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These are the words of Nebet the story-teller, which he told to us after supper in the 

house of Joseph of Arimathea, two days before the news came from Rome that the old 

Caesar was dead and that Gaius Caesar had taken his place.

I, Jonah bar Shimeon, have recorded them faithfully. Nebet the story-teller had found 

Simon, called Peter, near a village in Galilee where he had camped in the evening. 

Around him had gathered those who had learned to believe in the Master - Jesus of 

Nazareth, and who had acknowledged him by accepting the baptism of water, and who 

had come under the baptism of fire and the spirit, which Simon Peter had conveyed to 

them by the placing of his hands upon their heads.

Simon had preached all day, but he was still not silent and continued to declare the 

testimony of Jesus until late in the evening. None went to their beds, so powerful and  

persuasive were his words. On that evening, there was no work for Nebet to perform, no

story of the Master he could tell, for the one who had been especially commissioned by 

Jesus to care for his fellow brothers of the Twelve - after he himself had been 

strengthened - eclipsed even the skills of Nebet.

It was already well into the evening when there was another arrival at the camp circle. A

tall, lean young man, clad in the simple cloth of Galilee, who emerged from the 

darkness with several others and made his way to the fire. Simon Peter broke off his 

discourse and jumped to his feet. There was no doubt of the joy he felt when he 

embraced the newcomer. He turned to the attentive crowd, leading the young man 

closer to the fire so that he could be seen.

"Men and brethren - this is Judah, who some call Thaddaeus, he is the son of James 

and nephew of John, who are the cousins of Jesus. He is the grandson of Zebedee and 

Salome, who is sister of the mother of Jesus. He, as with James and John and myself, 

is one of those who have been called out by Jesus to be his special messengers - he is 



one of the Twelve!"

There was a maurmur of excitement and anticipation from the crowd. Nebet assessed 

Thaddaeus and guessed that he had travelled far. He looked tired and dirty, but there 

was a light of excitement in his eyes which defied his physical condition. Simon Peter 

was speaking again.

"My brothers and sisters, Thaddaeus has been on a long journey. A journey which 

began on a night similar to this, around another camp-fire at the end of a long day. On 

that occasion a man came late into the circle, but this was a man unlike Thaddaeus 

and myself and the others who had gathered. This was a man richly dressed and with 

servants to care for him. I greeted him and he made it known that he wished to talk with 

me privately. He was polite and didn't make the demands which many who are rich and 

powerful are inclined to do - so I agreed and took him aside.

He told me a remarkable story, and one which I doubted at first, until he produced the 

evidence. He told me that his master was Agbar, the king of Edessa,  which is a city far 

to the north of Israel - beyond Damascus, far beyond Antioch, beyond even Haran, 

where the father of faith, Abraham dwelt and from whence he was bidden to seek out a 

land which God would show him and give to him - this land!"

Again, there was a murmur of excited comment, which Simon Peter allowed to subside.

"Agbar is a wealthy king, for Edessa is a rich city which lies across the routes used by 

traders from the east and the north and into the provinces of the Roman empire and 

even to Greece. His messengers came to me because their king had been sick for 

many years, a sickness which could not be cured. They told me that he was in constant 

pain, but that he lived in the hope that a promise would be fulfilled.

I asked them about this promise, and he told me an amazing story, which I found hard 

to accept. Their king, Agbar, had come to hear of the wonderful healings which the 

Master performed. It seems that traders and visitors to Judaea had carried the story 

north to Edessa.



Agbar was moved to write a letter to the Master, to plead for his help. This letter was 

carried by similar messengers to him who had come to me. He produced the two letters 

and showed them to me - they were carried with great reverence and kept secure in a 

jewelled box, as if they were a great treasure - which they were! He claimed that Jesus 

wrote a reply to a letter from King Agbar, in which he promised he would be helped - it 

was this I doubted, for I had never known the Master to write such letters - although, of 

course, he could both read and write.

