
10.

Pontius Pilate arrived in Rome several days before the ship carrying Joseph, Rebecca, 

and her children. When he had left Caesarea, there had been a token display of 

ceremonial, as befitted the departure of a Procurator of Judaea. When he arrived in 

Rome, he was almost completely ignored. He and his party had disembarked at Ostia. 

He had disdained the option of a barge trip up the Tiber to the city, choosing instead to 

ride in a slow carriage along a road cluttered with commercial traffic and the odd patrol 

of troopers assigned to keep order. The journey had been slow and tedious and he was 

completely enraged by the time they entered the city. His wife tried to caution him.

“Tread carefully, Pontius - keep your temper at all costs. Vitellius gave you only part of 

the reason for your recall - our future may depend on you keeping your temper.”

He snarled a response.

“Another of your auguries, my dear Poppeia! I’m surprised you weren’t better informed 

about our eviction from Judaea!”

Poppeia sighed, Pontius was a difficult man, and sometimes she wondered why she 

stayed with him - but in reality, there was little else she could do. She confined herself to

a response which always silenced him.

“I told you to have nothing to do with that innocent man, Pontius - you disregarded me - 

now, we suffer the consequences.”

This time he wasn’t silenced. He raged.

“You talk rubbish, woman! A dead agitator can’t harm me - or you! The man was 

condemned and rightly executed - end of story!”

“If you say so, Pontius.”

By this time they had reached the centre of the city. Pilate started to recover some of his



equilibrium. The city buildings were - as always - magnificent. Here and there was 

something new. Tiberius had continued where his predecessor had left off. It was said 

of Augustus that he had found Rome a city of wood - but had left it a city of marble. 

Tiberius - tight-fisted Tiberius - had continued the trend.

With Tertillius, he dismounted from the carriage and continued on foot into the Forum, 

leaving the woman to supervise the arrangements for their lodgings. At the head of the 

Forum was the Curia - the Senate House - on whose steps the Senators proclaimed 

their leaders and welcomed their conquering generals. It was supposed to be the focal 

point of their government, but since the time of Gaius Julius - who had been 

assassinated just within the portals - since his time, the focus of government had 

shifted into the great sprawling mass and conglomeration of buildings which made up 

Caesar’s palace. It was a matter of a few paces, but the power of the state had walked 

them, leaving the largely impotent Senate to reside in the opulence of the rule of 

emperors.

The Senate still possessed some powers. It resided with them to run the administration.

Caesar certainly dictated the appointments of major importance, but the Senate and the

bureaucracy was the agency through which they were activated. Caesar had personally

recalled Pilate through his instructions to the Proconsul Vitellius - but Caesar was in 

Capri and took very little part in the day to day activities of the state. Pilate, therefore 

turned to the Senate and bureaucracy - he had a faint hope that something could be 

salvaged from the situation. Whatever way it was regarded, it remained a fact that he 

had been recalled under a cloud.

He entered the building, followed by Tertillius, and thrust the document detailing his 

recall under the nose of the first official who approached them. He barked.

“Pontius Pilate, Procurator of Judaea - summoned to Rome at Caesar’s pleasure.”

The official eyed him warily and took the diplomatic option, escorting them to an 

anteroom, before disappearing behind heavy wooden doors. Pilate and his companion 



took to the couches offered for their comfort, allowed themselves to be served by 

slaves with trays of sweetmeats and others carrying winesacks - and waited. They 

were allowed to kill a quarter hour before the official reappeared.

“You are requested to return in two days, when the matter can be determined.”

Pilate’s mouth gaped momentarily. He shut it tight as his fury grew. He breathed.

“I demand immediate attention! I am the Procurator of Judaea - not some penitent from 

the streets! I will not be treated as such! You will inform your masters that I will remain 

until I am received with the respect to which I am entitled!”

The official made a hasty retreat and Pilate glared at Tertillius.

“Someone will pay for this impertinence!”

“Be cautious, Pontius - you’re not sure of your ground!”

“You begin to sound like my wife - if you have nothing constructive to offer - be quiet!”

The delay was shorter this time. The official returned.

“Senator Catius Nereus will receive you briefly.”

