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Pilate looked up from his despatches in obvious irritation. Tertillius hovered 

apologetically. The Procurator’s comment was acidic.

“I requested no interruptions!”

“My apologies, your Excellency - Caiaphas requests an interview.”

Pilate glowered.

“Tell him to come back tomorrow!”

Tertillius continued to hover.

“The matter concerns the Galilean, Excellency.”

Pilate leaned back and stared at his aide with narrowed eyes.

“The Galilean - he’s being executed - what more do they want!?”

“It’s some religious matter, Excellency.”

Pilate’s glower intensified.

“It always is! - Very well - I’ll give him five minutes - no more!”

Tertillius made his exit and Pilate waited for the arrival of the High Priest. He had never 

had a great deal of time for the man - now his dislike was amplified to distaste. 

Caiaphas had removed the robes he had so dramatically torn during the interview with 

the Galilean prophet. He was once more his well-attired and groomed self. His 

diplomatic smile faded when he saw the bleak coldness which greeted him. Pilate 

came to the point.

“You require an interview, Caiaphas - you have five minutes!”

The High Priest stiffened in outrage, but managed to contain his wrath.

“It concerns the prisoner being executed.”

Pilate didn’t make it easy.



“There are three being executed - which one concerns you - or is it possibly all three?”

Caiaphas managed a glimmer of a smile.

“It concerns all three - but the Galilean in particular.”

Pilate shrugged.

“He’s being crucified - what more do you want?”

Caiaphas paused again.

“Tomorrow is the Passover Sabbath - it would be considered a matter of defilement if 

any one of the prisoners was to live beyond sunset.”

Pilate raised his brows. He asked with a touch of sarcasm.

“What do you want me to do - cut their throats while they’re nailed to the cross!?”

There was another delicate pause.

“I understand, there is a procedure which ensures that death is hastened - I believe it 

involves breaking the legs!”

Pilate glared at him.

“You are remarkably well informed about the practice of crucifixion, my lord High Priest.”

Caiaphas inclined his head.

“I respectfully request that the men are given this mercy!”

Pilate’s sarcasm surfaced.

“Mercy!? I think you know little about mercy, my lord! - Very well! The Centurion in 

charge of the execution will be instructed to carry out your act of - mercy!”

He looked down at his despatches, and didn’t acknowledge the formalities of departure.

At the Place of the Skulls, Marcellus received the message from the sweating courier 

from Pilate. He glanced at it and then at the trio of men on the crosses. He was sure 

the centre one was dead, but the other two were still twitching. He welcomed the 

message, it would mean a quick end to the unpleasant duty that had fallen to his lot to 

perform - it would have been different if it had been Barabbas - but Barabbas had 

escaped justice on this occasion!



“Break their legs - not the one in the middle - the other two.”

Two of the troopers complied - Marcellus could see that they had little taste for the 

proceedings. The darkening of the sky and the earthquake had unnerved them. He 

gestured to a third trooper.

“Test to see if he’s dead.”

The man knew what he meant, it was the regular practice. He took his lance and 

stabbed into the torso, just beneath the heart. There was a flow of blood and water - 

the man was dead!

.....

When Caiaphas returned to the Temple, he found the place in a turmoil. Annas 

approached him in some haste.

“Caiaphas! There has been some damage in the Holy of Holies!”

Caiaphas stared at his distraught father-in-law.

“The earthquake?”

“I think not - but at the same time there was a sound of tearing - You must come and 

see for yourself. I’ve ordered all profane eyes to keep their distance.”

Caiaphas followed the old man through knots of chattering and excited priests and 

doctors of the Law. When he came into the Sanctuary, he stopped dead, his eyes 

widened. He gave a low moan of anguish - the heavy curtain separating the Sanctuary 

from the Holy of Holies, had been rent from ceiling to floor. The innermost secret place 

of the Most High was now exposed to profane eyes. In the days of Solomon - when the 

first Temple had been built - it had contained the Ark of the Covenant, which in turn had

contained the original Tablets of the Law, Aaron’s rod, and a pot of Manna. After the 

time of Solomon, the Ark had been lost together with its contents.