I examined both of them very closely and I could find no evidence that they were 

forgeries. I took the letter which was written by King Agbar to Jesus, and sent to him by 

the hand of Hananias, the Tabularius, to Jerusalem. It read as follows:

'Agbar the Black, sovereign of this country, to Jesus, the good Saviour, who has 

appeared in the country of Jerusalem: Peace. I have heard about you, and about the 

healing which is brought about by your hands without drugs and roots. For, as it is 

reported, you make the blind to see, and the lame to walk; and you clean the lepers, 

and you cast out unclean spirits and demons, and you heal those who are tormented 

with lingering diseases, and you raise the dead. And when I heard all these things 

about you, I settled in my mind one of two things: either that you are God, who has 

come down from heaven, and do these things - or that you are the Son of God - and do 

these things.

On this account, therefore, I have written to beg of you that you will consider the journey

to come to me, and heal this disease which I have. For I have also heard that the Jews

murmur against you, and wish to do you harm. But I have a city, small and beautiful, 

which is sufficient for two.'"

It was obvious that Simon Peter had imprinted the letter's contents on his memory. 

Again there was a surge of comment around the fire. He waited for it to subside before 

going on:

"Then I read the letter which was written by Jesus and sent by the hand of Hananias, 



the Tabularius, to Agbar, sovereign of that country - It read as follows:

'Blessed is he that has believed in me, not having seen me. For it is written concerning 

me, that those who see me will not believe in me, and that those will believe who have 

not seen me, and they will be saved. But touching on that which you have written to me,

 that I should come to you - it is necessary that I should finish here all that I have been 

sent to do - and, after I have finished it, that I shall be taken up to Him that sent me; 

and, when I have been taken up, I will send to you one of my disciples, that he may 

heal your disease, and give my greetings to you and to those who are with you.'"

Peter continued:

"The messenger waited patiently until I was finished, and then said:

'We have heard that Jesus has died, and our king was very sorrowful, believing that all

hope was lost, but then the word was brought to us that he truly was alive, and that he 

had overcome death and the grave, and the sorrow of our king turned to joy. We have 

also learned that Jesus entrusted his work to you, so that his ministry could continue - 

and we have also heard of the many healings which you have performed in his name. 

We have come to you to plead that you will return with us to help our king - for if the 

Master Jesus cannot come, then surely he would wish that his foremost servant would 

come in his place!'

I explained to them that I couldn't come at that time, for there were many other urgent 

demands which had to be met, but I told them that others of the Twelve were also 

endowed with the Master's gifts. I told them that I would place the matter in prayer 

before our God and wait for him to show me the way.

The messengers returned home - not satisfied perhaps, but I had given them - and their

king - hope. Thomas urged that Thaddaeus should be sent - and Thaddaeus pleaded 

with me to allow him to go after them. I didn't agree immediately, I needed the 

prompting of the spirit to ensure that I was taking the correct course. Thaddaeus tried 

to persuade me during the following days - he can be very persistent!"



He paused and smiled at the young man. Peter continued.

"His father, James, had already left the circle of the Twelve, intending to travel to the far 

west. I was reluctant to part with the son as well as the father. For some days, I wrestled

in prayer, and withheld the persistence of this young man - until one day I became quiet 

and I knew I would be right to allow him to take the long journey - and now, this evening 

 he has returned!"

He turned again and clamped his arm across Thaddaeus' shoulders.

"Now, brother Thaddaeus, tell us your story - for I'm sure you have one!"

Thaddaeus smiled at him and nodded. He turned to the crowd.

"Our brother Peter took some days before he allowed me to follow after the man who 

had come from the king. He insisted that I shouldn't go alone and that I was to take 

three of the brothers with me - they have returned with me and are sitting with you. At 

first, our journey was much delayed because many on the way came to us wanting to 

hear the message of the Master, and crying out for healing. We talked to them, moving 

from one place to the next - but always northwards until we left Galilee behind us and 

crossed over into the country of Phoenicia. We didn't take the main road along the coast

 but we took the back roads and visited the villages where the word of the Master had 

already been carried. At first, we were much delayed by the press of people who came 

to us, but after a while we travelled more quickly towards Antioch. It is about three 

hundred miles from Galilee to Antioch and the way is hot and dusty. We were able to 

make better time, although we met a few who had heard the teaching of the Master, 

they were for the most part traders who plied between Jerusalem and the cities of the 

north. We came to Antioch and found it a rich and busy city. We found many that knew 

of the Master's teaching, and we stayed with them for a few days to give them courage 

and strength.

