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Lucian’s condition deteriorated on the following day, and it seemed that the dire 

predictions of the surgeon, Praxtus, were to be realised. Rebecca found herself more 

away from his bedside than close to him. Naomi firmly took control and supervised the 

household servants attending the stricken man. They bathed him, to reduce the fever, 

changed the dressing continually, and applied every medicine and herb they could bring

to try to draw out the poison.

In the moments when Rebecca was allowed to approach the bed, she was truly 

frightened. His colour was grey and he looked close to death. His breath was rasping, 

as if he was fighting for each one. He no longer called out her name, the effort 

appeared to be too great. He only became a little quieter when she put her hand on his 

head, or bathed the sweat from his brow. He gave no sign that he knew it to be her that 

was touching him - his eyes were unfocussed, staring beyond her into nothing. It 

became unbearable and she left him, outside the room she wept uncontrollably. 

Joseph, Tachius and Demas were waiting for her. She sobbed to her brother.

“He’s dying, Joseph! I killed him! I should have listened to Praxtus.”

Joseph retorted angrily.

“Praxtus is a butcher! Fit only to saw off men’s limbs and seal the wound with red-hot 

irons! Lucian is as ill as he is because of Praxtus! By bringing him away from the 

Antonia, you’ve given him a chance of life.”

“But a slim chance, Joseph! He’s losing the fight - “

Tachius rumbled into the conversation.

“Lucian’s a fighter, my lady - I’ve taught him to fight against the odds! He’ll live!”

He sounded as if he was whistling into the wind. Rebecca stared at him, and realised 

how frightened the old man was.



“What are we to do?”

Joseph’s response was bleak.

“Pray to the One God, that he will be merciful - even to one who isn’t of his Chosen!”

Demas contributed to the conversation for the first time.

“At another time, and in other circumstances, my Lord Joseph, I would have welcomed 

the opportunity to talk with you on the subject of prayer. However, we must consider 

other practical solutions - If I was at home in Miletus, I could suggest a very expert 

physician - but, unfortunately, he is of no use to us here. Luke is very skilled - if still a 

young man. Have you no one here in Jerusalem, who has the ability to clean out this 

poison?”

Rebecca stared at Joseph.

“The Master could do it!”

Joseph stared at her in return, his face bleak.

“For your own good, Rebecca, you must forget the Master! Within hours, he could be 

arrested - Caiaphas is hatching some plot, but he’s excluded me and Nicodemus from 

knowing the details. The Master will need to use all his skills to help himself - and the 

Twelve! They’re all in extreme danger!”

Rebecca’s hand went to her mouth.

“Then, he must be warned, Joseph!”

Joseph stared at her.

“He knows, Rebecca! There are many who’ve heard him predict his own end! The 

circumstances now are not as they were when he could freely heal anyone who came 

to him. He spends his days teaching in the Temple - and roundly accusing the priests 

and the lawyers of being hypocrites! It seems to me that he goes out of his way to 

antagonise them - and they’re getting ready to bite back!”

Rebecca drew herself upright and stared at him.

“I want to ask him - I know him! He won’t give any thought for his own safety! He even 



dared to come into the middle of his enemies to raise his friend Lazarus from the dead.”

Joseph shook his head insistently.

“You can’t get near to him, Rebecca! In the Temple, he’s surrounded all day by the 

ones who are trying to trap him. Don’t you understand - he’s fighting for his life!”

Rebecca eyed her brother calmly.

“I begin to wonder if you’re concerned for your reputation, Joseph! How would it look if 

you welcomed Jesus into your house!?”

Joseph was very pale.

“I think you dishonour me with such a suspicion, sister! I’ve been fighting the schemes 

and plots Caiaphas has been trying to hatch. I’ve shown him where my sympathies lie - 

for this reason, he keeps my ears away from his plans.”

“And in the meantime, Lucian is dying, and you want to keep the one man who could 

help him away from this house!”

