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“The Centurion Marcellus Flavius, your excellency.”

Marcellus entered the room, snapped to attention and extended his arm in the military 

salute. His arm ached like Hades in so doing.

Pontius Pilate eyed him speculatively. There was a prolonged silence, during which 

Marcellus remained stiffly to attention. Eventually, Pilate waved his hand in a gesture to 

relax. Marcellus eased his rigidity accordingly, and thankfully lowered his throbbing arm.

The Procurator walked around him before coming to a halt two paces distant from his 

nose. 

“So good of you to provide me with a personal account of the episode resulting in the 

death of Aelius Verus! I found Commander Achaicus’ report barely believable, and 

decided that it would have to be the error of a scribe!”

Marcellus mentally lamented his ill-fortune that the Procurator had decided to pay one 

of his infrequent visits to Jerusalem, and that it happened to coincide with the day on 

which he was required to report to the garrison commander. Pilate continued.

“Correct me if I have misunderstood, but I read this extraordinary report, that Aelius 

Verus met his death in your bedroom - at the hands of a Jewish woman, who has been 

identified as a known Zealot! Tell me, Flavius - was this the result of a jealous tiff - had 

you spurned the advances of your new, loyal assistant, for those - perhaps more 

titilatingly dangerous - of a new lover!?”

Marcellus’ face went an interesting brick colour. Pilate took note with grim satisfaction. 

He listened to the outraged reply.

“I assure your excellency, that the death of Aelius Verus was an act of heroism, not 

jealousy - he intervened when the woman drew a knife!”



Pilate continued to survey him.

“Am I to believe that Verus was acting the voyeur, Flavius!”

Marcellus replied woodenly.

“I have no idea if he was a man of perverted tastes - or simply a spy in the pay of an 

unknown enemy - your excellency!”

Pilate’s eyes didn’t waver.

“Either way, he is now dead - and you received a wound - or so Achaicus reports.”

“In the arm, your excellency.”

Pilate nodded slightly.

“In your arm - I am, therefore, all the more impressed that you should ride to Jerusalem 

to explain why a Zealot woman should be the subject of your - entertainment.”

Marcellus remained silent. Pilate continued.

“Achaicus suggests that you were interviewing her - knowing where her sympathies 

were directed - Somewhat unorthodox, I would have thought - interviewing a known 

agitator in your bedroom.”

“I had no idea where her sympathies lay, your excellency. She was introduced into my 

household as being trustworthy - for the purpose of entertainment.”

Pilate smiled slightly.

“I am well aware that young officers require to be - entertained, Flavius - but it seems 

that your loyal house-servant was also a traitor - not that I can hold you accountable for 

that, I believe you inherited him from your predecessor - who, I understand, was 

married and therefore didn’t have the same urgency to be - entertained. Otherwise, 

Urban Phobius might now be dead!”

Marcellus remained silent. Pilate gave him a further long scrutiny before turning away. 

With his back to him, he continued.

“You mentioned the possibility of Verus being a spy for some unknown enemy - an 

interesting conjecture. I sent him to you - does that, I wonder, make me your unknown 



enemy?”

Pilate turned and stared at him.

“I have never made that suggestion, your excellency! I understood Verus to be newly 

arrived from Rome - and that you assigned him to me.”

“So, you believe that your enemy is in Rome?”

“I have no way of knowing, your excellency.”

Pilate walked to the window and stared out over the Court of the Gentiles, which was 

packed with the usual visitors to the Temple. He said with unexpected venom.

“I hate this place! Take a look at that surging crowd - these are the people I am 

supposed to hold in check and ensure that they don’t plot treason against Caesar!”

Marcellus walked stiffly to the open window and stood beside the Procurator - he 

couldn’t do otherwise. The Court of the Gentiles was a milling mass of people, all 

shouting and gesticulating. Pilate continued savagely.

“Look at them! They come to worship their One God in the Temple - which they say he 

inhabits in the secret-most place they call the Holy of Holies, where only their High 

Priest may enter once in a year. This year it will be Caiaphas, one of the greatest 

rogues I have had the misfortune to meet!

They come to worship! Look at them, arguing, jostling, dealing in animals which they 

intend to sacrifice in a blood-offering! Every one of them could be a Zealot - who can 

tell? You can be excused Flavius, that you were deceived by a beautiful woman and 

nearly collected a knife between your ribs!”

Marcellus began to relax, it appeared that Pilate was taking an unexpectedly lenient 

view of the episode.

“Returning to the subject of your unknown enemy - a pity Verus died - otherwise we 

might have been able to induce him to share the secret with us.”

“I regret his death, your excellency.”

Pilate eyed him askance.



“Even though you suspected him to be a spy for some unknown enemy - whom, if he 

has met the cost of sending a man to spy on you - still remains your enemy.”

“I shall be on my guard, your excellency.”

“You would be wise to do so, Flavius!”

Pilate walked back to his large desk.

“I concur with your assessment - Verus was a spy! He came to me as a spy and gave 

me a report from Rome. We must assume that his spying days were not concluded 

when I sent him to you - but now they are.”

Marcellus waited. Pilate stared at him.

