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The duration of the journey from Judaea to Rome was dependent upon the wind - or lac

k of it. It also depended upon the ruthlessness of the slave-masters and the stamina of 

the men shackled to the oars. Shorter or longer, the days of the journey forced those 

undertaking it to reassess their relationships with one another.

Lucian’s fury at being separated from Rebecca at the time when she needed him most, 

had still not cooled by the time he had boarded the ship, but he had managed to keep 

it under reasonable control in the face of Caesar’s representative. Tachius, on the 

other hand, was more blatantly hostile. He made his feelings apparent to Apolonius with

a ferocity which could bring him into serious trouble if it wasn’t curbed.

Apolonius, for his part, appeared to be unruffled by the display of hostility and 

belligerence - or simply ignored it, it was difficult to tell. Lucian found it hard to read him.

 Aquila Sergius Apolonius was still quite a young man and not the usual expectation of 

a bureaucrat. He had the build of a wrestler, but the mannerisms which declared that 

he wouldn’t soil his hands in physical combat. Lucian decided it was the trappings 

which was clouding the issue - the purple-trimmed robe, the coolness and imperious 

nature which went with it - and an assuredness which was profoundly irritating. 

Caesar’s representative tried to convey the impression that he wasn’t a man to tolerate 

defiance. He fixed everyone with a steady stare which demanded nothing less that 

implicit obedience. He never raised his voice but his tone crackled like a whip when 

necessary. 

Lucian and Tachius discussed Apolonius in low tones on the first evening of their voyage

Tachius declared in his low growl.

“He doesn’t ring true - the cut of him, his build - he balances on the balls of his feet like 

a fighter! I’d like to stir him enough to crack that icy control, then we might see the real 



man!”

“Leave well alone until we see how the wind blows - he might make a valuable friend - 

or a bad enemy.”

So far, on that first day, the seas had been calm and they had run before a favourable 

wind - they had made good time - and in other circumstances the voyage might have 

been enjoyable. It was fifteen hundred miles to Rome, the ship soon proved to be no 

ordinary cargo vessel, although to the casual eye, that was what she seemed. She had 

a remarkable turn of speed when she had the wind behind her. At those times, the oars 

were shipped and she presented a sleek outline which cut through the water.

On that first night, Lucian went on deck alone. The wind was still behind them, the sky cl

oudless. The moon hadn’t risen and the stars were an encrustation of light which 

seemed to press down on the puny inhabitants of the earth. Lucian never ceased to 

wonder at the sight. So often he and Rebecca would look out over the darkened land 

behind their villa, or over the sea, with the lights of Caesarea spoiling the vision. The 

would sometimes sit for hours in each other’s arms, totally content to watch in silence, 

or they would talk quietly, marveling at the creative power of the One God who was now

their Father.

The thoughts of Rebecca brought stinging tears to Lucian’s eyes, he blinked them 

away, his anger and resentment at being torn away from her, flaring again into a fiery 

rage. He didn’t notice the shadow who joined him until it was next to him. He jerked 

around in apprehension.

Apolonius said softly.

“If I’d been an assassin, you would’ve been over the side by now and swallowing the oce

an!”

Lucian wasn’t able to see his face in the darkness. He answered defensively.

“I was preoccupied!”

“My advice to you is to always be on the alert - especially when we reach our destination



”

“I’ll bear that in mind.”

They stood together in silence, staring out over the sea.

“Do you know the expression - ‘don’t kill the messenger’?”

Lucian stared at him again.

“I know it!”

“I could be your friend - I brought you a letter and warned you of the consequences of re

fusal - nothing more.”

Lucian groped for an answer.

“I had the impression that you’re a man who doesn’t invite friendship.”

“We all need friends, Lucian.”

It was the first time his personal name had been used.

“Especially in Rome?”

“Especially there - and especially at Caesar’s court!”

Lucian paused.

“What’s all this about - Aquila?”

“If I knew, I’d tell you - it doesn’t sit well with me to take a man away from his wife when s

he needs him most.”

“You gave a different impression in Caesarea!”

“Perhaps, but I meant what I said when I told you I had instructions to arrest you if you d

idn’t come voluntarily.”

“From Caesar?”

“From Caesar!”

Lucian passed again, almost to himself he murmured.

“What in Hades does he want from me?”

“That you’ll have to ask him for yourself.”

“I intend to.”



“My advice is to tread carefully with Caesar - he’s unpredictable!”

“I had heard that there are times when he’s - remote.”