Joseph shrugged wearily.

“I’ve learned long ago not to argue with you when you’ve set your stubborn mind on a 

particular course! I’ll say this to you - if you can persuade Jesus of Nazareth to come to 

my house, he will be welcomed - but I tell you, you won’t persuade him in the present 

situation!”

Rebecca glared at him defiantly.

“We shall see, Joseph - we shall see!”

Joseph turned back to her again.

“One thing I ask - if you go out into the city - no matter where - take Saul and Eli with 

you. Jerusalem is in ferment, and there’s no guarantee that you won’t be accosted.”

Tachius rumbled.

“I’ll go with her and your men!”

Joseph flickered a look at him.

“Thank you, Tachius - I would appreciate it.”



Rebecca made ready to return to the house of Mary of Cyrene. As far as she knew, 

Joanna and the other women who had traveled with the disciples during the long 

months of Jesus’ ministry, were still there. It was also possible that Mary of Nazareth 

was there also - surely, Jesus would see his mother during the period of the Passover 

festival - if so, she might know a way of reaching him quickly.

Within the hour, she had left Joseph’s house, escorted by Saul, Eli and Tachius. Joseph

had been correct, the streets of the city were still a seething mass of excited people, 

and the latest sayings of the prophet from Nazareth were being circulated by those who 

had been to the Temple earlier in the day. Once again, there were fierce arguments, 

some of which threatened to develop into a surging brawl.

Rebecca was glad of her escort, who forced their way through the mob until they 

reached the quieter area where Mary had her house. They were confronted with a 

closed door, which was unusual during the hours of daylight. It took some time before 

the frightened face of Rhoda the maidservant, peered out at them. She looked ready to 

retreat in the face of three militant men, until she saw Rebecca. The door was opened 

sufficiently for them to enter the inner courtyard, and then slammed shut with a great 

timber wedged across it. She scuttled past them into the house. Within minutes, Mary 

of Cyrene appeared in the door. 

“Rebecca! My dear, to have you kept waiting in the courtyard by that silly girl! 

Sometimes I wonder who took her senses away!”

She continued as she led them into the house.

“The girl is petrified! She sees bandits and Zealots in every corner of the house! She’s 

for ever dropping cooking pans, because she thinks someone is lurking in the shadows.

 I can’t induce her to go to the market place, unless she’s escorted by two of the 

menservants! I really don’t know what to do with her!”

She paused in her complaint and took the girl’s hands in hers. She looked at her 

steadily.



“Here I’ve been talking about my small troubles - and given no attention to you. I must 

say that I’m surprised to see you so soon after your brother took you away - or is it 

possible that you want to run away from him again!?”

It was said half in jest, but the steady scrutiny was maintained.

Rebecca forced a smile and shook her head.

“I have no reason to run away again - “

Mary nodded slowly.

“So, the problem must be with your sick boy.”

Rebecca nodded, her tears starting to flow.

“I found him in the Antonia, in some dank, rancid pit in the ground - quite unattended. 

Oh Mary! He’s dying! I’m certain of it! His wound won’t heal, and his fever is so high he i

s burning up - he knows no one, and he twists and turns like an animal in torment. I 

don’t know what to do - “

“So you came to us!”

Rebecca nodded mutely.

“I wondered if the Master has come here - or where I can talk to him quietly - I think he’s

the only one who can save Lucian!”

Mary sat down next to her, she shook her head.

“I’m sorry, Rebecca - he hasn’t been near to us. I know his mother has been waiting, 

but even she seems resigned to the fact that he won’t come. He doesn’t stay in the city 

overnight, he goes out on to the Mount of Olives - not even to Lazarus and his sisters 

in Bethany. He keeps away from us all - perhaps for our own safety - and for theirs. Reb

ecca, I’m so frightened for him - and I know his mother is too! She says very little, but I 

sometimes see her staring out into the city towards the Temple, and I can tell where 

her thoughts are. She and her son have a very special relationship, and she says very 

little about the special circumstances surrounding his birth, but she has told a few things

 which lead us to understand how very special this man is.



