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Once again, there was uproar in the town. The miracle worker was back, and with him, a huge 
crowd which threatened to swamp the limited facilities of the small fishing village. Marcellus mo
unted a series of patrols, sending out the Decades to reinforce the Roman presence. He took out 
the Decade which he had so recently commanded - as yet, he hadn’t appointed a new leader.  It 
was still too soon after the departure of Urban Phobius and his family. His family - that was 
how he now described them to himself. It kept at at bay the thought of Cornelia and young Lucius
- especially Cornelia. He still couldn’t come to terms with how quickly he had been caught up 
in a relationship with the family of the old Centurion. He supposed it was partly Urban Phobius’ 
fault, for encouraging his subordinate officers to attend dinner with him and his family. 
Marcellus promised himself that it would not be a practice he would continue. For one thing, he 
had no family - and he had no wife who would grace the dinner table as had Cornelia.
During the few days since taking command, he had maintained a solitary life. He freely admitted 
to a conflict of interests. On the one hand, he had been raised to the rank of Centurion above the 
heads of his fellow Decarions, and his solitariness could be construed as the new position going to
his head. On the other hand, he couldn’t be expected to continue the limited relationship he had 
enjoyed with them as an equal and fellow officer, to do so would encourage a laxity in discipline.
When he thought about it, the moves of his influential father and other family members in Rome,
to have him elevated to the rank of Centurion, and as well, the expenditure that would have been 
entailed to ensure that he could be seen to be wealthy enough to support such a position, could 
not have come at a worse time. From his point of view, it would have been much better to have 
taken over a command cold - to be introduced to his new position, as a total unknown. He 
sensed that his feelings for his former commander’s wife, were known among the small garrison 
at Capernaum, where gossip could be expected to flourish like the weeds on the hillsides. He also
sensed that there would be a great deal of derision expressed in private.
It was with these thoughts that he rode silently at the head of his former Decade. The town was 
a buzz of excitement, with chattering crowds fiercely debating the latest marvels to come from 
the hands of the miracle worker, or the latest pronouncement to emerge from his lips. It was to 
these 
comments that he paid particular attention. His Aramaic was good and the chatterers didn’t 
realise that he was able to understand them, so they weren’t restricted in their conversation. He 
listened carefully, but he heard nothing that could be construed as inspiring revolt among the 
subjects - willing or otherwise - of Caesar.
As far as he could make out, the main tenor of the conversations was on the subject of renewal. 
They were all expected to become renewed in the way they thought and acted. Marcellus found 
himself agreeing that it would be a good idea, but cynical enough to believe that it was extremely
unlikely. This rebellious people had never shown the slightest inclination to alter their
implacable determination to be a people apart - and to follow their One God to the exclusion of 
all others.
From the edge of a large crowd who had gathered around this - Jesus - Marcellus watched him. 
It was hot and he looked exhausted, his hair dank with perspiration which trickled down his face.
 The crowd was silent and he spoke quite softly, but his voice reached out to the edges. 
Marcellus wasn’t interested in what he said - provided it wasn’t sedition again Caesar or the Rom
an presence. He was about to move on, when Jesus looked up and stared into his eyes. Marcellus 
felt a moment of paralysis, he was gripped by something unmeasurable. There was so much 
contained in that look - warmth, compassion - so that he felt as if his secret-most thoughts were k



nown and understood; reassurance - although he could think of no reason why he should need to 
be reassured; and something else, something which couldn’t be defined - there was a question 
and with the question, pity. Marcellus broke away and wheeled his horse, conscious of the unspok
en question in the eyes which followed him until he was out of sight.
He slowed the Decade to something more like the regular patrol pace, and retraced the path to 
the garrison quarters. He dismissed the Decade and clattered into the residence, heading for the 
office which Phobius had used and which he had appropriated. It wasn’t a comfortable 
arrangement, it held to many memories of conferences with the old Centurion. It also 
overlooked the garden where Lucius had played and where Cornelia had so often sat on the 
warm summer
afternoons, looking out over the lake and hoping for a breeze off its waters.
He stopped short at the door, he had a visitor - a man wearing the harness and uniform of an 
officer, who stood with his back to the door, hands clasped behind his back in military fashion, 
staring out over the waters of the lake. For a moment, Marcellus paused, the position, the stance, 
the looking out over the lake, were pure Urban Phobius - but this wasn’t Urban Phobius! The 
visitor turned, he smiled brightly into Marcellus’ suspicious face and he extended his arm in the 
normal greeting.
