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Contrary to expectations, Lucian and Tachius had an uneventful journey through the 

range of hills which separated Jerusalem from Joppa. They kept a wary eye out for 

trouble, Lucian remembering the suddenness of the onslaught that had been directed 

against the entourage of the Procurator.

It wasn’t until they reached the road junction at Lydda, that they began to breath a little 

easier. There had been little conversation during the ride, now they relaxed. Lucian 

even managed a smile. Tachius gave him a steady stare.

“What’s that strange expression on your face - I don’t think I’ve seen it before!?”

Lucian’s smile faded.

“Meaning!?”

“Meaning that you’ve been walking around like an augury of death for the past weeks - 

this place must be good for your health!”

Lucian glowered at the small, non-descript town - it had nothing to recommend it. 

Tachius went on.

“I suppose this place has a tavern?”

“Probably!”

“I have a thirst! We’ll find it!”

Tachius kneed his horse forward before Lucian could answer. He said over his 

shoulder.

“A man’s entitled to a drink when he’s faced death coming through those hills! Mind 

you, we would have more likely died of worry than from action!”

They found a deserted drinking house and a despondent owner, who could hardly rally 

his spirits despite the appearance of potential customers. Tachius glanced around the 

empty room. He asked truculently.

“Is your wine sour!?”



Their host shook his head dismally.

“My customers have gone running after the prophet.”

Lucian jerked to attention.

“But he’s beyond the Jordan - in Peraea!”

The man shook his head.

“Rumour has it that he’s started for Jerusalem - least ways, that’s what the 

townspeople believe.”

Lucian caught Tachius by the arm.

“We have to go back!”

Tachius shook his head.

“Not before I’ve had my wine!”

He turned to the owner.

“Your best mind - not the rough stuff that drove your customers to look for a prophet 

whose probably still in the land of the Nabaeteans!”

The inn-keeper gave him a wary look and led them to a table.

“If the honoured sirs would take a seat.”

Tachius surveyed the seating arrangements and sighed. His expression became pained

and then resigned. He echoed mournfully.

“Your best wine - and make it quick!”

The inn-keeper scuttled away. Tachius winked at Lucian.

“Don’t look so miserable, lad! Even if the prophet is stirring out of Petraea, there’s no 

saying Rebecca will be with him!”

“She might be!”

“Equally - she might not be! Attend to Demas of Miletus - and you could still have time 

before the prophet retreats back to his camp.”

“Who says he’ll retreat?”

“If not, he’ll still be in Jerusalem when we come back.”



There was no faulting Tachius’ logic. Lucian had tried it before and he’d never 

succeeded, the old man had an answer to every argument. The inn-keeper returned 

bearing a dust-covered amphora, which he handled reverentially. Tachius eyed it 

doubtfully.

“So old, it must be sour - either that, or it was hidden by your grandfather because he 

was ashamed to offer it for sale!”

The protests were loud and long, but they amounted too:

“Not so, honoured sir! By my life and the life of my wife and children, this is a great 

wine, which I was keeping for a momentous day!”

Tachius grunted.

“The momentous day has arrived - and it had better live up to its reputation!”

The wine was poured, and the inn-keeper stood anxiously cuddling the depleted 

amphora. Tachius eyed the glass critically and went through the ritual of smelling it, 

swirling it, and otherwise doing everything with it, but drink it. He cast one more 

suspicious glare at the hovering host. He addressed himself to Lucian.

“If it poisons me - kill him!”

Lucian nodded, the inn-keeper went a shade more pale.

Tachius swilled a little into his mouth and swallowed, aware that he had their undivided 

attention. He set down the glass and glared at the host.

“It’s tolerable - leave the jar!”

The inn-keeper did so in some haste and beat a hasty retreat. Tachius murmured.

“I think we’ll be here for some time, lad!”

It WAS some time - in fact, several hours - before they emerged from the hostelry. 

Tachius walked stump-legged, Lucian was considerably more sober. He paid the inn-

keeper, complimented him on his outstanding establishment, and followed his 

intoxicated companion, ignoring the protestations of undying servitude from behind him.

