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Marcellus sat upright in his bed, his heart was hammering and he was

sweating profusely. The night was quiet, so quiet that could hear the distant

lap of the waves on the shoreline. His room was flooded with moonlight - but

his dreaming hadn’t come with the rising of the full moon, it was the same

dream that had been repeated night after night - since when? He collected

his wits enough to consider the question - the dream had been with him since

the episode in Cana, when the eyes of the Teacher had held him and read

him and had imparted a mysterious something into him, which he couldn’t

identify. He felt his anger rising, an anger born out of fear of what he couldn’t

understand - and frustration - perhaps this Teacher had placed a spell on

him! It wasn’t unknown, there were witches, male and female, throughout the

empire, who could be paid to bring curses and evil upon someone. He tried to

think of anyone who hated him enough to employ this man, but he couldn’t.

He got out of the bed and walked across to the open slit facing the

lake. The floor was cool to his bare feet, but the night air was warm. In other 

circumstances, Capernaum could have been an attractive place. He half understood

the hold it had over Phobius. Attractive it could have been once,

but since the coming of this Teacher, it had become a place of intrigue and

undercurrents.

The Teacher came and went for days on end, but even on the days

when he was elsewhere, Capernaum still held an aura of excitement - and

there were many strangers coming and going - most of them in search of the

Teacher. Marcellus knew his name now - it took a number of forms ranging



from Yeshoshuah, through Joshua to the Greek version - Jesus. The last was

more comfortable to pronounce - but he preferred Teacher, it made the man

less personal - it kept him at arm’s length mentally. Marcellus needed to keep

him at arm’s length, there was an attraction about him, and Marcellus couldn’t

afford to be attracted - not if he was supposed to objectively observe and

report - and perhaps, act if ordered.

The Decarion couldn’t come to grips with what had happened to

Lucius, Phobius’ son. His mind forbade him to accept the premise that this

Teacher had cured him over a distance, just as it forbade him to accept the

tale which was sweeping through the town that the daughter of one of the

synagogue presidents had been raised from the dead! Marcellus refused to

accept either of the circumstances - in the case of Lucius, his recovery had

been a sheer coincidence and in the case of the girl, she had not been dead,

but had woken up from a deep sleep!

He stared out over the lake and tried to make sense of what remained

of the dream - his repeated dream. It contrasted completely with the calm

lake bathed in the silver light of the moon. Here and there were dotted the

dark shapes of fishing boats. Now and then, there was a distant voice calling

greetings from one boat to another, carried by the still air. He drank in the

peace and slowly, his heart stopped racing.

The dream was always the same - set in a crowded, jostling city which

he couldn’t quite identify - but it wasn’t Rome! The streets were narrow and

followed the shape of the hillside. There were people of all colours and sizes,

all dressed differently, some looking like natives of the colonies in the Greek

cities of Asia and others from those in Cyrenia and even beyond, and the far

West, Hibernia - even Gaul. In the dream, he and his cohort were milling

around in the midst of the crowd, trying to keep order, laying about with the



flat of their swords. They were keeping the way clear for something or

someone - what or who, he couldn’t identify.

Some of the crowd were cheering and others wailing and screaming

and looking ready to attack him and his men and it was at this point that his

dream became a nightmare, for he found himself fighting against

overwhelming odds and his sword-arm was pinned to his side by the sheer

weight of numbers and he was falling slowly down beneath the stamping

hooves of his and other horses - always at this point, he woke, his heart

racing and in a torrent of sweat, wondering if he had cried out in the stillness

of the night. This dream had been repeated night after night, since the day

that Lucius had been cured.

It was now over two weeks since it had started. He returned to his bed

and sat on the edge. He supposed that he hadn’t cried out, Phillus, his slave

hadn’t come running, and he was sleeping on the floor just outside the

entrance to the room. It was close to the dawn, there would be little purpose

in trying to return to sleep. His first patrol was soon after daybreak, when the 

fishing fleet was returning. The personnel manning them were now different,

some of the boats were in the hands of hired men, instead of the

recognisable, Simon and his brother Andrew - and Zebedee’s sons and

nephew, James, John and the one they called Thaddaeus. These were the

prime supporters of the Teacher, he had recognised them in Cana, when

Phobius had confronted Jesus - and Lucius had been restored to health.

This aggravating fact wouldn’t go away - Lucius WAS restored to

health, whatever coincidence had occurred, had persisted. Marcellus

watched from a distance, when the boy played in the small cliff-top garden.

The easy relationship he had enjoyed with Phobius’ son and Cornelia, was at

an end. Now, when he met her, there was a careful formality - and Phobius



was watchful.

Marcellus stirred restlessly, the whole fabric of the relationship was

coming to an end. In just a few short days, Phobius and his family would ride

out of Capernaum for the last time and within days after that, would embark in

Caesarea, the Centurion’s tour of duty and his time in the army, at an end.

