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Late in the following afternoon, Lucian waited restlessly by the ruins of what he 

assumed to be a fisherman’s shack, as the sun descended below the hills behind him. 

Rebecca’s note had been short and to the point, as if it had been written in a hurry, or 

in secrecy. He could think of no reason why she should be under such pressure, but 

then, the whole reason for this rendezvous was to explain her obvious signs of tension. T

achius had insisted on accompanying him. He was sitting dour and silent, watching the 

hills behind them in this isolated place. The ruins were off the road from the south, 

where there was plenty of traffic. Lucian was the first to agree that it was foolhardy to 

invite the attentions of the Zealots, who might be expected to pick off two Roman who 

were apparently admiring the scenery.

Lucian glanced at his silent companion. Tachius had been noncommittal since the 

initial outburst after Lucian had fulfilled his promise to tell him what the visit to Nathan 

the priest had meant, and his intentions of taking Rebecca to be his wife. The response 

had been predictable and Tachius hadn’t been sparing with his words. There had been 

the usual dire predictions about the unsuitability of a wealthy and eligible Roman 

bachelor uniting with a woman from an alien culture. Even when Lucian had pointed 

out that Rebecca was at least as wealthy and as eligible, it hadn’t quenched the flow. 

The old soldier had declared vehemently.

“I tell you, lad - you’re buying into trouble! Your position and wealth won’t save you 

when Jews are driven out from a city! Some are stoned to death before they can 

escape - don’t think your money can buy them off! Take my word for it, I’ve seen what 

a blood-lust can do to a people. They’re beyond reason - even if you were their best 

friend on the previous day, they’ll turn on you like wolves! It takes only a few rumours 



to fan the flame that ignites a mob into a creating a blood-bath - if you want that for 

your wife - and for your children - you’re a fool. I know one thing for sure, if Septimus 

was

here, he’d put a stop to this stupidity!”

Lucian had listened with resigned tolerance up to that point, then his patience ran out.

“I’ve heard enough, Tachius! I’m my own man and I’ll do as I please. Septimus wouldn’t 

stop me - and neither will you!”

Tachius had the last word.

“Then, I hope this woman has more sense than you!”

They had ridden the rest of the day in silence. Whether Balthus had understood or not 

wasn’t clear, but the obvious rift between the two men had driven the broad grin from 

his face. The division between them had remained. When Lucian had received 

Rebecca’s message, and Tachius had realised that he intended to go to the 

rendezvous alone, he had firmly declared his intention of accompanying him too - even 

if it meant they didn’t ride together and he had to follow him. Lucian had agreed 

reluctantly.Tachius had declared.

“I might as well look over this woman and see what’s making you so over-heated!”

Now, Lucian waited with growing impatience. He was aware that he had arrived early, 

but that didn’t make the time pass any quicker. Tachius turned to look at a plume of 

dust riding along the track. There was more than one rider, but that was to be expected.

 Rebecca was accompanied by two men, Lucian assumed them to be her escort. The 

two parties eyed each other. Lucian broke the silence, and smiled - for some reason he 

was suddenly nervous.

“It looks as if your army out-numbers ours!”

Rebecca forced a smile.

“Then, you’d better surrender!”

There was a flurry of introductions and Tachius was sent off with Saul and Eli - no doubt



to debate the foolhardiness of their respective charges.

Rebecca allowed Lucian to lift her from her horse. He released her reluctantly. She 

walked to the edge of the water, which lapped in quietly - the lake was very still.

“Sometimes, the water washes right over the cottage - that’s why it was abandoned.”

“Do you come here often?”

She nodded.

“When I want to be alone to think.”

They walked slowly along the short stretch of beach. The cove was small and sheltered 

by two low headlands. She laughed.

“We’d better not go to far - or our nursemaids will come after us.”

Lucian grinned in return.

“I’d like to give them the slip - run away somewhere and forget the world exists!”

“I’d like that too - perhaps that’s all I can do!”

They stopped and looked out over the water, which was a myriad of red hues from the 

setting sun.

“What’s troubling you, Rebecca? - You know, I’ll do everything within my power to help!”

She looked into his serious face and turned away quickly, but not before he saw tears in

her eyes. He asked insistently.

“Tell me what’s wrong!”

