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Lucian Gaius Quintus Publius responded to the summons of Pontius Pilate, Procurator 

of Judaea, with understandable caution. It was politically unwise to consider crossing 

swords with him, and to ignore a suggestion tha it would be important for Lucian to 

present himself at the earliest possible hour at the Antonia to discuss a pressing matter,

 was tantamount to a command. The message had come to his lodgings very late in the

day, and for obvious reasons the ‘earliest possible hour’ was not such that he should con

sider rousing the Procurator from his bed. Accordingly, Lucian arrived at the Antonia at 

an hour at which he assumed that Pilate would have had time to digest his breakfast.

Lucian had no liking for the Antonia, it was like all fortresses, grim and forbidding. It 

was also located on the north-west corner of the temple complex, conveniently situated 

to remind the recalcitrant Jews that their Roman overlord was tolerant, but that he was 

also quite ready to put downany outward expression of resentment of their presence - 

which might be stirred within petulant breasts by the proximity of their most holy shrine. 

Herod Magnus had built it, naming it after his friend, Mark Anthony. It also served as 

Herod Antipas’ residence when he was in Jerusalem. It was a barracks for the Roman 

troops and capable of accommodating at least a Roman Cohort of five to six hundred 

men. It housed portions of the Roman army used to keep and eye on the Jews within 

the Temple court. Herod also required the vestments of the High Priest to be kept 

within, the idea being that he could maintain control over the festivals of worship of the 

Jews.

Lucian avoided entering the temple precincts, taking rather, a road which branched off 

to the north, and which flanked the massive walls which enclosed the temple structure 

proper. He followed this until he took a right turn to approach the outer gates of the 

Antonia. It was a road with plenty of traffic - mostly military - and certainly, not priestly.



Lucian was in no mood for priests, his attitude had hardened since thefiasco with 

Rebecca. He found it hard to accept that he had recently entertained the prospect of 

becoming a Jew and submitting to the priests for their barbaric rite of initiation. He 

reassured himself that it didn’t mean that he had lost interest in winning Rebecca as his 

wife - regardless of her silly religious scruples - on the contrary, his plans were coming 

to a climax, and this summons from Pilate was having the effect of delaying its initiation.

He came armed with Pilate’s summons, which was enough to bring him past the 

vigilant guards at the gate set in the wall of a massive tower commanding the north-

west corner of the fortress. There was a slight delay while he waited for someone to 

take him into the presence of Caesar’s representative. It was a delay which added to his

tension and impatience. Having been frustrated for so long in his search for Rebecca, 

and having now located her, and having devised a plan to extract her from undoubted

captivity, every minute of delay was a torture.

It was with some surprise that he was confronted by Tertillius. His eyes widened as he 

approached him, he was one of Pilate’s senior aides. One could never read anything 

from Tertillius’ expression, which was set in a granite mask of superiority and 

disapproval for anything which walked on two legs - Roman or otherwise. Lucian was 

dismally aware that Tertillius had no reason to appear friendly towards him. There had 

been the episode of an innocent diversion with his flirtatious wife, who seemed to go 

out of her way to disturb her husband’s digestion.

“Greetings, Publius.”

There was no warmth, it was a formality.

“Greetings, Tertillius - I trust I’m not too early.”

“The Procurator suggested the earliest possible hour!”

“So he did, Tertillius - so he did.”

There was no relaxation of the rigid gaze.

“Follow me.”



Lucian complied, he had little option to do otherwise. The transit of the fortress inner 

court was completed in silence. They mounted stone stairs and entered a gallery 

without doors. To one side it was open to the sky. Pontius Pilate stood admiring the 

view.

“Lucian Gaius Quintus Publius, your Excellency.”

Pilate didn’t turn.

“Join me Publius.”

Lucian crossed to the side of the Procurator, who gestured to a noisy crowd in a great 

open space below them.

“I spend many hours watching them, Publius. That is the Outer Court of the Temple - 

they call it the Court of the Gentiles, and in so doing, they express their superiority over 

us all.