Our main aim was to reach the city of Agbar the king, which was about another two 

hundred miles further. At first, our way from Antioch was still within the territory 



controlled by the Romans and led to the banks of the Euphrates where there is a great 

camp of the Legions at Zeugma. Beyond the river we would enter the lands controlled 

by the king of Edessa, but the city was still another twenty-five miles beyond the river.

We crossed over at dawn in the company of traders. They were curious to know why 

four men without goods would want to travel to Edessa, and so we told them the 

doctrine of the Master. Only some were Jews - and they shook their heads and wanted 

to argue with us and couldn't agree. As for the others, they sat and listened and their 

smiles broadened as we failed to come to agreement."

Thaddaeus paused, his face almost angry at the memory.

"How can we hope to bring the message of God's Son to those who will listen, when we

are hindered by those who only want to dispute!?"

Peter answered softly in the flickering light.

"How often we heard the Master dispute with the wise and the prudent, while the babes 

had to wait until they had had their say - but he persisted and we are here and come 

under the promise - The wise and the prudent? Why! They're still wise and prudent!"

He laughed and squeezed Thaddaeus' shoulder.

"Go on - it gets interesting!"

Thaddaeus' face brightened.

"We came to the city, which is rich and prosperous and alive with traders coming and 

going - and there the ones who had travelled with us went on their way - some wishing 

us well, while the others gave us no more than a sour look. We lodged with Tobias, son 

of Tobias. And, when the news about us was spread around,  it was made it known to 

Agbar

We began to teach those who would listen to the message of the Master - and many 

brought their sick to us and they were healed by the power of God, and they were all 

amazed.

When Agbar heard the great and marvellous cures which were being wrought, he 



realised that this was the person about whom Jesus had written. So he sent for Tobias, 

where we were lodging, and said to him:

'I've heard that a mighty man has come to your house. I command you to bring him to 

me!'

Tobias returned quickly to us and said - very excited:

'Agbar the king has sent for me, and commanded me to bring you to him, so that you 

can heal him.'

I said to him:

'I'll go, because this is my commission'.

Tobias rose up very early the next day, and led me to Agbar's palace.

The Commander of the guard at the gate looked at us with suspicion. I said to him.

'I've come to heal your king of his sickness, in the name of Jesus of Nazareth!'

The Commander sent one of his men into the palace to seek instructions, but his 

questioning stopped. He looked at us as if he was suddenly afraid - and we held our 

ground and tried to look confident. After a while, the man returned with one of the 

courtiers. He told the guard:

'I'll vouch for these men - they come on the king's business!'

He led us into the palace, which was very richly decorated - and then to the room 

where Agbar the king waited. When we came there, he was attended by many courtiers,

who were grouped around his throne. Agbar looked like a big man who had been 

shrunken by his illness. He crouched rather than sat on his throne, as if he was in 

constant pain. He was a man of middle years, but his face was etched with lines of pain,

 and his hair was already grey. His skin was without colour, except for high spots on the 

cheekbones such as you see on those who are running a fever.

Immediately, when we entered, the king prostrated himself before me. and there were 

looks of astonishment on all the faces of those standing around. He resumed his seat 

and we came to his throne platform and bowed to show our respect.



Then we looked up, and he was silent for a while, then he said:

'You are very young!'

'The disciples are all young, your majesty - but some are younger than others. Jesus - 

our Master - was only twelve years of age when he taught the learned teacher's in 

Jerusalem's temple.'

Agbar smiled faintly, it looked an effort.

'I have heard of the remarkable things your Master is reputed to have done - but then I 

heard of his death - and even more remarkable, that he apparently survived. Are you 

truthfully the disciple of Jesus the Son of God, who has written to me and said that he 

would send to me one of his disciples, that he will heal me and give you his salvation?'

I answered and said:

'I salute you in His name! Because you have greatly believed in Him that sent me, 

therefore I have been sent to you; and if you believe on Him now, you shall have you 

hearts wishes granted.'

Agbar said to me:

'In this way have I believed on Him, that I even wanted to take an army and destroy 

those Jews who crucified Him; if it were not that I was held back by the reason of the 

domination of the Romans in your land!'

I told him:

'Our Lord has fulfilled the will of His Father; and having fulfilled it, has been taken up to 

His Father.'

Agbar responded:

'I also have believed in Him and in His Father.'

I felt the surge of the Spirit's power and I knew it was the Master's wish. I told him:

'Because of your faith, I lay my hands upon you in His name.'

