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Jonah slipped through the crowd, who were focused upon the longwinded instructions 

being recited by the Captain of the Temple Guard, no one appeared to notice his 

departure. It was still unclear where Judah of Kerioth intended to lead them, but the 

obvious place was where he had left Jesus and the others of the Twelve. The boy had 

little time to think about the treachery of the man who had, until that time, been a 

respected followed of the Master. He made quick time to the house and thumped on 

the door.

There was some delay before it was opened, and the rather menacing figure of the 

house-holder loomed over him. Jonah blurted out.

“I must speak to the Master! A crowd are on the way from the Temple to arrest him!”

The man eyed him without emotion.

“He isn’t here - he left with the others.”

There was no expansion on it - either the man didn’t know where they had gone - or he 

didn’t care! Jonah remembered his manners stammered his thanks, and ran through 

the back streets to the house where he lodged - fortunately, it wasn’t far. Once again, 

he thumped on the door, and there was an even longer delay before it opened a crack. 

He shouted.

“It’s me - Jonah - open up!”

Rhoda eased opened the door to let him in and then slammed it shut.

“I must talk to the Master!”

“He isn’t here.”

Jonah wailed.

“Then where! I must warn him that they’re on the way to arrest him!”

Another voice interjected - it was Mary of Cyrene. She asked sharply.

“What’s that you say, Jonah? Arrest him! Who’s going to arrest him - talk quietly and 



make sense!”

Jonah turned to her.

“The Temple Guard are on their way to arrest the Master!“

Even in the dim light of the flare, he could see she turned white.

“The Master isn’t here - he hasn’t been here.”

Jonah turned.

“I must warn him!”

Mary said firmly.

“You will stay where you are, young man! The Master’s been threatened before - he’s 

always escaped from them.”

Jonah wept.

“This is different! Judah of Kerioth is leading them to him!”

By this time there were other witnesses to the conversation. The women who had 

accompanied the disciples around the towns and villages were all there - so also was 

Mary of Nazareth. She said nothing, even when the other women grouped around her 

protectively.

Their hostess took command.

“We will all stay here and remain calm! Jonah, you will explain exactly what you mean. 

There’s no point in running around the city looking for the Master, more than likely, he’s 

on his way out to the camp on Olivet. He can look after himself! We will all stay here 

and pray!”

Jonah launched into a commentary of the events of the previous few days, which 

involved Nebet and his suspicions that Judah was up to no good. There were murmurs 

of outrage from the women, especially when he told them about the gathering of the 

crowd, from which he had escaped. They were so preoccupied with what he was telling 

him, that they didn’t notice the other Jonah - Jonah Marcus, ease back from the 

window of his room which overlooked the courtyard in which the discussion was taking 



place.

He had risen from his bed disturbed by the outcry below him, and had heard every 

word. He didn’t bother to dress, instead, he wrapped a bed sheet around him, Roman 

fashion, into a makeshift toga. That done, he ran through the house to the rear 

entrance, and climbed over the wall which separated it from its neighbour, and from 

there, he raced through the back streets to the east gate.

On the hillside, across the Kedron ravine, there was the flicker of lights from flares and 

lanterns. A large crowd of people were climbing over Olivet. Marcus ran after them, 

hitching up his toga, which threatened to trip him at every step. It wasn’t long before he 

reached them, but he was already too late to get by them to warn the Master. By this 

time, Judah of Kerioth had reached the gate to the enclosed garden. Marcus took note, 

It was the one they called Gethsemane and was a place of ancient olive trees, which 

had grown for hundreds of years - and an olive press, from which the garden got its 

name.

Marcus could do nothing but watch what happened. Judah led the way into the garden, 

as he did so he turned to the Captain of the Guard.

“Remember, wait for the signal. Jesus of Nazareth has a kinsman among the Twelve, 

who can easily be mistaken for him in the dark. The one I kiss is your man; seize him, 

and get him away as quickly as you can!”

The Captain nodded, he had little taste for what he was about to do, and equally, he 

had no liking for a man who was prepared to deliver his friend for a few silver shekels.

Marcus saw Jesus move forward, leaving the rest of the Twelve behind him. He heard 

him ask.

“Who is it you want?

The Captain shouted back.

