
6.

In Jerusalem, the Twelve continued their activities regardless of the instructions of the H

igh Council forbidding them to do so. They agreed among themselves to meet in 

Solomon’s Porch, where the Twelve would expound the doctrine of the Master. This 

was essentially a meeting for the community, and attracted few outsiders. In general 

terms, they were held in high regard by the people, and there was a steady flow of newc

omers added to their ranks. It was common knowledge that Peter and the others 

possessed incredible powers of healing, and it became the practice for the sick to be 

carried out into the streets on their beds and stretchers, so that even the shadow of 

Peter could fall on one or the other as he passed by, and thereby effect a cure. This 

knowledge spread to the towns around Jerusalem and in response, large crowds flocked

into the city, bringing with them those who were sick or who were harassed by unclean 

spirits - all of whom were healed. 

It was a situation which couldn’t fail to rouse the reaction of the priests. They saw their in

fluence gradually ebbing away. They were unable to equal the miracles performed by 

the Twelve, and lost credibility in the eyes of the people. Their expounding of the law,bas

ed as it was on the traditions handed down to them from one generation to the next, 

could not compete with the simple but effective doctrine expounded by Peter and the 

others. It was small wonder then, that Caiaphas decided to put a stop to the whole 

movement, once and for all.

Late in the afternoon of one day, the Twelve were individually proclaiming the Master’s d

octrine to all who chose to listen. They were strung out along the considerable length of 

Solomon’s Porch. The Controller of the Temple, together with his police, suddenly 

arrested them all. It was done quickly, before there could be any outcry from the crowd. 

The Twelve were hustled away and placed in a cell for the night. When they were 

alone, Thomas broke the silence.



“We might have known it would come to this! They couldn’t be expected to ignore what

we were doing.”

Peter nodded his head.

“You’re right, Thomas - but we’re not finished yet. I suppose tomorrow, we’ll be brought u

p before Caiaphas - and possibly the Council. Brothers, don’t lose courage! The Master 

is with us as he promised. We’ll never be forsaken - and we’ll be given the words to say 

at the right time.

Tonight, we’ll consign ourselves into the hands of the Lord. We’ll pray and we’ll 

surrender to his will - and we can be sure that our brethren in the community will pray 

with us. Could their and our petition be ignored by the Father!?”

They settled down for the night in the dark, damp cell. It was below ground level, and wa

ter trickled through the joints in the stone walls and dripped from the roof. Peter had spok

en confidently, but he couldn’t stop his thoughts from reaching out to Mariamne. She, tog

ether with the others of the community, would be dismayed by what had happened.

There was no possibility of escape from the cell. It was well secured and guarded by a n

umber of men. There were several other gates between them and liberty, so there was n

othing they could do but to accept the situation and await the outcome on the following 

day.

The twelve men dozed fitfully, occasionally, there would be a whispered conversation be

tween one and the other - for the most part there was silence. Well after midnight,  there

 was a change in the situation. It started with a gradual increase in the level of the light 

within the cell. With this change, they were all awake and alert. The light intensified 

and coalesced into the form of a man. He was dressed in the normal garments of the 

day, but there was a lingering radiance around him. Matthew whispered.

“It’s an angel of the Lord!”

The angel touched the door of the cell and it swung open, creaking as loudly as it had 

when they had entered. Peter glanced along the passage to where he knew the guards 



were stationed - there was no reaction to the noise. The angel smiled at him and 

beckoned for them to follow. They walked after him along the passage and came upon 

two of the guards. They were slumped against the wall, apparently asleep. The twelve 

men eased past quietly, following the angel. He treated the intervening doors to liberty 

in the same way as he had treated the cell door - they all swung open effortlessly and clo

sed behind them just as easily. There were other guards, they were all in the same cond

ition as the others - slumped down and sleeping. When they reached the outer gate of 

the Temple and had passed by the sleeping guards, the angel turned to them.

“Tomorrow, go and take your place in the Temple and speak to the people, tell them 

about the new life and all it means.”

