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Pontius Pilate threw down the latest scroll from Jerusalem, which contained yet another

report from the Commander of the Antonia Cohort. He stared out over Caesarea’s 

harbour, which was thick with vessels loading and unloading, prior to continuing their 

journeys north, to Tyre, Sidon or Antioch - or south to Joppa and Alexandria. The Mare 

Nostrum was at peace, but it was deceptive, for out beyond the calm waters, he had no 

doubt storms raged.

Judaea was like the ocean, deceptively calm close at hand, but always with a storm 

lurking in the depths. The latest report was doing nothing to cast a doubt on his gloomy 

assessment. Marius Tertius was a professional soldier - Pilate had no complaints about 

the way he conducted his duties. His report had been factual and without speculation. 

Sometimes he wished the man would speculate.

There had been a simple statement of facts. The followers of the dead prophet had 

suddenly taken up quarters in the middle of the city. Tertius had taken appropriate 

steps, which had included the posting of the Centurion Marcellus Flavian to keep a 

close eye on traffic to and from the new quarters. For several days, there had been no 

appreciable change in the situation, and then, quite abruptly on the final day of the 

Jewish festival, there had been a disturbance of some sort within the building - which 

Tertius had not detailed - and then an extraordinary exhibition of oratory on the part of 

the leader of the Twelve, which had had the effect of attracting a crowd of thousands. 

Tertius had been on the point of despatching the Cohort, when the crowd had moved  

and commandeered one of the water pools of the city, and once there, nothing more 

threatening had transpired than the plunging of about three thousand people below its 

surface - apparently with their full consent.

Pilate stirred restlessly - shades of the Baptist, Herod had killed!

On subsequent days, the ritual had been continued and the adherents now numbered 



several hundreds more than original three thousand - many of whom were now on their 

way homeward-bound to distant provinces, but there still remained a sizeable number. 

Tertius had concluded his report by stating that the whole body of them had crammed 

into the storehouse within the city and he still regarded them as a potential threat to 

public order. However, spies reported that nothing more sinister was discussed during 

their talking sessions than the coming back to life of the man Pilate had ordered 

crucified!

The Procurator turned abruptly and glared at his silent aide, Tertillius.

“Have you read this?”

He gestured to the scroll.

“Yes, Pontius.”

They were alone and no pretence of rank was required.

“Your conclusions?”

“That the Galilean must still be alive and in hiding.”

Pilate nodded.

“Which brings us to the subject of Marcellus Flavian, whose report on the execution is 

now in dispute! I wonder how much he was paid to declare the man dead - and how he 

contrived to fool the onlookers. No doubt, he was able to buy his Century - they have a 

peculiar loyalty to their Centurion, which can be increased by careful bribes. The next 

question is - who provided the money.”

“Joseph of Arimathea, perhaps?”

Pilate nodded thoughtfully.

“Likely - but he’s an elusive eel.”

“Perhaps Flavian’s Century can be persuaded to open their mouths. If the other report 

from Tertius is to be believed, our friend Marcellus was particularly savage with one of 

his Decades. You will remember, he disciplined them and two men died - another 

hasn’t come to his senses, and Praxtus has doubts that he will.”



PIlate’s tone was laced with contempt.

“Praxtus!”

He went on.

“You may be right - I think it’s time to recall Marcellus and his personal Decade to 

Caesarea. He’s served his purpose in Jerusalem and Tertius seems capable of 

watching the members of this new sect without Marcellus’ expert aid!”

“What about the other report - concerning Caiaphas?”

Pilate snorted in derision.

“Caiaphas will bite his own backside before he’s much older! He has a bad habit of 

threatening us with Rome if he can’t get his way. It cuts in both directions, I wait for his 

next indiscretion and then I’ll furnish the bureaucracy in Rome with my own views on 

our self-elevated High Priest!”

He turned back to the window. The huge bulk of the temple to Augustus almost blocked 

his view over the city. It was a potent reminder of the power of unknown men who now 

guided the empire in the place of the ailing Caesar Tiberius.

