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Once again, as he rode back to the barracks, Marcellus conducted an analysis of his 

conversation at the house of Joseph of Arimathea. It was a habit which had formed over

the recent weeks in Jerusalem, going back over a conversation to see if he had been 

indiscreet, or if there was something for which he could be accused at a later date. He 

had been unwise to criticise Pilate - even to Lucian. It was unwise to have friends - 

even those you thought you could trust - eventually, they would stab you in the back! He

was so preoccupied with his thoughts that he was less than his usual vigilant self. He 

was riding alone - again, an unwise manoeuvre in a city as volatile as Jerusalem. Quite 

suddenly, he found himself in a press of the crowd, there was so sign of weapons, but 

they impeded the passage of his horse. It would take little to pull him down, they 

wouldn’t need weapons, unless it was a concealed knife! He stared into their faces, 

which were curiously blank of expression, as if the anger was being concentrated elsewh

ere. This was a business-like look, the decision had been made - for what, he didn’t 

know, but he surmised it was to kill him. He felt remote, almost unconcerned, perhaps 

it would be a welcome way out of a life which no longer held any attraction.

For long moments, the crowd and he stared at each other, and then, just as he sensed 

they were about to move, there was an interruption, a clatter of shod hooves and the 

sharp commands of a patrol. As quickly as they had formed, the crowd melted away, 

and Marcellus found himself staring into the amused eyes of someone he thought he 

knew, but whom he couldn’t place. His fellow officer, at the head of a patrol squad, eyed

him quietly, then:

“Not very wise, Centurion, to ride alone in this city!”

Marcellus inclined his head in agreement.



“I was preoccupied - I think I know you.”

“Aquila Priscus - We met briefly in Tiberius, soon after I was mauled by a bunch of 

Zealots on the way from Caesarea.”

“The convoy you brought to Grattus!?”

Priscus nodded.

“Zealots are everywhere, Centurion - especially in Jerusalem. We are about to 

complete our patrol, I advise you to ride with us.”

Marcellus nodded and eased his horse to the side of his fellow officer. Priscus was 

inclined to chatter.

“Strange and conflicting rumours are sweeping the city - depending on whom you listen 

to - One side has it that the body of the Galilean prophet, who was crucified a few days 

ago, has been stolen from his tomb by his followers, and that they’re claiming that he’s 

risen from the dead! The other side says that he HAS risen from the dead and been 

seen by some of them. I can tell you, our illustrious Procurator is far from impressed!”

Marcellus managed a non-committal answer. They entered through the gate of the 

Antonia and dismounted. An orderly was waiting with a message for him - he wasn’t 

surprised.

Pilate certainly was far from impressed. He was surrounded by aides and shadowed by 

Tertillius, when Marcellus reported as instructed. Pilate broke off in midstream 

whatever it was that he had been saying, and stared bleakly at the Centurion standing 

to attention before him.

“You have had little success, I hear, pursuing the bandits who are harassing the Joppa 

road!”

“They eluded our patrol patterns, your Excellency.”

Pilate snorted in derision.

“Then, I suggest you change your patrol patterns, Centurion! I have no doubt your old 

friend Barabbas is well acquainted with them by this time - as would be every other 



bandit with a modicum of intelligence, this side of Damascus!”

“I will review them immediately, your Excellency.”

Pilate maintained his stark glare.

“Do so! In the meantime, explain to me how a man whom you report to

have crucified, is walking the streets of Jerusalem!”

He gestured to his desk, upon which Marcellus’ report of the execution held pride of 

place. The Centurion flickered a glance at it, and then continued to stare straight ahead.

“The man was dead, we gave him a lance thrust into the side under the heart - there is 

no possibility that he can be alive, the discharge from the wound was of separated 

blood, which occurs only after death, your Excellency.”

Pilate maintained his stare.

“Then, you will explain this apparition who walks the streets.”

“Perhaps, someone who looks like him - who is pretending to be him - someone trying 

to deceive the people that he has risen from the dead - which I believe, he promised to 

do!”

Pilate walked around him.

“Caiaphas, the High Priest, is circulating a story to that effect. He claims that the 

followers of this man have stolen the corpse from the tomb, and are now claiming that 

the man has come to life! Do you subscribe to this theory, Centurion?”