 He watched Tachius mount his horse, and marveled at his ability to straddle the 



animal without falling off the other side. He had witnessed many a carousal in which he 

had been the companion of his redoubtable mentor, but he had rarely seen him so 

unfocussed.

Tachius bore himself like the hard-drinking legionnaire he had previously been, it was a 

point of honour not to disgrace himself in front of the subservient race. Lucian mounted 

and led the way - Tachius horse had more sense than its master, and followed.

Lucian set a brisk pace along the road to Joppa. It was a little more than ten miles to 

the coast, and the sun was already setting in their faces. He glanced over his shoulder, 

Tachius was sitting very upright, as if he was defying himself not to sway in the wind. 

The jolting of the horse was bringing an interesting bilious colour to his weathered 

features. Lucian had the savage hope that he would vomit before they reached the 

haven of their overnight lodgings.

He had planned to reach Caesarea in one day. The dalliance with the wine-jar in Lydda,

had put pay to that plan. He decided that Tachius was up to some devious scheming of 

his own, and silently vowed that he wouldn’t be fooled again by his wily companion. In 

Joppa they found an inn in which Lucian steered the ever thirsty Tachius past the 

serving women, directly to their room. Tachius, for once, was compliant. He was also a 

little apologetic.

“That wine must have been bad - never affected me like this before.”

Lucian was unforgiving.

“You’re getting old! You drank too much - and don’t keep me awake if you want to 

vomit!”

“The ingratitude of youth - to think I’ve been like a father to you!”

“Lay down and go to sleep - we start early in the morning!”

“Leave me, lad - go and enjoy yourself.”

“I enjoy watching you suffer!”

Tachius groaned and turned his face to the wall.



“The wine was sour, I tell you - perhaps it was poisoned!”

“In which case you’d be dead - go to sleep!

The conversation lapsed and Lucian lay back on the bed, with his arms folded under 

his head, and grinned into the darkness. The old man stared to snore, which drove any 

possibility of sleep from his mind. His thoughts were on other things - in fact, one 

predominant subject - Rebecca!

If the rumour was true, and the prophet was making his way to Jerusalem, she would 

surely be with him. The restrictions Pilate had placed upon him, had been implicit - he 

was not to enter the camp of the prophet while he was in the territory of Herod. It would 

be a different story if the prophet was in the territory directly controlled by Pilate. Lucian 

considered himself to be under no restraint to do as he pleased, and as soon as he was

free of Demas of Miletus in Caesarea, he would hurry back to Jerusalem before the 

prophet took it into his head to lead his followers elsewhere.

He was hungry enough to eat a horse! Tachius had kept the wine flowing from the 

large amphora provided by their host in Lydda, but there had been nothing to eat. 

Lucian’s belly gave a growl of complaint and he was tempted to steal down to the 

ground floor and order food, but then he glanced in the direction of his sleeping partner,

 and decided against it, Tachius was as cunning as a serpent, and could quite easily be 

feigning sleep.

Lucian was very awake, more so than he could remember during the previous weeks. 

The frustration of not being able to locate Rebecca had exhausted him, and his nights 

had been a series of fitful snatches of sleep, broken by images of Rebecca in all 

manner of dangers. In some of the worse nightmares, there was a mingling concerning 

Rebecca, and events concerning the Baptist and his gristly end at the hands of Herod. 

Lucian would wake, sweating and gasping, and then sink back again into another exhau

sting period of dozing and dreaming.

This night, he was able to think clearly. Perhaps, getting away from the oppressive, 



and in some ways, artificial atmosphere of the City of David, had something to do with 

it - as well as the tension of the ride through the Judaean hills, waiting for a bandit 

attack which never came. The episode at Lydda had added to the general effect. He 

had rarely seen Tachius so worse for drink.

