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Being assigned to the personal staff of the Proconsul left Marcellus with a remarkable 

amount of spare time. Vittelius gave him nothing to do for the first week, although 

Marcellus reported on a daily basis. The old general dismissed him as soon as he 

showed his face and the young Centurion marched away bewildered by the fact that 

his services were not required. He began to contemplate the possibility that this was 

the way he could expect to spend they remaining days of his service in the Legions. 

The treatment was out of keeping with what he had heard of Vitellius, who was reputed 

to be a demanding task-master when he required something to be done.

Marcellus was given plenty of time to ponder over his change of fortunes. Surprisingly, 

he was free of Pilate. By this time, he had expected to be under sentence of death, or at

the very least, sentenced to serve away his life as a galley slave, but now he was 

assigned to the personal staff of the Proconsul of the East, who seemed to have 

nothing for him to do! It was a state of affairs which lasted for a little over two weeks, 

during which time he took the opportunity to explore Antioch - and even to enjoy some 

of its pleasures. He started to relax for the first time in many months, and, urged by 

Antonius Primus, even to enjoy the company of his fellow officers and join them in a 

few drinking bouts. It was an activity which left him with a sore head, but he was 

careful to give Vittelius no cause for complaint when he made his daily report.

One morning, the accustomed dismissal didn’t eventuate. Vittelius barked:

“At ease, Flavius! High time you started earning your rations again! It is my intention to m

ake a tour of Palestine. You will accompany me as a personal aide. Primus will 

command a Century to escort me to Jerusalem!”

Marcellus’ stared into the unwavering blue eyes of the Proconsul.

“Any questions?”

Marcellus pulled himself together.



“Your orders on departure time, sir - and your intended route.”

Vittelius nodded slightly.

“We leave at dawn tomorrow - we will take the coastal route to Tyre, there we’ll turn inlan

d. I have a mind to come to Jerusalem from the north.”

“Sir!”

“Dismiss, Centurion!”

Marcellus saluted, wheeled about and marched out. Vittelius smile increased slightly. 

The proposed route would take them through Galilee and Samaria, and the 

significance wouldn’t be lost on the young officer.

Marcellus was ready before dawn on the following day, standing with the Century comm

anded by Primus, who had ruthlessly demanded a smart turn out. He snapped them to a

ttention when the Proconsul appeared. Vittelius eyed them and their officer critically, 

then, without a word, turned and mounted the horse which was held ready for him. He 

gestured for Marcellus to join him at the front of the mounted troop.

“A small enough army to topple a king, Flavius!”

“Sir!”

Vittelius glanced at him.

“You keep your curiosity under control, Centurion - I approve.”

He glanced at the clear sky which was just beginning to take on the colours of the dawn.

“Should be a good day, with hard riding we should reach Tripolis by evening!”

It was about one hundred and fifty miles, it would be hard riding and they would need a c

hange of horses. Marcellus began to relax at they rode briskly south, the old general 

was sporadically talkative on the occasions when the pace slowed.

“I know your family well, Flavius - not your father and his house perhaps, but an uncle, T

itus - he has two sons - your cousins I suppose. One impresses me a great deal - they 

call him Vespasianus!”



Marcellus exclaimed:

“Vespa! I haven’t met him in years - last time, as I remember, he behaved like a brat!”

Vittelius threw back his head a laughed.

“And you, I suppose, didn’t!?”

Marcellus joined the laughter.

“We were both ten, or thereabouts, and he had the knack of leading an army of 

youngsters into all sorts of scrapes - which earned us instant retribution - for which he 

was justly blamed!”

Vittelius nodded.

“He’s now a centurion like yourself - He's been serving with the legions on the Rhine. 

He’ll go far - you should get together!”

Once again, the suggestion that he should return to the bosom of his family - was the 

old man hinting perhaps, that this was to be his future disposition? Marcellus turned his 

thoughts to the change of horses and hoped there would be enough at the small garriso

ns on the way to Tripolis. Vittelius could command priority - there would be enough! He 

wondered about the haste - and the obscure reference to ‘a small army for toppling a 

king’.

