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Nebet had followed the crowd back to the Temple, and had remained in the Outer 

Court after Jesus had been taken into the High Priest’s palace. He knew nothing of 

what had happened inside, but he caught a glimpse of Simon and John as they 

entered into the kitchen area. He was in two minds what to do, not sure whether Jonah 

had raised the alarm at the house where he lodged, for clearly he had arrived too late 

to warn the Master and his disciples.

His heart felt like lead within him. The Master had been taken, seemingly an impossible 

event - but he had allowed it to happen! Nebet had been one of those thrust to the 

ground by the surge of power which had thrown down all of the crowd accompanying 

the guards. Despite that, Jesus had allowed himself to be taken away, but as far as 

Nebet could tell, none of the others had been apprehended. They had scattered 

without putting up a fight other than the half-hearted attempt by Simon to defend the 

Master.

It was some time later when Nebet saw the door to the private area thrust open, and the

unmistakable figure of Simon pushing aside the doorkeeper to emerge into the Outer 

Court. His eyes were streaming with tears and it was doubtful whether he saw anyone 

around him. He leaned against the wall and sobbed before staggering away out into 

the city.

Nebet was now in a further quandary - should he follow Simon, or should he remain? 

He chose to remain, closely watching the traffic through the door. He recognised Judah 

of Kerioth immediately, and bunched his fists ready to batter him as soon as he drew 

near. There were too many people around, so he contented himself by grabbing his 

arm in as painful a grip as he could manage. Judah didn’t seem to notice the 



discomfort, he stared at Nebet as if he was a stranger, but made no attempt to break 

free. Nebet propelled him through the outer gate of the Temple, and Judah made no pro

test. Eventually, Nebet pinned him back against a wall, and hissed.

“You filthy traitor! You scum of the earth! What’s happened to the Master? Answer me, 

or I’ll tear you apart!”

Judah stared back at him, his eyes still glazed. Seemingly, from a great distance, he 

answered.

“They tricked me! They said he would show himself to be the Messiah - but he didn’t do 

it! Why didn’t he do it!? Why did he allow himself to be taken!? Why didn’t he resist 

when they chained him!? Why - ? I don’t understand!”

Nebet snarled back.

“You’ve always loved money - How much did they pay you, Judah?”

“Thirty shekels - I threw it back in their faces!”

Nebet’s response was like a whiplash.

“Thirty pieces of silver - you sold him for thirty pieces of silver!?”

He threw Judah away from him, and the fallen disciple staggered.

Nebet spat in his face, and then turned his back on him and walked away.

Judah watched him go, the spittle running down his cheek. He made no attempt to 

wipe it off. With absolute certainty he knew there was no future for him, he felt utterly 

empty. What had been within him before he met the Master, had been expunged, and 

what he had gained during the time he had been one of the Twelve, had been sold for 

the same thirty pieces of silver.

He repeated the thought in his mind: ‘There was no future for him.’ Whatever the 

outcome with the Master, there was no going back. Nebet had expressed his future 

with the followers, when he had spat in his face. There was nothing else to go forward 

to - he was a pariah among men - his name would be mouthed with disgust whenever 

men spoke of treachery. The turmoil within his soul became quiet when he decided 



what must be done. He walked through the streets of the city and found a length of 

rope by a house wall. He measured it out through his hands - it was of sufficient length 

for his

purpose.

He left the city, going into the familiar territory of the Mount of Olives. There were many 

ancient, strong trees which could bear his weight - but none, he realised, which could 

bear the weight of his guilt. He stood for a moment and contemplated one, and then 

selected a branch, once again measuring the rope through his hands. He climbed the 

trunk and let the end of the rope drop down before tying the end he still held to a strong 

bough. He drew up the other end and fashioned into a noose, which he looped around

his neck.

He looked at the illuminated city into which he had entered only a few days earlier with 

such expectations. Jesus had been acclaimed by the population, it was surely the 

moment when he should have declared himself to be the awaited Messiah - and the 

entire nation would have responded. Jesus hadn’t done so then, or on the ensuing 

days - and now, all was lost! Judah turned his eyes to the dark countryside around him, 

there wasn’t a great deal to be seen - just darkness - but not as great a darkness as 

there was in his soul at that moment. 

