
9.

The core group who had followed the Master for so long, scattered throughout the city 

after the triumphal entry. It was a matter of logistics, Jerusalem was crowded with 

visitors for the Passover festival. Lodging places were at a premium, and the inns and 

hostelries were crowded to bursting point. There was no practical possibility of over 

one hundred people remaining together in one place. The accommodation with their 

friends in Bethany was also limited, so the group separated, with only the Twelve and a 

some of the Seventy staying together.

Jonah found himself separated from Matthias and Nebet and firmly under the care of 

Mary of Magdala. She eyed his consternation with glee.

“We’ll look after you, Jonah - we’ll all mother you!”

‘All’ meant Joanna and Rebecca; Mary and Susanna her daughter; and the formidable 

Salome. Jonah swallowed hard and wisely decided to keep his protests to himself. Mary

went on.

“You’ll enjoy where we’re going, there’s a boy of your own age - but we’ll have to do 

something about names, he’s a Jonah too!”

About an hour later, he found himself in a protective circle of ladies, and in front of a 

house. There was a flurry of welcome, apparently, their arrival had been expected. 

There was a confusion of Marys - Mary of Magdala, and Mary the mother of Susanna. 

Their hostess was also Mary - and she had another guest named Mary, whom she 

vaguely introduced as ‘coming from the country’.

The promised boy was introduced.

“Jonah - you have a guest - I’m sorry, I wasn’t told your name.”

Jonah muttered shyly.

“Jonah.”

Mary the hostess rolled her eyes.



“Four Marys and two Jonah’s - it’s too much! Therefore, my son, for the duration of this 

visit, you’ll be called Marcus - so when you deserve a beating for disobedience, I won’t 

get the wrong man!”

Marcus grinned, he signalled Jonah to follow him. Mary followed them with her eyes.

“That’s one matter solved.”

Rebecca protested.

“I’m afraid we’ve given you a lot of problems - I’ll find somewhere else.”

Their hostess took her firmly by the arm.

“I won’t let you go until you get that idea out of your head - there are no problems in 

this house that can’t be solved! It will mean sharing bedrooms, but that’s all! - Wasn’t 

the coming of the Master exciting?”

The change of subject was enough to create animated conversation, but Rebecca 

noticed that the Mary from the country didn’t join in. She looked tense and preoccupied,

 unlike the rest of them.

As usual, Rebecca was assigned quarters with Joanna, when they were alone, Joanna 

remarked casually.

“You DO know who Mary is?”

“The one from the country, you mean?”

Joanna nodded.

“From Nazareth in Galilee, actually - she’s the mother of the Master!”

Rebecca stared at her and whispered.

“His mother!”

Joanna laughed at her expression.

“He HAS to have a mother, doesn’t he?”

“I’d never thought about it.”

“I told you the first time we met in Capernaum, remember?”

“You told me that his father was a carpenter - and that he was dead -



but you didn’t say much about his mother - I assumed she was dead too.”

“She’s very much alive - as you can see. Really, Rebecca, you’re falling into the same 

trap as some of the others. The Master is a man - flesh and blood - he has the same 

desires and weaknesses as other men, but he has them under total control. He was 

born of woman - the Son of Man - but he is also born of God - the Son of God. His 

father is in heaven - and I don’t mean Joseph, I mean God himself!”

Rebecca stared at her.

“How could that be - that he’s born of a woman, if his father is God - how - !?”

Joanna laughed.

“You’d better ask Mary - she might even tell you - but remember, with God, all things 

are possible!”

There was a pause for digestion, then Rebecca asked.

“How did she get here?”

Joanna shrugged.

“Walked, I suppose - or rode on a donkey like the rest of us. I expect she’s come down 

with two of her sons - THEY wouldn’t miss the festival!”

There was an edge to her voice.

“You don’t like her sons?”

“Only her first born - the Master! The others - no, I don’t like them very much. They 

don’t accept their brother. James is the next oldest, he’s stubborn and self-opinionated -

 a typical Pharisee - Judah is the next - would you believe it, he follows the Sadducees! 

Then there’s Joseph, who’s virtually taken over the family business - he has no time for 

religion, he’s too busy, or so he says. The youngest is Simon-Joses, he’s barely more 

than a boy - and no doubt, very confused, having four older brothers all pulling in 

different directions. There are sisters as well, but I don’t know how many.”

“A big family.”

“Typical of Galilee - but, if you can persuade her, Mary can tell you some wonderful 



things surrounding the birth of the Master.”

“I thought she looked preoccupied - in fact, very tense.”

“Perhaps she’s tired from the journey - but the reception her son had today should 

soon put that right - can you believe the excitement in the crowd? The Master has 

finally been accepted by the people - and about time, if you ask me!”

