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At the time when Jesus rode in triumph into Jerusalem, Marcellus was out of the city 

with his Century. He was determined to rid the hills, once and for all, from the menace 

of Barabbas and his band. There had been a stream of complaints to Pilate from 

travellers who had been set upon and robbed. Those who had tried to put up a fight had

been severely beaten for their pains - but it was when one died of his wounds that the 

Procurator had sent for Marcellus. As always, the Centurion reported to Pilate in some 

trepidation. The relationship between them was barely civil. The Procurator showed no  

warmth, and was usually in a foul mood during their infrequent meetings. This occasion 

was no exception. The return of Marcellus’ salute was perfunctory - Pilate came 

directly to the point.

“You will rid the hills of Barabbas today!”

Marcellus stared rigidly ahead.

“Your Excellency is aware of the approach of the prophet?”

Pilate stared at him.

“Are you questioning my orders, Centurion?”

“No, your Excellency.”

“Then obey them - dismiss!”

Marcellus wheeled about and vacated the chamber, aware of a steady glare on his 

broad back. Pilate paced to the balcony and looked down at the mass of people who 

had filled the Court of the Gentiles. There was a steady stream going further, through 

the entrance into the Temple proper. He hated the Passover! For that matter he hated 

all their festivals! Above all, he hated this stiff-necked people whom he was expected to 

govern. The Centurion had been right - now was the time to concentrate his forces 



within the city - and not send them on a futile chase after a wily bandit who had thus far 

managed to keep one step ahead of his most seasoned troops.

The prophet was coming - and no doubt would attend the festival. Pilate’s spies had 

told him that the Galilean was in Bethany at the home of the man he was reputed to 

have raised from the dead. Pilate didn’t concern himself with the improbability of such 

an event, he was concerned only with maintaining order within the city - and within 

Judaea. He was almost tempted to recall Marcellus and countermand his order - but it 

would have been a sign of weakness, and that was the last thing he could afford to 

show now that he had few friends in Rome. He reassured himself that his instinct to 

send Marcellus after Barabbas had been right after all. If matters got out of hand, it could

be construed as an act of wisdom that he had deployed a force outside the city to 

counteract any riots which might have the garrison pinned down in the Antonia.

It was very early in the morning when Marcellus led his Century through the streets 

towards the west gate. The crowd was flowing in the other direction, inward to the 

Temple. For the most part they got out of his way, but a few had to be helped aside with

the flat of an impatient sword. He wasn’t to know that on the other side of the city, a 

great procession was forming, and in the middle of it was the Galilean, riding a small 

ass. The prophet was being acclaimed on every side. It ought to have been the place fo

r Marcellus to be - but he was already heading into the hills in search of the elusive 

bandits.

He adopted the usual tactics, dividing his men into five companies of twenty, so that a 

wide sweep could be conducted through the hills. His Decarions knew the drill, they 

were to keep within sight of the next patrol to right and left at all times - and to sound 

the trumpet if they made contact. It was at the end of the second rainy period - the 

locals called it the Latter Rains, and the spring growth was rampant on the hillsides. 

Marcellus eyed it bleakly, they could pass within a few paces of hidden men and never k

now they were there. As usual, the terrain and the conditions favoured the bandits. He 



had time to contemplate the reaction from Pilate if he returned empty-handed. The 

infantry was parting the undergrowth with their swords - and making enough noise to 

announce their coming to anyone who wasn’t stone deaf or dead!

Marcellus kept his Decade on the road which twisted through the hills. They advanced 

along it slowly until they reined in to an abrupt halt. Someone was riding towards them 

very fast - it had the sound of someone in great hurry to get somewhere, or to put the 

greatest distance behind them. Marcellus signalled his men to halt - it was one rider, 

coming at a furious pace. He almost rode into them before he could rein in his mount. 

He was a small man, dressed in a tunic which was ripped and bloody. His head was unc

overed and streaked with filth and mud. He was obviously frightened out of his wits. He 

stared at Marcellus and wailed:

“Bandits! - Bandits on the road! We were attacked - save us!”