He vanished abruptly, and the twelve men looked at each other in wonderment. Peter 

found his voice.

“We’ll go to the storehouse - I doubt if we’ll find much rest, but tomorrow, we go back to S

olomon’s Porch!”

Peter’s prediction of a sleepless night was fulfilled, for such was the joy at the return of 

the Twelve into their midst, that the community wouldn’t let them rest until they had told 

the full story. The brethren had been praying constantly for their deliverance, but even 

so, they were awe-struck that an angel of the Lord had been sent in response to their 

petition.

It was daybreak when Peter led the Twelve back to Solomon’s Porch. They resumed tea

ching the early morning flow of worshipers, expounding the doctrine of Jesus and remind

ing them of his death and resurrection. There was no sign of intervention,  but Peter won

dered how long it would be before it was realised that they had escaped from the 

holding cell beneath the Temple.

Caiaphas rose early that morning, the anticipation of having the twelve ringleaders of 

the spurious doctrine brought before him for judgement, had caused him a sleepless 

night. He performed his morning rituals almost automatically. He was served breakfast, 



which he hurriedly consumed. He tried to restrain his eagerness - there was no hurry, 

the miscreants were secure beneath the Temple. He had time to debate what form of 

punishment to bestow, before the first of his colleagues arrived. As always, it was 

Annas his father-in-law. He wasn’t a man who slept a great deal - no doubt due to his 

advancing years. He had previously been the High Priest, and Caiaphas had endured 

twelve years of office, knowing that his every move was scrutinised - even if it wasn’t 

openly criticised. On the other side of the coin, Annas had always been a useful ally, 

together with Jonathon and others of the High Priestly family.

Together, on this morning, they summoned a full session of the Sanhedrin. They 

wanted as many of the members to be present as was practicable on short notice. 

Some were absent from Jerusalem, and that couldn’t be helped - others would refuse to

attend, such as Nicodemus, which was regrettable, but which could be excused as the 

frailty of advancing years. Caiaphas hadn’t forgotten his interview with the aged doctor 

of the law, after the episode with the Galilean.

In response to Caiaphas stating his shock that Nicodemus could be involved with the  fa

lse prophet, to the extent that he was prepared to assist in his burial. The old man had 

simply stated that he chose not to answer to a corrupt council, led by a corrupt High 

Priest! The memory of the affront brought twin points of colour to Caiaphas’ cheeks. 

Nicodemus had further stated that he was no longer to be considered a member of the 

Sanhedrin - in this he had followed the other rebel - Joseph of Arimathea - there was 

no doubt that they had been in collusion.

Caiaphas brought his mind back to the present. Sufficient of the Sanhedrin were 

already gathered, and by the time the prisoners were brought into the chamber, the 

rest would be in attendance. He ordered the Controller of the Temple to bring them up. D

uring the ensuing wait, the rest of the Council gathered as predicted. Caiaphas fidgeted, 

the Controller was taking an inordinate amount of time! When the man appeared, one 

look at his face was sufficient to tell him that something was seriously wrong. Caiaphas 



asked sharply.

“Where are the prisoners!?”

The Controller answered defensively.

“They’re not in the cell where they were placed. I’ve ordered a search of the holding area

”

Caiaphas rose in gathering fury.

“Not in the cell where they were placed!? You placed them there yourself. I presume 

you made sure it was secure - how can they not be there?”

The Controller made a valiant effort to defend the indefensible.

“Lord Caiaphas, I can swear that they were locked in the holding cell, I inspected the 

locks myself, I placed adequate guards. All I can say is that the cell is empty, the gates 

were locked, the guards were in their places. I can’t account for the prisoners not being 

there!”

Caiaphas answered ominously.

“But - you WILL account for their absence, Controller - search the Temple, and if necess

ary, search the city!”

The Controller was about to comply when a junior priest came running into the chamber.

 Caiaphas eyes narrowed at the obvious lack of decorum. The man babbled.

“The prisoners, Lord Caiaphas - they’re in their usual places, preaching to the people!”