Pilate suppressed his retort with difficulty, permitting himself to be escorted through the 

large doors into the room beyond, which was of impressive proportions. The marble 

floor seemed to stretch like a parade ground between him and the solitary desk, behind 

which sat an elderly man. As Pilate approached, he realised that his escort had 

vanished. He could see that the desk was empty except for a single unrolled document, 

which he recognised as his recall. He wasn’t offered a seat. The elderly man eyed him 

silently, there was no doubt that he was of the patrician class. His manner, his dress 

screamed of the fact. There was an uneasy silence while the Senator surveyed him.
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“You are Pontius Pilate, former Procurator of Judaea - I am given to understand that 

you have some urgent matter which cannot wait the courtesy of a proper appointment.”

Pilate found his voice.

“I am Pilate - I have been recalled to Rome due to false evidence being furnished to 



Caesar. I was given the responsibility of Procurator of a difficult and rebellious province,

 which I have administered without complaint for the past ten years. On this basis, I 

claim a speedy resolution of this matter.

The Senator glanced at the document.

“It would appear that the matter has been resolved, Pilate. Caesar has made the 

decision to recall you. If you wish to dispute the decision of Caesar, that is your 

privilege - however, if I might offer advice, I would tread most carefully if I were you. I 

see that you are accused of directly disobeying an imperial edict - should this matter be 

reopened, it is possible that Caesar might take a less lenient view than simply relieving 

you of your position as Procurator of Judaea - he might be inclined to make an example 

of you!”

Pilate glared into the slightly amused eyes of the seated man.

“The accusation is unjust.”

Catius Nereus nodded languidly.

“Most accusations are - after all, you have had to deal with many similar accusations 

during your tenure of office. To arrive at the truth is often difficult - and can take 

considerable time. In my view Caesar has dealt expeditiously with this matter. In fact, 

not only has he relieved you of an onerous and difficult position, but has recommended 

another, which will keep you somewhat closer to home - if you can call Rhaetia nearer.”

He laughed softly at his private Joke. Pilate didn’t join him. The Senator signalled and 

an aide appeared from out of nowhere carrying another document. This one also carried

the imperial seal. The Senator read casually.

“By order of Caesar, you are appointed administrator in Vienne - which you must know 

is under the Proconsul of Gaul. You will have particular responsibility towards the newly 

subdued tribes which border Germania Superior! I’m told the land of the Rhaeti is quite 

charming at certain seasons - many lakes and forests - and of course, the added 

advantage of the alpine ranges. Such a pity that the people don’t match the land in 



which they live - quite savage, I’m given to understand - but then, Pilate, you have had 

the advantage of dealing with difficult people for the past ten years.”

He tossed the document across the desk. Pilate slowly picked it up and read it, keeping 

his expression a tight mask. Nereus watched him, reading the slight flexing of the jaw 

muscles. He enjoyed the suppression of emotions. There could be no doubt that this 

man - whoever he was, or thought he was - was soon to enjoy the full measure of 

Caesar’s displeasure. In passing, he wondered who had thought up the remote and 

obscure posting to Rhaetia - whoever it was, the man was a master!

Pilate maintained his dignity, bowed frostily to the Senator, who acknowledged his 

salute with a slight inclination of his head.

“I would advise you to take up your new position without delay, Pilate. It would be an 

error to tarry in Rome, when Caesar has been so gracious to accommodate you with a 

new commission. I understand you are anxiously awaited in Vienne.”

Pilate sucked in his breath.

“I thank you for your advice - but I had hoped for the opportunity to address myself to 

Caesar.”

The Senator eyed him steadily.

“Your privilege, of course, but I should advise you that Caesar grants very few 

opportunities to those desiring his attention. You are no doubt aware that he resides on 

Capri - such a tedious and dangerous journey to reach him.”

Pilate was startled.

“Dangerous - how - dangerous?”

“Many unforeseen things have happened to those who left Rome, insisting that they 

had the right to visit Caesar. Most now find it prudent to avoid troubling him.”

Pilate tasted defeat, he knew when he was outmanoeuvred. He carefully rolled the 

scroll of his appointment.

“Thank you for your attention, Senator - and your advice.”



The senator once again inclined his head.