What waited for him in Caesarea, was a total mystery. Why Demas of Miletus should 

embark on a dangerous sea voyage to reach him in Palestine, was intriguing to say the 

least. Given the dangers of a sea voyage, which included the ever present threat of an 

attack by pirates - or the threat of storms and adverse winds which might pile a ship up 

on the rocks of some bleak island, the purpose of the voyage would have to be very 

pressing. He stirred uneasily, Tachius had said that Miletus was one of Septimus’ most t

rusted advisors. Septimus Publius had chosen to disappear, to allow himself to be 

swallowed up somewhere in the vast extent of the Roman Empire, with only the 

vaguest hint that he might be here, or perhaps there. If Septimus was in trouble, he 

might send his trusted advisor to Lucian. 

He sat up in bed and stared into the darkness - he was tempted to rouse Tachius from 

his noisy snoring and set out immediately for Caesarea. It would be a just punishment 

for the old soldier who ought to have known better than to delay their journey by 

carousing in a tavern! If Septimus was in some danger, every hour might count!

Lucian restrained himself from waking the old man. He lay back on the bed and stared 

at the roof, he would wait until morning - it would be the height of foolishness to start out

at night - even on the main coast road to the north. It was a little over forty miles to 

Caesarea, and he was determined to cover that distance quickly, starting early on the 

following morning.

He heard the late carousers leave the tavern and the premises grew quiet. He 

supposed he finally slept, for it was already daylight before he opened his eyes once 

more. He looked across to Tachius’ bed - it was empty! He sat up abruptly and pulled 

on his tunic, but before he could go searching for him, the old soldier returned.



“Nothing like a good plunge in the well! You should try it instead of lazing in bed!”

Lucian shook his head in disbelief, there were no signs of dissipation.

Tachius continued.

“I thought you said we would start early!”

“We do - but not before breakfast!”

“If your mind isn’t on a wench, its on your belly!”

Lucian left him to demand some food, while he went down to the yard to put his head 

into a cistern of water. He emerged gasping, it was icy cold.

They ate quickly, and were soon on their way north along the coast.

Despite the fact that every mile lengthened the distance from Rebecca, Lucian was in 

good spirits. The change of routine had worked a near miracle upon him. The thought of

miracles led him back to Rebecca. He had paid little attention to what the prophet from 

Galilee was supposed to have done - sharing Marcellus’ view that it was nothing but 

elaborate trickery - but Rebecca had been impressed enough to stay with the miracle 

worker. She could have been expected to calm down, and in the face of undoubted hard

ship, to return to Joseph and the comforts of her life as a Princess of Judaea. She had 

elected not to do so, and Lucian dismissed the thought that Joseph was such a tyrant, 

that she feared to return to him. Rebecca had remained with the prophet, and that was 

something Lucian found hard to digest.

“A wonderful morning, lad!”

Lucian came back to reality with a jolt. He glanced at Tachius and grinned. It WAS a 

wonderful morning. The wind was gentle and off the sea, which was an intense blue. 

The road ran close to the shore and they could look out over the expanse of the Mare 

Nostrum, with its coastal traffic, and the larger vessels heading south to Alexandria. Luc

ian concurred happily.

“It IS a wonderful day!”

They made good time, clattering through Apollonia and onward to Caesarea. They 



arrived in the early afternoon, entering through the southern gate unchallenged. Lucian 

reflected, there was no need to be challenged - this was the result of the Pax Romana, 

a free movement of traders and merchandise, upon which the prosperity of the house 

of Septimus Publius had been built. He was suddenly aware of how little he had 

contributed during his stay in Palestine. Septimus had sent him with high expectations -

and he had spent a fair proportion of the time, pursuing elusive goals, of which he had 

to agree, Rebecca was one. Even the promise of a profitable enterprise with Joseph, 

had evaporated.

He became more sober by the minute, as they approached the home of Claudius and 

Livinia - and his impending meeting with Demas of Miletus. They rode into the yard 

behind the house and dismounted, their horses were taken away by slaves. Tachius 

glanced at him.

“Don’t lose your nerve, lad. He’s your servant - not the other way about!”

Lucian retorted indignantly.

“I’m not losing my nerve!”