When I had said these words, and I placed my hands on his head, immediately he was 

healed of his sickness. Agbar rejoiced in our God and told all those around him:



"I had heard so many stories concerning Jesus, and now I am healed by the deeds and 

by the hand of Thaddaeus His disciple: since without drugs and roots he healed me!'

He wasn't the only one, but also Abdu, son of Abdu, who had the gout: for he fell at my 

feet, and when I prayed over him he was healed. Agbar said to me:

'Thaddaeus, you do these things by the power of God; and we marvel at them. But I 

ask you to tell me the story about the coming of Christ, and in what way it was; and 

about His power, and by what power He was able to do all these things I've heard 

about.'

I told him:

'I've been sent to preach the word of God in this city. I ask you tomorrow to gather all 

the people of your city, and I'll tell them all, and sow into them the word of life; and tell 

them about the coming of Christ, how it took place; and about His mission. Why he was 

sent by His Father; and about His power and His deeds, and about the mysteries which 

He spoke to the people, and by what power He was able to do these things, and about 

His new preaching, and about His abasement and His humiliation, and how He 

humbled and emptied and abased Himself, and was crucified, and descended into 

Hades, and broke through the enclosure which had never been broken through before, 

and taught the dead.'

Agbar, therefore, commanded that in the morning all the people of his city should 

assemble, and hear the preaching of the word through me. Afterwards he commanded 

gold and silver to be given to me; but I refused it , and told him:

'If we've given up all our earthly riches, how can I accept what you offer?'

When we were alone, he wanted to know more. I told him the events leading up to the 

death of the Master, and how he was restored to us from the tomb. I spoke at great 

length of the wonderful things he taught us, and of the many healings he performed, 

that he even raised some from death to life. I explained that he was the Son of the One 

God. The God of the People of Israel, who led Abraham into the land He promised him. 



I told him that Jesus had returned to the Father, and that I was one of those who can 

bear witness to this event. I told him of the outpouring of the Spirit of God on the Feast 

of Pentecost, and how, from that time, we have all been endowed with the same gifts 

which Jesus himself manifested.

Agbar listened in silence and then he asked many questions - whether for knowledge, 

or whether to test me, I wasn't sure. In the end, he seemed satisfied.

'When I heard of the wonders of healing that Jesus of Nazareth performed, I made 

many enquiries of wise and knowledgeable men - some agree that these were marvels, 

while others declared them to be no more than tricks. I sent out spies!'

He broke off and laughed gently.

'I sent spies into Israel to listen to his teaching and to watch his activities. I heard at first

hand of the wonders he performed, and how he reached out to the poor and helpless - 

and at the same time rebuked those who wanted to trick him.

I liked what I heard and I became convinced that he could help me - for this reason I 

sent messengers with a request that he would come to help me. When the messengers 

returned and brought his letter telling me that he would send someone, I rejoiced and 

waited patiently.

Then, I heard that he had been executed by the Romans, and my anticipation turned to

despair. On the heels of the news of his death, came the remarkable report that he had 

risen from the tomb and had been seen by many. My joy returned again - and I waited, 

but he didn't come to me! It was then that I sent messengers to Simon Peter.'

I interjected quickly.

'And Simon Peter has sent me to help you!'

Agbar eyed me solemnly.

'What is required of me?'

I told him.

'That you believe in the Lord Jesus the Son of the Living God - and that you repent of 



your sins - and then I can baptise you in his name - and you shall receive the Holy  

Spirit.'

The spots of colour on Agbar's cheeks increased. He breathed.

'You have freed me from my sickness - which no man could cure.'

'Jesus once healed a paralysed man by forgiving his sins.'

Agbar smiled a little.

'I received a report of it - Jesus got into great trouble with the priests!'

'But the man was able to pick up his bed and walk!'

Agbar nodded.

'I like what I hear of your Jesus.'

'He must be your Jesus also.'

Again he nodded.

'I like what I hear of - our - Jesus! I accept him - and I repent of my many sins!'

'If you are to be baptised, we shall need a pool.'

He led the way into a nearby garden, where there was a large pool and a fountain.

'Will this do?'

I agreed, and I helped him to walk into the water. He weighed almost nothing - I 

baptised him in the name of Jesus, lowering him carefully into the water. When that 

was done, I conveyed to him the Spirit of God."