“You’re a good friend, Lucian - but there’s nothing you can do.”

“Try me!”

She hesitated before she answered.

“Do you remember the conversation at dinner in Arimathea - the night before we left for 

Machaerus?”

Lucian grappled with his recollection.

“Remind me.”

“Joseph threatened to marry me off because I wouldn’t hold my tongue!”



Lucian stopped dead.

“He was joking, surely!”

She shook her head.

“He’s told me that he intended to find me a husband - and that he wants me married off 

by the end of the year - I suppose to some fat, pompous, middle-aged Pharisee, with 

bad breath and flat feet!”

It was too serious a prospect for humour.

“He can’t do that!”

“Oh! But he can, Lucian! He can! He’s the head of my family - under the Jewish Law 

and in the Jewish tradition, he has every right to find me a husband and I have nothing 

to say about it! The only concession he has made - and I don’t know how long it will 

apply - is that he will introduce what he believes are suitable men, from whom I can 

select my husband. I won’t do it, Lucian! I’ve already told him I’ll renounce everything - 

position, family, wealth - I’d sooner sleep in under the hedge!”

Lucian exclaimed:

“Good for you!”

Rebecca seized on it.

“Then you agree - he’s being unreasonable?”

Lucian nodded his head vigorously.

“Totally unreasonable!”

“Talk to him, Lucian - he might listen to you!”

Lucian’s confidence evaporated.

“I’ll certainly try - but remember, we hardly know each other - apart from our business 

agreement.

Tell me, Rebecca - what if you decide on a man for yourself - one that Joseph doesn’t 

introduce?”

“He’s agreed to consider whether he’s suitable.”



“And what if he decides that he isn’t?”

“Then, I have to accept that I can’t marry him!”

Lucian exclaimed angrily.

“He’s treating you like an object.”

“Or an animal! After all, my name does mean ‘Cow’!”

Lucian asked carefully.

“Do you have anyone in mind?”

Rebecca shook her head.

“I have no one.”

Lucian kicked a pebble and said lightly.

“What a pity, I’m not a Jew - you could pick me!”

Rebecca eyed him seriously.

“But, then - you’re not a Jew, Lucian!”

They turned and walked back slowly to where their escorts were waiting and watching. 

Lucian was in a turmoil of indecision. He wanted badly to declare his desire for her, but 

her answer had had an air of finality about it. He was not a Jew! He felt his anger rising 

- what in the name of the gods did it matter, if he was a Jew or not? It was only some 

stupid religious restriction applied by dry and decaying priests, following on the dictates 

of some man who long ago  declared things to be the way he thought they should be. 

They reached the others. Tachius eyed Lucian thoughtfully - he didn’t look like a man 

who had reason to celebrate. He felt a surge of hope, maybe the girl had shown sense 

after all and had rejected him. He looked at Rebecca, she was a pretty little thing - 

even beautiful - and he could see that a young man would desire her. She didn’t look 

happy herself, which firmed his opinion that she had backed away from the lad.

They parted like comrades - not lovers - and Tachius and Lucian watched the trio ride 

back the way they had come. They delayed their own departure for a short while, 

although Tachius was becoming restless with the failing light. He growled eventually.



“We’d better go, lad. We won’t hold off a band of determined Zealots in this light.”

“Nor in any light, I think, Tachius - they go for the kill!”

They rode back to the main road, which still was busy with traffic trying to reach 

Tiberius before nightfall. Tachius waited for Lucian to open the conversation, but it was 

slow in coming.

“What did you think of her, Tachius?”

The old man trod carefully.

“I can understand your interest - if that is the girl.”

“It is! Rebecca is the only woman for me!”

Tachius grunted derisively.

“Until you meet another who takes your fancy! This is Tachius you’re talking to! Every 

woman you’ve ever met has been the only one for you!”

“Not this one! This is the woman I intend to marry!”

“Even though she rejected you earlier?”

Lucian shot him a startled look.

“Who says she rejected me?”

Tachius looked across to him.

“I didn’t see the parting of two lovers just now! I saw a thoughtful young lad and a 

troubled girl - but I didn’t see two people contemplating matrimony!”

Lucian nodded.

“You’re right - Rebecca is troubled - her brother wants to marry her off to someone he 

intends to choose for her. Apparently, he has the right to do so.”