“Could have fooled me! - I’ll make myself scarce - “

“If that’s what you wish - but, no! I need you to identify him!”

Tachius stared at him.

“Good! You’re being cautious. Never take anyone at face value - not in these times!”

They made their way into the atrium through a rear door. Livinia was reclining close to 

the central fountain. She didn’t hear them approach and only jerked into startled 

wakefulness when Lucian gave a discrete cough.

“Lucian!”

Lucian bowed gracefully.

“Livinia!”

She made hasty - but ineffectual - repairs to her hair.

“I wasn’t expecting you so soon!”



“The letter from Claudius seemed urgent.”

“It IS urgent, Lucian - Demas of Miletus is a great gentleman - and shouldn’t be kept 

waiting!”

Lucian glanced at Tachius and grinned slightly.

“If he’s that great a gentleman, he won’t mind waiting a day or two.”

Livinia looked scandalised but didn’t argue.

“He’s not here, Lucian - I did offer him hospitality, but he declined so very graciously. 

He’s taken up residence in a villa in the city!”

This time, Lucian’s glance to Tachius was more eloquent.

“He intends to stay for some time, then?”

Livinia finally controlled her straying locks.

“I’m sure I didn’t ask, Lucian!”

“How is Claudius - well, I hope?”

“He’s very well, Lucian - but he’s away for a few days, attending to some project in 

Dora - that’s in Phoenicia, you know.”

Tachius entered the conversation.

“He goes far afield.”

Livinia responded with some pride.

“He IS highly regarded by the Procurator - I believe Pontius Pilate came to an 

arrangement for his services with the authorities in Dora.”

Lucian was increasingly aware that the conversation was forced. It looked as if yet 

another change in his relationships was taking place, for the previously free chatter he 

had enjoyed with Livinia, was clearly missing. She brought the dialogue to an abrupt 

conclusion.

“I’ll send one of the house-servants with you so that you can find the villa.”

“Thank you - you’re very kind.”

“My pleasure, Lucian - as always.”



They bade farewell to her, retrieved their horses from the stable, and walked them after 

a trotting slave assigned to the task. They moved to the area immediately behind the 

Temple to Augustus, which shielded it from the harbour. The slave halted and indicated 

a large - and very expensive - villa.

Tachius whistled softly. The slave looked ready to depart. Lucian stopped him.

“Is Balthus with you at the house?”

The slave shook his head vigorously.

“No, master.”

“You’re sure - you know Balthus?”

“I’m sure, master - I helped to mend Balthus’ wounds.”

Lucian nodded and dismissed him. He said to Tachius without any apparent reason.

“I miss my dumb, black brute.”

“And I thought, all this time, that you were pining over Rebecca!”

They dismounted and approached the front of the building. Slaves appeared out of 

nowhere and took their horses. Another bowed them into the atrium.

“Tell your master that Lucian Gaius Quintus Publius - and friend - wishes to speak with 

him.”

The servant retreated and left them to contemplate the well-appointed courtyard, with 

its cascading fountain and fish pool. Shrubs and small trees completed the picture, 

mingled with statuary of blankly staring gods and goddesses. It was a very Greek 

intrusion into the culture of Palestine - but then, the whole of Caesarea was no more 

than an expensive monument to the Graeco-Roman fantasies of Herod Magnus - the 

friend of Rome.

Demas of Miletus appeared from the shadows of the surrounding colonnade. Lucian 

made a rapid appraisal, equally sure that he was the subject of one similar.

Demas was about the same age as Septimus, tall, elegant, and simply dressed in a 

long tunic without adornments. His hair was grey and cut short in the Roman fashion, 



he was clean-shaven. When he drew closer, Lucian found himself fixed by blue eyes, 

which were alert and watchful. He extended his arm and smiled in greeting.

“I greet you, Patron!”

Lucian was startled, it wasn’t a term usually applied to him.

“I greet you, Demas of Miletus.”

“You would favour me, if you would simply call me Demas.”

Lucian nodded quickly.

“Please call me, Lucian.”

