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The boy was very silent as they left Capernaum, Joseph glanced at his taut, desperately

controlled features and knew he was close to tears. The sudden news of the death of 

his parents had been dealt with the subtlety of a slap across the face. Joseph said 

nothing - there was nothing that could be said in those circumstances. If he tried, he 

would only succeed in breaking the icy control and the boy's determination to remain 

resolute in the face of adversity. There would be time later, in the privacy of home. 

Perhaps now, for the first time, Jonah would cease to remember the small house they 

had just left as being home, and realise that his home was now in the house of Joseph. 

Perhaps he would relinquish his memories of the old life and the old ways, and from his 

heart accept what was being offered to him. Joseph wondered if he was being unfair - 

was it so easy to abandon all one had known in order to follow a new way? Hadn't he 

also found it impossible to sell all he had and give it to the poor? He shifted uneasily in 

the saddle, it wasn't a comfortable reminder. 

He took them for a long detour ride through the hills, reaching out towards Nazareth 

and Nain, before turning back towards the coast of the Sea. It had the effect of taking 

Jonah's mind away from his grief. Nazareth was quiet - perhaps, as it had always been 

before the Master had begun his activity. It seemed to have lapsed back into its past, 

but it was more than likely that there were many of the population who now followed the 

one who had proved to be so unacceptable during his short ministry. No doubt, there 

were still others who clung to the old ways, defiantly refusing to accept that Jesus the 

Carpenter, whose family they knew, could possibly be the one who had been foretold 

by the prophets. Joseph talked quietly of this to his companions as they rode through 

before turning south to Nain, where the Master had raised the widow's son to life.



It was already towards evening when they arrived in Tiberius. Herod's palace, was 

ablaze with lights, announcing to the population that their lord and master was at home 

and watching them. The problem for Herod was that he wasn't the lord and master - he 

was there by sufferance and at the whim of a new overlord in distant Rome. It  wouldn't 

be a comfortable thought to take to bed.

It was already too late in the day to disturb Nathan and his fellow priest, whom Joseph 

had learned was named Zebulon. He was in a much more delicate condition than 

Nathan, and it would be several days before they could be sure that he would recover - 

and certainly as much time would be needed before he would be fit for prolonged visits. 

Joseph and Jonah ate a silent supper, and the end of which, Joseph summoned those 

of his house who followed the Master, and then broke bread with shared wine with 

them in remembrance. Afterwards, he waited for Jonah to emerge from the unnatural 

quietness, but he didn't force the issue. He wished desperately for Rebecca to be there, 

she would have known what to do. Jonah went to bed, leaving Joseph to stare out into 

the night, across the Sea, at the black silhouettes of the mountains beyond.

On the following day, they shared the morning meal. The boy had been weeping during 

the night, but he was composed - but too quiet! Joseph decided on drastic action - the 

boy needed something to capture his attention. Return to his duties in the counting-

house in Caesarea was out of the question until Nathan and his companion were fit 

enough to decide on their future - and that would be many days - perhaps weeks.

"Jonah, I'm today going to introduce you to Nathan - my old teacher and guide. I think 

you might find a great deal to talk about together."

Jonah trotted after him obediently as Joseph led the way to the old man's room. Joseph 

drew a deep breath as he paused at the door before entering. Nathan was half sitting in 

bed, supported by a cascade of pillows. Joseph exclaimed.

"You're looking so much better, my old friend!"

Nathan smiled gently and nodded.



"You learn well, Joseph. I remember I taught you never to ask a man how well he was - 

always to tell him how well he looked! Now, who is this, you've brought to visit an old 

man."

Joseph propelled Jonah to the front.

"Nathan - this is Jonah - I mentioned him the last time I saw you."

"Among other things, Joseph! I greet you, Jonah."

"As I greet you, Father Nathan."

Nathan took in the young man standing before him - barely out of childhood, but trying 

to pretend to be a man. His eyes red from weeping at some hidden grief. He was polite, 

obviously well schooled - and no doubt had a story to tell of how he came to Joseph's 

household. Nathan smiled and nodded.

"I'm glad to have a visitor - I'm sadly neglected! You must stay and talk with me until I 

get tired - and then I shall send you away to our busy Joseph!"