Augustus had been another man - and the massive likenesses of him within his temple 

emphasised the fact. He had declared himself to be a god also, but now his bones 

rotted away

in the grave. In Judaea, a dead man was supposedly walking the land and inspiring his 

followers - he was unseen, but still potent. Pilate allowed himself a delicious thought -  

even more potent that the divine Augustus, who was now no more than a name on the 

rolls of history.

He turned abruptly away.

“I’m told Lucian Publius is again resident in Caesarea.”

Tertillius nodded.

“He came back from Jerusalem at about the same time as yourself.”

Pilate murmured.



“How very remiss of me not to have enquired after his health earlier. I think we must 

remedy the situation. We shall provide a feast and entertainment - to which an intriguing

mixture of players can be invited. Extend a cordial invitation to him - and Demas, the 

Greek - and perhaps, Tachius, the good and loyal friend!”

Tertillius looked startled.

“Pontius - You will remember the last time you and he met?”

Pilate nodded.

“I remember - I believe I prevented the young man from making a foolish mistake - but a

great deal has happened since then - not the least being his miraculous recovery from 

near death - despite the efforts of our useless surgeon, Praxtus. I’ve heard that some 

are putting it about that he was healed by a shining god - no less than our dead Galilean

 I find that very interesting!”

Lucian emerged from a mountain of despatches, which never seemed to lessen as one 

day followed another. One of the house-servants apologetically hovered with a scroll in 

his hand.

“Not another!”

Lucian extended a weary hand.

“The messenger is waiting, master.”

Lucian read the invitation to dine with the Procurator with scarcely disguised disbelief. 

That the man had the audacity to require his attendance at dinner after nearly coming to

blows on the last occasion they met, took some accepting. He tossed the scroll across 

to Demas, whose brows had raised in enquiry. In true Stoic reaction - there was no 

reaction - other than to say.

“I am gratified to find myself included in this gracious invitation, Lucian.”

His Patron glowered at him.

“I have a mind to equally graciously decline, Demas!”

The elderly Greek’s expression didn’t alter.



“I would suggest that to be a mistake, Lucian. The Procurator is a powerful man, and 

not one to be insulted - for make no mistake - your refusal would amount to an insult.  

You must remember that the repercussions could affect your standing in Rome as well 

as here.”

“Perhaps to refuse would increase my standing in Rome in some quarters!”

Demas inclined his head.

“You may well be right, but you must be sure who are the stronger - your allies or your 

enemies.”

Lucian toyed with the scroll and then tossed it to the table.

“Very well - we shall attend.”

He dictated a response to a scribe and returned it with the waiting messenger. When it 

was done, he glared at Demas.

“I still feel inclined to develop a guts-ache to prevent me going!”

“Better to have a guts-ache from digesting his food and his conversation. An excellent 

way to learn about your enemies, is by keeping open your ears while you’re filling your 

mouth.”

Lucian’s response was savage.

“I hate this crawling intrigue, Demas. My way is to be open and blunt.”

“The way of commerce is crawling intrigue, Lucian - mixed with honesty and straight 

dealing. You will need to learn to accommodate both.”

Lucian was barely listening.

“Now, what in Hades do you think he’s fishing for?”

“I would suggest you defer that consideration until you meet - in the meantime prepare.”

Tachius was summoned and told of his sudden elevation to the attention of Judaea’s 

Procurator. The old soldier’s eyes widened.

“Should I be honoured?”

Lucian’s answer was acrid.



“Only if you’re a dishonest man!”

The trio arrived at the Praetorium at the appointed hour on the following day.  Lucian 

had found it hard to concentrate on the decisions required of him during the preceding 

hours.

Demas had observed the lack of concentration, but had said nothing. The restlessness 

had evaporated by the time they arrived, now he was cool and quite ready to fend of 

the probing attacks which he was sure were to come.

It was perhaps his imagination, but security appeared to be tighter around the 

Procurator. Pilate had a small escort of Praetorians, which was his right as Caesar’s 

representative. They melted into the shadows, but they were still there.

They were met by Tertillius, which did nothing for Lucian’s digestion. Tertillius was 

Pilate’s shadow, a dour, sour shadow at that. They were escorted into the atrium which 

Lucian remembered from the previous occasion he had dined with Pilate and his wife. 