When Zerubabel had constructed the Second temple - and in turn, Herod Magnus had 

reconstructed it in its present impressive form, the Holy of Holies had remained empty - 



an empty chamber in the physical sense, but it was still the dwelling place of the Most 

High. A place into which the High Priest entered once a year, and in its empty silence 

he could contemplate the majesty and the mystery of the One God. Now that 

emptiness was exposed to profane eyes. He turned to Annas in bewilderment.

“What can this mean? Is this, I wonder, a pronouncement from God!?

.....

Mary of Magdala ran back into the city, as soon as she saw that Jesus had breathed 

his last. She could hardly see for the tears which flooded down her face. The 

unbelievable had happened, the Master was dead - and now he hung lifeless on the 

merciless tree to which they had nailed him. It was something she couldn’t bear to think 

about. She knew the practice of the Romans. They executed a man, and then left the 

corpse on display as an example of their ruthlessness - they made sure that the 

population could see where any hint of rebellion would lead them. The result was that 

the corpse would slowly decay, and would make a feast for the crows, who would come 

down to consume the rotting flesh - This was something she couldn’t allow to happen to 

the Master - She wouldn’t allow it to happen to him!

She wasn’t really conscious of where she was running - into the city certainly - but not to

the house of Mary of Cyrene where she lodged. Instead, she found herself before the 

door of Joseph of Arimathea.The appearance of the distraught women in the forecourt 

of the house very quickly brought the house-steward. He could make no sense out of 

her and assumed she was drunk - although there was no smell on her breath. He was 

on the point of ordering her out into the street, when Saul arrived attracted by the 

commotion. He recognised her from the camp of the Galilean. He gave a sharp order.

“Hold! I know this woman - fetch the lady Rebecca!”

He made no attempt to touch her - there was rumours that she had once been mad - it 

was a possibility that she was again crazy! She crouched in the dust and sobbed. After 



a few minutes of uncomfortable waiting Rebecca arrived. She abruptly stopped with 

shock when she recognised the unexpected visitor. - then she stepped forward to raise 

her from the dust.

“My dear Mary - calm yourself.”

She turned to Saul and demanded.

“What of you done to her!?”

Saul’s eyes widened in protest.

“I assure you, my lady - nothing. This was how she came here.”

Rebecca turned back to Mary, looked at her for a moment, and then shook her firmly.

“What’s the matter?”

Mary managed to form the words.

“They’ve killed him - they’ve killed the Master!”

Rebecca’s face drained of colour.

“Are you certain - perhaps it’s nothing but a rumour. Who do you think has killed him - 

the priests?”

Mary shook her head and sobbed.

“The Romans - they nailed him to a tree!”

Rebecca swayed, recovered and then turned to Saul

“Fetch my brother!”

Saul hastened to comply - glad to escape from the scene of high emotion. Rebecca led 

the weeping women inside and sat her down before practically forcing some wine down 

her throat. A grim-faced Joseph soon joined them.

“Saul tells me that they’ve executed the prophet!”

Mary erupted into another spasm of emotion. Rebecca calmed her and glared at her 

brother in reproach. He continued.

“I did warn you, Rebecca - I said he was in the hands of Pilate!”

He turned to Mary and said more gently.



“Tell us what happened.”

Mary calmed down enough to tell the story as she knew it - she erupted into tears as 

she came to the end. She sobbed.

“The soldiers who did it have gone, only a small group control the people, but they’re 

frightened of the darkness and the earthquake, and most of them have gone back into 

the city.”

She turned to Rebecca.

“John is there - the only one of the Twelve to stay with him - his mother watched him 

die, and so did Salome and Mary the mother of Matthew and James - They’re the only 

ones who stayed with him - just those few from the thousands he healed and helped! 

Now, he’s been left to hang there to rot and for the crows to eat!”

Rebecca turned to Joseph.

“That can’t be allowed to happen! You must do something!”

Joseph stared at her.

“What do you want me to do - take him down and bury him!?”

Rebecca returned his gaze.

“Yes!”

Joseph continued to stare into her face. They were both so engrossed that neither 

realised that they had been joined by Nathan. The old priest spoke softly.