“You are aware, of course, that Lucian Quintus is now adopted by Septimus Publius - 

who has staged a remarkable disappearance. Verus was sent to me by interested 

parties in Rome, who knew that important documents were to be handed to your young 

friend. He followed Tachius and was on the ship which brought him to Palestine.”

Marcellus found his voice.

“Then, your excellency must know the people concerned in Rome!”

Pilate’s eyes didn’t waver.

“Perhaps! Really, Marcellus, you would hardly expect me to confide in you!”

“No, your excellency.”

“I tell you this, simply to confirm your supposition that Verus was a spy. A pity your 

intuition didn’t tell you that your paramour was a Zealot!”

Marcellus knew the futility of denying Jael had been his lover. It so happened that it 

was only one step removed from the truth. Pilate continued softly.

“Now Verus is buried in Capernaum - with no-one to lament over him!”

Marcellus waited for his dismissal, but Pilate wasn’t finished with him yet.

“Achaicus reports that he assigned you to the Arimathean Prince Joseph - and your 

friend Lucian Publius - to locate a missing woman who was believed to be at the camp 

of   prophet - Report!”



Marcellus stiffened to attention once more.

“We followed the trail of this woman to the camp of the prophet, which was situated - 

two days ago - just within the borders of Samaria. We were told that she had set out to 

the south in the company of Joanna, the wife of Herod’s steward, Chuza. We have 

followed every lead, but haven’t yet found her.”

“The wife of Herod’s steward, Chuza, you say! Does that mean, I wonder, that our 

puppet Tetrarch is throwing in his lot with the new prophet? Rome will be very 

interested!”

“I think not, your excellency. We interviewed Chuza in Tiberius - he confirmed that his 

wife had abandoned him for the prophet.”

“We shall see - we shall see! - What better way to hide treason than to act the 

abandoned husband? Chuza is Herod’s right hand man! If our little princling isn’t 

careful, he will overstep the mark!”

Pilate wandered to the window again and stared down at the crowd. 

“You have been watching the new prophet - what is your assessment?”

“He’s a charlatan and a trickster!”

Pilate raised is brows at the unexpected venom.

“I see that you’re not impressed!”

Marcellus’ anger increased.

“He deludes the people and rouses the mob!”

“Achaicus doesn’t report trouble.”

“He’s no more than a cover for the Zealots!”

“Unproven, Centurion!”

“If I could prove it, your excellency - he would be chained to a wall now!”

Pilate nodded briefly.

“And now, he makes his way south and Jerusalem is his target!”

“It would seem so.”



There was a pause.

“I had in mind to relieve you of your command and demote you to the rank of Decarion -

 how does that appeal to you!?”

Marcellus’ face remained wooden.

“I am at your excellency’s disposal”

“Yes! You are!”

There was another protracted silence.

“I have had a more charitable thought! You will not return to Capernaum! I have need of 

you here - In view of the approach of their prophet, I see the necessity for an additional 

Centurion on my personal staff! You have watched this man, you know his habits, you 

will have the specific task of ensuring that he causes no unrest in the city. If there is a 

hint of treason, you will arrest him and his followers - is that understood?”

Marcellus murmured his response. He was dismissed, and he left the Procurator’s 

presence like a man in a dream. Pilate watched him go and smiled slightly - it wasn’t a 

pleasant expression. Verus had failed, but he would use Marcellus Flavius to 

manufacture his own destruction!

Lucian had been making a nuisance of himself looking for Marcellus at the Antonia, 

where no-one seemed to have heard of the Centurion from Capernaum. Tempers were 

beginning to fray on both sides - Lucian’s and the stolid officer who was dealing with 

him - when Marcellus appeared and probably saved Lucian from being arrested.

The young merchant abruptly broke off the dialogue with the red-faced officer, and 

grasped his friend’s arm.

“Where in Hades have you been hiding? I couldn’t find anyone who was willing to 

accept that you existed!”

Marcellus’ trance evaporated, his irritability returned.

“I happen to be an officer and I was required to report to my commander! You, on the 

other hand, Have no obligations - other than to make a nuisance of yourself!”



Lucian let go of his arm.

“I see you found your commander - and he wasn’t impressed.”

Marcellus’ response was savage.

“Correct on both counts! Pilate was not impressed!”

Lucian whistled softly.

“You got to Pilate!”

“The Procurator was eager to see me!”

Lucian nodded.

“I suppose he was - your skirmish with the female Zealot is the talk of the garrison!”

Marcellus held his rising anger.

“I thought you said no-one knew I existed.”

“They didn’t - until I explained who you were!”

Marcellus’ response was withering.

“What DO you want, Lucian? Other than to make a nuisance of yourself.”

“I want you to come and be a nuisance with me!”

“Not interested! I have other duties!”

“More important than finding Rebecca in her little nest of Zealots!?

She’s in Jerusalem and I think Joanna has taken her to followers of your prophet!”

“He isn’t my prophet - and never will be!”

“So - you’re not interested in finding her - or the followers of this Messiah?”

Marcellus stared at him.

“Is that how you see him - their Messiah?”

