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He returned to the inn and afterwards couldn’t remember how he had got there - he 

supposed he must have floated! He grinned foolishly at Balthus, who looked wary. He 

chattered like a tame ape to Tachius, who stared at him wooden-faced.

“All right, lad - what’s happened?”

Lucian’s grin widened.

“She loves, me Tachius - she loves me!”

The old soldier grunted.

“I thought as much - I’ve seen that look before.”

“You’ve never seen THIS look before! I love her and she loves me - I asked her to 

marry me!”

Tachius stared at him thoughtfully.

“Did she agree?”

Lucian’s smile diminished.

“Not in so many words.”

“Then she either must have said ‘Yes’ or ‘No’."

Lucian sagged on to a chair.

“I left before she gave me an answer.”

Tachius contemplated him.

“Did she threaten to have you arrested as a madman!?”

Lucian glared at him.

“Madman!?”

Tachius nodded.

“You must have taken leave of your senses to ask a Jew to marry you!”



Lucian stood up menacingly. Tachius didn’t rise.

“You know my feelings on the subject. Lad! You and your lady will be cut off from 

society. No one will want to know you in Rome - it doesn’t pay to have a friend who’s 

married to a Jew. You’ll have your little love-nest, but it’ll be a cold and lonely place 

when the first flush of passion is spent and your lady is far from home and the company 

of her people. You know as well as I, that these Jews are a clannish lot - they think a 

great deal of their kin - can you imagine what it’s going to be like for her when you’re 

away on some trip to Gaul or Britannia and she’s left alone - and I mean - really alone!?

Lucian sat down again. He replied unconvincingly.

“I’ll take her with me!”

Tachius gave him a sharp look.

“Don’t forget what happened to your father and mother. Gaius took your mother with 

him - and they were both killed. Gaul is still an outlandish and savage place - even 

more so than Judaea!”

Lucian took his sense of deflation with him to his room and stood for some time looking 

out over the Sea. It was a commotion in the yard which disturbed his concentration. 

Three men had clattered in and appeared to be in a great hurry. They were inside 

before he could look more closely. A few seconds later, the door to his room was thrust 

open and Joseph stood glowering at him in the doorway. Lucian blinked, he had never 

seen him look so truculent.

“I’m looking for Rebecca!”

“Rebecca?”

“Don’t act the innocent with me, Lucian - I know you came to see her this morning - 

where are you hiding her!?”

Saul and Eli followed Joseph into the room, which suddenly became crowded. 

Lucian stared at Joseph. 

“She isn’t here - I swear.”



Joseph’s look was savage.

“Then, where is she?”

“I tell you, Joseph - I left her this morning and came back here without her - you can ask

Tachius.”

His companion was hovering watchfully in the doorway behind the three visitors. 

Joseph nodded and turned back to Lucian.

“I believe you - what did you say to her?”

Lucian hesitated.

“I asked her to marry me - and I kissed her!”

Joseph’s eyebrows rose.

“What was her reaction?

“She thought I wanted to marry her because I was sorry for her - This doesn’t matter, 

Joseph - what in Hades has happened to her?”

“If I knew, I wouldn’t be here - We’ll search for her!”

“I’m coming too - and so is Tachius!”

Joseph eyed the silent Roman.

“The more the better - I’ve already sent servants throughout Tiberius - if she’s in the 

city, they’ll find her - there aren’t too many places to hide!”

“Why would she be hiding?”

“Perhaps to escape a lunatic who asked her to marry him!”

Lucian dripped sarcasm.

“I didn’t realise the Jews classed marriage as lunacy!”

Tachius rumbled to life.

“Most marriages end up that way.”

They had already reached the inn yard. Balthus had brought out Lucian’s horse. His 

master looked at him in surprise - slaves were not noted for initiative. Balthus 

responded with a broad grin, perhaps he was a romantic at heart!



Lucian felt a stir of uneasiness. he turned to Joseph.

“You said - if she’s still in Tiberius - where else would she be?”

“That, my friend, is my greatest worry. Rebecca never travels outside the house 

without Saul and Eli. No one saw her leave - including Naomi, who is inclined to 

hysteria - Naomi is her personal servant! Rebecca said nothing to her and she avoided 

calling her escort -”

He gestured to the two liveried servants.

“ - she slipped out without being noticed.”

“Are you sure she isn’t hiding in your house?”

Joseph gave him a withering look.

“My house is small! Give me the benefit of having some elementary sense! We 

searched the house first - she isn’t there!”

Lucian wailed softly.

“Why would she DO this? - I only asked her to marry me!”

Joseph grunted, it could have meant anything.

“She either left of her own free will - or was abducted!”

Lucian reined in his horse.

“Abducted!”

Joseph softened his voice.

