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John, the beloved disciple, finally persuaded Simon to allow him to visit the home of 

Joseph of Arimathea. Joanna had brought the request, but Simon was very reluctant to 

take the chance that one of them would be apprehended by either Caiaphas’ men, or 

those of the Procurator. John had been emphatically persuasive.

“Was it the Master’s intention for us to hide ourselves until we die of old age, or were we

to continue with his teaching? I am willing to go, even if you aren’t!”

Simon had opened his mouth a few times, and then closed it. He gestured acceptance.

“Go if you must - but I don’t like it - it’s too soon! - and be careful!”

John was aware of the man on his trail as soon as he left the house.

The man was clumsy, whether deliberately so, or not, he couldn’t tell. He ignored his 

presence, walking alone and openly through the streets to the house of the Prince of 

Arimathea. He presented himself to the doorkeeper and waited in the courtyard. It was 

Rebecca who burst out of the entrance, roundly berating the luckless gate-keeper.

“How dare you keep our visitor waiting!”

She turned to John.

“The man’s a fool! Please accept my apologies.”

John smiled and inclined his head.

“Your servant was being cautious - do I look like an important guest? If another 

fisherman from Galilee stood at your door, would you expect him to let him in?”

He turned his smile to the flustered servant.

“Thank you for protecting your master and mistress from an undesirable!”

Rebecca recovered her wits.

“You are most desirable, brother John! We’ve waited eagerly for your visit!”



She led him into the house and through an inner court to a large room. Joseph, Lucian, 

Demas, Nathan, Saul and Eli were waiting. John eyed them one after the other as they 

were introduced. Joseph first - he recognised him immediately - and now he looked 

again into the direct eyes of the man who had secured permission from Pilate to take 

down the body of Jesus - and who had placed it in his own grave.

“I greet you, Jonas Bar Zebedee.”

John’s smile increased, it was an unusual form of address, but very correct.

“I greet you, Joseph, Prince of Arimathea.”

The next was Nathan, and John found himself under the measured scrutiny of the man 

who had once stood before Jesus, to ask which was the greatest of all commandments.

Then, there was Demas, cool, aloof, very Greek in appearance - very watchful, but this 

was tempered by naked curiosity.

Then, Rebecca came to Lucian - and John remembered him - the follower of Andrew 

and himself on the road to Capernaum from where the Baptist had just proclaimed 

Jesus to be the Chosen One of God. The Roman seemed friendly enough, but 

reserved like his friend the Greek. Saul and Eli he also recognised, the men who had 

watched over Rebecca during her time in the camp across the Jordan.

Joseph said suddenly.

“There’s one other who should be with us - with your permission, Lucian, I want Balthus 

here!”

Lucian looked incredulous.

“A slave!”

Joseph nodded. Lucian stared at him.

“Very well.”

They sent for Balthus, and soon the huge hulk of the Nubian loomed like a shadow 

over the room. The big man fell to his knees before John.

“You mustn’t kneel to me - I’m a servant like yourself.”



Lucian ordered peremptorily.

“Sit over there, Balthus - and watch your manners!”

John was offered a chair, upon which he sat gingerly. He had an audience, and now he 

wondered what he would say to them. Rebecca, who had chosen to sit at his feet, 

looked up.

“My brother would like you to explain the teaching of the Master - we know he has risen!

He has even visited this house!”

Joseph interjected quietly.

“Remarkable things have happened here - perhaps you would first tell us your view on 

them.”

John nodded.

“If I can.”

Joseph went on.

“Until yesterday, Lucian was at the point of death from a wound which wouldn’t heal - 

and we expected him to be dead by this morning. Balthus was dumb - and had been all 

his life - now he can speak - and hasn’t stopped since!”

There was a polite murmur of laughter. John smiled and turned to the slave.

“Tell me what happened.”

Balthus looked doubtful, glancing at his master, who nodded.

“Go ahead - but don’t be long-winded!”

Balthus’ deep bass voice rumbled around the room, they listened fascinated as he told 

the story of his visitation and healing, and of what had happened to Lucian. John’s 

focus was intense - a look of extreme joy lit up his face. He exclaimed.

“Yet another confirmation that Jesus has indeed risen from the dead!”

There was a slight pause before Joseph responded.