In another part of the house, Jonah eyed his new friend shyly.

“I’m sorry if I stole your name.”

Marcus yawned and stretched out on his bed.

“Marcus is my name too - I get called both - if I’m with the Jews, I’m

Jonah - and if I’m with the Gentiles, I’m Marcus!”

“I don’t understand.”

Marcus fixed him with a steady stare.

“I’m half and half - half a Jew and half a Gentile! My father was Roman - he’s dead now.

”

It was said with resolute nonchalance.

“I’m sorry.”

“You don’t have to be - what about your parents?”

Jonah swallowed.

“I was disowned because I followed the Master!”

Marcus’ eyes widened, he sat up.

“Really - disowned!?”

Jonah nodded unhappily.

“They said I was whoring after Asteroth!”

Marcus stared to laugh and then saw the stricken look on Jonah’s face.

“Sorry - it sounds so ridiculous - how can following the Master be confused with 

whoring after Asteroth?”

Jonah responded gloomily.



“It’s easy for some - especially those like my father.”

“Tell me what it’s like to follow the Master - how did you start?”

Slowly at first, Jonah told the story of his confiscated supper, which became the 

sustenance for five thousand men and uncounted women and children. He told of his 

return home and the merciless beating he received at the hands of his enraged father - 

and then his escape and subsequent healing by the Master. He told how he returned 

home to beg forgiveness, and how the door was slammed shut in his face. He 

concluded.

“So, I’ve been with him ever since - mostly with Matthias - but now with Nebet.”

Marcus’ eyes were wide with excitement.

“I wish I was you! - Mother keeps me locked up in the house - she won’t let me out of 

her sight! What I wouldn’t give to follow the Master!”

Jonah was cautious.

“It’s not an easy life - we’ve just spent the winter at Ephraim - it was freezing!”

Marcus declared stoutly.

“I could take it! Just look at today, I wanted to go out and meet the Master as he rode 

into the city, but mother wouldn’t let me!”

They agreed that mothers could be difficult at times.

In the room Salome was sharing with her sister Mary, there was another conversation. 

Salome eyed her with concern, and declared with her usual bluntness.

“You don’t look well - aren’t you sleeping?”

“Not very well - I keep waking in the night, and I lay there for hours. I have such a 

feeling of dread. I can’t explain it, but I feel everything is about to fall apart. After this 

visit to Jerusalem, our lives will never be the same.”

“We’ve all had our share of changes, that’s for sure - I think you worry too much, sister. 

You should have been there when Jesus entered Jerusalem today. The people love 

him! They cried out as if it was a king coming home!”



Mary turned on her sharply.

“And there’s the danger, Salome! The Romans have their king. The Jews too, if you 

count Herod. The priests hate my son because he tells them what they are to their 

faces. Remember what happened to John!”

Salome nodded, she responded quietly.

“I’m only glad that our cousin Elizabeth never lived to see the day - and Zacharius too.”

Mary moved around the room restlessly.

“I have such a feeling of foreboding! I feel powerless, I want to do something. I want my 

son to go away somewhere, but I know he won’t listen. He’ll go on relentlessly, taking 

no notice of our pleas, until the blow falls. I can’t do anything. He’s my son, but he’s 

someone else’s son too!”

Salome remained diplomatically silent. It was one of the unspoken rules in their family, 

never to mention the mystery surrounding the birth of Jesus. She well remembered the 

derisive whispering and gestures, when it became known in their tiny community, that 

Mary, who was espoused to a righteous man, Joseph - was mysteriously with child. 

There had been many speculations, and many an innocent traveler had been 

implicated by the gossiping tongues. Mary had weathered the storm, and it couldn’t 

have been easy - and Joseph, that honourable man, had abdicated his right to have her

sent away somewhere and had married her. Not long after, they had left Nazareth for 

Bethlehem and they hadn’t returned for a number of years. There had been a word here

and there about what had happened and where they had been, but it had only added to 

the mystery. Mary had learned to keep these events to herself, and only brief glimpses 

had emerged. This was another occasion when a brief glimpse was forthcoming.

“Shimeon warned me.”

“Shimeon?”

Mary turned to her.

“When I brought Jesus to the Temple - before we fled into Egypt. Shimeon was an old 



priest - and there was an old prophetess too, her name was Anna. Shimeon told me 

that Jesus was destined to be a sign which men rejected - and then he said to me: ‘and 

you too shall be pierced to the heart. Many in Israel shall stand or fall because of him, 

and in this way the secret thoughts of many shall be laid bare’. Anna came up to us 

then, she gave thanks to God, and she talked about Jesus to all who were looking for 

the liberation of Jerusalem. That’s why I wait for the blow to fall, Salome! Today, the 

people were looking for the liberation of Jerusalem - and Jesus is praised and exalted.  W

hat will they cry tomorrow when Jerusalem is still under the control of the Romans? 

