
1.

At the base of the hill over which, a few moments earlier, there had been an almost 

impenetrable mist - but which was now clear - a Trooper of Marcellus’ Century reflected 

on the undoubted repercussions he now faced. He was the sole representative of the 

night watch set by the Centurion to watch the movements in and out of the house of 

Mary of Cyrene.

Their orders had been explicit. Eleven men were to be watched at all times - their 

coming and their going - and especially, if they received a visitor who resembled a 

dead Galilean the Centurion was supposed to have crucified six weeks earlier!

The Trooper had been one of the Decade who had followed the Eleven men to 

Capernaum; who had watched them while there; and who had followed them back to 

Jerusalem. By this time, he was completely bored by the whole proceedings - and this 

applied to the rest of the Decade also. This was perhaps the reason why he had found 

himself the sole observer of the house in question in the early morning of that day. The 

rest of the Decade had filtered away to the taverns and the brothels, paying him well to 

maintain the eventless vigil - It was unfortunate that it didn’t remain eventless.

At first light, the Eleven men he was supposed to watch at all times, had left the house 

of Mary of Cyrene - which confronted him with an immediate dilemma. He was one 

man, they were eleven. How was he supposed to follow them all? How was he going to 

communicate with his reveling fellow troopers? What would happen when the 

Centurion arrived with the relief watch and found them all missing? The last was 

perhaps the most easy to answer!

He followed the eleven men out of the city - he thanked his lucky stars that they 

remained together in one group - which solved one problem at least. They were clearly 



on their way somewhere in a body, which might mean they were at last making a move 

which agreed with the Centurion’s convictions that they were Zealots fronting as holy 

men. He slowed his pace at the thought, if they were Zealots and they were on their 

way to meet other Zealots, he wouldn’t have much of a chance to report the fact.

The eleven men headed for the Mount of Olives  The morning was clear and bright and 

it was easy to keep them under observation. They appeared to be heading for the brow 

of the hill, but by the time they were halfway up, quite suddenly, the whole hill was 

swallowed up in mist, which came from out of nowhere. The trailing trooper slowed 

down to a halt and peered ahead. He could still just see them, but unless it was a trick 

of the light - or he had lost his ability to count - they were now twelve!

A prickle of apprehension ran up his spine , he hesitated - was this the supposedly 

dead man everyone was talking out? In that moment of indecision he lost sight of them, 

and as the mist rolled around him, he opted on discretion rather than valour and 

decided to stay at the foot of the hill.

He was left alone for only a short time to compare the density of the mist on the hillside,

with the brilliance of the sun striking the pink-stoned walls of the city of David. There 

were travellers on the roads, entering and leaving through the gates. There wasn’t 

another cloud in the sky. The trooper was a seasoned campaigner and he had seen 

hills suddenly enveloped in cloud before, but this was something different. He shivered 

as the tendrils of mist reached out to him, and he backed away further down the hill and 

into the sunlight.

After a short while, he heard voices coming from out of the mist and drawing closer. He

quickly hid himself behind one of the ancient olives from which the place got its name.  

Eleven men emerged from the mist, which was starting to lift. The twelfth man - if there 

had ever been a twelfth man, and it wasn’t the light playing tricks with his eyes - wasn’t 

with them. If there had been a meeting it had taken place on the crown of the hill. The 

eleven were talking animatedly among themselves, but he wasn’t close enough to hear 



what was said.

They were hurrying back to the city, and the trooper followed at a cautious distance. 

They went immediately to the house he was supposed to be watching. He once again 

took up his position outside - within minutes, his comrades returned, stretching, 

yawning and grinning, well satisfied with their night’s entertainment. The last ones to do 

so cut it fine  - within minutes, Marcellus and his relief watch appeared to take their 

places. The Centurion barked aggressively.

“Anything to report!?”

The trooper who had covered for his comrades and who had followed the eleven on  

their excursion out of the city, stared him straight in the eye.

“Nothing to report, Centurion - all quiet!”

