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Within two weeks Joseph and his three companions were concluding a tiring and dusty 

day, by entering through the gates of Damascus and on to the street called Straight. It 

was too late in the evening to seek out the followers of the Master - and Joseph was 

well aware that this wasn't Judaea, where the Master's followers were ignored for the 

most part, now that the persecutions started under Caiaphas and Saul of Tarsus had 

dwindled away to only infrequent disturbances.

Damascus was controlled by the commissioners of Aretus, the king of the Nabaeteans. 

The followers of the Galilean were not encouraged in Damascus, in the main because 

the rulers of the synagogues saw the newly emerged teaching of grace and peace as 

being a direct challenge to their own authority. The rulers were notable citizens, who 

made sure they greased the palms and had the ear of the commissioners - and while 

Aretus had every reason to hate Antipas and had joined battle with him on many 

occasions - notably because of Herod's treatment of the Arabian king's daughter - 

Aretus accepted the Jews who lived under his dominion, if not gladly, then with grudging

tolerance. 

The travellers lodged that night at a reasonable tavern, and because Joseph was not an

obvious dignitary, but was inconspicuously clothed, they received no preferential 

treatment. It was the way it had been since leaving Caesarea, the Prince of Arimathea 

apparently going out of his way to be unrecognised.

Much had happened since Joseph, Saul and Eli had returned to Caesarea after their

meeting with Simon-Peter. It had taken several more days until Jonah had made his 

way home from Jerusalem, via Arimathea, where he had deposited Nathan. The boy 

had gained confidence and he was bursting to tell Joseph of his adventures - and 

Joseph was glad to give him his head before telling him of his own astonishing decision.

Jonah hadn't travelled alone from Tiberius, he had had the sense to keep two of 



Joseph's men with him during his journey. They were younger versions of Saul and Eli - 

a newer generation to whom Jonah could relate. Joseph assumed they had given 

themselves a good time at his expense, but he said nothing to dampen the enthusiastic 

flow.

"Nathan got his strength back very quickly after you left, lord Joseph. He was impatient 

to start out for Jerusalem - just as you predicted - but the other old doctor - Zebulon, 

wanted to go too. He was slower to mend, but it seemed as soon as he had a motive to 

get better, he made rapid progress."

Joseph smiled.

"He was given a purpose to do so."

"That was why I'm so late coming home, we had to wait some days before Zebulon was

strong enough to travel - and Nathan kept telling him that he was not trying to get well, 

which made Zebulon the more determined to go."

Joseph laughed loudly.

"Nathan is an artist at that sort of persuasion - when I was a boy and found my studies 

too hard, he used to look at me gloomily and say that he was sadly mistaken about my 

intelligence, and that other boys my age found the lessons easy!"

Jonah's look was slightly incredulous, but the flow continued unabated.

"We set out for Jerusalem and took easy stages - as soon as the old men grew tired, we

stopped and rested - in all the journey lasted six days - twice the time the Master could 

have walked it!"

"But you got there and found Nicodemus?"

"Yes! The old doctor was quite flustered to find us at his door - I think the priests in the 

Temple have turned their back on him since he helped to anoint the Master. His 

students have all gone away - but their work remained. Nathan had told Zebulon about 

the Master while we were in Tiberius, and I had to explain very carefully all I knew. I 

gave him my words to read - which he did, and afterwards his questions seemed softer.



They both stayed long hours with Nicodemus and poured over scroll after scroll of what

the students had gathered. They talked in such a way that I couldn't understand, and 

they didn't seem to mind when I said I wanted to find Marcus."

Joseph nodded and smiled.

"I wondered if you could stay away from your friend - how is he?"

Jonah's smile almost disappeared.

"Very sad, but he cheered up when he saw me! Barnabas is still there and he keeps him

busy. I think they might be leaving Jerusalem soon - the house of Mary of Cyrene has 

been sold."

Joseph nodded again. History had been sold, Jesus had visited there - and the Twelve 

had used it as their second home when in Jerusalem. So much had happened under its 

roof. If the stones could speak, what a story they could tell. Jonah had moved on.

"After a week, we left Jerusalem for Arimathea. By this time, both Nathan and Zebulon 

were much stronger and they spent the hours travelling by discussing what they had 

learned from Nicodemus. I think Nathan is more inclined to accept the evidence than 

Zebulon - Once I was sure they were settled in Arimathea, I left to come home!"

