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Bezar the merchant continued on his way after the exhilarating events on the Day of Pen

tecost. His caravan was large and well supported by some twenty odd employees,  and 

usually more than a match for any small bands of robbers who preyed on the trade 

routes threading the arc of fertile country between Babylon and the coast of the Great 

Sea. Large or not, it was his prudent choice to travel together with others as they 

crossed the range between Jerusalem and Joppa. He had heard the story of the 

release of Barabbas - the man had been in the hands of the authorities, but they’d 

chosen to release him in preference to crucifying Jesus of Nazareth!  Bezar had shaken

his head in disbelief when he had first heard the story, and he hadn’t stopped doing so 

since.

There was little time for any private reflection during the first day’s journey. Bezar was w

ell known and many liked to travel with him because of the security of the numbers he re

presented - and also the promise of a genial presence at the evening fires,  or at the 

inns which offered the night security against marauders. The inns were much more than

a place to eat or drink - they were usually at the centre of a walled space into which the 

caravans were driven at sunset, after which the gates were closed. The Pax Romana 

was supposed to give the reassurance that brigandry and violence against travellers 

wouldn’t be tolerated, but it was a fantasy - If it wasn’t a fantasy, then there would be 

no reason for places like the inns, with their secure walls and watchmen at the gates.

Bezar was less company than usual on the first day out of Jerusalem. By rights they 

ought to have reached Joppa that evening, but the progress had been slower than he 

usually maintained. The road was choked with pilgrims leaving Jerusalem after the 

feast, some of whom were heading to the coast to take ship to distant parts. Bezar 



knew only the names of those far off places - his commerce was conducted along the 

Euphrates and then across through ancient Aram, or down through Damascus and 

across to the coast. The exact route varied a great deal, and depended on the 

constraints of trading, but essentially, he supposed, he followed the route his ancestor 

Abraham must have followed when he had listened to the voice of God and had 

obeyed - to find a land which God himself would show him.

Up until his visit to Jerusalem on this occasion, he hadn’t given the coincidence of the ro

ute much thought - but Jerusalem and what had happened to him there had been a 

sharp reminder of his roots. He was one of the Chosen of Israel. His ancestors had 

been taken away by Nebuchadezar into captivity. After seventy years, some had 

returned to the Land of Promise, but his family had not. They had grown used to 

Babylon, it was all they knew, and they chose to remain. 

His trading route had been well used over the centuries, armies coming back and forth -

 from Babylon and Assyria, from Egypt and from Persia. 

On this occasion, although he had travelled the way often over the years - on this occasi

on, he had returned. He had returned not to the Land of Promise, crushed as it was 

under the might of Rome - he had returned to his heritage. The events of Pentecost; 

the clear demonstration of God’s power; the powerful oratory of uncultured men, and 

the miraculous healings he had witnessed with his own eyes. The story of a man being 

taken and butchered Roman fashion and then rising from the tomb - had all served to 

thrust his heritage under his nose, and it wasn’t something he could ignore. He had 

shared the day of Pentecost with the others. He had been thrust under the waters of the

pool by Peter himself, who had then placed his hands firmly on his soaking head and 

had declared.

“Receive the gift of the Holy Spirit, in the name of the Father and of the Son - from now

on you are no longer a stranger and a wanderer, but you are of the family of God - one 

with him, one with his son - and one with your brethren!”



The words and the event had left an indelible impression upon him - and when later, he 

had confronted Peter and begged him to come to Babylon - it had not been the 

impulse of a sense of civic pride, it had been as if the words had been torn out of him. 

He could no more have prevented them from being uttered, than if he had ordered the 

sun to stand still. With all this medley of thoughts, it was small wonder that he left the 

company at the fire circle and retreated to his own tent.