“Centurion Flavius - greetings! I am Aelius Verus.”
It meant nothing to Marcellus, who automatically clutched the extended arm.
“Greetings, Aelius Verus.”
Verus’ eyes widened a little.
“You are expecting me?”
Marcellus smiled slightly at the obvious consternation.
“I’m sorry, Verus - you are a surprise to me!”
The eyes widened further to almost comic proportions. 
“Those stupid scribes in Caesarea can be calculated to get everything wrong!” 
Marcellus’ smile widened a little. Verus stared at him.
“You are supposed to have received a despatch concerning my secondment to you. The 
Procurator thought you might be in need of some assistance in view of the activities of this 
Jewish prophet in this area.”
Marcellus’ smiled faded.
“Assistance? What sort of assistance?”
Verus was quick to respond.
“No infringement of your command, Centurion - I do assure you! Simply to take some of the 
administrative burden from your shoulders!”
Marcellus responded tightly.
“How very thoughtful of the Procurator.”
Verus’ face brightened.
“So glad you think so - Pilate is such a thoughtful man!”
Marcellus couldn’t be sure whether he was joking or otherwise.
“Tell me, Verus - does my commander in Tiberius know of this arrangement?”
“Julius Achaicus is fully acquainted with the situation - or will be if the scribes in Caesarea have  
  done the right thing! In fact, it was at his suggestion that Pilate commissioned me!”
“How very thoughtful of Achaicus! I had no idea he was so concerned about my ability to write 
reports, or to order stores and provisions so that my garrison doesn’t starve to death!”
Verus laughed - albeit a little nervously. Marcellus continued.
“Tell me, Verus - what is your rank?”
Verus looked blank.
“Rank, Centurion? I’m sorry, I have no rank - I’m not attached to the Legions. I’m attached to 



the Procurator’s staff as an administrator - In fact, I am just newly arrived from Rome. The 
Procurator sent me to you as my first assignment.”
Marcellus eyed the military trappings.
“Why are you dressed like that?”
“The Procurator’s idea - he thought there would be an additional safety factor.”
Marcellus responded bluntly.
“Not if the Zealots found you in a dark alley!”
Verus looked blank.
“Zealots?”
“The Zealots are a particularly antagonistic section of the Jewish community, who like nothing 
better than to plant a knife in the nearest Roman back - without warning!”
Verus went a shade paler. Marcellus continued relentlessly.
“Pilate should have known better than to expose you to such danger.”
The expressive eyes widened at the direct criticism of Caesar’s representative. Marcellus was 
beyond caring.
“You will find that I speak my mind, Verus! To put you in the picture. This corner of Caesar’s 
empire is considered to be the dregs at the bottom of the barrel - ask any soldier who’s 
unfortunate enough to be posted here. This is the place where they send the malcontents, the 
trouble-makers, and the misfits. Most of the time, you aren’t told why you’re posted to this 
obscene place - you’re left to guess and to ruminate on whose toes you have trodden. Capernaum 
now happens to be the center for some sort of Jewish religious movement, which is gained 
ground rapidly. You will hear stories of miraculous healings - which you will accept at your peril
- You will hear teachings on every lip, which, in effect, tell you that you are supposed to lay down
on the ground and allow an attacker to trample you underfoot. You will be caught up in fierce 
arguments between rival religious factions of this barbaric people, who will view the same 
statement in a dozen different ways and be prepared to fight to the death to support their view - if
we allow them to do so! 
Capernaum used to be a quiet, sleepy fishing port, where the only thing to discuss was the size 
of the catch and the price it would fetch - and perhaps, the smell of the fish! Now, it’s the center o
f a disturbance which is sweeping through the entire region of Galilee - and beyond, as far as Sam
aria, and spilling over into Philip’s Tetrarchy - and we are the ones who are supposed to be 
holding down the lid and making sure that this movement doesn’t assume the proportions of a 
national uprising, which might have the intention of throwing us back into the sea! I hope that 
explains the position Aelius Verus!”