Joseph smiled again. Jonah asked seriously.

"Why did you leave to visit Simon-Peter without taking me along?"

Joseph hesitated.

"I had the germ of an Idea that I wanted to talk over with Simon - but even I couldn't 

have imagined how it would all turn out."

He paused to draw breath.

"I have the intention to leave Caesarea to help in the work of the master - Saul and Eli 

are coming with me."

Jonah's eyes widened perceptibly. Joseph hurried on.

"Simon-Peter agreed with my idea - and told me that I would carry the Master's word to 

all those I met. I was to teach and baptise in Jesus name. If the Lord permitted it,  I was 



to heal. I was to break the bread of communion with the Lord with those who had a 

desire to share it - and I was to bring comfort and blessing to those who would listen."

He paused again, there was an awkward silence. Jonah said quietly.

"And I am to stay in Caesarea - you don't want me to come with you."

It was a statement, not a question. Joseph took his shoulders and stared into his eyes.

"Those are your words, Jonah - not mine! The choice has to be yours - but wait! Before 

you answer, hear the rest! My idea followed on a conversation I had with Bezar, when 

he was last here, and was the reason we went to Jerusalem in the first place, and then 

on to Capernaum to find Simon-Peter."

Jonah waited, clenched by the shoulders in Joseph's grip.

"I told Simon I wanted to go to Babylon to try to correct some of the false teachings 

being spread there - either out of ignorance or malice. It was then that Simon gave me 

my commission."

Jonah's eyes sparkled. He breathed.

"Then, we're going to Babylon!"

"If that's your choice."

"No question otherwise - if I'm permitted!"

Joseph relaxed his grip and smiled.

"You're permitted!"

Within days they had started their journey. Joseph set a fast pace through Judaea and 

Galilee, explaining.

"Other's are sowing the seed in this ground!"

They took the direct road from Caesarea, which crossed the highlands and brushed the

shore of Galilee's Sea above Tiberius, through Magdala and Capernaum to the 

crossing of the Jordan at Bethsaida, from there the road led through Gaulenitis , 

Batanaea and Trachonitis, before crossing into Ituria in the lands of Aretus, the sworn 

enemy of Antipas. Damascus was an island of green in a sea of desert - no wonder 



some had described it as such - 'The Isle of Damascus'.

Its prosperity was tied to two things, the never ending flow of water in a thirsty land, and

its position as a converging point of roads from the north, south and east - particularly 

to the east, and the road to Palmyra, and Mari on the Euphrates, which it then followed 

to Babylon.

Another fork in that same road, just beyond Palmyra, to the north-east, to Nineveh. 

Their way, however, would lead through Palmyra and Mari and then, following the 

Euphrates, to the ancient capital of Babylonia. Now they had reached Damascus, the 

smallest portion of a long journey. Joseph could see that Jonah was itching to explore 

the ancient city, but he cautioned him.

"Not this evening, Jonah! Damascus isn't Caesarea - nor is it Jerusalem. Damascus is a

city which barely tolerates us Jews. It's a city of travellers from every corner of the 

known world. Some are traders, others are thieves and robbers. Some will treat you 

with courtesy - and others will slit your throat without a thought, simply to steal your 

purse. Our purpose isn't to have our throats slit - but to spread the word of the Master. 

Our prime purpose in Damascus is to find our brethren and bring them greetings - that 

we can't do tonight. If we explore the city, it will be with them to guide us!"

Jonah subsided with good grace, but every so often he would cross to the window and 

stare out into the bustling street with its tumult of exotically dressed people, and their 

pack animals swaying through the crowds. He almost savoured the medley of dust and 

noise and different odours.

On the following day, they set out to find Isaac. From Simon, Joseph had received 

directions. They went on foot, thinking it more prudent for four horsemen not to clatter 

to the front of his house. It was tucked away in a quiet corner of the city - the term was 

relative, Joseph doubted whether any corner of Damascus could be described as quiet.

His caution was well advised, for the visit of four men to the house of the leader of 

those following the new doctrine, was noticed and reported to the elders of the 



synagogues. In turn, those who watched, were themselves noticed by a vigilant Saul, 

who murmured the fact into Joseph's ear, who nodded acknowledgement and raised 

his staff to rap on the door. Before he could do so, it was opened by a tall, quiet-eyed 

man, who glanced at the upraised staff, but didn't flinch. Joseph lowered it to the 

ground.