Apolonius’ voice took on a sharp edge.

“Where did you hear that!?”

“It’s common knowledge in Palestine - I couldn’t say when I first heard it mentioned.”

It had been in the letter from Septimus, but that was best left unsaid.

“My added advice is to avoid mentioning the subject.”

“Your advice is taken.”

“I’m turning in.”

The shadow eased away and melted into the darkness. Tachius had been right,  Apolon

ius did move quietly - like a cat. Lucian joined his old mentor beneath the shelter of an 

awning which had been slung between two supports on the deck. It was the accepted 

accommodation on a vessel of this size - there were no cabins. In a voice barely above 

a whisper he related the conversation. Tachius growled.

“So - you’re on forename terms now!”

“Better a friend than an enemy!”

“Be sure - that’s my advice! Listen to what I tell you before you declare undying friendshi

p!”

“Go on.”

“A blind man could tell this isn’t a trading ship - despite how they’ve dressed her.”

“Agreed!”

“I’ll tell you what she is! She’s military - and not only that, she’s Praetorian!”

“Praetorian!”

“Keep your voice down - unless you want your throat slit!”

“Since when have the Praetorian Guard had a naval corps?”

“Since the time the Caesars have been using ships to go from one place to another!  Wh

at do you think they do - row their own boat!?”



“I hadn’t thought about it.”

“It’s about time you did! This ship is crewed by Praetorians - I suspect your new friend is

a senior officer - what rank, I can’t tell.”

Lucian tried to sleep on it, but it was almost impossible. In one ear, he had the healthy sn

ores of Tachius, in the other, the creaking of the timbers and the rigging. The deck was

heaving up and down beneath him and this motion increased as the night wore on. At 

dawn, there was a bustle of activity as the sail was trimmed and the ship turned more 

into the wind, which had shifted from the favourable quarter of the previous day. Lucian 

lurched to the rail, the ocean was now grey under a sullen sky. As he watched, the oars 

were shipped out beneath him, and the steady, muffled beat of the drum set the pace. 

As far as he could tell, they were being driven north towards the distant coast of Crete - 

it was a wild shore and many a good merchant had lost his ship and his fortune against 

it.

Balthus was a quivering mess, Lucian doubted whether he had ever been on the ocean 

before. The heaving of the ship had turned his black face into an interesting shade of  gr

ey-green. The huge grin was absent and he was rolling his eyes in anguish. Lucian 

shook his head, breakfast would be a dangerous enterprise to entrust to him! He 

staggered back to Tachius who looked as if he was suffering the worse hangover of his 

interesting career.

Lucian shouted.

“Justice! This time, a hangover without the drinking session - makes up for the time 

when you never had the one you deserved!”

Tachius glowered unhappily and headed for the rail. Lucian grinned and lurched along 

the deck. Aquila Sergius Apolonius was enjoying his breakfast, he gestured.

“Join me.”

Lucian eased down beside him. Caesar’s emissary lived well - and apparently had a 

well ordered constitution. He helped himself to the offered food.



“The rough sea doesn’t worry you, Lucian?”

Lucian shook his head.

“I’ve been to sea a few times - in earlier days.”

“I suppose a requirement for a trader?”

“Septimus insisted I know every corner of the business.”

“Septimus is your Patron?”

Lucian paused, the question sounded innocent enough.

“He’s now my father by adoption.”

“And you look after his affairs in the east?”

Lucian paused again.

“I’ve been given responsibility for his entire estate.”

Aquila nodded casually.

“A heavy responsibility - he must be pleased with your success - Joseph of Arimathea 

for a partner - and a love-match with Joseph’s sister!”

“It IS a love-match - not a business arrangement!”

“I’m sure it is, Lucian - forgive me, perhaps I was being too intrusive.”

“Not at all - now, tell me about yourself, Aquila - what position do you hold at Caesar’s co

urt? - Are you married? - Do you have a family?”

Apolonius laughed softly.

“Where do I start? - My position with Caesar is simple, I’m one of those countless 

officials who supports Caesar’s court. Nominally, I report to the Chamberlain, but 

actually, I’m at Caesar’s personal disposal at all times. Sometimes I’m quite active, at 

others, I find myself at leisure. During my less active periods, I’ve found time to marry 

and I have two sons, Valerius and Sergius. My wife is named Lucia - and like yourself, 

my marriage is not one of business, but is a love-match!”

Aquila’s eyes were slightly mocking. Lucian laughed.

“I’m suspicious of everyone, Aquila!”