They released arms. Lucian introduced Tachius. Demas’ smile increased.

“We have met before on occasions.”

Tachius nodded.

“Indeed we have.”

Demas turned back to Lucian - and the smile grew wider still.

“So now, you can be sure that I am whom you expect!”

Lucian laughed.

“It’s good to be cautious in these troubled times, Lucian - I commend you! We will take 

refreshments under the colonnade - the atrium is hot at this time of the day.”

They followed him to a table setting in the shelter of the overhanging roof. A house-

servant appeared with a wine-jar and glasses - there was also a pitcher of some kind of 

cordial. Demas caught Lucian’s expression.

“I follow the Stoic way, Lucian - I retreat from the necessity of wine - but, I don’t prohibit 

my guests from its pleasure!”

“Septimus had the same opinion!”

Demas smiled slightly.

“We learned in the same school - and at the same time.”

Tachius rumbled.

“Did you have a fair voyage from Rome?”



“You are misinformed - I didn’t come from Rome - my home is in Athens, but I haven’t 

visited Athens for some months - I came here from Cyrene!

Lucian responded softly.

“Cyrene! Have you had contact with Septimus?”

Demas inclined his head.

“Septimus gave me the commission to seek you out in Judaea - he reinforces his 

instruction to you - on no account are you to return to Rome at this time. His actual 

words to me were: ‘My enemies are now focusing their attention on Lucian - tell him to 

trust no-one - excepting those I have sent to him’.”

Lucian responded unhappily.

“I thought, with the death of Sejanus, the danger would have passed.”

Demas shook his head.

“The head is gone, but the body still lives and grows another head, despite the efforts 

of Tiberius to root them all out! Caesar is still under threat, and so are Caesar’s friends. 

Tiberius took a decisive step in removing Sejanus, but who is to say that he hasn’t 

risen another up in his place? Tiberius still hides away on Capri. Rumours are growing 

that he is no longer competent to rule an empire. How long can it last before someone 

removes an ailing man, and replaces him with another?”

Lucian shivered, the scenario was too accurate to be simply a hypothesis. The ways of 

Rome were ruthless when it came to supplanting the weak and dying. Demas was 

watching him carefully.

“These are the reasons why Septimus has left Rome and why you too must stay away. 

Even here, you are in danger. Tell me, have you heard of Aelius Verus?”

Lucian’s eyes widened.

“He’s dead!”

Demas leaned forward, the smile was gone.

“Dead, you say! How - when!?



Lucian summarised the episode with Marcellus and the Zealot woman.

Demas listened intently and then leaned back.

“The Zealot woman has saved you and your friend from almost certain death! Verus 

was an assassin - a very good assassin, it so happens! He was one of Sejanus’ most 

trusted lieutenants - you are well rid of him!”

“He was sent to Marcellus by Pilate - as an administrative assistant - almost as soon as 

he was off the ship from Rome. In the days after Verus arrived, Pilate invited me to 

dine with him. He already knew that Septimus had adopted me and that I had control of 

his assets. I made very sure that he knew that Caesar had been a witness to the adoptio

n - and that the Senate had received copies for their archives.”

Demas nodded.

“A very wise move - Pilate is suspected of being Sejanus’ man. I would hazard to say 

that the Procurator must feel somewhat insecure, knowing that Caesar’s friends are 

looking for anyone of that category!”

There was a short pause, which Lucian broke. He asked softly.

“And Septimus - is he well? Is he still in Cyrene?”

Demas answered carefully.

“Septimus has reached those years in his life when he should be contemplating a happy

retirement, and leaving the more active tasks to others. This, I believe, was his purpose 

before he came under the close attention of Sejanus and his supporters. To answer 

your questions, Lucian - Septimus keeps reasonable health, but the tension involved 

with keeping his identity secret and his movements discrete, is beginning to tell on him -

 As to whether he is still in Cyrene - I don’t know - but I doubt that he has remained 

there. He took a considerable risk in contacting me and asking me to come to Cyrene 

to meet him. I suspect that he has moved on.”

Tachius rumbled.

