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“I refuse to marry him!”

Herod contemplated the defiant girl standing before him with malicious amusement - it w

as tinged with a little admiration. There were not many who would cross swords with Ant

ipas, the Tetrarch of Galilee and Peraea. He murmured.

“In my father’s time, that would have earned you immediate beheading - regardless of 

the fact that our bloodline was involved! So! You refuse to marry him? Poor Philip will 

be most disappointed - I’ve never seen a man so eager to take to himself a wife!”

Salome suppressed a shudder, her proposed husband was thirty-four years her senior. 

He had repulsive eating habits, even by the standards of Herod’s court. He was 

ungroomed and unwashed, his body was bloated with excessive eating and minuscule 

exercise, his cheeks a rich purple red which matched his bloodshot eyes. Herod 

continued persuasively.

“Look at it this way, you’ll be a widow within the year! A very rich widow, I might add.”

His smile increased, but faded again when she snapped back.

“I will not stand under the canopy with him!”

He responded with deceptive softness.

“You will do as you are told - and that is an end to it.”

Herodias stirred restlessly at his side, she was as agitated as her daughter. Salome had

come armed with another objection. 

“He is my uncle - my father’s brother - the union will not be legal under the Law!”

Herod’s humour vanished.

“He is your father’s brother by another mother - a half uncle if you wish to be pedantic. Y

ou will not concern yourself with legalities - concern yourself with making yourself desira

ble for your husband - for he WILL be your husband within a few hours - now, take your 

tantrums to your women and tell them to make you ready - and don’t delay, or I’ll come m



yself and drag you before the priest!”

He turned to Herodias.

“You had better go with her - comfort her with the words that marrying a husband’s 

brother has brought you great joy and benefits!”

Herodias stalked from the podium and swept her daughter away before the girl was  unw

ise enough to open her mouth again. Herod quivered with suppressed laughter, which 

erupted into a great explosion of noise before they were out of earshot. He turned to 

the gravely solemn Chuza, his steward, and wheezed.

“This is rich! A fitting revenge for all their intrigues - I have them both and they can do no

thing about it!”

He wiped his eyes on his sleeve. His humour evaporated.

“A just reward for making me kill the mad prophet - for he was both, wasn’t he?”

Chuza wisely inclined his head in agreement. On the subject of the Baptist, the safest co

urse was to agree.

The marriage took place, of course. Salome had to yield, but she came to the canopy wi

thout expression, without so much as a look at her stout, sweating husband to be. 

Philip’s look of eagerness was almost pathetic, but Antipas felt no twinge of remorse 

that his stepdaughter - niece - whatever she chose to be - was given to such a repulsive

creature. Herodias maintained a carefully composed mask throughout the ceremony 

and the feasting that followed. Antipas was satisfied, he had shown his power and 

Herodias could take it as a warning that her intrigues had enmeshed him for the last 

time. She parted company from her daughter after the feast without visible emotion, 

before Philip took his bride away. The feast continued, Antipas deliberately prolonging 

the festivity, urging his guests to merriment. He eyed Joseph and Rebecca of 

Arimathea across the room. As a matter of diplomacy, he had invited them, even 

though they might be plotting against him - but then, among his fawning guests, who was

n’t plotting against him? He shrugged the thoughts away, and took more wine, while 



Herodias sat stiff and silent by his side. 

Philip and his new bride left on the following day to return to the Decapolis. Antipas farew

elled his half-brother and his new bride. They were returning to the obscurity of the back

country and he had nothing to fear from Philip - and Salome would have a reasonable lif

e if she learned to behave herself. She was free from her intriguing mother and that 

had to be a good start to her rehabilitation.

The guests were gone and he was alone once more - alone excepting for Herodias. He 

had asked himself what had ever induced him to steal her from his brother - another 

Philip! Herod the Great had had many wives and probably grew tired of naming his sons

 it was the only way Antipas could account for having two brothers - by different 

mothers - each named Philip. He had stolen Herodias from under the nose of the other 

brother - he wondered what his reaction would be when he learned that his daughter 

had been married off to his namesake!

