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In another house in the city, they ate the bread of their Passover supper, with the salt 

of tears.

Joseph and his silent party of men had returned on the hour of sunset, the first stars of t

he Sabbath already showing. With him was Nathan, who had brought Nicodemus to the 

tomb. The old Pharisee was already hastening to his own home, so that he might not 

profane the Sabbath by making a journey. Rebecca greeted Joseph, she was white-

faced and dry-eyed. He said unnecessarily.

“It’s done - he’s laid to rest in my own tomb.”

“Pilate agreed?”

Joseph nodded.

“As soon as he questioned the Centurion to make sure the prophet was dead.”

Rebecca answered bitterly.

“Always so efficient and thorough these Romans!”

“He was obliged to make sure - Marcellus was able to confirm it.”

“Marcellus!”

Joseph stared into her startled eyes.

“It seems that Marcellus was the officer commissioned to carry out the execution.”

She recoiled from him.

“He shall never again enter this house - I’ll have no words to say to a butcher of an 

innocent man!”

Joseph was equally bitter.

“Marcellus hated him! He made that clear time and time again! I have no doubt that he 

was pleased to be given the task!”

“How can a man find pleasure in nailing another to a tree and watching him slowly die 

from loss of blood and shock!?”



Joseph shook his head, it was beyond his understanding.

“Perhaps only the Romans can train their officers do it so efficiently - although to be fair,

 other barbarians do it as well - or have equally obscene methods of dealing with their 

prisoners.”

Rebecca faced him grimly.

“You must promise me, Joseph - he is never to set foot in our house again!”

Joseph nodded.

“Gladly! Tell me, how is Lucian?”

Her face crumpled.

“He’s no better - I think he will die!”

He held her as she wept. He asked quietly.

“Be truthful with me - do you love him?”

He felt her nod against him.

“You’ve put aside the consequences of union with a Gentile?”

There was a slight hesitation, but again a nod. She looked up at him.

“I’m willing to live with the results - and I want him for my husband!”

Joseph stared at her grimly.

“Then tell him so!”

Her eyes widened.

“I have your approval?”

“You have neither my approval, nor disapproval - you have my support!”

She flung her arms around him and kissed him. Joseph disengaged laughing.

“Save your passion for Lucian!”

She practically danced from the room, and Joseph was left with his thoughts. Rebecca 

had chosen a hard path, and it would be one on which she could expect many blows 

and rejections. Her own people would withdraw from her, and she would eat her bread 

among strangers, whose customs and ways would be alien to all she held dear. It was a



time of dramatic change for her - always providing that Lucian lived. Perhaps, this 

would be an indication of the will of their One God - if Lucian lived, Rebecca would go to

him - if he died, Rebecca would remain a daughter of Israel.

It was also a time of dramatic change for himself. The death of the prophet from Galilee 

had changed him for ever. The taking down of the lifeless body from the cross and 

attending to the rites for the dead, had crystallised something which had laid within him 

since the time when he had looked into his eyes beyond the Jordan, and had heard the 

commission to sell all he had and distribute it to the poor. He reminded himself that he 

was still not prepared to go that far - but surely, he had taken a step in that direction 

when he had taken down the body of the Son of God; when he had told his men to 

unpin it from the cross; when he had anointed it with spices; and when he had wrapped

it in linen bands to be laid within his own tomb.

He had made a vow to Nicodemus - he would never again sit on the Council with 

Caiaphas and his clique. It was his by right to do so, but it was a right he was quite 

ready to abdicate. He had no inclination to sit with tricksters and murderers. His future 

held something more - he had no idea what, but it was bound up with the Galilean. He 

couldn’t escape the certainty that, although dead and buried, the influence of Jesus of 

Nazareth would permeate his life until he was placed in another grave in another place.

Rebecca returned to Lucian’s bedside, Demas rose as she entered and bowed.

“The poor, young man is no better.”

Rebecca looked down at the deathly white face of the man she had declared to be her 

intended husband. Her elation that Joseph had agreed to support her was now subdued

 Lucian twitched restlessly, a dark stain still oozing through the dressing of the shoulder 

wound. Demas continued.

“He is putting up a great fight, mistress.”

“But, it’s a fight he is losing, Demas!”

“But, he hasn’t yet lost it, Rebecca!”



“I’m surprised that Naomi isn’t here with him.”