“We have to consider the possibility - either the Zealots or bandits.”

“In Tiberius? - there’s a full garrison!”

Joseph forced a smile at his obvious outrage.

“A Roman garrison means nothing but a challenge to the average Zealot. Imagine how 

they’ll crow if they can boast that they took the sister of Joseph of Arimathea from her 

own house in the middle of a Roman fortress!”

Lucian felt sick. Joseph moderated his tone.

“I’m only putting a possibility forward - and I hope to my God that I’m wrong, and 



Rebecca has just made a very foolish move.”

Lucian murmured unhappily.

“If she’s fool enough to have left Tiberius without an escort, she’ll be asking for Zealots 

or bandits to take her!”

Joseph nodded grimly.

“A woman travelling alone is an obvious target - even a man travelling alone is taking 

an enormous risk - as you well know.”

Lucian nodded glumly. By this time they had reached the yard in front of Joseph’s villa. 

Servants were returning from various parts of the city and his steward was sorting out 

their reports. He approached his master.

“We have only one report, my lord.”

“Out with it Reuben!”

“The lady Rebecca was recognised leaving the west gate of the city, she was riding 

alone.”

Joseph echoed.

“West! Why would she go to the west?”

Lucian suggested.

“To Arimathea, perhaps?”

“Then why ride alone and not tell me?”

“Our meeting place by the shore, was to the south, not to the west.”

Joseph seized on it.

“But, it’s a possibility! She goes there when she needs to think - but she’s never done 

so alone before.”

There was a sound of wailing, Joseph rolled his eyes to heaven.

“Naomi!”

A plump Jewish matron appeared in the doorway and threw herself

down on the ground, she was weeping incoherently. Lucian stared at what she carried 



with growing horror. Joseph dismounted abruptly and pulled the woman to her feet and 

shook her vigorously. She stopped wailing sufficiently to look resentful.

“Stop your noise, Naomi!”

The wailing gave way to a more controlled and coherent sobbing.

Joseph took the burden from the women and glared at Lucian.

“She’s cut off her hair!”

Rebecca’s long tresses were stretched across Joseph’s two hands.

Lucian murmured.

“Her beautiful hair!”

Joseph’s voice cut through acridly.

“It means, she’s traveling as a man!”

He turned to the steward.

“Bring the man who brought the report.”

There was a short delay before the servant concerned appeared and threw himself 

down to the ground. Joseph glowered impatiently.

“Stand up, man! I can’t talk to the top of your head!”

The man scrambled to his feet.

“The lady, Rebecca - how was she dressed?”

“In a large cloak with hood, my Lord.”

Joseph nodded in grim triumph.

“Enough to be recognised at the gate, but hidden enough to be

dressed in anything beneath the cloak! - Now, what’s to the west, that she

would run there?”

There were no suggestions. Joseph looked at Saul.

“You reported that she visited someone in Capernaum a few days ago?”

Saul nodded.

“The lady Joanna, sir - the lord Chuza’s wife.”



“Now, what was Joanna doing in Capernaum - where was she staying?”

“At the home of a fisherman, sir.”

Joseph’s eyes widened.

“A fisherman! Which fisherman?”

“The one they called Simon, sir - the follower of the new prophet!”

Joseph sounded incredulous.

“What in the name of all that’s holy, is the lady Joanna doing with fishermen - and a new

prophet?”

“I believe she follows him around the countryside, sir.”

Joseph stared at him and then turned abruptly.

“We visit Chuza!”

They wheeled their horses and trotted to the gates of Herod’s palace.

The guard looked as if they were about to repel a small army before one of them 

recognised Joseph. They snapped to attention and allowed them to pass the outer wall. 

A bewildered house servant appeared.

“I will talk with the Lord Chuza!”

Joseph’s tone was uncompromising. There was a small delay before Chuza appeared. 

Lucian fretted as every moment passed, knowing that his lady was riding farther away 

and into danger with every delay.

Chuza appeared - he was as Lucian remembered him - a reasonably tall, elegant man 

in his middle years - considerably more than a servant of Herod’s household - more a 

courtier. There was a polite exchange of greetings and an invitation to enter, which 

Joseph firmly declined.

“I must refuse your hospitality, Chuza - I am on an errand of great urgency.”

“If I can be of assistance, my lord.”

Joseph was blunt.

“It concerns your wife, Chuza - I believe Rebecca has visited her - I would like to talk 



with her - Rebecca has disappeared."

Chuza eyed him steadily.

“I have no idea where my wife is, Lord Joseph. She has abandoned me for the new 

prophet!”

It was stated with dignity. Joseph stared at him.

“I’m sorry to hear that, Chuza - perhaps I now understand why Joanna was staying at 

the home of a fisherman in Capernaum.”

Chuza shrugged.