Caesar’s representative extended his arm in greeting.

“Publius, I’m glad to find you looking so well. We were all concerned about you - 

especially in the hands of that butcher, Praxtus!”

Lucian blinked and forced an insincere smile of acknowledgement. Pilate continued.

“Praxtus is good at sawing off limbs and applying the hot iron - but not much else. 

Although, I’ve heard he has unexpected talents when it come to treating over-exposure 

to the sun - only lost two men out of ten, which is a good ratio for him! It seems your old 

friend Flavian has been over-exercising one of his Decades!”

Pilate maintained the atypical chatter as he escorted is guests through the atrium, after 

pausing to greet Demas and a glowering Tachius. He addressed the Greek.

“I see that you too, are well recovered, Demas. I must say, your nurse must have been 

better than our surgeon!”

Refreshments were forthcoming and then the group of five men sat in a rough circle 

each watchful of the other. Pilate announced casually.



“We await other guests - whom I’m sure you will find compatible.”

Lucian inclined his head.

“How could it be otherwise, your Excellency - your taste is known to be impeccable.”

If Pilate noticed the over-sugared compliment, it wasn’t apparent.

“I must comment again, Publius - you are looking remarkably well. I find it hard to 

believe that you were so sorely wounded and so close to death, only a few short weeks 

ago. A truly incredible recovery.”

Lucian was spared the necessity to provide an answer. New arrivals were announced, 

and as a result, he found himself staring into the startled eyes of Joseph and his sister, 

Rebecca. Pilate retreated from the conversation and quietly observed the ensuing 

greetings with interest. There was a further interruption, this time, the arrival of Poppeia 

Pilate. Lucian greeted her with courtesy, he had no quarrel with her - his dislike for her 

husband didn’t extend to her. It was clear she was under some strain, rumours 

circulating in Caesarea declared her to be mentally unwell - which was no doubt an 

exaggeration, as most rumours were. He stared into her eyes and tried to look behind 

the mask, there was no doubt that she was a very unhappy woman.

He moved on and focused upon Rebecca. There had been visits to Joseph’s house 

during the weeks after their return from Jerusalem, but she had gone out of her way to 

keep her distance. It was as if the closeness that had grown between them during his 

illness, had never happened. Joseph had been more like his old self, friendly and 

welcoming, but even with him there was more than the usual reserve, as if he wanted 

to retreat behind a wall and maintain his defences. As far as a resumption of their 

business negotiations was concerned, that was on a better footing. They were close to 

striking an agreement - much to the satisfaction of the watchful Demas.

Tertillius was there, of course - together with his flirtatious wife, Lucinda. Lucian made 

every effort to avoid looking in their direction. Pilate’s dour aide was like a volcano ready

to erupt into a fury of jealousy, especially if Lucinda managed to attract the attention of 



any man he perceived as being a threat.

Pilate watched the felicitous greetings and allowed his guests to settle, before once 

more entering the conversation.

“I find it a great pleasure to many of you once more gathered under my roof, together 

with new arrivals.”

He bowed to Demas, who inclined his head in response. Lucian noted that the pleasure

didn’t reach Pilate’s cold, calculating eyes. The Procurator continued.

“So much has happened since the last opportunity.”

It was an invitation to agreement - which was muted. Pilate turned to Lucian.

“Not the least being the truly incredible restoration to health of our friend Publius - but I

understand that owed much to the nursing of our Lady Rebecca.”

He turned to her, she stared resolutely back. He went on with a bleak smile.

“I’m told that you routed our esteemed surgeon, Praxtus and practically stormed the 

Antonia!”

There was an amused titter of laughter from Lucinda. Joseph interjected before 

Rebecca had the chance to retort. He smiled in return.

“I can assure your Excellency, that the Antonia was still left standing and the report was 

greatly exaggerated.”

Rebecca remained uncharacteristically silent, Lucian wondered if she was ill - but then 

decided that Joseph had imposed some sort of demand on her to hold her tongue. 

Secretly, he was relieved, Rebecca was recklessly outspoken at times. He waited until 

the murmur of amusement died before interjecting.

