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Joseph returned home accompanied by Saul and Eli. He was unaware that his 

movements had been tracked ever since he had left the palace of the High Priest, and 

that now a report of his detour to Nicodemus was being related to Caiaphas. It would 

not have been a matter to concern him, for the confirmation provided by Nicodemus, 

that Jesus was truly the Messiah, had removed the last lingering doubt from his mind.

His heart had been telling him that it was so, ever since he had confronted the Master 

in the camp across the Jordan, but his mind would not let go of the doubt, asserting 

that Jesus didn’t fit the requirements of birthplace and family - but now this was laid to 

rest. By the time he had traversed the short distance to his home, he had made up his 

mind on what he had to do.

Joanna, wife of Chuza, was deep in conversation with Rebecca when he entered the 

room. Rebecca exclaimed.

“Joseph! The Master has truly risen - Mary of Magdala has spoken to him - so have 

Clopas and Nebet on a road outside the city - and last night, he appeared to Simon and 

the others at the house where I lodged! There can be no doubt, Joseph - the Master has

risen as he promised!”

Joseph remembered etiquette and greeted Joanna before he answered his sister. It 

also gave him a respite to collect his thoughts. He announced quietly.

“I believe you.”

Rebecca’s eyes widened, and then she jumped to her feet and threw her arms around 

him.

“I’m so glad you believe, Joseph - I’ve prayed for you!”

Joseph laughed a little self-consciously and unwound his sister’s arms from around his 



neck.

“Am I such a sinful man, that you have to pray for me especially?”

Rebecca drew back.

“Yes, you are! Why should you be less of a sinner than the rest of us?”

“I won’t try to answer that! Now, I shall tell you what happened with Caiaphas - and I 

visited Nicodemus! First, I want the whole household together, the servants - everyone. 

Make sure Nathan is included, together with Lucian and Demas - and Balthus!”

Rebecca’s eyes widened.

“Balthus!?”

Joseph nodded and said firmly.

“Balthus - or don’t you believe he was healed?”

Joanna rose.

“I must leave you to your discussion, Lord Joseph.”

“I would prefer you to stay - if you have the time, Joanna.”

She sat down again.

“If you wish.”

Rebecca took surprisingly little time to round up the personnel of the household. 

Nathan was the last to arrive and eyed Joseph speculatively before finding a quiet 

corner. Lucian had arrived unaided, which was remarkable considering his previous 

weak condition. Demas seemed to glide into the room, to Joseph, he always seemed a 

watchful presence - always hovering and paying a great deal of attention to events 

without actually making himself a part of them. Joseph wasn’t sure if he trusted the 

man, and he knew Rebecca didn’t.

Lucian cast an outraged eye at the presence of his slave, but said nothing. When they 

were all together, Joseph raised his hand to quell the murmur of chatter.

“I’ve called you together to let it be known that no longer choose to sit in Council with 

the High Priest, the priests and the elders of our nation. I have taken this step to protest 



over the conviction and execution of an innocent man, and the corrupt manner in which 

this was engineered. From this time on, the house of Joseph of Arimathea can expect 

to face additional enemies. Whether these confrontations will be direct, or whether they 

will be more subtle, remains to be seen.

This morning, I had a discussion with Caiaphas, in which I made my intentions known. 

Following that, I visited Nicodemus - those who do not know, Nicodemus is a temperate 

man, who seeks after the truth, and who is similarly distressed by recent events - 

Nicodemus, in recent months, has searched old records and has discovered that the 

man whom some of you know as the Master, was born in Bethlehem of the House of 

David the King, and therefore qualifies to be the Messiah!”

Joanna interjected.

“I could have told you that! After all, Mary should know where her son was born! I’ve 

known for a long time that he was born in Bethlehem.”

Joseph stared at her - he looked at Rebecca.

“Did you know this?”

She shook her head.

“It was never discussed - in any case, we don’t need the proof of where he was born to 

know that he is the Messiah!”

Joseph felt as if he was losing ground. He took control again firmly.

“In view of the recent events - and in particular, what has happened to Lucian and 

Balthus in this house, I have formed the view that Jesus of Nazareth is indeed the 

Messiah - and that he has risen from the dead!”

There was a moment of shocked silence. Nathan rose from his place.

“Is it your intention, Lord Joseph, to abandon the faith of your fathers and join with the 

followers of this dead prophet?”

The question was asked quietly. Joseph locked eyes with him.

“It is my intention to continue in the faith of my fathers, Nathan - and to join with the 



followers of a risen Messiah, who has always insisted that we should love the lord our 

God with the whole of our mind, and the whole of our soul, and with the whole of our 

spirit.”