“Jesus of Nazareth.”

Jesus answered clearly.



“I am he.”

They stood confronting each other. Judas the traitor standing next to the Captain.

Then, a remarkable thing happened - it happened to Marcus as well as the rest of the 

crowd. As soon as Jesus said, ‘I am he,’ it was as if they received a thrust to the chest, 

which caught them all off balance and they fell to the ground.

Once again, Jesus asked.

“Who is it you want?”

The Captain scrambled to his feet, and the rest did the same.

“Jesus of Nazareth.”

Jesus replied.

“I’ve told you that I am the one you want. If that satisfies you, then let these others go.”

Judas stepped forward abruptly, and faced him. The tension in his voice was unmistakab

le.

“Hail Rabbi!”

He then kissed him on the cheek. Jesus allowed him to do so, staring into his eyes.

“Judah, my friend - is this how you betray the Son of Man - with a kiss?

He turned to the crowd.

“Do what you are here to do.”

The Captain gestured to the guards to come forward. He seized Jesus and held him 

fast.

When his disciples saw what was happening, they called out urgently.

“Lord shall we use our swords?”

Peter didn’t wait for a reply, he reached for his sword and drew it, and then he struck at 

the High Priest’s servant - whose name was Malchus - and cut off his right ear.

Jesus called out to him.

“Put up your sword, Simon! All who take up the sword die by the sword! This is the cup 

the Father has given me; so I shall drink it. Do you suppose that I can’t appeal to my 



Father, who would immediately send more than twelve legions of angels to help me? - 

but if I was to do that, how could the scriptures be fulfilled, which say that this must 

happen in this way?”

Malchus had sagged to the ground, blood gushing from his wound.

Jesus reached out and touched his ear and when he removed his hand, it was healed. 

He turning to the chief priests, the officers of the temple police, and the elders, who 

had come to seize him and he said:

“Why do you treat me like a bandit? Why do you have to come out with swords and 

cudgels to arrest me? Day after day I sat teaching in the temple, and you didn’t lay 

hands on me. But this is your moment - the hour when darkness reigns, and this has 

happened to fulfil what the prophets wrote.”

The troops with their commander, and the Jewish police, now arrested Jesus and 

secured him. The disciples threw down their swords and scattered in every direction - 

many in the crowd started to hunt after them, running between the trees, holding their 

lanterns high.

Marcus decided to make good his own escape, and some in the crowd turned towards 

him, trying to grab him. He wriggled and twisted out of their grasp, slipping out of his 

bedsheet - and ran back over the hill and into the city, and through the back streets to 

his home, naked.

He re-entered his home by the way he had left, scrambling in through his bedroom 

window. he missed his footing and landed with a resounding thump on the floor. He 

looked up to find a wide-eyed observer. He announced without preamble.

“The Master’s just been arrested - in the garden on the Mount of Olives. I have to tell 

everyone!”

He got to his feet and headed for the door. Jonah was appalled by the news, but at 

least, he was practical.

“I’d put something on before you do - otherwise you might frighten the maid!”



Marcus gave him a baleful glare, but nevertheless reached for a tunic.

Jonah continued.

“You’re going to be in trouble - your mother knows you went out.”

Marcus nodded grimly. Jonah continued.

“She sent me to bed, but the rest are still downstairs.”

They descended to the lower level. Mary of Cyrene’s mouth tightened when she saw 

her son.

“Marcus!”

Marcus forestalled the intended chastisement.

“The Master’s been arrested - on the Mount of Olives!”

There was a babble of consternation and Marcus escaped his punishment for the time 

being. There was a protective huddling of the other women around Mary of Nazareth. 

She said nothing, leaving the talking to her eloquent sister.

“Now, young Marcus - what did you see!?”

Marcus told his tale, omitting the portion where he was in danger of arrest himself, and 

where he lost some of his mother’s bed linen. The confusion of voices continued at the 

end of his discourse. Salome bellowed above the turmoil.

“The Twelve all scattered, you say?”

“All excepting Judah of Kerioth, he stayed with the soldiers.”

Mary of Nazareth spoke for the first time.

“So - they all left him alone!”

The women were hushed at last, staring at each other bleakly, not knowing what to say 

or do, until Joanna stood up.

