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John saw Jesus emerge from the entrance to Herod’s quarters in the Antonia. He was 

still under escort and chained, but now the crowd started to howl in ridicule as the 

significance of the scarlet robe dawned on them. John clenched him teeth in anguish, 

there was nothing he could do to help him. Jesus passed close to him, and there was a 

momentary look between them. John felt the anguish diminish, Jesus was still calm 

and unperturbed by the indignities being heaped upon him. The soldiers around him 

treated him roughly, pushing him off-balance, so that he appeared to lurch around like a 

drunken man - and the crowd loved it!

Pilate reappeared on the Pavement and took his seat. He was surrounded by his aides,

 one of whom carried the symbol of the Roman law. The Procurator waited for silence, 

staring at the man who was now robed in scarlet. He understood the significance of it 

and a slow smile spread across his grim face. Herod had a sense of humour - perhaps 

friendship with the man ought to be cultivated. The grimness returned when once again,

 he stared into the quiet eyes of the prisoner. He turned to Caiaphas and his followers. 

He was about to continue the hearing when Tertillius leaned down and whispered into 

his ear.

“The lady Poppeia insists I give you this message.”

Pilate’s face twitched with annoyance.

“I can’t be interrupted, Tertillius, it must wait!”

“She insists on the urgency, Excellency.”

Pilate held out his hand and snatched the scroll, unrolling it briskly. His

face muscles clenched. She had written.

“Pontius, I beg of you, have nothing to do with that innocent man - my dreams have 

been troubled, and there have been many signs and auguries to show that disaster will 



follow for you - have nothing to do with him!”

Pilate allowed the scroll to close and sat staring at the ground for a moment. It was 

disquieting, Poppeia had demonstrated her abilities on more occasions than he could 

count - and she was usually correct! He looked up, Caiaphas, the priests, and the crowd

were waiting - the eyes of the accused man held his - once again, the unfathomable 

depths held him, and the trepidation raised by his wife’s message melted away. He 

glared at Caiaphas.

“You’ve brought this man before me on a charge of subversion. I have examined him 

and I have already told you, I find no basis for your charges. Herod confirms my 

opinion by sending him back to me. Blasphemy against your One God is no offence 

under Roman law. Clearly, he has done nothing to deserve death. I therefore propose 

to release him after he has been flogged!”

There was a murmur of discontent from the crowd. Pilate added hastily and loudly.

“I find no case against him - but you have a custom at Passover, it is that I release one 

prisoner. I give you the choice - would you like me to release the King of the Jews?”

He stared into the angry eyes of Caiaphas, who saw the initiative slipping away. The 

High Priest had already made provision for such a contingency, having placed men in 

the crowd. There was a moment’s silence after the pronouncement, then:

“Away with him, give us Barabbas!”

Pilate held up his hand for silence.

“I find nothing wrong with this man - I shall release him!”

The cry was taken up throughout the crowd. John was appalled at the venom in the 

appeal.

“Crucify him! Crucify him!”

Pilate looked startled, he stood up from his chair.

“I find nothing wrong with this man - I shall release him!”

The voices were louder.



“Not him - give us Barabbas!”

Pilate called out again.

“I will not execute a man not guilty of a crime! What wrong has he done? I can’t find 

him guilty of any offence which earns the penalty of death - I will have him flogged and 

released!”

He gestured to Marcellus and the troopers.

“Take him inside and deal with him, then bring him back here.”

There was a moment of tension as the Roman troops confronted the Temple Guards, 

who were reluctant to release their prisoner. Pilate waited quietly, fully ready to order 

the full cohort from the Antonia into the Court of the Gentiles if there was any sign of 

rebellion.

Marcellus marched Jesus back into the parade ground of the Antonia. It was done with 

the normal ruthless Roman efficiency. His orders were crisp. 

“Unchain him - strip him - flog him! His back only, you understand - any stray lash will 

earn ten on the same area!”

It was a necessary precaution. Most of the troopers were sadistically happy to allow the 

strands of the scourge to stray. The scourge was no ordinary whip, for into its plaited 

strands were forced pieces of rocks or metal. More often than not, a stray lash could 

tear away part of the face, or an eye - or, if it was too low - the genitals!