“Capernaum has been the centre for the new prophet’s activity - now, I understand, he 

has gone inland and to the south. Reports for the eyes of the Prince Herod state that 

he has moved to the south, and out of Galilee.”

Joseph echoed.

“To the south, you say!”

Chuza bowed.

“I wish you well in your quest for the lady Rebecca, my lord Joseph.”

The farewells were as formal and proper as the greetings. Joseph led the party through 

the outer wall of the palace and into the centre of Tiberius.

Joseph turned in the saddle.

“We ride to the west! Rebecca can’t have got far by this time. It looks likely that she will 

have joined the inland road and turned south to follow the prophet. We must assume 

that she’s trying to reach Joanna - although why, remains a mystery.”

Another rider joined them before they cleared the city, it was Marcellus. He was 

dressed in his military uniform and helmeted. He saluted formally.

“The Commandant, Julius Achaicus has been advised of the disappearance of your 

sister, Lord Joseph. He has assigned me to accompany you as Rome’s official 

representative.”

There was an emphasis on the word ‘official’. Lucian flushed but kept his peace. 



Joseph’s response was diplomatic.

“I gladly accept the Commandant’s kind offer.”

Marcellus was brought up to date as they rode to the west gate of the city.

“It’s been reported that the prophet and his followers have left Capernaum - but that 

was no more than two days ago. They move slowly because of the crowds they attract. 

I think we can be confident we shall catch up with them quickly.”

Joseph had been listened.

“They didn’t come through Tiberius.”

Marcellus shook his head.

“These trouble makers try to keep out of our way - they turned inland at Magdala, 

they’ve taken the road through middle Galilee - but there’s no guarantee they’ll keep to 

it. The prophet often diverts into small villages, where he gains new followers among the

simple people.”

“You seem to know a great deal about him, Centurion.”

Marcellus’ horse shied restlessly. He controlled it before answering.

“It’s been my misfortune to be stationed in Capernaum during the major part of the time 

that he’s been active. I’ve watched him and his followers closely. I know the pattern of 

their ways.”

“You call it a misfortune - others might think it fate.”

Marcellus looked sharply at the Prince.

“I believe him to be a charlatan and a trickster, my lord! If it was fate that took me to 

Capernaum, then it must be fate that I shall put an end to his intrigue.”

Joseph murmured.

“Difficult in Herod’s territory, surely.”

“The latest reports indicate that he’s moved into Samaria - as you aware, that isn’t 

Herod’s territory. Samaria is under the control of a Roman Prefect who in turn, is 

responsible to the Procurator! I promise you, my lord, if your sister is found in the new 



prophet’s camp, I shall arrest him and take him in chains to Pilate!”

The venom in his voice was unmistakable. Joseph glanced sideways at the grim set of 

his chin and then looked at Lucian, who shrugged.

Marcellus was a different man to the one he had known in Caesarea and on the trip to 

the Jordan.

They reached the junction where Marcellus and his men had waited for the convoy 

from Caesarea. He gave his fellow travelers no comfort when he muttered.

“This country is infested with bandits and Zealots - even this close to Tiberius!”

They kept a wary eye towards the surrounding terrain, especially the sprawling Horns 

of Hattin on their right hand. They climbed up and over the flank of the mountain they 

called Tabor. Lucian had time to reflect that they were pretensions to be called 

mountains, they were nothing like the peaks which ran down the spine of Etruscia and 

Latium and south, beyond Vesuvius.

They wasted no time in Nain, the prophet had already passed a day earlier. Within five 

miles, they approached the junction of five roads. One came from the north - from 

Nazareth, the home of the prophet - and no more than seven miles distant. Another 

road, the main one, led to Caesarea, across the Plain of Esdraelon, and over the flanks 

of Mount Carmel. The fourth led to the east into the Decapolis. It was unlikely that they 

would find Rebecca there. The fifth road led almost due south into Samaria - and it was

this that they chose. The first town was Ginaea. Marcellus diverted to question a 

startled fellow officer about the movement of the prophet. The local garrison was no mor

e than a Decade and their officer appeared overwhelmed by the advent of a Centurion 

of grim features and a peremptory manner. He gave his information quickly and heaved 

a sigh of relief when the unexpected visitors went on their way. Marcellus reported.

“The prophet is no more than ten miles to the south, along the road to Sebaste. We 

shall reach them in an hour!”