They completed the journey to Joppa of the following day, and there the caravan broke 

up as the traders went about their business. Bezar was no exception. He haggled for a 

good price for the goods he had brought with him from Babylon - and some others he 

had picked up in Damascus on the way. He beat down the avaricious demands of the 

ship owners who saw the opportunity for a quick profit in the distant ports they serviced.

 The striking of the price was brisk but it was resolved in mutual benefit. In the evening, 

he joined the company at a reputable tavern and kept his ears open.

The place was filled with a medley of nationalities, but as might be expected, not many J

ews. He recognised Greeks from the coasts and islands, Cretans, and some from the 

north coast of Africa, others from out of Alexandria - there were a few Romans, noisy, 

sure of themselves, domineering if they could get away with it - in others words - typical 

of the breed. One man caught his eye - that he was a Roman was unmistakable, but 

he drank apart from the rest of the rowdy bunch. Bezar signalled the inn-keeper.

“Who’s he?”

“Wouldn’t interest you, Bezar - he’s no trader. Can’t make him out - he has the stamp 

of a soldier - but a bit too old if you ask me. I think he rode in from Caesarea.”

Bezar nodded and made his way through the roistering crowd and placed himself alongs

ide the solitary man. Tachius eyed him suspiciously, Bezar beamed a friendly response.

Tachius growled.

“What can I do for you?”

“Perhaps something - perhaps nothing - let me buy you a drink, I made a good price toda



y.”

Tachius maintained his distance.

“If you want to spend your money, it’s all right by me!”

Bezar ordered a flagon of good wine and poured Tachius a good measure.

“Your health!”

“And yours.”

“I’m Bezar - everyone knows me - I’m a trader out of Babylon.”

The mention of Babylon caught Tachius’ interest.

“That’s a good distance.”

“Good enough - I make my trip twice a year - I usually end up in Caesarea - but 

sometimes I go back by way of Tyre and Sidon, or Antioch.”

Tachius grunted.

“My travelling days are done. Once I travelled through Gaul - when I was with the 

Legions - Now, I sit around a plush villa and stare at the sea.”

Bezar looked impressed.

“You have a villa?”

“Not mine - it belongs to my Patron - I reared him!”

“Then, he has every obligation to look after you.”

Tachius glowered at him, his suspicions aroused once more. Bezar returned the gaze ca

lmly.

“I travel on to Caesarea tomorrow - there, I’ll get rid of the rest of my goods and pick up o

thers to take back to Babylon - and hope I make a profit along the way!”

He gave a great bellow of laughter. Tachius managed to join the humour.

“More wine?”

“I won’t say no.”

“Are you bound far?”

“Arimathea.”



Bezar looked a little puzzled.

“I don’t think I know it.”

“Off the beaten track - it belongs to a Prince of these heathen people!”

Bezar’s eyes widened a little.

“I thought I heard the name recently - in Jerusalem.”

Tachius’ brows beetled.

“You come from Jerusalem?”

“A stage in the journey - I was there for the festival.”

“I don’t have good memories of Jerusalem. My Patron nearly died there - from a 

poisoned wound he took in a skirmish with bandits in the hills.”

Bezar’s interest was quickened, he poured more wine - it wasn’t declined.

“We came through the hills - a large group of us - we took no chances with Barabbas.”

Tachius responded savagely.

“They had the man! They were going to crucify him as he deserved - and then they let 

him go in place of a man who wouldn’t harm a fly.”

“I heard something about that.”

Tachius was well into his cups by this time.

“That weak-kneed upstart, Pilate let him go!”

He’d raised his voice a little. Bezar said quietly.

“Steady my friend.”

There were a few glances in their direction, but the general level of noise was loud 

enough to smother the range of his words. Tachius glowered at him.

“You sound like Lucian!”

“Lucian?”

“Lucian - my Patron - he took the wound which nearly killed him - but I’ll tell you somethi

ng - the one they crucified in the place of Barabbas - he came and healed him!”

Bezar’s pulse throbbed in his throat. He gripped Tachius’ arm.