"I am Isaac, how can I serve you?"

"I am Joseph - I bring you greetings from Simon."

Isaac didn't respond as expected.

"I know many men called Simon, can you describe him?"

Joseph twitched a smile.

"He once was a fisherman - a big man - now he does other fishing and has been given

another name - the Rock!"

Isaac's face relaxed a little.

"Then, you had better enter, Joseph - and his friends."

They stooped to cross the threshold and straightened up in a large room. There were 

others present, standing in a group on the far side of the room; men, women and 

children. 

"Brethren, this is Joseph, who brings us greetings from Simon-Peter."

There was a cautious movement and a murmur of acknowledgement. Isaac turned to 

the new arrivals.

"You will understand our caution when I tell you we are constantly under threat from the

rulers of the synagogue, and those who rule in the name of Aretus."

Joseph nodded.

"I had heard that to be the case when I spoke with Simon a few days ago. We've been 

sent by him for a special purpose, firstly to Damascus, and then further."

Jonah noticed he didn't divulge their full plans, and wondered if he wasn't perhaps 

being over-cautious - and then he remembered Judas of Kerioth!



Isaac inclined his head in acknowledgement.

"We are all who remain of the those the Lord has touched in Damascus. Others once 

were with us - but they had gone back to former ways. They became frightened of the 

threats directed against us from the rulers of the Synagogues."

He sounded almost defeated. Joseph responded.

"The Master knows the activity of these rulers, and has a just reward for their activities -

but you who remain must stand firm, for the Master stands with you!"

Joseph himself looked astounded at the words which had come from his own lips. Isaac

stared back at him. Joseph was compelled to say more.

"In the coming days, when we have gone, you will receive a helper who will strengthen

you and fortify your courage. You will be of service to him also!"

Isaac found his voice, licking dry lips.

"This helper, how will we know him?"

"You know him already - when he comes again, you will know him."

Joseph broke off, he felt strangely empty, he looked beyond Isaac and saw the dawn of 

a new hope in the eyes of the Master's people. Isaac sensed the change in him, and 

took him to them. There were introductions, and then the questions flowed. Jonah 

found himself sitting next to a small man whose name he remembered - Ananias. He 

wanted to know Jonah's history, which was given softly. Suddenly, Ananias stopped him

"Your attention, brethren - you should hear this young man."

Jonah found himself the focus of all eyes, he looked quickly at Joseph, who was smiling

slightly, and who gave him a little nod. Jonah started his story again, slowly at first, and 

then with gathering confidence. It wasn't how it had been when he had told Nathan, then

 there had been the response of curiosity - here, he felt the people drawing out of him all

he could tell of those heady days when he had first met the Master and of what had 

followed from it. As a result, his narrative was fuller, small nuances he had almost 



forgotten, were drawn out of him, and when he had finished, there was utter silence. 

Isaac broke it.

"Jonah, we are indebted to you for sharing those moments with us. In return, I would 

like to ask Ananias to share his story with you."

The rotund little man related the events leading up to his meeting with Saul of Tarsus 

and what had ensued. He nervously explained the commission he had received to go 

to the blinded persecutor of the Master's people. He told of the baptism with water and 

how he had conveyed the Spirit of God, which had had the effect of releasing Saul's 

eyes from blindness. He told of how he was overwhelmed by Saul's questions on 

matters he could hardly understand himself, and how he had brought him to Isaac.

Isaac took up the story of what had almost amounted to an interrogation. Saul had 

been so demanding and eager to know all! Isaac continued.

"I could tell him no more and the authorities were becoming aggressive because he had

changed sides and had come to us. It was thought best that he should leave Damascus 

for his own safety. He travelled alone, early one morning, with only a donkey to carry 

his precious bundle of scrolls and his other possessions."

Joseph asked quietly.

"Which way did he go - has he returned - have you heard what happened to him?"

Isaac shook his head.

"He left by the gate leading to the east - into the desert. He never returned and we 

never heard what happened to him. On the night before he left, I suggested that one or 

two of our brothers might go with him - for his own companions, the ones who had 

travelled with him from Jerusalem, had deserted him as soon as he had changed sides -

but he refused, saying that he wanted a time to himself to resolve all that he had earlier 

learned at the feet of the doctors of the law in Jerusalem, with that which he had now 

newly learned from the Spirit of God. He wanted solitude - we hope that he found it - 

and peace for his soul."



