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John led the grieving women away from the rock tomb into which the Master had been 

laid. His heart felt like lead within him, quite apart from the grief there was a medley of 

other emotions. The first was disbelief - disbelief that Jesus their Master, had been 

taken, subjected to a mockery of a trial, abused and ridiculed, and finally nailed to a 

rough tree to ebb out his life. It was beyond credibility - yet it had happened.

A second emotion was hopelessness - with the death of the Master his future was a 

blank page. With Jesus, he had known total security. He had taught well - all they had 

to do was to ask the Father in Jesus name, and all things would be added to them. 

During the long and agonising death on the cross, John had pleaded with the Father, he

had wrestled with him for the life of his son - but there had been no miraculous 

intervention - Jesus had died, and the silence from above had been utter and complete.

The third emotion was fear - with the success of their campaign against Jesus, the 

priests would be more than eager to completely rout his followers. Their objective 

would be - once and for all - to eradicate the following and the doctrines that the Master 

had taught. John was very cautious when he led Mary of Nazareth, his own mother - 

Salome, and Joanna the wife of Chuza, back to their lodgings with Mary of Cyrene. 

He kept to the back lanes, but the city was unusually quiet - perhaps because of the 

violent upheaval of the earth which had coincided with Jesus’ death on the cross. 

Jerusalem seemed to be waiting with its collective breath held - but waiting for what?

They reached their lodgings safely, and there was no need for explanation. Mary of 

Cyrene took one look at the sorrowing women and led them away, leaving John to sit 

wearily in the courtyard on a stone bench. He was bone weary from the tension and 

from lack of sleep. He wanted to weep, but he couldn’t allow himself the luxury. He had 



time to wonder what had happened to the rest of his brothers of the Twelve, when his 

thoughts were penetrated by the sound of footsteps. He sat upright and stared at the 

two youngsters who were entering the courtyard from the house. Marcus and Jonah 

approached him cautiously. They had no idea of the details but they could only assume 

the worst. They stared at John solemnly, and the young disciple forced a welcoming 

smile which made it as far as his lips.

“Marcus, Jonah - I suppose you’ve heard the news.”

The boys nodded. Marcus answered bluntly.

“We know they’ve killed the Master!”

A spasm of pain flickered across John’s face - his smile vanished.

“The Master died at the hour of prayer - at the ninth hour. A rich man from the 

Sanhedrin has laid the body in his own tomb.”

Marcus and Jonah exchanged glances. John continued as if they weren’t there.

“None of us could believe that he would die. The Master was the Messiah - he was 

God’s own Son - how could he die - how could it be possible!?”

Marcus volunteered.

“We wanted to be there, but mother wouldn’t allow it.”

John nodded.

“She right to stop you - a crucifixion is the vilest of deaths. You had no place there.”

Jonah interjected after a pause.

“Simon is here.”

John rose abruptly. Jonah added hastily.

“Not Simon-Peter - the other one - the Zealot.”

John subsided, it was how they were calling Simon these days -

Simon-Peter - Peter the rock. John fought with the unworthy thought - a rock can’t be 

shifted - Simon was! He responded automatically.

“Never call him that again! The priests will be looking for anyone called a Zealot!”



“I’m sorry.”

John forced another smile.

“It’s all right, Jonah - but always be careful what you say.”

Jonah nodded. The conversation was interrupted by the arrival of Simon of Cana. As 

soon as he saw John he picked up pace. The two disciples stared at each other 

unhappily - and the two boys retreated into the house. John repeated the unnecessary, 

as if he was hoping for a denial.

“The Master died at the hour of prayer.”

Simon nodded.

“I know, I was there - in the crowd. I didn’t have the courage to stand with you and the 

women.”

John let it pass.

“Have you seen the others?”

Simon nodded.

“Some - Philip and Nathaniel were with me in the crowd - they’re coming here soon. 

Andrew and your brother James, ran from the garden and hid in the city - they’ll come 

this evening. Thaddaeus, Matthew and his brother, James, I haven’t seen - nor have I 

seen Thomas.”

“What about Simon?”

He shook his head.

“No one’s seen him - but he’ll come. He’ll know where to find us!”

John looked apprehensive.

“So might the Temple Guard - or the Romans, since they’ve become involved. We could

be placing Mary of Cyrene in danger by being here.”

“I said the same when I came - she told me to hold my tongue - that she was a Roman -

 and that Caiaphas and his men would be told in no uncertain terms where to go if they 

dared to come here. As for the Romans, she said that since she was a Roman too, she 



would have something to say to Pilate if his soldiers tried any nonsense!”