Within the house, Peter and the others climbed to the upper level which Mary had 

placed at their disposal. As the news of their return circulated through the house, others 

joined them. First to come were the two boys, Marcus the son of their hostess, together 

with Jonah from 

Capernaum, both were bright-eyed and curious. Peter managed to flicker a smile at 

them. Soon after, the woman came - first their hostess, followed by Joanna the wife of 

Chuza, Herod’s steward, then came Mary the mother of Matthew and James, together 

with her daughter Susanna. Finally, came Salome, the wife of Zebedee and the mother 

of James and John, together with Mary of Nazareth, the mother of Jesus, and with her, 

James and Judah, her next oldest sons.

It was James, Jesus brother, who stared at Peter for a moment and said sharply.

“Something’s happened!”

Peter nodded.

“We’ve met with the Lord - and he’s been taken from us!”

There was a chorus of voices, but James came through the loudest.

“How!”



Peter hesitated, looked at the other ten and then answered.

“He was lifted up in a cloud and he vanished from our sight.”

There was another chorus of comment. Peter raised his hand.

“He told us that he was going to his Father, but that we were to remain in Jerusalem to 

wait for another Comforter.”

James sounded disappointed.

“Was that all!”

Peter stared at him.

“Isn’t it enough that your brother has gone to his Father, and that we are given a final 

instruction what to do!?”

John interjected.

“Two men came - perhaps angels - to tell us not to gaze up into heaven, for Jesus 

would return again to us in the way that he was taken!”

He had placed his arm around Mary, Jesus’ mother. Peter looked at her and she gazed 

back calmly, her eyes were so like those of the man he had grown to love and accept as

his Master.

He turned to their hostess.

“Mary, soldiers are watching the house, you are aware of that. Even today, we were 

followed by one - although we saw no others. It’s becoming more and more unsafe for 

you to have us here under your roof - also, I have in mind to gather together those who 

always followed the Master, and who stayed in the city and around Jerusalem in the 

villages, when we left for Galilee. Perhaps we should make a camp again near Bethany 

- but I don’t want to bring our friends there into danger either. The Romans still watch 

us - and so do the priests.”

Matthew said quietly.

“The Master told us to stay in Jerusalem - not in a camp.”

His brother James laughed softly.



“You never liked the country life, brother, the hard ground doesn’t feel the same as a 

soft bed!”

Matthew glared at him and then relaxed with a grin.

“The country air tends to make your tongue run away to talk rubbish, dear brother - at 

least, I have a logical mind!”

His brother gave a mock bow.

“Agreed, most learned doctor!”

Their mother took command.

“Stop it, you two! Let Peter finish.”

They subsided into silence. Peter went on.

“If we stay in the city, we must find a place where we can all be together.”

There was a complete silence, finally Marcus blurted out.

“What about the storehouse of cousin Joseph, mother?”

Peter held up his hand before she could answer.

“I have no wish to impose further on Joseph of Arimathea, who has already shown his 

concern by giving the Master his tomb.”

“You misunderstand, Peter - Marcus refers to Joseph Bar Nabbas - our cousin. A Jew 

who lives in Cyprus - he comes soon to pay us a visit during the Feast of Weeks.”

Mary continued.

“Cousin Joseph has a large storehouse in the centre of the city, and above it is a large 

room which can be curtained for the women - and there you can stay. There is a 

kitchen and other facilities.”

“He will have no objection?”

Marcus burst in.

“Not Cousin Joseph - he never objects to anything!”

Mary stared at him.

“Mind your manners, my son! Cousin Joseph is a very agreeable man, he gave me a 



great deal of help when I came here from Cyrene - and he told me to use the 

storehouse for whatever purpose I chose.”

Peter nodded agreement.

“Once again, we are indebted to you, Mary.”

“I loved the Master - and I love those who loved him! Oh! Peter, can it really be true that

we’ll never see him again? He is now really gone from us?”

Peter nodded slowly.

“He’ll come again - and as Matthew reminds us, he’ll come in the same way as he went.

We must now work and pray that it won’t be long.”

He turned to Marcus and Jonah.