Herodias could be counted upon not to let the matter rest. She had made her views very

 clear when the intention of marrying Salome to her uncle had been announced, but 

after the first outburst of rage, she had been uncharacteristically silent. She kept out of 

his way for the better part of the day, and when she did appear, outwardly it was as if 

nothing had happened.

Herod eyed her warily.

“I’ve missed you, my little dove!”

The mockery was unmistakable, he hadn’t used the expression since the first days they 

had met.

“Your highness flatters me!”

Herod smiled slightly.

“You must find it lonely without the company of our sweet daughter.”

Herodias wouldn’t be provoked.

“My daughter accepted her duty as a princess of our house.”



Herod’s grin increased.

“Such a pleasant duty - to be a loving wife and companion to a lonely old man such as P

hilip!”

Herodias glared at him.

“I would have favoured a younger man for her - as you well know.”

Herod yawned.

“She’s had her fill of younger men! Someone mature and skilled in the art of living will 

be good for her!”

Herodias rose abruptly.

“I don’t understand your meaning - her fill of younger men?”

Herod looked astonished.

“Look around you, Herodias - look at the glum faces of our guard captains. They’re 

going to give their men a taste of Sheol until they can find some other outlet for their 

frustrations! Salome had her choice of them - and she used it!”

Herodias’ cheeks had flamed in anger. He goaded her further.

“You - her mother - didn’t know? I - an interested observer - could see it all - but then,  I 

make it my business to see everything. Salome can now practice her wiles on an older 

man - and we both know how adept she is in inducing older men to make stupid errors -

 even to the death of a mad prophet!”

Herodias was silent. He went on.

“We live in sordid times, Herodias. Times where a mad prophet, or a false Messiah can

make little difference.”

…..

Tachius was enjoying himself. Under his critical eye during the previous weeks, he had s

chooled the rough farm boys into something approaching a professional body of 

guardsmen. He had managed to teach them to use the bow without danger of 

slaughtering their companions - or their instructor. In sword-play, they were less likely to



cut off their own limbs than before. They were best with staves, and the ability to get 

out of the way of wild swings had resulted in less headaches than in previous days. All 

in all, he was well satisfied with progress. His relationship with Saul and Eli had melded 

into that enjoyed by convivial drinking companions. In a word, he was enjoying his time 

in Arimathea.

It was, therefore, with some irritation when he was confronted by a messenger from

Caesarea, bearing a terse message, which read.

Greetings, Tachius.

It is imperative that you return without delay.

Lucian.

Tachius glowered at the scroll and then glowered at the messenger.

“What’s wrong in Caesarea?”

The messenger either didn’t know, or wasn’t prepared to say. Tachius read the scroll 

once more - it told him nothing more. He let it roll together and stared at the stone 

buildings to one side of the field. The lack of detail could mean only one thing - Lucian 

was in some sort of trouble which he wasn’t prepared to describe in writing. He tried 

the messenger again.

“Is Lucian ill.”

“He seems very well - he’s preparing for his wedding!”

Tachius’ eyebrows rose a fraction. Talk of a wedding sounded like sickness enough!

“You’re certain he’s in no trouble.”

The messenger shook his head - he was a dull clod and had probably been chosen for 

his ability not to communicate. Tachius swore under his breath and watched the brawny

men of Saul’s new army going through their paces. He’d grown to like them, even if they

were Jews!

He growled.

“All right - we start back at first light!”



That evening he told Saul and Eli and went to bed early. In the morning, he collected 

the messenger, chose a good horse, and set off back along the road to the coast. He 

forced the pace and arrived in Caesarea late in the day. He practically threw the reins 

into the hands of the slave who appeared when he clattered to a halt before the villa 

door, and then stormed in to find Lucian.

His patron was immersed in documents and looked remarkable well. He looked up 

startled when Tachius stormed in. Demas murmured a greeting and wisely absented 

himself from the gathering storm.

“What in Hades is so important that you have to drag me back from Arimathea? I 

expected to find you at death’s door - or at the very least, in one of Pilate’s cells - 

instead, I hear you’re getting married!”

Lucian leaned back and murmured.

“Greetings, Tachius - I’m glad to see your temper hasn’t improved - it must have been sh

arpened by drilling Joseph’s private army!”