“You said Lucian - a young man? About twenty-five?”

“Twenty-three - what of it?”

The suspicion was back. Bezar released him and leaned back, he laughed a little unstea

dily.

“About a year ago - when I was this way last time - we shared part of the journey. As I re

member, he was a friend of the Prince of Arimathea - that’s where I heard the name. Luc

ian’s a trader like me - “

Tachius snorted in derision.

“Don’t kid yourself - he’s out of your league! He owns half the trade of the empire!”

Bezar’s eyes danced with humour.

“Only half! I own all of it between the coast and Babylon!”

A few beakers of wine later, and he was obliged to assist the inn-keeper to half-carry Ta

chius to his room. Bezar left the inn and returned to his now depleted caravan. His mind 

was buzzing with the information he had gleaned from Tachius. Lucian Quintus was still 

in Caesarea and now he owned a villa - he wouldn’t be hard to find!

.....

On the same evening, in Caesarea, Joseph and Rebecca were entertaining an 

important guest. To share the evening meal with anyone had become a rarity since their

time in Jerusalem. Neither Joseph nor Rebecca were in the mood for other company, 

or to provide entertainment. In fact, they had become almost reclusive, and it had been 

Nathan who had delicately suggested that it was not the best course to follow.

“I surely don’t have to remind you, Lord Joseph, that your business relies on the good-

will and personal contact which exists between yourself and others. If you withdraw 

from contact, you will soon find yourself isolated - and impoverished.”

A few days later, Joseph had abruptly announced.

“Rebecca, I’ve invited a business associate from Gaza to dine with us tomorrow. Can I c



ount on you to be the hostess?”

“Of course, Joseph - you have no reason to think otherwise.”

He had smiled.

“I think we’ve both been very preoccupied with the Master and events in Jerusalem. I 

think you might find our guest well informed. He’s been in Jerusalem for the Feast of 

Weeks - we might hear something of our friends.”

Rebecca nodded. She asked softly.

“Is he to be the only guest?”

Joseph eyed her quickly.

“Unless you have someone else you wish to invite.”

She shook her head.

“No - there’s no one else.”

Joseph had watched her walk away and his heart ached for her. There was no doubt 

she was torn apart by her inner conflict over Lucian. On the evening assigned for the 

dinner, Rebecca waited with Joseph for the arrival of their guest. She had chosen a 

simple gown and one which emphasised her Jewishness, as if she was sub-consciously

trying to ward off any suggestion that she was adapting to Gentile ways. Joseph had 

done much the same thing, and she supposed that their guest, like most of those 

Joseph saw fit to invite from time to time, was one of those elderly, boring, pompous, 

self-assured Pharisees, who would spend most of the evening boasting of his 

commercial prowess.

They heard the arrival of the chair carriers, and it seemed that her worst suspicions 

were about to be realised. Only the very fat - or the very elderly - would arrive by chair! I

nadvertently, she thought back to the first evening she had met Lucian, and the trick Jos

eph had played on him, bringing him to them in a litter designed for invalid ladies of adva

nced years. It was with these thoughts that she was confronted by the unexpected. The m

an who entered the room was a little taller than Joseph, he was dark, with rich curly 



black hair cut in the Greek fashion, he was bearded - and this was curled too. His eyes 

were sparkling with humour - black as coal - and above a straight nose. His clothing 

was of the Jewish cut, but otherwise, there was nothing to suggest a Pharisee! Joseph 

introduced him quietly.

“Rebecca - this is our guest - Micah ben Israel!”

He seized her hand and stared into her eyes. His were lively with humour.

“I greet you, Lady Rebecca - tell me, how can you bear to live with your outrageous broth

er!?”

Rebecca laughed softly and retrieved her hand.

“Don’t tell me he sent the litter we use for grandmothers for you?”

Micah nodded and turned to Joseph.

“My turn will come one day, my friend!”

Joseph bowed.

“I consider myself warned!”