Joseph responded softly.

"Simon was anxious to know what became of him."

"That's all we know."

There were numerous other exchanges - experiences and events which were absorbed

eagerly by the Damascus brethren. Jonah was reminded of water pouring into dry sand.

 These people were dried out, like the sand - and eager, almost greedy to absorb any 

of the life-giving water of the Spirit. He was a little embarrassed, because of his story, 

he became someone everyone wanted to be with. Mainly, to divert attention, he 

eventually whispered to Ananias.

"Ask Joseph to tell his story!"

It took a little time before Ananias could intervene once more.

"I am told that Joseph has something of great value to tell us."

Jonah avoided Joseph's eyes until he quietly began to describe the events surrounding 

the crucifixion and resurrection of the Master. When he finished some were weeping - 

and now he became the focus of attention. All in all, it had been an exhausting day, and 

the four travellers finally were allowed to return to their lodgings, very late in the 

evening, for Isaac had insisted on providing supper, at the end of which they had broken

bread and drank wine in communion and remembrance of the Master.

On the journey to their lodgings, both Saul and Eli were watchful. The shadows were 

long, and many enemies would have known where they had spent the hours of the day.

…..

The members of the small party from Mediolanum were received by a tall, white-haired 

matron, to whom Rebecca took an instant liking. There was the minimum of fuss, clearly

Flautia Scipio ran her house with quiet efficiency. Servants took charge of the children 

and Naomi, who didn't have a chance to protest. Others handled the baggage and 

Rebecca's house-servants, and yet others the horses and their drivers - including 



Apolonius and his men.

Rebecca was left alone with her stately hostess. Flautia smiled sympathetically into 

Rebecca's tired eyes.

"Come, my lady, warm yourself and take your ease."

"You are most kind - to allow us to invade your home in this way."

"How else could it possibly be!? I would have been most upset with Tertius if he had left 

you in that cold inn - and with two beautiful children too!"

She clapped her hands and hot refreshments appeared immediately,  together with 

trays of small cakes and sweetmeats..

"You can be sure your children are being thoroughly spoiled at this very moment!"

She smiled in delight.

"It seems such a long time since we had small children in this house. Tertius and I have 

adult children, of course, but they have both given us grand-children - but they live so 

such a long way away we rarely see them. Our son is far off in consular service in 

Alexandria, together with his wife and two children, a boy and a girl. Our daughter is 

almost as far away in the other direction - in Hispania, she's married to a merchant who 

also calls your husband his Patron."

Rebecca murmured agreement.

"So far away, both of them."

"Our daughter and her husband have three children, two girls and a boy - but we so 

rarely see any of them."

Rebecca began to relax under the benevolence of the warm fire and the obvious 

friendliness of their hostess. She felt compelled to say.

"I do hope my son doesn't prove to be unruly - he's hard to control at times - Naomi 

does her best - "

Flautia was firm.

"Think nothing of it, my lady - when our grand-children combine, we sometimes feel an 



army is sweeping through - but that is so rare - all our grand-children being together, I 

mean. Your little son will be a breath of life in this too quiet house!"

Rebecca smiled and Flautia nodded approval.

"Tertius explained that you have endured a testing time, my lady. Here, you must relax 

and feel perfectly safe. My husband told me of the plans laid by the captain of your 

escort, so that you could appear to be travelling to the north. I'm not an inquisitive old 

lady! You have a desire to remain discretely hidden and I will not ask your reasons. If, 

in time, you feel the need to tell me, I shall be delighted. In the meantime, this house is 

yours - your home until your husband returns!"

Rebecca nearly burst into tears, she controlled the urge.

"Do you know Lucian."

Flautia's expression softened.

"I knew Lucian when he was quite a small child and before his father and mother went 

into Gaul on Septimus' behalf. I've watched him grow and I was here when Septimus, 

on his way to Rome, brought a bewildered and grieving child back from Gaul. There's so

much I don't know after that time. Septimus rarely came north after that - and then he 

disappeared and I heard Lucian was sent to Palestine."

Rebecca nodded and smiled.

"It was there that we met - you see, I am a Jew."

It was something she felt compelled to declare. Flautia's expression didn't change.