Caiaphas gestured to the Controller.

“Bring them here - but tread carefully - we want no uprising!”

The Controller took his men, leaving a silent assembly trying to resolve the quandary of h

ow men imprisoned in a cell, could now be free and continuing with their sacrilegious act

ivities.

The Controller led a small party of guards and split them up to secure the twelve men. Th

ey eased through the crowd cautiously, as yet, there was no sign of trouble, and the Con

troller had to acknowledge how outnumbered he was if there was to be any unrest He 



led the small group of men to the ringleader, the one they called Peter. Peter paused in 

what he was saying. He addressed the crowd.

“Allow us to go with these men - we do so willingly. Disperse and go on your way - it is th

e way the Lord Jesus, the Messiah, would wish it.”

Despite the words, there was still and angry murmur from the crowd, the Controller cons

idered the possibility of being stoned, but he was able to bring the twelve men within the

 shelter of the building without incident.

The Twelve were led before the impressive array of the Sanhedrin. Once again,  Caiaph

as had stage-managed the occasion to create a sense of invincibility. These were the 

highest in the land, and were not to be lightly disobeyed. Caiaphas wasted no time.

“We expressly ordered you to refrain from teaching in the name of the Galilean prophet.

You have refused to do so, and with what consequences? You’ve filled Jerusalem with 

your teaching - and what is more, you’re accusing us of being responsible for the false 

prophet’s death!”

Peter responded quietly, acting as spokesman for them all.

“We told you before - we must obey God rather than men. The God of our fathers raised

up Jesus - whom you had done to death by giving him to the Gentiles to nail to a tree! It 

is he whom God has exalted with his own right hand, for he is leader and saviour, to gran

t Israel repentance and forgiveness of sins. We are witnesses to all that has happened, 

and so is the Holy Spirit - given by God - to those who are obedient to him.”

There was an outraged surge of anger from the assembled Council, and a moment of co

nflicting shouts and condemnation before Caiaphas could impose order.

“Do you hear what my brothers have to say? They suggest that you should be put to dea

th!”

It was at this point that the aged Gameliel rose to his feet,  his intervention was enough 

to secure silence. He was a Pharisee and a learned doctor of the law, and was held in 

high regard and affection by the Council and by the people. He suggested to Caiaphas. 



“Put them outside for a while, my Lord, while we discuss this matter between  ourselves.

”

Caiaphas nodded and the Controller led the Twelve away, the heavy doors of the 

chamber closing to cut off anything that was being said. Gameliel waited and then 

turned to the assembly.

“Men of Israel, we must tread very carefully in this matter. We know that the whole popul

ation of the city is in an uproar, and it wouldn’t take much to trigger intervention from our

overlords.

Some time ago, Theudas came forward, claiming to be a somebody, and a number of 

men, about four hundred, joined him - but he was killed and his whole following was  bro

ken up and disappeared.

After him came Judah the Galilean at the time of the census; he induced some people 

to revolt under his leadership, but he too perished and his whole following was 

scattered.

Now, I counsel you, let us keep clear of these men! I tell you; leave them alone! For if 

this idea of theirs, or its execution, is of human origin, it will collapse!

But - if it is from God, you’ll never be able to put it down - and you risk finding yourself at 

war with God!”

He sat down and there was a profound silence. Caiaphas could see them wavering. He g

lared in the direction of the old man, but Gamaliel had his eyes closed and appeared to 

be sleeping. There was a fierce debate among the rest, but in the end,  they leaned 

towards Gameliel’s advice.

Caiaphas sent orders for the Twelve to be flogged and then brought to the Council again

They came before him quietly and waited.

“You have been expressly ordered to desist from your teaching and associated actions. Y

ou have disobeyed - and for this, you have been flogged! Again, I order you to stop your



 activities - I can assure you, if you disobey again, the punishment will be much 

greater!”

Caiaphas waved his hand at the Controller and they were led away. Caiaphas remained

deep in thought as the Council seated around him, whispered among themselves. 