Nathan smiled slightly.

“The very words - you remind me - which he spoke to me.”

Rebecca interjected.

“He also told you that you were very close to the kingdom of heaven, Nathan.”

The old priest bowed.

“I acknowledge that remarkable events have taken place in this house, but before I can 

submit my soul to such a course, I will require further convincing - if you will now 

excuse me, my Lord Joseph.”

Joseph nodded and watched the old man slowly exit the room. He turned to the others.

“Each of you must follow your own course - and I won’t question it, but as for me, I 

have made my choice!”

Rebecca declared stoutly.

“And I!”

Joseph dismissed the servants, Lucian, Tachius, Demas and Balthus remained - 

Balthus, because Lucian had neglected to tell him to go. Lucian asked bluntly.

“What do you expect me to do, Joseph?”

Joseph felt suddenly weary.

“Lucian, you have the evidence of your own flesh - you are well again - alive, when we 

expected you to be dead by now. I can’t answer your question - I don’t know if there is 

an answer. In the doctrine of the Messiah, he has come to care for his own people - we 

have had this discussion before - His own people are the Jews and no others - yet, you 

and Balthus have been healed. I can only quote you words from our most ancient 

scriptures: ‘The Lord is gracious to those to whom he will be gracious.’ By that we 

understand that such things can’t be measured by the intellect of man.”



He turned to Joanna.

“My Lady, if it is possible, I would like to talk with the man who stood with you at the 

place of execution - and who came with us to the tomb - can that be arranged?”

Joanna nodded.

“You mean John, the son of Zebedee - yes, I’ll talk to him - but he might come by night, 

the streets are dangerous for the followers of the Master!”

.....

Marcellus led his troop away from the house of Mary of Cyrene, sensing rather than 

seeing the exchange of glances between his men. He felt savage with himself, he had 

been a fool to expose himself to such hostility, as the result of a whim to return the 

clothing of the son to his mother. He corrected himself - it hadn’t been a mere whim, it 

had been almost a compulsion!

He had no doubt that the story would be circulated throughout the garrison that the 

Centurion, Marcellus Flavian, had been disturbed in his night’s rest by the tunic of the 

man he had crucified, and that he couldn’t get rid of it early enough. If that wasn’t the 

story they told, there would be another - that the Centurion had performed an 

unprecedented act by showing compassion to the mother of the man he had executed - 

Roman officers - GOOD Roman officers didn’t embark on such undertakings!

The first version wasn’t so far from the truth, although it would be an exaggeration to 

say that his sleep had been disturbed by a piece of cloth. He hadn’t slept well, his rest 

disturbed by lurid dreams all centred around the man he had hung between two others, 

to gasp out his life. They were dreams and images he couldn’t now recall in the cold 

light of day. In the night, they had been clear enough to wake him to stare into the 

darkness. It was true that he HAD eyed the garment draped over the chair on the far 

side of the room, but it hadn’t been possessed with mystical powers. There was no hint 

of iridescence, it had simply been a dark shape, barely lit from the starlight creeping 



into the room.

Bad dreams were not new - not since he had gone to Capernaum and had stared into 

the eyes of the Preacher - not since Urban Phobias and Cornelia had returned to Italia. 

He knew he was now a different man to the young, eager soldier who had traveled there

 and the culmination of the crucifixion of the man he had grown to hate for no obvious 

reason, had finally recast him into a cold, angry man, who could find no friends - and 

even, seemed to go out of his way to cast them off. It was during that period of wide 

eyed contemplation, in the silence of his barracks room, that he resolved to enquire 

after Lucian - but that was to come later, the first task had been to return the garment to 

the mother.

Marcellus kneed his horse through the narrow streets towards the Antonia. He sensed 

an extra edginess in the crowd, a barely hidden hostility - perhaps it wasn’t there, 

perhaps it was no more than his imagination - but he tightened the deployment of the 

patrol to leave less room between its members.

If there had been any hostility, it had been in the eyes of the young fisherman who had 

accompanied his friend to the place of death on the previous day. Marcellus raged 

within himself, didn’t the country bumpkin realise that a soldier was expected to do as 

he was ordered!? Pilate had said the man was to die - Marcellus was expected to obey -

it was as simple as that! He had sensed others standing within the house of Mary of 

Cyrene - perhaps the rest of the inner circle who had surrounded the Galilean. It that 

had been so, he had been justified in going to the house, he had other instructions - to 

keep an eye on the followers lest they started trouble. 