Look at them!

They mill around; they trade; they harangue each other, and sometimes come to blows 

- and this in the name of the worship of their One God! But, look further, the inner wall 

over there, flanked by a flight of steps - beyond that is the Temple proper - and behind 

that wall there are further divisions of structure. One area reserved for the women; and 

beyond that a place where only the men may enter; and beyond that again, the area 

they call the Holy of Holies, which is reserved for the High Priest to enter once a year.

In that nest of vipers is where they debate and intrigue and where the machinations of 

the priests and agitators takes place! They are a people without unity - unlike us 

Romans who have one purpose, which is for the advancement and the glory of Rome. 

They pretend a unity and a purpose, all centred on their One God, but they don’t seem 

to be able to agree on any method of worshipping him, and interpret in different ways 

even the religious laws concerning their daily lives - and in the main, as it pleases their 

convenience.”

Lucian murmured.



“Your Excellency has obviously studied their practices closely.”

Pilate turned and stared at him. There was no humour in the look.

“I pride myself on knowing my enemy, Publius - and believe me, they are our enemies, 

even if some pretend to be our friends. They are opportunists, with a friendly expression

when it suits their purpose - and behind it, what does it hide? That is the question we 

must always ask ourselves.”

Pilate moved away from the opening.

“Some wine perhaps, Publius?”

He gestured to a slave before Lucian had the chance to respond. He continued his 

theme.

“A people divided by factions - and yet they claim unity. If they can lay such a claim, it 

can only be their undivided ambition to drive us into the sea!”

Lucian was moved to protest.

“Surely, an impossible ambition, your Excellency.”

Pilate turned his face to him again. Lucian suppressed a shiver. The eyes were almost 

lifeless, like those in a Grecian statue. It was strange that the Greeks had never 

seemed to manage to get the eyes right in what were otherwise perfect representations 

of the human form. Pilate’s eyes reminded him of the cold, blank expression of those 

statues.

“You may think so, Publius - you may think the Legions can never be vanquished - that I

can call them down from Antioch - or even further - and they will easily run their swords 

like a scythe through an undisciplined rabble. Perhaps, Publius - perhaps - but Legions 

have been eliminated before now. 

Do you remember another Publius - Publius Quintillius Varus?”

Lucian looked suitably blank and wondered where the conversation was leading. Pilate 

seemed in an unusually defeatist mood.

“Perhaps your Excellency would remind me.”



Pilate nodded as if it was a foregone conclusion.

“Publius Quintillius Varus - a Roman general - supposedly one of our best. Forty-four 

years ago, he was appointed consul, and afterwards, governor of Syria. Twenty-four 

years ago he was given command of an army to conquer the Teutons and two years 

later, he suffered a massive defeat at the hands of Arminius, the chief of the 

Cheruscan. He lost three legions! I ask you, Publius - how can a man lose three, 

invincible Roman

legions!? Varus committed suicide and Rome lost all of its territory east of the Rhine. It 

is said that the ageing Caesar Augustus could be heard crying on sleepless nights - 

‘Varus, Varus! Give me back my legions!’”

There was a profound silence. Lucian groped for something to say - but what was there 

to say in answer to a conversation which presumably had a point, but which, as yet, 

wasn’t obvious.

“Surely, Excellency, we learn from our mistakes - if we learn from that unfortunate 

lesson, we will never again lose another legion - let alone three.”

Pilate stared at him speculatively.

“I’m glad to see that you take the point, Publius!”

Lucian nodded, and still didn’t know where in Hades the conversation was going. Pilate 

continued.

“These Jews have so many religious factions, perhaps you are aware of Pharisees, 

Sadducees, Essenes - of course, Zealots - with whom your friend Marcellus Flavius 

has had more than one encounter. Apart from these major religious parties, there are a 

myriad of lesser known, but just as virulent splinter groups - and now, it seems, we are 

confronted with another.”