He sat on the branch for a short while, staring up at the stars. He had no thought of 

prayer - to whom could he pray? To a God whose son he had just sold for thirty silver 

pieces? Throwing the money back at them hadn’t expunged the guilt. How could he 

pray to such a God - to a God, whose only begotten Son had been condemned to 

death? Judah looked around him once more and then slipped quietly off the branch. 

The drop to death was short - but the drop to the shadows of Sheol was infinitely 

greater!

.....



It was well after midnight when Joanna and her escort came to the closed door of 

Joseph’s house, it took a little time for the door-keeper to be roused. When finally the 

door was opened a crack she announced imperiously.

“I am Joanna, the wife of Chuza, steward to Herod - it is a matter of extreme urgency 

that I speak with the lady Rebecca immediately!”

The man was dim-witted.

“The lady Rebecca has retired, my lady - so has the lord Joseph.”

“I didn’t expect either of them to be waiting for me! You will tell the lady Rebecca that 

the matter concerns the Master - now go!”

Marcus and Jonah grinned at each other behind her back. They had managed to 

persuade a reluctant Mary of Cyrene to allow them to be part of the escort. The door-

keeper had disappeared, it took some time before he returned. Joanna tried to subdue 

her rising anxiety - every lost moment counted. Rebecca appeared in the doorway 

behind the door-keeper. She directed him to let them in.

“How dare you leave them standing in the street!”

Joanna came to the point without delay.

“The Master has been taken by Temple Guards. They were led by Judah of Kerioth, 

who, no doubt, was paid well by Caiaphas!”

Rebecca’s hand went to her mouth.

“What can we do!?”

Joanna paused.

“I would normally go to Chuza - but I don’t think I’d be well received. Your brother is on 

the Council - will he help?”

Rebecca stared at her for a moment.

“All I can do is to ask.”

She led them into the house, hastily organised some refreshments, and disappeared 

again. When she returned Joseph followed. They all rose in respect. He faced Joanna 



and she held his gaze without blinking.

“Rebecca tells me that the prophet from Galilee has been arrested. I don’t understand 

what you expect us to do.”

Joanna answered quietly.

“I ask you, my lord, to use your influence on the Council on his behalf. You will have 

observed yourself that he is a peaceful man who hasn’t spoken any sedition or 

blasphemy - and who doesn’t deserve to be arrested by a mob in the middle of the 

night!”

Joseph answered with equal quietness.

“For a man to be arrested - at night or otherwise - there has to be a reason. I have 

observed this man - as you point out - and I have heard what he has to say about the 

priests and the doctors of the Law. He has spared no effort to criticise them - nor to 

condemn them for hypocrisy. He has spoken openly in the Temple, encouraging the 

people to despise them - can you wonder that he’s been arrested - perhaps, for 

incitement to disobedience!?”

Joanna’s stare didn’t waver.

“I was perhaps mistaken to come - but I thought Joseph of Arimathea was a fair man, 

who well knows the excesses to which Caiaphas and his clique are prepared to go. I’m 

sorry for disturbing your rest, my lord!”

Rebecca interjected.

“Joseph! I plead with you to intervene! If only to ensure that he’s properly dealt with. 

There’s no knowing what these bigoted men will do if there’s no one to check them.”

Joseph turned to her wearily.

“What influence do you think I have with them, Rebecca? They pay no regard to me, 

and they’ve made it quite clear that my opinion counts for nothing.”

Rebecca stared at him white-faced. Joseph dropped his gaze.

“Very well, I’ll go - if for no other reason than to ask why I wasn’t invited to take part in 



the deliberations of the Council.”

Escorted by Saul and Eli, Joseph made his way through the streets to the Temple. He 

was admitted to the quarters of the High Priest without hesitation. Caiaphas was sitting 

in his usual place, however, he was uncharacteristically dishevelled. He eyed Joseph 

wearily. 