Joseph escaped from the room and took another deep breath. He really had to get over 

the habit of allowing Nathan to fill him with trepidation every time they met! In the room, 

Nathan and Jonah surveyed each other in silence. The boy saw a frail old man, who by 

rights, ought to be dead, as so many of recent companions were when they had been 

found. Nathan asked suddenly.

"Tell me, Jonah, how is my companion, Zebulon."

Jonah didn't know.

"I believe he's not so strong as you, Father Nathan - for that reason no one is allowed to

visit him."

Nathan sighed.

"Our poor Zebulon - just two of us to survive - and that by the grace of God in sending  

the lord Joseph to us at that time."

"The Lord is full of mercy and it extends for evermore."

"From the Psalms of David the King - who was your teacher, Jonah?"



"The Rabbi Shamuel in Capernaum, Father Nathan."

Nathan nodded.

"I know him - have you seen him recently?"

Jonah shook his head.

"Yesterday, we visited Capernaum - but we visited Simon the Fisherman."

Nathan's eyebrows twitched together in a sudden frown.

"You say - we - do you mean the lord Joseph?"

"And Saul and Eli, Father Nathan - the Lord Joseph had need to speak with Simon-

Peter."

Nathan echoed softly.

"Simon-Peter - the one they call the Big Fisherman."

Jonah nodded.

"The one who leads the Master's work."

Nathan leaned back into his pillows and contemplated the boy's open face. He looked

completely innocent - surely not a party to some clever scheme to confront him! He said

softly.

"I would be pleased to hear how you became involved in this matter, Jonah."

Jonah began hesitantly, remembering back to the first heady days when the Master 

had become the main topic of conversation in the small town. He was a man many had 

known as the carpenter who came from Nazareth from time to time - or a man who 

could be asked to come to attend to some skilful work. He had been well respected, for 

he did good work - and never cheated.

His sudden fame as a teacher and healer had taken many by surprise and the debates 

about him had been long and fierce. Jonah's father had taken a firm stand with those 

who wanted to say that Jesus was a man with special gifts sent by God. That he could 

teach was perhaps not surprising, for every Jew was told to be a teacher - but the 

reports of miraculous healings was quite another matter, and one which roused 



Shimeon's anger. Jonah had listened to as much as he was permitted, but Shimeon 

was always inclined to stomp away from discussions, firmly propelling his son before 

him, declaring that these words were not for the ears of a boy.

Jonah's curiosity had been roused and when he had heard that Jesus was coming in 

their direction with an ever expanding band of followers, he had become determined to 

listen and to watch. The news had come that Jesus was not, after all, coming to 

Capernaum on that occasion, but rather, was taking his followers over to the otherside 

of the Sea, beyond Bethsaida. It had been then that he had packed a little food in a 

satchel and had joined the stream of people walking around the top of the Sea, across 

the Jordan and down the other side, to find where this miracle worker had led his people

 Nathan listened quietly to the enthusiastic narrative, the boy was very lucid, precise, 

ordered. Jonah paused and then described the first incredible meeting with Jesus and 

his disciples - and what had happened to his supply of fishes and bread. Nathan stared 

at the boy without blinking, there was no doubt he totally believed what had happened. 

He interrupted.

"There was no possibility of deception, Jonah? No hidden supply - perhaps in the 

baskets which took away the scraps?"

Jonah shook his head vehemently.

"Father Nathan! He fed five thousand men, as well, the women and children. The 

baskets could never have carried enough - and they were brought afterwards, not 

before! There was more left than there was at the beginning - I know what I saw!"

Nathan felt almost faint, it was perhaps time for him to send the boy away. He allowed 

himself to remember the occasion when he had visited the camp of Jesus to find 

Rebecca. It was a memory he had resolutely forced from his mind - but there had been 

wonders then - he had seen them with his own eyes - and he had been watching for 

trickery. He became aware that he had remained silent too long, the boy's eyes were 

eloquent. He said gently.



"I believe you, my boy - a truly remarkable story - but go on, what happened then?"