Thaddaeus paused as he relived the moment. Almost in wonderment he went on.

"And so it was - from that moment onwards, and gradually, over the following days, his

strength returned.

"The word of his healing spread throughout the city and the surrounding country. Many 

flocked to us and we worked hard and long, day after day, telling the story of the  

Master, teaching and explaining the kingdom of God - and baptising with water and the 

Holy Spirit - thousands came to us - but even as we made ready to return, there was the

usual division between those who are Jews and those who are not. It truly is a question 



which must be addressed."

Simon Peter growled.

"It will be! We rejoice in the outcome! We rejoice that there are thousands more who 

can accept the invitation of the Master! We rejoice that Agbar the king is healed! We 

rejoice that you and your helpers are returned to us safely! Great is the grace and 

mercy of our God and of his Son, Jesus!"

…..

"I thought you were my friend, one of my Amici - but it appears I was wrong! Friends do

not have to send for one another - they come spontaneously when there is sadness or 

joy - or even for celebration. You, it appears, must be summoned.

I rarely give my friendship, it is a gift I hold to myself, although there are many who 

want to be my friend. There are many who want to be close to me because they think I 

will use my influence and position to their advantage - now more than before! You, it 

would seem, place no value on what I wish to give you. I tell you, Lucian, I am 

disappointed - I am saddened! Our fathers were friends - does that surprise you? I 

have my father's letters to prove it. I had hoped we could follow their example!"

Caligula paused, perhaps waiting for a response. Lucian thought hastily.

"I assure you, Caesar - my only thought was to allow you the room to attend to the 

many other matters which must press upon you at this time - I had no other reason for 

holding back."

Caligula glared at him accusingly.

"There! You see! You call me Caesar - my friends do not call me Caesar in private - but

you choose to do so!"

"I call you Caesar because you are Caesar - because I might presume too much if I 

called you Gaius."

Caligula waved a weary hand.



"Call me what you like, perhaps it doesn't matter."

Lucian found himself declaring stoutly.

"I disagree, Gaius - it does matter! If I have offended you by staying away and not 

coming to congratulate you and share your joy, I'm sorry - sincerely sorry - But you are 

now crowded around with others who demand a share of your time."

Caligula responded quickly.

"But few are my friends! You're right, Lucian, I am surrounded by a crowd of self-

seeking men and women who wait to gather the crumbs before they've dropped to the 

ground - I said few are my friends, it would have been more correct to say that NONE 

are my friends!"

"I AM your friend, Gaius."

Caligula suddenly gripped his shoulders, they stood nose to nose. He stared into 

Lucian's eyes. Lucian desperately wanted to blink, but forced himself to hold the gaze - 

somehow it became vital to do so.

"I think you are, Lucian - I believe you are sincere."

He released his grip and slumped down on an ornate chair. He gave Lucian time to 

reflect on the whirlwind of events which had brought him into Caesar's private 

apartments in the Palatine.

He had risen early, as usual. He had submitted to the ministrations of Balthus, who was

now quite expert in performing his daily ritual. Eventually, bathed, oiled and kneaded, 

Lucian had emerged to meet Rebecca and his children for the first meal of the day. It 

was a time he loved, a time when he could relax before plunging into the melee of 

documents which his scribes were already preparing in another part of the sprawling 

town house, which was becoming more comfortable now that they were moving into 

spring.

His meal finished, he made his way to his office. He was preoccupied with thoughts of 

Tachius, who still hadn't returned from the south. Each day, Lucian was becoming more



anxious, anticipating that his old friend might have run into trouble. Tachius lacked 

subtlety and was quite capable of finding himself in dire straits - each day's continued 

absence added to the feeling of uneasiness.

This was quite apart from the apprehension he felt about Septimus Publius. Many times

during the morning he looked out into the busy street hoping to see familiar figures 

approaching the house. On one of those occasions it wasn't familiar figures he saw, but 

a small group of Praetorians who were shouldering their way past the gate-keeper and 

approaching the front entrance. Lucian met them in the atrium before they had a 

chance to wreck the house. He eyed them warily, they were large - six of them - and he 

stood no chance against them. Their Captain was abrupt.

"You are Lucian Gaius Quintus Publius? You will accompany us by order of Caesar!"