There was no king in Jerusalem - unless he meant Herod! 

It was by no means a forced ride to Tripolis, there had been no difficulties concerning 

the change of mounts. The surprise visit of the Proconsul had sent a surge of activity 

through the garrison, which was turned out smartly to receive him. Quarters were 

provided which had been made to look as if they were always at the ready for his visit. 

Vittelius smiled slightly, he turned to Marcellus.

“They would have had at least one hour’s warning - didn’t you notice the fast moving

trooper overtaking us just after we changed mounts?”

Marcellus’ face twitched into a grin. Vittelius continued.

“I’ve been in the army too long to be taken in by innocent surprise! Now! - To work! - 



You were in command at Capernaum for some months - tell me about Galilee!”

Vittelius unrolled a detailed map of the country around the Sea of Tiberius. He stabbed 

a point with his finger.

“You were here!”

Marcellus gave a concise briefing of the conditions in the area. The general 

backwardness of the population, their suspicion of strangers and their fellow Jews from 

the south around Jerusalem. The Galileans were a superstitious people, even more so 

that the rest of the Jews, who were notoriously so. The area was a hotbed of intrigue 

and a nest for the religious extremists, the Zealots. It was also Herod’s domain, but the 

Tetrarch spent most of his time in Jerusalem, or Caesarea, or in his ancestral lands in 

the south. 

“You mean, Idumea?”

“The Herods are not considered to be true Jews, sir.”

Vittelius nodded.

“Pilate would have us believe that he maintains a delicate balance between the conflictin

g parties.”

“The Procurator keeps them at each other’s throats and threatens them with Antioch’s Le

gions if matters look like getting out of hand.”

The General eyed the grim set of Marcellus’ jaw.

“Are you sure you aren’t allowing your personal dislike of the man to colour your judgem

ent?”

“If that was the case, your Excellency, we wouldn’t be having this conversation.”

Vittelius’ brows raised a fraction.

“Very astute, Marcellus - we shall take your assessment on face value for the time being

 Tomorrow we take the road to Tyre, then we take the hill road to Magdala.”

He was dismissed and he returned dog-weary to his quarters. Antonius Primus was 

waiting for him.



“Did the old man give you a hard time?”

“Not particularly - he’s like a general planning a campaign - wants to know the lie of the l

and and the strength of the enemy.”

“He IS a general planning a campaign! Mark my words there's more to this than a 

casual tour through the neglected backwoods of his troubled province.”

“You’re probably right.”

Antonius sat on the corner of the table and swung his leg.

“I wonder what he’s up to.”

“He didn’t confide in me - tomorrow we head for Tyre, beyond that, we turn inland to

Magdala.”

“Magdala?”

“It’s on the Sea of Tiberius, just below where I was stationed - it’s also a dreary little 

town filled with suspicious yokels, who tolerate our presence, and they’re never polite 

unless they think they can extort favours or money out of us.”

“So - what’s different about this place to any other in our conquered territory? Do you

expect gratitude?”

“This area is different! It gives birth to one agitator after another - usually, they’re 

religious messiah’s who whip the crowds up into hysteria before coming to a 

predictable end.”

Antonius looked puzzled.

“What is a messiah - I don’t know the term?”

“A messiah is an anointed one - one destined to become a great king and to restore the

subjected nation of Israel to its full and independent glory!”

“Really - have you ever met one.”

Marcellus hesitated, then:

“I crucified one - on Pilate’s orders!”

Primus eyed him steadily.



“A messy business, crucifixions - it wouldn’t have been your first?”

“Hardly - this one was different though - “

His voice trailed off.

“How - different?”

“It doesn’t matter - the man died - no matter what wild tales have been spread since. He

died and I killed him!”

“If you say so.”