Peter and the others were sore from the flogging, but they made their way to the storeho

use, where their wounds were attended. There were many cries of outrage at the treatm

ent they had received. Peter held up his hand.

“Don’t condemn them - they don’t know what they’re doing - we can rejoice that our 

Lord has seen fit to allow us to share in his sufferings for the sake of his holy name - 

and we’ll not be stopped in what we do!”

Every day thereafter, they continued steadily to teach in the temple and in private 

houses, telling the wonderful news of Jesus the Messiah.

.....

Tachius rose on the day after his carousal with Bezar, with a sore head and a foul-

tasting mouth. He had only the vaguest memory of the stranger who had plied him with 

drink so generously on the previous evening. It wasn’t out of a sense of gratitude that 

he tried to find him in the cold light of day - but he wasn’t to be located in or around 

Joppa. Tachius asked questions and got a few answers. Bezar the Babylonian had 

camped overnight, but he had left at dawn, bound for Caesarea - his name, his trade 

and his destination, were at least verified.

Tachius was pensive as he continued his journey. His tongue had been over-active on 

the previous evening, but he didn’t think he had said anything to jeopardise Lucian. He 

reached Arimathea just before midday. It wasn’t far from Joppa as the crow flies, but the

road wound through the low hills which rose to the hump of highlands beyond which 

was Jerusalem. His mouth twisted in distaste at the thought of the city - it was a place 

to be avoided!



Arimathea hadn’t suffered the loss of national character which had eroded other cities in

Palestine. Caesarea was blatantly Greek in nature, constructed deliberately to be so, to 

be a compliment to the distant emperor in Rome. Even Jerusalem, with its rebuilt 

Temple - again, by the same architect who had constructed Caesarea - Herod Magnus 

- had a jarring disparity between the old and the new. Greek and Roman culture had 

been thrust into the old order, like the point of a spear, to emphasise the fact that 

Judaea and its surrounding territories were now required to acknowledge the Roman 

overlord.

Arimathea was different. Tachius paused on a low hill and looked down at it. it was a 

quiet place, quite small considering it was the home base of a Prince. Perhaps its 

smallness and its quietness was a clear indication of the nature of the current Prince. 

He was certainly not small, but he had a quiet authority which stood out against the 

blaring trumpet kind of nature shown by most of the Roman bureaucrats of the time. 

Joseph had an aristocratic authority, and it was reflected in this quiet, cultured town. 

Tachius kneed his horse into action and descended the slope of the hill towards the 

sprawling palace which was his destination.

The house-steward received him doubtfully. He knew him, of course, Tachius had been w

ith Lucian when he had come to talk to Nathan the priest. Tachius came abruptly to the p

oint.

“I come with the permission of the Lady Rebecca, to find Saul and Eli.”

The man’s face cleared when he realised that he wasn’t faced with a Roman invasion.

“They’re in the big yard behind the building.”

Tachius nodded and wheeled his horse in the indicated direction. He found Saul 

bawling out his lungs at the most hopeless bunch of two left-leggers he had ever seen. 

He reined in his horse and watched the proceedings with a critical eye. Saul was trying 

to get them to march in step - he stopped abruptly when he realised he had an 

audience. He glared at Tachius in frustration, daring a smart comment.



“Greetings, Saul - I come from the Lady Rebecca.”

There was a change of expression - the anger gave way to concern.

“Is she in trouble?”

“Trouble? No! Why should she be? Even if she was, she wouldn’t send me! I wanted to

know where you and Eli were, she sent me here - end of story.”

Saul relaxed and nodded.

“So - you wanted to find us - now you have.”

Tachius dismounted.

“I was sick of sitting on my tail at the villa doing nothing and getting soft. I thought we mig

ht ride out into the hills and live rough for a while - but she told me you were trying to inc

rease your security men. It sounded interesting! By all the gods in creation - you have 

picked yourself a sorry bunch here!”

Eli joined them, there was a repeat of explanations. It came back to the same point - the 

rabble waiting patiently in the sun. Saul nodded in dismal agreement.