Verus nodded nervously and looked beyond the irate Centurion at the placid waters of the lake, 
which he had been admiring a few minutes earlier. A more tranquil and beautiful place couldn’t 
be imagined, with the purple hills on the other side of the lake, setting off the intense blue of it’s w
aters. He had seen a little of the town when he had ridden in from Tiberius after a brief interview 
with Julius Achaicus - which had told him precisely nothing.
The town was busy, obviously something was going on - but he had thought it to be a local 
festival and his grasp of Aramaic was abysmal. There had been a number of patrols moving 
around, but he hadn’t thought it to be excessive - although his knowledge of military matters 
was about as extensive as his Aramaic.
He looked back at Marcellus, who was waiting for some sort of response. The young Centurion 
was hollow-eyed and clearly under some sort of strain. He had an aura of vulnerability about him
 which was hard to explain - almost as if he stood alone - unsupported. Yet, from what he had gle
aned about the command, there were five or six junior officers who commanded multiple 
Decades. Marcellus Flavius had been recently promoted and the rumours circulating throughout 
Rome implied that his position had been bought by a huge bribe from wealthy relatives, which 



had filled the coffers of Sejanus and his supporters. Verus saw no reason to disbelieve the 
rumours - that was the way things were done in Rome - as so often had been the case in the past. 
Nothing would improve unless the ageing and ailing Tiberius was to return from Capri and take 
resolute and effective control once more. He realised that he had prolonged the silence beyond 
politeness.
“Thank you, Centurion - I do understand - and I thank you for putting me in the picture. I will be 
cautious - I can assure you - I will be cautious.”
Verus looked like an eager puppy. Marcellus relaxed a little. The man couldn’t help being caught
up in the system any more than he could himself. Verus looked quite young, a typical product of 
the Roman bureaucracy. He was slender, but looked quite capable of taking care of himself, 
despite the self-deprecative air. He wore his hair short, close-cropped, in fact, which made it look
like a brush and added to the aura of youthfulness. Marcellus relaxed even more and managed a 
smile.
“Since we are to work so closely together Aelius, I think it would be in
order to call me Marcellus - in private, you understand?”
Aelius beamed - and managed to look even more like an eager puppy.
“I shall enjoy that, Marcellus.”
Marcellus sent him away to stow his gear and sighed. It looked as if he had made a new friend, 
but an innate suspicion nagged at him - why had Pilate sent him - and why had Julius suggested 
it in the first place? It was a question he was determined to have answered at the earliest possible 
moment. He remembered the ambiguous reaction with which Julius Achaicus had shown 
towards his promotion. The commander of the Tiberius garrison had taken the trouble to warn 
him about those who were ready to plant a knife into his back, driven by resentment or ambition.
 Julius’ congratulations hadn’t been convincing, they had lacked warmth - and now,this 
recommendation to Pilate that he needed someone to hold his hand to steer him through the 
administrative maze, smacked of a subtle implication that he wasn’t capable of holding down 
his new responsibility. The fact that Pilate had acceded to the suggestion, added to his feeling of 
insecurity.
Marcellus considered what he should do. He stared out over the lake and watched the shadows of
the clouds play on the hills of the opposite shore. For the first time, he enjoyed the sanctuary of 
Phobius’ old office. Despite the turmoil in the town, caused by this preacher/prophet, here, he was
quiet and undisturbed, and the view of the lake and its surrounding hills had an almost hypnotic 
effect. he began to understand why Phobius had appeared to spend so much time looking out at 
the tranquillity. He turned his thoughts back to the immediate problem, and came to a quick 
decision.
“Phillus!”
His Dacian slave came running.
“You will present yourself to all my fellow officers and inform them that I invite them and their 
wives to my table this evening! You will then organise a feast! No - better said, you will ask the 
house-steward to come here. Understood?”
Phillus nodded vigorously.
“Then, GO!”
Phillus retreated rapidly and Marcellus was left to feel ridiculously selfsatisfied. He had made a 
decision for himself, instead of following the routine laid down by Urban Phobius, which had 
kept the garrison ticking over during the transition period.
The house-steward appeared nervously.
“Nymphas! You are to organise a feast - spare no expense! Tonight, I will entertain my fellow 
officers and their wives - and a newcomer, Aelius Verus. You can count - work out the 
numbers! I want this feast to surpass anything that has ever been seen in this house - 



Understood!?”
The elderly steward looked bewildered and more than a little speculative, but he nodded.