It much was more than the estimated hour before they were able to approach the centre



of the prophet’s camp. They had been slowed down to a walking pace by the density of 

the crowd who were ebbing and flowing into and out of the camp. Clearly, some were 

on their way home, having gained what they had come for - others had a look of 

anxiety, as if they feared that they might be too late to come close to the man who could

cure them of their woes. Their movement was the slowest, there were many sick and 

lame, some being led by relatives or friends, others hobbling on a crutch or limping alone

Joseph watched them and felt a surge of compassion which even surprised him. He told

himself that the poor were always with them and that sickness and trial were the 

ascribed lot of some, and permitted by the One God - but his conscience was stretched 

when he compared his wealth and status with the wretchedness he saw about him. He 

forced his mind back to the issue in hand. he had great hopes that they would find 

Rebecca in the camp. He tried to convince himself that the foolish girl wouldn’t have 

been so rash as to go further, especially with the day ending. In fact, it was dusk before 

they worked their way through the thousands of people who still remained. Fires were 

being lit all over the hillsides, around which groups of kin or friends were congregating. 

His companions were silent, perhaps as much drawn into the drama of the occasion as 

himself. More so, perhaps, Saul and Eli, who felt the pulse of their own people. On 

nights such as this, and following the same charisma and hope, their ancestors would 

have followed Moses and Joshua, the Judges, and the prophets - or perhaps Saul and 

David and the other kings of history. Men around camp-fires, grouped for mutual 

protection against the current foe. Men discussing the last battle or the one to come. He

shook himself mentally, to free his thoughts. he didn’t come seeking men - he came 

seeking his sister - his foolish, defiant sister, whom he loved - a love she didn’t 

recognise, otherwise she wouldn’t have run away.

Marcellus reined his horse abruptly.

“There he is! I promise you some answers, my Lord!”



He urged his horse forward towards a man who was walking alone - although there 

were others just beyond him. Lucian and Joseph kicked their horses to follow.

“Hey, you, prophet - stay where you are!”

The man stopped and turned. He stared up at the militant officer, he seemed totally 

unafraid.

“I’m not the prophet, Roman - although you flatter me by thinking that I am!”

There was a flash of white teeth in the fire-light. Marcellus glared at him.

“If you’re not the prophet! Who are you?”

The man was still grinning.

“You would be surprised how many people mistake me for Jesus in the half-light, but 

when you see us together in daylight, you can easily see the difference - to answer your

question, Roman - I am James, the son of Alphaeus of Capernaum - The resemblance 

is easily explained - my mother and the mother of Jesus are cousins - he is my kin!”

Joseph interposed.

“I am searching for my sister - is she here?”

James’ smile faded.

“Who can tell, sir - there are many women here.”

Joseph persisted.

“She will be with one of your followers - Joanna, the wife of Chuza.”

James stared up at him.

“Joanna is not with us, sir - She left during the day.”

Marcellus barked.

“Alone!”

James shook his head.

“She left with some of our brothers - “

Lucian interjected.

“And a woman, perhaps?”



James shook his head slowly.

“I saw only the brothers.”

Joseph persisted.

“In which direction did she go?”

“Towards Sebaste, sir - to the south - they were mounted.”

He waited for a moment, but there were no further questions, he

bowed and moved away.

Marcellus watched him grimly.

“He could be lying - I could soon get the truth out of him!”

Lucian snapped angrily.

“Don’t be a fool, man! If we start mauling their prophet’s friend, or cousin - whatever he 

is - you’ll have a full scale riot on our heads!”

Joseph interposed.

“He’s right, Marcellus! Let’s assess our next move.”

Marcellus shrugged with bad grace. He growled.

“I’d like to confront this - trickster - he might tell us a different story!”

Lucian’s response was heated.

“Forget your hatred for this man! We want to find Rebecca - not start a local war! Why 

would he want to hide her?”

Marcellus turned in the saddle.

“A Zealot would give his eye teeth to have the sister of Joseph of Arimathea as a 

hostage! I still say this charlatan’s a front for the Zealots!”

Joseph said wearily.

“We have no proof, Marcellus. I ask you as a personal favour to confine your dislike of 

this - Jesus - our first priority has to be Rebecca’s recovery.”

Lucian wheeled his horse.

“Let’s be in our way, we might still catch them.”



Joseph shook his head wearily.

“To what purpose, Lucian? All we know is that they left to go to the

south. They might not keep to the road, we don’t know their destination. They might 

camp in the darkness and we could ride right past them. We’re not even sure that 

Rebecca is with Joanna - only men left the camp.”

Lucian shot back a reply.

“Rebecca was dressed as a man.”

“I must correct you - we THINK she was dressed as a man!”

Lucian’s shoulders slumped in dejection.

“What then?”

“Take heart man - if she is with Joanna, she’s also with the group of men riding with her.

That being the case, we can trust that she hasn’t fallen into the hands of Zealots or 

bandits. We’ll make camp here and we’ll listen to the gossip around the fires - we 

might learn something. In the morning we’ll follow as we did today and ask in every 

tavern and town - and everyone we meet alone the way - someone will have news of a 

party travelling south.”