Jonah told him how they had set out to return to their homes, and the coming of the 

storm and the violence on the lake; how he thought he saw the little ship being tossed 

around by the tumultuous waves - and something else, how he thought he had seen 

the figure of a man walking towards the boat. He told of his reception when he came 

home and the anger of his father - and anger which had only just been turned aside by 

the news that there were fishermen in trouble on the Sea - and the growled warning 

that the matter of his absence was not yet resolved.

The events of the following day had followed, where Jesus had made startling 

statements which caused many to go away - statements about eating his flesh and 

drinking his blood.

Jonah told how he had gone with the remaining followers to their camp on the hillside, 

and how he had been sent home to receive a thrashing from his father which had 

nearly killed him.

Nathan's eyes widened.

"My boy, why did he punish you so severely - I don't understand."

Jonah blushed. His voice dropped.

"He said I was whoring after Asteroth and drinking blood on the hilltops. He said that I 

was cast out of Israel for ever!"

Nathan released a sighing breath - this was rabid fanaticism!

"What then, Jonah?"

"I ran from the house until I couldn't run any more - and I fell in a gully and hid there 

because I thought my father was following and if he caught me, I would be beaten to 

death! I couldn't breathe and there was blood in my mouth. I found my way to the 

beach and fell down and there Simon the fisherman picked me up and carried me to 

the Master. He cried out very angry, telling Jesus that my leg was jerked out of its joint 

and that my lung was pierced by a broken rib and that I was near death. The Master 



took me in his arms and looked down at me and slowly the pain was gone and I could 

breath and I fell asleep. When I woke up, I was well again - except for the blood on my 

face and body, which I washed off by myself."

Nathan controlled a smile - the boy was desperate to let it be known that he was 

preserved in his modesty and had attended to his own ablutions. Nevertheless, it was 

an incredible story and not one which he could dismiss as imagination. Jonah was 

waiting for a response.

"That is not the end of the story I think, Jonah."

Jonah went on to tell him how he had wanted to talk to the Master but had been too shy 

to do so and how Jesus had come to him - and then the conversation which caught the 

old man's attention. Jesus had told him to return to the man who had beaten his son 

close to death, to plead for his forgiveness for being a disobedient son. In the old 

priest's estimation it was an event which equalled many of those remarkable situations 

quoted in the scriptures. Jonah had obeyed - and he had been cast out of his parental 

home, even though he knelt in the dust at its door. Jonah continued softly.

"Yesterday, in Capernaum, I went back to the house and there I was met by someone I

didn't know, who told me that my mother and father are both dead."

The boy's eyes were brimming with tears. Nathan drew him to his shoulder and allowed

the grief to be spent. Eventually, the sobbing ceased.

"My boy, you can hold nothing to your conscience when it comes to seeking 

reconciliation with your parents. You fully honoured them when you obeyed the 

instruction to seek them out and ask for forgiveness. They did not choose to provide it, 

but you did your part - you honoured them and didn't despise the father's chastisement 

even though it was extremely severe. The Lord Joseph told you correctly that your 

home is now with him and that your future will be in his house. It is the grace of our 

God that it is so."

He sent the boy away soon afterwards, his plea of tiredness was not exaggerated. The 



stories he had heard where profoundly disturbing and they were such that couldn't be 

ignored.

He asked himself familiar questions - Who was this man, Jesus? How could it be 

possible that one who came from the Galilee could lay claim to being the Messiah? - it 

was contrary to all the prophetic statements in the scriptures. If he was not the Messiah,

 then from whence came his remarkable wisdom, his teaching - and the incredible 

power to heal and even to raise the dead - if such reports were to be accepted?

Nathan closed his eyes and leaned back on his pillows, he was very tired - over-taxed 

perhaps by the sudden burst of pure faith which had emanated from the boy.  Jonah 

was undoubtedly convinced, there could be no shaking him, and Nathan supposed it 

was the most credible of witnesses to have a miracle performed on ones own flesh - or 

to see the growth of five loaves and two fishes to become sufficient to feed five 

thousand men, together with the women and children. These things, which had taken 

place before and upon the body of a credible witness, could not be denied. Nathan's 

mind was whirling with possibilities and his deepest regret was that his former 

companions were now dwindled down to one - for surely, these were matters which they

could have debated among themselves for many months.