He waited for Antonius to press the point, but it was probably for the best that he didn’t. T

he subject of Jesus of Nazareth was a touchy one, and his visitor might have found hims

elf on the receiving end of a tirade. He read the signs and soon Marcellus was left  to 

himself. He had a restless night, the feeling of release he had begun to enjoy while in 

Antioch began to evaporate, and the old familiar tension took its place the nearer they 

came to the borders of Palestine. Outwardly, he preserved a disciplined calm, but 

inwardly he was like a coiled spring.

After two more days and an uneventful overnight quartering with the garrison at Tyre, 

the reached Magdala late on the following day. They stopped on the brow of the last hill 

before the Sea of Tiberius, with the familiar and peculiar brooding shape of the Horns 

of Hattin to the south, looming in the shadow cast by the setting sun. Vittelius took in 

the view over the lake, the mountains beyond were bathed fiery red as the sun gave 

them its last light for the day. The sea itself was a dark pool of purple, with a few small 

boats heading back towards the shore and the beach at Magdala. Marcellus’ comment 

was emotionless.

“A small, unattractive place, sir. Do you intend to quarter at Tiberius tonight?”

Vittelius nodded.

“I disagree with you - I find it an attractive spot - deceptively peaceful if your report of

rebellion and Zealots is accepted. Yes - we would be foolish not to seek the security of 

the garrison.”



Marcellus was left to wonder if the old man was mocking him. Herod’s grandiose city of T

iberius was no more than ten miles distant. They completed the day’s journey by riding

briskly along the coast road, after clattering through the quiet streets of Magdala. They 

were greeted by Julius Archaicus, who managed to disguise his surprise and 

consternation at the unexpected arrival of the Proconsul and his party. He managed to 

force a smile of recognition for Marcellus, who responded to his greeting wooden-faced. 

Vittelius said casually.

“Of course - you would know each other. I’ll quash your hopes for a reunion, Archaicus -

Centurion Flavius is on my personal staff these days!”

There followed one of those tedious evenings, where Archaicus talked too much and

appeared desperately eager to please. He succeeded in showing his superior that he 

was no more than a toadying sycophant. Vittelius suppressed his lip from curling in 

distaste. He broke off a long eulogy on the merits of the Procurator’s wise rule and 

announced abruptly that it had been a long day and that he was going to retire. 

Marcellus and Antonius were left to face Julius and his commanders across the table. 

There was a subtle change to Archaicus’ tone.

“How gratifying for you to find yourself in such a favourable posting, Marcellus - for a whi

le I thought you might be in extreme difficulties.”

Marcellus met the challenge head on.

“After being caught in the arms of a Zealot woman and being implicated in the murder of 

Aelius Verus, you mean?”

Julius laughed languidly.

“What else, my dear fellow - unless you’ve been involved in other indiscretions!”

“The Procurator didn’t choose to proceed on either count - no doubt you are aware that V

erus had a dubious reputation - a hired assassin, I’m given to believe.”

Julius watched him through drooping lids.

“One shouldn’t accept such an assessment unchallenged, Marcellus.”



“I have it on good authority that he was in the pay of an enemy in Rome and that I was 

one of his targets.”

“How very melodramatic - are you quite sure the circumstances of his death were as 

you described?”

There was a moment of complete silence. Marcellus smiled slightly.

“They were - but, I could be excused for defending myself if they were not - don’t you ag

ree!?”

Julius shrugged.

“Perhaps - what’s done is done! Do tell us - what’s the real reason which brings the Proc

onsul to Galilee?”

The switch of subject was sudden. Marcellus hesitated.

“Don’t you know, Julius? I’m surprised!”

Julius leaned forward suddenly alert.

“What should I know, Marcellus?”

Marcellus shrugged.

“I think you should ask the Proconsul himself - it is, after all, none of my business. Now, 

if you’ll excuse me, I too have had a hard ride!”

He rose and nodded to each of the commanders and finally to Julius.

“Governor Vittelius has his reasons for wishing to see Galilee for himself - and the rest 

of Palestine also. I’m sure he’ll confide in you in due course! Good night!”

Antonius scrambled to his feet and followed him.