“You honour us with your presence, my lord - even at this late hour.”

Joseph flickered a gaze over the group clustered around him like a brood of protective 

hens. He turned his attention to the High Priest.

“Not too late an hour I hope, your Excellency. I see that many of my brothers on the 

Council are also disturbing your rest!”

He ignored the rustle of whispers from the thirty or forty members of Caiaphas’ clique. 

The High Priest answered blandly.

“We had some late and unexpected business to deal with, Joseph. All the Council were 

invited, perhaps you are the first of the late-comers!”

“I received no invitation, my lord.”

“I’m astonished to hear it, my lord - I shall of course reprimand the courier responsible.”

Caiaphas tried to out-stare him, and Joseph wondered how a man of God could lie 

through his teeth so convincingly! Caiaphas continued smoothly.

“As it happens, those of us who WERE able to gather, were able to deal with the 

matter satisfactorily - you need not have been disturbed from your rest.”

“I’m gratified to know that you can satisfactorily deal with urgent matters without my 

presence, my lord - or the presence of other members of the Council, who on occasion 

have expressed contrary views to your own!”

This time, there were no rustles from the witnesses, the duel was focused between 

them. Joseph continued.

“May I be permitted to know the nature of the urgent matter which has been so 

satisfactorily dealt with?”



Caiaphas inclined his head without dropping his gaze.

“Of course, it is your entitlement - the matter concerned the proved charge of 

blasphemy against the prophet from Galilee, who is named Jesus - a man you know 

well, I understand.”

Joseph didn’t respond to the innuendo.

“You say proved - what is the disposition of the Galilean?”

Caiaphas answered smoothly.

“He has been escorted to the Procurator for sentencing!”

“For sentencing! I question the haste with which you have dealt with this matter.”

“Haste, Lord Joseph - surely, to deal with a matter of blasphemy quickly is to be 

commended rather than questioned?”

“So - you found him guilty of blasphemy, and you have sent him to Pilate for sentence. 

I can see only one reason to send him to the Procurator.”

Caiaphas’ response was soft.

“The sentence under the Law for blasphemy is death!”

Joseph refused to drop his gaze.

“How could it be otherwise - no matter what the charge, my Lord Caiaphas!”

The High Priest rose.

“The matter will be dealt with by the Procurator - who will require my immediate 

presence.”

Joseph inclined his head and turned, there was nothing more to be gained from the 

confrontation. The matter was before Pilate, and with the Procurator, he had no 

influence.

.....

Jesus was led by the Temple Guards to the Antonia, which involved crossing the Court 

of the Gentiles. Even at that early hour off the morning, there was a sizeable crowd 



gathered. They were strangely subdued, as the chained figure of the prophet from 

Galilee was marched through them. 

The prisoner and escort came to a halt before the Pavement, which extended out from 

the Antonia proper, and which was used by Pilate for his public function of Magistrate. 

Another procession followed after a short delay - this time, escorting Caiaphas and the 

chief priests to the same area. 

Pilate was an early riser, which was probably to his advantage on that particular day. 

He had started work early - anything to escape from the restlessness of his wife 

Poppeia. The Procurator was in the midst of dictating replies to despatches to his 

scribe, when the two processions attracted his attention. He turned to his aide, 

Tertillius, and asked sarcastically.

“Are we facing an armed uprising!?”

Tertillius glanced through the openings to the Pavement.

“I think not, your Excellency - it appears to be some sort of deputation.”

Pilate sighed in exasperation.

“This early in the day! Very well, tell them to enter.”

Tertillius hesitated.

“It looks as if the High Priest is involved.”

Pilate raised an enquiring eyebrow.

“Caiaphas! What does that serpent want!?”

Tertillius disappeared to find out, when he returned, he answered.

“They decline to enter the Antonia, Excellency - something to do with ritual defilement 

because of their festival - apparently to enter here would mean they can’t eat their 

Passover feast.”

Pilate glared at him.