“No different to a Roman Gens - they do the same thing - marry off a girl to unite two 

families - you know it well enough! Her brother has a perfect right to do so. There’s not 

many so-called love matches as you youngsters like to call them!”

“Rebecca says she’ll renounce everything and run away, if Joseph forces her - and if 

she does, I’ll help her!”



Tachius reined in his horse.

“If you do - you can say good-bye to any business partnership with Joseph! Think 

about it! Ask yourself whether the girl’s worth it.”

“She’s worth it, Tachius! She’ll be worth losing a fortune!”

Tachius rolled his eyes to heaven.

“Septimus should hear you now! You’d throw his money away for the sake of bedding 

some girl!”

Lucian looked ready to start a battle, the old soldier watched him warily.

“I didn’t say I wanted to bed her - I said I’d help her!”

“And, eventually unite with her - no doubt she’ll be ready to throw herself into your arms 

in gratitude!”

“Have a care, Tachius - I’m spoiling for a fight!”

Tachius grinned widely.

“I’ve no doubt you are, young Lucian! Go and fight with your Joseph - not with me!”

They resumed their ride into Tiberius - it was already dark when they clattered into the 

yard of the inn.

Rebecca was in a turmoil when she reached home. She looked at the sprawling 

building in the fading light and wondered how much longer she could call it by that 

name. Her conversation with Lucian had solved very little. She knew she could rely on 

his help if she was forced to fulfil her intention to abandon everything, but she pinned 

greater hopes on his promise to talk to Joseph on her behalf. One thing she couldn’t 

chase from her mind, was the final, joking comment about him marrying her himself - 

and her response.

In the quietness of her room, she looked at herself in the mirror and saw the dark 

shadows beneath her eyes. She hadn’t been sleeping well and her dreams had been 

troubled. Joseph hadn’t raised the subject of her marriage again, but she had seen the 

look in his eye when she had made the comment about Herod and being cleansed 



from blood-guilt. She knew she had been unwise, but there seemed to be times when 

her most secret thoughts and opinions tumbled out over her tongue - with no regard for 

the

possible consequences. She accepted that Joseph was in a delicate position, always 

trying to strike a balance between his business interests - which increasingly were stretc

hing beyond their fellow Jews, into the realms of the Gentiles - Counterbalancing his 

business interests, were his responsibilities as a Prince of Judaea, his position, as such,

on the Sanhedrin, and his nominal fealty to Herod. She was the first to agree that her 

oral indiscretions were a liability - but was the remedy to force her into a distasteful 

union with a stranger?

Her thoughts came back to Lucian and his flippant comment. She dared to allow 

herself to agree, that if he WAS a Jew, she could consider him. She shocked herself 

with the readiness to accept the proposition. It was completely impossible - or was it! 

She asked herself if she loved him, and couldn’t answer honestly. It was too dramatic a 

concept. She liked him, he was young, clean - and quite handsome in his Roman way - 

he was fun to be with. He could be irritating and condescending, he was flirtatious and 

that was something she didn’t like. She felt her anger rise again. It was irrational - she 

didn’t own him, he had the right to flirt with whoever he chose - but it annoyed her - and 

she couldn’t understand why - unless she was truly interested in him - but that was 

impossible - he wasn’t a Jew!

Later that evening, Lucian walked the short distance from his lodgings to Joseph’s villa. 

He was unaccompanied and he wasn’t even sure that Joseph would receive him. He 

had had little opportunity to talk to him during the reception organised by Julius and his 

wife. Joseph had been civil enough - even friendly, which was in marked contrast to the 

strain of their parting after Machaerus and the butchery of the Baptist. Joseph greeted 

him warmly.

“Lucian! Welcome! I was just about to send a messenger to invite you to dine with me - 



you must be a reader of minds!”

Lucian laughed.

“I must admit, I was being selfish and wanted company - sometimes Tachius is a little 

hard to bear at the end of a long day.”

“Tachius? Ah! Your Roman friend.”

“My friend, my mentor - a second father.”

Joseph led him into a large room which opened on to a balcony fronting the lake.

“I hear you have now another father - my congratulations. I didn’t have an opportunity 

to talk to you last evening, Julius has the habit of monopolising my attention.”

Lucian nodded.

