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Early in the morning of the Passover Sabbath - Caiaphas and his priests came in a 

body to Pilate. The Procurator received them reluctantly. He listened in barely 

concealed impatience to the long-winded High Priest. The gist of it was:

“Your Excellency, we recall how the impostor - the Galilean - declared while he was still 

alive: ‘I am to be raised again after three days.’ We therefore request that you give an 

order that the burial place is made secure until the third day has passed. We suspect 

that his disciples may come to steal the body, and then tell the people that he’s been 

raised from the dead! You will, I am sure, agree that this will create a great deal of 

unrest among the people.”

Caiaphas waited with confidence - the news that Joseph of Arimathea had intervened, 

had not been unexpected. The involvement of Nicodemus however, had been more of a

shock. His spies had told him of the conversation between them and one of the Twelve, 

and as well, the mother and some of the other disciples. Placing the guard was essentia

l.

Pilate twisted his face into his humourless smile.

“What a superstitious people you are! I thought you insisted that this Jesus hadn’t called

people back from the dead - you said it was impossible! Now, you think this man will 

walk out of the grave - and all your hard work to convict him of blasphemy will be for 

nothing!”

Caiaphas eyed him with growing hostility.

“The point is surely this, your Excellency - that his disciples might steal the body and 

put the story about that he’s fulfilled the prediction - for this reason, we believe a guard 

to be essential.”

Pilate contemplated him with icy disdain.

“You have your own guards - use them!”



“The Temple Police have no jurisdiction outside of the temple, as I am sure your 

Excellency well knows - Two of your men would be a greater deterrent.”

Pilate nodded contemptuously.

‘You say correctly that your Temple Police have no authority to function outside the 

Temple precincts - I note, that it didn’t stop you arresting a man in a garden outside the 

city!”

Caiaphas continued the duel.

“It was a matter of public order, your Excellency - the man was an instigator of treason 

against Caesar.”

Pilate’s expression was derisive.

“Very well, my Lord High Priest - you may have your guard for two days - they will 

report any strange movements from within the tomb to you personally! I would advise 

you to secure the grave as best you can!”

When Caiaphas left the Procurator he was seething with rage, the contempt of the man 

was beyond suffering! He had been kept waiting while two troopers were placed at his 

disposal. He eyed them searchingly. They were older men and looked well seasoned. It 

was the Sabbath, and he had no intention of visiting the grave himself - he gave them 

strict instructions.

“You are to look inside, to be sure that the body is still there - and then ensure that no 

one enters.”

The guards saluted and made their way to the grave-site. One marched inside and 

looked around. The wrapped body of Jesus of Nazareth was still in the place where it 

had been laid. He returned outside and gestured to his fellow guard.

“We’ll roll the rock across the entrance.”

He paused before adding with a grin.

“That’ll stop any traffic trying to get in - or out!”

.....



The home of Joseph of Arimathea and Rebecca, was a house in mourning on several 

counts. The long Sabbath hours had passed with interminable slowness. The rituals 

and usual festivity of the Passover remained unobserved. Joseph retreated to his own 

private room and spent the day in reflection and prayer. Although he normally 

scrupulously observed the laws and traditions of his fathers, he was not a man who 

resorted to long periods of religious meditation, or in prolonged harangues to the One 

God. Joseph was a logical man, and could see no sense in expressing in words what 

God already knew to be in his thoughts. This occasion was different, Joseph’s life had 

been turned upside down from the moment he had ventured into the camp of the 

Galilean in Peraea, and had witnessed the marvels which had taken place there, and 

had listened to the easily understood, but yet profound doctrine of this simple - complex 

 carpenter from Nazareth. 

His life had remained upside down during the ensuing months, when he had wrestled 

with the direction he had received - to part with all he possessed and distribute it to the 

poor. It was quite simply a course he was unable to follow - he had asked himself the 

question at least a hundred times - was he unable to comply, or was he unwilling? His 

answer was dismal - it was both!

The impulse to purchase a tomb had come from somewhere. He had no premonitions 

of an early death, and normally, he wouldn’t have considered a course which was 

usually followed by men of advanced years, who had suddenly been confronted with 

their mortality. He had purchased the tomb, nevertheless - and now he knew the reason

why.