There was no explanation and he wasn't inclined to argue. He wished he could reassure

Rebecca, but he was given no time. They grouped around him and he was briskly 

marched to the Palatine, where there was no obstacles placed in their way - clearly, 

they were expected!

Once within the palace, they waited until a chamberlain took control and then melted 

away. The chamberlain reassured himself that they had brought the right man, and 

then escorted him to Caesar.

Caligula was staring at him again.

"You stand there stiff and awkward, my friend!"

He clapped his hand and a slave emerged from the side of the room.

"Wine and refreshments!"

The slave ran from the presence. Caligula turned to him, his face now more amiable.

"A change in fortunes, Lucian - who would have thought that your friend and patron, 

Tiberius, would have been so quickly taken from us."

Lucian agreed cautiously.

"A very sudden change in circumstances, Gaius."



"The Senate and the people acclaimed me."

"I was there, Gaius - I was one of the people."

Caligula turned to him with a flashing smile.

"So, you didn't ignore your old friend!

"I rejoiced with you!"

He was plied with wine and refreshments.

Caligula asked casually.

"How is the health of your friend - what was his name - Tachius?"

Lucian was even more cautious.

"When I last saw him he was well - now, I'm a little concerned - I sent him to Neapolis, 

to see if he could get news of my adopted father, Septimus."

Caligula arched his brows.

"Ah! Yes! The friend of Tiberius, who enjoyed his protection for so long! You expected to

find him in Neapolis?"

"More likely, Caprae."

"I do hope your friend Tachius wasn't unwise enough to try to go out to the island. You 

must understand, the situation is still very uncertain - and the Praetorians are inclined 

to act first and ask questions afterwards!"

Lucian didn't allow the surge of alarm to show on his face.

"I'm sure he would be very discreet."

Caligula laughed.

"From all reports, your friend Tachius is not noted for his discretion, Lucian!"

Lucian forced a laugh. Caligula changed tack.

"Tell me, how does your business prosper?"

"Very well - my partner, Joseph of Arimathea, is caring for expansion in the east, while I

look to the west."

Caligula shook his head.



"An emperor should never split his empire - that way he splits his strength. Take my 

advice, keep control in your own hands."

"I trust Joseph - and he has contributed his share to the assets."

"I will admit, you did the wise thing by uniting your two interests with a marriage."

"I love Rebecca - there was no business implication."

"Perhaps not, but it would certainly have helped to cement the relationship!"

He moved to the window and looked out,

"Come here, Lucian - the gardens are very beautiful."

Lucian moved to his side. He had to agree - the gardens were magnificent.

"We have a menagerie with animals from all the lands where the legions have set their 

standards - and even from beyond, where we might go one day."

Lucian blurted out.

"Is Rome going into expand into other lands, then?"

Caligula suddenly clapped his arm around his shoulders.

"Do you want inside information about my military plans, Lucian - how quickly you learn 

to look for secrets!"

"I'm not looking for secrets, Gaius."

"Of course you are - and you should! How else will you know where to send your traders

so that they don't get caught up with the legions and you suffer a loss!

I'll let you into one secret - already I've been urged to undertake a campaign. The 

Senate believes that a new emperor should quickly be able to celebrate a triumph and 

earn the acclaim of his subjects. I haven't the mind for it at this time, I have the love of 

my subjects - do you hear how they shout for me on the streets? Why should I leave 

this comfort and the easy life and find myself once more in the saddle and with the 

troops - although, it has it's merits. It would be like old times - as you know, I spent my 

young years with the legions - when my father still lived."

There was an edge of bleakness in the voice when he paused. He went on.



"It was then that they called me Caligula - 'little boots'. The name has stuck - perhaps I

shall go down in history as Caligula - not Gaius Caesar - but Caligula."

He reached into a fold of his tunic and produced a gold finger band with a large boss

encrusted with precious stones.

"A token of our friendship, Lucian - and of my trust. The palace guards know this ring 

and it will gain you entrance to the Palatine at any hour of the day or night - never abuse

my trust, Lucian."

He stared into Lucian's eyes and he handed it over. Lucian found his voice.

"I never will, Gaius!"