Tachius’ glare intensified.

“Private army! Is that what you call it - I call it training a bunch of two left-footed clods wh

o wouldn’t last five seconds against a professional soldier - even Herod’s soldiers, let

alone a Roman trooper.”

Lucian answered languidly.

“It isn’t my description, Tachius - ask Pilate what he means - or Herod! They both used 

the description, despite Joseph’s strong denials. Pilate’s very interested to know why a 

Roman citizen is training the security force of a noble of a foreign country. He thinks 

Caesar might object - and Herod thinks Rome is trying to lever him out of his Tetrarchy 

by supporting someone who’s raising an army against him.”

Tachius was incredulous.

“A hundred men! A hundred clods being trained to fight bandits.”

Lucian smiled.



“There are some who say that Herod is the greatest bandit of all.”

Tachius wasn’t prepared to debate the political scene.

“You hauled me back to Caesarea to tell me this?”

“I asked you to return at the request of two people - Pilate and Joseph. They both want

your fingers out of this particular pie - for different reasons.”

Tachius swept some of the documents off Demas’ desk and sat on the corner. He

complained.

“I was beginning to enjoy myself.”

“I have no doubt your pleasure was reported to Pilate, Herod - and Caiaphas.”

Tachius nodded gloomily.

“Saul said we were being watched by the local garrison - and some of Herod’s men - 

and some priests.”

“There you have it - Joseph’s little enterprise has attracted a deal of attention - and your 

involvement has raised the heckles.”

Tachius swore long and furiously. Lucian waited for the storm to pass.

“I’m getting married.”

“Is that supposed to make me feel better?”

“It makes me feel better!”

Tachius eyed his reclining friend.

“What does Septimus have to say?”

Lucian’s eyes widened.

“I haven’t heard from Septimus since Demas came. You know well enough that he 

can’t be reached.”

Tachius shrugged.

“I fired an arrow in the dark - I thought you might have had a message.”

“I wish I had.”

There was a short silence.



“So - you’ve finally persuaded Rebecca - I thought the girl had more sense!”

“I’d like to hear you say you’re happy for me.”

Tachius shifted uncomfortably. He growled.

“Of course I’m happy for you, lad. Congratulations - we ought to get blind drunk - and I co

uld knock some sense into you! But - I AM happy for you - provided you’ve weighed the c

onsequences. The gods know well enough that I’ve tried to tell you more times than I 

can count.”

“We’ve weighed the consequences, Tachius - we’ve come to an understanding - and 

we’re ready to face whatever comes.”

“The confidence of youth! You’re invincible and nothing can ever happen to you! You’re i

mmortal, and the evil ways of men will never touch you. In ten years, it might be 

different - or in twenty.”

“Ten years or twenty is a lifetime - meanwhile, Rebecca and I intend to live in bliss!”

Tachius sighed.

“There’s no reasoning with a man in love!”

He rose abruptly from his place and dragged Lucian to his feet, to give him a rib-

crushing hug. He roared.

“Be happy - and make dozens of sons and daughters!”

Lucian pulled free and grinned.

“That’s my intention on both counts!”

Tachius grunted.

“Better check with Rebecca on the second!”

....

Rebecca burst into laughter at the sight of her rather austere brother with his backside 

in the air, crawling over the floor of their large library, in the company of her intended 

husband, who was similarly occupied - together with the huge rump of the man from 

Babylonia. The objects of her humour paused in their deliberations and stared at her 



with some astonishment. Rebecca suppressed her humour. Lucian got to his feet and 

grasped her around the waist.

“Do you know the punishment for laughing at a husband?”

“You aren’t my husband yet - and I didn’t expect to find you playing children’s games.”

“Why not, I’ll need to know how, soon enough.”

He kissed her before she could answer - it was long and Joseph coughed discretely.

“We have to get on, Lucian.”

“I like this better!”

She wriggled away from him.

“Get back to crawling on the floor!”

“I’ve lost interest!”

Joseph’s voice cut through again.