What will they say when he doesn’t allow himself to be made king - or to claim the 

kingdom of David?”

Salome could find no answer, instead, she placed a protective arm around the 

shoulders of her sister.

Nebet, the story-teller was one of those who stayed with the small group in Bethany - 

Matthias was another. Nebet had nowhere to go in the city, he came from further afield, 

from the south of Judaea. He supposed it was this accident of geography that had 

drawn himself and Judah of Kerioth together in the first place - that and a mutual 

dedication to assisting the Baptist. Together, they had left the Baptist to follow the new 

prophet, whom John had described as the Lamb of God. From that point, or soon after, 

their paths diverged. Judah became one of the Twelve - and Nebet remained a teller of 

tales around the evening fire circles.

Although they had taken divergent paths, at first, on occasions, they had still time to talk

as they had done in previous days, but eventually that habit dropped away as Judah 

became more and more immersed in the intimate circle around the Master. Nebet was 

conscious that Judah was changing, he put it down to the pressure of responsibilities 

and having to live with the undoubted power entrusted to him from the Master. Nebet 

reasoned that it would have to be a very great burden to use that power wisely and neve

r to be tempted to misuse or abuse it. Judah became a man who appeared to be 



bowed down by some non-apparent load. He had been entrusted with the common 

purse - Nebet wasn’t sure why, but someone had to do it.W hen the murmurs 

concerning his friend’s honesty first surfaced, he was tempted to hotly deny them, but 

when they were confirmed by John, and when he saw the obvious signs of greed and 

covetousness at the feast in Bethany, he had to sorrowfully acknowledge that Judah 

was now no longer the man he had befriended by the campfires at the Jordan. Nebet 

debated what he could do. It was a delicate subject. The man was one of the Twelve. 

The Master undoubtedly knew what was going on in his heart. The other eleven were 

aware of the pilfering but did nothing. Nebet asked himself whether it was his place to 

interfere. If the Master and the others of the Twelve chose to do nothing - ought he not 

to do the same?

Eventually, he came to the conclusion that what he could do would be to watch the 

movements of his erstwhile friend, and report anything suspicious to one of the others. 

He hoped he wouldn’t be obliged to face the Master with his suspicions, feeling already 

the all-knowing stare he could expect when he looked him in the eye. It was an outcome

he put in the back of his mind.

When the group dispersed, he made sure he stayed close to the core group - but not a 

part of them. It mattered very little to him whether he slept in an alley of the city, or 

under a hedge close to Bethany. In fact, the latter was preferable, for there he would be 

unlikely to be disturbed by the Watch.

After the disciples returned with the Master to Bethany on the evening of that 

momentous day, he started his surveillance of Judah. The Master and the Twelve 

shared an evening meal at the home of Lazarus, Mary and Martha. Judah was at the 

table with the others as usual. He seemed as animated as the rest, in fact, more alive 

than he had been for a number of weeks. No doubt, it was a result of the excitement 

over the events of the day.

There was a flowing conversation between the Twelve, with no signs of the tensions 



that had previously existed. The Master sat and watched them, and Nebet thought his 

smile was sad, as if he knew something they couldn’t comprehend.

Later in the evening, some strangers arrived in Bethany and made their way to the 

house of Lazarus. They asked to see Philip. Nebet watched as the disciple went out to 

see them. Their spokesman stepped forward and told him.

“We asked to see you, because we know you come from Bethsaida.”

Bethsaida was one of the ten cities comprising the Decapolis, close to the border of 

Galilee, and only a few miles from Capernaum. The man continued.

“We would like to see Jesus.”

Philip told them to wait and went to Andrew.

Nebet wasn’t close enough to hear what was said, but he saw the two of them 

approach Jesus. The Master looked tired and subdued, he answered quite loudly.

“The hour has come for the Son of Man to be glorified. I tell you a fact that can’t be 

argued - a seed of wheat remains a solitary seed unless it falls to the ground and dies; 

but as soon as it dies, it sprouts into life and then bears a rich harvest. The man who 

loves himself is lost, but he who hates himself in this world will be kept safe for eternal 

life. If anyone serves me, he must follow me; where I am, my servant will be. Whoever 

serves me will be honoured by my Father. - Now my soul is in turmoil, but what am I 

expected to say?

‘Father, save me from this hour?’

No, I won’t ask that - it was for this purpose that I have come to this hour, rather I’ll say:

‘Father, glorify Thy name!’”

A voice sounded from heaven:

“I have glorified it, and will glorify it again.”

The crowd standing by murmured among themselves, some said it was thunder, while 

others said.

“An angel has spoken to him.”