“They don’t know their left foot from their right.”

Tachius eyed them speculatively.

“Depends what you want to do with them - if you want them to march in parades - you’ha

ve got a job on your hands. If you want them to defend Joseph and Rebecca, it doesn’t 

much matter if they put their left foot first or last! The question is - can they fight!?”

Eli said gloomily.

“Give them a sword and they’d more than likely cut off their own ears!”

Tachius nodded.

“Don’t give them swords - give them staves - then turn them loose on each other!”

Saul considered it, he looked doubtful. Tachius added suddenly.

“I’ll take you on! Might wake them up - and I feel like a work-out!”

Saul eyed him steadily. Tachius was twenty years his senior -  and his breath still stank 

of last night’s wine. He nodded.



“I’m game!”

Two sturdy poles were produced from somewhere, and they stripped to the waist.  Tach

ius and Saul circled each other warily in the circle formed by the now interested recruits.

Tachius made a lunge, which Saul evaded by back-tracking quickly, he feinted in one 

direction and then tried to swing the stave against Tachius’ ribs. The Roman parried in 

defence and there was a sharp crack as the two staves met across their centres. They 

were evenly matched and Tachius soon realised that his opponent was equally skilled. H

e also knew that he would tire first, he was older and less fit because of all the lazing aro

und. The bout continued and both men became a lather of sweat in the heat of the  noon

 The recruits were yelling themselves hoarse - this was something they’d never 

expected to see - Joseph’s redoubtable security commander in combat with an 

unknown Roman.

Tachius knew his strength was ebbing. The staves was clattering against each other, 

and neither was ready to yield ground. Quite suddenly, he dropped his stave, threw 

him self at Saul’s feet, clasped his ankles and yanked him off balance. Saul up-ended 

on his backside in the dust. Tachius sprang upright and roared at the recruits.

“Lesson one - always expect the unexpected!”

Saul, from his sitting position, swung the stave and caught Tachius behind the knees. 

The Roman sprawled down beside him. Saul yelled above the uproar.

“Like he said - always expect the unexpected - your enemy isn’t finished until he’s 

dead!”

Tachius spat the dust from his mouth and eased up beside his opponent. He turned and

grinned at him, Saul responded warily.

“That was a good scrap - we’ll do it again sometime.”

Saul nodded.

“Anytime.”

Later, they stood together to one side of the ground and watched the recruits trying to 



break each other’s ribs. Tachius pointed.

“That one’s got the makings - and him - some of the others might come to it - give them

time.”

Eli joined them.

“Word’s got around - others want to join the action.”

Saul nodded, after a moment he turned to Tachius.

“While you’re here - why not help us with the training?”

Tachius drew breath, he nodded.

“I’d enjoy that!”

Eli said quietly.

“The spies were watching us again.”

Tachius turned, his eyebrows almost meeting.

“Spies?”

“Some of Herod’s Guard by the look of them - and a couple of priests - and - a patrol 

from the Garrison. They’ve been watching us since we started recruiting.”

.....

On the following day, Marcellus rode into Caesarea. The orders from Pilate had been co

ldly military. Marius Tertius had summoned the Centurion to his office and delivered 

them.

“You are ordered to report - with your Century - to the Procurator in Caesarea immediate

ly!”

He thrust the scroll into Marcellus’ hands. It bore the Procurator’s signature. Tertius cont

inued.

“You are relieved of your duties here in Jerusalem - I’ll be sorry to see you go.”

It was totally insincere of course, the Commander of the Antonia Cohort would be glad 

to see the back of the moody, unpredictable Centurion to whom Pilate seemed to give 



very close attention. Marcellus had stiffly responded, and there the relationship ended. M

arius Tertius had never been a friend - Marcellus had no friends in Jerusalem - or for 

that matter in Caesarea - save perhaps, Lucian.