The patrol reached the Antonia without incident, and the thought of enquiring after 

Lucian was thrust to the back of his mind. There had been trouble on the road to 

Caesarea - and it was believed to be the work of Barabbas! The released bandit had 

lost no time restarting his onslaught on traders and other travellers. This time, 

Marcellus was determined to finish with him once and for all. This time, he wouldn’t be 



brought back alive to Jerusalem, so that some bureaucrat could release him on a whim 

of policy. This time, Barabbas would be brought back dead!

Marcellus spent the remainder of that day, and most of the following, trying to come to 

grips with the bandit band, but Barabbas chose to be elusive, perhaps he didn’t have 

the numbers to take on the might of Rome as represented by Marcellus and his small 

troop. Whatever the reason, it was a fruitless enterprise, and the Centurion returned to 

Jerusalem and the Antonia in a savage mood. He needed a diversion, and this was as 

good a time as any to enquire after Lucian. He dismissed his men and rode alone to the

house of Joseph.

His reception was icy. It was as if the entire household had been primed to offer him 

hostility if he attempted to enter. The gate-keeper was a man well beyond his youth, but 

he stood his ground before the mounted man. 

“Marcellus Flavian - to pay his respects to your master, and to enquire after a guest, 

Lucian Gaius Quintus Publius.”

He felt foolish presenting the flurry of names. The man eyed him with something 

dangerously close to derision. He was polite enough.

“I will carry your greetings to my master and enquire whether he is able to receive you.”

Marcellus was left alone to contemplate the upper windows of the wall before him. He 

had the impression that everyone of them was hiding someone looking down on the 

encounter - he felt his anger rising. It wasn’t Joseph who confronted him, but Rebecca. 

He dismounted and saluted. She ignored the courtesy.

“I can think of no business which should bring you here, Centurion Marcellus. I tell you 

plainly - you are not welcome in my brother’s house!”

Marcellus eyed her and forced a smile.

“Or is it rather, that you do not welcome me, Rebecca?”

She shrugged.

“I have no reason to welcome the butcher of my Master!”



Marcellus’ smile faded.

“If you refer to the criminal, Jesus of Nazareth - he was a man correctly tried and 

sentenced before a Roman Magistrate - I obey my orders!”

She mocked him.

“Your orders! YOUR orders! You Romans are so precise and proper when it suits you, 

but you do the bidding of the one who can pay the highest price for your services!”

Marcellus stiffened into an angry ramrod.

“I think you speak unwisely, my lady!”

“What will you do, Marcellus - arrest me and take me before Pilate accused of telling 

the truth!? We all know how your illustrious Procurator can be bought!”

Another voice interjected.

“That’s enough, Rebecca - unless you want to provoke our friend into erupting like 

Vesuvius!”

Marcellus blinked, his verbal match with Rebecca temporarily forgotten. Lucian stood 

before him - certainly, a mere shadow of his normal self, but he was healthy and 

smiling. He said to Rebecca. 

“My darling - you must guard your tongue - even with our friends.”

She spat back.

“He’s no friend of mine - and I am not your darling!”

Lucian placed his arm around her shoulders and she didn’t pull away.

Marcellus found his voice.

“I’m surprised to find you so well, Lucian. The last report said you were at death’s door.”

Lucian nodded.

“So I was - but now I’m not!”

Rebecca interjected again.

“You couldn’t stop the Master! You couldn’t kill him with your barbaric ritual. Jesus has 

risen! You couldn’t keep him in the grave - he has risen and he has made Lucian well - 



and Balthus!”

Marcellus mouthed.

“Balthus!”

Lucian laughed.

“He is now possessed of a powerful bass voice - and refuses to stop talking!” 

Marcellus tore himself away from that remarkable concept and focused 

on what had otherwise been said.

“You say, Jesus of Nazareth is alive.”

Rebecca jeered at him.

“He is alive - risen from the grave - and now you can’t touch him again - he’s beyond the

power of Pilate, of Rome, and even your Caesar! Jesus lives and has been seen by 

many more than Lucian and Balthus.”

Lucian temporised.

“I haven’t actually seen him myself - but Balthus is convinced.”

Marcellus stared at them.

“And so is Rebecca, it seems. This is a matter I intend to report to Pilate.”

Rebecca resumed the attack.

“Tell him, the man he ordered to be butchered has won after all. You won’t find him in 

Joseph’s tomb - it’s empty - ask the guards Pilate put there - I hear they ran away - ask 

them why!”

Marcellus answered automatically.

“Roman soldiers never run away!”

She laughed in his face.

“Jesus - my Master - the Messiah shows there’s no power on earth that can hold him - 

even the power of Rome! You can tell Pilate that with my compliments, Marcellus!”