“Some emergency in the kitchen, I understand.”

Rebecca looked at him with widened eyes.

“The kitchen! What has Naomi to do with the kitchen?”

Demas inclined his head.

“Perhaps, I was mistaken.”

Rebecca didn’t much like Demas - he was too smooth, self-assured - very Greek! She 

had to admit that her prejudices were emerging - it was something she would have to 

correct if she was to become the wife of a Roman! She looked down again at Lucian, 

and was filled with a sudden desire to lift him out of the bed and will him back to life!

Demas made to leave.

“If I should find Naomi, I will instruct her to come to you.”

Rebecca forced a smile of thanks.

“I would appreciate that.”

It was some minutes before Naomi appeared, as usual she was flustered.

“Oh! Rebecca - such distress!”

Rebecca eyed her severely.

“I left you watching Lucian - when I come back I find Demas!”

“Hannah was in such distress - no one knew what to do with her.”

“Hannah?”

Naomi seized on the opportunity to redeem herself.

“Hannah is the serving maid at the Bar Levi’s.”

Rebecca resigned herself to a blow for blow record of the discussion with the distraught 

Hannah. Naomi was surprisingly brief.

“Her master died two months ago, leaving her mistress very distressed. Today, her 

master came back to the house - soon after the ninth hour - would you believe, walking 

through the streets. Her mistress fainted from the shock - and most of the other 



servants ran away - Hannah stayed - and then she ran away, and now she’s afraid to 

go back!”

Rebecca stared at her excited maid.

“If he died it couldn’t have been her master!”

Naomi disagreed emphatically.

“There can be no mistake - it was her master. He came back from the dead!”

Rebecca felt an icy chill of shock run up her spine, she asked carefully.

“Where is he now?”

“I suppose, at home with her mistress! That’s why she refuses to go home!”

Rebecca considered the situation for a while, with Naomi watching her eagerly.

“Naomi, you will do this. Tell Saul to take her home - he can question the man - and 

then he must report to the Lord Joseph - do you understand?”

Naomi repeated the instruction and left hastily. Rebecca reviewed the evidence - the 

man had appeared at about the ninth hour - the hour of prayer, when the Master had 

died! It was surely too much of a coincidence.

She stayed with the sick man and automatically bathed his brow with a wet cloth. It 

helped to reduce the fever, but as soon as she stopped, he was quickly as warm as 

before. She was at her wits end what to do with him - they had tried everything - a 

succession of doctors, who had recommended little to ease the condition - she had 

resorted to some peculiar medicines manufactured in the country villages, and often 

suggested by servants and others who insisted that they always worked. The poison 

remained - and nothing, it seemed, could drive it out or neutralise it.

About an hour later, Saul presented himself at the door of the chamber, she beckoned 

him to enter.

“What did you find?”

“I returned Hannah as you instructed. Her mistress was radiantly happy - she swears 

that the man was indeed her husband, who died two months ago. He told her that he 



received a call to leave the place where he has been, and come again to this world. I 

saw the man - I knew him before he died. He knew me and reminded me of events 

we’ve shared when he was alive!”

Rebecca stared at him. Saul was one of the more phlegmatic men under Joseph’s 

command, and not given to wild fantasies. He returned her look steadily, but there was 

an element of excitement there. He went on:

“That isn’t all, mistress - there are reports from all over the city, that the graves have 

been opened, and that the dead are walking the streets and talking to those they knew. 

Others are visiting their homes - with much the same result as happened at the Bar 

Levi’s!”

Rebecca gasped.

“Can this be true!”

“It’s sworn by those I’ve spoken to!”

“And, it happened at the ninth hour?”

“Yes, my lady - many things have happened at that hour - even the Veil hiding the Holy 

of Holies in the Temple, has been ripped from ceiling to floor, so that all can see inside!”

Rebecca fell to her knees by the bed and clasped her hands, she cried out.

“Don’t you see, Saul! It was the hour when the Master died! He’s called back those 

who died - if he can do that for them, then he will do it for himself! He told us he would 

rise on the third day!”

....

.