“Farewell, Pilate - and my good wishes for your new posting.”

Pilate collected Tertillius without a word, making their way from the Curia out into the 

open Forum. One of the servants was waiting for them. Lodgings had been secured 

and were a short walk distant. Pilate maintained his silence, his expression of fury 

being reserved for the rapid march through the streets. It wasn’t until they reached the 

mediocre lodgings arranged for them, that he gave vent to his outrage. Poppeia, 

Tertillius and Lucinda listened in glum silence, any fond thoughts of being once more in 

the centre of Rome’s culture dissipated in the realisation that they were virtually 

banished to Gaul - and not only that, but to a frontier province barely subdued, where 

comforts would be few, and where they faced the extreme likelihood of being murdered 

in their beds.

…..

Proconsul Vittelius showed no inclination to remain in Judaea once he had delivered the

twin thrusts directed at Pilate and Caiaphas. He announced his intention of returning 

immediately to Antioch, apparently quite comfortable with leaving the monitoring of the 

ensuing situation in the hands of Marius Tertius. The return journey was made along 

the coast road, and once again Marcellus jolted along the familiar route through the 

Judaean Hills and down to Joppa, before they joined the road north through Caesarea. 

His supposition that it would be a long time before he returned there had been proved 

wrong - as had many of his suppositions over the previous few weeks.

He rode with the Proconsul at the head of the column - something he couldn’t have 

imagined in his wildest dreams a month earlier. At times, the old man was content to 

ride in silence, absorbed in the scenery, or deep in his own thoughts - at other times 

there was conversation, during which Marcellus found himself revealing his thoughts 

and ambitions on many subjects, as well as his plans for the future. He was surprised 

to realise how little he had considered the options. Especially during the previous three 



years, he had appeared to be living within the day, not even considering the outcome of 

events. During this time, he had been under the powerful control of Pilate - and of 

circumstances dictated by the crazy agitator from Nazareth. Now, both were gone, and 

not only did he face freedom - but he also faced the unknown.

As a soldier, he was used to being under orders. He had been posted to Palestine - and

equally, he could be posted elsewhere. He had been raised in rank to that of a centurion

 he had been posted to Capernaum - these had all fallen within the normal expectations 

of a serving soldier. Now, he was assigned to the staff of the Proconsul - and the 

immediate consequence had been the dismissal of Pilate and the curbing of the powers 

of the wily High Priest Caiaphas - although he hardly could claim the credit for either. 

From that point, he couldn’t see where the future would lead - or even, if his future 

remained tied to that of the Legions.

Vitellius questioned him skilfully, extracting his thoughts and the evidence of his 

indecision, with Marcellus hardly aware that he was opening up to such a degree. It 

was on the last day before reaching Antioch that Vitellius suddenly broached the 

subject again.

“Where do you really want to go within the legions, Marcellus?”

“Would it surprise you to hear that I’m not sure, sir?”

“Frankly, no! I find a surprising degree of indecision in that regard. Unusual for a young 

man - not to have ambitions - not to aspire to be a Prefect in charge of a Cohort. Not 

even to aspire to be another military genius! Most men imagine they can do it - and can 

not! I sense that your imagination doesn’t carry you that far - but you could!”

“What! Be a military genius - sir!?”

Vitellius laughed.

“Not if you lead your men to the top of a hill with no path of retreat - certainly!”

“I haven’t thought about the future.”

“That’s obvious! Time you did! Time you decided where you want to go - unless you’re 



content to become a plodder who grows fat from inactivity, commanding some 

mediocre garrison - or a reckless fool who throws away his life in the mistaken belief 

that he does so to further the glory of Rome! - No, Marcellus! It’s my belief you could go 

far - but you have to find the drive. Now, take your cousin, Vespasianus - “

Marcellus looked at him suddenly alert.

“We’ve spoken about him before, General - I don’t really know him - when we were boys

 yes - but not since.”

The old man continued as if the interruption hadn’t occurred.

“Vespasianus is destined for great things, Marcellus. He has a good, quick mind - like 

yours - he’s also an excellent strategist. He knows what he wants and intends to get it!”

Marcellus asked cautiously.

“What does he want, General.”