“I told you last evening to be on your guard - especially in Rome - and especially at Caes

ar’s court.”

“Has Caesar gone back to Rome? - We are going to Rome?”

“Caesar may well have returned to Rome - it depends upon Caesar.”

After tacking to the north for more than a day, the storm front eased and they were able 

to resume a course to the south-west. The wind became light and the oarsmen were 

driven to greater efforts. Tachius might well have been right, and this was a Praetorian 

vessel, but the treatment of the criminals and captured slaves of defeated nations was 

as exacting as on any other ship. Once or twice during the voyage, a slave died at the 

oars. There was no slackening of the pace, other than to take him out of the line. The 

body was consigned to the ocean without ceremony.

Lucian watched it all, and now, from his viewpoint of being a follower of the Messiah, he

wondered about the soul of the dead man, as yet, there had been no definitive doctrine c

oncerning the dead. Certainly, there had been prayers for the repose of a departed and 

faithful brother or sister, but that had been about the extent of it. From the viewpoint of 

being a Gentile unto whom the grace of God had been opened, he wondered if at 

some future time, their understanding would be further opened so that the departed 

could be served in a similar way - but it was conjecture.

With adverse conditions, first the storm and then light winds, it took seven days to reach

the straits between Italy and Sicily. There they turned north to negotiate the treacherous

waters, which they did without problems. Lucian’s feelings were in conflict, although the m

ountainous terrain of southern Italy reared on the one hand, and the equally looming 

terrain of Sicily on the other, his thoughts were on Caesarea and Rebecca. By this time,

 she could well be delivered of their child, but they were separated by twelve hundred 

miles of treacherous sea, with their journey not yet over.

In a sense, the ship was a haven, beyond the ship, when he set foot on land and was sw

allowed up into Rome and beyond that, in Caesar’s court, his future was totally unpredic



table. He fought down the despair that he might never see his wife again,  or know the 

child she had given him!

On the other side of the ship and beyond the landmass of Sicily, was the penal colony 

of the Liparian Isles - would that, perhaps, be his final destination? Tiberius put the 

islands to good use, as had the Caesars before him. Stromboli rumbled and flared on 

the horizon, as it had every day during recorded history. At least, this wasn’t their 

immediate destination - first would come the confrontation with Caesar - and then 

would come his destiny.

By the end of another day, during which they had found a favourable wind, they came clo

se to the port of Puteoli, beyond it, a wisp of smoke trailed from the summit of  Vesuvius

Neapolis shared the bay with Puteoli - Rome was still another night and part of a day  fur

ther - if the wind held. The sail flapped and sagged above him and he realised that the 

ship had turned out of the wind and was almost drifting, with just the slap of the oars 

holding her on her course.

Aquila came towards him.

“Prepare to disembark, Lucian - this is where we leave the ship.”

Lucian’s mouth sagged.

“I thought we were going to Rome!”

Aquila smiled a little.

“That was your assumption - I told you we were going to Caesar - Caesar isn’t in Rome,

he’s where he’s been for the past ten years - Capri!”

Lucian stirred Balthus into action to collect their gear. Tachius emerged from 

somewhere to find out what was happening. He swore robustly when told of the 

change of plans. He complained loudly.

“At least, in the regular army, you get a few hours warning when you’re posted!”

Lucian hissed.



“Shut up, Tachius!”

His mutinous friend's growl subsided into a generous mutter.

They waited with their gear at their feet, as it grew darker. Tachius continued his 

rebellious growl.

“Knowing our luck, we’ll pile on the rocks!”

A small barge appeared from the gloom and drew along side. Tachius was directed 

down first, then Lucian, followed by a terrified Balthus, who nearly swamped the small 

boat by jumping the last few feet. Aquila descended last. Lucian glanced around him. 

The barge carried the imperial insignia, there could be no reasonable doubt of their 

destination.

.....

At about the time when Lucian was stepping on to the jetty on Capri, Rebecca was delive

red of a daughter, whom she named Judith. She wept with joy as the small bundle was p

laced into her arms, but her tears were also that Lucian couldn’t be there to share the 

arrival of a new life. Naomi bustled around with a glow of happiness, she had reverted 

to her former duties as a nurse for Gaius, and now, she would once more have the 

responsibility for Judith. Joseph came to visit his sister and her new child, and held her 

as she wept a little. He was forced to shake his head at the unspoken question.

“There’s still no news from Rome - it’s too early, Rebecca - Lucian could hardly be expec

ted to have arrived. We’ll hear soon, you can be sure of that!”