The greatest impact Jesus of Nazareth had upon him, came when he had taken the 

lifeless, mutilated body down from the cross in the presence of his mother and the 

other women, and the grief-stricken friend who had stood with them through the ordeal. 

Joseph decided that he had a great deal of respect for that man! Jesus had been laid 



at his feet and he had watched the efforts of his men to remove the nails from his flesh, 

so as to release him from the barbaric pinning to the crude cross. He had directed the 

carrying of the body to his tomb, and it was there that he dealt with the dead man at first

hand, assisted by the wheezing Nicodemus. Between them, they had applied the ritual 

anointing and then had wrapped the linen bands about him, and then covered the face 

with a napkin - all in accordance with the Jewish tradition and customs.

It had been a profound experience! In life, the man had been so approachable - yet, he 

had possessed an aura which made one hesitate to come into uninvited physical 

contact. In death, Joseph had bound the limbs and torso of the naked body, and he 

had felt an outrage that this perfect creation of the One God, had been so violently 

abused.

Joseph had many other things to consider, quite apart from these thoughts. His greatest

concern was Rebecca, knowing her unconditional devotion to the dead man. She had 

crumpled into his arms when he had brought home the sad news, but she had other 

concerns, primarily, Lucian - and for the first time, Joseph found something to be happy 

about, that the sick man needed her to such an extent. She had returned to his bedside,

and there was little doubt that the young Roman would soon die. Now, she was devoting

her full attention to caring for him - even to the exclusion of her grief over the death of 

her Master. Joseph’s growing concern was for the sanity of his sister, when she was 

confronted with the reality of the death of the two men she loved beyond her own life 

and comfort.

Rebecca and Balthus nursed Lucian throughout the day. She no longer resented the 

closeness that existed between the huge slave and his master. Balthus was as gentle 

with him as with a child, and he could do for Lucian, the tasks she was not able to 

perform. The devotion of the slave was touching - and the customary huge grin had 

been missing from the time when he had been brought to the household by the 

direction of Demas of Miletus, who had quietly taken over control of Lucian’s business 



interests. Her thoughts about Demas were frankly equivicable, on the one hand, she 

didn’t fully trust him - but that could be a prejudice stemming from the fact that he was 

a Greek, who were notoriously underhanded in business matters - on the other hand 

she soon realised that his loyalties were to Septimus Publius rather than to Lucian 

personally.

She watched Balthus applying cold compresses to Lucian’s forehead, she leaned back 

exhausted against the cool stone wall of the room. One thought hammered into her 

mind, and wouldn’t relent - the Master was dead - and he was in the tomb her brother 

had bought for himself. The unbelievable had taken place, and the Master had been 

sold by the treachery of one in whom he had placed his trust.

She glanced through the window into the darkening sky, the long hours of the Sabbath 

were drawing to a close. Elsewhere in the city, the traditional customs were being 

observed - but in the house of Joseph, on this occasion, they were being ignored. She 

was glad - she doubted whether she could have lived through them without screaming 

out her anguish and grief.

She looked back at Lucian and had a sudden insight that he wouldn’t live through the 

night. It was an acceptance of the inevitable, but it was the expectancy of something 

she had fought and repudiated ever since she had brought him from the Antonia. She 

was surprised at her own reaction. She was too calm - she ought to have been sobbing 

out a lament, but she remained coolly efficient, sending Balthus away for a while, and 

taking over the application of wet cloths. Lucian was so hot - the fever hadn’t diminished

in so many days. His face was grey-white, but there were high spots of colour on his 

sunken cheeks. His beard had grown, black and slightly curled. He didn’t look like the 

Lucian who had first come to their house in Caesarea borne on a litter usually reserved 

for the infirm and elderly - that had been Joseph’s doing - Joseph’s mischief!

It was such a pity that their early friendship had been soured - and that the reason had 

been that this young, handsome Roman had fallen in love with her and wanted her for 



his wife. Rebecca looked at the concept with a strange detachment. It would have been 

good to be the wife of this man - there would have been an abundance of love and 

laughter - and he would have treated her like a queen - but now, it would never happen,

 and she would never know his love. Her lip quivered a little, but she fought down the em

otion. There would be time for grief when he was gone - in the morning, when she 

would be confronted with his lifeless body. She determined to stay with him until the end

 He might never know of her presence, but she would hold him in her arms until he 

gasped out his last breath - no one would stop her - not Joseph - not Naomi!