“I’m going to Rebecca! Her brother sits on the Council, perhaps he can do something.”

Mary of Nazareth responded again softly.

“Only if he has a mind to do so.”

.....



Simon soon stopped running after the initial panic - those who had attempted to follow 

him, had soon realised the futility of searching for him in the darkness of the olive grove,

although one or two with lanterns came close to where he was crouching at the base of 

one of the ancient trees. He waited tensely in the darkness, ready to take to his heels if 

someone spotted him. Eventually, the hue and cry died down. He continued to wait, 

straining his ears to catch any movement of someone with more than the average meas

ure of an adventurous spirit, trying to creep up to him - but he heard nothing. The main 

section of the crowd were moving away, and with them - he had no doubt - would be the

Master. He felt sick to the pit of his stomach, the taking of the Master was something 

he had vowed would never happen, but now it was an accomplished fact. Jesus was 

being led away under arrest, to an unknown fate!

He grew alert once more, there was a slight rustling in the nearby undergrowth and 

Simon tensed ready for action. With the passing minutes, he had recovered some of 

his nerve and this was being supplemented by a rising rage. Anyone trying to 

apprehend him could be sure of painful consequences. It was for this reason that he 

grabbed a shadowy form in the darkness and was in the process of slowly throttling it, 

when he suddenly realised it was John. He released his fellow disciple abruptly. John 

staggered

back rubbing his throat. When he was able to speak again, it was words of complaint.

“If you do that to your friends, Simon - I’d hate to be your enemy!”

Simon was in no mood to listen.

“Where are the rest? We must follow the Master and see where they’re taking him - 

and then we have to think of a way of getting him away from them!”

John eyed him thoughtfully.

“Everyone’s scattered, I haven’t seen any of the others - I thought you were someone 

trying to catch me! They’re taking Jesus towards the city - I’d guess to the temple - or 



to Caiaphas’ palace.”

Simon growled.

“Let’s go!”

They eased their way cautiously through the undergrowth until they could see the crowd

making their exit through the gate to the garden. They waited until the last of them 

were clear and then followed some distance behind. From their vantage point on the 

higher ground, they could see Jesus being led by a group of Temple Guards, who were 

towards the front of a large crowd - they could also see that there was no way they 

could get near to him at that time. They trailed the jubilant crowd down to the bridge 

which crossed the Kedron ravine, and just before the last of them crossed, they quietly 

joined them at the rear. Even though it was beyond midnight, there were other people 

on the road into the city - some of them interested onlookers from the houses scattered 

around the city walls. 

Simon and John entered through the city gate without challenge - and just as John had 

predicted the crowd made for the temple. Once again the two disciples were able to 

follow them into the Outer Court without challenge. The general air of excitement 

seemed to have affected the usually disciplined guards .

Once through the gate John tugged at Simon’s sleeve and drew him away into the long 

colonnade of Solomon’s Porch. They kept themselves hidden behind the pillars, and 

watched the arresting Guards escorting their prisoner to the High Priest’s Palace. This 

manoeuvre had the effect of screening out the major part of the crowd who had taken 

part in the arrest and the pursuit of the disciples. As far as Simon could see, none of 

the others of the Twelve had been captured. His lip curled in contempt and anger when h

e saw the unmistakable form of Judas of Kerioth, still in the forefront with the Captain 

of the Guard.

They held a whispered conference. Simon asked insistently.

“What now? We can’t follow him there!”



John watched the entry into the palace from the shadows of the colonnade.

“They’re going to Annas.”

“Why Annas?”

“I don’t know - but I think I can get in through the kitchen!”

Simon looked at him with a new respect. Of his partners in the Capernaum fishing co-

operative, he was the least likely to be showing signs of a courage which was now 

bordering on the reckless. John was a dreamer - everyone knew he was a dreamer! He 

had worked quietly alongside his brother, James, and his nephew Thaddaeus. 

Zebedee had ruled the roost, and there had never been any signs of rebellion until the 

coming of the Master - who once had been simply, Jesus - a cousin from Nazareth, 

before he became the Master. Jesus and John had always been close, and if there had 

been any signs of rebellion against Zebedee’s autocratic rule, it was when Jesus came 

over from Nazareth and the two of them would disappear into the countryside.