“Yes, Centurion - I am to spare no expense?”
Marcellus smiled slightly.
“You are not to beggar me! Beyond that, the best of local produce, the best wine - the best 
decorations - and find some sort of local entertainment - nothing barbaric, mind you - and - I 
don’t want whores off the street or from the taverns!”
Nymphas, dropped his gaze, bowed low and retreated. Marcellus’ smile widened, but it wasn’t 
in humour. The bitterness welled up in him once more and the image of Cornelia, gracing the 
dinner table, wouldn’t leave his mind.
Aelius Verus made quick work of stowing his limited baggage. His brush with the tetchy new 
commander of the Capernaum garrison, had been better than he might have expected. Both Pilate
and Achaicus had warned him of a possible hostile reception - he had wondered why they 
tolerated such a commander, whom they could easily have drafted to some less sensitive posting 
without any difficulty. He hadn’t expressed his thoughts and an explanation hadn’t been 
forthcoming.
He had hoped for a few days relaxation in Caesarea, after an atrocious journey from Rome. 
There had been times when he had expected the ship to go to the bottom. The winds were 
adverse and they lost a considerable number of days beating against them. The hoped for 
relaxation hadn’t eventuated, and it hadn’t been long before Pilate had assigned him to this presen
t duty. Pilate was a man who was quick to seize upon any talent which became available - and 
Aelius Verus had an undoubted talent, he was very good at what he did. He eyed himself in the 
beaten metal of a mirror. It gave a distorted reflection, but couldn’t disguise the ingenuous 
impression of youthful helplessness, which was one of his major assets. He appeared much 
younger than he actually was and with that deceptive youthfulness, was coupled an air of slight 
helplessness - which the ladies found irresistible, and which seemed to inspire even the most 
irascible of men to episodes of uncharacteristic cooperation. 
He had been dispatched from Rome to keep an eye on an old soldier traveling with important 
documents, which he had been at pains to guard as if they were secret military plans of an 
invasion. Agents of his employer - whom he didn’t know and couldn’t name - had impressed 
upon him the necessity of keeping the quarry under close surveillance. He hadn’t been instructed 
to intervene and try to obtain the intriguing documents - his task was simply to watch the man 
and to report to the Procurator on arrival. This he had done, having had no personal contact with 
his fellow traveller on the journey. Aelius carried a letter to Pilate, which he delivered - and 
since he wasn’t dismissed, waited until he had read it. The fleeting play of expressions and 
emotions on an otherwise impassive face, had been interesting. The Procurator had questioned 
him closely, especially about the situation in Rome, before assigning him to this new duty.
Aelius stared at his image in the imperfect mirror and positioned himself for the best result. He 
had discarded the military tunic and cloak and had replaced them with a simple tunic such as the 
scribes of the bureaucracy wore.
Marcellus Flavian was seated behind the large desk in front of the window overlooking the lake. 
He looked relaxed, but Aelius sensed the inner tension. A few documents littered the desk-top, 
but it was almost certain that they hadn’t attracted the Centurion’s attention. He was still dressed 
in heavy outdoor gear, as if he was expecting an alarum at any moment. He fixed Aelius with a 
steady stare.
“You were very quick to settle in, Verus.” 
“I thought I would place myself at your disposal as soon as possible, Centurion.”
Marcellus nodded. Very smooth, very slick. The baby-blue eyes set in the boyish face were 
innocent and disarming. Perhaps he was being ridiculously suspicious, but he wasn’t ready yet 



to let down his guard with the newcomer.
“No work today, I think Aelius - we’ll ride out into the town and see what our wonder-worker is 
up to!”
“Wonder-worker, Marcellus?”
“Didn’t Pilate or Achaicus tell you? We have a wonder-worker - he can work miracles - or so 
they say. He draws a big crowd, he talks a lot - but so far, I haven’t heard anything against 
Caesar. When I do, we shall then see if he can work the miracle of setting himself free from our 
dungeon pit!”
Marcellus was restless, he felt an almost irresistible urge to keep a personal eye on the new 
prophet. This was a man he couldn’t read and that irritated him. This Jesus, was eluding him, he 
couldn’t grip him and characterise him. It didn’t ease his irritation to know that many in the 
crowd felt the same way. They all seemed to have a different opinion and the arguments were 
fierce, almost coming to the point of blows here and there. He had to acknowledge that the 
prophet had a compelling personality. He drew people to him as if they couldn’t resist the 
compulsion to be close to him. Marcellus felt no better when he realised that he was under the 
same compulsion - the need to keep a personal eye on him! He kicked his heels into the flanks 
of his horse in irritation and Aelius, following, took due note.
