“Listen to me! We’ve agreed that the Master will react when he’s confronted by a 

situation which can’t be solved in any other way. He’ll be forced out into the open - He’ll 

have to declare himself the Messiah especially if he’s confronted by the Temple 



Guards!

I’m absolutely convinced that the first ones to acclaim him, will be the Guards who 

come to arrest him!”

Judah answered hoarsely.

“You’re mad - completely mad! Do you imagine that I’d betray the Master!”

“But, you WON’T be betraying him! You’ll be elevating him to his rightful place on the 

throne of David! Can’t you see, man - you’ll be the instrument by which the Master 

becomes the Messiah - the Saviour of his people!”

Judah shook his head.

“I won’t do it - never, you understand - NEVER!”

Zerah stepped back.

“All right, Judah - we understand your reluctance - but promise me this - that you’ll 

think about it. If you have a change of mind, at least one of us will be here every 

evening until Passover.”

Judah almost ran from the porch. Nebet shrank back in the shadows as he passed, but 

Judah didn’t see him. He ran blindly as if he was pursued by devils. Nebet had never 

before seen such an expression on a man’s face.

In another part of the city, another man was swallowing his pride.Joseph of Arimathea 

had waited for the return of Saul and Eli for another full day after the visit from Tachius. 

During that wait, he had remained implacably opposed to any idea that Rebecca 

should visit the sick, and quite possibly dying, Lucian.

His two retainers had finally arrived at the villa, well into the evening of the third day 

after the Galilean had entered the city to such a rapturous reception from the crowd.

Those days had been filled with repeated meetings of the Sanhedrin. The priests were 

becoming more and more enraged as each day passed. The Galilean appeared to be 

going out of his way to hold them up before the people and publicly insult them. 

Caiaphas was a man with his rage barely under control, but it was a rage which was 



speculating on ways and means of ridding themselves of the upstart. As each meeting 

broke up, Joseph became more and more alarmed for Rebecca. Not only was the 

Galilean in great danger, but also his followers. Open threats had already been made

concerning Lazarus, the man reputedly called back to life by the prophet, and the 

closest followers and helpers of the prophet were sure to be targets - but first, the 

priestly party were determined to take him!

Joseph waited with helpless impotence until Saul and Eli made contact. The preamble 

of greetings was cut short.

“Where is Rebecca?”

Saul blinked at the suddenness of the question.

“We can show you where she is lodging, Lord Joseph.”

“Do you mean to say that she’s here in Jerusalem!?”

Saul nodded warily.

“She’s with some of the other women who follow the prophet, at the house of a 

sympathiser.”

“You will take me there!”

Saul blinked again.

“Now - Lord Joseph!?

“Now!”

Saul led the way through the crowded streets of the city. Joseph was muffled up in a 

cloak, and was yet another anonymous citizen joining in the celebrations. He sensed 

the excitement - and even the impatience. The crowd were waiting for something to 

happen - something to be built upon the loud acclaim that had greeted the Galilean 

when he had ridden through the gates. The symbolism hadn’t been wasted upon 

Joseph - any more than it had upon the priestly party. They and he understood the 

prophetic significance of the ass, and the strewing of palm leaves - and the shouts of Ho

sanna to David’s Son! It was a heady mixture and quite enough to turn the heads of a 



people who were waiting for deliverance from the arrogance of the Roman yoke!

He was silent as he followed Saul and Eli to a quieter quarter of the city, where the 

houses touched the margin of the street, and presented bland walls with one door for 

entry - and with windows only on the upper floors. Saul came to a halt before one of 

the houses. Joseph ordered.

“If this is the place, knock on the door - and tell them that it is imperative for Joseph to 

speak to Rebecca!”

Saul rapped with his staff on the wooden panel. The sound was enough to raise the 

neighbourhood. Joseph glanced around and assumed it was an echo bouncing off the 

house walls. There was a prolonged delay, and Saul raised his staff to strike again. It 

was perhaps unfortunate that the door opened at that precise moment to reveal a 

startled serving girl. She let out a squeal of alarm. Joseph gave a peremptory 

command before she slammed the door shut in their faces.

“Tell the Lady Rebecca, her brother must see her - now!”

The door was shut hastily, and they couldn’t be sure if it was an act of defense, or 

whether the message was being delivered. Joseph jerked his cloak about him. The 

alley was damp and there was a cool wind. Eventually, the door opened again and this 

time the servant girl was cowering behind a tall woman dressed Grecian style.

“I am Mary - the hour is late and my guests are already sleeping. Please return 

tomorrow.”

Joseph stepped forward.

“I am Joseph of Arimathea - my sister is one of your guests - the matter is one of life or 

death - I must speak with her.”

Mary inclined her head in acknowledgement of the introduction.

“Won’t you please enter, Lord Joseph.”

They followed her through the wall into an inner courtyard, and from there, into the 

house. They were ushered into a reception room, which was occupied by a tall lad, 



who looked ready to repel an attack at the slightest provocation. Joseph forced a smile.