“I have a job for you two! I want you to find those scattered around the city and the 

villages. I choose you because the soldiers shouldn’t bother you. Find some of the 

Seventy, they’ll know where to find the others, spread the word that they are all to 

come to our new lodgings as quickly as possible - tell them it’s the Master’s wish!”

Marcus cast an enquiring eye at his mother. She nodded and then with a hint of malice 

said.

“Use your secret way out of the house, Marcus, you know, the way over the rooftops 

you always use when you want to sneak out without me knowing!”

There was a murmur of laughter, Marcus flushed to the roots of his hair and retreated 

hastily with Jonah in tow. He turned to his guest and hissed angrily.

“How did she know, did you tell her?”

Jonah shook his head and with wisdom in excess of his years answered.

“Mothers always know.”

They decided to split up once they were free of the house. First, Marcus showed him 

the large building with an upper level, close to the centre of the city. Jonah elected to 

find Matthias or Nebet, whom he knew were outside of the city. Marcus concentrated 

on those within the city, who would know where to find others. Both returned the way 



they came, over the rooftops, tired and dirty, but able to report that they had found key 

members of the other followers, who in turn, could be relied upon to spread the word.

..... 

The transit from the house of Mary of Cyrene to the new accommodation was 

accomplished with surprising speed. They openly used the front entrance to Mary’s 

house, ignoring the men posted to watch them. Peter’s reasoning was simple.

“We go openly, showing that we have nothing to hide. Let them know where we are - it 

doesn’t matter - we are free men and can lodge where we please.”

Within twenty-four hours, the entire number of those who had remained together, with 

those from the house of Mary of Cyrene, and including herself and Marcus, were 

assembled in the storehouse of Joseph Bar Nabas. They quickly settled in and Peter, 

looking at the result, nodded in satisfaction.

There was another task to be fulfilled and it was one which pressed on him with growing

urgency. After the evening meal, he rose to his feet and talked to them.

“The Master wants us together, so that we might all receive another Comforter now that 

he has gone from us to the Father. But friends, there is another matter which we must 

resolve .In the scriptures, there is a prophecy given by the Holy Spirit through the 

mouth of David the king, concerning the traitor, Judah of Kerioth, who led the priests 

and the mob to arrest the Master. As you well know, he was one of the Twelve, 

selected by Jesus for his special purpose.

The text I have in mind is in the Book of Psalms and it reads: ‘Let his homestead fall 

desolate; let there be none to inhabit it’, and there’s another passage: ‘Let another take 

over his charge’.

I propose that one of those who was in the Master’s company - and in ours - from the 

very beginning. From John’s baptism until the day the Master was taken up from us - 

one of those must now fill Judah’s place and join with us as a witness of the Master’s 



resurrection! Let’s talk this over now and come to a decision and suggest men who 

might fill this place.”

Peter allowed a period of animated discussion between them, before finally holding up 

his hand.

“What have you decided?” 

Two names were put forward - Joseph Bar Sarbas, who was better known by the name 

of Justus - and Matthias. Peter looked from one to the other of the two men. They both 

looked shocked. Jonah was hardly conscious of holding his breath, he was staring so 

intently at the young man who had first befriended him. Matthias was white-faced, it 

looked as if he wanted to protest, but he held his tongue. Justus was standing beside 

him, he was no less shocked - and perhaps, equally worthy for the honour of joining the 

Eleven to complete their number. 

Peter knelt down and the rest followed suit. He wasn’t accustomed to public prayer and 

the words sounded like a gate hinge in need of oil.

“You, O Lord, who knows the hearts of all men, show to us which of these two you have

chosen to receive the office of the ministry and commission which Judah cast aside,  

and in so doing, is now where he belongs.”

He slowly rose to his feet. He pointed to a table.

“Here are two bags, one for Justus and one for Matthias. Each of us will pick up a 

pebble and place it in the bag of our choosing.”

He watched the shuffling line pass the bags, it was hard to tell but it appeared as if the

choice was falling evenly. When they had all returned to their places, Peter took one 

bag after the other, and with Matthew and John, counted the contents. They recounted 

and finally Peter was satisfied. He turned to the silent onlookers.

“The Lord has answered our prayer - the lot has fallen on Matthias!”