Marcellus was totally calm - he had often thought of the options when he would have 

this upstart prophet in his power, but now curiously, he was almost without emotion. He 

felt like a puppet whose thoughts, voice and limbs were under the control of someone 

else. He eyed the naked man dispassionately, professionally. The chances were that he

would die slowly - he was strong and well muscled - obviously used to the hard life whic

h was the lot of the peasants around the Sea of Tiberius. Marcellus nodded and the

flogging began. The man gasped as the lash bit, but he didn’t cry out - sometimes it 

helped if they did, but this one was determined to be brave! The blood spurted on the 



broad back and where the lashes curled round to the chest. Soon, he was a lather of 

blood. Marcellus held up his hand and the trooper handling the scourge eyed him with 

disappointment.

“It’s enough! Unless you want to make him so weak that you’ll have to carry his cross 

for him!  Dress him again in his royal gown! He’s a king - so - give him a crown!”

He pointed to a thorn bush, and one of the troopers grinned and sliced off a branch 

with his sword, and then carefully wound it on itself into a wreath. By this time, the 

scarlet robe had been thrown over Jesus head, it soaked up the blood from his 

lacerated back, creating widening, ragged bands of darker colour on the red cloth.

The soldier with the wreath of thorns, rammed it down on his unprotected head. The 

thorns were long, and raked into the scalp, causing streams of blood to run down his 

face. The soldiers had their fun and Marcellus allowed them. Time after time, one after 

the other, they came up to him, bowing in mockery, and crying out as they struck him 

on the face.

“Hail, King of the Jews!”

Marcellus surveyed the result. He nodded in satisfaction.

“It’ll do! Chain him and take him back to the Procurator.”

As he turned, he stared into Jesus’ face. The look that had so often passed between 

them in earlier times was still there. Marcellus stared at him - this Galilean prophet had 

known! He had known that the time would come when the Centurion would deal with 

him as he had just done - and was still to do! They marched him back into the Court of 

the Gentiles. Pilate returned to the Pavement, and stared down without apparent 

emotion, at the bloodsoaked figure.

“Here he is! I show him to you again - I find no case against him! Behold the man!”

The clamour in the crowd grew louder, it was like the baying of animals who have 

sensed blood. John looked at Pilate. The Procurator looked wary and the attending 

soldiers drew closer, obviously at the ready to quell a riot. 



“Crucify him! Crucify him!”

Pilate answered angrily.

“Take him and crucify him yourselves - I find no case against him!”

Caiaphas screamed out above the din.

“We have a law, and by that law he ought to die, because he’s claimed to be the Son of 

God!”

Pilate’s face paled. He gestured to Marcellus.

“Bring him inside again.”

Once there, Pilate faced the blood-streaked Jesus.

“Where have you come from?”

Jesus remained mute.

“Why do you refuse to speak to me!? Don’t you realise that I have the authority to 

release you - and I have authority to crucify you!”

Jesus said quietly.

“You would have no authority over me, if it hadn’t been granted to you from above - the 

deeper guilt lies with the man who handed me over to you.”

Pilate nodded to Marcellus.

“Bring him out again.”

He returned to the Pavement and took his place. Now, the crowd had a new cry.

“If you let this man go, you are no friend of Caesar - any man who claims to be a king is 

defying Caesar!”

Pilate’s eyes narrowed, the average citizen of Jerusalem was too politically naive for 

such sentiments, someone had fed them with the phrase.

He glared Caiaphas, who returned his gaze calmly. Tertillius murmured quietly in his 

ear.

“Take care, your Excellency. He’ll be sure to report this to Caesar - and we can’t be 

sure of our support in Rome!”



Pilate nodded. He leaned forward and called out.

“Here is your king!”

The crowd howled in response.

“Away with him! Away with him! Crucify him! Crucify him!”

Pilate tried again.

“Crucify your king!?”

“We have no king but Caesar!”

Pilate gestured to an aide.

“Bring me a bowl of water and a towel.”

The crowd quietened down and watched - Pilate plunged his hands in the water and 

raised his voice.

“My hands are now clean of this man’s blood - it becomes your responsibility!”

The crowd screamed out.

“His blood be upon us - and on our children!”

Pilate gestured wearily to his escort.

“Release Bar Abbas!”

He turned to Marcellus, his smile was bleak.