Rebecca nodded, but the dread in her heart wouldn’t go away. She had a longing to see

one of the Twelve, to have their calm reassurance, but they were far away in 

Jerusalem, or traveling around the growing number of communities which had 

emerged from out of those scattered by the persecution of Saul of Tarsus. From out of 

that activity, their Father had forged a blessing, for the news was that the scattered 

ones had spread the message to Phoenicia to the north - and beyond that, as far as 



Antioch. Some had crossed over to Cyprus - which would surely gladden the heart of 

Joseph Bar Nabas. They had brought the message to the Jewish synagogues, but 

there were others among them, natives of Cyprus and Cyrene in the north of Africa, 

who, when they arrived at Antioch, began to speak to the Gentiles as well. The power of

the Lord was with them and a great number became believers.

Without Rebecca knowing, Joseph sent a messenger to Jerusalem to see if someone 

could be spared to come to them in Caesarea. To be sure, Philip the Evangelist was a 

native of the city, but he was more often than not elsewhere, spreading the word 

through Samaria and Galilee. The response for Joseph’s plea for support, came in the 

form of Joanna. Rebecca was resting in the atrium and nursing her child when Joanna 

was announced. She burst into a flood of tears when her friend was led in.

Joanna spent the next few minutes letting the flood of weeping expend itself. The baby 

was in a basket close by and started to wail in sympathy. It was the signal to break the 

tension. Joanna looked down at her and whispered softly.

“She’s like a jewel, Rebecca! You and your beautiful Roman boy know how to make perf

ect children!”

Rebecca’s chin quivered again.

“He doesn’t know we have a daughter.”

“Joseph told me - I went there first, I didn’t know where to find you. It’s been such a long 

time since we met.”

“Well over two years since the Master was killed.”

Joanna held her hand.

“But he rose again despite them! Never forget that - he is risen and he watches us and 

he knows all our pain - and he knows the outcome of everything before it happens. Do 

you believe that?”

Rebecca nodded.

“Then, you can be confident that he knows everything happening to Lucian - not a hair 



can fall from our heads without the Father knowing it - and nothing is allowed to touch 

us unless it is first sanctioned at the Father’s throne.”

Rebecca nodded again. Joanna went on.

“Do you remember the camp beyond the Jordan - in Peraea? Do you remember how 

you forced a way past that brute of a man, to bring the disfigured child to the Master? 

You found a courage then that none of us expected you to have. You must call upon 

that same courage now and show the Master that you have complete trust in him - if 

you do so - and if you believe in a perfect way - there is no mountain that won’t shift 

before you and Lucian - including Tiberius Caesar!”

By the end of the day, Rebecca had emerged from her depression and Joseph’s face 

lost its mask of concern for the first time since Lucian had left. They shared a meal, 

which was followed by the whole household coming into the communion of the Lord’s 

body and blood. It was a sacred moment, and Joseph prayed earnestly for the 

safekeeping of Lucian and his companions.

When Rebecca and Joanna were alone again, Rebecca touched on a delicate subject.

“I’ve been so selfish, Joanna - thinking only of my loss and wailing on your shoulder - I h

aven’t asked how it is with you?”

Joanna laughed softly.

“Well enough - how could it be otherwise for those who follow the Master?”

Rebecca shook her head in wonderment.

“You’re always so confident. I lose my confidence so quickly, no matter how I resolve to 

trust in the Lord.”

Joanna laughed again, but this time there was a touch of sadness.

“I’m confident enough when I’m around others - I have to be - but when I’m alone, it isn’t

always the case. My years are catching up with me, I suppose.”

Rebecca looked shocked.

“You’re not THAT old!”



“Now you flatter me - face it Rebecca, I’m at an age when I should be putting my feet be

fore the fire in the cold of winter. I don’t think I could face another winter in tents or in 

the open.”

Rebecca hesitated.

“Is there no hope of a reconciliation with Chuza?”

Joanna’s face clouded for a moment.

“None, I would say. Chuza wouldn’t have me back now - it’s been too long - years - 

since I left him to follow the Master. Chuza is still Herod’s man and always will be, I 

suppose.

He has too much to lose by giving that up. I suppose it’s a misguided sense of loyalty. 

The silly man doesn’t realise that Herod’s so unscrupulous that he would throw Chuza 

to the dogs if the whim took him. Look what he did to Salome!”

“I was there when she married her uncle.”

Joanna sniffed in disapproval.