He turned to the chalk-white-faced candidate.

“Matthias, are you prepared to follow the Master as if he himself was hear to say to you 



- ‘Come, follow me and I will make you a fisher of men’ - are you prepared to take your 

place with the Twelve?”

Matthias’ throat was dry, he stared for a moment and then nodded. He managed to 

answer.

“I’m not worthy - but if it’s the Lord’s decree - then so be it - but pray for me that I don’t 

fall into the same error as the one I’m replacing!”

Peter seized him in a great bear hug, which was taken up by the rest of the Twelve. 

Matthias looked dazed, and then he was confronted by his fellow candidate, Justus. 

They looked into each other’s eyes for a moment and then Justus clasped him.

“You are the better choice, Matthias - the Lord has shown it!”

Matthias murmured.

“You are very generous, my brother.”

The rest of those gathered had crowded forward and Matthias found himself caught up 

in a chorus of well-wishers, finally, it was Jonah’s turn. He eyed his newly elevated 

friend shyly and found himself tongue-tied. Matthias looked into his eyes and smiled.

“This is something new - Jonah has nothing to say! Don’t you wish me well?”

Jonah stammered.

“Of course - I - “.

Matthias drew him down to a seat.

“Nothing’s changed, Jonah - I’m still the same person I always was - I’m still your friend.

”

Jonah shook his head.

“You’re wrong, Matthias - everything HAS changed - but I’m glad you’re still my friend!”

Matthias squeezed his arm and looked up. Peter had watched the exchange.

“The boy is right, Matthias - we all change when we become the . ‘The Keeper’s of the 

Kingdom?’”

Peter nodded.



“The Master gave his Kingdom to us to look after. On the shore of Galilee’s Sea, he 

asked me three times if I loved him. At first, I answered as one does, when one is 

asked such a question in public. I told him I did, and he told me to feed his lambs. Then,

 he asked it again - and I tell you, that really caught my attention, I told him so, that I 

loved him. He told me to tend his sheep. He asked me if I loved him again, a third time, 

and this time it cut to my heart and I almost shouted at him that I did love him! He 

nodded in his quiet way and told me to feed his sheep! Afterwards I had time to think - I 

had denied him three times - to my shame! - but now he asked me three times if I loved 

him.

So you see, Matthias, I make no exaggeration when I say we are the ones who are sent

forth by the Master - and we are the keepers of his kingdom!”

......

The movement to the storehouse in the centre of the city, immediately sounded alarm 

bells in the mind of the Centurion Marcellus Flavian. It wasn’t so much the transit of the 

group he had followed from Jerusalem to Capernaum and back again, during the 

previous six weeks - for after all, the accommodation at the house of Mary of Cyrene 

would be stretched to the limit - it was the reported flow of followers of the slain prophet,

 who were now coming from all quarters of the city and from the villages outside. They 

were coming together for a purpose, and that purpose was more than likely to form the 

nucleus of an uprising - or for a Zealot attack.

He had long declared that the prophet had been nothing more than a religious front for 

the Zealots - Pilate had treated him with amused contempt whenever he had raised the 

matter - but Marcellus maintained the view. There was more behind the mask of 

peacefulness and love displayed by Jesus of Nazareth than met the eye.

There had been wild reports that he had been seen by some after his death. Pilate had 

been influenced by the reports to question Marcellus with barely disguised suspicions 



that he had botched the crucifixion.

Jesus of Nazareth had died! Marcellus had been present when the matter had been 

proved on the point of a lance - he had watched one of his troopers thrust it up into the 

man’s chest and had seen the separated components of the blood flow - a sure 

indication that the man was already dead!

There had been other reports put about by the High Priest that the disciples had stolen 

the body - these he was inclined to believe, since it was obvious that the tomb had 

been opened and the body was missing. There were other reports, which he did not 

believe, that the Galilean had fulfilled a promise and had risen from the dead!