“You will have Bar Abbas another time, Centurion - but you will have your crucifixion - 

no less a man than the King of the Jews!”

.....

Joseph could do nothing, Caiaphas had cleverly out-manoeuvred those who might 

have resisted his efforts to eliminate the Galilean prophet and his obvious threat to the 

authority of the priests. The High Priest had taken his retinue towards the Antonia, and 

Joseph was left to do as he pleased. For a moment, he felt inclined to follow and argue 

the case before Pilate, but then his innate reservation about airing Jewish matters 

before the cynical gaze of a Roman governor, drove out any suggestion of such a deme



aning approach. He was left with no alternative other than to return to his home where 

he knew Rebecca and Joanna would be waiting anxiously. He would have nothing 

encouraging to report - on the contrary, the prospects looked increasingly bleak for the 

gentle man from Galilee. 

He rode through the streets in silence, Saul and Eli flanking him. It was perhaps his 

imagination, but there appeared to be less people about than usual, and those they 

met were hurrying towards the Temple. It looked as if the whole of Jerusalem was going

to attend the travesty of lies and false witness which Caiaphas was bound to present to 

Pilate. The High Priest was not a man to do things by halves.

There was no way of evading the issue when he returned home, Rebecca and Joanna 

were waiting as he entered. In response to their silent question he said.

“There was nothing I could do - Caiaphas was too quick for me. He’s already had a 

hearing before the clique of the Council who support him. He’s decided that the Galilean

has committed blasphemy - and he’s already sent the him to Pilate!”

Joanna’s hand went to her mouth.

“Pilate!”

Joseph responded harshly.

“Only Pilate can condemn a man to death!”

Rebecca sat down slowly.

“If Pilate has him, then he’s lost!”

Joanna tried to put the best light on the subject.

“Pilate’s a Roman - He’ll do things by the book.”

Rebecca shook her head.

“That’s no comfort, Joanna - he’s a Roman - he’s only interested in subduing rebellion - 

Caiaphas is clever enough to make it look as if the Master’s been inciting the people.”

Joanna faced Joseph squarely.

“What’s to be done, my lord? - We can’t leave the Master to die!”



Joseph shrugged wearily.

“I have little influence with Pilate - I would have no chance to get to him before he 

starts his judgement - in fact, it’s already started.”

Rebecca’s voice trembled.

“What will they do to him?”

“It depends on what they prove - or what they can convince Pilate to believe.”

“The worst they can do, Joseph?”

“Crucify him!”

Joanna groaned.

“Dear God!”

She drew herself upright.

“I must go back to the others - they must be told.”

Joseph nodded.

“I agree - and warn them that they could be in danger also - there’s no knowing what 

these bigots might take into their heads to do against the supporters of your Master.”

Joanna inclined her head.

“Remember, Lord Joseph - he’s your Master too!”

Joanna and her small escort made her way back to her lodgings with Mary of Cyrene. 

The streets were unusually deserted and they made good time. It was already the 

second hour after sunrise and the next day was the Sabbath. It took little calculation to 

realise that what Caiaphas intended to do - or to have done - would be on this day. 

Even on the subject of crucifying the Son of God, they would adhere strictly to their 

Law and ensure that the Sabbath was not profaned - especially the Passover Sabbath!

On the way home, she had to still the excited chatter of the two boys, who wanted to 

know what was happening. It was enough that she would have to break the news when 

she confronted Mary of Nazareth with the grim possibility that her son would be put to 

death.



Mary of Cyrene received her anxiously. Salome was, as usual, forthright.

“Well, Joanna - what happened?”

Joanna brought them up to date as delicately as she could, but there was no way of 

avoiding the brutal possibility.

“Joseph says that they might tell enough lies for Pilate to condemn him to death!”

She stared into the eyes of Jesus’ mother, who returned her look evenly. Joanna 

marvelled at her strength - and then realised that she had expected it. Salome 

exploded.

“My sons won’t allow it! Simon won’t allow it - nor will your boys, Mary!”

This last was to the mother of Matthew and James. Joanna found her voice.

“I don’t think any of the Twelve will allow it - but has anyone seen anything of them.”

Marcus interjected excitedly.

“They all ran away when they came to arrest the Master!”