John’s smile flickered and went out again.

“She can be quite a firebrand when she’s roused! I don’t think I’d want to be in Pilate’s 

shoes if it comes to it!“

Simon’s distaste emerged at the mention of the Procurator.

“Don’t let us forget that Pilate chose to order Jesus’ death - they say the crowd 

threatened him with Caesar - “

“They did, he made a show of refusing to sentence him, but as soon as they mentioned 

Caesar, he caved in.”

“Spineless!”

“Politics!”

The Sabbath had started with the setting of the sun and the appearance of a few early 

stars. This was to be a Sabbath unlike any other - and a Passover festival of mourning 

rather than of commemoration and thankfulness. As Simon of Cana had predicted, 

others of the Twelve drifted in during the course of the evening. The last to arrive was 

Simon-Peter. He was stooped, dishevelled and haggard and his eyes red-rimmed with 

constant weeping. The others greeted him and then retreated into watchfulness. That wa

s the prime reaction - watchfulness - each eyeing the other as if to wait for some 

accusation or condemnation. Each acknowledging that - with the exception of John - 

when the time of trial came, they had all abandoned the man they had acknowledged as

God’s own Son. It was an ulcer which eventually had to burst, and the impetuous Simon

Peter was the one to lance it open. He glowered at them, one after the other.

“I suppose you all despise me for running away?”

The tone was truculent, but John detected uncertainty. There was a half-hearted 

murmur of response, but no clear rejection of the idea. Simon continued savagely.

“Perhaps, I have no place with you anymore - it would be better if I went back to 

Capernaum!”



This time, John responded.

“We all ran away when the Master was arrested - but you and I, we followed and we 

were with him. If you go back to Capernaum without us - that would really be running 

away!”

Simon glared at him ferociously, but John stood calmly, and for a moment it looked as 

if Simon would strike him. The big man eventually turned away.

“I am a man to be despised! I swore I would never desert him - I swore in front of you all

 you heard me! When the test came, I retreated like a coward - and when a girl 

accused me of being his friend, I swore that I didn’t know him - I swore three times - 

not just once - three times!”

He was weeping again, his shoulders heaving, the rest of them felt awkward, this was a 

Simon they didn’t know, and they didn’t know how to handle him. Once again, it was 

John who put an arm about the distressed man. He said gently.

“Simon, we were all cowards - that doesn’t mean to say that we didn’t love him. We all 

loved him - to me, he was more than a brother, and for that reason I stayed with him. It 

doesn’t mean that he thought less of you - or any of us - we were faced with odds we 

couldn’t fight - what good would it have done for the rest of us to be arrested and hung 

on crosses there with him? Jesus called us to be his followers for a purpose - perhaps 

we don’t understand what it was, but I’m sure it wasn’t so that we could die with him!”

There was a general growl of agreement. James interjected.

“So, Simon, what’s to be done? Do we go back to Galilee?”

The leadership was being thrust back at him, just as it had always been when they had 

fished the lake. Simon drew himself upright - after a moment he responded.

“Not yet - not today - we must wait until its quieter - and then, there’s Jesus body - it 

must be buried.”

John answered quickly.

“It is buried - do you remember the rich young man who asked Jesus what he still had 



to do - and went away with an answer he didn’t want to hear?”

Simon nodded.

“That was Joseph of Arimathea - he went to Pilate and asked permission to take down 

the body - he put it in his own tomb!”

Simon stared at him.

“Another brave man! The world’s full of brave men - and we’re the cowards!”

John ignored the return to self-accusation.

“Do you remember the old teacher who visited Jesus at night - about two years ago?”

Once again, Simon nodded. John went on.

“He came with burial linen and spices.”

Simon murmured.

“God will surely bless them!”

There was another chorus of agreement. Simon went on.

“We must stay until the unrest has died down - then we go back to Galilee, where the 

air is clean and men are honest - even if they don’t agree with you. Jerusalem stinks 

with its own pollution - unhallowed priests more concerned with politics than with God’s 

will - and doctors of the Law whose souls are perjured by their twisting and turning 

through the scriptures!”

A silence followed, Simon was sounding more like his old self.

Thaddaeus broke it.

“Has anyone seen Thomas?”

Simon looked around.

“He’s the only one missing.”

Everyone shook their head. Simon growled.

“Probably still running!”

There was a titter of laughter. Thaddaeus came to the absent disciple’s defence.

“Thomas is brave enough - it’s just that he doesn’t have much courage sometimes!”