Micah escorted her to the table, while Joseph followed quietly behind. She tried to catch

his eye - he was up to his old tricks - match-making! He returned her gaze calmly. Once

seated, he explained.

“Micah’s grandfather and ours were intimate friends - our families have remained on 

that footing to the present generation.”

Rebecca nodded.

“I never knew - you never mentioned it.”

“I feel sure I have.”

Micah interjected.

“These days it’s more of a business relationship - we so rarely see each other - all the 

more delightful when we can.”

The food was brought in and Joseph sought the blessing. The two men kept up a 

chatter throughout the meal and Joseph looked more relaxed than he had been for 



many months.

Rebecca was drawn in to the repartee despite herself, and by the time the meal was 

over she felt completely at ease. Micah had the knack of steering the conversation in 

such a way, that it was impossible to be isolated. If Joseph had conspired to bring about

the evening, one could say it was a success, both for herself and for him.

It was while they were relaxing on the terrace which looked out over the darkened 

harbour and the sea beyond, from which a soft, warm wind was blowing - that the 

conversation turned to Jerusalem. Micah lounged back in his chair, totally at ease.

“The whole city’s in a turmoil. I found it hard to get any sense out of people I’ve known fo

r years, they’re all caught up by the wonder workers!”

There was a note of derision in his tone. Rebecca’s feeling of ease evaporated, she 

tensed watchfully. Joseph echoed quietly.

“Wonder workers?”

“Yes, followers of a mad prophet who’s declared himself to be the Messiah, and who got

caught up with the priests, and finally was put to death by Pilate - and good riddance 

too! Too many of these upstarts causing trouble among the people. Mark my words, 

the ones causing the disturbance in Jerusalem will find themselves in prison - or worse -

if they don’t listen to common sense.”

Rebecca asked quietly.

“What do you call common-sense, Micah? How are these followers stirring up the people

?”

Micah stretched his legs even further.

“It all started at the climax of the feast - there was some sort of disturbance within the bu

ilding where they were gathered, and then they spilled out into the street. I’m told, practic

ally frothing at the mouth - stark raving mad, lurching around as if they were drunk - whic

h I have no doubt they were! One huge fellow stood up and roared into the crowd that th

ey were a lot of evil doers because they had delivered up the Messiah to the Romans 



who had promptly crucified him!

They even went so far as to declare - and this is the incredible part - they had the 

effrontery to declare that this prophet had risen from the dead and that by his name, 

and his alone, could they all be saved from their sins!

I ask you! What sane men would take notice of something like that - it’s sheer blasphem

y! It seems a great number in the crowd did take them seriously, and thousands allowed

 themselves to be plunged beneath the water in one of the city’s pools to be purged of 

their sins in the name of God and his Son - and mark this, they were them supposed to 

have received the Holy Spirit out of the hands of unlettered, uncultured men - who 

haven’t received an iota of religious training in their lives - they’re fishermen! - common 

workers! - One’s a tax collector for the Romans! - I ask you!”

Micah’s humour had evaporated, there was no mistaking the outrage in his eyes. 

Rebecca shivered, this was the reaction they all could expect when the Master’s 

doctrine was expounded. Joseph broke the short silence.

“You sound very over-heated about it, Micah.”

“Over-heated! I’d say so, Joseph. No right thinking man can tolerate this sort of religious

perversion. No loyal follower of the One God, can allow himself to be caught up in this ru

bbish!”

Rebecca interjected.

“What do you think the punishment should be, Micah? Stoning to death perhaps - or 

even to hand them over to the Romans for crucifixion?”

Micah stared at her.

“We don’t ask the heathen to do our dirty work, Rebecca - the Jewish nation is outraged,

 it should be the Jews who handle the penalty.”

He turned to Joseph.