Lucian tensed, Pilate appeared to be coming to the point. Pilate sighed in exaggerated 

exasperation.

“I really had thought that we might be rid of agitators when Herod allowed his 



enthusiasm for his step-daughter to overcome his better judgement. The Baptist was 

undoubtedly more of a thorn in his side - and in the side of the priests - than in ours. I 

was almost indebted to the man for distracting the concentration of the priests, and 

Herod’s party away from their constant complaints and manoeuvring against Caesar.”

Pilate allowed himself a short bark, which Lucian construed as a laugh. He politely 

joined in.

“The Baptist is gone - but now, as you are aware, we are confronted with a greater 

prophet.”

Lucian eyed him incredulously - was Pilate acknowledging the Galilean as being a 

great prophet!? Pilate put his mind at ease by adding silkily.

“From the Jewish viewpoint, of course, Publius.”

Lucian nodded.

“It would seem that he does nothing but preach peace, Excellency.”

Pilate nodded.

“Perhaps! - Did Arminius, I wonder, preach peace before he decimated Varus’ legions?”

“I would have thought there was little comparison between this - Jesus - and Arminius, 

your Excellency.”

“Your friend, Marcellus, seems to think he’s a Zealot in disguise.”

Lucian’s response was short.

“Marcellus wouldn’t know a Zealot if one jumped out and bit him!”

Pilate actually laughed this time.

“Or if one jumped out of the bedcovers and stabbed him!”

They shared more humour and Lucian decided that it had to be the wine. Pilate was 

suddenly serious.

“You will appreciate that we are watching the Galilean closely?”

Lucian nodded.

“We are also anxious not to create any excuse to provoke an uprising.”



Lucian stared at him.

“I understood that he’s withdrawn from Jerusalem.”

“He has - I must say, he has the knack of crossing borders from one jurisdiction to 

another whenever the wind stares to blow hot. We have reports of him in Galilee, then 

in Phoenicia, then in the Decapolis - and even in Philip’s Tetrarchy of Bashan - and then

 of course, Samaria and Judaea - and now Peraea.”

“I hadn’t realised the extent of his movements, your Excellency.”

Pilate’s cold eyes fixed on him.

“I have to realise, and to calculate and to assess the potential for trouble, Publius.”

“Of course, your Excellency.”

Pilate shifted ground.

“How is your friend, Joseph - and his charming sister?”

Lucian’s response was careful.

“I’ve had little communication with Joseph in recent weeks.”

Pilate nodded.

“You are no longer considering partnership?”

“We agreed to delay the possibility.”

Again, he nodded.

“I’m told his sister is still not to be found. It must be of great concern to him.”

“Without a doubt, your Excellency.”

“And to you to, Publius!”

Once again, Lucian was held in a cold stare. Pilate continued.

“I am aware that you have been searching Jerusalem for her.”

Lucian burst out angrily.

“I suppose Marcellus told you?”

“Then you would suppose wrongly! I have other sources of information

and I am well aware that both you and Joseph have been looking for the



wayward Rebecca!”

Lucian made a great effort to calm down, he shook his head.

“She isn’t in Jerusalem - she’s in the camp of the Galilean.”

“So I am also given to understand!”

Lucian waited for more.

“Your friend, Joseph, located her only a few days after the Galilean  came close to the 

city and then changed his mind and went across the Jordan into Peraea. Rebecca was 

identified as being part of that group and has remained with them since that time. Josep

h followed her and located her, but for some reason best known to himself, did nothing 

to persuade her to return with him to Jerusalem. But, of course, you would be well 

aware of these facts?”

Lucian shook his head slowly.

“I was not aware of them, your Excellency.”

“I’m surprised - I would have thought Joseph would have informed you - it would seem 

that you have been searching Jerusalem in vain, while he could have told you otherwise

”

Lucian nodded stiffly.

“So it would seem, your Excellency - but now, I have also learned where she is and I 

have the intention of taking her out of the clutches of those fanatics!”

Pilate murmured.