The summons to the Procurator had been unexpected, and to be confronted by the 

stony hostility of Joseph of Arimathea had been even more startling. The interrogation 

as to whether the Galilean had died and the implication that Marcellus had no business 

to be back at the Antonia if he hadn’t, further raised his defensive barriers. Marcellus 

tried to read all manner of implications into Pilate’s attitude and that of the aloof Prince 



of Arimathea. He had remained while Pilate had dictated an order to his scribe, 

permitting the removal of the body, the order was then handed to Joseph, who had 

quickly departed with the barest of social niceties. Pilate had turned to the Centurion 

when he had finished staring after the retreating Jew.

“Now, why would you think our Lord Joseph to be so interested in the disposal of an 

insurrectionist from Galilee? Something to tease your fertile mind I think, Marcellus!”

The Centurion remained the soldier in the presence of his commander.

“He was known to have visited the camp of the Galilean in Peraea, your Excellency. 

His sister was with the prophet for some months.”

Pilate pretended he hadn’t known.

“I seem to remember you and your friend Publius were interested in finding her.”

Marcellus played the game.

“Lucian thought she might be in the city with sympathisers of the Galilean - for that 

reason I agreed to help him. Your Excellency was interested to know the extent of the 

man’s influence.”

Pilate nodded and then changed direction.

“The executions were over quickly - I’m surprised.”

Marcellus replied with dry precision.

“They took six hours - the Galilean died before it was necessary to

break his legs.”

Pilate pressed.

“And you are quite certain he was dead?”

Marcellus stiffened.

“We followed the set procedure and lanced below the rib cage - He was dead!”

Pilate laughed softly.

“Of course, Marcellus - I wouldn’t doubt your efficiency!”

There was a slight pause, then:



“What do you make of the darkened sun?”

Marcellus eyed Pilate speculatively, there was a slight edge of uncertainty in his voice.

“I have no idea, your Excellency - perhaps the astrologers can explain it - perhaps it 

was an eclipse.”

Pilate nodded absently - he became unusually informative.

“You are no doubt aware that my wife is gifted in auguries? She was warned in a 

dream that I should have no dealings with this man.”

Marcellus stared at him woodenly.

“Perhaps she could explain the darkened sun!”

Pilate stared back at him.

“Perhaps you would be advised to keep our secretive Prince of Arimathea under your 

eye, Centurion! I would suggest, for a man to request the body of another - especially 

when he had been executed - would imply a far greater relationship than that of a 

casual acquaintance! Watch him - and watch his sister - keep the followers of the 

Galilean under observation. There might yet be the seeds of a rebellion growing!”

Marcellus returned to his quarters and moodily eyed the half-finished report of the 

execution. He saw no purpose in it, other than for it to be filed by some officious 

bureaucrat, so that it never again saw the light of day. He was quite certain that Pilate 

wouldn’t bother himself with it, now that he had received a verbal accounting of events. 

Military discipline dictated that he should finish it, submit it - and be finished with it for 

ever.

Marcellus came to the climax of the event and paused. He had been present at many 

crucifixions. Rome’s approach to rebels, especially throughout her provinces, had been 

one of efficient severity, and a brutal retaliation on those caught rousing rebellion. He 

had seen many men die, screaming out their life in the torturous agony of being impaled

through the living flesh and skewered thereby to a rough timber cross. He had seen the

loss of control of the bodily functions towards the end of the ordeal, when they had 



fouled themselves. He had seen the almost hungry acceptance of drugged wine, even 

though its consumption was calculated to hasten the end. He had seen men beg for 

death - and it being denied, so that the spectacle could be the greater for those who 

had gathered to watch - and as a salutary lesson of the outcome of daring to resist the 

might of Rome.

This man had been different, he had been impaled and skewered to the cross. 

Marcellus still couldn’t come to terms of whatever had induced him to order the hands to

be pierced, rather than the wrists. Through the wrists was agony enough - and that was 

the usual practice - through the hands was a greater agony - if that was possible - for 

the whole weight of the body dragged on the nails through the hands, which usually tore

under the weight.

Marcellus jerked his mind back, the man hadn’t lost control of his functions - he had 

been spared that indignity. He had rejected the drugged wine, thereby increasing his 

consciousness to the pain, almost as if it was something he required to experience - 

the ultimate in agony. He hadn’t begged for death - and he hadn’t been a rebel, defying 

the might of Rome. Marcellus asked himself the question he had been pushing to the 

back of his mind - it had to be answered, and the interview with Pilate demanded that 

he confront it. Why had he been executed? Why had an innocent man been crucified? M

arcellus came to the ultimate question - why had he shouted out at the moment of his 

death - ‘Truly, this man was the Son of God!’?