The crowd was still pressing in on Jesus and his followers. Marcellus noted that there were 
always twelve who stayed closest to him, and that these included the fishermen who had 
abandoned their trade and their livings. There were many other helpers who tried to keep some 
order in the crowd. The Romans remained mounted, it expressed their authority - their superiority
 The crowd surged back and forth around their horses’ legs and the animals were nervous, both 
men had to quieten them.
Someone doubled over with some sort of bone constriction, was brought forward. The crowd 
drew silent, waiting, expectant. Marcellus felt his pulse throbbing, it had been like this when 
Jesus and spoken to Urban Phobius, but on that occasion, they had been much closer, confronting
him in fact. Marcellus still couldn’t accept what had taken place. The old Centurion
had gone so far as to acknowledge this miracle-worker as an equal, telling him that if he gave 
the order, Lucius would be made well again. The words had been spoken quietly and Marcellus 
had had to lead Phobius away like a man in a daze. Lucius had been made well - but Marcellus 
refused to accept that it had anything to do with this charlatan!
Aelius whispered.
“What’s he doing.”
Marcellus’ response was like a whiplash.
“Watch!”
The crippled man was brought forward and deposited at Jesus’ feet.
Aelius whispered again.
“Look at his face!”
Marcellus nodded grimly, there was an expression of uttermost compassion on the preacher’s 
face. He heard the relatives of the cripple babbling. 
“He’s been like this from birth, Master.”
Jesus stretched out his hand and in a voice which rang like a military command he said.
“Stand up!”
He grasped the cripple’s hand and pulled him to his feet. The twisted, bent form straightened, 
there was an expression of total incredulity, as he stared into the sweat-streaked face of his 
deliverer. He started to weep - great wrenching sobs, but was drowned out by a babble of 
adulating voices from the huge crowd. Marcellus pulled round the head of his horse and jerked hi
s head at Aelius.
“Go!”



They eased clear of the crowd, who took not the slightest notice of them and rode down to the 
water’s edge. The sea lapped upon a deserted shore, where the fishing boats were pulled high. 
Those who normally worked on them, repairing nets or gear for the next time they ventured out 
on the lake, were nowhere to be seen.
Aelius was silent. Marcellus growled.
“This shoreline used to be a hive of activity - where are they now?
Where else, but watching our miracle-worker and listening to his tales. Do you see now, what we
have to be on our guards against?”
Aelius found his voice.
“Did he really straighten that man?”
Marcellus sneered.
“What do you think! They paid someone well to act the part - and that goes for all the others 
he’s supposed to have healed! I take no notice of the play-acting, I’m listening for words - 
words which will tell me that he’s conspiring against Caesar, and words which will lead these 
people by the nose into the greatest bloodbath this country has ever seen!” 
That evening, Marcellus forced himself to go through the motions of being an attentive host. 
Those who had been his fellow Decarions had arrived with their wives, almost en mass, as if 
they were reliant upon each other’s support against their new, unpredictable commander. The 
greetings had been stiff and formal, and Marcellus took the opportunity to introduce his new 
Administrative Assistant.
“He’s newly arrived from Rome, so if you want to know about the latest scandal, gossip or 
fashions, he’s just your man, ladies!”
This had the objective of separating the women from their husbands and he was left to deal with 
the men.
“Drink up, Festus! - Marcus! You’re lagging behind!”
His joviality was out of character and they looked nervous. He continued.
“Tonight we relax - and tomorrow, we’ll get down to business!”
He didn’t go into details. There was an exchange of glances. He didn’t enlighten them.
Nymphas had organised a sumptuous feast, Marcellus was impressed.
