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Lucian had been following Andrew and John for the rest of that day,

keeping the horse to a walking pace. The high spirited animal was restless,

tugging at the rein, so that it might be given its head. Lucian became more

and more preoccupied with controlling it, therefore, it was a moment of shock,

when, having negotiated a turn in the track, he found himself face to face with

the two Galileans. He brought the snorting animal to a halt. They didn't seem

inclined to get out of his way.

One of the military would have thrust his way through and given them

a slap with the side of his sword into the bargain. It wasn't an option open to

him, however, he did rest his hand lightly on its hilt.

"If you have something to say - say it!"

Andrew placed his hand on John's arm, like his brother, James, he

was inclined to be hot-headed.

"We have only this to say, stranger. You have followed us at a walking

pace for the past several hours - the question is - why?"

Lucian held his horse with his knees and stared down at the

substantial shape of his questioner.

"I find no reason to explain myself to you - if I chose to ride at a

walking pace - or, if I decide to ride through you - that is my business!"

John was not to be restrained. He answered angrily.

"Ours too - if it interferes with our comfort!"

Lucian eyed him from the vantage point of his additional height. 

"And do I disturb your comfort, Galilean - I wonder why?"



Andrew intervened.

"On this road, there are bandits - sometimes disguised as travellers -

one of their tricks is to follow the one they're after until they decide to strike!"

Lucian was contemptuous.

"And - do I look like a bandit?"

"What does a bandit look like, stranger? Does he wear his own

clothes, or does he wear the finery he might have robbed from his last

victim!? Does he have an accomplice who looks like a slave, perhaps?"

Lucian stared at the tall dark, crisp haired man in the rough spun robe.

He looked substantial enough to do more than a little damage with the thick

staff he held in one hand. His companion, although much younger, could also

be calculated to give a good account for himself. As with his companion, he

held a thick staff, balanced for action.

The Roman relaxed and laughed, removing his hand from his sword

hilt. He dismounted and gave the reins to Balthus. His actions were watched

with unrelaxed vigilance.

"Very well - I admit it - I was following you."

Andrew's eyes remained watchful.

"Why?"

"Because I saw you with the man who received special attention from

the Baptist, yesterday."

There was a quick exchange of glances.

"Why should that interest you, stranger - you're an outsider - the

activities of the Baptist are none of your business - unless you're trying to

entrap him!?"

Lucian raised his eyebrows.

"Why should anyone want to entrap him?"



John intervened again.

"Because the Romans are always on the look out for anyone they think

might cause them trouble!"

"I agree with that - which raises two questions - will the Baptist cause

trouble - and does that make me a spy?"

Andrew growled.

"The first answer remains - the Baptist's business is with the Jewish

people - the second answer you must provide for yourself!"

Lucian looked at the sky.

"Look - it's late in the day, why don't we make camp and continue this

fascinating conversation over a meal."

Andrew stared at him.

"You must be new to Judaea - otherwise, you would know that a good

Jew does not share bread with a Gentile!"

Lucian's resolute smile wavered, the response made him feel unclean.

"Very well, if those are your customs, we will eat alone and talk later."

Andrew nodded reluctantly.

"If it's important to you."

Lucian kept them in sight as they established their campfire. They

were talking in low tones which he couldn't overhear. It irritated him, the

confrontation had quashed any possibility that they might contact their

accomplices - unless they were waiting in the darkness, ready to rush the

camp during the night. It was an uncomfortable thought. 

When he was satisfied that they had eaten their supper, he

approached their fire. They were tense and waiting. John didn't give him a

chance to open the conversation.

"Why are you interested in our friend?"



"So, he is your friend?"

"We know him - he comes from our area."

"And where is that?"

"As you can see, we are from Galilee - we fish the Sea."

"Is your friend a fisherman also?"

Andrew interjected.

"You seem to be too interested in our friend - I ask again, what is your

business with him?"

"If you think I'm being inquisitive, you can expect a good many more

questions when Pilate gets to hear that the Baptist has called him the

Anointed One. I understand that to mean a man nominated to be a king at

some future time - is that correct?"

Andrew growled.

"It's your definition, not ours! So, you think Pilate will be interested?"

"I wasn't the only one listening to what was said - I could well imagine

that he either knows by this time - or soon will.

If Pilate thinks your friend is the potential leader of an uprising, he

could find himself arrested and dealt with under our law!"

John stared at him stonily.

"Why tell us?"

Lucian paused.

"Perhaps, to give you the opportunity to tell your friend not to allow

himself to be used by whoever wants him to be a king. Remember, you

already have one leader who wants to be a king and not a prince!"

John's disgust was eloquent.

"Herod!"

Andrew's hand was restraining once more.



"You haven't told us your business in these parts - other than to warn

us not to raise up a king!"