“Yes, I have another father - Septimus has been very generous - and he’s entrusted 

me with control of all his affairs.”

Joseph smiled.

“Perhaps you were unwise to tell me that, now I can strike a harder bargain knowing 

that it won’t be vetoed in Rome!”

Lucian laughed again.

“You’ll strike a harder bargain - only if I allow you to do so!”

“Ah! A challenge!”

“No - a friendly warning!”

Joseph handed him a goblet of wine and then raised his.

“To your good fortune - and our future profitable partnership.”

“To our mutual benefit, Joseph!”

They drank and Lucian glanced around.

“This is a very attractive room.”

“Second to Arimathea, I like my home in Tiberius.”

Lucian asked casually.

“You are alone this evening?”



Joseph nodded. 

“Rebecca is indisposed - she will eat in her room.”

Lucian groped for the right words.

“I hope she isn’t unwell - I thought she looked a little - tired - last evening.”

“She also looked much the same when she met you this afternoon, Lucian!” 

The Roman felt himself flushing. Joseph was gazing at him steadily.

“Yes, she looked much the same this afternoon - I wasn’t sure whether she had told you

of our meeting.”

“She didn’t - but Saul and Eli report to me!”

“I hope you didn’t object to our meeting, Joseph?”

Joseph sipped his wine.

“Rebecca is a reliable girl, she wouldn’t allow herself to be compromised - and - I’m not 

her keeper. Rebecca often visits relatives and friends without requiring my sanction.”

Lucian managed a smile.

“We had three sturdy chaperones!”

Joseph matched the smile.

“Saul and Eli would never allow anything to happen to her! You asked if she was unwell 

- didn’t she tell you the reason.”

Lucian answered in all honesty.

“Not directly - I thought it might be something to do with the incident at Machaerus - she 

isn’t sleeping well - when it comes to it, neither am I.”

Joseph nodded.

“I think we all carry the legacy of that - incident.’

Joseph’s house steward hovered at the entrance to the room.

“I think that means our dinner is ready.”

Lucian followed his host into another room. A table had been set for two and they faced 

each other across the table. The meal passed without further mention of Rebecca, 



Lucian breathed a little easier. When they had returned to the balcony overlooking the 

lake. Joseph resumed the conversation as if it had never been broken off.

“Lucian, when you get to know me better, you will know that I expect complete candour 

when it comes to business and when it comes to family matters - unless we can trust 

each other, there can be no basis for a partnership.”

Lucian sipped his wine.

“I hope I haven’t given you any reason to mistrust me, Joseph.”

Joseph shook his head slowly.

“In business - no - but, I must ask you about your relationship with Rebecca!”

Lucian stared at him.

“I think you mistake the situation, Joseph - there is no relationship between us - I think 

you do your sister an injustice if you think she would allow it!”

Joseph held his gaze.

“Perhaps, I used the wrong word - not relationship perhaps, but I’m intrigued about a 

secret meeting - why couldn’t you have come to the house, instead of meeting in some 

secluded cove at dusk?”

“I remind you it was in full view of two of your trusted men - who reported to you!”

“Agreed! But Rebecca didn’t choose to tell me herself, and neither did you - until I let 

you know that I was aware of what took place!”

Lucian didn’t back away.

“Rebecca had something to discuss with me, which was personal and private between 

us - perhaps she felt the house was not a suitable venue for it!”

Joseph contemplated the flushed face of his business partner and maintained the 

attack.

“In Rome, there are many practices which differ to those in Judaea. You have a 

reputation for casualness to the standard norms of society. You permit things which are 

not acceptable to us - don’t misunderstand me, I’m not implying anything improper - I’m 



merely stating a fact, that a Jewish girl is very much under the authority of her nearest 

male relative - and especially under the authority of the leader - or elder - of her family. 

Rebecca is under my control - and in my society, I have the right to ask the questions I 

am asking of you.”

Lucian responded angrily.

“In so doing you impugn dishonour upon your sister!”

Joseph blinked.

“That is your opinion, Lucian - I do not believe my sister would allow herself to be 

dishonoured.”

“In that we can agree! Shall I tell you why she is so ill? Perhaps you already suspect - if 

so, I’ll confirm it! You’ve told her that she must marry the man you will choose for her - 

even if she finds him a loathsome creature! Can you wonder that she finds it hard to 

sleep and chooses to take her meals in her room?”