“It would be an act of charity, lord Joseph - it would also be a matter of expediency. The 

Passover Sabbath will soon commence - and it would be considered defilement for a 

man to be left unburied in full view of those who would observe the festival.”

Joseph found his voice.

“And where, do you suggest, I bury him - even supposing that I can obtain permission 

to remove the body of an executed man?”

“You will no doubt remember that you asked me to arrange a burial place for you, 

Joseph. I did this, although I am sure you have never visited it - It happens to be in a 



garden close to the Place of the Skull.”

Joseph looked from one to the other. Rebecca pleaded softly.

“Please, Joseph - get permission.”

Nathan added.

“You have little time, Joseph - it’s not quite two hours to sunset and the start of the 

Sabbath.”

Joseph stood undecided for a few seconds, then he snapped a few orders.

“Saul, you and Eli will escort me with six men. Nathan, I ask you to go to Nicodemus 

and tell him what I am trying to do, then you will take him to the tomb and wait for us. I 

will go to Pilate to seek permission!”

Rebecca flung her arms around him and embraced him, he broke her hold with a grim 

smile.

“I can promise nothing - Pilate may refuse.”

“You can persuade him - I know you can!”

With these words of confidence ringing in his ears, he set out for the Antonia at a fast 

pace through the city. The darkened sun was already getting low in the western sky. He 

had time to think that the darkness had nothing to do with an eclipse, such as some 

had conjectured. An eclipse could only happen when the moon placed itself between 

the sun and the Earth - on this occasion it was not a possibility. It led to another 

question - what then had happened to cause the sun to be darkened? There could be 

only one explanation, and the implications of it sent a shiver of awe down his spine - 

the sun had been darkened, because the One God had given his people a sign - their 

destiny was now darkened because of what they had done to his Messiah!

They reached the Antonia and Joseph ordered his men to remain outside the gates. He 

had the foresight to bring with him the permit signed a few days earlier, which entitled 

him to enter as he required. He had no time for long-winded explanations, or for being 

delayed by bureaucrats before he could get to Pilate.



The Officer of the Guard read the document, saluted and escorted him through. Joseph 

thanked him.

“I can find my own way.”

There was another salute. Joseph made his way to the Procurator’s long gallery, where 

he was usually to be found. This occasion was no exception. Pilate looked up warily 

when he entered.

“My Lord Joseph, an unexpected pleasure.”

“I’m glad your Excellency sees it as such - despite my unorthodox method of gaining 

entry!”

Pilate produced one of his tight smiles.

“I see that I shall have to be more careful to whom I give unlimited entry to the Antonia!”

“The matter is of great urgency, your Excellency.”

“Please proceed.”

“It concerns the Galilean who was executed earlier today.”

Pilate’s eyes widened.

“You say executed - I haven’t been advised that he has yet died.”

“I can assure you of the fact, Excellency.”

Pilate gestured to an aide.

“If the execution detail has returned, tell the Centurion to report to me.”

There was a short delay, Joseph counted the ebbing minutes. Pilate watched him 

silently, the man was considerably disturbed. Marcellus arrived - Joseph stared at him - 

this was the executioner!?

“I am told that the Galilean has died - I see by your presence that it must be so.”

Marcellus nodded.

“I have prepared my report, Excellency. I wasn’t aware that you needed earlier 

notification.”

Pilate gestured vaguely. He turned to Joseph.



“This matter of urgency concerning the Galilean - what is it? Joseph stared at him and 

tried to ignore Marcellus.

“I would like to take the body for burial, Pilate.”

There was an assessive stare.

“You are not related, surely?”

“I am not! I wish to place the man in a tomb so that his body is not a distraction for 

pilgrims to the festival.”

“Distraction?”

“He is a man of some notoriety - if he is buried rather than being left on the cross, he 

won’t attract sensation mongers.”

Pilate glanced at Marcellus.

“Your opinion, Centurion?”

Marcellus looked steadily at Joseph.

“I agree, Excellency. The man is dead - let him be buried so that he doesn’t become a 

focus for demonstrations.”

Pilate laughed softly.

“Marcellus! You surprise me - you have the makings of a diplomat!”

He gestured to the scribe and dictated the order. This he signed and handed to the 

silent Prince of Arimathea.