“I’m extremely grateful for the care and attention I received under the care of Joseph 

and Rebecca and their household - as I am sure, is Demas.”

He succeeded in diverting the attention away from Rebecca, she didn’t look as pleased 

as he would have hoped. He quite expected an explosion from her before the evening 

was finished - and as far as he was concerned, it couldn’t end quickly enough. Demas 



also expressed his undying gratitude for the hospitality of the Prince of Arimathea and 

his sister.

The matter was allowed to drop and Pilate and his wife led their guests to the prepared 

feast. Lucian had to acknowledge that the Procurator had excelled himself on this 

occasion. He wasn’t noted for extravagant displays. There was even amusement of a 

sort - mostly provided by one of the travelling troupes of entertainers, who presented a 

variety of tasteful music and dance, as well as - surprisingly - some acrobats. It was 

during one of the dances which were quite tame compared with some that Lucian had 

seen, that Pilate switched the subject yet again.

“You will note, Publius, that I’ve kept this type of entertainment to tasteful bounds - 

some of the more exotic dances can lead to excesses - don’t you agree, Joseph?”

Joseph inclined his head. Pilate reclined in his chair, apparently at ease.

“That business with the Baptist still leaves me with a bad taste.”

Lucian avoided looking at Joseph and Rebecca and managed to keep his expression 

bland.

Pilate continued.

“Herod was grossly in error - pandering to the whim of a girl - her mother put her up to it,

of course.”

Joseph responded stiffly.

“Prince Herod was in his own domain - he considered the man an agitator.”

Pilate flickered a speculative glance.

“I’m surprised to hear you defend him, Joseph - but of course, you were present, as 

was Rebecca - and you Lucian - and if I remember correctly, Tertillius and Lucinda. I 

believe you were most distressed Lucinda - quite unwell.”

Lucinda was surprisingly restrained.

“It was very unpleasant, your Excellency.”

Pilate laughed.



“Unpleasant for the Baptist too, I wouldn’t doubt!”

There was an awkward silence, then Pilate focused on Joseph.

“Perhaps you could settle my mind on a point, Joseph - Why did you ask for the body of

the dead Galilean?”

It was the type of thrust for which Pilate was notorious. Joseph had been expecting it 

and was equal to it.

“I mentioned at the time that it was a question of charity - and not to attract the curiosity 

seekers, who might create public disorder.”

Pilate nodded.

“Very commendable of you - the protection of public order - and of course - charity.”

Rebecca interjected, Lucian sighed, she couldn’t be contained for long.

“It isn’t the way of our people to leave a corpse to have its eyes pecked out by the crows

- or its flesh to be food for the jackals!”

Pilate eyed her languidly.

“We leave the bodies of criminals exposed as a warning to others, my Lady - but we 

also respond to the sensitivity of the people. Returning to the matter of public order - 

have you heard, I wonder, that the followers of the dead Galilean are rapidly increasing 

in number - several thousands at one time, I believe. The people are being told that 

your dead Galilean has walked out of his grave - the report has it that the leader of the 

Twelve has accused his own people of handing him over - I quote - ‘to heathen men’ - 

unquote - to be put to death, but that your One God has brought him back to life. 

Almost, I would say, an incitement to public disorder! - As one of the heathen men who 

presided over his trial, I could take great exception to being so described - but I’m a 

tolerant man, as you well know!”

Joseph asked quietly.

“What are your intentions for these followers?”

Pilate’s cold eyes stared into his.



“One of measured containment - My Commander in the Antonia reports that those who 

remain have dispersed throughout Jerusalem and the surrounding towns and villages. 

The report states that they are told to live in peace and to obey the authorities - if the 

tune should change, or if they become unmanageable, we shall take the strongest 

measures, of that you can be assured. Like yourself, our first interest is public order - 

coupled with the authority of Caesar!”

The entertainment had continued during this exchange. Pilate turned his attention to the

acrobats.

“They’re really quite good, don’t you think - not like those of Caesar’s court, naturally -

but, on the whole - quite good!”

The rest of the evening dragged through to its close, and Pilate acted the solicitous 

host.