“I wonder if they’ve ever considered that we might be defiling ourselves by agreeing to 

their preposterous superstitions? - Very well, we will meet their deputation on the 



Pavement - What do they want?”

“Your sentence on a criminal, Excellency.”

Pilate’s eyes widened. He went out on to the Pavement, where a chair had been set up,

 together with the tables and trappings of a Roman court. He took his time and sat down

slowly. When he was ready, he stared at Caiaphas.

“Well, my lord High Priest - I believe you have a man to be sentenced? What charge do 

you bring against him?”

Caiaphas answered smoothly.

“I do assure your Excellency, If he was not a criminal, we wouldn’t have brought him 

before you.”

Pilate raised a languid arm.

“You have your own law - take him away and try him by it.”

Caiaphas inclined his head.

“Normally that would be our practice, as you are aware - but we aren’t allowed to put 

any man to death!”

Pilate stared at him without answering, and then rose and slowly walked back into the 

Antonia. He said to Tertillius.

“Get Marcellus and his guard - and bring the man in here. I want to interrogate him 

privately - they won’t follow!”

He waited until Marcellus came with a squad of a half dozen troopers. Pilate, during the 

delay, had gazed out into the Court of the Gentiles at the prisoner and his accusers. He 

knew who the wily priests had netted.

So this was Jesus, the prophet from Nazareth, who was supposed to be capable of 

such remarkable feats. Pilate eyed him speculatively, he was standing quietly, almost 

as if he wasn’t a part of the turmoil around him. Pilate looked from him to Caiaphas, he 

had been thrown off balance by the departure of the Procurator - it was a matter of 

some satisfaction that the slippery High Priest was uncertain.



Marcellus arrived with a clatter and snapped a salute. Pilate turned to him.

“I’ve called you to escort an old friend, Centurion - bring the prisoner in to me!”

He gestured to the Pavement, watching Marcellus’ reaction. The Centurion’s lips 

tightened, and that was indication enough of the man’s identity. Pilate watched as 

Jesus was extracted from the reluctant clutches of the Temple Guard escort. Caiaphas 

and his fellow priests entered into a fierce debate, no doubt about the propriety of 

following into the Antonia - but as anticipated, their religious scruples won the day.

Pilate took his seat and stretched out his legs, surveying the tall, quiet man who stood 

chained before him. Beyond the prisoner, Marcellus loomed grimly ready for the 

slightest sign of revolt. The Procurator stared directly into the prisoner’s eyes, and was 

suddenly disquieted. He felt himself regarded with compassion, as if he was the one on 

trial for his life rather than the man in chains before him. He asked abruptly.

“You are accused of having extravagant claims of grandeur - Tell me - are you the King 

of the Jews!?”

Jesus continued to stare into his eyes and answered quietly.

“Is that your own idea, or have others suggested it to you?”

Pilate laughed without humour.

“Do you take me for a Jew! Your own people, the chief priests, have brought you 

before me - so - what have you done!?”

Jesus answered softly.

“My kingdom isn’t of this world. If it was, my followers would be fighting to save me 

from arrest by the Jews. My kingly authority comes from somewhere else.”

Pilate contemplated him for a long moment.

“So - you are a king?

Jesus responded in the same level tones.

“’King’ is your word. My task is to bear witness to the truth. For this I was born; for this I 

came into the world, and all who aren’t deaf to the truth hear my voice.”



Pilate asked lightly the eternal philosophical question.

“What is truth?”

He gestured to Marcellus, rose, and went out again on to the Pavement. Jesus and his 

Roman escort followed behind. Pilate took his seat and listened to the babble of voices 

accusing Jesus of various acts of blasphemy. Then the complaint changed.

“We found this man subverting our nation, opposing the payment of taxes to Caesar, 

and claiming to be the Messiah, a king.”

Pilate raised his hand for silence and turned to the accused man.

“What do you have to say in reply to that accusation, don’t you hear what they’re 

saying about you?”

Jesus stood in silence. Pilate raised his eyebrows, he turned back to the accusers.

“I doubt the evidence you have produced - I find no case for this man to answer.”