“There you are Joseph - the body is yours - be sure to make it secure!”

Joseph nodded and thanked him tersely. When he was gone, Pilate turned to the silent 

Centurion.

“I was surprised to hear you agree with him.”

Marcellus shrugged.

“The man is dead, Excellency - what can he do now? His followers will soon lose 

interest when they find they haven’t a martyr!”

Joseph hurried back to his men at the gate. He glanced at the sky - they had perhaps 



one hour. The ride to the Place of the Skull was short, once there, he presented the 

order to the small contingent under the command of a nervous Decarion. He glanced 

up at the brow of the hill, two of the crosses had already been lowered. The third was 

still in position, with a small knot of people standing at the base. The Decarion saluted 

and handed back the order. Joseph and his men climbed the hill and approached the 

group where one man stood with three women.

John turned at the approach of the troop of men, he looked ready to put up a fight. 

Joseph halted his men and stepped forward.

“I know you, you are John - one of the Twelve.”

“I know you, my lord - you are the man who was told to sell all he had and give to the 

poor!”

“You have a good memory! I have come with permission to take down the body before 

sunset.”

John eyed him with hostility.

“Why? He can do the rich and the powerful no more harm!”

His voice was heavy with bitterness. Joseph softened his voice.

“I am Rebecca’s brother - she begged me to go to Pilate and ask for the body for burial -

another woman came to her with the news.”

John exclaimed.

“Mary.”

Joseph shook his head.

“I don’t know - I only suggest to you that we must work quickly if we are to have him 

buried by sunset!”

John gestured to the woman at his side.

“This is his mother - she must decide.”

Joseph stared into the dry eyes of the woman. She had been weeping, but now she was

calm. She said quietly.



“His body shall not suffer corruption - you may bury him!”

Joseph gestured to his men who had been told the part they were expected to play. 

Two drove huge nails into the base of the cross, below the feet of the executed man. 

These they used as hand holds to lift the heavy cross bodily from the hole into which it 

had been dropped. Three others steadied it as it tilted back and lowered it to the 

ground. The first two brought wide jawed pincers such as were used in the blacksmith’s 

shop for shoeing the horses. They had brought metal blocks to use for leverage. 

Joseph gave a final order.

“Be sure not to injure the hands or the feet.”

John looked at him but said nothing. To injure the hands and feet no longer mattered, 

Jesus was dead to the pain. The men worked quickly and expertly. John looked at the 

wounds and turned aside sickened, the weight of the body during the long hours of 

agony, had torn the flesh of the palms. He wondered again, why Marcellus had ordered 

the nails through the hands instead of through the wrists - which was the usual practice.

Joseph had organised well, they had brought a litter. He glanced at the sky, there was, 

perhaps, a half hour remaining to sunset. They hurried down the hillside to the garden 

where Nathan had purchased his tomb. The reason for the impulse which had driven 

him to do so, was now amazingly clear to him. He felt another impulse, that of awe 

mingled with a little fear. Everything had been pre-arranged - all had been known - 

even the dreadful means by which the Messiah would meet his death. Joseph focused 

on the thought - he now could accept Jesus of Nazareth as the Messiah. Joanna had 

been right when she had told him: ‘He is your Master too!’.

They reached the tomb and found another cluster of people. Nathan had been joined 

by the unmistakable form of Nicodemus. The old man was clearly distressed.

“Joseph! What a lamentable day! They were too quick for us - those bigots with whom 

we sit in Council! I tell you this - never again will I grace their assembly!”

“Nor I, Nicodemus! I had little time for Caiaphas and his clique before today - now I 



despise them and all they stand for!”

Nicodemus retreated a little before the vehemence.

“I have brought cloths, ointments and spices for the burial.”

Joseph looked at the sky once more.

“We have no time, other than to anoint the body and wrap him in

linen.”

They worked quickly, uncovering the naked form. Nicodemus nearly wept.

“Such a fine, robust man - to be ruined by the treatment he has received at the hands 

of brutes!”

Joseph nodded, unable to speak. They worked quickly as the last light faded, and then 

retreated from the stone cave. Joseph eyed it from the outside. He would never be laid 

to rest in it - he had bought it for himself, but now another owned it!