Lucian left the presence of the new Caesar in somewhat of a daze. Until that time he 

had suspected Caligula's overtures of friendship to be nothing more than political 

manoeuvring against the ageing Tiberius. He could find no reason why Gaius Caesar 

would want to cultivate a relationship with a merchant. Now, he wasn't so sure. Caligula 

had everything, he could command armies and demand any treasure or tribute. He had 

access to the wealth which was Rome, to her prestige and her might - but one thing he 

recognised, he couldn't demand loyalty, even from those who professed to be his 

friends. His determination to weld a friendship with Lucian was perhaps clumsy, but it 

was probably the only way he knew how.

Lucian was quite certain he would be evaluated in everything he did and said. He knew 

he would need to be extremely careful - and he knew the consequences would be 

extreme if he ever lost Caligula's trust.

He walked back through the busy streets, unattended this time. It was already nearly 

noon and quite warm in the spring sunshine. When he came to his house, he found it 

barricaded. The gate-keeper appeared, recognised him, peered around suspiciously, 

and gave him access. Lucian demanded.

"What's going on!?"

"By order of Lepidus, patron."



Lucian made his way inside quickly, and came to a halt at the entrance of the reception

room. Rebecca and Lepidus were inside - Rebecca seated in a chair with the two 

children close to her. Lepidus hovered anxiously, close to the window. Again Lucian 

demanded.

"What's going on!?"

Rebecca was white-faced.

"I thought you were in prison - or dead!"

Lucian glared at his steward.

"By the gods, Lepidus - I'll have your hide! What have you been telling her!"

"That you were escorted away from the house by praetorians, Patron - and that you left 

no message."

It was true enough - Lepidus didn't cower under the threat. Lucian turned to Rebecca 

and knelt beside her.

"There was no danger, my darling - Caesar wanted to see me, that's all - he's our friend.

"He may be YOUR friend, Lucian - and that I doubt - but he isn't OUR friend."

"You're mistaken. My darling, - he IS our friend!"

"So much our friend that he has to send a troop of praetorians to fetch you - a courier 

with a letter would have been an invitation - praetorians are a demand!"

"He was angry that I hadn't given my congratulations on his accession."

"So, he acted the bully, like a child who forces another to be his friend, or he'll give him 

a thrashing."

"He never said he would give me a thrashing!"

"His praetorians said it for him - they said: 'Toe the line, Lucian, or take the 

consequences'!"

"You're making too much of it."

"Not enough, I think! Friends seek each other out - they don't have to be forced."



"Precisely what he said!"

"And he does the opposite. I warned you before, Lucian - be very careful of Gaius 

Caesar."

"I have every intention of being so, Rebecca."

He was reflective as he made his way to his office, where his scribes were twittering 

like nervous birds at the apparent arrest of their master. He got them back to work and 

went over the conversations with Caligula and with Rebecca. Both had been 

tempestuous and the more he thought about the circumstances surrounding his 

interview with the new Caesar, the more he had to accept that Rebecca was quite 

correct. She had an uncanny knack of putting her finger precisely on the salient issue.

The more he thought about their sharp exchange of views, the more he had to 

acknowledge that things had changed in their relationship since the birth of Judith. It 

went back earlier than that - when he had been compelled to leave her to bear the child 

alone, by direction of Tiberius. His absence had made her very ill, this he knew - but she

still didn't seem to have recovered from the trauma.

Since coming to Rome, she had been tense and wary. Physically, she pretended to be 

strong, but he knew she tired easily. Naomi hovered over her protectively, and there 

was no doubt that the old nurse was anxious. Lucian felt helpless, he didn't know how to

cope with a situation outside of his experience.

Rebecca's reaction to the morning's episode was perhaps to be expected, but it was 

one more in a sequence which told him that she was far from happy in Rome, among an

alien people, and an alien way of life.

He considered another thing. He saw the way she quickly looked at him when he had 

lapsed into the habit of an old expression when he had berated Lepidus - he had said  

'by the gods'. Her look had said: 'there's only One God'. He felt the ground insecure 

under him, clearly she didn't quite trust him that he was sincere in his conversion to the 

God of Israel and as a follower of the Master. He felt angry and a little afraid - if she 



couldn't trust him in this, perhaps it was symptomatic of lack of trust in other areas of 

their relationship.

His reverie was interrupted by the return of Tachius. The old soldier arrived tired and 

dusty from his long ride - he was alone - and Lucian's heart sank.