Lucian smiled.

"I'm a trader - I buy and sell - I'm looking for anyone who is interested."

John eyed him speculatively.

"Are you interested in fish?"

Lucian's smile broadened.

"I rather think it wouldn't travel well to Rome and beyond!"

Andrew's eyes widened.

"You're interested in trade between Galilee and Rome?"

"I'm interested in trade with anyone who has something to offer - other

than fish!"

John responded bluntly.

"Then, you'll be wasting your time in Galilee - our produce is fish and

olives. You won't find rich silks and fabrics, nor precious stones or gold.

Didn't you know, we're uncouth peasants and have no manners!"

Andrew intervened again.

"Where are you bound?"

Lucian pulled a name from the air.

"Probably, Tiberius." 

John grunted.

"You'll find a few of your own kind there - you might even meet our

good Prince Herod!"

"And where are you bound?"

Andrew responded.

"We go to a more honest place - in your language you call it

Capernaum."



Lucian got to his feet.

"I hope we meet again - perhaps, I shall visit Capernaum."

They stared after him as he returned to his camp and his waiting slave.

Once again, the low monotone of conversation was resumed. More than

once, the young firebrand raised his voice angrily, to be subdued by his older

friend.

Lucian was content with his evening's work and quickly rolled into his

blanket. Before he slept, he debated whether to return to Jerusalem with his

information, or whether he should press on to Tiberius in the hope of hearing

more news of the unidentified potential leader. He fell asleep before he made

the decision.

Balthus tweaked his toe to wake him at dawn. He groaned and would

have rolled over, except that the slave was insistent. Lucian was inclined to

swear at him, until he pointed to the campsite of the two men. They were

gone. Lucian swore, but to himself. They had crept away early and even now,

might be contacting the Zealot gang with news of the nominated leader and

his orders. It had been a bad mistake to leave them unobserved, he should

have positioned Balthus to watch them, but it was too late for recriminations.

At least, his decision was made for him. In the event that they had been

telling the truth, he ought to be able to find them again at Capernaum.

Returning immediately to Jerusalem, was now out of the question.

He ate a dismal breakfast of dates and stale bread, it did little to raise

his mood. They were soon on the road again - if the goat track they were

following, could be graced with such a name. It was hard to believe that this

was the main route down the Jordan valley, but a few travellers, who stood

aside to let them pass, showed that it was used.

They made much better pace that day, starting off briskly, with Balthus



running comfortably by the side of the mount. Lucian glanced down at him, he

was a magnificent specimen of his race and was pacing along with complete

ease, his skin glistening with a film of sweat. He looked up and grinned

happily and Lucian twitched a response.

His mood soared from despondency to elation, when, after two hours

along the road, they caught up with Andrew and John. They were walking

with easy strides and gave them a brief salutation as they passed. Lucian

was tempted to stop, but decided to ride on. At that stage, further

conversation wouldn't extract any more information. He started to wonder if

he and Marcellus had made the wrong assumption, perhaps they weren't

contacting the Zealots after all - but then, it was known that Galilee was a

hotbed of fanatics. Perhaps their accomplices were to be found further north,

preparing for a southern sweep through Samaria and northern Judaea.

That evening, he crossed over into the area known as the Decapolis -

the ten towns - this part jutted in a great bulge between Galilee to the north

and the western parts of Samaria to the south. He promised himself the

luxury of a bed for the night, after so many sleeping on the hard ground. 

Salim was a squalid little village, which boasted an equally squalid

tavern. he wondered what vermin he would meet in the bed shown to him by

an over-unctuous landlord. The food was abysmal, but the best they could

provide and he was glad when he could vacate the place on the following day

and set his nose north towards Tiberius. He had survived the night and apart

from an unfortunate tendency to scratch, so far, he was unscathed.

Tiberius was a sparkling white city, untarnished by sun, wind or rain. It

rose like a mirage from the shoreline of the Sea, which was now renamed

Tiberius also, in honour of the divine Caesar. Tiberius, the city, was new - a

creation of Herod Antipas, who seemed to have inherited the building genius



of his grotesque father.

Lucian looked down at it from ridge of one of the hills which bordered

the Sea, there was no doubt that it was an exquisite creation, but it hadn't

merged to become one with the surrounding countryside. It was a newcomer,

which had thrust aside the natural order of wooded hillsides and fields thick

with spring flowers. It was white and glaring and alien somehow, to the

greens and browns of the hill flanks, or the deep, blue water of the Sea, or

the purple hills which flanked the further shore.

Herod's palace dominated it as if it represented his ownership. As if to

say: 'This was the domain of Herod and all who approach had better be

aware - and had better beware!'