Someone else would be sent to command the Centuries in Capernaum, he

would have a new commanding officer - an unknown - and the easy

relationship he had enjoyed with Phobius and his family, would be at an end.

Cornelia would be out of his life. He thought bitterly, she had never been in it

- except in his own fantasy. She had made it very clear that she would never

betray the old man who was her husband.

Phillus entered the room, preparing to rouse his master. Marcellus

eyed him speculatively, he was reliable, which was more than could be said

of many a slave; he wasn’t talkative, which was an asset in any slave; he

knew his duties and got on with them without requiring to be whipped, he was

there to obey every whim of his master. Marcellus remembered how he had

acquired him - he had won him from a fellow officer in a game of dice,

although the evening in question was a blur of too much wine and

conviviality, otherwise he might not have accepted him as payment of the

gaming debt - but that was in the past - just as Cornelia would soon be in the

past. He had to stop thinking of Cornelia and what might have been!

He rode out with his troop to patrol the streets of the small town. On

this morning, bright and sunny, his mood didn’t suit the climate. He felt and

dour and cheerless as a winter’s day. He wondered what purpose was served

by clattering through the streets, being ignored by the townspeople going

about their business. They rode down to the beach where the fishing boats

were being hauled up after the night’s fishing - at least he was now spared



the indignity of bartering for the garrison’s supply. Phobius had conceded it

had served its purpose. Some of the fishermen looked up, but most of them

ignored the alien presence. He completed his patrol and led his Decade back

to the command post. Despite himself, his eyes strayed to where Cornelia

usually sat, but the place was deserted - in any case, this wasn’t the time of

day when she came to the garden. At this time of day, she would be sitting

with her husband and son, while the household servants placed the first meal

of the day before them. Marcellus felt a surge of savage, irrational anger,

which he subdued in the presence of his men. He felt like a brawl, but even

that was denied to him. Discipline had to be maintained at all costs, it was a

requirement of the Caesar’s army, it was what made them invincible -

superior to all others!

He dismissed his men and handed his mount over to Phillus, who 

could be trusted with the grooming. He clattered through the corridors of the

residency, half-hoping to catch a glimpse of Cornelia before arriving at

Phobius’ office, but the passages were deserted.

Urban Phobius eyed him silently, as the Decarion came to attention.

He smiled slightly.

“I take it, from your grim expression, that you have nothing to report,

Marcellus.”

“The town is quiet, Centurion.”

Phobius shook his head in mock pity.

“And there’s nothing you would like better than an excuse to crack a

few heads!”

Marcellus stared at him. Phobius waved his hand.

“Relax, man!”

He turned back to his favourite position of gazing out over the lake.



“In two days I will be leaving all this - I’m almost reluctant to do so!

That surprises you? You think that I would be glad to get back to Rome and

after that, to a farm in the Tuscan Hills? You think I’m crazy when I say I shall

miss this? Perhaps I am crazy, but I sense great events about to happen -

this quiet little place will change and the world will never be the same

afterwards.”

He fell silent, Marcellus responded carefully.

“Do you think this Teacher’s will be in the middle of it?

Phobius turned abruptly and eyed his subordinate.

“You can’t bring yourself to use his name, can you? Very well, yes - I

do think this - Teacher - will be in the middle of it.”

“Based on a few wild stories which can’t be verified?”

Phobius maintained his gaze.

“Based on what happened to my son - on my own experience!

They eyed each other like combatants. Phobius dropped his gaze to

the desk top.

“I received a despatch this morning from Julius Achaicus. You are

ordered to report to him immediately!”

Marcellus stiffened.

“Does that mean I am to be posted somewhere else?”

Phobius eyed him sharply, his response was tart.

“Our Commander did not discuss his intentions in the Despatch!

Marcellus saluted and retreated from the room. He rounded up the

men of his Decade and set out to cover the few miles between Capernaum

and Tiberius. His mind was whirling, the summons was totally unexpected.

Such an order could mean only one thing, he and his Decade were being

returned to Caesarea. In the normal course of events, he would have



welcomed it, but it would mean that he would have no opportunity to farewell

Phobius when he departed for Rome. His men caught his mood and had little

to say during their short ride.

As always, entering Tiberius was like entering into another world - the

Roman world, which Herod Antipas had so carefully contrived. The Tetrarch’s

palace loomed over the whole, a reminder that the town existed as a result of

his beneficence. Marcellus lost no time in reporting to Julius.

His Commander received him with more graciousness than on the first

occasion.

“Decarion Marcellus, greetings! Please relax, we cannot stand  

ceremony! Refreshments perhaps?”

He clapped his hands and the room was temporarily invaded by a half

dozen servants bearing trays. Marcellus blinked, the affability was unnerving.

“Sit with me, while we discuss what brings you here.”