His mother turned to him and grabbed him by the arm.

“How would you know that?”

Marcus tried to work free from the pincer grip - which tightened.

“I told you - I was there when it happened.”

“You didn’t tell me you were that close!”

Jonah didn’t help the situation by stating.

“He wriggled away from them and left them holding his clothes!”

Marcus glared at him, and then looked apprehensively at his mother.

She released him.

“We have other things to think about - but don’t for a moment imagine the matter’s 

closed, young man!”

Mary of Nazareth said quietly.

“I want to be near my son.”

The women looked at each other. Salome declared.



“We’ll all be with you, sister.

.....

As soon as Pilate delivered the sentence, events moved quickly. Marcellus looked into 

the crowd, they had stopped baying for the man’s blood now that the Procurator had 

satisfied their demands. There was still something more to be done before Pilate 

retreated into the Antonia. Jesus stood quietly, with his guard of Roman troopers 

around him. 

Pilate gestured to his scribe.

“Write this and nail it to the cross: ‘Jesus of Nazareth King of the Jews.’ Write it in 

Hebrew, Latin and Greek.”

Caiaphas stepped forward angrily.

“You shouldn’t write ‘King of the Jews’ - instead, write: ‘He claimed to be King of the 

Jews.’”

Pilate stared at him bleakly.

“It stays as it is! Write ‘King of the Jews’!”

He gestured to Marcellus, who gave a sharp order.

“Bring him back into the Antonia!”

There were now three men to be crucified. Once in the privacy of the fortress, he called 

out the rest of his Century. He selected twelve men to carry out the sentences. The rest 

he deployed along the route to the execution ground. He turned to four of his hand-

picked men.

“Take that red rag off him and dress him in his own clothes.”

It was done roughly - so roughly that the wounds on Jesus back bled again. Marcellus 

looked at the convicted man and felt no pity. A soldier was trained to feel no 

compassion for a condemned felon! Two things remained.

“ Bring out the other two and bring out the crosses.”



Two other felons, condemned in the previous days, were roughly pushed out into the 

sunlight. They emerged moaning in fear. Slaves emerged from a dark tunnel leading to 

the store-rooms, carrying the heavy rough-hewn wooden monstrosities upon which the 

men would hang. They each measured the height of two men from where the cross-

piece was laid over the upright. In Rome and elsewhere in the empire, the upright was 

normally left at the execution field, and the prisoner would only be required to carry the 

crosspiece - here in Palestine, the uprights were regularly stolen and used for firewood.

It was the additional hard luck of the condemned that they were required to carry the 

whole structure to the Place of the Skull. Marcellus reflected that it was aptly named - 

Golgotha, in the Aramaic tongue.

As soon as they emerged from the Antonia he saw the wisdom of deploying his 

Century through the streets, which were packed with onlookers. There were pockets of 

people still screaming out in their blood-lust, and Marcellus reflected that the crooked 

high priests had paid them well - but there were others, many of them weeping at the 

sight of the one leading the sorry procession, staggering under the weight of the heavy 

cross, with sweat and blood trickling down his face. Jesus stumbled over the rough 

stones of the unevenly paved streets and eventually fell to his knees. Marcellus gestured

to the troopers to drag him to his feet, which they did with brutal impatience. Jesus 

went on a few more paces and fell again. Marcellus could see the futility of forcing him 

to rise - the man was exhausted from the beatings he had received and the loss of 

blood. He looked round into the crowd and pointed to a man. He snapped another 

order.

“Bring him here.”

The man was large and black - and looked ready to put up a fight.

Marcellus forestalled any complaint.

“You will help him!”

The man growled in indignation.



“Am I a criminal!? I’m Simon, I come from Cyrene - I’m a Roman citizen. I have rights!”

Marcellus was in no mood to argue.

“You will carry it - or I’ll hang you next to him!”

Simon glared at him and then glanced at the fallen man. Jesus looked into his face. 

The anger ebbed away from the unhappy conscript. The Cyreniacan nodded.

“All right - have it your way.”

He lifted the end of the heavy upright and set it on his shoulder. Jesus was able to rise 

and continued to stagger forward. They soon came to a group of women who were 

sobbing in anguish. Jesus paused and managed to say.