John had another side to him which was surprising, but which had been profitable to 

the co-operative - he had turned out to be a shrewd business man who bartered and 

bargained his way into some of the most influential houses - even as far away from 

Capernaum as Jerusalem. So when he said he could get in through the kitchen it was 

probably true - if risky! Simon announced.

“I’ll wait out here - until you spy out the situation.”

John nodded and slipped away into the darkness. Simon waited with growing 

apprehension. A more normal situation was returning to the Outer Court, and there 

were patrols of the Temple Guards moving around who could challenge him at any 

moment. He watched the door through which John had disappeared, the wait seemed 

interminable, and all the time he was conscious that events were taking place around 

Jesus which he knew nothing about.

John appeared again at the entrance to the palace court - he had a woman with him - 

by the look of her one of the serving women who worked in the kitchens. He gestured 



to Simon who emerged from the shadows and quickly crossed the open ground to 

them. The maid held a lantern high so that she could see his face. She eyed him with 

suspicion.

“John says you’re trustworthy - it’s more than my life’s worth if you’re not and I let you 

in.”

Simon spoke softly.

“I just want to warm myself at the fire.”

She stared again and then lowered the lantern, nodding for him to enter. Beyond the 

door was a small courtyard which was surrounded by the palace buildings. There were 

lights on one of the upper levels, which was open to the court. Simon took his place at 

the fire and extended his hands to warm them.

He could see and hear what was happening on the upper level. The heavily robed 

priest, Annas presided. He had been the High Priest before Caiaphas, who was his 

son-in-law. In front of him, flanked by guards, stood Jesus. The rather high-pitched 

voice of the old priest was carried on the crisp air.

“So - you are the prophet who claims to be the Messiah! You have had much to say 

about us and our teachings - now, let us hear what you have to say about your 

teaching and your followers.”

The voice of Jesus was carried down to Simon and John.

“I’ve always spoken openly to the whole world; I’ve always taught in the synagogue 

and in the temple, where all the Jews congregate. I’ve said nothing in secret - so, why 

question me? All you have to do is ask the ones who listened to me, and they will tell 

you what I’ve told them!”

One of the Temple Guard, who was standing next to him, struck him on the face, 

exclaiming.

“Is this the way you dare to answer the High Priest?”

Jesus stared into his eyes.



“If I spoke wrongly, give your reason now; if I spoke correctly, why do you strike me?”

Annas asked no more questions, instead, he sent Jesus, with hands bound behind his 

back, to the quarters of Caiaphas the High Priest, where the lawyers and elders and 

doctors of the law had been hastily summoned and were assembling.

Simon and John saw Jesus being led along the connecting corridor from Annas to 

Caiaphas. Once again, it was possible to see and hear what was happening.

Caiaphas and Jesus confronted each other and there was a long silence before the 

High Priest spoke. Once again, there was a duel of words 

similar to those spoken to Annas. By this time, those whom Caiaphas had invited to the 

Council had gathered. It was the signal for a formal hearing. 

Simon and John listened with growing anxiety as the Pharisees tried to find some 

allegation against Jesus, upon which a death sentence could be based.

They called witnesses who brought various charges, but their statements didn’t tally, 

although many came forward with false evidence. Finally, two men alleged that he had 

said:

‘I can pull down the temple of God made with human hands, and in three days I will 

rebuild another, not made with human hands.’ 

But even on this point their evidence didn’t agree.

The High Priest had been listening to the proceedings with growing impatience. He 

rose from his seat and demanded and answer from Jesus.

“Have you nothing to say to the charges that these witnesses bring against you?”

Jesus said nothing, gazing steadily at the High Priest, who then cried out in 

exasperation.

“By the living God I demand that you answer! Are you the Messiah, the Son of the 

Blessed One?”

Jesus answered quietly, but still audible to the group in the courtyard.

“The words are yours. But I tell you this: from now on, you will see the Son of Man 



seated at the right hand of God and coming on the clouds of heaven!”

Caiaphas stared at him, his face chalk white, but with two red spots growing on his 

cheekbones. He tore at his expensive robes and shouted.

“Blasphemy! We have no need to call further witnesses! You’ve heard the blasphemy, 

my brothers - What is your verdict?”