He made the way to Pilate’s base at the head of his Century. He pushed the pace and a

rrived late in the day, having started at the crack of dawn. He had ensured that they 

were smartly turned out when they left the Antonia. Armour and harnesses oiled and 

metals shining. Tertius could find no fault in their gleaming splendour, other that to 

think to himself that this wasn’t Rome - just a squalid backwater which Rome, in its 

magnificent mystery, thought to be of strategic importance. Something had to account 

for the determination with which they hung on to it!

By the time the Century reached Caesarea, they were considerably more tarnished and

dusty. Marcellus was without mercy, ordering a complete overhaul of all equipment and

insisting on a brilliant shine on all items that could take it - it earned him no applause 

from the tired and thirsty men, whose only thoughts were for well-known taverns and 

the services of the street women.

Marcellus presented himself to Pilate, bathed, oiled and resplendent in fresh gear. Pilate

 was at dinner, he wasn’t happy to be disturbed and there was no offer of a place at his 

table. He leaned back in his chair and surveyed the meticulously turn-out of his officer.

“Centurion Flavian - you’ve made exceptionally good time - I do hope my orders didn’t

imply the prospect of an immediate rebellion or a threat to public safety!”

“No, your Excellency.”

Pilate eyed him with his cold, unblinking eyes.

“I’ve been receiving intriguing reports concerning a mutual acquaintance - in fact, 

several mutual acquaintances. You will make it your first task to investigate the matter.”

“Yes, your Excellency.”

Pilate paused and signalled the servant to pour him more wine - nothing was offered to 

the Centurion.



“If the reports are not exaggerations, it would seem that Joseph of Arimathea is raising 

a small army - for what purpose you will determine! A further intriguing report indicates 

that his men are being helped by a Roman - which is a matter of immediate interest to 

me! The Roman citizen concerned is none other than Tachius, the companion of your 

old friend Lucian Gaius Quintus Publius.

“I must say, he uses extraordinary methods to demonstrate his affection for Joseph’s 

sister - if in fact, he has supplied Tachius to raise an army!”

“Yes, your Excellency.”

Pilate continued his cold, penetrating stare.

“Tertius reports to me that the followers of the dead Galilean are multiplying - I presume

that you still insist he is dead, Centurion!?”

“As reported, your Excellency - the man was dead!”

Pilate nodded absently.

“His supporters insist that he’s alive - wishful thinking, do you believe, or do they know

something that neither of us know about?”

“There’s been no reports of the man actually being sighted, your Excellency.”

“But then, that could hardly be - for you insist that he’s dead - and we both know that 

dead men don’t walk the streets!”

There was another prolonged pause.

“Joseph and Rebecca are deeply implicated with this movement, are they not?  I 

wonder if the raising of - and I quote - ‘ a small army’ is connected with the Galilean 

and his followers? After all, he claimed to be a king - even to my face - the King of the 

Jews - whom you crucified and certified to be dead! Is Joseph, I wonder, privy to where 

he might be hiding - after all, he buried the man in his own tomb - possibly, he wasn’t 

so dead as you thought, Flavian - Ah! I know you insist that he was dead - but let us 

suppose that they found him to be barely alive and after dark secreted him away from 

the tomb and even - let us suppose - they replaced his body with another - or even a 



bag of rags - which fooled the guards we gave to Caiaphas? I presume that they didn’t 

minutely examine the body - he was wrapped in the Jewish fashion, was he not?”

Marcellus stood rigidly to attention. Pilate watched him closely, before going on.

“You should find your new duties more appealing, now that you know of a possible conn

ection to the dead man who now lives! I know how intensely interested you are in anythin

g pertaining to Jesus of Nazareth!”

Pilate dismissed him, and Marcellus saluted stiffly before marching away. The 

Procurator followed his departure with his eyes and smiled a little. The net was closing 

around the Flavian connection!