“Daughter’s of Jerusalem - don’t weep for me - weep for yourselves and your children. 

The days will surely come when it will be said: ‘Happy are the barren - and the wombs 

which never carried a child - and the breasts that never fed an infant.’ In those days 

they’ll start saying to the mountains: ‘Fall on us’, and to the hills: ‘Cover us’. For these 

things are being done now, when the wood is green, what will happen when it’s dry?”

The soldiers roughly pushed him forward, and Marcellus was growing more and more 

tense as the crowd continued to swell. He looked back at the other two criminals 

further back in the procession. Their crime was not only banditry, they were implicated 

in an uprising organised within the city by Barabbas - and there was no knowing 

whether their friends would try to release them. The streets were narrow, and it wasn’t 

easy to deploy his Century to cover every possibility. The thought of Bar Abbas made 

Marcellus’

bile rise to his throat - one day, he would have him!

When they were outside the city, he breathed a little easier. The Place of the Skull was 

near at hand, and once there he could impose a ring of guards in such a way that it 

would be impossible to effect a rescue.

They toiled up the slope to the crest, and the heavy crosses were laid on the ground, 

with piteous complaints from the other two condemned. Jesus made no complaint. 



Simon of Cyrene waited, unsure of what to do. Marcellus turned to him and ordered 

curtly.

“You may go!”

Simon hesitated a moment longer, and then retreated into the swelling crowd which 

waited at the foot of the hill. Marcellus ordered one of his men.

“Give them the wine.”

It was the custom, something to help them to endure the pain of what was to come. 

The wine was drugged with gall and hyssop. One of the troopers impatiently pushed a 

cup under Jesus nose. He tasted it and spat it out, shaking his head. Marcellus eyed 

him sharply, the man was a fool, he could have no idea of the agony he was about to 

suffer!

“Get on with it!”

The four troopers stripped him again, eight others were dealing with the other two 

prisoners in a similar way - only, they were a little more advanced, already driving the 

rough-cut nails through the wrists. Hoarse screams echoed over the hillside. Marcellus 

barked an order.

“Not through the wrists - through the hands!”

The troopers looked at him and shrugged. One positioned the nail to pass between the 

bones of the palm. Another drove it home. Marcellus stared into the face of the man 

spread-eagled on the wooden frame, it was contorted in agony, but he didn’t scream 

out - there was only a gasping moan. They took the other hand and dealt with it in the 

same way. Then, they crossed the feet one over the other and drove a nail through the 

two.

The cross had been positioned so that the base of it was over a hole already prepared 

and used many times in the past. Now three of the troopers grunted and strained to 

raise it upright, while the fourth ensured that it dropped into the hole. It did so with a jolt,

 which sent the first searing agony through the pinion points of hands and feet. Now, the



condemned man took his full body weight on the wounds - but still, he didn’t scream 

out. His two companions were less restrained, mouthing oaths and shrieks of agony. It 

was only then, that the tortured man managed to gasp.

“Father, forgive them, they don’t know what they’re doing!”

The sweating troopers retreated from the base of the crosses, their job all but done - 

now, all that remained was to wait - and to divide up the spoils!

Marcellus looked at the sun, it was about the ninth hour of the day - or in the 

measurement of the Jews, the third after sunrise. The troopers were busy arguing over 

who should get his clothes, it was settled amicably enough, each getting one of the 

basic garments, but they couldn’t agree over the tunic, it had been woven, Galilean 

fashion, in one piece. Marcellus curtly offered his advice.

“A pity to tear it apart - throw lots for it!”

He had no idea that in everything he did, he was fulfilling a prophecy of one of the 

prophets of these people he so despised. One had written. 

‘They shared my garments among them, and cast lots for my clothing.’

It was now the time for the traditional baiting of the condemned men, Marcellus was 

prepared to allow it - the crowd had been well behaved until that moment. He signalled 

to the Decarion at the base of the hill, to allow the crowd to come closer. They were 

noisy and derisive - shaking their heads and jeering.

“Look at him! This is the man who boasted he would pull the temple down with his bare 

hands and built it up again in three days! You say you’re the Son of God! So - prove it! 

Come down from the cross and save yourself.”

Some of the chief priests and the lawyers from the temple took up the cry.