“That’s what the people are whispering - and they know he’s coming south - and they 

expect him to enter Jerusalem!”

Marcellus stared at him.

“An uprising?”

Lucian shrugged.



“Who can tell what they’ve got planned! Perhaps, they’ll make him the king!”

“Is that what your friend, Joseph thinks?”

Lucian shrugged casually.

“I have no idea - but I doubt it - Joseph and I no longer have a business arrangement. I 

intend to find Rebecca without his help.”

Marcellus nodded.

“Hence your interest in enlisting MY help!”

Lucian’s eyes were candid.

“Yes - you have your aims - I have mine - but it seems they both involve finding the 

house where Rebecca is hiding - and at the same time, uncovering the nest of some of  

his followers.”

It was a project easier planned than executed. Marcellus had no personal troopers upon

whom he could call. His nominal command was in Capernaum, and Pilate had made it 

quite clear that he would not be returning there in the short term. He could expect the 

arrival of his personal effects and hopefully, his slave, Phillus, to be despatched when it 

suited the whim of some clerk in the Administration Office. He was determined not to 

make a formal request, there was nothing a clerk liked better than to have an officer of 

the legion at a disadvantage and begging him for a favour. He had a shrewd idea that 

Grattus would find himself in nominal command in his place. Grattus owed him no 

favours either, and it was ironic that the man he had supplanted when he took over from

Urban Phobius, had now gained the advantage over him. Grattus would command the 

Capernaum Centuries - and Marcellus was now a Centurion without a single man to 

report to him.

Lucian was similarly placed - he had Tachius, that was one major asset, and he had 

his luggage - but Balthus, his slave, had been left behind in Tiberius, together with 

Phillus, at Joseph’s house. Lucian had no inclination to approach Joseph again, now 

that he had cut himself free - all he could do was to hope that Joseph would want to rid 



himself quickly of any connection with him, including a large, dumb, Nubian slave!

On a daily basis, they patrolled the city, Lucian hoping to catch sight of Rebecca in the 

streets, but pessimistically sure that she would remain hidden until she was certain it 

would be safe to reappear. She would assume that Joseph was in Jerusalem and that 

he would never give up looking for her himself. She was in the strange position of being 

in a safe place in the house of Mary, but she was also a prisoner within the city, not 

daring to emerge lest she should be recognised.

The tedium within the house was relieved by the anecdotes of Mary and Joanna, each 

of whom had a fund of experiences to tell concerning their ‘Master’. Rebecca retreated 

a little at first, the term disturbed her - this Jesus was no Master of the Law, and that 

was the way in which she associated the term. It was some time before she realised 

that neither Mary nor Joanna saw him in that way. He was ‘Master’ because he taught a

doctrine which was his own. He was ‘Master’ because he had undoubted powers over 

physical ailments - and even - over death! Rebecca felt a chill run up her spine when Joa

nna told her the story of the widow’s son at Nain - and of the daughter of Jairus in 

Capernaum. Jairus was a man she knew - and the little girl, she also knew. Rebecca 

was shaken, and for the first time, she started to wonder if this was, indeed, the 

Promised One - the Messiah!

Joseph was able to devote considerably more resources in the search for his sister, he 

was relentless in his determination to find her. As each day passed, he knew the 

prophet from Galilee was approaching the city. With each day, the tension in the city 

rose a little more. The Roman patrols were thick on the ground, sweeping through the 

streets looking for any sign of an uprising. Joseph was forced to instruct his men to 

move very cautiously and to avoid the patrols as far as was possible. He wanted no 

clashes, with the Romans, or with any other group who were on the watch for the 

activities of the Zealots. Herod’s men were also active, and it was rumoured that the Tet

rarch was already moving his household to take up residence in the Holy City. 



Rebecca remained elusive to them all, there was no sighting of her and her hiding place

remained secure.

With the slow progress south of   prophet, Pilate became more edgy. He felt the pulse 

of the city and knew that an intense excitement was building. he considered calling in 

extra troops from Antioch, but after careful deliberation, decided against it - with 

Sejanus gone, he had no friends in Rome - and perhaps, his enemies had multiplied. 

They would like nothing better than to savour the news that Pilate had panicked over 

the advance of an unarmed man, who did nothing more sinister than to talk of peace 

and love and goodwill towards all men.

The city was at boiling point when the news was whispered that Jesus had arrived in 

Bethany and that on the next day, he could be expected to cross over the Mount of 

Olives and walk the two miles into the city. It was under the cover of this excitement, 

when the crowds milled about in the streets well into the night, that Joanna and 

Rebecca slipped out of Mary’s house. They were escorted by the three brothers who 

had been with them since leaving the camp of the followers in Samaria. They were expe

rt in finding their way around the back-streets of Jerusalem - and as well, young Jonah 

Marcus was eager to show them even better secretive paths. 

They slipped out of the city by one of the main gates. There was a stream of people 

heading towards Bethany, having heard the news that Jesus was staying there. They 

mingled into the crowd and were swept out of the city. They stayed with them until they 

reached the camp of the followers who had come down from Galilee, and there, 

Rebecca was absorbed, without question, into the love and fellowship.