“What in Hades was that all about!?”

“A little tactical manoeuvring - you should have stayed.”

“Not likely! Not after that little exchange of pleasantries!”

“You see, you’re a tactician too!”

They were sharing quarters, the questions continued after they were in their beds.

“Do you really know why Vittelius is doing this tour?”



“No - but Julius doesn’t need to know that. You can be sure that a messenger will be 

riding like the wind towards Jerusalem - or Caesarea, wherever the Procurator 

happens to be. If Pilate isn’t already in Jerusalem, he’ll break his neck trying to get 

there first. Vittelius is taking his time - now, he’s not a tactician so much as a strategist!”

“You like him don’t you?”

“I suppose I do - he seems straight and honest.”

“Don’t be sure - he’s a Roman Proconsul.”

“Such cynicism in one so young!”

“Shut up and go to sleep!”

Marcellus grinned in the darkness.

They reached the scene of the massacre of the Samaritan pilgrims at the end of another

day.

The town of Shechem was quiet, the population seemed to have melted away behind 

closed doors with the arrival of the Roman convoy. Antonius ordered his troops into a 

tighter formation. Vittelius didn’t appear to notice. He pointed to each of the twin 

mountains which guarded the entrance to the shallow valley.

“Ebal and Gezirim - show me the scene of the encounter!”

Without a word, Marcellus led the way along the narrow path which climbed to the summ

it of Gezirim. It was different to the previous occasion when it had been filled with 

pilgrims through whom his troop had been allowed access. What wasn’t different was 

the phalanx of priests who stood in their path before the crude temple. Vittelius ordered 

quietly.

“Halt before we reach them.”

They did so - there was no exchange of greetings, or even insults, between the two 

groups. The hostility was mutual, glowering. Vittelius looked around.

“An untenable defensive position. I’m surprised you placed yourself as you did.”

Marcellus’ explanation sounded lame and he knew it.



“I wasn’t looking for a fight, but my orders were explicit.”

Vittelius nodded.

“And you relied on the Antonia cohort.”

“I make no excuses, sir - I made a tactical error.”

“I agree - but we learn by our mistakes or we die!”

He wheeled his horse around and descended the path to the town. They cleared its 

hostility and headed down the road to the south, eventually camping in a field to one 

side. Later, sitting around a fire, Vittelius looked up at the cloudless sky.

“I miss this - now I ride a desk and not a horse! How often have I sat by a fire on the 

night before a battle, watching the sparks fly and listening to the restless horses, 

knowing that they sensed what was to come just as much as I did myself.”

Marcellus asked softly.

“Do we face a battle tomorrow, general?”

There was a slight pause and he wondered if he’d gone too far. Vittelius laughed quietly.

“I haven’t come to Palestine to pick the wild flowers, Centurion! Yes, we face a battle - on

 two fronts!”

As predicted, Vittelius took his time to cover the remaining forty or fifty miles to Jerusalem

 another full day passed before they were in sight of the pink-tinted walls girding the 

city. The temple dominated it, of course - Herod the Great had seen to that. Vittelius sat 

quietly and took it in.

“We will have problems when we have to subdue it!”

Marcellus looked at him sharply. The old general went on.

“Not in my time, perhaps - but mark my words, the time will come when we will lay siege

to this city and destroy it!”

Marcellus felt a cold chill course down his spine, it was almost the same words reported 

to have been used by the prophet he had crucified.



‘Not a stone will be left standing one upon the other!’

Vittelius glanced at him.

“Are you well - you look as if you’ve seen a ghost!?”

“It’s nothing, sir - a passing thought.”

They rode through the city to the Antonia, once again, Vittelius took his time, giving the C

ommander of the Cohort time to organise himself. He was either being excessively gene

rous, or he was bored with taking junior officers by surprise. Marius Tertius was equal to 

the occasion, having formed an honour guard in a surprisingly short time. Vittelius dismo

unted, returned Tertius’ salute and formally inspected them. His own escort stood stiffly b

y their mounts, with their Centurion at their head and Marcellus standing close by, not 

quite sure whether he should count himself to the civilian entourage, or to place himself 

with the military.