Marcellus rasped.

“How far?”

The man looked bewildered.

“I don’t know - not far.”

Marcellus raised himself in his saddle and signaled to the Decades on his right and left, 

and then moved forward past the disheveled man. He hoped the rest of his Century got 

the message, and that no fool decided to sound the trumpet, which would have carried 

for miles through the hills. If possible, he wanted to reach the bandits before they knew 

they were under attack. He led the way briskly up the road, which wound between low 

rolling hills on either side. It was a good place for an ambush, and he grimly considered 

that he might be leading his men into such a trap by accepting the information he had 

been given - but there was no time to check into the man’s credentials.

It was a confirmation of the correct decision when, after two or three miles, he came 

upon the scene of battle. A half dozen men were defending themselves against a circle 

of attackers, perhaps numbering twenty. Marcellus didn’t pause, he led his men 



straight in, swinging his sword ruthlessly. He nearly cut one man in two before the 

attackers realised that reinforcements had arrived. Some tried to escape up the slopes 

to each side, but the well practised deployment of his Century cut off their route of 

escape. Some were desperate enough to try to fight their way through, but they were cu

t down mercilessly by troopers who had suffered the indignity of failure for too long.

There was a central group, who were still devoting their attention to the small core of 

travellers, who were diminishing in number as they took casualties. Their ringleader 

seemed to take stock and realise the odds he was facing. He abruptly stepped away 

from the one he was assailing and threw down his sword. He turned and confronted 

Marcellus, who was severely tempted to wipe the smirk from his face with a sword 

thrust. He resisted the impulse, instead, glowering at him from the height of his horse.

“Barabbas, I presume?”

The bandit inclined his head and said nothing. Marcellus rasped the order.

“Chain him!”

The man made no resistance as several troopers shackled his hands and feet - he 

continued to stare at Marcellus in mild amusement. Marcellus snarled.

“I will petition Pilate to crucify you myself!”

Again, their was a mocking acknowledgement by an inclination of the head.

Marcellus turned to the battered travellers and his eyes widened in surprise. Lucian 

Quintus stared back at him. He was decidedly the worse for wear, having taken a 

wound to his left arm. He had also collected a cut to that side of his head - and he had 

bled profusely. His face was a white as a sheet, but he managed to grin.

“Why is it you always interrupt a man when he’s having a good scrap!”

Marcellus flickered a look to the others who were standing. Tachius glowered back at 

him. He was leaning on his sword, but there was no obvious signs of injury. On the 

other side of Lucian, an older man was slumped in a sitting position against a rock. He 

had been thrust through the shoulder, but it looked as if he would live. Not the same 



could be said for several others who were so seriously wounded that Marcellus 

doubted whether he would get them back to Jerusalem alive.

Lucian slid down the rock face and set down his sword. He looked utterly weary. 

Marcellus dismounted and gestured some of his men to attend to the wounded. Lucian 

continued to chatter bravely.

“Tachius you know - this is Demas of Miletus - a Roman citizen and an influential man.”

Marcellus’ response was uncompromising.

“He’ll be a dead man if we don’t stop him bleeding! What about you, Tachius - are you 

wounded?”

The old soldier shook his head.

“Getting too old for battle - I’m winded!”

Lucian chattered on, his lips by this time, blue.

“They came down on us from both sides. We thought we had a big enough group - we 

decided to travel together in Joppa. One got away!”

“Just as well he did - otherwise we’d be looking at your corpses!”

Lucian nodded - and then fainted. Marcellus shook his head and gave some brisk 

orders. Tachius was able to ride alone, but the others had to be tied to their horses. The

dead traders were draped over the mules. The dead bandits were left where they had 

fallen - either the crows would clean up the scene, or the jackals - or even other 

bandits who might be watching from the undergrowth - it was of small consequence to 

Marcellus. He ought to have felt exaltation - at long last he had managed to capture 

Barabbas, who had plagued the travelers on the road for years - and had shown an 

utter contempt for Rome’s efforts to exterminate him - but Marcellus felt no sense of 

accomplishment, only a peculiar sense of being manipulated to do precisely what he 

was doing. The puzzling thing was, that he had no idea of who was doing the 

manipulating.