Marcellus’ instructions to the troopers watching the Eleven, had been explicit - watch 

them - and watch for a visitor who looked like the dead man! When he received the 

reports of the incoming flow of followers into the city and their concentration at the 

storehouse, he knew something must have triggered it - something of which he had not 

been made aware. Something had happened to prompt the moves and it was with this 

thought that his suspicions were directed towards those who had filled the night watch 

before the day when the movements had started.

He lined up the Decade on duty and allowed them to grill in full armour in the noonday 

sun in the inner court of the Antonia, keeping them stiffly at attention and loaded to their 

capacity with weapons and gear enough for a protracted campaign. After two hours, he 

had appeared to inspect them, which he did in complete silence, spending a 

considerable time behind each man, where he could be calculated to cause the 

greatest increase in nervousness. Finally, he came round to the front again, stepped 

casually into a shadow and eyed them for a further few minutes in silence.

Their faces were brick red and sweat was running into their eyes, but they stood 

motionless, stiffly to attention, as they had for the previous hours. Finally, he spoke. He 

did so softly, but every word could be heard in the hot silence of the enclosed court.

“Who is going to tell me what happened during your watch at the house of Mary of 



Cyrene?”

There was no response. He went on.

“Did someone bribe you to look away - or were you confronted by the spirit of a dead 

man and you ran away? Which am I to believe? Something happened - who will tell 

me?”

Once again, there was utter immovable silence. Marcellus sighed.

“You must be uncomfortable dressed as you are in this heat. Perhaps some action will

relieve it. You will run circuits around the parade ground, in full gear, until you either 

drop dead - or one of you tells me what happened. Now! Run!!”

They jerked into action, their knees already buckling. Marcellus snarled.

“Faster! What are you - brothel women! Faster!”

He knew he could kill them, but he was beyond caring. There was also a possibility that 

he could goad one or all of them into mutiny, but he was ready for them.

“Faster!!”

One stumbled to his knees - one of the older men.”

“Get up - or feel the point of my sword!!”

He got up, staggered a few more paces and fell again. The rest continued - then 

another fell. It was then, that one of them broke ranks and ran to him. Marcellus tensed, 

but the man fell to his knees sobbing for breath.

“We went to the brothel, Centurion - we left Maelus to watch the house!”

Marcellus glared into his eyes and then jerked them at the sweating, staggering 

Decade.

“Enough! Maelus come here!”

The rest of them sagged to the ground where they stood, but Maelus tottered towards 

him. He tried to stand to attention, but only succeeded in falling on his face, he twitched 

a couple of times. Marcellus was interrupted by a quietly amused voice.

“My dear Marcellus, thank you for giving me some work - I was getting quite bored until  



I stopped to watch your entertainment!”

Marcellus turned to glare at Praxtus the surgeon. He growled.

“I want that one alive!”

He pointed to Maelus, laying unconscious at his feet. Praxtus shrugged.

“I’ll see what I can do - but as always, I promise nothing! Remind me sometime, to tell 

our enemies how to butcher Roman soldiers!”

Marcellus turned on his heel and marched into the cool of the building. He went to his 

quarters, grabbed a wine flask and poured himself a generous measure. Praxtus had 

been correct - it was no way to treat the men who had served him well enough, with no 

more than a few lapses, for which they had expected retribution and which had been  

forthcoming. He justified his extreme measures with the knowledge that they could be 

facing an armed insurrection because of the failure in discipline of those who were 

supposed to be on duty. To leave their assigned posts was good enough to earn them 

a death sentence - which they might still face unless he could come to the truth. To do 

so was now a matter of urgency.

Pilate was in Caesarea - which was at one and the same time a stroke of good fortune -

equally it was the opposite. Good fortune, because he hated the Procurator with an 

intensity which even surprised himself. Bad fortune, because without the presence of 

Pilate, who had given him direct orders to devote his energies to surveillance of the 

followers of the prophet, to the exclusion of all other duties - he would be compelled to 

yield to the discipline of the nominal commander of the Antonia garrison, Marius Tertius.

 There was little regard between them - a bare civility.

Marcellus put down his wine cup and made his way down into the depths of the fortress 

to the area where Lucian Publius had been lodged only a few weeks earlier. Lucian 

was gone - also to Caesarea - subsequent to his supposed healing at the hands of a 

dead man - a man Marcellus knew to be dead!