He found he was trembling and sweating, and his heart was racing. The room in which 

he lived was dark and gloomy, as were most of the quarters for the military in the 

Antonia. He found himself ready to peer into the dark corners, not knowing what he 

expected to see. With a mighty effort he pulled himself together - but the eyes of the 

Galilean seemed to search for him out of every shadow.

It was high time to seek the companionship of the living, and to escape the memories 

of the dead. He threw his short cloak about his shoulders and descended into the lower 



parts of the fortress where his troopers were housed. It wasn’t the first time he had 

fraternised with his men - usually it was after a campaign, when there were 

commendations for valour, and congratulations to be bestowed - especially if the 

outcome had been a success - and it usually was. For all that, he didn’t make a pr actice

of becoming over-friendly with those under his command - to do so was a sure recipe 

for a slackening discipline - and perhaps, a hesitation to obey orders when they counted

in the heat of battle. On this occasion there was no rousing victory to be celebrated - a c

rucifixion of an innocent man - and two others who deserved death!

When they had left the Place of Skulls, the ominous darkness had shrouded them, so 

that it resembled a scene out of the Greek Hades - not that his men would have 

appreciated that comparison. They were no more than country yokels - for the most part

from beyond Italy, recruited - or coerced - from the frontier provinces. They had no 

concept of Greek literature, or the legends of the gods. Their gods were wine, a good 

time, and the well-paid services of the camp followers. They were superstitious however

 and he had been conscious of the under-current of fear which had set them marching 

at a fast pace back to the comparative security of the Antonia. He entered their quarters

and at first they weren’t aware of him. They were drinking, but there was no 

accompanying roistering. He eyed them speculatively, these were men who were 

drinking to dull a memory - to wash out of their thoughts something they found 

unpalatable. One of them saw him in the shadows and alerted the others, and they 

scrambled to their feet. He gestured them to sit again, and sat himself on the corner of 

the table, one foot swinging.

“At ease!”

They waited to learn the reason for his visit, but he wasn’t even sure what it was 

himself. He looked around the sour smelling room, and saw the piles of clothing they 

had confiscated from the men they had crucified. The division had been amicable, and it

was their right to do it. The men watched his eyes, and he sensed their wariness - 



perhaps they thought he intended to take the spoils for himself. He turned and smiled.

“I would have thought you would be wearing that lot by now!”

There were a couple of rumbles of laughter. One of them overcame his wariness to 

comment.

“A strange business today, Centurion.”

Marcellus focused on him, he was one of the older men, and supposedly more reliable -

 he would have been detailed for many executions in his time.

“How - strange - Boeteus?”

“Well - you know - the earthquake - “

Another chimed in.

“ - And the darkness! Some said the gods were angry!”

Marcellus looked at him - he was young and was trying not to look frightened.

“Which gods were those, Paric - did you find them in the booze!?”

This time there was a more unrestrained hoot of laughter. Boeteus quenched the 

humour with the next question.

“Was he really the Son of God, Centurion?”

Now there was silence, they were watching him. Marcellus didn’t let his smile slip.

“Who really knows, Boeteus - perhaps I was looking for gods in my booze!” 

The laughter was polite. They were on edge, something had happened which they 

couldn’t understand, and they resorted to the supernatural - to gods and demons, and 

elemental forces which had controlled their lives in the woods of Dacia, or the forests of 

Gaul. Marcellus looked around again and spotted the tunic for which they had cast lots 

at his suggestion.

“Which of you won that? It was you, Maelius!”

He looked at the trooper, who nodded. He was well into his cups, staring moodily at his 

battered metal beaker. Marcellus went on.

“Let’s see you in it!”



Maelius stared at him.

“It won’t fit - too big!”

“You’ve tried it then?”

Maelius shook his head. Marcellus picked it up and held it out before him.

“It would fit, you know - you’d cut quite a dashing figure in that - should bring the girls 

running - mind you, you’d have to wash out the blood - tends to stink after a while!”

The rising humour was quenched. Maelius stared at the extended garment. He said 

thickly.

“I won’t wear it - it’s cursed!”

Marcellus stared at him - the others were quiet.