Jesus answered:

“This voice spoke for your sake, not mine. Now the hour of judgement has come for 

this world; now shall the Prince of this world be driven out. And I’ll draw all men to 

myself, when I’m lifted up from the earth.”

They didn’t understand what he meant, but he said it to indicate the kind of death he 

was going to die.

The people answered.

“The Law teaches us that the Messiah continues for ever. So, what do you mean by 

saying that the Son of Man must be lifted up? Which Son of Man do you mean?”

Jesus answered them:

“The light is still among you, but it won’t be for much longer. Go on your way while you 

have the light, so that darkness doesn’t overtake you. The man who travels in the dark 

doesn’t know where he’s going. So - While you have the light, trust in the light, so that 

you may become men of light.”

After he said this, Jesus rose from his place and went away from them. Matthias joined 

the group at the campfire as they talked over the events of the day. Someone was 

saying:

“It was a wonderful to see the Master acknowledged at last, but I heard some in the 

crowd complaining that they didn’t understand why he didn’t straight away declare 

himself to be the Messiah - come to claim the throne of David! They say he should 

have seized the moment - and I think the people would have supported him!”

Matthias answered sharply.

“Is that what you expected - that the Master would declare himself to be the Messiah 

and that he had come to sweep the Romans out of Israel and back into the sea?”

The man shifted uneasily.

“I didn’t say it - or expect it - it was something I heard in the crowd - quite a few were 

making the comment.”



Matthias shook his head.

“There’ll always be some who think this is the time to get rid of the Roman yoke. It 

doesn’t matter what the Master says, or the signs and wonders he shows us, they 

simply can’t understand that his kingdom isn’t of this world. I suppose the words of the 

prophet Isaiah have to be fulfilled. He said:

‘Lord, who has believed what we reported, and to whom has the Lord’s prayer been 

revealed?’

There’s another saying for good measure:

‘He has blinded their eyes and dulled their minds, lest they should see with their eyes, 

and perceive with their minds, and turn to me to heal them.’

Isaiah could see into these days, and he could see what is truly the Master’s glory.”

Matthias went on.

“Despite what Caiaphas and his supporters try to dictate, there are still a few in places 

of authority who believe in him. They keep quiet, and keep their opinions to themselves 

on account of the threat of being banned from the synagogue. They value their 

reputation with men rather than the honour which comes from God. The Master feels it 

very deeply, so he’s taught us repeatedly:

‘When a man believes in me, he believes in him who sent me rather than in me. When 

a man sees me, he sees him who sent me. I’ve come into this world as a light, so that 

no one who has faith in me should remain in darkness. But if anyone hears my words 

and chooses to ignore them, I won’t be his judge. I haven’t come to judge the world, 

but to save the world. There is a judge for the man who rejects me and doesn’t accept 

my words. The words that I speak will be his judge on the last day. I don’t speak on my 

own authority, but on the authority of the Father who sent me. He instructs me what to 

say and how to speak. I know his commandments are eternal life. What the Father has 

said to me, therefore - that’s what I speak.’”

Nebet was listening with half an ear, he watched Judah closely, and it seemed to him 



that some of the animation had ebbed away. Judah was sinking back into his dark well 

of self-imposed separation. The other eleven talked among themselves, but Judah sat 

apart. The Master had slipped away to be alone, and his followers knew better than to 

disturb him. Eventually, they settled down for the night, and Nebet kept his eye on 

them until he was sure that they were all sleeping. He watched for signs of movement 

from the huddled form that was Judah, but he didn’t stir - and eventually, Nebet slept.

On the next morning on their way to the city Jesus felt hungry - they had started without 

breakfast, wanting to get to the Temple early. He saw a fig-tree at the roadside, so he 

went up to it and looked for fruit, but it wasn’t the season for figs, and he found nothing 

on it but leaves. He said to the tree.

“May no one ever again eat fruit from you! You shall never again bear fruit!”

The tree stared to withered away at once. The disciples looked at each other in 

amazement.

“How can it be possible for this tree to wither away so suddenly?”

Jesus turned to them and answered.

“I tell you this; if only you have faith and have no doubts, you’ll do what has been done 

to the fig-tree; and more than that, you’ll need only to say to this mountain. ‘Be lifted up 

from your place and hurled into the sea’, and what you say will be done. Whatever you 

pray for in faith you will receive.”

They went on their way to the city and the Temple, and there Jesus spent the day 

teaching.

Early on the following morning, as they passed by the tree again, they saw that it had 

withered from the roots up. Simon-Peter called out to him.

“Master, look over here - the fig-tree you cursed yesterday has completely withered 

away.”

The tree was a gaunt skeleton, Jesus looked at it, but he said nothing, and they 

continued on their way to the city.