“He saved others - but he can’t save himself. He calls himself King of Israel! Let him 

come down from the cross - and then we’ll believe in him. He trusts in God! Very well - 

let God rescue him - that’s if he wants him! The man who claims to be God’s Son!”

One of the two crucified with him, took up the cry. He shrieked.



“You’re supposed to be the Messiah! Save yourself - and save us!”

The other called across.

“Don’t you have any fear of God!? We’re under the same sentence - but for us it’s plain 

justice - we’re paying the price for the crimes we committed - but this man’s done 

nothing wrong!”

He twisted his head to look at Jesus.

“Jesus - remember me when you come to your throne!”

Jesus gasped a reply.

“I tell you this - today you shall be with me in Paradise!”

The hours dragged on, and the crowd drew silent. The atmosphere was unusually 

heavy, as if a great storm was brewing. Marcellus sweated within his armour - 

crucifixion was a slow death! He came to the alert, a single man was climbing the slope.

 When he reached him, Marcellus looked into the eyes of the man from whom he had 

once bought the fish for the Capernaum garrison.

“What do you want!?”

John’s eyes were bleak.

“I ask your permission for his mother and some of his friends to come closer - to be 

near him when he dies!”

Marcellus mouth tightened, it was an eventuality he hadn’t envisaged.

He was about to refuse harshly, when John uttered one more word.

“Please!”

Marcellus stared at him, and then jerked a nod. John retreated down the hill, spoke to a 

cluster of women, and then led four of them back up the hill. The Centurion stood 

rigidly to attention as they approached. They were shrouded in their head shawls. John 

supported one of them, and Marcellus assumed this to be the mother. He had 

expected a great emotional outpouring, but there was nothing but a quiet dignity - 

especially from the mother. He forced himself to meet her eyes, and almost shrank 



back - they were very like the eyes of the man who now hung in agony on the cross abo

ve them. Like his eyes, there was no rancour, no hatred for him that he was the 

instrument of her son’s agony. It penetrated that the other three women were weeping 

softly, but the mother was dry-eyed.

She stared up at the agonised form of her son, and John’s arm held her close to him in 

support. Jesus twisted his head, and gazed back into her eyes - for a moment, the 

determined control wavered and she looked close to breaking down. His voice seemed 

to come from a great distance, but it was still coherent.

“Mother - there is your son!”

He looked into John’s eyes for a long moment.

“Son - there is your mother!”

Marcellus looked at the sky again, the sun was about the mid-point, and the criminals 

had been hanging on the cross for nearly three hours. The light started to get bad. 

Despite himself, Marcellus felt a prickle of superstitious awe. He looked sharply at the 

centre figure of the three, but Jesus gave no indication of being aware of the 

phenomenon. The crowd of onlookers were also looking at the sky, their ribald 

comments at last subdued.

In the gathering gloom, Marcellus tried to ensure that his Century were well positioned 

and on the alert - with the change of mood in the crowd, it was hard to know what to 

expect.

The darkened conditions continued for another three hours. The small group of women 

and the fisherman stood motionless, looking up at the man on the centre cross. 

Towards the end of the three hours, Jesus suddenly cried out in Hebrew.

“Eli, Eli, lema sabachthani?”

Marcellus’ Hebrew wasn’t as fluent as his Aramaic, he groped for a translation. The best

he could manage was: 

‘My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?’



Some of the bystanders ran forward and held up a sponge soaking in sour wine, and 

held it up to his lips on the end of a cane. Marcellus restrained his men from interfering. 

Others in the crowd were less charitable. 

“He’s called for Elijah - let’s see if he comes and saves him!”

Jesus gave one last, loud cry.

“It is accomplished! Father, into your hands, I commit my spirit!”

His head fell to his chest.

Marcellus saw John start forward and then he clutched the mother to his chest. The 

Centurion then found himself trying to keep his own balance, as were the rest of his 

men and the crowd of onlookers. The ground heaved and Jerusalem experienced one 

of its infrequent earthquakes. This was a severe one, and afterwards it was reported 

that rocks in the ravine of the Kedron, had been split in two.

Marcellus stared at the still form of the man he had pinned to the cross and executed, 

and a sudden irrational fear gripped him by the throat. He 

whispered hoarsely.

“Truly, this man was the Son of God!”