Marcellus placed himself carefully on the indicated couch. Julius took

up position at the other end. He smiled benevolently on his guest.

“You are full of surprises, Flavius! I have received the most glowing

reports from Centurion Phobius, which, I confess, I have read with a certain

scepticism, assuming that he is trying to advance a protégé - but it seems

that you are extremely efficient and particularly watchful of this movement

among the Jews, led by this - Teacher. I read in Phobius’ despatches that

you refuse to allow yourself to be swayed by the excitement of the population

- very commendable, Marcellus - very commendable - we need men with

clear heads!”

Julius paused and sipped his wine.

“Which leads me to another surprise. It seems you have friends in high

places!” Marcellus looked startled.



“I don’t understand.”

Julius smiled, it was without humour.

“You have friends who have the ear of influential people - they have

been active in your interests. Your friends must also be quite wealthy!”

Marcellus stuttered.

“I wasn’t aware of any petitions on my behalf, Commander.”

Julius waved his hand casually.

“It is of no concern - often family and friends act without our

knowledge. The outcome, however, is the same. They obtain preferment and

advancement!”

He gestured to a despatch resting on his otherwise empty desk.

“Late in the day, yesterday, I received orders from Antioch - of course,

via Caesarea and the Procurator Pilate. The Commander of the Legions is

pleased to order your immediate elevation to the rank of Centurion! The order

also authorises our Procurator to utilise your services in whatever manner he

sees fit. He has chosen you as the replacement for Urban Phobius! You are

to take command of the Centuries currently under his command and you are

to remain in Capernaum until relieved!”

Marcellus stared at him. Julius obviously enjoyed the reaction.

“Come Flavius, surely you have some reaction to your sudden

elevation? As I said earlier, you must have powerful and wealthy friends - the

command of two Centuries doesn’t come cheaply - and you are extremely

young to carry such a responsibility!”

Marcellus stumbled through the remainder of his briefing with Julius,

before being released to return to his new command. Julius watched him go,

a slight smile on his lips, but it was without warmth. The new Centurion

retraced his steps to Capernaum. In a pouch attached to his saddle was the



precious document of his accreditation, stamped and sealed with the

authority of Rome. None could argue with it, but many would be savage with

jealousy because of it and he was realist enough to know that he would have

to watch his back - and not the least of his potential enemies was Julius

Achaicus!

Julius had been correct in his summation that power and wealth had 

brought about his elevation. He was also right when he said that Centuries

didn’t come cheaply. Not only was it wealth, it was political manipulation. His

mouth twisted, his father, Gaius, had an over-weaning ambition for his son

and was prepared to use his considerable assets to buy what he considered

necessary.

Phobius received the news of his subordinate’s elevation without any

great show of surprise.

“I congratulate you, Centurion Flavius!”

He eyed the stiff face of the younger man.

“You hardly look overjoyed! There are many men who will be envious

of you and your sudden rise to glory.”

Marcellus detected the sarcasm and resented it, Urban Phobius would

have climbed over the backs of others to achieve his rank, he had no reason

to despise the bribery and manipulation accompanying his rise in status.

“Watch your back, Marcellus - in fact, watch every quarter, there will

be those out to bring you down!”

The older man sounded a little bitter. He called the other Decarians

and gave them the news that one of their number had been elevated to the

greater rank and that from then on, Marcellus was to be their commander.

There were many expressions of congratulations, none of which seemed

particularly sincere. Marcellus had never been close to his fellow officers - it



was by their own choosing - and he knew that many were senior to him in

length of service and experience.

The remaining two days passed and on the night before Urban

Phobius and his family left Capernaum for good, the old centurion gave a

farewell dinner for all his officers. Marcellus was placed high on the table, as

befitted his new rank. The other officers and their wives farewelled their old

commander. It was an occasion which didn’t allow for any intimacy with Urban

or his family. Marcellus noticed that Cornelia kept herself at a safe distance

from him, and his bitterness increased - by her remoteness, her desirability

increased.

On the next morning there was the opportunity for another formal

farewell. It was stilted and precise, all the right things were said, and other

things were left unsaid. Lucius was the only uninhibited one and genuinely

seemed sad to say goodbye to the man who had so often played with him in

the garden. Marcellus looked at him closely, there were still signs of the

ordeal he had been through, but his vitality had returned.

Urban Phobius, Cornelia and Lucius, together with a small troop as an

escort rode slowly out of the compound and through the streets of

Capernaum. There was no particular recognition that he was leaving for

good, although he had been stationed there for some years. Marcellus eyed

his new charges and their studied indifference and felt the old familiar rage

rising. At the outskirts of the town, they said their final farewells. Phobius was

stiffly military, as if to be otherwise would display an uncharacteristic

softness. His final words were.

“I wish you well, Marcellus - may our gods and their One God guide

you!