When he says he is the Son of God, he means it literally - how else could he do the 

wonders he does! The One God is his Father - even in the physical sense! Mary once 

said that before Jesus was born, she never had a physical relationship with a man! 

Joseph, her espoused husband, was an honourable man who had kept his distance. 

Jesus was born without human generation - he grew within the womb of his mother, 

having been implanted there by the agency of God himself!

The result is a very special relationship between them, and I know she feels the climax 

is coming - but what form it will take, none of us know!”

Joanna ran into the room, and clasped Rebecca in her arms.

“I heard you were here - you look so pale, so distressed!”

Rebecca repeated her anguish over Lucian’s condition. Joanna held her tight.

“Your beautiful Roman boy is dying!”

Mary interjected.

“She wants to ask the Master for help - but I’ve told her how difficult it is to reach him.”

The other women came into the room one after the other, first, the formidable Salome, 

who was followed by Mary the mother of Matthew and James - and finally, Mary of 

Nazareth. She listened quietly to the repeated story of Lucian’s mortal illness. Rebecca 

turned to her suddenly.

“I wanted to ask the Master - your son - to come to him. He can cure him!”

Mary looked at her, and made room for Rebecca to sit close to her.

There was a pause before she answered softly.

“Child, I am resigned to the fact that Jesus won’t come here. His time of trial has come, 

and now he’s caught up in those things which must happen. In so many ways, he’s 

shown what a great power he has been given, but now he’s helpless, because he’s 

surrendered his will to that of his Father. From this time on, he can only follow the 

course laid down for him from the time of his birth!”

The was a profound silence, and it seemed to Rebecca that Mary of Nazareth was 



already experiencing the grief she knew was to come. There was a depth of sadness in 

the eyes which looked at her so steadily. Rebecca nodded and blinked away the tears 

in her own eyes.

“I understand - I was wrong to even think he could come.”

Joanna interjected softly.

“The Master told us so many times that anything we ask of the Father in his name, will 

be granted to us.”

Salome nodded emphatically.

“I’ve heard him say it many times! Ask and you shall receive! Knock and it shall be 

opened! Seek and you shall find!”

Rebecca eyed their emphatic belief, and felt herself empty - she didn’t have that kind of 

faith. She suggested.

“Perhaps, he only intended that for the Twelve!”

Salome boomed.

“Nonsense! He meant it for all of us! Ask and you shall receive! Ask the Father for the 

life of your lover! Ask in the name of Jesus, the Son of God - and it shall be granted to 

you!”

Rebecca looked across to Mary, the mother of the man they were talking about, and 

found her eyes fixed steadily on her. She said.

“Once, I was told that I would bear a child, even though I had never known a man. For 

an instant, I thought it impossible, but then I realised that with God, all things are 

possible - and I accepted what I heard!”

Rebecca found her voice in the ensuing silence. She stammered.

“You must have had a great faith.”

Mary didn’t release her eyes.

“I was a young girl - no more than fifteen - I don’t know whether I had a great faith - but I

found favour in the sight of God!”



Rebecca wailed softly.

“Perhaps I haven’t the faith! I don’t know how to ask!”

Joanna interjected firmly.

“Then, we shall help you!”

She eased down to her knees and one by one, the others followed suit. Rebecca 

joined them and clasped her hands tightly together. Joanna started the prayer, and one 

by one, the others contributed their portion - when it came to Rebecca’s turn, she could 

find nothing to say but:

“Oh! Father, if it is your will, I ask you to heal Lucian - who is not one of your Chosen 

People, but he is your creation. Please heal him in the name of your Son, Jesus. Heal 

him - because of the love I want to give him!”

She was crying again, and it was left to Salome to provide a resounding:

“Amen!”