“Dear me, Publius. You’re surely not suggesting that she’s being held against her will?”

Lucian’s response was savage.

“I have no idea - but I intend to find out!”

Pilate evaluated the militancy.

“You appear very determined to retrieve the sister of a man who is no longer close to 

you. I wonder at your vehemence.”

Lucian was suddenly tired of the verbal sword-play.



“I think you should know, your Excellency, that I have the intention of taking Rebecca 

of Arimathea as my wife! I have been warned and counselled about the potential 

consequences, but I am determined to have my way!”

Pilate nodded again, and Lucian realised that he hadn’t told him anything he didn’t 

already know.

“I’ll not re-state the consequences, Publius - other than to say that you will find 

increasing difficulties despite your position. I assume the girl is willing to accept you as 

a husband.”

Lucian’s answer was heavily sarcastic.

“Your Excellency will undoubtedly know that she has raised objections - and so has her 

brother.”

Pilate didn’t bother to deny it.

“But you still persist, nevertheless.”

Lucian declared defiantly.

“It is my intention to ride to the camp and take her away by force if necessary.”

Pilate eyed him without blinking.

“I think not, Publius!”

Lucian blinked.

“It is my intention!”

“A course of action I am not prepared to permit, Publius!”

Lucian breathed heavily.

“May I ask how you intend to stop me, your Excellency!?”

Pilate laughed softly.

“You really should look around you, Publius! I can snap my fingers and have you 

arrested for potentially disturbing the peace. I can put you on a galley for Rome - or 

some other suitable destination - to prevent you from instigating an uprising - which is 

what I envisage will take place, if you, as a Roman, invade the territory of the Tetrarch 



Herod, with a small army of Roman citizens, there, to force your way into a camp of 

some thousand supporters of your peaceful prophet - and then carry to off one of his foll

owers by force!

Really, Publius, for your own good, I am impelled to stop you. You are a very rash, 

impetuous young man - and out of those qualities, you might cost us another three 

legions!”

Lucian stared at him and his gaze was returned relentlessly.

“I remind your excellency that I am a citizen of Rome - I am not one of these - peregrini -

these non-citizens of a conquered country!”

Pilate smiled tightly.

“If you were one of these - peregrini - we would not be having this conversation, Publius

 As you state, you are a citizen of Rome, and as such you have certain rights. I too, 

have certain rights, I hold the Imperium, I am the supreme, administrative life-or-death 

power in this province. I have the responsibility for administration, jurisdiction, defense, 

and maintenance of law and order - my priority is the maintenance of public order - not 

the execution of justice!

After all, as a Roman citizen, you can always appeal to Caesar - however - you must 

go to Rome to do so! That is your option!”

Lucian’s fury was rising, he felt an almost irresistible impulse to plant his fist between 

those cold, bleak, unshifting eyes. He mastered his rage with difficulty.

“If your Excellency has nothing further to add - “

“Only this, Publius - I will have you watched and I will know your every move. If you are 

tempted to defy me, I will have you occupying a cell in the Antonia until I deport you on 

the next available galley to Rome - where you may appeal to Caesar, if you so wish!”

Lucian turned on his heel and marched out of the room, conscious of the steady, 

emotionless gaze on his back. His fury hadn’t diminished by the time he reached his 

lodgings. Tachius saw the thunderous expression and said nothing, instead he listened 



to an uninterrupted tirade until Lucian ran out of breath. The old man stared at his red-

faced, infuriated pupil and drawled.

“I’ve learned three things from your interesting discourse. First, you have a remarkable 

vocabulary for one so young - and you’re a credit to your teacher - which, as I recall, 

was me!

Second, you have a surprisingly profound knowledge about the personal habits of our 

Procurator and possess previously unknown information about his ancestry, his mother,

 his father, and their lack of discretion.

Third, it Pilate was to try to do half the things you suggest, he would put to shame the 

most accomplished acrobatic contortionist at Caesar’s court!