“There’s one word for it - incestuous! It’s a blessing the marriage didn’t last longer than 

a year. Philip died and she was a widow after a few months - now she’s married to 

Aristobulus of Chalcis - and she’s had a child.”

Rebecca was thoughtful.

“You could say that Herod did her a favour despite himself.”

“It would have to be that way - he wouldn’t do anyone a favour voluntarily. I still have frie

nds at court, they tell me that he’s intriguing against his nephew Agrippa in Rome. Herod

ias is behind it of course. I don’t know whom she hates more, her brother, or Herod!”

“I’m glad I’m no longer a part of it, Joanna - and I’m glad Joseph keeps out of Herod’s wa

y.”

“Now you can understand why I could never go back to Chuza on his terms. I could 

never again become a party to the intrigue and debauchery of Herod’s house!”

Joanna stayed with Rebecca for over a week, each day they would hope that any new 



ship from Rome entering the harbour, would carry a message from Lucian - but there 

was none. Rebecca fluctuated between hope and despair, despite the presence of her 

friend. On the last day Joseph and Joanna talked privately.

“I wish I could stay longer, Joseph - but I’m bound to return to Jerusalem. I’m truly worrie

d for Rebecca, I’m at my wit’s end to keep her cheerful.  It sometimes happens to a wom

an after birth - and in Rebecca its compounded by her worry for Lucian. Is there nothing 

you can do to find out what’s happened to him - the lack of news is driving her crazy.”

Joseph looked at her sharply.

“Don’t suggest that, Joanna! She isn’t going mad!”

“Normally, I’d agree with you - but this period after the birth sometimes drives a woman 

a little mad, especially if she’s under stress of some kind - and Rebecca is!”

Joseph paced the floor in growing agitation.

“It’s impossible for you to stay? She has no other friends.”

Joanna wailed.

“Joseph - what am I to do!? You’ll remember Mary of Cyrene? She’s very unwell, I can’t 

leave her for long - all the others - Mary of Magdala, Salome, and Mary, the mother of  J

esus, have gone back to Capernaum - which leaves Mary of Cyrene alone except for 

her son Jonah Marcus - and a silly girl of a maid who needs someone to look after her, 

rather than the other way around!

The Twelve, or rather the Eleven, are scattered around throughout Israel, from north to s

outh. Some who don’t know Mary all that well try to help from the community in 

Jerusalem - but Mary needs me as much as does Rebecca.”

“Then, you must go back to her without any argument - had I known, I wouldn’t have put 

you in such a position.”

“I came gladly, Joseph.”

Joanna made her farewells to Rebecca, and was relieved to find her in good spirits.

“Give my love to them all in Jerusalem, Joanna. I miss them so much and every day, I 



hope to see Peter or one of the others striding up the road to our villa - but I tell myself I’

am being selfish, there are so many others with greater demands on their time.”

Joanna declared emphatically.

“But no one more deserving than Joseph and yourself, my dear!”

Before she left the house, Joseph took her on a mysterious detour into a garden behind 

it. They stopped before a non-descript shrub.

“I wanted you to see this, Joanna.”

She eyed it mystified, it wasn’t in bloom and it looked a tangled mess. Joseph smiled at 

her bewilderment.

“For this, you can thank Nathan - you’ll remember him - the priest who lived in my 

house in my father’s time before me?”

She nodded. Joseph’s face lost it’s smile.

“He couldn’t agree with my house becoming followers of the Master, and so he left to go 

to Galilee, or perhaps, Samaria. On the night before he did so, he gave me something 

he had kept from the time we were last in Jerusalem. When we laid the Master in the 

tomb, he took care of certain items because we were in a hurry to complete the 

anointing before sunset. Only on that last evening with us, did he give them to me. One 

was a linen cloth which we wrapped around Jesus when we took him from the cross - 

the other was that mocking crown of thorns which the Centurion forced on the Master’s 

head. From a portion of it, this bush has grown - it flowers in winter!”

Joanna clutched his arm, he felt her shaking.

“Nathan told me that it must never become an object of veneration, for if it did, we would 

be breaking the Law of God. No object may be venerated for its own sake - but I 

couldn’t simply throw such a thing away - for this reason I planted a portion of it - and 

perhaps, if the circumstances should permit, I might plant other twigs in other places.”

She managed to whisper.

“Thank you for showing it to me, Joseph.”



They stared at the robust bush - a tangled growth of leaders with savage thorns which w

eaved their way through each other.