“I was going to ask you about this rumour - “

“It’s no rumour - it’s been confirmed. First by one of our number, Mary of Magdala, who 



actually spoke with him in the garden. Then, two of our number were on the road to 

Emmaus, and they spoke to a stranger, who later ate supper with them, broke bread, 

and then vanished from their sight. Last evening, Jesus appeared to the brotherhood 

when we were eating supper. He spoke to us and blessed us - and then he vanished 

from our sight!”

Nathan asked softly.

“Why doesn’t he remain and reveal himself - such a miracle would prove his 

Messiahship?”

John faced the old priest, who sat calmly aside from the rest of them. This man was a 

Pharisee, and could be calculated to deny the resurrection from the dead.

“I can’t answer you - can you demand answers from the wind?”

Nathan pursued the point.

“This - apparition - it is like the wind then - insubstantial?”

“Not so, he placed his arms around us and embraced us. He walked on the road, and 

at the end of the day, broke bread physically. Mary, in the garden, clasped his feet. He 

is substantial - yet, he can pass through doors with are locked and barred!”

Nathan held his eyes.

“Does he bear the marks of the trauma through which he passed.”

John nodded.

“He told us to touch the wounds in his hands and in his side, so that we could be sure it 

was he!”

“Do you believe he is the Messiah!?”

Nathan had leaned forward, he waited intently for the answer. John responded 

emphatically.

“I believe and I know, that he is the Chosen One of God! - He is the Son of the Living 

God!”

The old priest sighed, leaned back and closed his eyes. Demas interjected quietly.



“In my world, there are many stories of gods who have taken on human form, and who 

have come to the earth to live among men. Do you believe this to be the case with this 

man?”

John stared into the bland, self-assured eyes.

“There is only One God, and Jesus is his son. He came from the Throne of God to 

bring fallen man the opportunity to be with God in his kingdom. I know nothing of other 

gods, nor do I recognise them!”

Demas nodded, unruffled.

“Perhaps, it would help us if you told us something of the man - so that we can 

understand the god.”

The man was devious, trying to trap him.

“Jesus of Nazareth is my cousin, his mother and my mother are sisters. In every way, 

he is a man - yet, he is the Son of the Most High - “

Demas interjected softly.

“Do you make the claim that your One God came down to the earth in the form of a 

man, and cohabited with the sister of your mother?”

John shook his head, aware of the intense silence in the room, as they others listened 

to the duel.

“It is a matter not discussed in the family, but I understand that Jesus’ mother was 

visited by an angel who told her she would conceive a child, by the power and might of 

the Holy Ghost. This is what happened!”

Demas pursed his lips.

“I presume the mother had a husband - could not the child be his?”

“At the time, she was only espoused - not yet married.”

Demas paused delicately.

“Forgive me - there is no possibility of another man - ?”

John flushed and shook his head vehemently. Nathan interjected softly.



“In our scriptures, there is a passage in Isaiah: ‘Therefore the Lord himself shall give 

you a sign; behold, a virgin shall conceive, and bear a son, and shall call his name 

Immanuel.’”

Joseph stared sharply at the old priest, but he had retreated behind his closed eyes. 

Demas continued.

“We have learned men in my society, who have put forward the suggestion that for a 

child to be a son, the physical characteristics of the father must be present - it is 

considered not possible that a woman can give her child male characteristics - they 

can only come from the father. Do you suggest then, that your One God has the 

characteristics - in every regard - of a man - his physique, his male organs - for, so it is 

suggested, this is the only way a man child can be created!?”

Lucian interjected for the first time.

“Demas, I think you carry this too far!”

Demas turned to him in apparent surprise.

“If I have given offense, it is deeply regretted.”

He turned back to John, who glanced at Nathan, but the old priest appeared to be 

asleep.

“My answer is this - the One God is spirit and life. He gave life into the womb of Mary, 

and because he is the almighty Creator, it is a small thing to provide what is necessary 

for a son to be born. In the beginning, he created 

Adam in his own spiritual likeness - not in a physical likeness. Yet, Adam was in every 

way a man and in the course of time procreated sons and daughters. To answer your 

question, God is not a physical form - but He is the Almighty One who can accomplish 

all things by the movement of His will.”

Nathan was nodding slightly, his eyes still closed, but with a smile on his lips. Demas 

inclined his head in acceptance.

“Please tell us more - he was much older than you, I think, when did you first meet your 



cousin?”

“When I was a very small child, Jesus and his brothers would often come down from the

hills to Capernaum. He was perhaps, sixteen or seventeen, and I was about three - he 

played with me!”