"You have beautiful dark colouring, my lady, and I find little wonder that Lucian wanted 

you for his wife."

Rebecca had another impulse.

"I would be so pleased if you would call me Rebecca - 'my lady' is so very formal."

The old lady's eyes sparkled.

"And I shall be Flautia! - if you so wish."

"If you will allow me."



The refreshments were finished, Flautia rose.

"I will show you your room - which is quite close to your children - but far enough away 

that you can rest! When you wish, you shall have a bath - in which you can luxuriate - 

inns can be such primitive places when it comes to hygiene and comfort! Tertius has 

insisted on thermal ducts below the floor, which heat the baths - and of course, they are 

completely private!"

Flautia delivered her running commentary as she brought Rebecca to her room. She 

indicated the children's quarters - and Naomi's. Two of Rebecca's house-servants were 

finishing the unpacking of the last of her baggage. They scurried away. Flautia eyed 

them speculatively.

"Which one is Jacobus so taken with?"

"The first one - Phoebe."

"A pretty girl - we must be thankful for his roving eye - otherwise we would never have 

known you were in Mediolanum."

Rebecca blushed a little.

"The thought never entered my head that Lucian would have business connections 

here - I've been very pre-occupied - "

Her voice trailed away. Flautia took her hand.

"No damage was done - thanks to Jacobus."

"I don't know what we would have done otherwise."

"I find it a little strange that Lucian didn't contact Tertius when he passed through - you 

are quite sure it was his intention to do so?"

Rebecca shook her head.

"I'm not sure - we made an assumption - and asked questions on the way. You see, 

Lucian was travelling as part of the Imperial Delegation."

Flautia's eyes widened.

"Lucian travels in exalted circles."



"The consequence of being Caesar's friend."

The raw bitterness in her tone, made the older women eye her speculatively. She said 

carefully.

"To be Caesar's friend can be a great benefit - or it can invite great trouble."

Rebecca couldn't hold her feelings in check any longer. She said with soft vehemence.

"I hate that man - Gaius Caesar! He knows I don't trust him. He sent Lucian beyond the 

Alps to get him out of the way. Everyone in Rome knows that he does so, so that he can

possess the wives who are left behind!"

Flautia took her shoulders between her hands, and Rebecca wept against her. The old 

lady glared over her shoulder at the unresponsive wall. When the bout of weeping was 

over, and after Rebecca had drawn back with snuffling apologies, the full story came 

tumbling out. Flautia allowed it to spend its course. At the end, Rebecca fell silent and 

stared at her. 

Flautia led her to a chair close to the fire and sat her down. The old lady sat opposite.

"Yours is a familiar story, Rebecca, a theme repeated in a dozen different 

circumstances, which all come back to the same thing - although I wasn't fully aware 

that our new Caesar was following so closely the debauched traditions of his family!"

"Perhaps he now feels free to show his true character - after all, Lucian first met him 

being thrown out of a tavern in Ostia - which apparently connected to a - brothel!"

Flautia nodded.

"I'm hardly surprised - although Gaius Caesar would have found it difficult to escape 

from under Tiberius' eye. The old man kept him practically captive on Caprae - or so I've

been told. No doubt, to instruct him in his own evil inclinations! The man was the 

epitome of the lecher!"

Rebecca blinked at the tone. Flautia continued.

"There are many families who have suffered greatly under Tiberius Caesar - and to a 

lesser extent, perhaps, Augustus. In my opinion there is a thread of moral instability - I 



might even suggest insanity - running through the gens Julius!"

Rebecca whispered.

"I was so frightened, I didn't know what to do - I expected a cohort of Praetorians to 

come for me at any hour."

Flautia snorted.

"I doubt that even Gaius would be so bold at this time. He might be the darling of the 

people, but that's because he's the son of the virtuous Germanicus. His popularity will 

soon start to wane when they realise what a monster he is - but by then it might be too 

late to do anything about it."

Rebecca burst out.

"But what could be done about it!?"

"Precious little - unless the legions decide they've had enough! Small hope of that at this

time - and the same thing holds, it will be too late by the time they realise that they're 

not dealing with another Germanicus!"

"Did you know Germanicus?"

Flautia smiled a little sadly.