Tertius gave him a curious glance as the Proconsul was escorted to his quarters, but 

there was no opportunity to talk. It suited Marcellus that way, he had no desire to 

rekindle a friendship which had never existed. Once again, he and Antonius were 

required to share quarters.

“Apparently, Pilate hasn’t arrived yet.”

“How do you know?”

“I asked - something you should try doing if you want information!”

“Our revered Procurator won’t like that - perhaps Julius was slow off the mark with his wa

rning.”

“If I could find the time, I’d feel sorry for Julius!”

Pilate arrived at sunset and in some haste. Marcellus elected to remain out of sight, but A

ntonius couldn’t restrain his curiosity. He reported back with malicious glee.

“He’s mad enough to be tied! He wanted to see the Proconsul immediately, but Vittelius 

left strict orders that he wasn’t to be disturbed until dinner. What in Hades is going on, M

arcellus?”



Marcellus shrugged.

“Vittelius is keeping his hand covered - wait and see.”

The Proconsul might have been secretive, but he had also been busy, as they soon disc

overed when they took their places at the table close to Julius and the commanders of 

his Cohort. Marcellus came face to face with Caiaphas, close by him was the aged and 

austere Annas. Both were robed in their full regalia - especially Caiaphas. Nothing was 

said, Marcellus, after all, was nothing but a mere Centurion.

It wasn’t long before Pilate, Tertillius and their wives arrived. The Procurator eyed Marce

llus with a mixture in incredulity and venomous anger, once again, nothing was said, but

there was no doubt that it would have been a different matter if Pilate had been the 

main player - for once he wasn’t and clearly, he wasn’t enjoying the experience. 

Vittelius marched in followed by his secretary who carried a bag of documents. The

Proconsul took his place at the head of the table.

“I greet you all - Procurator Pilate, High Priest, the respected Annas, ladies - all of you. I 

thank you for your attendance at short notice - but Caesar’s business allows for no 

delay!”

Marcellus saw the stiffening of features and the exchange of glances. He felt a surge of a

dmiration, the old man had them running for cover. Vittelius continued.

“A great pity that we do not have the company of Caesar’s friend, the Tetrarch Herod - 

but I understand he is not within reach.”

So - Herod was not the target!

The dinner was leisurely, Vittelius appeared to be in no hurry. He maintained a quiet con

versation with those close to him, including Pilate, but as far as Marcellus could hear, all

owed no contentious subject. Talk around the rest of the table was subdued. Julius and 

his commanders formed one group. Caiaphas for the most part remained silent - and 

Annas was always taciturn. Marcellus and Antonius said little but watched. It wasn’t until

the main dishes were cleared and the slaves brought the sweetmeats, fruits and the 



winesacks to revitalise the cups, that Vittelius raised his voice for all to hear.

“My Lords Annas and Caiaphas, I fear I’ve neglected conversation during dinner.”

Caiaphas looked a little startled, but also wary.

“Not at all, my Lord Proconsul - I have been somewhat preoccupied, please forgive me.”

Such humility was out of character. Vittelius smiled slightly and toyed with the stem of 

his glass.

“Forgiveness is not a virtue encouraged by Rome, Caiaphas - if you speak of justice 

and law, that’s more acceptable - isn’t that the rule of your religion - justice and law?”

Caiaphas inclined his head in agreement.

“That is so - the Law of God and His justice is the measure by which we live.”

There was a moment of silence before Vittelius went on.

“I must tell you, Caiaphas, that Caesar has read every one of your letters to him with 

great interest!”

The room was utterly silent. Pilate watched Caiaphas with unblinking eyes.

“I am gratified.”

“I have a copy of every one of them, Caiaphas.”

Vittelius gestured to the bag carried by his aide.

“Caesar took the trouble of having them copied for my benefit, for so many of the 

matters mentioned in them rightfully fall within my authority.”