“You sit on the Council - can’t you insist on something being done? It seems to me that C

aiaphas is sitting on his hands - I’m told he’s unwell. Be that as it may, something has to



be done - and quickly - before the whole problem gets out of hand. They’re numbered in

 thousands, or so I’m told. People are flocking to them - and the leaders have already 

defied Caiaphas and the Council when they were told to stop preaching and performing 

their so called wonders. They still preach and they still claim to heal the sick!”

The evening drew to a close - perhaps more quickly than otherwise might have been 

the case. The free-flowing humour was gone and Joseph seemed preoccupied and 

hardly took notice of their guest. Just as he left, Micah turned again to Joseph.

“I meant what I said earlier, Joseph - You must use your influence on the Council to put 

a stop to this nonsense.”

Joseph eyed him sombrely.

“I no longer sit on the Council, Micah - I resigned because of their corrupt practices!”

Micah stared at him, and although he wanted to ask questions, there was something 

about both Joseph and Rebecca that told him that this was not the time. He was 

returned to the city in a litter which was more in keeping with his age and physique and 

Joseph and Rebecca slowly turned away to reenter the house.

They returned to the terrace and stared out over the quiet sea. Joseph said softly.

“A dangerous man - I would never have thought him capable of such venom - I thought I 

knew him.”

“The Master brings out the best in some men, and the other reaction is to bring out the w

orse.”

“I would never have invited him into our house if I’d known - I thought we could both do w

ith a stimulating evening.”

“It’s hardly your fault, Joseph.”

There was another long silence.

“I’m glad I had the impulse to send Saul and Eli to Arimathea - We might find ourselves 

in need of greater protection if people like Micah get their way.”

“They wouldn’t dare to move against us, surely.”



“When the mob is mindless, they don’t recognise power or authority.”

“Talking of Saul and Eli - I forgot to tell you, Tachius asked to see you yesterday,  you 

were out, so I spoke to him. He was bored with hanging around the villa doing nothing, 

and decided to leave Caesarea. He asked for Saul and Eli and I told him they were at 

Arimathea. He rode out with the intention of going to them.”

Joseph stared at her.

“I hope you didn’t mention what they were doing there!”

She stared at him, he was grim-faced.

“I rather think I did, Joseph.”

Joseph stared at her. She added defensively.

“I didn’t think it was a secret.”

Joseph nodded.

“Not a secret - you can’t keep such things secret - only discrete. Sending Tachius to Arim

athea has a few possible consequences we shall have to think about.”

“Such as?”

“Such as the implications of a former Roman soldier joining in the activity of training 

men to bear arms. Questions might be asked from a number of quarters - and 

implications arrived at which put us in a dangerous position. I wonder what Pilate will 

say when he learns that a Prince of Israel is raising a fighting force with the aid of a 

Roman citizen. His first question will be: Is he about to ferment an uprising? His second 

might be: Is he trying to implicate Rome and enlist their support against a rival faction? T

hat deals with Pilate - now, let’s turn to Herod. He isn’t king, but that’s only because Cae

sar doesn’t choose to call him that. As a Prince of Israel, I am bound in loyalty to  Herod,

 whether I like it or not - and I don’t! Herod will ask: Is he planning an insurrection 

which will push me from my throne? He’s involved the Romans, and that must mean 

that Pilate is behind him. I’d better do something against Joseph before he goes 

anything further! That deals with Herod - now, let’s think about Caiaphas. You can rest 



assured that our astute High Priest will dip his fingers into both cooking pots and sir 

them to cause as much division between Herod and Pilate and ourselves, as possible. 

In so doing, he will attempt to strengthen his own hand, especially when he tries to deal 

with the followers of the Master!”

Rebecca’s hand was at her throat. She whispered.

“I shouldn’t have told him where they were.”

Joseph nodded grimly.

“It would have been wiser to leave him in ignorance.”

“What can we do?”

“Repair the damage - I shall go to Pilate tomorrow and explain what I’m doing and how T

achius comes to be involved. He might not believe me, but he won’t be able to say that I 

wasn’t open with him.”