He found Praxtus attending to those members of his Decade who required help.  The 



large room was a clutter of discarded armour and clothing and other gear which the 

troopers had been ordered to wear. The place reeked of sweat and the stench of 

potions that Praxtus was utilising in dealing with the fiery-red effects of too much sun. 

He glanced up as Marcellus entered.

“Most of them will live - I’m not so sure about the one you want kept alive.”

Marcellus nodded. He turned to the watchful, glowering remainder of his Decade, and 

felt the intensity of their hatred. He challenged them.

“Which do you prefer - your burns - or death on the cross? You deserve that for 

desertion - make your choice now and it’ll be arranged!”

There was a sullen silence, but he thought he saw a flash of fear on some faces. He 

went on.

“You’ll help yourselves if you tell me what Maetus told you about that night.”

Once again, the mutinous silence was maintained. Marcellus stared at them and slowly 

smiled.

“The crucifixion can be arranged for dawn tomorrow, you won’t last long - this time, you 

will hang naked in the sun!”

There was a nervous shuffle. One of the older men growled.

“He told us all eleven men left the house.”

Marcellus waited for more.

“He followed them to the hill they call Olivet.”

The man subsided. Marcellus prompted acidly.

“What then - did they play games, climb the trees, dance with the nymphs - which?”

One of the others interjected.

“They climbed the hill, but he lost them in the mist.”

“Mist?”

Another added his portion.

“The hill was covered in cloud - but the city was clear and in the sun.”



The older one interjected again.

“There was one other thing - Maelus counted twelve on the hill - before the mist 

covered them.”

Marcellus leaned forward.

“Twelve? So they met someone?”

The trooper nodded.

“But only eleven came down.”

Marcellus waited for more, but there was nothing.

He left them and went back to his quarters, a message from Marius Tertius was waiting.

 He threw it down and stalked in the direction of the commander’s office. Marius Tertius 

was an insipid blond, tall, aristocratic - and also very good at the profession which had 

been chosen for him by his influential family. He was a deceptively languid man. He 

eyed Marcellus’ militancy and drawled.

“Praxtus reports that you’ve been having some problems with your men. Really, 

Marcellus - two hours in the blazing sun in full armour and packs - and then having them

doubling around the parade ground until they drop - what did they do, collectively spit in 

your wine?”

Marcellus didn’t respond to the humour.

“They deserted their posts, leaving one to cover for them - and then falsely reported no

incidents. There was an incident, which might end up in involving the Antonia Cohort, 

and possibly intervention from Antioch. In the circumstances, I consider I let them off 

lightly!”

The smile was gone, Marius rose to his feet.

“What in the name of Hades did they fail to report.”

Marcellus was cryptic.

“A meeting between followers of the dead Galilean and another man - as yet 

unidentified. As a result of that meeting, there has been a movement of followers of the 



dead man both within the city and from the countryside outside. We know where they 

are - they’re not very clever, they’ve gathered in one place. I suggest that they are 

arrested straight away, before they rouse the people to insurrection!”

Marius sat down slowly.

“How many are they?”

“A little more than a hundred - including some women and children.”

Marius laughed softly.

“Hardly a major fighting force, Marcellus!”

“Enough to rouse the people, I suggest. The Procurator told me to keep an eye on 

them for any sign of trouble - and to act.”

Marius waved his hand vaguely.

“Have they caused any trouble - other than create congestion by moving from one 

place to another - did they come with weapons, or threaten anyone? Come, Marcellus,  

we are well aware that Pilate doesn’t want any provocation. He insists that we tread 

lightly - the city is full of visitors from many provinces. He isn’t anxious to give the 

impression that he’s lost control in Judaea. I suggest that you continue to keep these 

people under observation - and as far as your Decade is concerned - I leave their 

further punishment to you.”

Marcellus turned on his heel without a word. Marius watched him go and sighed. He 

called for a scribe and dictated a report to Pilate - who had instructed him to keep a 

close eye on Marcellus, and rein him in if he showed any signs of getting out of hand.