A reminder that Herod didn't have sole and undisputed rights, even in

Galilee, was the accommodation for the contingent of Roman soldiery, who

used it as their garrison base for the province. They were as much a reminder

to Herod, that he was only Tetrarch under sufferance and that the divine

Caesar wasn't only represented in the area by the use of his name.

Balthus touched his knee and pointed, riding out from the cluster of

marble buildings, was a small patrol dressed in the unmistakable gear of the

Legion. There were no more than a half dozen of them and they were coming

directly towards them. Lucian remained mounted, keeping his horse steady

with his knees. They reached him quickly and Lucian found himself the

subject of a steady appraisal from the commander. He was a granite-faced

individual of middle years, but he looked as hard of body as he was of face.

He didn't spare his breath on cordial greetings.

"Your papers, stranger."

Lucian looked beyond his to the men he commanded, they looked

younger and more eager. He produced his travel documents and extended



them to the officer silently. He watched the change of expression, which was

matched by a more conciliatory tone.

"Greetings Lucian Quintus."

He gave the military salute across the breast. Lucian nodded.

"The Procurator has assured me that I can expect full co-operation

from all the garrisons I visit in Galilee and beyond. At this time, all I require

are lodgings for myself and my slave."

There was another acknowledging salute, to which Lucian nodded a

response. They formed up around him and escorted him into Tiberius and to

the garrison's quarters.

Herod had spared no expense in creating a masterpiece and Lucian

cynically wondered who had been robbed to build this monument to human

pride and self-glory - and how many lives it had cost in the process. The cost

of lives here or there wasn't something which usually occupied Lucian's 

attention, but somehow this place, built by a man whose father was the

ruthless tyrant, Herod, screamed of the cries of those who had been

slaughtered to feed his vanity.

For a man who was supposed to worship the One God and whose

religious law forbade the bowing down to other gods - or even to acquiesce to

their existence, Herod was endowed with a liberal interpretation. There were

recognisable Temples and shrines to most of the Roman Pantheon and little

to suggest that this was a Jewish city in the heart of what was supposed to be

a province of sturdy, stubborn stalwarts of their faith, from which emerged a

monotonous succession of Messiahs.

Lucian clattered out of the glare of the bright sun on white marble and

entered a cool world which shut out the heat. He entered a Roman world, an

enclave of culture in the midst of barbarity. A slave ran to hold the reins of his



horse while he dismounted. The escort dispersed, excepting for the officer

who remained to escort him to his commander. Balthus disappeared with his

gear and Lucian watched its departure and wondered if he would ever find it

again. He followed the stocky form of his escort into a large, airy room, whose

windows faced out to the Sea.

His escort snapped to attention, said nothing, turned and departed and

Lucian was left to face a tall aristocrat, clad in a tunic to his knees, without

ornamentation or jewellery. He was unarmed and totally self-possessed.

Lucian found himself scrutinised by steady blue eyes.

"Greetings! So you are Lucian Quintus - whose adventures appeared

to have excited the personal attention of the Procurator! - I am Julius

Achaicus - I command the garrison in Tiberius."

Even as he responded, Lucian thought: 'And much more - you are

Pilate's man to watch Herod!'

Julius turned to the window.

"The Sea of Tiberius is a jewel, don't you think? So calm, so serene -

and yet, in a moment, it can be whipped into violent storms, which surge

against the shoreline and if a man is unwary, he can be swept to his death,

even when he thinks he is secure on dry land. Tell me, the Galileans that

attracted your attention - have you found them?"

He turned and faced him, Lucian gave a smiling response.

"I found them and I lost them, your excellency."

"Oh! Please! We are to be friends, surely - you must call me Julius

and I will call you Lucian. - You say, you found them - and then lost them? I

commend you in finding them at all."

Lucian smiled and told the story of the confrontation.

"You may consider yourself lucky not to have been facing assassins,



Lucian. If they had been Zealots, they would have dealt with you before you

became a threat."

A slave appeared with refreshments.

"Wash the dust from your throat before you tell me the full story."

Lucian accepted a wine cup and reflected that the interview was no

more than an interrogation - even though it was being masked by social

niceties. They walked on to a roofed balcony and Julius gestured to a chair.

"The Procurator has been informed that a new troublemaker was

presented to the crowd around the Baptist - and that he is a Galilean - he

thought I would be interested."

It could only mean that Marcellus had reached Pilate and reported! 

Lucian dutifully recited the sequence of events that had led him to Tiberius.

Julius nodded slowly.

"Very commendable - sacrificing your own interests to pursue the

contacts - but I must repeat, a foolhardy exercise which might have ended

with your throat being cut! You mentioned Capernaum - you believe this to be

the Galilean's destination?"

"I believe so - I said I was bound for Tiberius - for the purpose of

making trade contacts. They indicated that they would go further."

Julius’ laugh was amused.

"And, no doubt, gave the impression that they wouldn't be seen dead

in Tiberius?"