“As I was saying - my interests cover the general area of the eastern coasts of the 

Great Sea as far as Rome and Carthage - with some infrequent trips to Malaca in 

Hispania and Massilia in Gaul. I concentrate on the islands and the coasts of the Greek 

colonies. I have interests in Alexandria, with contacts down the Nile to Ethiopia, which 

brings me some of the trade from the interior of Africa.”

He pointed out the various places on some of the maps littered around the floor, 

weighted down at the corners with anything that had come to hand. Bezar crawled to 

another map.

“I’m based in Babylon as you know, which gives me access to the trade from Mesopotam

ia, Parthia, to the north and some from Armenia,  which comes down from the lake 

country, and from around the Mare Caspium, the Pontus Euxinus and even Scythia. Bab

ylon, and Susa to the south, are the end points for caravans from the coasts of and islan

ds of India - and beyond, from the Spice Islands and China. We have trade from the coa

sts of Africa and the small kingdoms that deal in ivory and skins from the interior. Lucian

had rejoined them. He studied the maps.



“Septimus also deals with the Greek coasts and islands, but in the main he trades with 

Gaul and Hispania - and beyond, to Britannia, Caledonia and Hibernia. Traders come 

in from beyond the limits of the empire, from the Belgae, Germania and north, to the 

shores of the Mare Suevicum, which brings us amber and furs, and all sorts of other 

oddities which fetch a good price in Rome.”

Lucian leaned back on his heels.

“It seems to me that we could create an empire to rival Rome!”

Joseph looked at him sharply.

“Quietly my friend - don’t assume we have only friends in this house!”

“I meant only that our trade routes go further than the legions.”

Bezar responded gloomily.

“We’ll soon hear the tramp of the legions in Babylon, it’s only a matter of time - the troub

le with you Romans is that you’re never satisfied with enough, you have to have it all!”

Joseph interrupted sharply.

“Once again I warn you, watch your tongues - or the only contract we’ll have will be to 

die together!”

Lucian eyed him sharply, it wasn’t like Joseph to be so edgy.

“If you’re worried about this business with Tachius, you can forget it. He came back to C

aesarea last evening.”

“No doubt, out of temper?”

“Tachius is Tachius - I told him he was giving Pilate and Herod indigestion.”

“Normally, I would applaud such a worthy deed!”

Rebecca had been watching and listening.

“Joseph, you can’t believe that someone in this house is a spy - most of them are our kin

smen - and they’ve all been with us for more years than I can count.”

“’The enemies of a man shall be of his own house.’ - the Master’s own words. There are

some who don’t like our change of loyalty to follow Jesus of Nazareth - they call it blasph



emy!”

“I hadn’t heard any murmurings.”

“Perhaps you haven’t - but they’re talking behind their hands just the same.”

Lucian and Rebecca exchanged glances - something was definitely troubling the 

Prince of Arimathea. Lucian changed the subject. He said lightly.

“I thought we could make the wedding in two days from now!”

Rebecca shrieked.

“Ridiculous! Two days! I’ll cancel it first!”

“Three days then - I can be reasonable!”

Rebecca stormed.

“More like three months!”

Lucian’s jaw sagged.

“Three months!?”

Rebecca drew herself to her full height.

“I’m a princess of the House of Arimathea  - I will not be thrown under the canopy with 

any man, dressed in a - bedsheet!”

Lucian responded with loyal devotion.

“You’d look beautiful!”

She stormed out of the room. Joseph eyed his potential brother-in-law speculatively.

“You’d better be prepared for a stormy marriage.”

Bezar added slyly.

“Making peace will be a joyous occasion!”

They returned to matters of commerce. The scope of their combined resources was stag

gering. Lucian hadn’t exaggerated when he said it would be an empire greater than Rom

e. The legions hadn’t even dreamed of some of the places they were discussing. Lucian 

asserted stoutly.

“Trade always precedes conquest! Take Britannia, we trade with the native princes - 



Rome already has a foothold, the first Caesar might have reported that he came, he 

saw and he conquered - but he left, and only the traders go back and forth across the 

Mare Britannicum, to and from Gaul. The time will come when Rome will decide to 

protect the interests of the traders, and she finds it necessary to safeguard the lead 

and silver mines in the south - then, the legions will march in - but remember this, the 

traders went first!”