Joseph paused but his gaze didn’t waver.

“I find it incredible that she chose to talk to you about it.”

“I think you’ll find that she had to talk to someone!”

“Tell me, Lucian - do you really believe I would force her to marry someone she found 

repulsive - a loathsome creature - as you put it. I can assure you that my choice for her 

will be someone attractive, someone who will make her a good husband, someone 

who will earn her love, someone with whom she will make beautiful children - “

Lucian spat out bitterly.

“And someone who will control her wayward tongue, so that she doesn’t get you or 

herself into trouble with Herod - or with Caesar!”

Joseph’s expression hardened.

“Spoken like a conqueror! You Romans have no idea what it’s like to bend your knee to 

an alien occupier and the puppet they have allowed - in their magnanimity - to make a 

pretence of ruling!”



Lucian glowered at him.

“Now - whose speaking rashly, Joseph!”

Joseph held his eyes.

“Only rashly - if you choose to denounce me, Lucian!”

Lucian dropped his gaze and shut his eyes wearily.

“I won’t denounce you, Joseph - I know what you say is true! But, we don’t have it easy 

in Rome either - the city is full of spies working for or against Caesar. I suppose you’ve 

heard - Sejanus has been executed by order of Caesar?”

He opened his eyes and thought Joseph looked startled.

“I hadn’t heard - thank you for the information.”

“We seem to have wandered from the subject of Rebecca.”

Joseph filled the glasses from the wine bottle.

“I assure you, I will do the best for Rebecca - there really is nothing else to add.”

Lucian hesitated.

“There is, Joseph - I’m sorry to approach the subject from this angle, but I came to 

Tiberius with the intention of asking Rebecca to be my wife!”

Joseph leaned forward and put down his goblet on the side table. His expression was 

almost hostile.

“You must know that such a union is out of the question, Lucian! Rebecca can never 

marry a man who is not of the Jewish faith - nor could I accept such a man as a suitor 

for her hand!”

Lucian held his eyes.

“What if I was a Jew?”

“That is impossible - you can never be a Jew!”

“Not by blood, certainly - but if I live as a Jew - if I worship the One God - and become 

a Jew - would you accept me as her suitor?”

Joseph’s expression didn’t soften.



“I repeat - you can never become a Jew.”

“I agree - by virtue of not being of the seed of Abraham - but many other men of other 

nations have become Jews by doing as I suggest - and they are accepted into the 

congregation of Israel!”

Joseph nodded slowly.

“I see you’ve conducted some research. I agree, there are precedents - as you say - 

men of other nationalities have become Jews.”

Lucian persisted.

“If I become such a man - will you accept me as a suitor for Rebecca?”

Joseph picked up his goblet and toyed with it, watching the wine swill around.

“Has your research dealt with all that’s required for a man to become a Jew?”

Lucian hesitated.

“I’ve spoken to Nathan - at Arimathea - on the way here.”

“You’re very determined it seems! Very well, let’s get down to the core of the matter. A 

Jew makes a covenant with the One God. He swears to forsake all other gods and 

refuses to bow down to any image representing another god - Are you prepared to 

repudiate Jove, Mars, and the countless other gods with which Rome is littered? More 

importantly, are you prepared to refuse to bow down to the image of Caesar, if you are 

ordered to do so under pain of death!? Are you prepared to lose everything in order to 

remain true to your vow to the One God - even the extent of watching your children and 

wife put to the sword in front of your eyes? I ask you this because such sacrifices were 

demanded of our people only one hundred and fifty years ago - yes, as recent as that! 

Even more recent was the death of hundreds who fought Pilate because he insisted in 

raising the Roman eagles in the Temple! Lucian, there will always be someone who will 

one day say - ‘This man has a Jewish wife, and therefore he is tainted. This man 

worships a strange god and refuses to bow down to Caesar and acknowledge him as a 

god. Let’s kill them, they are enemies of the state - let’s do it slowly, so that others will



learn that it doesn’t pay to be different!’”

There was a heavy silence. Lucian faltered.

“If it means winning Rebecca - yes, I’m prepared to do all that - and to risk everything!”

Joseph’s voice was harsh.