“It would appear to be a reasonable suggestion, your Excellency.”

Pilate narrowed his eyes.

“You are perhaps not aware that I gave our importuning High Priest two of our troopers 

to guard the grave site. They would have certainly repelled any attempt by the followers 

to steal the body. I have received no report of such an incident.”

He paused before wandering to the opening overlooking the Court of the Gentiles. He 

looked back at Marcellus.

“You will interrogate the two guards - I want a full report of all activities around the grave



site. A further small task - you will locate all the remaining followers of this man and 

watch their every move. I want to know everything they do, where they go, whom they 

contact. You may use your personal Decade to do so. I want a day and night watch - 

Once again, Barabbas has to wait!”

Marcellus saluted.

“Excellency!”

Pilate turned again.

“One other thing - you have to watch only eleven key followers - the twelfth - the one 

who sold him to the priests - hanged himself! Belated remorse, perhaps!”

It took very little time for Marcellus to find out the names and locality of the two guards 

who had been allocated to Caiaphas. Once again, he had to wonder at the devious 

mind of the Procurator, whose antipathy towards the High Priest was well know, that he 

should provide two Roman soldiers to guard the grave and place them under the 

orders of someone who had nothing but contempt for the Roman overlords. The officer 

who located the names was barely civil, but the knowledge that Pilate was interested 

made him attentive.

“They won’t be hard to find, Centurion - try the cells! They got drunk and started a fight 

when they were gaming. We put them in there until we decide how many strokes they’ll 

get!”

Marcellus confronted two sorry specimens of the great Roman fighting force, who sat 

staring at each other across the width of a cell. He gestured to the jailer to open the 

gate to let him in. They glowered at him, apparently reluctant to get to their feet. 

Marcellus took one by the scruff of the neck and flung him against the wall. The surprise

move jolted the other one into activity and he got to his feet before he had the same 

treatment. Marcellus stood between them with feet astride, and glared at first one, and 

then the other.

“The Procurator is very interested in you - he wants to know how you came to be so rich



that you could drink yourself stupid - and then have enough over to put up the stakes 

large enough to start a brawl!”

He stepped back against the wall and watched them, there was an exchange of shifty 

glances, but the silence wasn’t broken. He continued.

“Who did you rob? Whose house did you break into and pillage? You can be sure the 

complaint will come soon enough - unless you left the house owner dead - in which 

case, we can add murder to your crimes - and murder means crucifixion! Convenient! 

We have an empty tomb - and there’s plenty of room for you both! I think I know enough

to report to Pilate - you’ll be executed in the morning - I’ll do it myself!”

He turned to the gate.

“Jailer - let me out!”

“Wait!”

He turned again, one of the two was sagging against the wall.

Marcellus eyed him imperiously.

“Wait - please, Centurion - wait!”

The man was sweating. Marcellus eyed him, he was no youngster - in fact, he had 

ridden with him on a number of occasions.

“You’re said to be a fair man, Centurion.”

“I’m flattered.”

“You’ll hear us out!”

He turned to his companion for confirmation, he remained mute. He returned his gaze 

to Marcellus.

“We robbed nobody - we were given the money.”

Marcellus sneered.

“A likely story - what happened, did some dear old lady think you were sweet boys, and 

decided to reward you?”

The man shook his head. Marcellus demanded.



“What then - and I advise you to tell the truth - otherwise, I WILL execute you 

tomorrow!”

The man babbled.

“It was the one they call Caiaphas - the Procurator placed us under his command to 

guard the grave of the Galilean. Afterwards, he gave us the money as a reward.”

Marcellus echoed with deceptive softness.

“He gave you the money as a reward - because you guarded an empty grave?” 

The man plunged on.

“It wasn’t empty, Centurion, the Galilean was there when we took up duty!”

Marcellus nodded.

“Interesting - the body was there when you took up duty, but the body wasn’t there 

when you were relieved.”

“We weren’t relieved, Centurion.”

The other one chimed in for the first time. Marcellus eyed him quietly, he was a little 

younger, and perhaps, the prospect of living a long and fruitful life was making him a 

little rash.