Vitellius laughed.

“He won’t be content until he commands an army - one Legion won’t be enough!”

Marcellus was thoughtful.

“Sounds like anyone standing next to him would be in his shadow.”

The old man turned his head to look at him.

“Only if that man allows it!”

“Are you suggesting that we should compete?”

“I’m suggesting that you stand as tall as he - after all there’s room in Rome’s empire for 

two generals commanding armies!”

Vitellius lapsed into silence, leaving his young companion plenty to ponder over.  Not 

long after, they came to Antioch, and with the end of the journey came also the end of 

the intimacy of the march. The Proconsul retreated into his domain and became the 

administrator of the Province of Syria, and Marcellus resumed his duties as one of those

on his staff. During the regular daily briefings there was no further discussion of a 

private nature. He was informed when Pilate finally departed from Palestine for ever, but



he could find no cause for jubilation.

The news from Jerusalem was one of continued watchfulness. There had been no 

dramatic rise in tension following the demotion of Caiaphas. The aged Annas appeared 

to have quietly assumed control - the population were supremely indifferent.

Marcellus found himself assigned special duties. He was given command of another 

Century - this time mounted. He was given special commissions by Vitellius, where he 

was expected to exercise diplomatic skills and resolve complaints and disputes. At first, 

he found it hard going - for the most part the details were trivial and he was more 

inclined to crack a few heads to let in some common sense - but that wasn’t his 

commission. During those weeks he learned political tactics, he managed to control his 

impatience and gradually impose a harmonious balance. He would return at the end of 

one trying situation to find himself confronted by another.

He achieved a great deal of independence, not being subject to the normal discipline of

superiors. He was shrewd enough to see that Vitellius was schooling him, and that he 

was receiving special treatment. It was also obvious that he was envied by his fellow 

officers, who gradually withdrew from him and once more he became as isolated as he 

had been in Judaea. Only Antonius Primus remained apparently unruffled by his 

favoured treatment. 

Some two months after the dismissal of Pontius Pilate and the subsequent return to 

Antioch, and after the fourth or fifth special commission assigned to him by the 

Proconsul, Marcellus returned to Antioch, savagely out of temper. The circumstances - 

as usual - had been trying, the discussions had been prolonged, and his patience had 

been tried to the ultimate. In the end, he had been obliged to impose a solution which 

satisfied neither party.

He didn’t particularly care one way or the other whether there was cause for complaint - 

or if that complaint would be voiced to Vittelius. He reported to the old man, who heard 

him out in silence, never relaxing his steady stare. The Proconsul nodded after a 



moment. 

“You are not satisfied with the outcome, Centurion?”

“No, sir.”

“Nor do you have reason to be - your resolution will be ineffective!”

Marcellus remained silent. Vittelius fingered a scroll on the desktop.

“It won’t be you who will deal with the consequences.”

“Sir?”

“Your tour of duty in this province is terminated! You have two days to prepare for your 

next posting.”

“Sir!”

Vittelius looked at him without a glimmer of a smile.

“It doesn’t please me that I am to lose a capable officer - nor one who has unfinished 

business - for make no mistake - it was my intention to send you back to complete the 

assignment you were given! These orders override me!”

Marcellus was stung into response.

“If my departure could be delayed for a few days, sir - “

“What would you do, Marcellus - create a new problem to add to the old!?”

“Perhaps I could undo the situation.”

“That would be doubtful - both parties are dissatisfied and decline to put their trust in 

you! I shall send a trained negotiator to resolve the problem.”

Marcellus felt his temper rising - just as it had when he had been confronted with Pilate.

Vittelius watched him, noting the tensing of his jaw muscles. The old man added softly.

“I have arranged your next posting, Marcellus - so, I have myself to blame for losing a 

capable officer - who has proved another point. He is an officer who is no negotiator - 

but he is one who can take unsavoury orders. I told you once, you lack ambition - your 

next posting will either make you or break you! You will either master it - or it will 

master you!”



Marcellus stared into the slightly amused eyes of the old man. He asked stiffly.

“May I ask where my next posting is to be, sir?”

“You may - it is Rome!”