“That isn’t a good enough reason, Lucian! The only reason for worshipping the One 

God and making your vows to him, is that you must love him with the whole of your 

heart and your mind and your strength!”

Lucian stared back at him. Joseph was unrelenting.

“That is the only way, Lucian! There is one other thing - something which seals our 

covenant with our God - you cannot remain uncircumcised - to do so means that you 

are not a Jew!”

Lucian spent a restless night after his evening with Joseph. Sleep came only fitfully. 

The accommodation at the inn was typical of most other places where he had lodged in 

Judaea. One shared the bed in the company of bed-bugs and other creatures of the 

night which invaded the room through the open window slits. At that time of the year, 

the nights were cold - even in the sunken valley through which the Jordan flowed down 

to the Salt Sea, and there where it was interrupted by the expanse of the Galilee’s lake. 

It wasn’t the discomfort of the bed, or the fact - or his imagination - that every crawler in 

Galilee appeared to like his blood, which was keeping him wakeful. The conversation 

with Joseph was foremost in his mind. He could take some consolation from the fact 

that now he wasn’t hiding something from the man who was potentially an important 

business associate - but he reflected dismally, that even that might now change after 

his admission of interest to marry Rebecca.

The One God and religion which Joseph followed, both sounded grim and 

uncompromising - in fact, Joseph seemed to take pride that it was so - seeing it as the 

only means of preserving the Jewish national identity against all the invaders of the past

centuries - and now, the invaders from Rome!



Lucian stirred restlessly - there was no escaping from the fact that he was born and 

bred a Roman citizen. His conjecture to become a Jew carried far more ramifications 

than he had been prepared to admit. He wasn’t sure of his future status as a citizen if 

he undertook to follow the plan through. Rome gave her citizens privileges which were 

withheld from subject races. The mere fact that he was now the controller of a vast 

mercantile empire, could be placed in jeopardy by some prohibition of which he was 

currently not aware. Setting that aside, there was always the question of whether he 

was prepared to abandon his old gods for the new, alarming, One God - and enter into 

the ritualistic life of the superstitious Jews. Lucian paid his religious dues when it was 

politically wise to do so, but essentially, he wasn’t over-enthusiastic about visiting the 

temples of Rome, dedicated to one god or the other. His tendency was to follow the 

modern thought that the gods were dead and it was only a symbolic kindness to 

perpetuate their memory.

Acknowledgement of Caesar as god, was an entirely different proposition. This WAS 

strictly political - and it would be an unwise man who flouted at least an occasional 

recognition of the fact. From the way Joseph had spoken, no Jew, even on pain of 

death, would bow down to any graven image - and that included the likenesses of 

emperors, both past and present. In fact, he had heard of persecutions of Jews in 

some of the provinces, for that very reason.

Persecution was another subject Joseph had laboured. Lucian had to admit that it 

happened with monotonous frequency. He could understand that Joseph would be 

apprehensive over the welfare of his sister - especially if Lucian took her off to Rome, 

where Joseph would be helpless in the short term if something went wrong - and it was 

in the short term that help would be needed. Usually, persecuted Jews never got to the 

position of being long term prisoners! 

It wasn’t the only thought on Lucian’s mind, but he resisted contemplating the final and 

irrevocable step until he couldn’t avoid to do so any longer. The question of 



circumcision! Lucian had always considered it a barbaric practice! In whatever way you 

considered it, it was mutilation. Admittedly, on rare occasions, it was necessary for 

medical reasons, to correct some fault. Leaving that to one side, one became an object 

of curiosity among one’s peers, especially in a society which tended to utilise the public 

baths and gymnasia on a frequent basis. Leaving that aside again, he had heard horror 

stories of those who had undergone the rite for some reason or the other - he had 

heard of one man who couldn’t stand the pain and had committed suicide - even 

allowing for that to be an exaggeration - it would necessarily be agonising!

He rebelled at the thought! A stupid, superstitious religious practice, imposed by some 

crazy prophet, who no doubt believed that there was some virtue in pain - and he could 

hardly have picked a more tender area to prove his point! The whole concept was 

ridiculous! He wished he had asked Joseph what purpose the mutilation served to prove

a man a Jew, when it was on the area of the body usually hidden from view!