.....

The guards at the tomb had remained on duty until the morning after the Jewish 

Sabbath. There had been little to do, and no one had bothered them. They passed the 

tedious hours by rolling the dice, but they were wary enough of their officers to ensure 

that they kept an eye on the road from the city. Rations were brought out to them from 

the garrison - and now, at dawn on this day when the superstitious Jews were 

supposed to be going back to their gainful occupations after a day of worshipping their 

One God, the guards were waiting for their breakfast. They were also getting restless. 

One complained to the other.

“How much longer do you suppose we’re going to be stuck here guarding a dead man?”

The other one grunted, it was a repeat of a question they had both been asking for the 

previous ten hours.

“The same answer as before - when someone comes to tell us to leave!”

Abruptly, the ground shook violently, and they looked around in consternation - it was 

another earthquake! They were thrown to the ground by the violence of it. The crouched

down, paralysed with fear as a radiant being descended through the air from above the 

rock wall into which the tomb had been cut. He had the appearance of a man, but his 

face shone like lightning, and his flowing clothing had an intense whiteness - as white 



as snow!

The watched as he came to the stone and rolled it to one side - they didn’t dare to 

protest or challenge him - then, he walked inside. The guards waited for a moment, to 

see if he would reappear, but when he didn’t, they scrambled to their feet and raced 

down the hill towards the city. It didn’t matter that they were deserting their post, their 

only objective was to put as much distance between themselves and the apparition as 

they could in the shortest possible time. Once within the city walls, they paused - one 

turned to the other.

“I’m not going back to the garrison - we’ll report this to the High Priest - let him sort it 

out!

.....

Early on that Sunday morning, while it was still dark, Mary of Magdala, Joanna, Salome 

and Mary the mother of James and Matthew made their way to the garden near the 

Place of the Skull, with the intention of cleansing the body for burial and to anoint it with 

spices. They were silent as they hurried through the quiet streets from the house of 

Mary of Cyrene, and out of the city - climbing the slopes of the hill upon which the 

Master had been killed, before entering the garden which contained the tomb - the 

place where they had seen the men of Joseph of Arimathea take the corpse. They 

slowed down as they approached the grave-site. This was a task they had never dreame

d they would have to perform and it laid heavily on them - the Master, the man they 

loved, had been torn from them and had suffered the cruellest of deaths.

Salome said quietly.

“I’ve heard that they’ve posted guards at the grave."

Mary exclaimed loudly.

“How shall we get past them - and if we can get past them, how shall we move that 

huge rock!?”



Salome put her fingers to her lips in caution as they moved forward - then she pointed. 

The huge entrance stone had been rolled to one side - and there were no guards! They 

looked at each other in consternation - it looked as if someone had disturbed the body! 

They ran forward into the tomb entrance and hesitated, they didn’t venture inside. Mary 

of Magdala turned and ran back ahead of the other women, who followed slowly behind.

She hurried to the house and found Simon and John. She was hardly coherent

and it took a little while for them to make any sense out of what she was saying. Simon 

ordered gruffly.

“Calm down, Mary! Take deep breaths, and speak slowly.”

She tried to do as he said, staring into his face. His eyes were red rimmed from 

weeping. She stammered.

“Someone’s taken the Master out of the tomb! We don’t know what they’ve done with 

him!”

Simon’s eyes widened and he looked quickly at John. They left Mary standing there and

ran towards the grave-site. John being younger, out-ran Simon and reached the tomb 

first. He peered in and saw the linen wrappings laying there, but he didn’t enter. Simon 

caught up with him, breathing heavily. John gestured and the big fisherman entered the 

tomb. He saw the same - the linen wrappings were laying on the stone shelf where the 

body had been, but the face napkin was neatly folded in a place by itself.

John followed after him, his voice shook when he murmured.

“Jesus said he would rise on the third day! Simon - he IS risen! He told us that the 

words of the prophets would be fulfilled - he IS risen!”

Simon stared at him, he tried to say something, but nothing emerged.