Lucian nodded.

"The average Jew would not be seen dead in Herod's masterpiece,

they consider it an affront to their One God! Of course, there are some who

do business with the garrison and with Herod's steward, but for the most part,

they avoid the place like the plague - it has something to do with our statuary



- the nude form is a matter of shame to them - which probably explains why

they swathe themselves in those thick robes - to keep in the smell - one

presumes that they don't bathe!"

Lucian politely joined in the laughter. Julius continued.

"That's why I believe you've had a wasted journey, Lucian - if you want

to make trade contacts. Galilee is a backwater! Tiberius isn't the place for you

- unless you try Herod's court - or Chuza, his steward!

Herod is a restless man, he has built this city, and he spends a great

deal of time here, but then he gets a sudden urge to travel somewhere else -

Jerusalem, a few times a year - in the main to placate their One God and the

Priests - or he goes down to Idumaea - which is where his lineage is based,

or he goes to Caesarea to plague Pilate on some matter or the other -

usually, to try to further his petition to be declared king of Judaea - as I say, a

restless man - almost as if he's driven by demons!"

Lucian was silent for a moment, conscious of his unrelenting stare.

"Is the Tetrarch in Tiberius now?"

"If he was, there would be a great deal more noise! No - I am informed

that he is in Jerusalem - and as to when he decides to return - "

Julius shrugged.

"But! I've kept you talking far too long - for that, I must apologise,

Tiberius can be a tedious place, with very little opportunity for stimulating

conversation - and I found your story of our new Messiah most intriguing.

You must refresh yourself after your journey - Tiberius has some

excellent thermal springs - around which Herod has built attractive baths. I

can assure you that the aches in your muscles will melt away."

Lucian was escorted to his quarters and from there, to the

recommended hot springs. At that hour of the day, they were practically



deserted apart from two or three shrouded figures in the steam-clouded

thermal room. Lucian sat to one side and alone and attracted no attention. it

wasn't unusual, there was something about the thermal room which

discouraged conversation. It was a place for reflection on past events and

sometimes, for almost prophetic assessment of the future. He found he had

much to consider after his conversation with Julius Achaicus. He realised that

he had imparted much more information than he had received, but that was of

little consequence. He wasn't particularly interested in local politics, provided 

that they didn't intrude on his opportunities for healthy trade. Gloomily, he

had to concede that he wasn't advancing the interests of Septimus Publius as

rapidly as his confidence had led him to assume.

He was no further forward in his quest of coming into contact with

influential Jews who might be interested in dealing with the Romans on a

large scale. He accepted that there was some localised arrangements, for

there was a already a steady trickle of products reaching Rome, which

created mild interest in a population which was sated with novelties from

every corner of the Roman world, whether from Iberia, Gaul or Britannia in

the west, or from Dacia, Illyrium, Greece or the provinces of Asia, or from

Egypt and Cyrene and beyond - even some antiquities from Syria and

Judaea, but he knew what Septimus had in mind. They were to become the

entrepreneurs - middle men - to introduce east to west, north to south and

any other imaginable combination.

One of the other shrouded figures moved closer.

"Greetings - you are a newcomer."

Lucian was startled, this wasn't according to Roman etiquette and

immediately aroused a suspicion of intentions. He answered shortly.

"I am Lucian Quintus - a trader."



The shrouded figure inclined its head.

"A trader - how interesting - I am also a - trader - I am Joseph."

There had been an inflection over the word 'trader' as if the description

amused him. Of more interest was the name - it was Jewish! Lucian subdued

his excitement and considered the unlikely premise of a Jew utilising a

Roman bath house! He found his tongue.

"I represent my patron - Septimus Publius - perhaps you know the

name?" Once again, there was an inclination of the head.

"A name well known and respected in Rome."

Lucian turned excitedly.

"You have visited Rome - Joseph?"

"Not recently - some years ago - I had occasion to make a journey

there - I was quite young."

There was a hesitancy about the explanation, as if he was editing out

parts of the story.

"Where you there for the purpose of trade?"

Joseph laughed softly.

"In a manner of speaking, yes - I was a trade for my father's good

behaviour! I was a hostage!"

Lucian gaped momentarily and closed his mouth abruptly. Joseph rose

abruptly.

"I must move on to the next torture chamber! I hope we shall meet

again, Lucian Quintus."

Then, he was gone, disappearing into the steam. By this time, the

thermal room was deserted. Lucian reflectively stripped off his towelling and

allowed the steam to hit his body. He stood it for a quarter hour and then

draped himself again before moving into the next room. He gasped as he hit



the cold water - once again, he was alone except for Balthus, who pummelled

him with relish, oiling and manipulating his tired muscles until he felt ready to

take on an army of merchants led by the mysterious Joseph.