Barabbas’ hands were chained, and feet shackled in such a way that he could still trot 



on the end of a tether attached to Marcellus’ saddle. He seemed peculiarly unafraid, 

almost complacent about the prospect of a quick appearance before Pilate and the 

inevitable sentence of death. There could be no prospect of mercy, he had killed too 

many innocent travelers, and had proved to be a formidable thorn in the side of the 

authorities.

Marcellus supposed the prospect of death affected men in different ways - perhaps 

Barabbas was a fatalist and could accept the inevitable calmly. The Centurion glanced 

sideways at Lucian. He was swaying half-conscious in his saddle, to which he had been

tied Tachius was beyond him and scowling ferociously, as he tried to steady himself 

and his Patron. Demas was in a makeshift litter, and Marcellus couldn’t tell whether he 

was dead or alive.

The miles to Jerusalem seemed interminable. He would have liked to spur his horse, to 

make Barabbas run, or be dragged through the stones and dust of the road, but he 

was restricted by the needs of the wounded. It was already mid-afternoon before the 

Century jangled through the gate of the city. There were crowds everywhere. His 

Troopers formed an escort on both sides, but Marcellus made very sure that Barabbas 

was clearly to be seen. He felt a little like a conquering general demanding his 

entitlement to a triumph from the citizens of Rome, after a successful campaign where 

he had won many trophies and could exhibit royal prisoners - but this wasn’t Rome, and

he wasn’t a conquering general, and his booty was no more than some sorely 

wounded men - and his royal prisoner - the crown to his triumph - was Barabbas - a 

thief and a murderer.

As soon as he had handed the wounded over to the rough ministrations of the surgeon, 

he reported to Pilate. He was reasonably sure that the news of his capture of the 

notorious bandit, would have preceded him. He was not mistaken - Tertillius met him, 

and for once his graceless features were almost amiable. He was also remarkably 

eloquent.



“I hear you’ve freed the hills of the bandit - congratulations!”

Marcellus nodded - an frosty response to an insincere commendation.

He entered the familiar room - Pilate was alone, and, as usual, staring down into the 

outer court of the Temple.

“Your prophet’s down there - rode into Jerusalem like a king - if you can count entry on 

a donkey as a sign of kingship! Tell me, Marcellus - could you imagine Caesar entering 

Rome on a donkey?”

Marcellus made a quick evaluation of the use of his fore name - Pilate was in a mellow 

mood.

“I find it hard to picture, your Excellency.”

Pilate turned and eyed him up and down.

“I hear you’ve caught Bar Abbas at long last.”

Marcellus noted the subtle change in the name. Pilate didn’t wait for an answer.

“That is his true name, you know - Bar Abbas - Yeshua Bar Abbas - We would say: 

Jesus, Son of the Father! Ironic isn’t it, your prophet calls himself the Son of God - and 

he calls the Jew’s One God, Father!”

Pilate was remarkably well informed.

“We were ready for trouble - the crowds were calling for him - it was one step short of 

proclaiming him their king. I am told that Caiaphas and his followers are seething with 

rage. I am also told that our loyal friend, Herod, can barely be restrained! I think we 

can be sure that your prophet will never leave the area alive!”

Marcellus responded swiftly.

“I can arrest him immediately! It’s surely enough that he allows himself to be acclaimed 

as a king?”

Pilate waved a restraining hand.

“Patience, Marcellus - patience! Bar Abbas is enough for one day! Let the pots seethe 

over the fire of their anger - Herod or Caiaphas will do our work for us. Jesus of 



Nazareth will never return to Galilee!”

He changed the subject abruptly.

“You caught our friend red-handed?”

“He was attacking a group of traders - he killed some and wounded others.”

“A foregone conclusion then.”

“I promised him I would personally crucify him!”

Pilate stared at him with his cold eyes.

“Tell me - have you ever crucified a man - or seen a crucifixion?”

“I have attended crucifixions - in Rome - bandits or malcontents.”