With one last look around the empty tomb they went back to the house They didn’t 

realise that Mary of Magdala had followed them. She saw them pass while she was still 

in the garden. She made her way to the tomb and stood sobbing at the entrance before 

peering inside. The chamber, instead of being dark, was brilliantly lit. Two men in 



radiant white clothing were sitting on the slab where the Master had laid, one at the 

head and one at the feet. One said to her softly.

“Mary - why are you weeping?”

She sobbed.

“They’ve taken my Lord away - and I don’t know what they’ve done with him!”

She turned round, and another man stood out in the garden, away from the entrance to 

the tomb. She ran to him imagining that he was one of the gardeners. He said to her.

“Why are you weeping - who are you looking for?”

She didn’t recognise him.

“Please tell me, was it you who moved him - where is he? - I’ll take him somewhere 

else!”

The man called her softly by name.

“Mary!”

Immediately, she knew who he was. She fell to her knees and clasped his feet and 

exclaimed in Hebrew.

“Rabboni!”

Jesus reached down and drew her to her feet.

“Don’t touch me any more, Mary - I haven’t yet ascended to my Father. Now, I want 

you to go to my brothers, and tell them that I am going to ascend to my Father - and 

your Father - my God and your God.”

He moved away from her, and Mary ran back into the house, where Simon and the 

others were discussing the fact that Jesus’ body had been removed. She burst in on 

their discussion, her face radiant with joy, she cried out.

“I’ve seen the Master!

Simon and John exchanged glances, they had already reported to the others in the 

house that the tomb was empty. They were trying to decide what should be done, 

realising that it would be fruitless and dangerous to appeal to the authorities to find the 



body. Simon took the excited woman to one side and sat her down. He said quite gently

“Tell us what happened, Mary - take your time - deep breaths remember?”

She nodded and excitedly told them all that she had experienced.

They looked at each other again, and Simon drew John aside.

“I think she’s disturbed in her mind!”

John stared at him. Simon went on softly.

“She’s always been excitable - even after the Master drove out the seven devils. I think 

she’s disturbed by grief - and she’s imagining that he’s come back to life!”

.....

In the Temple, Caiaphas was confronted by two excited Roman troopers who were 

supposed to be standing guard at the tomb. It took some time before he could cut 

through the babble and arrive at something coherent. One finally told the story.

“This morning, at daybreak, a shining god descended from heaven - and we were 

thrown to the ground by an earthquake. The god rolled back the stone.”

Caiaphas struggled with several concepts.

“Shining god! - Earthquake! There’s been no earthquake - and I think you saw no god! 

You grew tired of guarding the dead and decided to come to me with this rubbish!”

The first guard fell to his knees.

“Lord Caiaphas - it is as I’ve told you - a shining god descended from heaven and 

rolled back the great stone in front of the grave. Before he came, we were awake and 

not dreaming. There was a bright light and he came through the air - “

Caiaphas interjected acridly.

“And rolled back the stone!”

The man nodded.

The high spots of colour appeared again on the High Priest’s cheeks.



He glared at the two men ferociously, but they refused to drop their eyes.

They appeared sincere enough, no matter what the truth of the incident might have 

been. It would be easy enough to verify if the body had been removed - if so, it was a 

serious matter. He instructed two of his priests to inspect the tomb and to return quickly.

 He told the two guards to wait outside until he called for them - and then waited 

impatiently for the priests to return. When they did, they confirmed that the stone had 

been rolled aside and that the tomb was empty. Caiaphas had decided on his course of 

action - he called together those whom he could trust on the Council.

“I put it to you, brothers, that we must avoid any suggestion that this man has risen 

from the dead. We’ll publish a report that his disciples came during the night and stole 

the body while everyone was sleeping.”

He ordered the two guards to be brought to him.

“You’ll be paid well to keep your mouths shut over this incident - it would be a serious 

matter for you if it was reported that you deserted your post! If you do as we say - and 

if the matter should reach the ears of the Procurator - we’ll put it right with him and 

make sure that you don’t suffer.”

The bribe was substantial, the alternatives unpleasant - the two guards looked at each 

other and accepted it. Caiaphas moved quickly and made sure that the story was 

circulated throughout the city, and it was widely believed.

.....