Rebecca sat next to Mary of Nazareth, and started to shiver - it was no more than 

nervous reaction. She was uncertain of what she might have unleashed - or even if 

anything could come from out of such a garbled petition. Joanna took her hands and 

smiled at her.

“So - you’ve made up your mind that you want to love him, after all!”

Rebecca wailed.

“Perhaps the One God will count that against me - I AM one of his Chosen People and 

Lucian is a Gentile!”

Mary of Nazareth said quietly.

“Who knows where the grace of the Father will rest - He is gracious unto whom he will 

be gracious! He accepts no advice from anyone on that score. I am also certain that 

anything asked in the name of my son, Jesus, will be granted to an upright and 

honourable heart!”

There was a flurry of farewells, but Rebecca lingered the longest with Jesus’ mother. 



She took her hands and stared into those deep eyes, so reminiscent of her son. They 

were pools of sadness, as if she was already mourning for something inevitable. Mary 

said to her quietly.

“Go in peace, daughter - and don’t allow yourself to be shaken by what you hear or 

what you suppose has happened. Go to your young man and remember that the ways 

of the Father can’t be controlled by the opinions of men. If your Lucian is to live, he will 

live - but if the Father says that he must die - then there is nothing you can do to alter 

his will. Just as it is for Lucian, so it is for you and for me - and for all we love. If the 

Father should allow your young man to live, it will be to fulfill some purpose both of you 

can’t even imagine. Now, go to him! Go with our prayers and our love!”

Rebecca was escorted back to Joseph’s house. Once again the streets were in a 

turmoil of conflicting views, and everywhere the Master’s name was being traded, 

some to defend it, but more often, in self-righteous indignation, this especially from 

those who were clearly the learned doctors of the Law who felt threatened by the 

raising up of this unlettered man from Galilee.W hen she arrived home she barely took 

time to greet her brother, hurrying to Lucian’s bedside. Her hopes were dashed, if 

anything, he seemed worse than when she had left. She sat by him, feeling hopeless 

and spent. She had tried the ultimate possibility - but Jesus wouldn’t come to the house,

 and neither would any of his closest followers, whom he had endowed with the gift of 

healing in his name.

Lucian was vocal again, thrashing around and calling out unintelligibly - not even her 

name. Rebecca tried to soothe him, but nothing seemed to pacify him. She sat and 

wept quietly, remembering what Mary had said. Perhaps it was God’s will to take him - 

if only to disallow a daughter of Israel to unite herself with a Gentile. It was a forbidden 

thing! She had even tried to use a forbidden love to influence God’s will! The thought 

appalled her - and then she thought of the other words Mary had spoken - of the 

kindness and the love of the Father - and if it was to be his will, then the laws and restric



tions of man would be put aside, so that his will could be manifested. Mary had also 

spoken of a purpose - of being used by the Father - and surely she, of all people, 

would know what that implied. Rebecca automatically folded her hands again and 

slipped from her chair to crouch beside the bed. This time her petition was different.

“Loving Father, if it is your will to leave Lucian here on this earth,  I promise I’ll serve 

you all the days of my life. If it’s your will that I should hold my love back from him - so 

be it! If he, as a Gentile, can serve you, then use him for your purpose. I don’t seek to 

bargain, but to surrender my will into yours.”

There was no appreciable change as she sat there watching him.

There was no miraculous cure such as she had seen so often when Jesus had placed 

his hands on someone smitten by some terrible affliction - but she waited with 

resignation. God’s will would be manifested one way or the other. She could pray that it 

might be that Lucian would be returned to health - but she accepted that it might be 

otherwise.