There was a howl of laughter at the comment, which was quickly subdued. Simon 

nodded approval.

“We must learn to laugh again, brothers - Jesus knew how to laugh, and he would 

expect us to be happy. God made the sense of humour - not the devil!”

There was another silence, then Simon asked gruffly.

“Has anyone seen Judah!?

There were a few shakings of heads, but Matthew interjected quietly.

“He’s dead!”

They stared at him. Simon pursued the point.

“Dead! What happened to him?”

“He killed himself!”

There was a collective gasp of inhaled breath. Matthew continued.

“You will remember Nebet - the story-teller? I found him in the city - it seems that he 

had little more sense than the rest of us and has been following Judah for days. Every 

evening lately, Judah had been visiting priests in the temple. They paid him to betray 

the Master! Nebet says, it was thirty pieces of silver! During the night when he realised 

that things were going against the Master, he threw the silver pieces back in their faces 

and ran away from the Temple, with Nebet following him. It seems they had some sort 

of discussion, which ended up with Nebet spitting in his face. Apparently, he had a bad 

conscience about it and went to find him - when he did, he found Judah hanging from a 

tree - it seems he killed himself!”

There was a profound silence. Simon echoed in wonderment.

“He sold him for thirty pieces of silver! The Master sold for the price of a man!”

John interjected softly.

“If there was any guilt, it wasn’t with us who ran away - it was with a man with such a 

greed for money, he was willing to sell his friend!”

Simon declared vehemently.



“For which he will rot in Sheol!”

John responded quietly.

“When they first hung Jesus on the cross, he cried out: ‘Forgive them Father, they don’t 

know what they’re doing’. Perhaps that included Judah too!”

Peter turned on him angrily.

“You try to defend the traitor!”

John answered calmly.

“I neither defend nor condemn - ‘Judge no man, lest by the same measure you are 

judged yourself!’

They stared at him in silence - even Simon held his peace.

Later that evening, after the formalities of the Passover supper, the Eleven sat together 

in a large room their hostess had placed at their disposal.

Simon rose in his place.

“Brothers, we have surely celebrated the saddest Passover any of us can remember. 

Not for us thoughts of thanksgiving for a deliverance which happened so long ago, 

rather, we have thoughts only for that which we have lost by the death of our beloved 

Master.

I think none of us can imagine what the future will be like for us. We gave up everything 

in order to follow Jesus - and we gladly did so! Now, he has been taken from us, and 

from all those others who were blessed by him with healing and teaching - and what 

wonderful things he taught us! I ask myself, can we continue that work - and I must 

speak for myself when I say that I can’t see how it is possible.

In his name, we worked many wonders, but it was always with the knowledge that he 

was there to provide the strength and the power. It was not we ourselves who were able

to perform the acts of healing, rather, it was the Master who did so through us. Now, he 

is gone - and with him our extra strength and ability.”

Thaddaeus intervened.



“But, Simon, he told us that he HAD to go - so that another Comforter could be sent to 

us. He told us we would sorrow, but we would also be made glad again.”

James took up his son’s theme.

“He said he would rise and go before us into Galilee!”

Simon looked at them.

“James, you have always been the optimist - who can say what Jesus had in mind 

when he told us these things - I for one couldn’t understand.”

Philip interjected.

“He said he would rise on the third day!”

Simon looked from one to the other.

“From death!?

Nathaniel responded.

“He called Lazarus back from the grave - and the son of the widow of Nain - and the 

daughter of Jairus the synagogue president!”

Simon subsided into his seat and looked into their excited faces. He could find no 

answer. He didn’t want to dash their hopes - but neither did he want to encourage them,

so that if there was a disappointment, they would be thrown down again into the depths 

of sorrow and despair. He listened to the excited conversation, as they seized on the 

possibility, eventually, he held up his hand for silence.

“We can always hope, brothers, but we must wait upon the will of God - we mustn’t try 

to force his hand - or dictate to him how he shall deal with us, now that he has taken 

his Son to himself. Our Father will show us his intentions in his own time.

We must deal with NOW. When we last sat together at supper - only twenty-four hours 

ago - the Master told us that we should break bread and drink wine together in 

remembrance of him. He put a specific meaning into it, saying that this was his body 

and blood, and by it we would be in communion with him!”

He took a loaf of bread and silently broke into pieces, giving a portion to each of his 



companions. He took a wine-cup and filled it, and then sipped some himself, before 

passing it around the table. When they finished, he added.

“In memory of our beloved Lord and Master, Jesus!”