“I feared as much - he tries to give the impression that he’s invincible, but I know the 



man. You’re right, Demas, he should be putting up his feet and watching the young 

ones use their energy!”

Lucian exclaimed unhappily.

“I thought the same! I still can’t work out why he had to leave Rome in such a hurry, 

especially after he had contacted Caesar - surely, he could have asked for special 

protection - in fact, he mentioned in a letter that Caesar had provided trustworthy 

members of his Guard to accompany him!”

Demas nodded gently.

“He did ask Caesar for special protection - and received it - but tell me, who is to 

provide Caesar with special protection? His enemies are said to be of his own house - 

and Caesar insists in remaining in retreat on Capri, and has no direct involvement with 

the affairs of state. It was through this situation that Sejanus was able to achieve so 

much influence - an influence which very nearly cost Tiberius his throne!

Tiberius is unwell - he has long periods of - remoteness - during which time he can’t be 

approached. Julia stands as a wall between him and the realities around him. His 

Guard is said to be devoted to him - as they should be! - but Sejanus was Prefect of 

the Praetorian Guard, and as such commanded the only force permitted to be 

stationed in Rome - a full cohort - nine hundred men! They were his basis for power, 

none could challenge them! Tiberius was coherent enough to act to remove him, but 

rumours continue to sweep Rome that he has retreated once more into remoteness. No

w, there is another Praetorian Prefect - Macro - On the surface, he is devoted to 

Tiberius and completely loyal - but how long will that loyalty remain unbought by some 

schemer with his eyes on the Imperial throne?

Under these circumstances, Septimus did the only sensible thing, he thought through 

the options, and like a true Stoic, he settled on the optimum. His flight from Rome was 

totally justified, given the situation.”

Lucian exclaimed.



“But he’s an ailing man!”

Demas laughed softly.

“Septimus may be ailing but he’s a tough old bird who will weather the storm!”

“Why did he send you to me - other than to tell me not to go back to Rome?”

Demas contemplated him quietly before answering.

“Because the commercial concerns of Septimus Publius urgently require someone to be

at the helm. At the moment, they are being driven by any wind which takes the sails, 

with no one at the rudder! Certainly, Septimus has placed good men in key positions in 

the important trading centres - but it still requires the central figure to command the 

whole. Septimus has asked me to support you in this task - which must be directed 

from here for the time being, rather than from Rome. I have gladly consented - and I 

am at your service, Patron! - One small matter - I trust you like this villa?”

Lucian nodded dumbly.

“From what I’ve seen, it appears to be very pleasing.”

“I’m gratified - I have taken the liberty of purchasing it on your behalf. You will certainly 

need a focus to which reports can be sent, and from whence you can issue your 

directions!”

Lucian left the meeting with Demas in somewhat of a daze. He was led to a well-

appointed room which overlooked the atrium and its fountains. This room, in turn, led to 

others which formed a suite for his own use. Tachius had accompanied him in 

unaccustomed silence. He didn’t open his mouth until Lucian had dismissed the 

servant.

“Seems comfortable enough.”

“Is that supposed to be reassuring? When I came to this villa this afternoon, I was a free

man - now, I have the feeling of being in prison!”

“A very well appointed prison.”

“Perhaps, but Demas will make sure I don’t wander too far.”



“Did you expect otherwise - the man’s right. Septimus had to spend most of his time 

keeping his business on course. It was only a matter of time before someone would 

arrive to find out what their new patron is doing with his time - and Septimus’ 

inheritance!”

Lucian glared at him.

“An inheritance of problems!”

“Did you expect to have the benefits without paying for them? If so, you didn’t get to 

know Septimus very well!”

Lucian raged.

“Damn it, man - I can’t go back to Rebecca!”

Tachius surveyed him calmly.

“Remember - you are the Patron - he is your servant. You are your own man - but - but 

- if you are the Patron, you have to show you are a disciplined and responsible man. 

My opinion, for what it’s worth, is this - you haven’t been showing much responsibility 

over the past few months!”