“Cursed you say! Then, you’d better sell it - that way you’ll sell the curse!”

He turned to the others.

“Who’ll buy it from him - it’s a good tunic!”

Not a hand was raised. He turned again to Maelius.

“You’d better get rid of it quickly - can’t have a cursed tunic in the troop! Try the market -

they might be interested in the cursed tunic of the Galilean prophet!”

Maelius stared at him unhappily. Marcellus sighed and shook his head in exasperation.

“I don’t know why I bother! I’ll get rid of it for you!”

He held it up again and eyed it critically.

“Blood-stained - a bit worn here and there! I’ll give you five denarii for it - you can take 

it or leave it!”

He tossed it back on the trooper’s bed. Maelius eyed it with apprehension. Marcellus 

said with a show of impatience.

“Come on, man - it’s more than it’s worth! The curse might go into your bedding and 

you’ll be haunted by the demons in your dreams!”

Maelius stared at him - and then nodded. Marcellus shrugged, casually took out his 

purse and counted out five denarii. He tossed the coins to the trooper.



“It’s more than it’s worth, but I’m feeling generous!”

He picked up the tunic and draped it over his arm. He gave one parting shot.

“Don’t drink yourself sick - we have an early patrol tomorrow!”

The garment felt strangely warm on his bare arm as he returned to his quarters. He put 

it down on a chair and stared down at it. There was the sense of the presence of the 

man who had worn it - but he put it down to the fact that it hadn’t been washed, and no 

doubt carried his scent. He left it on the chair, which he placed as far away from his 

bed as possible. It was a subconscious act, for he wasn’t superstitious!

On the following day, which was the Jewish Sabbath, he took his patrol to search for the

place where Rebecca had lodged, and which he had watched while Lucian had 

searched fruitlessly in another part of the city. If anyone was to ask him why he led his 

patrol there, he had the orders of the Procurator that he should keep his eye on the 

supporters of the dead Galilean. In reality, he had another purpose. He and his troop 

came to a clattering halt on the road outside the house. A servant girl appeared at the do

or, which was promptly slammed in his face when she saw the troop of Roman soldiers,

 and before he had the chance to state his business.

He waited silently, until reason re-established itself, and the door was reopened by a tall

woman dressed as a Roman matron. Marcellus dismounted. He began.

“Marcellus Flavius - “

She interrupted.

“I know who you are, Centurion - what business do you have with me?”

“Nothing with you, my lady - but with one of your guests - if I am correctly informed.”

Mary of Cyrene eyed him squarely.

“I have a number of guests who are observing our Passover Sabbath - I am not 

inclined to disturb them - I understood the Procurator follows the instructions of Caesar 

that there shall be no interference in religious customs throughout the Empire!”

Marcellus smiled slightly.



“I regret any disturbance to your religious customs, matron - I assure you, Caesar’s 

instructions are always observed in Palestine.”

“I wasn’t referring to Palestine - I was referring to Israel!”

Marcellus came to the point.

“I seek Mary of Nazareth!”

There was another movement in the doorway behind the matron, and Marcellus found 

himself staring into the hostile face of the young man who had stood at the cross for six 

agonising hours on the previous day.

“What do you want with Mary of Nazareth, Centurion - Isn’t it enough that you 

butchered her son, without persecuting her as well?”

The two men glared at each other with undisguised hostility. Marcellus was tempted to 

make his point with the flat of his sword, and order his men into the house, when his 

temper cooled. Another woman had appeared behind the fisherman - it was the mother!

“What is it that you want with Mary of Nazareth, young man.”

He had watched her on the previous day. She wasn’t a striking woman as far as 

physical beauty was concerned, but she had been quite handsome in her day. There 

was an aura about her, an innate dignity, which had remained even during the trauma 

of the previous day. It was still present now as she stared into his eyes. Marcellus 

bowed.

“I wish to return something to you which you might wish to have - if not, I’ll dispose of 

it!”

He turned to his horse and unhitched a bundle. He turned and offered it to her.

“I regret, it’s soiled - but it’s undamaged. I thought you might like it!”

Mary slowly took the bundle from him and it fell open. John put his arm about her. She 

stared at the garment without apparent emotion, and carefully folded it over her arm. 

She looked back at Marcellus.

“I thank you, Centurion - and I forgive you for his death - as I am sure he also forgives 



you!”   