She turned and walked inside, leaving the two men facing each other.

Lucian said uneasily.



“She speaks her mind very openly, Marcellus. I hope you won’t find it necessary to 

report her to Pilate, word for word.”

Marcellus nodded.

“I will be discrete, Lucian - but in the name of our gods, teach her to watch her tongue!”

There was another awkward pause, Lucian eyed the Centurions’ taut features. There 

was bleakness in the eyes which hadn’t been part of the man he had met in Caesarea. 

The trappings of the Centurion rank emphasised it. Marcellus looked a cold, cruel, 

bleak martinet, who would show no mercy to any man. Despite himself, Lucian 

shuddered - this was the man who had executed the Teacher, the man they had both 

watched on the banks of the Jordan, when he had entered the river to come under the 

ministrations of the Baptist - and now, they were both dead - the Baptiser and the 

Baptised.

He felt cautious, and it was a caution born out of uncertainty. He had to accept that 

something had happened to him, but logic raged against the insistence that he had 

been visited by a dead man, and as a result the wound he had taken, and which had 

brought him practically to death’s door, was now healed overnight, and that he was 

restored to something like his old strength.

He had only fleeting glimpses of what had happened over the previous days. There had 

been moments when he had fought his way out of a black well of senselessness to find 

Rebecca close to him, before he fell back again into unconsciousness. He found his 

voice.

“Are things well with you, Marcellus?”

It sounded a trite, stupid question, but it was better than standing in awkward silence. 

Marcellus moved restlessly, he forced a smile which didn’t go beyond his lips.

“Well enough, I suppose - Pilate isn’t an easy man to serve close at hand.”

It was the first slight criticism of the Procurator. Lucian nodded a response.

“A complex man, Marcellus - one never knows where one stands with Pilate.”



There was another pause, and then Marcellus burst out.

“I wish I was in Capernaum - I detest this city!”

Lucian blinked at the vehemence.

“Is there a chance you might go back?”

Marcellus shook his head.

“Pilate holds the threat of an enquiry into Aelius Verus’ death over my head. He knows 

he has me where he wants me to do his dirty work!”

Lucian asked cautiously.

“Was the crucifixion of the Galilean some of his dirty work?”

Marcellus’ eyes blazed angrily.

“The man was an agitator! He deserved to die! But, yes, his execution was Pilate’s’ way 

of protecting his own back in Rome. I’ll say this for him, up to a point, he tried to 

persuade the crowd differently - but as soon as someone suggested that he wouldn’t 

be considered Caesar’s friend if he allowed someone who claimed to be a king to go 

free, he quickly changed his approach.”

Lucian probed further.

“And - you were the one who had to kill him!?”

“I was on duty! I carried out my orders!”

“Of course!”

Marcellus glared at him, and Lucian returned the look without retreating. The Centurion 

dropped his eyes, and continued in a different voice.

“He died well - the Galilean - he died well.”

Lucian remained silent. Marcellus went on as if he was talking to himself.

“He refused anything to make it easy for himself - that’s something I still can’t 

understand - why would a man choose agony, when he could have his pain subdued? 

He didn’t scream out and rave like some of them do - he just endured it - what sort of 

man does that!?”



The question was wrung out of him. Lucian didn’t know how to help him, it was as if a 

wound had opened and the filth of corruption had burst out.

“A brave man, perhaps?”

Marcellus glared at him ferociously.

“Or a madman! - But, he wasn’t mad - he stayed calm - no raving - he talked to the 

others, he even talked to us!”

Lucian stared, and Marcellus whispered.

“He called upon his God to forgive us, because we didn’t know what we were doing!”

Lucian moved at last and placed a hand on his friend’s shoulder.

There were tears in the Centurion’s eyes. He muttered.

“I didn’t need to be forgiven - I was carrying out my orders - I didn’t need his 

forgiveness - not that of his One God!”

Lucian answered softly.

“But he gave it, nevertheless - doesn’t it sometimes happen on the battlefield, that one 

soldier will forgive another who has wounded him to death?”

“Only in romantic tales! When he died I called out that he was truly the Son of God! I 

suppose it was the darkness and the earthquake - it was like the scene from a Greek 

tragedy! I called him the Son of God - but he was already dead and didn’t hear me!”

“Perhaps he did!”

Marcellus pulled himself together with an effort. He forced a wolfish grin.

“Enough of this maudlin nonsense! I’m glad to see you well. Lucian - in whatever way it 

happened. I wish you well for the future - you and that firebrand you want to take to 

wife - warn her from me to watch her tongue!”

Lucian nodded and Marcellus remounted. He watched him ride away towards the 

Antonia.