Marcellus returned to his quarters and hurled aside his cloak and sword, which a silent

Phillus scurried to pick up. Marcellus threw himself on a chair and glared in black fury 

at the facing wall. Pilate persisted in the fantasy that the Galilean still lived! The man 

was dead! He, Marcellus Flavian had nailed him to a cross and watched him die! He 

had ordered the lance thrust below the rib cage and up into the heart - water and blood 

had poured out when it was removed - the man was dead! He was dead! Why did 

Pilate persist in the supposition that he was still alive, and in weaving all sorts of 

fantasies connecting him to isolated facts?

The man was dreaming intrigues which didn’t exist! As to why Joseph was raising additio

nal men was a mystery, but the reason wasn’t to support a dead man’s claim to a

hypothetical throne - which Caesar now controlled, and which not even Herod Antipas 

had been able to secure for himself. Marcellus growled at the attentive Phillus.

“Bring me wine! Plenty of wine!”

“Yes, master - I’ve prepared a supper!”

“I didn’t ask for supper! Bring we wine!”

“Yes, master.”

The Greek youth scurried away and Marcellus felt a twinge of conscience. it was an unu

sual feeling with regard to a slave - but then, Phillus had proved himself more than loyal 



in the time he had been with Marcellus.

The Centurion returned to the complexities of his new task. Tachius’ involvement was a m

ystery. It gave less credence to Pilate’s suggestion that Joseph was trying to raise an 

army to put a new king on Judaea’s throne. No Roman would be fool enough to give 

assistance to Rome’s enemies - for that would surely be the category Joseph would 

fall into if he tried that course of action!

It was, perhaps, the best place to start. Lucian might provide some of the answers. 

There was another factor - Tachius might be tempted to offer his services to the highest

bidder for the purposes of raising an army, but Lucian had infinitely more to lose by 

being implicated in such a venture. He was now an influential man, he commanded 

vast resources - wealth and a business empire. He would be a fool indeed, if he threw 

that all away on a risky enterprise - all for the love of a woman.

Marcellus glared moodily at his wine-glass. The reception received from Joseph’s sister,

 soon after the execution of the Galilean, still rankled. She had practically thrown him ou

t of the forecourt of their house in Jerusalem. He still recalled her contemptuous words c

oncerning the dead man - He had risen from the dead, and even the power of Rome 

and Caesar couldn’t touch him anymore! They had done the worst they could, but he 

had been victorious! Marcellus hadn’t understood her then, and still didn’t understand, 

but Pilate’s scenario of a not quite dead prophet, who somehow had fooled him in 

death, and the stealing away of the body and a substitution, was not credible, but it 

was so close to reality that it created a surge of discomfort.

What if he had been wrong - what if the man had been still alive despite the evidence 

to the contrary!?

The man was dead! The lance thrust into his heart would have killed him, even if he had

survived the crucifixion!

The man was dead! Marcellus was sure - there was no way he could be alive!

He drank himself into a stupor, loudly ordering more wine from the attentive Phillus, until 



he passed out. When he had finally slumped to the floor. Phillus picked him up and 

carried him to the bed, where he undressed him and covered him with a sheet. The 

slave then settled down at the door of the room, it was his usual place - to serve his 

master during the night, if by chance he should call out.

Phillus was reasonably content - sometimes, when Marcellus was in a particular rage, 

he would be beaten for a triviality - but on the whole, his life wasn’t so bad - it was 

better than service on the galleys, chained to the oars until death - and infinitely better 

than being beaten close to death by a brutal master - or even satisfying the desires of 

those who had those leanings.

He was concerned about Marcellus, the drunken bouts were becoming more frequent. 

The black moods descended upon him like a cloud and he would stare at the wall, as 

he had done that evening, until he drank himself into a stupor. He had no friends, he 

seemed to create a wall around him which no overtures of comradeship could 

penetrate. There were no lovers, women or men. Marcellus was a man apart, 

imprisoned in some black torture hole out of which he couldn’t escape.

Phillus drifted into sleep, his body exhausted from the long hours when he had run along

side his master’s horse - and the hours of servitude before and since. Tomorrow, there w

ould be another early start, and the prospect of dealing with a master who had drunk him

self into a stupor on the previous evening, and his condition in the cold light of the 

dawn.