Caiaphas stepped forward.

“His teaching is causing disaffection among the people all through Judaea. It started in 

Galilee, and now it’s spreading to Jerusalem!”

Pilate contemplated the High Priest, who was uncharacteristically over-heated. 

Caiaphas was normally cool and bland, the consummate shrewd diplomat, who never 

allowed strong emotions to surface. This was a different Caiaphas, and it was quite 

obvious that he was desperate to put an end to the troublesome prophet from Galilee.

From Galilee!

Pilate seized on the thought. 

“You say Galilee, my lord Caiaphas - is this man, by any chance, a Galilean?”

Caiaphas stared at him.

“He is from Nazareth in Galilee.”

Pilate rose again.

“Then surely, the matter can’t be tried under my jurisdiction - The Tetrarch Herod will, 

no doubt, be anxious to deal with the matter!”



He walked slowly back within the Antonia, leaving Jesus with his accusers.

John had remained in the courtyard of the palace, and had followed Jesus when he 

had been escorted across the Court of the Gentiles to the Pavement of the Antonia. He 

had watched the coming and going, and had listened to the accusations. The disciple 

was alone and he could do nothing to help the chained man - who was not only the 

Master and his cousin - but also his best friend. Now, it seemed, Caiaphas was 

determined to take him before Herod, whose reputation with those who threatened his 

political stability and security was notorious. Only a few months earlier, John the Baptist 

had suffered execution at his hands. John’s heart sank, the sands were running out for 

Jesus of Nazareth!

Herod had arrived in Jerusalem from Tiberius to celebrate the Passover. His presence 

was more out of political expediency than to display his religious zeal. He was in a 

particularly bad mood when he arrived, the prospect of spending the following days in 

proximity to the Procurator on the one hand, and Caiaphas and his sanctimonious 

clique on the other, was not particularly enthralling.

He had arrived after the entry of the prophet from Galilee which had occurred some 

days earlier. News of the event had been brought to him, together with reports of the 

wild acclaim with which he had been received - there was no corresponding adulation, 

when Herod the Tetrarch entered into the City of David. For the most part he had been 

ignored as he made his far from triumphal progress to the Antonia, where his 

apartments had been made ready for his arrival. It mattered very little that a great deal 

of attention had been made to please him - as a matter of course, he complained 

bitterly about anything and everything.

Herod was a man who couldn’t come to peace. His restlessness had grown since the 

episode of the Baptist. The fact rankled that he had been neatly tricked into having the 

man beheaded, and for this reason, his relationship with Herodias had grown cool. 

There was no doubt that she had contrived the entire episode, and that Salome had 



been a willing accomplice.

Herod was not a man to tolerate being tricked, and the fact that he had executed either 

a madman or a prophet, raised a superstitious fear within him. Now, he was confronted 

by the rising star of a new prophet, who, like the other one, had emerged out of Galilee. 

There had been a steady stream of reports about the activities of this man - including 

some which had resulted in the messenger being thrashed within an inch of his life, for 

daring to suggest that this man was capable of raising the dead. Herod had personally

interviewed some of the witnesses, and had threatened them with execution if they 

persisted with their stories. It was small wonder that most took the prudent option and 

confessed their error, and had thrown themselves on his mercy - and in his 

graciousness - and relief - he had allowed them to depart with no more than a 

generous flogging.

Jesus of Nazareth was in Jerusalem and preaching in the Temple. Herod had never 

seen the man - he had never heard what the new prophet had to say - but his curiosity 

couldn’t be satisfied without exposing himself to ridicule by the priests - and a 

sanctimonious lecture from Caiaphas on the subject of royal sanction to a known 

insurrectionist. It was a prospect to stir concern - was the man an insurrectionist? If so, 

he had to be put down - quickly and ruthlessly!

It was not the Tetrarch’s practice to rise early - and certainly, the second hour of the day

- or the eighth, if you followed the barbaric timekeeping of the Gentiles, who dated the 

day-start from midnight, rather than from the dawn - was not an hour he usually 

recognised as being in the realm of reality. On the morning before the Passover 

Sabbath, he had stirred early, and had risen when his restlessness threatened to 

overwhelm him. So it was, that he was ready to receive an early request for an urgent 

audience with the High Priest.