Bezar nodded in gloomy agreement.

“How long, do you think, before Caesar decides he wants an outlet to the Sinus 

Persicus - and beyond, to India. Alexander marched overland as far as the Indus before

turning back in the face of rebellion from his own troops. Rome will undoubtedly want 

to prove herself greater than Alexander!”

His bitterness was obvious. Joseph interjected.

“In the meantime, we’re three colleagues - I hope, three friends, who will each bring the b

enefits he has for the other. We’ll trade fairly, we may grow very rich, we’ll live in peace w

ith all men - as far as they’ll allow it - and we’ll put the thoughts of armies and political int

rigue as far away from us as possible.”

Lucian answered softly.

“As far as we’ll be allowed to do so - wealth and power attract politics and intrigue.”

Bezar boomed.

“Spoken like a Roman! - But, alas, very true!”

.....

Joseph had not been wrong when he had warned that there were spies within his  house

hold. Rebecca hadn’t been wrong when she had protested that those closest to them we

re their own kin and had been with them for many years, and devotedly loyal. Rebecca 

was almost bursting with joy and exuberance now that the prolonged, self-inflicted pain 

of her rejection of Lucian was over. She had committed herself to the man she loved 



and she wanted the whole world to know of her joy. Naomi became her closest confiden

t and the old woman was overjoyed to see ‘her lamb’ emerge from the depression of so 

many months. She couldn’t stop her young mistress spilling over with every small anecd

ote about her intended that she could recite - sometimes, many times over. So it was tha

t Rebecca couldn’t resist telling her about the sight of three men crawling around the 

floor of the library like toddlers, with their backsides in the air, earnestly discussing the 

weighty matters of their combined business operations.

“It was hilarious, Naomi! Three grown men - and would you believe - the Lord Joseph, 

one of them! - Three grown men scrambling around with their tunics over their knees, 

from one chart to another.”

Naomi was shocked.

“Their tunics over their knees - the Lord Joseph - very unseemly!”

“Rubbish - they’re very beautiful men - well, not Bezar, perhaps.”

“Mistress!”

Rebecca looked her full in the eye.

“I AM going to be married, Naomi!”

“Be that as it may - you aren’t married yet!”

“They said they were going to build an empire greater than Rome! But, I forbid you to rep

eat that - understood?”

Naomi nodded and promptly forgot the admonition. In the course of time she returned to

her fellow servants and relished the opportunity to give a blow for blow account of what 

her talkative mistress had told her. She embellished the incident in the library and 

conveyed the impression that her mistress hadn’t know where to hide her blushes. 

Then she declared the final decoration to her story.

“The Lord Joseph and his two partners are going to build up a kingdom which will be

greater than the empire of Rome. You mark my words, they’ll rule the world!”

Her fellow servants were highly impressed and relayed the story to others, and so it 



came to the ears of a casual labourer who had been put to work in the garden. He, in 

turn, told the man who had paid him to apply for work. This man made his way to the 

man who paid him - and to his consternation, this man took him directly to Pontius 

Pilate, Procurator of Judaea.

Pilate feigned boredom but listened intently. At the end of the rambling discourse which

contained references to barely clothed men cavorting on the floor - which information he

scarcely believed, since it involved Joseph of Arimathea who wasn’t noted for 

abandoned behaviour, but which Pilate stored for future reference - he questioned the 

man sharply.

“They declared their intention of raising an army against Rome?”

The man licked his lips, he couldn’t answer, he hadn’t heard the precise words, but a 

denial might cost him the reward he was sure to receive for such valuable information.

“Yes, your Excellency.”

Pilate dismissed him with a wave of his hand. He turned to his dour aide, Tertillius.

“A story I find hard to believe, Tertillius - but one to be investigated.”

Tertillius nodded.

“This report - on top of an army in training.”

“A hundred men - I believe was the number stated.”

“A hundred men - a thousand - ten thousand - it’s only a question of scale.”

“I don’t agree - a hundred men can be contained easily, a thousand, with a little more 

effort - ten thousand, however, will require the intervention of a Legion or even two. If 

Joseph intends to establish a kingdom to rival - and even defeat Rome, he will require se

veral hundreds of thousands of men - where are his generals? Where are his weapons 

- will they win with sticks and rocks? Where are the siege-engines to break down the 

walls of fortresses?