Marcellus was dismissed and he returned to his quarters grappling with the abrupt 

change to his future. Vittelius had said nothing more, and although Marcellus would 

have liked to question him further, he retreated behind military formality and resisted 

the urge.

Phillus was waiting for him in his quarters, as usual. The young Dacian had grown used 

to reading his master’s mood. He quietly relieving him of his accoutrements. Marcellus 

gestured for wine, which was provided quickly. Phillus retreated to the corridor. It was 

perhaps an hour later that Antonius Primus marched into the room.

“I heard you were back!”

Marcellus glowered at him and gestured to the wine bottle.

“Help yourself - join in the festivities!”

“That bad!”

“That bad!!”

“I take it that your pacification exercise stirred up a war.”

“News travels fast - no doubt accompanied by the usual measure of gloating - The 

Proconsul’s pet centurion has fallen on his backside!”

Primus eyed him speculatively.

“More on your face - by the look on it!”

Marcellus raised his cup in a mock salutation.

“The Proconsul’s pet centurion is no more - long live the next candidate!”

Primus’ eyes widened.

“What in Hades did you do!? You can’t be serious - the old man hasn’t kicked you out!?”

“Better that that - I’m posted to Rome!”

Antonius set down his cup emphatically.



“Rome!? Do you go alone or under escort?”

“Chained to an oar - what’s the difference?”

“A great deal I should say! I say again - what did you do?”

“Nothing - I botched a resolution.”

“Hardly a capital offence.”

“The old man organised a posting to Rome - seems he can’t get me out of his sight 

quickly enough.”

“Rein in your horse! You were away no more than a week - correct? If Vittelius arranged

your posting to Rome, it would take a great deal longer than a week - and the outcome 

of your latest commission can’t have anything to do with it.”

“Then I must have fouled up on something else - what does it matter.”

Primus drew breath.

“If I was you, I’d be dancing in the streets! Man! You’re being posted home - to Rome! It 

doesn’t sound like a punishment to me - it sounds like the old man’s doing you a 

favour!”

Marcellus glowered at him silently. Primus continued.

“What unit are you being posted to?”

Marcellus shook his head.

“He didn’t say.”

“And you didn’t ask?”

Marcellus shook his head. Antonius rolled his eyes to heaven. They proceeded to get 

moderately drunk. Towards the end of an evening which became increasingly hazy, 

Antonius asked.

“Are you taking Phillus with you - or are you going to sell him?”

Marcellus shook his head and tried to concentrate.

“I hadn’t thought about it.”

“If you decide to sell - give me the first option.”



The slave outside the door listened and crouched a little closer to the floor. The 

following two days passed quickly. Marcellus went through the formality of his daily 

briefing with the Proconsul, who had little to say on the first of the two days, but was a 

little more forthcoming on the second and last.

“On arrival in Italia, you will take leave - go to your family - they will take care of your 

subsequent posting - if you get lost, ask the way!”

Once again their was a glimmer of humour in the relentless gaze. Vittelius continued.

“You can expect to find a few people who will wish you well - and many others who will 

not! If you find a centurion named for me, he is probably my grandson - you are 

permitted to extend my greetings. Possibly, you will find your cousin, Vespasianus - if 

not, you will eventually do so - you may also greet him on my behalf - and his father 

also.”

“It will be my privilege to do so, sir.”

Vittelius eyed him silently.

“Sometimes I wonder at my own stupidity!”

“Sir!”

“You are a capable officer, who has great potential - I must be losing my mind by 

sending you to Rome.”

Marcellus was silent for a moment.

“May I ask the Proconsul why he has done so, Sir?”

Vittelius smiled.

“You may ask, but I’m not obligated to tell you. You can be assured that there is no 

sinister motive. Let me say only this, your potential is wasted here in this outlandish, 

barbaric province. I choose to let the bird fly free rather than keep it caged. I shall 

watch your future progress with interest, don’t betray my trust or my expectations!”

Marcellus stammered.

“I shall try to do neither, sir.”



Vittelius rose from his chair, and walked to the window opening.

“I shall be leaving here soon, I am to be replaced - due for retirement - it comes to us 

all. A few months more - or possibly less if we have a change of emperors.”

Marcellus stared as Vittelius turned.