Herod debated whether this was a the time to exert his authority and refuse to receive 

the overbearing Caiaphas, and tell him to return at a more reasonable hour. It was only 



when one of his aides added quietly. 

“My Lord, Caiaphas comes with the chief priests and from Pilate - they have a prisoner -

the new prophet from Galilee!”

Herod’s pulse quickened, his interest aroused.

“Let them enter.”

There was a short delay before Caiaphas swept into the room, followed by his coterie 

of supporters, then came Temple Guards who surrounded a chained man. Herod stared

beyond Caiaphas into the quiet eyes of the Galilean. He jerked his eyes away - the 

man was trying to steal his soul with a look! Herod stared at Caiaphas, noting the flush 

on the cheeks of the usually aloof and austere High Priest. All in all, Caiaphas looked 

far less than his usual urbane self. 

“My Lord Caiaphas, an unusually early request for an audience. We are always 

gratified to receive you, of course - “

Caiaphas inclined his head.

“As we are always pleased to attend you, my lord.”

Herod noticed the use of the royal ‘we’ with growing irritation - the man would one day 

overstretch himself, and he - Herod - would exult in the fall!

Herod lounged back in his chair and once again eyed the prisoner. The eyes took his 

again, Herod saw no fear, only a quiet resignation - it was unsettling.

“Who do you bring to me, my lord?”

Caiaphas drew upright.

“We bring you a Galilean, who has uttered blasphemy before me and many other 

witnesses - some here present.”

Herod eyed the chained man and murmured.

“Blasphemy you say - a serious charge - but surely one which the priests should 

punish.”

Caiaphas stared at him relentlessly.



“The blasphemy is so serious - that it deserves death!”

Herod’s eyes narrowed.

“In Jerusalem, the Procurator has the power of life and death - go to him!”

“The Procurator has heard us, but he has sent us to you, my lord - the man is from 

Galilee.”

Herod stared at Caiaphas’ dishevelled robes.

“Bring the man forward - let me have a look at him. I’ve had reports of his activities - 

none of which I might add - mentioned blasphemy.”

Jesus was prodded forward by one of his guards. Herod looked at him through 

narrowed eyes. He was nondescript - just another Galilean peasant in the usual robe of 

the area. His face was streaked with spittle, and obviously the soldiers had beaten him 

about the face. Once again, Herod was drawn to the eyes. He asked harshly.

“It is said that you are a miracle worker! If that is the case, why don’t you break your 

chains and show us your power?”

Jesus made no answer. Herod continued.

“The priests accuse you of blasphemy - how can I judge unless you tell me your 

doctrines and I can hear for myself whether they are accurate?”

Once again, Jesus stood silent.

Caiaphas interjected quietly.

“He says he is the King of the Jews, my Lord.”

Herod eased up from his relaxed position on the cushions. He stared at the silent man - 

once again, there was no attempt to confirm or deny. Quite suddenly, Herod grew tired 

of the game. He turned to his aide.

“A king should be properly dressed - a peasant’s robe is no fit clothing for the King of 

the Jews! We must be careful of the colour I think - purple is reserved for the emperor - 

and this is a king! A scarlet robe! That’s it! Fetch him a scarlet robe - and dress him as a

king should be dressed!”



The aide hastened away, and the soldiers started to grin among themselves. They 

waited until the aide returned carrying a bundle of scarlet cloth. Herod eyed it critically.

“It will do! Strip him and dress him as befits a king!”

The soldiers undid the chains and Jesus made no resistance as they stripped him 

naked. They threw the scarlet robe over him, and shoved him roughly to face Herod. 

The Tetrarch was smiling.

“Now you look a king - a royal figure! Take him back to Pilate with my compliments - 

and tell him that I have no jurisdiction in Jerusalem to sentence a man to death - but 

under Jewish law, a man guilty of blasphemy deserves death!”