John flushed a little before continuing.

“You will understand, my own brother, James, is much older - and he had a small son, 

Thaddaeus - and he took all his attention. Jesus became to me more like a brother 

than a cousin.”

“So, you were very close - and remained so?”

John nodded.

“He would come down from the hills and he would take me through the woods and talk 

and show me things I hadn’t noticed before.”

“Did he never marry?”

John shook his head again.

“There was always something about Jesus which never suggested that he would take 

a wife - he was an ascetic.”

Joseph interjected quietly.

“Many men in Israel are - they never marry.”

Demas nodded.

“Perhaps he preferred the company of men rather than of women?”

There was utter silence. John stared into the enquiring eyes. Demas continued.

“In my society, it is not considered unnatural for a man to love a man.”

Lucian shifted uncomfortably - this was straying onto dangerous ground. John stared 

back at his interrogator.

“In my society, such an activity is considered an abomination in the sight of God. It goes

against natural law and the commandments of God. It is a perversion and an 

abomination, and will ever remain a perversion and an abomination until the end of 



time - no matter what the shifting opinions or the moral standards of men!”

Nathan emerged from behind his closed eyes, smiling.

“Well said, young man, well said!”

Demas inclined his head, smiled and leaned back, apparently satisfied for the moment. 

Rebecca glowered at him, but he seemed impervious to it.

She turned to John.

“Please tell us some of the Master’s teachings, Brother John.”

It was like the opening of a floodgate. John was coherent and well ordered in what he 

told them, starting with the declaration of the Baptist, and then of the early days, when 

Jesus had expounded his doctrine on the mountain side, he went on to tell of the many 

additional gems of teaching which had been added since that time. There were no 

further interruptions, even from those whose lineage was not of the Jews. Afterwards he

wondered whether he had been wise to be so open before them, for surely, Jesus had c

ome to the Chosen People, and not to those who were not of the seed of Abraham.

When he had finished, Joseph belatedly offered refreshments, but he declined - not 

caring to break yet another Mosiac rule to avoid eating and drinking in the presence of 

the Gentiles. It was a question of personal standards, and apparently, the house of 

Joseph of Arimathea was lax in those matters - he wondered why Nathan said nothing 

to correct it - but it wasn’t his concern. Joseph insisted that he returned to the house of 

Mary of Cyrene under escort - delegating Saul and Eli for the task. He talked to them on

the way, and could see that they were very close to becoming open followers - perhaps,

 only the requirements of their service with Joseph prevented it.

He was subjected to an interrogation by Simon and the others when he returned. He 

endured it with good nature, and in the end they seemed satisfied to have extracted the 

last drop of information from him. Simon grunted an uncharacteristic commendation.

“Sounds like you did well, John - but I don’t like the idea of airing our Master’s doctrine 

before the Gentiles.”



James jumped to his brother’s defence.

“Jesus told us to go to all the world - not just to the Jews!”

Simon stared at him.

“But - did he mean all the JEWISH world - to the scattered ones - or did he mean the 

Gentiles?”

James shrugged.

“I don’t know - all I know is that he’s healed a Roman - and a Nubian slave - and let us 

not forget the son of the Centurion in Capernaum!”

Several days later, at about the same hour as that of a week earlier, just after they had 

consumed their supper in the upstairs room allocated to them by Mary of Cyrene, 

Jesus appeared to them again. This time, Thomas was with them. The doors were 

locked, but quite suddenly Jesus was with them in the room. They had been talking 

quietly among themselves. The situation in the city was still tense, but they knew they 

couldn’t stay much longer in the refuge provided for them. Some were for immediately 

returning to Galilee, but Simon was cautious - it was almost as if he had lost his nerve 

since that fateful moment when he had denied his Lord in the courtyard of Caiaphas’ 

palace.

They looked up, and Jesus was there, standing in the middle of them - the discussion 

fell into silence. Jesus smiled at them.

“Peace be with you.”

There was a chorus of:

“And with you, Lord.”

Jesus turned to the wide-eyed Thomas.

“Here are my hands, touch the wounds - and here is my side, put your hand into it. 

Don’t be an unbeliever, Thomas! Believe!”

Thomas fell to his knees and stammered.

“My Lord and my God!”



Jesus shook his head in reproof.

“Because you’ve seen me, you’ve found your faith. Much happier are those who never 

saw me but, nevertheless, have found their faith!”