Their answer was unanimous, a babble of voices which said the same thing.

“He’s guilty! - He must die!”

Some of the Council began to spit on him. The men who were guarding Jesus mocked 

at him. They blindfolded him and then beat him, and kept asking him:

“Now, prophet, tell us - who hit you?”

Simon and John looked on helpless and appalled. One of the High Priest’s serving 

maids saw Simon sitting at the fire. She came up to him, put her hands on her hips and 

eyed him critically.

“You were with him too - this man from Nazareth - this Jesus!”

Simon glared back at her, aware of the speculative glances of those around the fire. He 

growled angrily.

“I don’t know him, I don’t know what you’re talking about!”

He eased away from the fire and went out to the gateway, where another maid saw him,

she was a relative of the man whose ear Simon had cut off in the garden. She accused 

him sharply.

“I saw you with him in the garden!

Simon responded angrily, swearing at her.

“I don’t know the man, I tell you!”

Not long afterwards some of those standing nearby came closer and challenged him.

“You’re another of them! You can’t deny it - you’re a Galilean, your accent gives you 

away!”

Simon broke into curses and swore at them in turn.



“I don’t know the man!”

At that moment a cock crowed for the second time - and the Lord

turned on the upper level and looked down at Simon standing by the gate. The look was

eloquent - penetrating - and Simon remembered how Jesus had said to him:

‘Before the cock crows twice you will disown me three times.’

He could stand no more, he blundered through the gate and into the Outer Court, and 

wept bitterly.

John remained inside watching the tragedy unfold. Caiaphas was standing with his torn 

robes, glaring like an avenging angel at the silent man who stood before him. John 

heard him address the Council before giving orders to the guards.

“We agree, brothers, that this man must die for his open blasphemy - however, we are 

not living in the times of old, we have no authority to execute him - that remains in other 

hands. Put him in chains, and take him to the Procurator!”

John could also see Judah of Kerioth. The variety of expressions which had crossed 

his face during the interrogation of Jesus, had ranged from a look of satisfaction that he 

had been apprehended, through gathering stages of bewilderment - especially when he 

saw that Jesus had no intention of defending himself against the charges being 

levelled at him - the expression changed to consternation at the reaction of the High 

Priest - and

now, to one of shock and fear.

He had been standing a little to one side, perhaps to avoid being under the gaze of his 

betrayed Master. The three Pharisees who had been the instigators of his entrapment, 

stood with him. Judah had jerked forward when Caiaphas had ordered Jesus to be 

chained and delivered to Pilate, but the three men were quick to restrain him from 

interfering. Judah had turned angrily, and saw the expressions of victory and 

satisfaction - and it was then that he knew he had been tricked. He jerked himself free 

and tried to run towards the High Priest, but he was restrained again - so instead, he 



turned and ran from the room and down the stairway to the lower floor, with the three me

n in close pursuit. He headed towards the Temple treasury and then turned again to 

confront his pursuers, who slowed to a watchful halt. Judah screamed at them.

“I have sinned! I’ve brought an innocent man to his death!”

Nemuel smiled derisively and said softly.

“That’s something you have to answer to yourself - we aren’t interested in the state of 

your conscience!”

Judah stared at them and started to shake. He pulled out the purse containing the thirty 

pieces of silver and gazed at it for a moment. Then, he emptied it on to the treasury 

floor, the coins scattering and rolling in all directions. He turned on his heel without a 

word and ran from the building and the Temple, as if he was pursued by devils.

Nemuel turned to Zerah and Jehuda.

“We had best gather the money, one thing’s for sure, it can’t be put back into the 

Temple fund - it’s blood-money!”

They gathered the coins together and put them in another purse.

Nemuel added quietly.

“Not much to pay for a man’s life - but we should put it to good use. I know of a field for 

sale - it belongs to a potter. We have need of a place to bury foreigners - we shall use 

the money to buy it.”

From that time on, the field was known by the name ‘Blood Acre’, and fulfilled the 

prophecy of Jeremiah:

‘They took the thirty silver pieces, the price set on a man’s head, (for that was his price 

among the Israelites) and gave the money for the potter’s field, as the Lord had directed

me’.


