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Lucian endeavoured to look nonchalant as he was borne through the

busy streets of Caesarea in the litter provided by his host for the evening -

Joseph of Arimathea. He couldn't dismiss from his mind the half-hidden

mockery which usually lurked behind the steady, innocent gaze of his

potential business partner. He had the feeling that this exercise with the litter

was an extension of that dubious humour. He was obliged to lean back on

elaborately embroidered cushions and drew mental comparisons with

corpulent Senators who frequently resorted to similar means of transport in

Rome. The marked difference between them being that they viewed the world

with the sneering disdain of the powerful and authoritative, which told the

world that they were indifferent to mockery and derision. 

The litter wasn't even equipped with a hard frame against which he

could rest his back. He was forced to recline and accept the stares of

passers-by and their critical assessment of the purpose of his journey in such

opulence. It was small wonder that by the time they had left the populated

area of the lower town and were ascending the steeper roads leading to one

of the ridges behind it, his temper was frayed to the point of eruption.

There was no one to whom he could complain. The musclemen ranged

on either side and kept their eyes focused to the front and their opinions to

themselves. The emissary sent to escort him, walked ahead at a sedate pace

and defied anyone to interrupt their progress. There was no one else. Lucian

stared at the swaying, fringed canopy, and swore to every god he could

remember, that when he and Joseph were on more intimate terms, he would



exact his revenge and it would be terrible to behold!

The nightmare journey came to an end, it had seemed interminable,

but in reality, it had been no more than thirty minutes and Lucian was

reasonably sure that he could have walked it in fifteen and ridden it in five.

Their destination proved to be a sprawling, whitewashed, walled compound,

accessed through a low arch, which emerged into a large courtyard which

was flanked by the house buildings. He had little time to assess the

architectural style, but it seemed to be a cross between an oversized Roman

villa, and some strange, severe Judaean intrusion, which revealed itself in

sharp, rather forbidding angles and buttresses. The overall result wasn't

displeasing. Here and there, was a borrowing from classical Greek, with

slender columns supporting the sky and enclosing nothing, before leading the

eye to nowhere.

The litter was lowered gently to the ground and he struggled to regain

his dignity and an upright position. His guide waited patiently while he got his

feet untangled and stood upright.

"His Highness, Joseph of Arimathea, welcomes you to his humble

dwelling and waits to greet you."

Lucian swallowed his indignation, inclined his head gracefully and

followed his escort into a large, square entrance. He was glad to get away

from the steadfast non-gaze of his six chariot bearers.

They had entered a large hall, whose upper area was occupied by a

balcony along three of the four walls. Joseph stood waiting for him, clad in a

simple, white tunic which in some obscure way, reminded Lucian of Septimus.

It was the sort of garment favoured by the Stoics, who despised all

expressions of ornamentation. Joseph's hair was cut longer than the Roman

fashion and held back beneath a metal circlet which might have been silver.



Lucian had a moment to reflect that there was no reason why it shouldn't be

silver - he was reputed to be as wealthy as Croesus.

"Greetings, Lucius Quintus - welcome to my house."

"Greetings, Joseph - I am honoured by your welcome."

The prescribed form had been observed, now they were on open

ground.

"I trust you had an uneventful ride."

The mockery was back again in his eyes. Lucian smiled sweetly.

"Most comfortable, thank you - I had no idea the people of Palestine

indulged in such luxury."

Joseph's smile increased.

"You will find that we must cater for many tastes in Palestine - but in 

Judaea, we are a tougher people."

Lucian countered smoothly.

"Tactless of me - I used the Roman term for your country."

"Not tactless, Lucian - understandable - In this coastal area, the term

is quite applicable. Palestine is, after all, a corruption of Philistia - and the

Philistines of old always occupied the coastal strip, whereas, the twelve tribes

of Israel occupied the hinterland - hence we have Israel and Judaea. The

difference in cultures has never been bridged."

"Perhaps the Roman presence can help to accomplish that, Joseph."

Joseph eyed him sharply, the mockery was gone.

"A forlorn hope, Lucius - the best we can hope for is to co-exist."

Lucian delayed his response a little.

"... And the worst?"

Joseph's gaze didn't waver. He laughed softly.

"I am a poor host - we talk ancient history and politics - and I haven't



offered you the courtesy of refreshments."

He clapped his hands together and house servants emerged bearing

trays of winecups and sweetmeats.

"I thought we would take the air on the terrace for a while."

Lucian followed him out through a wide access to a broad balcony. It

looked out over the Mare Nostrum and beyond the late traffic coming into the

port before the daylight faded, the setting sun was turning the water into

blood. Joseph lifted his winecup.