Lucian gradually sank deeper into his final coma. His body still burned with fever, but 

his skin had now developed a pearly-grey tone, like heated wax which had cooled. 

Rebecca maintained a steady application of wet cloths, and took no notice of Naomi 

when she tried to get her to leave him.

The old nurse went in tears to Joseph, she sobbed.

“My lord, you must persuade her to come away - the boy is going to die! I can see it - 



we all can see it - but she refuses to let him go! It’s as if she’s defying the will of God! I 

beg of you, make her see reason - you’re the only one she’ll listen to!”

Joseph had expected as much and nodded in grim agreement. He followed Naomi 

back to the sick room. He touched his sister’s arm gently, and she jerked in reaction, 

only then realising that he had come into the room.

She was totally absorbed in the dying man. Joseph said gently.

“You must let him go, Rebecca - the Lord God has decreed his hour - and there is 

nothing to be done for him. Say good-bye to him and come away - Balthus will see to 

him!”

She stared back at him and slowly shook her head. 

“You don’t understand, Joseph - I have let him go - into the hands of our God - and I’ve 

prayed that he will be received with a special love - this I have asked in the name of 

Jesus, our Master. But I’ll stay with him to the end, just as I would have stayed with him

until the end, if we had lived out our years together. I’ll stay with him and hold him as 

he makes his journey - just as if he and I had grown old together. I’ll never know what it 

would have been to live with him and be loved by him - but I will know what it is to part 

with him in love - and in the thought of what might have been.”

Joseph swallowed, he prided himself that he wasn’t an emotional man - always 

controlled and disciplined, as was expected of him as a ruler of the people. On this 

occasion, his eyes prickled with tears - he felt an intense sorrow for the grief of his 

sister - but also an intense pride in her bearing. He nodded agreement, not trusting 

himself to talk, other than to say.

“You must do as you think best, Rebecca - but remember we are here for you when the 

moment comes.”

She inclined her head in acceptance and returned her attention to the sick man.

Naomi was waiting outside the door, she came to Joseph anxiously.

“Tell me you’ve persuaded her to leave, my lord!”



Joseph shook his head.

“She’s stronger than all of us - and I respect her wishes - but Naomi - stay close by - 

she’ll need you before the morning! Balthus will stay too.”

Naomi’s face became apprehensive.

“I don’t trust that dumb, black heathen, my Lord!”

Joseph forced a grim smile.

“He can’t help being dumb - nor that the colour of his skin is black - and only a good 

example from one of God’s Chosen People, will make him less of a heathen!”

Rebecca looked beyond Lucian to the darkening sky, it promised to be a beautiful, 

cloudless night. Already, there was a blaze of stars, and the air was cool but not cold. 

Lucian jerked restlessly and she soothed him like a child, talking to him softly, not even 

sure whether he could hear her. She stroked his face and he grew quieter, his eye-

sockets black pools in the unnatural greyness of his face above the beard.

Balthus was laying across the door entrance, which had been his usual practice ever 

since he had arrived from Caesarea. He only left the sick man for short periods, and 

she supposed that even a slave had to find time for necessities. She took no notice of 

him, but she was conscious of his eyes in the darkness. She wasn’t uneasy, the gaze 

was one of devotion, although whether for her or for his sick master, she couldn’t be 

sure.

As the evening drew on, and the rest of the house quietened to rest, she slipped on the 

bed beside her dying lover. She had no doubt that Joseph and Naomi - and anyone 

else in the house - would have been scandalised by her action. It bordered on 

wantonness - but only in the mind of someone who was looking for it. She put her head 

close to Lucian’s and listened to the shallow, rasping, faltering breathing. Her presence 

quietened him even more, and now she was sure that he knew she was there. From 

somewhere beyond that great barrier of darkness which separated them, he knew of 

her presence. He walked on the border between life and death, but he knew she would 



walk with him for part of the way.

She stayed resolutely awake, listening for any change which might indicate the end - 

but at some time, inexplicably, and despite her resolution - she fell asleep beside him.

She was awakened by someone kissing her on the lips, she squinted her eyes and 

realised that it was full daylight. She pulled back abruptly and opened her eyes widely 

despite the brilliance. Lucian’s bearded face was before her; he grinned at her with 

delight, and the arm which refused to allow her to get away from him, was much 

stronger than should have been the case for a man who had been close to death for 

several days!