“I’m so sorry, Joseph - I’ve caused you a lot of trouble.”

“If you count it trouble to have to talk to Pilate, I suppose you have - never mind, Rebecc

a - the damage can be contained. I can’t reach Herod - he’s in Idumea, but the 

opportunity will come sooner or later.”

Rebecca made up her mind.

“I shall go to see Lucian and ask him to bring Tachius back to Caesarea.”

“I’m sure you’ll find it difficult - leave him to me.”

“No - I want to do it.”

“Very well, if you insist - but leave it for a day until I’ve seen Pilate - let’s see his reaction

”

On the following day, late in the afternoon, Lucian was interrupted by a house-servant. 

He looked up in irritation.

“Shamuel ben Zerah offers his respects and asks for an interview, master.”

Lucian turned a questioning look to Demas.

“Is he someone you know?”



Demas shook his head.

“The name isn’t familiar.”

Lucian turned back to the servant.

“Tell him to make an appointment for later in the week.”

The servant trembled.

“He asked me to add that you will remember him when I mention that you slept together

under the stars a year ago.”

Demas’ eyebrows raised abruptly. 

Lucian opened his mouth in protest and then closed it.

He shook his head wearily.

“In that case, for my own peace of mind - and yours, Demas - we’d better see what he

wants!”

Lucian awaited the arrival of Shamuel ben Zerah with gathering curiosity. It was totally

unexpected to be confronted by a beaming Bezar, who seized him, drew him to his feet,

 and clasped him in a bear hug, and then boomed happily.

“Lucian - my old friend!”

Lucian disengaged himself and stared at a quietly amused Demas. He was spared

introductions.

“Bezar the Babylonian - at your service - Lucian and I discussed a business merger at 

our last meeting.”

It was an outrageous exaggeration, but Lucian let it pass. Demas was responding in his 

polished way.

“Demas of Miletus - you are from Babylon, you say.”

“Everyone knows Bezar in Babylon!”

Lucian signalled for the hovering servant to bring refreshments.

“What brings you to Caesarea, Bezar?”

Bezar colourful robe swirled around.



“What else? Trade! - and a chance to renew your acquaintance. We have business to co

nclude! We can be of mutual benefit to each other, Lucian! I can bring you exotic goods 

from the east, from India and beyond, from lands you can’t even imagine! Spices  and 

silks - riches beyond your imagination! In Babylon, they all come to Bezar! They know 

they’ll get a good price and I won’t cheat them - it’s against my religion!”

Demas asked quietly.

“And what religion is that, Bezar.”

Once again, there was a swirl of colour as he turned.

“Why - the religion of Israel - what else!? I’m as good a Jew as any who walk in Jerusale

m!”

Lucian interjected.

“I wondered about the name you used to get past the servants.”

Bezar rumbled with laughter.

“What servant worth his salt would allow entry to a wild looking heathen on a donkey, go

ing by the name of Bezar!? Shamuel ben Zerah sounds a shade more impressive - 

what’s more, it’s my name - only the heathen Babylonians can’t get their tongue around 

it, and they call me Bezar - the name’s stuck - and it’s good for trade!”

Demas asked quietly.

“How long do you intend to stay in Caesarea, Bezar?”

The big man shrugged expressively.

“As long as it takes to strike a good trade agreement with Lucian!”

He turned to Lucian and beamed. Lucian nodded.

“We’ll have to talk about, Bezar - tell me, are you still sleeping with the camels?”

There was another roar of laughter.

“Only if I can’t find better company!”

“You’ve found it! You’ll stay here - providing your camels don’t get lonely - tonight, we’ll d

ine, and afterwards we’ll talk about these marvellous opportunities you think you can 



offer me!”

Bezar nodded.

“I’ll gladly accept your invitation - I’ve got good men to take care of the livestock. I promis

e you - when we talk trade - you won’t be disappointed!”