“Yes, Marcellus - a change of emperors! Tiberius is seventy-eight years of age and in 

poor health. I am his appointee, his successor may have other ideas for the Province of 

Syria - it is to be expected.”

There was little more other than a surprisingly warm farewell. Marcellus left wondering if

he would ever see the old man again. The Proconsul’s prediction was realised while 

Marcellus was still in transit on one of Rome’s swift military vessels. The crossing was 

very rough and stormy, it was after all, February - and Phillus was wretchedly sick. 

Marcellus began to have doubts that his slave might not survive the crossing - perhaps 

it would have been more profitable to have sold him to Antonius after all!

…..

Soon after the encounter with Caligula at the bathhouse, Lepidus came to Lucian one 

evening before supper. He hovered at the door of the large room where Lucian was 

desperately trying to keep warm. It was mid-winter, the feast of Saturnalia, with its 

licentiousness and merry-making, was fast approaching, but Lucian could find no 

enthusiasm for it. In other years it had been something to anticipate - a welcome 

interruption in the gathering cold and before the bleakness of the full winter hit the 

draughty halls of Rome with all its ferocity. On this particular evening, Lucian could only 

shiver and get as close to a roaring fire as possible. Lepidus began deferentially.

“Patron, if I may have a moment of your time.”

Lucian gestured approval.

“In the evenings I have plenty of moments to give. When will my wife and children 

come?”



It was a wail of impatience.

“We wait for news every day - I have men in Ostia - when the ship is sighted, they have

orders to ride hard and swiftly.”

Lucian growled impatiently.

“I’m aware of that!”

Lepidus paused.

“Patron, my cousin Linus is here and asks to speak with you.”

Lucian’s interest rekindled.

“Bring him here - immediately!”

Lepidus bowed and retreated. Lucian stood with his back to the fire and waited with 

increasing anticipation. Soon, the lanky fisherman followed Lepidus into the room. For 

some reason, Lucian found it hard to greet him.

“Come to the fire - you look frozen!”

Lepidus retreated, leaving them alone.

“I thank you for receiving me.”

Lucian put his tongue around unfamiliar words.

“We both follow the Master, in this we are brothers. I’m glad to receive you.”

Linus held his hands out to the fire.

“I’ve spoken to our brethren of your willingness to speak with us and give us news of 

the Master’s work in Jerusalem and Judaea. They are eager to hear you.”

Lucian’s heart started to hammer - it was something to which he had agreed, but he 

doubted his adequacy.

“I hope I won’t disappoint them.”

“Even a crumb is better than nothing!”

Lucian suppressed a smile, Linus was a blunt man!

“When and where shall we meet?”

Linus looked at him steadily.



“The brethren are already gathered in an old warehouse close to the river. They have 

come very discretely and by many indirect routes. They are waiting for you - but if you 

are unable to come, they will disperse again.”

Lucian got over his shock and stared back at him.

“I can come!”

It was a matter of good fortune that Tachius was in his own quarters. Lucian was able to

slip away from the house through a small yard at the rear, with no one but Lepidus the 

wiser about his departure. Linus found every shadow and melted into it. Sometimes he 

paused and they would wait until someone, or a group of noisy revelers, passed close 

to them without them being detected. Lucian realised they were nearing the river - he 

could smell the distinctive sourness. Linus became even more cautious, and Lucian 

had time to consider his own recklessness in putting his trust in a man he hardly knew - 

and whose cousin was the only other witness to the arrangement.

The warehouse they faced was in total darkness and utterly silent - it would be the ideal 

place to keep a kidnapped man and demand a ransom. Lucian fought down the urge to 

turn and run.

He gripped the hilt of his short sword, which he had belted on as a matter of course - 

but he realised that it would be no match for a group of determined men intent on 

capturing him - or even assassination!

Linus moved into the ultimate shadow and Lucian followed after a moment’s hesitation. 

They entered an opening in a side wall and he could see nothing. Linus’ hand suddenly 

clutched his arm and Lucian tensed but it was only to guide him through the utter 

darkness.