Pilate nodded slowly.

“Yet you are committed to crucifying Bar Abbas - very well! We will give him the benefit 

of Roman Law, hear the evidence, and make the judgement. You will be the 

executioner!”

Marcellus made ready to leave.

“The wounded - are they in a position to testify?”

“One or two are seriously hurt - some of the others will be fit enough.”

“A party of traders, you say?”

Marcellus hesitated.

“At least three citizens of Rome among them.”

He had Pilate’s full attention.

“Two are known to your Excellency - Lucian Gaius Quintus Publius, and his companion,

 Tachius - the other is Demas of Miletus.”

“How seriously are they injured?”

“Publius has lost a lot of blood - and has collected wounds to his left arm and head. 

Demas is seriously hurt, with a sword through the shoulder. Tachius has a few 

scratches.”

Pilate murmured softly.



“I wondered when Publius would surface again - surely a happy coincidence that you 

were able to come to his aid.”

There was something in the way it was said.

“I’ve had no news of him for some weeks, Excellency.”

Pilate nodded.

“Demas of Miletus - a well respected and influential man in Lydia - we must be sure to 

provide every assistance.”

Marcellus left Pilate to his lonely contemplation of the excited crowds below the 

balcony. He went over the conversation as he retraced his steps to the infirmary - as 

usual, Pilate was playing his hand close to his chest. The news when he reached the 

sick quarters wasn’t good. Praxtus, the surgeon, was blunt.

“The younger one - Publius - is running a fever - the wound is infected, perhaps the 

sword was dirty or poisoned. The old one - Demas - has lost a lot of blood. The wound 

is clean, and he can consider himself lucky that it missed the lung by a hairs-breadth. 

Tachius is stiff and sore, but he’ll live! the other two - I can’t be sure!”

Marcellus was allowed to see the battered trio. Tachius glowered at him unhappily.

“You’ll get no sense out of Lucian, the fever’s gripped him! Demas is just about alive!”

Beyond Tachius, Marcellus could see Lucian’s ashen face, he was sweating copiously 

and beginning to toss and turn. Demas had his eyes closed, he looked one shade better

than a corpse! Tachius hesitated, then:

“He’s calling for Rebecca!”

Marcellus shot him a swift glance. The old man’s face was a mask of scowling 

disapproval.

“He’s out of his senses!”

Tachius grunted.

“He’s been that way ever since he got this fool idea into his head that he wants her for a

wife!”



“What do you intend to do?”

Tachius hesitated.

“I’ll go to the brother.”

“Joseph, you mean?”

“Does she have another brother!?”

Marcellus shrugged.

“You won’t get much co-operation from him - his sister’s with the prophet because of 

Lucian! Joseph hasn’t spoken to her in months.”

Tachius nodded.

“If the prophet’s in the city - and I hear he is - the girl won’t be far away.”

Marcellus objected again.

“Joseph wouldn’t allow her to come to the Antonia - even if Lucian was dying.”

“Seems to me the girl has a mind of her own.”

“She won’t be allowed entry! Do you really want her close to Lucian again?”

“What I want and what he appears to want, are two different sides of the coin. Listen to 

him, damn it!”

Lucian’s voice has a harsh rasp, he was twisting back and forth, and the sweat was 

streaming out of his hair. The one distinct word was the name of the girl in question. 

Tachius snarled unhappily.

“Damn fool emotion - love!”

He turned away from the bed.

“I’m going to Joseph - once, he was supposed to have been Lucian’s friend.”

Marcellus shrugged.

“I can’t stop you - but it’ll be a wasted journey! I’ll stay with Lucian.”

Praxtus took the old man’s place.

“With that thrashing around, he’ll reopen the wounds! He’ll have to be tied down!”

Marcellus helped to secure Lucian, so that he was trussed like a fowl for the oven. Now,



 all that could move was his head, which he thrashed from side to side. The Centurion 

settled down for a long vigil.