The table was laden with the best the region could offer. Momentarily, he wondered what it was 
going to cost him. Slaves circulated through the triple couches bringing the food and wine to the 
guests. He noted that only two of the three positions on each couch were used, with the wife 
reclining on the breast of her husband. He felt even more isolated, for he was alone in his place - 
as was Verus, but he had no inclination to invite him to share. Marcellus subdued the feeling of so
litariness and kept up a bright chatter of conversation which quickly wore down the earlier 
reserve. He watched them, wondering why he had always held himself aloof from his fellow 
officers and their wives in the past, and came to the realisation that it was more to do with 
focusing his attention on Urban Phobius and his family, rather than him being shunned by them -
although the husbands were inclined to be jealously protective of their wives when confronted by
a new and unmarried officer.
After most of the food was consumed and before they descended into serious drinking. 
Nymphas picked his moment to introduce the entertainment for the evening. He led forward a 
slender, dark girl - obviously one of the local people. She carried a harp, a local variety, which 
wasn’t known to Marcellus. It wasn’t this which attracted his attention. He leaned forward involu
ntarily - this girl was incredibly beautiful!
She started to strum the instrument and then began to sing, her voice very soft and deep. 
Marcellus could hardly take his eyes off her, but he looked at his guests, who appeared to be 
relaxed and absorbed. At the end of the first piece, there was enthusiastic applause. She flushed 
a little and inclined her head, before starting once again.



Marcellus flickered his eyes around the guests again and found himself focused on Aelius Verus,
 who was staring in rapt admiration. The Centurion felt a surge of irrational anger - the girl was 
a barbarian, a native of these alien people - and no Roman had the right to offer such adulation! 
He
looked back at the girl and found she was staring directly at him, her song not yet ended. Those 
dark eyes locked on to his and he couldn’t turn away - and then her song ended. This time, the 
applause was even more enthusiastic - led by Verus. Marcellus gestured to Nymphas, who 
stepped forward and led the girl away.
There were cries of protest.
“She’s good - can’t we have more?”
Marcellus promised.
“Later, perhaps - she has to rest.”
But he didn’t call for her again.
By the time the evening was at an end and the wine and good food had time to have a 
mellowing effect, one could have assumed that they had all been bosom friends for years - but 
Marcellus knew differently - there was a constant stiff competitiveness between his fellow 
officers, and this he would have to take into account when it came to reorganising his command.
The morning after the unexpected feast organised by Marcellus, found his five Decarions 
assembled uncomfortably in Urban Phobius’ old office. To a man, they found it hard to accept 
that the old Centurion was now more than halfway to Rome and would no longer play a part in 
their futures. Now, their aspirations and ambitions were bound up with his surprising successor, 
and more than one had cause to reflect on their past treatment of the newcomer who had so 
recently been added to Phobius’ command, and whom they had kept at a healthy distance from 
their wives. The fact that Marcellus was unmarried was still a factor to be taken into account, 
but their attitude now demanded adjustment whether they liked the idea or not. They waited for 
Marcellus in an uneasy silence, after the first flush of greetings and conversation had been spent.
Grattus Pompeius Erastus was the senior of the five. It had been assumed that he would take over
Phobius’ command when the old centurion retired and steps had already been put into train by 
his supporters in Rome, to ensure that he could purchase the vacated Centuries. He had received e
ncouraging reports, even up to the last days before Phobius had left them. It seemed that the 
necessary bribes had been paid and an inflated price demanded and that everything seemed to be 
progressing well. Grattus reflected moodily on the outcome, perhaps the bribes had
been insufficient - or somebody had been overlooked. Perhaps he was out of favour with 
someone who could make or break the attempt. Perhaps the resurrection of the name Pompeius, 
had disturbed the sleep of some high official, to remind him of the war between the triumvirs 
after the time of Julius Caesar, which had culminated in the elevation of Octavian to the imperial
throne, where he had adopted the name of Augustus. Tiberius had been his successor - and 
Tiberius still reigned - in name, at least. Whatever the reason, his bid for control of Phobius’ 
Centuries had been countered by the successful bid by the supporters of Marcellus - and now, 
Marcellus was the appointed leader - an appointment decreed by Julius Achaicus and more 
importantly, by Pontius Pilate - and above him, by the Governor in Antioch.
Grattus moved restlessly, his fellow officers were fidgeting as well. He wondered if the delay 
was a deliberate ploy to keep them off-balance. Marcellus had gone out of his way to be gracious
on the previous evening, but there had remained a reserve. The mouth had voiced pleasantries 
and warmth, but the eyes had remained shrewd and assessive. The pattern and routine of their 
lives was about to be altered by an upstart newcomer. He felt his rage rising - but he mustn’t 
show rage! He must remain calm, disciplined - and wait for the opportunity to strike when 
Marcellus faltered!