She did the only thing that came to her mind to escape from him, she eased her body 

over the side of the bed and slid to the floor - he had to let her go. They stared at each 

other solemnly and she started to cry.

“I thought you were dying!”

Lucian forced a smile.

“Sorry to disappoint you!”

Her emotion turned to an irrational anger.

“We’ve nursed you for days, and there was nothing we could do for you - last night, I 

knew you were going to die - “

“And now I’m alive - Tachius always did say I was a stubborn mule! Talking of Tachius, 

what have you done with him?”

She flashed back.

“We’ve done nothing with him - what do you think we’ve done with him?”

She turned to the door.

“Balthus!”

Lucian interjected.

“You have him here too?”

She glowered at him.



“He’s nursed you like a baby for days!”

Lucian nodded.

“Then I won’t beat him next time he does something wrong!”

She called again.

“Balthus!”

“He doesn’t like it when you shout at him.”

“I’m not shouting - I don’t shout!”

The general commotion brought others to enquire - first Naomi, who immediately 

added to the general turmoil by wailing loudly when she saw the status of Lucian. Into 

this uproar marched Joseph, who stopped dead when he saw the reason for all the 

noise. Lucian grinned at him.

When order was restored and Joseph was able to greet Lucian properly, it was 

sometime before Balthus was finally discovered hiding in a dark corner behind the 

kitchen - and this was only because a maid-servant nearly trod on him, and screamed 

at the apparition of a huge black shape which reared up in front of her. He was brought 

to the scene of rejoicing, his head bent low, almost to the degree that he was crouching.

As soon as he saw Lucian, he threw himself to the ground. Lucian eyed him uneasily.

“Get up, Balthus, you fool - they’ll start to think I beat you half to death!”

Rebecca placed a tentative hand on Lucian’s brow - he turned and smiled brilliantly.

“I like that!”

She ignored him, turning instead to Joseph.

“He has no fever - none at all!”

Lucian added helpfully.

“If she leaves her hand there, I’ll guarantee to give you one!”

Joseph stared at them both.

“Did the fever break?”

Rebecca shook her head.



“I don’t know - I fell asleep.”

Lucian added.

“I don’t know either - I woke up feeling fine.”

“What about the wound?”

Naomi stepped gingerly over the prostrate Balthus, and unwound the bandage. Lucian 

leaned back and grinned at her. She removed the final pad, which was still stained 

from the oozing wound - and then stared - the skin was unblemished!

Rebecca started to tremble, and she stared at Joseph, and then down at Balthus. She 

ordered him sharply.

“Balthus! Get up - now!”

The huge slave scrambled to his feet and refused to look at her.

“What happened!?”

Joseph protested.

“He can’t answer you, Rebecca.”

She didn’t take her eyes from the slave.

“Balthus!?”

The noise came from deep inside him, it sounded like the howl of a terrified animal. He 

wrung his hands together and started to sob. Rebecca reached out and took one of 

them gently.

“Don’t be frightened - tell us.”

Joseph said again, with some irritation.

“How can he?”

Rebecca stared at Balthus.

“I think he can!”

Balthus’ mouth opened and his tongue moved erratically. something intelligible formed -

 one word.

“Mistress!”



Lucian stared at his slave, he was almost as white as he had been on the previous 

evening. Rebecca probed gently.

“What happened, Balthus - take your time.”

It took time, but eventually, they got the story.

“A man came - a shining man! I thought it was a demon and I tried to run away, but I 

couldn’t make my legs work - and then he touched my throat and my mouth - and 

smiled. After that, he came to the bedside of the master. He looked down at you both 

and smiled again and then touched the master on the breast and on the head - and 

then he vanished, as if the light had been put out. It was so dark that I was frightened 

and ran away to hide.”

Balthus’ deep basso voice fell away into silence, and Rebecca sank slowly to her 

knees, her hands clasped in prayer.

“I thank you Lord, mighty Master, who came from the realm of the dead to bring life to 

Lucian - and to release Balthus from his dumbness.”

She stared at Joseph.

“I longed so much for the Master to come and heal Lucian - but then he died - but still 

he found a way!”