"A toast to Caesar."

Lucian glanced at him and responded.

"To Caesar!"

Joseph continued.

"To commerce and a mutually beneficial relationship."

Once again Lucian raised his cup. Joseph stared out over the sea.

"We talked of Philistia earlier. Some say that the Philistines originated

from the islands and coasts of Greece and others insist that they are the

descendants of the Phoenicians and it is said of THEM that they were the first

to brave the unknown terrors beyond the Pillars and reach Thule, which some

claimed to be Britannia - but mark this, Lucian, their objective wasn't war or

conquest - their objective was trade.

Rome has come to our coasts and has brought us stability - in the

footsteps of stability - comes trade! The flow of commerce is what keeps

civilisation alive. War for war's sake, brings death, destruction and poverty."

Lucian listened silently and wondered who he was trying to convince -

the Roman agent of Septimus Publius - or himself.

"I can assure you, you are preaching to the converted, Joseph - there

is no profit in war - except for those who ship arms - and even their returns



are limited!"

Joseph turned and gave an embarrassed laugh.

"You are right! I was preaching, wasn't I?"

Lucian asked after a moment.

"What happens to trade when your Messiah comes!?"

Joseph didn't drop his gaze, but he was suddenly wary.

"You must understand the Jewish soul, before I can hope to answer

that question. I suppose you're thinking about the man you saw at the Jordan

- the one Herod became so excited about?"  

Lucian responded quietly.

"Pilate is also very interested - you must be aware that he keeps an

eye on all potential agitators. It was, after all, for this reason that I went to the

Jordan with Marcellus."

"Marcellus being your officer friend? Yes - I know Pilate is interested -

but for totally different reasons than Herod - who mingles superstitious awe of

anyone who might be a prophet, with the basic instinct of fighting for his

throne and his authority."

"Tell me, Joseph - do you think the Baptist is a prophet?"

Joseph looked out over the blood-red Mare Nostrum and murmured.

"It is still midday in Rome, while here, it is already evening - so our

wise men tell us, but they can't explain why. Aristotle suggested that the

Earth is round -

To answer your question frankly. A prophet must be proved before he

can be acclaimed as a prophet. I am in two minds. From your report, we learn

that the Baptist foretold the coming of one who would be greater than he and

who would carry the signs of the Promised One. This man appeared, but

does that prove the Baptist to be a prophet, or does it prove collusion to a



fraud.

Once again, the Messiah must show the signs of his being the

Anointed One - and they are specifically laid down in our written Law and the

Prophets. From what you have told us, this man is a Galilean and therefore

does not qualify, for our written Law states clearly that he shall be born of the

House of David and there is no evidence to suggest this is so!

As with the Baptist, who may be a prophet or a charlatan - your

declared Messiah may be such - or he may also be a fraud and capable of

leading the gullible people to disaster!"

They were interrupted by a clear, female voice.

"So that is where you are hiding our guest, Joseph - are you trying to

starve him into submission!?"

Lucian turned abruptly and caught his breath in surprise. Staring at

them both from the entrance to the lighted room beyond, was the most

ravishing woman he had ever seen. She gazed back at him in frank

assessment and then turned her eyes to Joseph.

Lucian noted that they were grey eyes. She demanded imperiously.

"Introduce us, Joseph - otherwise we shall spend the evening staring

at each other!"

Joseph laughed softly.

"Lucian - this is Rebecca - as you may have already noticed, she is

tyrannical and domineers me mercilessly. Rebecca, my dear, this is Lucian

Quintus, recently arrived from Rome with prospects of an interesting

expansion of our commercial interests - Lucian - Rebecca."

Lucian extended his hand in greeting. He was ignored. Rebecca

exclaimed furiously.

"Joseph! You are abominable! You told me that our guest was



practically senile and suffering from brittle bones - for this reason I allowed

you to use my litter!"

She whirled round to Lucian.

"Please accept my profound apologies. Joseph can be quite

impossible! My brother has a perverted sense of humour!"

Lucian erupted into a smile. 

"Think nothing of it, Mistress Rebecca - I've already planned my

revenge - which will be applied when he least expects it!"

Joseph held up his hands in mock alarm.

"I am shivering with anticipation!"

Lucian was gazing into the eyes of this ravishing woman, who was

beginning to respond with a shy smile. He was suddenly, deliriously happy.

For one terrible moment, he had thought her to be Joseph's wife - but she

wasn't - she was his sister - and Lucian Quintus was truly in love for the first 

time in his life!