"Indeed I did - and Agrippina his wife - and the children - but Gaius was always the 

precocious one. Even at that age, a small bully, who liked nothing better than strutting 

around in those ridiculous little boots the legion men gave him. Little Caligula they called

him - after the boots. Little upstart - even at that age!"

The old lady's vehemence showed the depths of her feeling. She laughed self-

consciously.

"What must you think of me, Rebecca!? Tertius has always called me a revolutionary!  

He says I open my mouth too wide and that one day I'll have my tongue cut out!"

Rebecca laughed.

"Lucian says the same about me! As did Joseph, my brother. Oh! The troubles I 

brought on my head because I couldn't stay quiet!"



Flautia smiled in delight.

"I see we're two of a kind - but you mentioned your brother - tell me about him - and 

your home country."

Slowly at first, and then with more confidence, Rebecca described her life with her 

brother and the luxury and contentment that had provided - until she had met Lucian. 

She hesitated again, before deciding to hold back nothing. She described her flight to 

join those women who travelled with the Master and the wonders she had witnessed. 

She told how Joseph had taken her home again and what had ensued, and how Lucian 

had finally persuaded her to become his wife - and then the separation which had taken 

Lucian away from her when she had needed him most.

Flautia listened spell-bound as the story unfolded. She touched her eyes with a 

handkerchief when it was done. 

"That is a most beautiful story, Rebecca, I thank you so much for sharing it with me. 

How I wish I could have shared some of those adventures."

Rebecca smiled slightly.

"It was cold and hard under the hedges - and there was always the threat that some of 

the Roman soldiers - or Herod's - might arrest us. You wouldn't have wanted to share 

that - or perhaps some of the wretched people, covered in sores and filth, who came to 

the Master for healing."

Flautia eyed her steadily.

"And you say, they were healed?"

Rebecca nodded.

"I held some of them while it was done - there was no trickery!"

Flautia nodded, not taking her eyes away.

"But he was crucified?"

"Yes - but he rose from the tomb on the third day - and on that day Lucian was healed  

from a mortal wound which no doctor could cure - but he woke on the morning of the 



night he should have died, and was completely well - and Balthus, his slave, spoke for 

the first time, for he was dumb! I witnessed it all - and the Master was seen by many 

others."

Flautia shook her head slowly.

"An astounding story - and one hard to grasp."

Rebecca's smile drifted away.

"So many can't find it in their hearts to believe - yet I know it to be true - so does Lucian 

- and Balthus. When such a thing happens on one's own flesh, it's hard not to believe!"

"I don't disbelieve you, my dear - I simply find it hard to grasp - give me a little time."

Flautia took her hand.

"Child, you are still like ice! A hot bath is essential! I shall send the girls to help you."

She rose to her feet, starting for the door, then she turned again.

"One other thing, Rebecca - The captain of your escort, who is he, I seem to know him!?

Rebecca stared at her, knowing that she might be betraying Apolonius and his men if 

she answered truthfully. It was a risk she had to take.

"He is Apolonius - he was once a messenger of the court of Tiberius. He served Caesar 

and - Julia - he knew Septimus - and he knows what truly happened to Tiberius. For that

reason, he's running for his life from Gaius Caesar. He helped me to escape from 

Rome and brought me to Mediolanum. As my escort, no one challenged him, so I was 

able to be of service to him also. He's promised me that if you feel he is a threat to your 

house, he and his men will ride out and you'll never see him again. I think it only fair to 

tell you."

Flautia was serious faced. She nodded.

"I thank you for your honesty, Rebecca - but this isn't a matter for me to decide - you 

understand, I must tell Tertius."

Rebecca inclined her head.



"If I was placed in your position, I would have to tell Lucian - but Lucian wasn't there to 

tell, so I had to act on my own decision."

Flautia sat down again slowly.

"I'm so surprised that Lucian left you completely alone - excepting for Lepidus, whom I 

know to be a good man - did he take Tachius with him?"

Rebecca's face twisted into tears. She sobbed.

"Tachius died! He was old and tired and he died sitting in our garden in the sunshine! 

We didn't always agree, but in the end we knew we both loved Lucian in our own way - 

and that became our bond."

Flautia took her in her arms again - such a frail creature, yet, with a core of iron. She 

sensed she was near the end of her strength and the possibility of a complete  

breakdown threatened. She said softly.

"I'll talk to Tertius, don't worry, it will be all right. He will do for you what is best."