Late in the day, the house of Joseph received a visitor - but it wasn’t the hoped for 

Master, or even one of the Twelve, it was Marcellus. Rebecca left Lucian’s side to go to 

greet him. She looked at him closely for perhaps the first time. She was suddenly 

conscious of how over-powering he was. He was above average height for a Roman, 

and dressed in the military trappings, he epitomised the power and might of the 

conquering empire who ruled Israel. He held his helmet under his arm, and he stared at 

her with unblinking, clear eyes, which looked ready to issue a command to be obeyed 

without question. His nose was hooked, like most of the Romans, and his chin square - 

and between, a firm, unyielding mouth, set in a tight line. His eyes carried something 

else which didn’t fit the rest, it wasn’t compassion for the sickness of a friend, or even 

commiseration in advance of his death, this was more the look of a man haunted by 

something - something which, perhaps, he couldn’t even define to himself.

“My Lady Rebecca - greetings. I came to enquire about Lucian.”



She responded wearily.

“Greetings, Marcellus - tell me, do you come to enquire on Pilate’s behalf - or as a 

friend!?”

The steady gaze didn’t move.

“On both accounts - as a friend, but also from the Procurator, who was intrigued to 

hear that you had removed Lucian from the care of Praxtus.”

Rebecca felt her anger rising.

“You may tell the Procurator that Praxtus was doing nothing for Lucian - other to watch 

him die! I took him away so that if he should die, it won’t be in some wretched hole in 

the ground, which isn’t fit to house the vermin of the garrison!”

Marcellus blinked, but otherwise didn’t respond, other than to say.

“I’ll be sure to let the Procurator know your views, my lady!”

Rebecca nodded.

“Thank you - now, if you want to see your friend, I warn you, he’s very close to death!”

Despite herself, her lip quivered. She added softly.

“The wound is poisoned and the poison has spread throughout his body - nothing 

seems to bring down the fever. We’ve tried every herb and poultice we know, and we 

clean the wound continually.”

She led him to the bedside. Lucian was thrashing around and moaning. Marcellus 

stared at him without apparent emotion. Rebecca added, suddenly impelled to goad 

him into a reaction.

“I even went to see whether I could get the Master to come and heal him - but I couldn’t 

reach him - nor could I reach one of the Twelve!”

The hoped for reaction came, Marcellus turned and glared at her. She held his eyes.

“You put your hopes in a man who soon won’t be able to help himself, let alone anyone 

else! If you will accept my advice, you will forget the Galilean - and his friends. Their 

influence is coming to an end!”



Rebecca locked her eyes into him.

“No matter what you do to the Master - or his followers, his and their influence will 

never come to an end. Thousands have been healed by them - many whose limbs 

never moved, now walk. Those who could never see, now look on the beauty of nature 

with the eyes of a child. Those who never heard the song of a bird, can now hear them -

and the voices of their loved ones. Lepers are clean - dead men now live! No! 

Marcellus! While all these people bear testimony of Jesus of Nazareth, his influence 

will never be at an end!”

The Centurion glared at her and she felt suddenly afraid of the suppressed fury in his 

eyes, which looked about to burst on her head. He controlled his anger, but she didn’t 

forget it.

“We shall see, my lady - but even men who have supposedly died once and then come 

alive again - will die again, sooner or later!”

She answered quietly.

“I’ve heard that the priests want to kill Lazarus of Bethany - but even if they do, they’ll 

never wipe out the fact that Jesus raised him from the tomb after four days. People will 

remember, and the story will be told throughout Israel, just as those who were healed 

will tell their story. The priests can’t stop them!”

Marcellus hardly seemed to be listening. He stared down at Lucian, who had become 

quiet during the time they had been arguing. Rebecca saw it too. Marcellus said 

harshly.

“He’s quieter.”

“There are times when he’s quiet - at other times we can hardly hold him.”

Joseph joined them, he sensed the tension between them.

“As you see, Marcellus, there’s little we can do for him - but we do what we can.”

Marcellus was unexpectedly generous.

“You do more than that buffoon, Praxtus! You can be sure I’ll tell his Excellency so!”



There was a terse exchange of farewells with Rebecca, and then he was gone. 

Rebecca stared after him for a moment and then turned her attention back to Lucian.