The subject of Jesus and his followers wasn’t resurrected, and they were sent on their 

way to reflect on the undoubted warning. Lucian had had no opportunity to isolate 

Rebecca to talk to her privately. He had fended off the obvious intentions of Lucinda as 

politely as he could declining an invitation to attend one of her regular gatherings of the 

Roman matrons of Caesarea. Tertillius had glowered from across the room, as he 

politely made his excuses - pressure of work - a residual weakness from his wounds - 

anything that came to mind to avoid commitment. All in all, he was in a savage mood 

by the time - well after midnight - they returned to the villa. Demas calmly eyed the 

gathering storm.

“You appear disturbed by the evening - was it something you ate?”

Lucian turned on him in fury.

“No, Demas! It wasn’t something I ate! - Pilate and his coterie of aides - and their wives 

- turns me sick enough in the stomach.”

“I did notice you attracted the attention of the Matron Lucinda.”

Lucian whirled around.



“She’s like a leach! If she gets a hold on a man, she sucks him dry, before she spits him

out!”

“I may be wrong, but I was under the impression that leaches do not spit out their prey.”

Lucian’s fury rose several notches.

“No - but they do suck a man dry! She does it to annoy her husband - perhaps she 

thinks he’ll pay attention to her if she flaunts other men under his nose!”

“Possibly - but I think your anger isn’t only directed at Lucinda.”

“You’re quite correct! Pilate’s a conniving, scheming trouble-maker, whose only interest 

is to keep the factions warring against each other.”

“Interesting - which factions were represented at the table this evening.”

Lucian glared at him.

“First - as always - the authority of Rome, represented by the Procurator and his aides. 

Second - the associates of the followers of the Galilean, represented by Joseph and 

Rebecca. Third - ourselves, you, me and Tachius - who represent Septimus and we are 

the target of those who have commissioned Pilate to move against us!”

Demas eyed him quietly.

“You are very astute, Lucian - I commend your insight. I agree, we are indeed the 

objective of Septimus’ enemies in Rome - and Pilate, is without a doubt, their tool!”

“I’m glad we agree!”

Demas ignored the obvious sarcasm.

“But tell me - if we are one of the factions which you state Pilate to be keeping at war 

with the others. Are we at war with Rome?”

Lucian stared at him.

“Only if Septimus’ enemies are Rome!”

“Tiberius is Septimus’ friend.”

Demas shrugged.

“Tiberius is an ailing man and not long for this life.”



“His successor then!”

“Perhaps - but who can be sure who that will be now that Germanicus has been 

murdered.”

Lucian’s eyes widened

“Murdered!?”

“What else? - Do you believe it to be an unfortunate choice of food - the man was 

poisoned! Leave that aside for the moment - are we to be at war with Joseph and  

Rebecca, whom are depicted as being the friends of the followers of the new sect?”

Lucian answered gloomily.

“The way Rebecca treats me, we might just as well be at war! As for Joseph, our 

business arrangement is about to bear fruit.”

“All the more reason for Pilate to intervene and keep you at war with each other.”

“I have no differences with Joseph - and I love Rebecca.”

Demas sighed.

“You must be giving our esteemed Procurator a headache and sleepless nights.”

“Excellent! I would like to give him a permanent pain in the guts!”

On the following morning, Tachius presented himself at the palace of Joseph of 

Arimathea. He waited with the gate-keeper while a servant announced his presence to 

his master. Tachius looked around and was impressed, Joseph was a man of taste 

who had selected the site carefully. There was little high ground around Caesarea, 

situated as it was in what the Jews called the Vale of Sharon. Joseph had selected the 

crown of one of the low rolling hills at the back of the city and had placed his palace 

upon it. Tachius looked out over the Mare Nostrum, a stiff breeze was coming off the 

water, and the ships entering the harbour were running before it. For those trying to 

leave, it was a different matter. Although he couldn’t hear it, he had no doubt the slave-

masters were screaming at their sweating pool of forced labour to apply greater effort 

to the oars. Tachius didn’t like the thought of slaves, it was a matter he tried to ignore, 



realising how close he had been to being one himself before he entered Septimus’ 

service. The Fates had been kind to him, and it wasn’t for him to question.