“We come in peace, young man - I am Joseph.”

“I am Jonah Marcus - what do you want with Rebecca!?’

Joseph’s smile broadened.

“A brother visiting his sister with some bad news.”

There was another interruption, a file of women entered the room, with Rebecca 

bringing up the rear. Joseph recognised one.

“My Lady Joanna - a pleasure to greet you.”

Joanna eyed him without smiling.

“An equal pleasure, Lord Joseph.”

There was another flurry of introductions, Joseph forced himself to be patient. One was 

of particular interest, she was named as Mary of Nazareth.

There was something in the eyes that was reminiscent of those which had held his 

when he had been told that he had to sell all he had, and give the proceeds to the poor.

He turned to Rebecca, she had said nothing - not even to greet him.

He said pointedly.

“I had hoped to talk to you alone.”

“I prefer my friends to be present, Joseph.”

She was uncompromising, her stare direct and defiant. Joseph inclined his head in 

acceptance.

“As you wish - Rebecca, I have grave news about Lucian - he’s received wounds which 

have poisoned him - they fear for his life - and he’s calling for you!”

Her face became very white, he saw her hands clench tightly.

“You say he’s wounded - how - when.”

“He was in a group attacked by bandits on the Joppa road - our friend Marcellus 

rescued him, but not before he received a sword thrust to the left arm and another 

glancing blow to the head. The surgeon believes the knife might have been dirty or 



poisoned.”

Rebecca stared at him.

“Thank you for telling me, Joseph - I know what it must have cost you to do so. Where 

is he?”

“In the infirmary of the Antonia!”

Her hand went to her mouth.

“The Antonia!”

“Marcellus took him there with another of their party - and with Tachius - who was 

slightly wounded and was able to come to me.”

“You say he’s asking for me?”

Joseph shrugged.

“According to Tachius.”

Joanna interjected softly.

“Your beautiful Roman boy needs you, Rebecca.”

Brother and sister stared at each other. Rebecca waited for Joseph to declare his 

opposition - it wasn’t forthcoming. She responded to Joanna halfheartedly.

“The Master needs me - “

The idea was rejected from an unexpected quarter - Mary of Nazareth.

“Jesus has enough helpers - at the moment, you won’t be missed!”

Rebecca shook her head.

“I can’t go into the Antonia - I wouldn’t be allowed - it’s a garrison!”

Joanna declared.

“Garrisons have commanders - If necessary, I’ll go to Pilate!”

Rebecca turned and stared at her in astonishment.

“You know Pilate!?”

Joanna countered.

“As much as you do - at a social level! You forget, Chuza’s wife is known to Herod’s 



guests. Pilate has been a frequent, if reluctant visitor to our esteemed Tetrarch! If the 

sister of Joseph of Arimathea makes it known that she wishes to visit a sick friend in 

the Antonia, I think, in the interests of cordial relations between the Romans and the 

Jews, her wishes will be met!”

Rebecca responded softly.

“Which means that I must first resume my place as the sister of my brother!”

Joseph replied with equal softness.

“A place which has never been empty, dear sister.”

Suddenly, she was in his arms. He hugged her against him.

“I promise you, Rebecca - I’ll respect your wishes in other matters.”

There was a flurry of farewells. Joseph wondered why women always dissolved into 

tears when they parted. It left him standing awkwardly with Saul and Eli - but he 

noticed that Mary of Nazareth was not part of the general emotional scene. He thought 

she looked drawn and tired. He watched her, she wasn’t tall, although she gave the 

impression of stature. She looked what she was, a woman from the country - used to 

hard work, and if the reports were correct, the mother of a large family, of whom Jesus 

was the eldest. He wondered how she could have produced such a prodigious child, in 

the primitive environment from which they came. In his eyes, that made her 

outstanding in her own right. For all that there was nothing outstanding about her, yet, 

she was a commanding figure. She was small and apparently vulnerable, but he saw 

the suggestion of an iron will and determination. She wouldn’t be a woman to crumble, 

no matter what the circumstances. On an impulse he approached her, and under the 

cover of the loud exclamations of farewell to Rebecca, said:

“Madam, if you have any influence with your son, warn him that he is in great danger 

from Caiaphas and the Sanhedrin. I sit with them, and I know - Moderate voices are 

being suppressed, and those who wish to do him harm are gaining the upper hand!”

She stared at him with unblinking eyes, and once again he was reminded of the same 



steady stare which he had experienced with her son.

She answered softly.

“I thank you for the warning, my Lord. I will try to warn my son, but I am afraid that 

there is nothing I can say which would alter his direction. It’s already too far advanced 

for that - but I WILL try!”

Joseph bowed and wondered what had prompted him to speak.

Rebecca was coming to him, and there was another flurry of farewells as they left the 

house, and Rebecca was once more under his protection, and soon to be restored to 

her rightful place under his roof.