Linus pulled him along and then slowly down a ramp to a lower level. Lucian could hear

water lapping and he guessed they were in a cellar below the level of the river. It 

reeked with dampness and a musty sourness. A light flickered - a small lamp - and then 

there were others brought out from beneath covering crocks, and Lucian found himself 



staring into the pinched, hungry faces of perhaps three hundred men, women and 

children. There was a light in their eyes, an eagerness - and his apprehensions 

vanished. Linus introduced him.

“Brethren - this is Lucian - our brother from Judaea and Jerusalem. He has much to tell 

us about the work of our beloved Lord and Master!”

Lucian stared into their faces and felt himself choked with an emotion he couldn’t  

explain.

He forced out the words.

“I greet you all - and thank you that I can come to you and talk with you - but I am no 

orator and I feel I can tell you so little.”

Linus countered swiftly.

“The Spirit of God will lead you, brother Lucian!”

Lucian stared first at him and then at the attentive faces.

“I must tell you that I came to follow the Master only after he had died and was 

resurrected - and after he had ascended to his Father. At first, I fought against the idea 

that I - a Roman - should follow the ways of a new god, whose son taught peace and 

humility. There was another complication - a girl - a Jewish girl who had learned to 

leave aside her high position as a princess of Judaea in order to care for the sick and 

others who had come for help from the Master. I - a Gentile, wanted to marry her - a 

Jew. It seemed an insoluble problem and she refused me. I was willing to submit 

myself to circumcision and to learn the ways of the One God, but even this wasn’t 

enough. She followed the Master - and unless I could give myself to him also, she 

wouldn’t marry me!

We were led into a deeper understanding by no less a person than Peter the Rock!”

There was a murmur of recognition which quickly subsided. Lucian continued.

“He was led in a vision from God to go to a Roman centurion and his family and there 

the Spirit came upon the household and touched each one so that they showed the 



gifts of the Spirit. After this Peter asked the question of his devout Jewish followers - 

‘Can anyone say that we shouldn’t baptise these people in the name of the Lord Jesus, 

after having been shown the intention of God?’ Not one of them argued against it.

From this experience both Rebecca and myself could see that there was no obstruction 

for us to become man and wife and Peter himself, in the house of Joseph of Arimathea 

united us in matrimony!”

Linus interjected, more excited than Lucian had previously seen him.

“You know the man who took down the body of the Master from the cross and laid it in 

his own tomb!?”

Lucian nodded.

“He is the brother of my wife - he is my friend - and we are also united in commerce.”

Someone from the onlookers called out.

“And he would know for sure that the Master was dead when he took him down?”

Lucian nodded.

“He had no doubts that the Master was dead. Joseph laid him in his own tomb and 

anointed the body with oils and spices. He wrapped him in linen bands and placed a 

napkin over his face. Jesus was not alive, he was dead! When they left him, a great 

stone was rolled across the entrance of the tomb - and even then Caiaphas, the High 

Priest, petitioned Pilate, the Procurator, to have guards placed outside to ensure that 

no one stole the body.”

They listened fascinated as Lucian continued. He explained what happened on the 

morning of the third day. He told them again of his own healing and that of Balthus.

“I was once the friend of the man - the centurion - who nailed the Master to the cross. 

With him, I was there at the River Jordan when John the Baptist proclaimed that Jesus 

was the Lamb of God. I saw him baptised and I saw the dove descend from the sky to 

settle on his head - and I heard a noise like thunder - but I didn’t understand the words -

 although many swear that it was the Father Himself saying ‘This is my beloved Son in 



whom I am well please - hear him!”

He had to break off, he was shivering violently with emotion. The crowd were on their

knees, many proclaiming loudly and exultantly. Linus tried to quieten them.

“Gently, brethren - softly - we mustn’t let our meeting place be known to those who wish

us evil.”

Gradually, they subsided. Linus turned to Lucian.

“Brother, you have told us so much this evening - but now, I think it is wise to disperse -

many wish us harm.”

Lucian nodded, he felt utterly spent, as if he had exerted a great effort - but there was 

an exultation within him as well. This had been the first time that he had openly declared

his faith before so many - with the tiredness and the exultation, there was mingled an 

eagerness to continue. He remembered the reported words of Peter and John before 

the accusing council. ‘We cannot help but to speak - God’s word we must declare!’