Caiaphas stared at him and said nothing. Vittelius continued.

“There are many other letters, Caiaphas, in which you are mentioned - but usually they 

are letters of complaint - Caesar has had them copied also!”

Caiaphas response was brittle.

“There are always those who wish to complain against the rules which are necessary for

 the control of our society.”

Vittelius echoed softly.

“The control of our society! There is the crux of it! Surely, that is a matter for Roman 



Law - for the Procurator - or the Proconsul, if the Procurator feels the matter warrants 

it?”

“I refer to the religious control of the Jewish people, your Excellency - that is surely the

business of the High Priest!”

“Perhaps - unless it crosses a certain boundary - the High Priest is obliged to be very wa

tchful that he doesn’t venture into areas which fall outside of his jurisdiction - isn’t that so

?”

“I agree - I have always exercised such discretion.”

Vittelius gestured to his aide, who produced a sheaf of unrolled scrolls.

“This one refers to an incident where an agitator was arrested in a garden outside of the 

city, by a troop of Temple police and a crowd of supporters - surely, since it was 

outside the domain of the Temple, it was a matter for Tertius and his Cohort?”

He held up a wad of scrolls.

“These are complaints of forced entry into private homes in search of followers of a religi

ous sect - there are also accusations of beatings and rough treatment. You are aware 

that Caesar is tolerant of all shades of religious worship - including the practices of the 

Jewish nation. You can’t claim such privileges for yourself and deny them to others, my 

Lord High Priest!

There is also a report that you financed and supported an excursion to the city of Damas

cus - which, I will remind you, comes under my personal jurisdiction. Once again, there 

are reports of the Roman authorities being required to intervene to quell serious public 

disorder.”

Vittelius held Caiaphas’ eyes, he noted the high peaks of colour on the cheek-bones of 

an otherwise ashen face. He went on relentlessly.

“Caesar has come to the decision that your conduct is not an isolated instance, but is 

part of a deliberate program of persecution contrary to his wishes for religious 

tolerance. Therefore, it is his decision that you are to be relieved of your position of 



High Priest!”

For a moment there was utter silence, then Caiaphas sent his chair flying as he got to 

his feet.

“I am High Priest by the will of God!”

Vittelius eyed him coldly.

“You WERE High Priest by the will of Caesar. Within the Empire of Rome, all offices are 

by the will of Caesar. By his will you are deposed, my Lord!”

Caiaphas stood staring at him. Vittelius went on softly.

“I would not suggest a gesture of defiance, Caiaphas - it could have serious 

consequences for yourself - and for your people. Would you agree, Lord Annas?”

The old man stared back at Vittelius.

“I agree, your Excellency - I counsel caution.”

Vittelius nodded.

“Very wise, my Lord Annas - the wisdom of advanced years, but that will be a calming ef

fect on the situation. It is Caesar’s command that you will assume the mantle of the 

High Priest for the duration of his pleasure.”

Caiaphas had remained standing while his successor was appointed. He gathered what

remained of his dignity.

“With your permission, I will retire.”

Vittelius nodded, he looked at Annas.

“Perhaps it would be the way of wisdom to accompany him, my lord.”

Annas rose and bowed, Caiaphas was already at the door. Marcellus followed them 

with his eyes, both looked as if their legs would cave under them - he was surprised to 

feel a little compassion.

Pilate rasped into life.

“May I commend Caesar’s wisdom and perception, your Excellency - Caiaphas and his p

riests have always been notorious trouble-makers.”



Vittelius nodded and gestured once more to his aide. This time the scroll was still rolled a

nd sealed with a purple ribbon. Pilate’s eyes widened a little.

“Caesar’s wisdom and perception extend beyond the deposing and installation of priests

 Pilate. This is also Caesar’s directive!”

He passed the scroll to Pilate. Marcellus could see that the Procurator’s hands were uns

teady as he broke the seal. He unrolled it and studied it intently. Vittelius broke the silenc

e.