“You left your post without being relieved?”

There was an exchange of glances between them.

“Yes, Centurion.”

Marcellus leaned against the bars of the gate.

“That’s enough to have you executed, no matter what else you’ve done! I’ve heard 

enough!”

He turned to the gate again.

“Please, Centurion - hear us out!”

It was the first one again.

“There was an earthquake - and - and a shining god came down from the sky!

Marcellus turned very slowly and stared incredulously. He forced a laugh.



“Which one - Mars perhaps - or even Mercury - or perhaps it was Jove - no, on second 

thoughts, he couldn’t have been Jove, he lives in the divine Caesar! I know, it was 

Bacchus - you would have to have been drunk! Drunk on duty, enough to leave your 

post - it still means death, my friends!”

“I swear, we weren’t drunk, Centurion. There was an earthquake, a shining god came 

from the sky, and rolled back the stone!”

“He rolled back the stone? What then?”

The other one exclaimed eagerly.

“We ran back to the city to tell Caiaphas, and he gave us money to say that the 

Galilean’s body had been taken by his followers!”

Marcellus eyed him with pity.

“It didn’t cross your mind to try to prevent this - god - from rolling the stone away? You’a

re Roman soldiers, do you usually allow an enemy to do what he wants with what 

you’re supposed to be guarding?”

“He was a god sir, who can fight the gods?”

Marcellus eyed him quietly.

“A pious thought, trooper. Now, I’ll tell you what really happened. The Galilean’s 

followers came to you and bribed you to look the other way, so that they could steal the 

body - and tell this cock and bull story to Caiaphas. That’s the truth, my friends - admit 

it! Your fairy-tale won’t stand up before Pilate, anymore than it stands up in front of me!”

They both shook their heads vigorously.

“By our life, Centurion - we’ve told you the truth. A god came and opened the tomb.”

“It might be your life, trooper! You say a god came, describe him.”

There was an eager babble of description, which clearly hadn’t been rehearsed. The 

god had been a shining being who had come from the sky at the same time as the earth

tremor. He had applied his strength to the huge stone guarding the grave, and had 

rolled it aside easily. There was one other thing - provided by the younger of the two.



“Caiaphas promised us he would put it right with the Procurator, if the story came out.”

“I wouldn’t count on it my friends - Caiaphas rarely keeps his word!”

This time, he did call the jailer to let him out. On the way to the daylight, he debated 

what he could tell Pilate. By the time he once again approached the long room where 

the Procurator held court, he still hadn’t made up his mind. This time, he was alone 

excepting for Tertillius. Marcellus came to attention and saluted. Pilate nodded curtly.

“Report, Centurion.”

Marcellus told the straight story, staring at the wall above the Procurator’s head. There 

was a profound silence when he finished - then 

Pilate laughed softly.

“.... And you, Marcellus, have accepted this story?”

Marcellus shifted his eyes and stared back into the lifeless one’s facing him.

“I neither accept - nor do I reject, Excellency. Of course, torture may extract a better 

story.”

Pilate eyed him shrewdly.

“But not a more accurate one, I would suggest - torture tends to make men say what 

you want them to say.”

He turned to Tertillius.

“What is your opinion?”

The stiff-faced aide responded abruptly.

“They deserve death for telling a pack of lies, Excellency - they’ve earned it by 

abandoning their post!”

Pilate smiled tightly.

“As always, very correct, Tertillius.”

He turned back to Marcellus.

“Until we find the body - or the supposedly executed man walking the streets - there 

will remain a question mark? We will not move hastily - you, Marcellus, have 



something to prove - otherwise, there may be charges for you to answer! Produce for 

me the body of the man you claimed to have crucified - or produce for me the man 

himself. If he’s been seen by some, there must be some trickery being plotted by his 

followers. You’ve always declared that Jesus of Nazareth was a front for the Zealots - 

now might be a good time to prove it! You are relieved of all other duties - I told you 

earlier that you are to observe the followers - especially the eleven who were his right-

hand men - you will follow wherever they go and report on what they do. You are to 

locate the body - or the grave of the Galilean - or you are to bring him to me alive - with a

n adequate explanation of how he could have persuaded you that he was dead!”  