Lucian’s response was laced with sarcasm.

“Thank you for your glowing testimonial.”

“I say it as I see it!”

It wasn’t long before the flood of reports forecast by Demas, began to arrive. They 

came with the homing instincts of migrating birds. Soon, Lucian was confronted with 

decisions which required immediate attention. He grappled with the concepts, and 

sometimes earned the approval of his new tutor - at other times, with typical unruffled 

Stoic calm, Demas would politely steer him in an opposite direction - always tempering 

his advice with. 

“Of course, Patron - it must be your decision.”

Lucian learned to go where the wind blew him. He was inexperienced and knew it. He 

yielded to Demas’ expertise and gradually, the instances where Demas had to redirect 



his thinking began to be less frequent.

The weeks drifted by and he became more and more tense and fretful concerning 

Rebecca. She was a subject he had decided not to introduce to Demas, and he 

pointedly demanded that Tachius would also be silent. The old soldier had agreed with 

a shrug.

“It’s your business, lad - but you know my opinion!”

Lucian had snapped back.

“Only too well!”

The only bright spot in a dreary succession of labour-filled days, was the advent of 

Balthus. He was confronted one day by one of the houseservants, who looked to be in 

a state of abject terror.

“There is a huge black monster at the gate, master - it does nothing but snarl at me!”

Demas, who was sharing the office with him, raised an enquiring eye.

“See the man off if he’s menacing - or have him arrested!”

Lucian raised his hand against the babble of protest.

“I’ll stretch my legs and take a look.”

Demas inclined his head in deference. It was the first time Lucian had been inclined to 

stray from the regimen he had imposed.

Lucian followed the servant to the main gate and stopped dead, at the sight of Balthus 

crouching in the dust, surrounded at a wary distance by a circle of house-servants, who 

were totally undecided what to do about the situation. Lucian yelled out.

“Balthus!”

The huge Nubian scrambled to his feet, ran to him and fell to his knees once more. 

There was a growl of guttural noises. Lucian turned to the servants.

“Are you fools! The man’s dumb! Haven’t you ever met a dumb man before? He’s big - 

that makes him useful - he’s black, he was born that way! Now, take him to the kitchen 

and feed him, throw water on him to clean the dust off - and when he’s fit to be seen, 



send him to me again!”

Lucian retreated to his duties, inordinately pleased at the return of his slave. It was 

hard to say why, Balthus was about as ugly and awkward as they came.

He had no further contact with the Procurator. He learned that Pilate had returned to 

Caesarea after a prolonged stay in Jerusalem. He learned also, that the coming and 

going of the prophet from out of Peraea, was like the ebbing and flowing of the tide. 

There were wild rumours that he had raised a man from the dead - which Lucian 

considered patently absurd and totally impossible. Of Joseph, there was no news. It 

was clear that Balthus had been returned from Joseph’s villa at Tiberius in Galilee - no 

doubt, together with Phillus, Marcellus’ slave. He couldn’t ask how or when - communica

tion in signs was limiting.

When it came close to the time of the Jewish festival - the one they called Passover, 

Pilate left Caesarea once more, he had decided to return to Jerusalem, which was a 

clear indication of his nervousness about the intrigues of Herod and the priests - and 

perhaps, the possibility that the prophet from Galilee would make his long-expected 

move, to declare himself the Messiah - and try to claim the throne of his reputed 

ancestor, David.

Lucian grew increasingly restless, until finally, about ten days before the festival, he 

turned to Demas and declared.

“I intend to go to Jerusalem - I have some unfinished business with one of the most 

powerful men in Palestine - we’re on the brink of forming a partnership.”

Demas eyed him speculatively.

“Then, it would seem imperative that you should go, Patron. I too, would like to attend 

the festival - a break from our labours will be most welcome.”

Lucian supposed it was the nearest a Stoic could come to being enthusiastic. He 

wasn’t surprised that his tutor had elected to go, but he realised it would be a 

restraining factor. He responded insincerely.



“I will be glad of your company, Demas.”

“You are most kind, Patron.”