The new Centurion entered the room briskly. They snapped to attention and gave the extended 



arm of the military salute. Marcellus responded, but gave no explanation for the delay. He was 
under no obligation to extend the courtesy and he nor was he required to explain himself. He 
began without preamble.
“Gentlemen, it’s now time to reorganise our responsibilities. We are confronted with changing 
circumstances - especially with the influx of people following this new wonder-worker. We 
need to break the pattern of patrols we have been following. We appear at certain points at 
specific times and they run for cover until we’re passed and re-emerge when we’re out of sight. 
From now on, we will adopt a random pattern of patrols. We will vary our route on each 
occasion and we will vary the time of patrol and the frequency. I am certain we are confronted 
with an uprising, but this - Jesus - makes sure he has nothing to say when he knows we’re within 
hearing - he saves his sedition for when we’re gone. This way, we have a better chance of trappin
g him.”
One of the younger officers interjected.
“With respect, Centurion - why are we waiting for more evidence? The fact that he draws crowds
like he does, is more than enough excuse to arrest him and his main followers. Once we have 
them, we can soon make them confess.”
Marcellus eyed him speculatively, he was the typical spoilt product of an influential background,
 arrogant to the point of insolence, his voice was loaded with disdain.
Marcellus nodded.
“Of course, Quartus - we all know how easy it is to get a confession from a tortured man - he’s 
ready to agree to anything we want to hear - whether it’s the truth or not, that doesn’t matter. In 
this situation, we MUST get to the truth - and we have to arrest, not one man and a few of his sup
porters - we need the roots of the rebellion - if that’s what we have.”
Grattus asked sharply.
“Is there any doubt, Centurion?”
“Not in my mind, Grattus - but the Procurator wants to tread cautiously. If we arrest this man 
without clear evidence of sedition, or without uncovering who might be behind him, we might 
start a bloodbath and Pilate hasn’t been sent to Judaea to incite rebellion - Caesar prefers a 
peaceful occupation, where taxes are paid, trade prospers, and the people are left alone, so long as
they behave themselves. The country takes a long time to recover when the Legions are sent in!”
Grattus eyed him with grudging respect, he had to accept that he was right. Marcellus went on.
“Rearranging patrols means a rearrangement of responsibilities. Each Decarion will command a 
number of Decades and will deploy them within a specific area within the town and the 
countryside. Urban Phobius restricted each of you to no more than two Decades, retaining 
command of the remaining garrison himself. I propose to give each of you four Decades - but I
will retain command of the Decade I commanded when I came here.”
There was a profound silence. He felt a little satisfaction that he had given them something to 
think about.
“There’s one other matter. Grattus will be my second in command. He will take over when I’m 
required to be elsewhere. You are to accept him as if you were accepting me! That’s all 
gentlemen!”
All except Grattus saluted and left the room. His newly appointed second-in-command remained 
and waited until the others were out of earshot.
“Something you wish to add, Grattus?”
“Why? Marcellus.”
“Why did I select you to be my deputy? Because of your seniority and your experience. Because 
you have proved your discipline and because you are a professional and not a political appointee 
like Quartus! Is they sufficient enough reasons?”
Grattus nodded.



“There’s no other reason?”
Marcellus shook his head and stared him straight in the eyes.
“I know you were in line to take over when Phobius left. I was appointed - I can’t help that - but,
 I emphasise this, my choice had nothing to do with you being passed over. I’ve stated my 
reasons - now, it’s up to you whether you accept or refuse!”
Grattus answered slowly.
“I accept, Marcellus. I would be a fool to refuse - and I’m not a fool.”
Marcellus nodded and acknowledged his salute. He watched him exit the room and make his 
way down the passage. His feet clattered on the stone floor. Grattus had made no declarations of 
undying gratitude and it hadn’t been expected. He had also not made any declaration of loyalty - 
personal or otherwise. Marcellus knew there was no love lost between them, but professionalism 
and military discipline would fill the void. For all that, he couldn’t help wondering if he had 
made the right choice. He shrugged and turned to the vista of the blue lake shining in the 
morning sun. Only time would tell whether he would live to regret his decision.