The servant returned - Joseph was absent from home, but the Lady Rebecca would 

receive him. Tachius shrugged, it was better than a wasted journey. He was led to 

Rebecca in a cool, enclosed garden.

“My Lady Rebecca.”

His Roman graces were barely polished - not as polished as those of young Lucian.

“Is something wrong with Lucian?”

He stared into her steady gaze. There was no doubt she was beautiful - in a Jewish  

way - and he could see that she would turn the head of a young man like Lucian - but 

she was wrong for him!

“Lucian’s fine, my Lady - my business here isn’t about Lucian.”

She gestured to a seat, which he took stiffly.

“I thought he might have relapsed - “

“After being healed by a god!”

It blurted out before he could hold his tongue. Her glare was eloquent.

“Even those whom the Master healed, will eventually become sick again - and die when

it’s their time. There’s nothing eternal about physical healing - only the healing of the 

soul!”

“I beg your pardon, I’m used to speaking bluntly.”

She eyed him steadily.

“Lucian is very fond of you - perhaps that’s why you don’t like me!”

Tachius’ brows beetled, this conversation was getting out of hand, and it was all 

because the girl had never been made to hold her tongue!

“If I’ve given the impression I don’t like you - I beg your pardon again.”

“But - you don’t think I’m right for Lucian!”

Tachius nodded.



“I think you will bring each other a great deal of grief if you marry.”

“You’re very frank - now, I ask why?”

Tachius hesitated, gathered his wits and plunged into a stormy ocean.

“You are from two worlds. Lucian will never be restricted by your world, and you will

never accept the laxity of his. Conflict will arise and you will start to pull two ways. If you

have children, they will become the rope!”

Rebecca had flushed a little, but she maintained her gaze. She said softly.

“It might surprise you when I say, I agree with you, Tachius - but Lucian refuses to be

convinced.”

“Which means you have a deal more sense than he has, my lady!”

She smiled a little.

“Now! We’ve talked about everything but your reason for coming.”

Tachius nodded, glad that the subject was altered.

“I have a mind to get away from the estate - I hang around the villa, or ride in the hills, 

but always alone. Demas rules the house and Lucian - more fool him to allow it! I 

thought I’d find Saul and Eli - perhaps make myself useful.”

“They’re not here - they’re in Arimathea - Joseph gave them special duties.”

Tachius felt deflated and probably looked it. She went on:

“If you’re so bored, why not go there? Joseph has sent them to strengthen our 

defences.”

Tachius looked incredulous.

“Defences - Arimathea?”

“Not precisely - Joseph feels we’re under threat because of the stand he’s made 

against the priests in Jerusalem. He thinks they might try to cause us trouble - and he 

intended to be ready for it.”

“What are Saul and Eli doing - raising an army?”

“Not quite - you Romans wouldn’t sanction that, I’m quite certain - No! Every princely 



house has their own armed retainers - Joseph is increasing ours for our own personal 

safety.”

Tachius rose, he looked almost animated.

“It sounds interesting - I might just look in an see what they’re doing.”

“You’ll be welcome to do so, Tachius - concerning our earlier conversation - you’ll not

mention it to Lucian?”

“He won’t hear it from me - your business is your own!”

“Thank you, Tachius.”

He returned to Lucian’s villa, letting the horse find its way. It had been an enlightening 

conversation, and he found he liked the girl a little more as a result of it. He found 

Lucian with his head down in a sea of scrolls. Demas was similarly occupied, he looked 

up with disfavour when Tachius entered. The old soldier ignored him.

“Came to tell you, Lucian - I’m getting restless - thought to take a trip south. I heard in 

the town of an old friend living at Joppa - thought I’d pay him a visit for a day or two.”

Lucian looked up .

“Why not! - Sounds a good idea - enjoy yourself - and don’t visit too many taverns!”

“Make up your mind! As for enjoying yourself - a visit to a tavern or two might do you 

good. Take Demas the slave-master with you!”

He made his exit and grinned. It was high time the superior Greek was brought down a 

peg or two!