However, I haven’t yet learned what’s provoked you to such outstanding eloquence!”

Lucian glared at him with undiminished ferocity.

“In a word - Rebecca!”

Tachius nodded slowly.

“We are back to the subject of Rebecca.”

Lucian rose truculently.

“And why not!?”

“Why not indeed! The subject has been - waking and sleeping - Rebecca, for the past 

three weeks - why should it be different today?”

Lucian shook his head vigorously.

“I swear, Tachius, you’ll try my patience too far!”

Tachius asked gently.

“What did Pilate say to you?

Lucian subsided in an unhappy heap.

“He’s forbidden me to go after Rebecca - under threat of arrest and deportation.”

Tachius stared at him.

“Did he state a reason?”



“Some rubbish about being responsible for law and order - he thinks I might provoke a 

riot!”

“You probably would!”

“All I want is Rebecca!”

Tachius was even more gently persuasive.

“Lucian, the girl’s walked away from you - from YOU, not from Joseph! You have your 

answer - you might want her - but she doesn’t want you!”

Lucian looked an abject picture of misery. Tachius changed the subject.

“You seem to have run out of breath - at last - While you were with Pilate, a messenger 

came from Caesarea with a letter - here.”

He thrust a sealed scroll into Lucian’s hand.

Lucian broke the seal and read it. It was brief and to the point:

Lucian, Greetings.

I counsel you to return to Caesarea without delay! The latest ship from Rome brought 

an important person to see you - My advice is, for what it’s worth: Don’t keep him 

waiting. He is Demas of Miletus - the name may mean something to you or Tachius.

With affection,

Claudius.

Lucian handed the scroll to Tachius without comment. He watched the old man’s eyes 

widen slightly.

“Who is this Demas of Miletus - do you know him?”

Tachius looked up from the scroll.

“He’s one of Septimus’ most trusted advisers. He’s a Greek, he’s a lawyer, and he’s as 

sharp as a tack. There has to be a good reason to draw him away from Rome to this 

outlandish province.”

Lucian declared.

“I can’t go! I won’t go!”



Tachius sighed.

“Do I have to remind you that Septimus has put his full trust in you? He’s given you his 

wealth, his estates and his business. I think he would have a poor opinion of you if you 

neglected his interests - even for the sake of Rebecca of Arimathea!

Demas of Miletus has travelled a long way to see you personally, and he’s taken the 

trouble to come to you in Septimus’ name. The least you can do is meet him!”

Lucian responded after a pause.

“You’re right, of course - but I intend to go after Rebecca as soon as I’ve dealt with him.”

Tachius shrugged.

“If you must you must - everything is in the hands of the gods.”

Lucian jeered.

“Since when have you found religion!?”

“Since coming to this godforsaken country!”

With the greatest possible reluctance, Lucian made ready to ride for Caesarea. Of 

necessity, he had to pack his own luggage. Balthus still hadn’t arrived from Tiberius - 

and as far as he could determine, neither had Phillus, who was Marcellus’ slave. He 

had refused to approach Joseph to make enquiries, the breach over Rebecca had 

been too abrupt and too recent. He couldn’t even tell Marcellus he was leaving 

Jerusalem. He doubted if it mattered much, his Centurion friend would probably be glad 

to see the back of him. Lucian still marvelled at how much the man had changed in 

such a short time - he sensed it was something to do with the new prophet, certainly, Ma

rcellus’ reactions were emphatic whenever there was contact with his followers, or 

even a mention of his name.

Accordingly, he and Tachius rode out of Jerusalem’s west gate. Lucian was fully aware,

 if there was to be any trouble on their journey to the coast, it would be when they 

crossed the central range. Even this close to the city it was a haven for bandits and/or 

Zealots - as he had discovered only a few short months earlier. They were alone on the 



road, which was unusual and invited the attentions of any predatory band.

Tachius was pensive, he sensed the tension in his young friend, and he didn’t like the 

look of the country. He eased his sword forward to make it more readily accessible.