The questions circulated round and around and when he eventually

did manage to sleep, he had wild dreams from which he awoke sweating. He rose 

early, kicked Balthus awake, bathed and forced some food down his throat and fretted 

the time away before he could decently return to Joseph’s house. He had made up his 

mind - whatever the consequences, he was going to talk to Rebecca! She was 

surprised to see him, her eyes questioning. He danced around his reason for asking for 

her rather than for Joseph, until she pulled him up short.

“Lucian! You didn’t come here at this time of the morning to tell me that it was a 

pleasant day and a surprise for this time of the year, or that the wind was coming off 

the lake and ought to have been coming from the direction of the Great Sea. You didn’t 

come to ask if I was feeling better - knowing that I’m suffering from a problem that 

doesn’t improve as the days go by! So - tell me why you did come!”

Lucian hesitated - and wondered why it was so confoundedly difficult to ask a girl to 

marry him! He hedged.



“I spoke to Joseph last evening.”

Her eyes widened - and he hesitated again.

“And? - For the love of God come out with it!”

He faltered on.

“He doesn’t want to choose a monster for you - he wants him to be handsome and 

wants you to learn to love him - and have lots of children!”

She stared at him.

“And that’s supposed to make me feel better - he’s going to be a handsome bull to be 

mated to Rebecca the cow!”

Lucian’s eyes widened.

“Rebecca!”

She raged on.

“Well - isn’t that what you’re saying!?”

He stared into her angry face - and thought she was incredibly beautiful - he had the 

urgent desire to sweep her into his arms and kiss her until she was breathless!

“Isn’t it what you’re saying, Lucian?”

He was beyond saying anything for a moment, then he blurted out what he had so 

carefully rehearsed, like a school-boy trying to arrange his first liaison.

“No - it isn’t what I’m saying! Rebecca, I love you - and I want you to be my wife!”

She stared at him white-faced. Her voice was flat in response.

“I thank you for your sacrifice, Lucian - but, no - I will not marry you!”

It was his turn to stare.

“Would you mind telling me why - Don’t you like me?”

Her smile was forced.

“You sound like a hurt child whose had his favourite toy taken away! - Lucian, I don’t 

want pity - yours or anyone else’s. If you think the only way to save me from a loveless 

marriage is to marry me yourself - it doesn’t provide the answer.”



“Why do you suppose the marriage will be loveless? I told you - I love you - and I don’t 

feel sorry for you! You are the most beautiful woman I have ever met. I feel lost when 

I’m not close to you. I love your hair, your eyes, your mouth, your nose, your ears - 

your body! I want you as I’ve never wanted anyone before - Please tell me that you’ll at 

least think about it and not refuse me out of hand!”

Her lips were trembling.

“How can you love me, Lucian? We hardly know each other - We’ve been good friends, 

that I’ll admit - but you’ve never given me any reason to think you wanted to be more. 

How can I take you seriously? You know the impossibility of what you’re suggesting - 

even if I did like you!”

He seized on it.

“So - you have thought about it - and you like the look of me - just a little!?”

This time she gave a little trill of laughter.

“Without a doubt, you are the most conceited Roman I have ever met - as well as being 

vain to the point of matching one of Caesar’s peacocks! I’ve never even thought about 

your looks - and I certainly haven’t even thought about marrying you!”

He stared at her seriously.

“Not even a little, Rebecca - be honest - why were you so upset with me when we 

came away from Machaerus? Could it be that you thought I was trying to flirt with 

Lucinda - or perhaps, that I was a little too enthusiastic about Salome’s dance!?”

She flared angrily.

“You showed your true colours - lecher!”

He threw back his head and laughed joyfully.

“Liar! You WERE jealous! If you are jealous, you must have thought more about me 

than just being a good friend!”

Her response was withering.

“Don’t flatter yourself! I was disgusted with your behaviour - that’s all.”



Lucian eyed her thoughtfully.

“So - you refuse to accept your true feelings - now, how can I convince you?”

Suddenly he was on his feet and before she could back away, he grabbed her tightly 

against him and kissed her on the mouth. He felt her fight him, but he didn’t release her 

and gradually she responded. Eventually he let her go and they stared at each other.

“Now I know! I think I’d better go before you call your bodyguards to have me arrested - 

but we haven’t finished this conversation - not by a long way!”