He vanished from their sight again, leaving them staring at each other.

James said tremulously.

“He told us that he would go ahead of us into Galilee - and Mary confirmed it - I for one, 

won’t wait any longer - I’m going back home!”

There was a murmur of assent, and finally even Simon agreed - on the following day 

they would set out, but they would travel in small groups rather than together. When 

the women heard the news they wanted to come too, they had prevailed upon their 

hostess for too long. Mary of Nazareth had listened quietly to the plans.

“I’m not ready to go back to Nazareth - my sons and daughters will have plenty to say, 

and I’m not sure I’m quite ready for the battle. Tell me, how can children from the same 

mother be so different? James, in particular, has never supported Jesus - and Judah 

isn’t much better - Joseph’s only concern is the business - and Joses likes to think he’s 

clever with his sly remarks. To tell the truth, I’m not ready for them!”

Salome took control, announcing firmly.

“Sister - you will come home with us - and you will stay with us for as long as you wish!”

She turned to James and John.

“Isn’t that so, boys?”

She didn’t wait for an answer.

“It’s settled, Mary - you come with us and no arguments!”

Mary smiled a little.

“What will Zebedee have to say?”

Salome snorted.

“Zebedee will say what he always has to say - but in the end, he knows the path of 

peace!”



John interjected softly.

“Jesus told us we were to be together - I was to be your son, and you were to be my 

mother - that’s how it must be.”

Mary nodded silently and they clasped each other in an embrace. John went on.

“No matter where I go - or what the circumstances, you will live with me - it is what he 

wanted - mother!”

Salome sniffed, pretending she had a cold, and James cleared his throat - and it was 

settled.

.....

Those were not the only decisions to be made on that day. After the visit of John, and 

the subsequent discussion, Rebecca slipped away into a small garden. She needed to 

be alone, to somehow resolve the conflict of thoughts and emotions which threatened to

overwhelm her. Everything had happened so quickly. Twenty-four hours earlier, she 

had confronted herself with the knowledge that Lucian was about to die - coupled with 

that, was the dismal knowledge that her beloved Master had gasped out his life upon 

the cross, and that all that she had supposed, and which, over the preceding months, 

she had learned accept, was now set to nothing. The Master was dead - and with him 

also, had died his power and strength, and his teaching of divine forgiveness and the 

love of God for all men.

The Master had risen! He had appeared to others - and had even visited the bed where 

she slept beside Lucian to be with him in his last hour. Her cheeks flamed at the thought

- the Master had seen her sleeping beside a man to whom she wasn’t even espoused - 

what would he have thought!? Perhaps, that she was nothing more than a wanton!

Her reverie was interrupted.

“There you are! I think you’re trying to hide from me! One minute you won’t leave my 

side - and the next, you seem to spend your time trying to get away from me.”



Lucian stood in front of her, he seemed to be gaining strength by the hour. He was still 

bearded from his long confinement to bed, but she stared into the same mischievous 

eyes. Her heart skipped a beat despite herself.

She retorted.

“I didn’t leave your side because you were unconscious - as well you know.”

He looked innocent.

“You prefer me unconscious? I think our married life will soon become tedious, my 

darling.”

She flared back.

“I am NOT your darling - and there’s no question of marriage!”

Lucian eyed her speculatively.

“I thought you would have changed your mind - now that you’re compromised - after all, 

we were sharing a bed when I woke up this morning!”

She glared at him furiously.

“You were unconscious!”

He sighed.

“There you go again! I might have been unconscious when it started, but I certainly 

wasn’t this morning - or have you forgotten your wonderful morning kiss?”

“You kissed me - I didn’t kiss you!”

“Now, you’re losing your memory!”

She got to her feet and tried to look militant.

“This conversation is going nowhere - I’m going inside!”

“Where would you like the wedding - in Judaea - or in Rome - or anywhere else you 

choose?”

“You can’t show your face in Rome!”

“Then in Judaea - perhaps you’re right - it brings it sooner.”

“I am NOT going to marry you!”



He eyed her solemnly.

“But, you love me and I love you.”

“I don’t love you!”

“You said that once before - by the side of the Sea of Tiberius - and I proved you wrong 

that time - do you want me to repeat the proof?”

She retreated hastily.

“Don’t dare touch me!”

“That’s no way to talk to your future husband. I see I’ll have to take you in hand when 

we’re married!”