“Your recall to Rome, Pilate - to answer for the direct flouting of an imperial directive!”

Pilate found his voice.

“I protest! Enemies have maligned me - I’ve never flouted a directive from Caesar!”

He glared with undisguised hatred at Marcellus. Vittelius drew his attention back.

“I believe Caesar was first informed of your transgression by Caiaphas - he conveyed 

his feelings of outrage at the massacre of Samaritan civilians when engaged in a 

religious pilgrimage. Caesar instructed me to investigate the matter and respond without

delay. You might remember this young man - Marcellus Flavius - he could testify that he

was under your direct orders to erect the Eagles of the Legions on Mount Gezirim, 

regardless of the consequences. I was also independently informed of your rousing 

ceremonial parade before the citizens of Caesarea, prior to his despatch. At the time, I 

wondered why such an important occasion was left unmentioned in your reports to me.”

Pilate was galvanised to rise to his feet.

“I did not give the order to massacre innocent civilians! The blame is with that fool!”

“Be that as it may - the accusation against you - and one for which you must answer 

toCaesar - is why you decided to erect the Eagles of the Legions during a religious 

ceremony at a known religious location, when Caesar had expressly ordered their 

removal from the Temple here in Jerusalem.

His directive was not ambiguous, and referred to all similar sites. Once again, it comes d

own to his remarkable religious tolerance and determination that the empire’s subject pe



oples will be allowed to worship whatever gods they choose, in whatever way they 

decide, always providing that it doesn’t contravene Roman Law.

This is the matter for which you must answer, Pilate. You are hereby relieved of your pos

ition as Procurator of Judaea. You will embark for Rome forthwith and without undue

delay. I will arrange for an administrator to be sent here from Antioch, until such time as 

Caesar decides on your permanent replacement.”

The old general rose in his place and stood staring at Pilate. The Procurator looked 

ready to rebel, Marcellus eased his short sword forward, it wasn’t unnoticed by Antonius

who did the same. Vittelius said softly.

“Take  it easy, boys, the Procurator would not be so foolish as to try to fight Caesar and 

the Legions!”

Pilate uttered the bark of a humourless laugh. Pompeia, his wife, rose to stand beside 

him. Tertillius and Lucinda rose to their feet as well. Nothing more was said, they 

turned on their heels and walked from the room. Vittelius had a few more words for 

Marius Tertius and his commanders.

“Be vigilant - watch the Temple - and watch Pilate!”

They saluted and marched out, leaving Vittelius, Marcellus and Antonius. The old man re

laxed a little and poured some more wine.

“Help yourself - it’s from Pilate’s cellars - the man had good taste in some things!”

They obeyed orders. Vittelius sat down again.

“Take the weight off your legs! Two battles, Marcellus, but we can’t rest easy yet. When 

Pilate has a chance to cool down, He’ll see that he has no chance to rebel - if nothing 

else, the man as well as being calculating, is no fool. Caiaphas might be a different 

matter. Tertius would do well to watch the Temple.”

“Caiaphas isn’t well liked, sir.”

Vittelius glanced at Marcellus.

“I hadn’t forgotten - you know the main players - all of them.”



“Yes, sir.”

“What will Caiaphas do?”

“He has a clique among the Pharisees and the Temple priests - but Annas is also a 

member of that clique. Annas was the High Priest prior to Caiaphas - the change came 

fourteen or fifteen years ago, Annas stepped down and Caiaphas took his place - for 

what reason, I don’t know. Annas is also the father-in-law of Caiaphas.”

“Seems Caesar’s kept it in the family - we must hope that their tangle of relationships 

and cliques will prevent an open revolt.”

Antonius posted extra guards from the escort around the Proconsul’s quarters as an add

itional precaution. Marcellus would have liked to have been a fly on the wall in both the q

uarters of the former Procurator and those of Caiaphas.

He looked out over the city into the moonless sky, as always, it was deceptively calm 

and quiet, and beneath the surface the undercurrents surged ready to sweep all of them

away.