…..

If Marius Agrippa was surprised at the sudden change of command of the column, his 

self-discipline refused to allow him to show it. Lucian felt self-conscious when he 

assumed the position usually allotted to Honarius. He glanced behind him and could 

see that the stricken senator was being carried in a closed litter manipulated by four 

stalwart troopers. The sick man hadn't so much as shown the tip of his congested nose 

to the world on that bleak, icy morning. Not for the first time did Lucian view the 

enterprise as being just a little short of suicidal.

The winter march was surely more than enough to destroy a man's lungs - and perhaps



Honarius was genuinely sick - in which case the responsibility for any adverse outcome 

for Caesar's Legate would surely be sheeted home to the alternative leader of the 

foolhardy expedition.

Lucian turned his attention back to the task in hand. The column was assembled and 

waited his command to move forward. By rights, they should be comfortably sheltered in

winter quarters, waiting to move out as soon as the Spring thaw was complete. From 

what little he knew of the Legions, this was the way it had always been, even in time of 

conflict. Each army would be civilised enough to wait out the winter before resuming 

hostilities. He had no doubt the cavalry and troopers were freezing in the biting wind 

and eager to startmoving before they froze to the spot. The way through the pass led 

upward, the mountains ahead looked even more bleak than those to each side and 

behind them. It would probably snow that day - it might even become a blizzard - and 

the responsibility for whether they all died in a snow-storm was firmly planted upon the 

unwilling shoulders of Caesar's friend!

He glanced at Marius Agrippa, sitting his horse at his right shoulder, upright, dour and 

silent. The animal was more animated, with steam gushing from its nostrils, tossing its 

head and pawing the ground. Lucian took the hint and raised his right hand as the 

signal to get going. He wondered where Marcellus was, and what he might be thinking 

about this sudden elevation to the command of a small army. Lucian somehow doubted 

if he would be very impressed.

He was careful to keep the riding pace down to the measured march of the foot-

soldiers. Their officers knew well enough the pace expected of them and would take 

account of the weather conditions and the effect on the fighting efficiency of their men. 

Lucian could accelerate if he chose, the overall decision was his. There was no doubt, 

that they could have ridden through the pass in a matter of hours, but the entourage had

to keep pace - not to mention the litters carrying the courtly camp-followers, which had 

now been joined by the wheezing Honarius. Agrippa said suddenly in a low voice.



"Tell me, Lucian, aren't you in the slightest bit tempted to leave Honarius and his 

women behind - or better still, tip him over the side of a precipice!?"

Lucian glanced at him sharply. His features hadn't relaxed and his eyes were fixed on 

some point far ahead. Lucian managed a low laugh.

"I haven't found a suitable precipice - yet!"

Agrippa nodded and nothing more was said, leaving Lucian to try to assess the mental 

processes of his silent companion. He turned his thoughts to other considerations. 

During the previous evening's wheezy briefing, Honarius had indicated somewhat 

vaguely that he thought there was a matter of some one hundred and fifty miles to 

cover through the mountains, before they arrived at their destination - Augusta 

Vindelicum. About halfway, they would emerge from the worse of the mountain terrain 

and skirt the shores of Lacus Brigantinus. To Lucian, these were simply names, but they

suggested a relief from the biting cold of the mountain passes. He wasn't sure whether it

was better to be mounted or to be one of the stolidly trudging troopers back in the 

column. At least, they had the advantage of movement to bring warmth to their frozen 

limbs.

He glanced around him and grudgingly conceded that the place would be considered 

quite beautiful in different circumstances, but these were not different circumstances 

and he allowed an unreasonable dislike for the bleak snow-swept peaks, which only 

very occasionally showed their summits, to be bathed in a deceptive brilliance, framed 

by an intense blue sky. Just as suddenly as they appeared, they then became 

shrouded in mist and greyness.

One hundred and fifty miles - If he forced the pace it would be covered more quickly. He

debated whether to do so, and then reluctantly accepted that the officers of the escort 

better knew the capabilities of their men and their baggage train. He resigned himself to 

another seven days of this nightmare - with luck, perhaps six - but if a blizzard struck - 

who could tell!?