Tachius found his way to the imposing villa occupied by Joseph of Arimathea. It was 

fortunate that he was recognised by one of the house servants, otherwise he wouldn’t 

have be admitted. The streets were teeming with people, all in a high state of religious 

excitement. He had found it necessary to fight his way through to reach the house, and 

he was exhausted from the effort. One name had been on the lips of the people and 

one topic:

Jesus, the prophet from Nazareth in Galilee, had ridden into the city on the back of an 

ass - and this fulfilled a prophecy that the Messiah would enter Jerusalem in such a way

 There was no longer any caution - even in the presence of an man who was obviously 

a Roman. The question was on everyone’s lips; ‘When will he declare himself king - and

drive out the Gentile occupiers!?’

Tachius was ushered into the comparative tranquillity of Joseph’s house - and found to 

his dismay, that the Prince of Arimathea was not at home. The servant was a little 

more forthcoming - no doubt, caught up in the excitement from the streets. The Lord 

Joseph had been summoned to an urgent meeting of the Sanhedrin - and it couldn’t be 

predicted when he would return. Tachius equated Sanhedrin with High Council - and 

gloomily had to agree that there was no way of knowing when he would be back. 

Councils had the habit of chasing a subject from one to the other until they either wore d

own their adversaries by sheer attrition, or they reached an agreement - both courses 

took inordinate amounts of time.

It was already late into the evening when Joseph returned. Tachius caught one glimpse 

of the look of exhausted despondency, before the servant announced his presence. 

When Joseph turned to him, he had replaced the expression with one of guarded 

watchfulness. They greeted each other formally.

“I am delighted to receive you, Tachius - but in some confusion for the urgency which 



compelled you to wait so long.”

Joseph’s eyes were unblinking. Tachius could see what had attracted Lucian to him. 

He looked to be a straightforward man - and Tachius was a man who appreciated that 

characteristic. He came to the point.

“Lucian has been badly wounded - we were attacked by the bandit Barabbas. He is 

delirious and calling for someone.”

Joseph’s eyes narrowed.

“Is he dying!”

Tachius shook his head.

“I don’t know, the surgeon thinks the sword was dirty or poisoned.”

“I’m sorry to hear it - I have a high regard for Lucian. Regrettably, we couldn’t proceed 

with out business arrangements - but I am fond of him!”

“You say he’s calling for me!?”

Joseph sounded a little incredulous.

Tachius shook his head.

“Not for you, Lord Joseph - for your sister, the Lady Rebecca. He’s thrashing around in 

a delirium and calling for her constantly.”

Joseph’s eyes were pinpoints. He answered softly.

“Then, I’m sorry, Tachius - I can’t help you. My sister isn’t under my roof - and even if 

she was, I doubt whether she would go to Lucian.”

Tachius stood his ground.

“The boy is dying, Joseph - I must find her and ask her to come in mercy!”

Joseph sagged into a chair.

“I have no idea where she is to be found, Tachius. She was in the camp of the prophet 

and Saul and Eli were watching over her. The prophet has come to Jerusalem, but the 

camp has dispersed. Saul and Eli haven’t yet reported to me. I presume Rebecca is 

somewhere in the city - but I have no idea where - Saul and Eli are my only hope of 



finding her - and I must find her, Tachius - she’s in grave danger!”

Tachius stared at him. Joseph’s mask of aloofness had evaporated. He went on as if 

he was talking to himself.

“The Council won’t rest until they’ve put an end to the prophet. I tell you, the Galilean is 

doomed - and anyone who’s caught up in the moves which are to be made against him,

 will be doomed with him!”

Tachius left Joseph’s house and trudged back towards the Antonia. It was already late, 

but the streets were as crowded as they had been earlier. If anything, the excitement 

was more intense. He half-listened to the conversations. The prophet had gone out to 

the village of Bethany after spending the day in the Temple - teaching and healing. 

Some were for following him there, but others were preparing themselves for the 

inevitable declaration of the new kingdom of David on the following day. As before, there

was little regard for the old Roman. It was almost as if it was a foregone conclusion that 

the time of the Roman overlordship was at an end - and no one seemed to be at all 

concerned who knew it.