She exploded in a gasp of outrage and stormed into the house. Lucian stared after her, 

his grin widening.

Rebecca wasn’t ready to confront Joseph, who was, in any case, preoccupied with his 

change of reaction to the teachings of the Master. It so happened that Nathan was 

close by, although she wasn’t sure how much he had seen of the conversation in the 

garden.

“I need to talk to you, Father Nathan.”

The old priest inclined his head.

“I am always at your disposal, child.”

He sat on a chair opposite her and waited. She was very flushed and he surmised it 

was a result of the animated conversation with Lucian. It took a little time for her to 

come to the point.

“Lucian insists that we are to be married!”

Nathan nodded.

“I thought that was the problem - I saw, but didn’t hear, your meeting in the garden.”

“He won’t take no for an answer!”

“Perhaps, because he doesn’t believe that you mean no.”

She stared at him, he went on.



“Are you really sure your answer is no, Rebecca? I’ve watched you over recent days, 

and there can be no doubt of your deep affection for this young man. I have never seen 

you so intensely preoccupied with any other person - save perhaps, Joseph.”

She answered very softly.

“He is a Gentile.”

“A Gentile who is prepared to undertake the painful exercise of becoming a Jew 

physically - although, I’m not so sure of his commitment in the spiritual sense.”

Rebecca nodded and twisted her hands nervously.

“I’m not sure of my own ground, Father Nathan - not sure since I’ve known the Master 

and listened to his teaching. He told as so many things which went far beyond the 

narrow limitations of what we have believed.”

Nathan contemplated her quietly.

“I was greatly impressed with the young follower who came here to explain the 

teachings to us. I was impressed with his statement that certain standards are 

immutable, they cannot be altered because of a change in man’s opinions and morals. 

Are we not talking about the same thing? The Laws of God cannot be changed because

of changing opinions - or even a new doctrine - they remain immutable. The Law states 

clearly that a man must carry the mark of circumcision in order to be counted a Jew, 

but a man is not automatically a Jew because he submits to it - he must also be a Jew 

in his mind and in his heart.

I once came to your Master, as you know, I asked him which was the greatest 

commandment - he gave a worthy answer - one I could commend. ‘Thou shalt love the 

Lord thy God with the whole of thy heart and soul and mind’. This, he stated, was the 

first and greatest commandment. So, even from the mouth of your Master, he has made

it known that not one smallest part of the Law will be changed - it was not his intention!”

Rebecca absorbed it.

“There are other things, Father Nathan, he also said that he came for



all men, not only for those who were the children of Abraham. He came to Lucian and to

Balthus, in this very house - both Gentiles - but yet he healed them - and I know of 

other occasions where he has healed the flesh of others who were not Jews.”

Nathan nodded.

“He healed the flesh, child - but has he healed the soul? What does Lucian have to say 

about the teachings of the man who has miraculously healed him? Has he made any 

declaration that he will accept and follow this man? Can he see him as the Messiah, 

which many claim? Does he even acknowledge the need for a Messiah - for that is 

surely a matter for the Children of Israel? Rebecca, you have more considerations that 

those of a Jew marrying a Gentile - you must consider what your future life will be, when

perhaps a conflict will arise, and you may be in a distant land. What will happen when 

your devotion to your faith comes into conflict with the wishes of your husband - which 

will you acknowledge? If Lucian wishes his sons and daughters to be raised in a pagan 

way - can you accept that? Many questions, daughter, and each one must be weighed 

as earnestly as the question of Jew and Gentile - for each one of them is part of that 

same question.”

Rebecca went away as disquieted as when she arrived. Nathan watched her go with a 

heavy heart. For all of them, the advent of the Man from Galilee had effected profound 

changes - not the least those taking place within his own heart and soul. He bowed in 

prayer, seeking the guidance to enable him to give the advice expected of him.

Joseph had come to a decision which affected them all.

“We must return to Caesarea - with a detour to Arimathea, where Saul and Eli have a 

special task - we’ve been away too long from our business interests.”

Demas agreed.

“It is also a matter of urgency to return to the coast, where, I am sure, there are many 

matters which Lucian and myself must resolve.”

Lucian found himself not consulted. At the time, it mattered very little.



He was going to be in the same city as his beloved, and that was all that mattered. His 

stay in Jerusalem had been one of trauma and near death - for his part, he couldn’t 

shake the dust of the Holy City of the Jews from his feet quickly enough.