This is a matter of logistics - and Joseph simply doesn’t have the military resources. We

mustn’t move too hastily against a Prince of Judaea. He has a strange collection of 



coconspirators - a Roman merchant - still wet behind the ears - and a bizarre creature 

from Babylon more noted for his boasting than his military abilities.

Order a tight surveillance of all movements to and from the villa. Apply the same 

measures to our fellow countryman - and to the Babylonian merchant. I want to know 

about all who contact them - I want a full report on every activity. We’ll put our tame 

Centurion to work - but I want him under the same surveillance, just to be sure that he 

isn’t another conspirator. When we have all the facts - we will apply the might of Rome!”

…..

Marcellus emerged from his latest interview with Pontius Pilate, torn between two strong

emotions. On the one hand, there was his duty and loyalty as a Roman soldier, which ins

tructed him to obey the Procurator without question. On the other hand, there was his loy

alty to his friend Lucian, and those who were his associates - coupled with his 

increasing detestation of the intriguing Pilate.

He soon realised that he was under surveillance himself. His nose and his instinct soon i

dentified the persistent shadow who watched his every move. His first inclination was to

challenge him, but he quickly allowed prudence to rule. It was this almost contemptuous

action of Pilate, to assume that he couldn’t be trusted to do his duty for Caesar, that 

drove him to do precisely that - to ignore his duty to Caesar and to warn his friend.Lucian

received him with some surprise. The declaration of undying friendship at the dinner 

with Joseph and Rebecca, was something he hadn’t taken completely at face value.

They had both been mellowed by Joseph’s wine and the convivial surroundings. The 

promise of a night of carousal, had been a casual remark, which normally came to 

nothing. Marcellus arrived one mid-morning, and Lucian was pleased to see him, if only 

to have an excuse to interrupt the never-ending dictation of despatches to his scribe.

“Greetings, Lucian - I hope I’m not interrupting.”

“Greetings Marcellus! You ARE interrupting and I give you my thanks!”



Demas was elsewhere in the villa, busily training a small army of scribes to take over 

the routine tasks which had nearly drowned Lucian by their volume. They were alone, 

but Marcellus walked all around the reason for his visit, without coming to the point.

“You always seem swamped with scrolls and despatches.”

Lucian nodded and poured some wine. He handed a cup to Marcellus.

“I told Demas I wanted an end to it - that’s why he’s recruited half the scribes of Caesare

a!”

“I suppose you’ll have even more work now - with your new arrangements with Joseph a

nd the Babylonian.”

“Bezar, you mean - yes, there will be more work - but there’ll be a vast increase in profit 

once we get going. Bezar’s making ready to leave for the east in a few days.”

Marcellus toyed with his cup.

“Then, you’ll be busy preparing for your marriage.”

Lucian nodded.

“I’m told I’ll have to wait three months.”

“Three months!?”

Lucian eyed him warily, he had something on his mind.

“Don’t worry - you’re invited!”

Marcellus smiled and nodded absently.

“I’d be offended to be left out.”

There was another pause.

“What’s the problem, Marcellus?”

The Centurion met his gaze.

“Does there have to be a problem?”

“There doesn’t have to be - but there is. Speak your mind.”

Marcellus crossed to the window and stared out.

“I was called to Pilate last evening.”



“I hope you had a drunken orgy!”

Marcellus turned sharply.

“With Pilate!? I’d sooner drink hemlock with my worse enemy!”

Lucian’s brows raised at the vehemence.

“What’s he done now - or perhaps, better put - what’s he ordered you to do?”

“You’re very astute.”

“Traders are supposed to be sharp dealers - I can smell trouble a mile away!”

“Your nose tells you correctly. Pilate has received a report - I suppose from a spy - that y

our new consortium with Bezar and Joseph is really a cover to raise an army to sweep 

Rome into the sea, and to create a new empire which will - and I quote: ‘Be greater and 

more powerful than Rome and all her Legions’ - unquote! I’ve been told to spy on you 

and report back to Pilate before he calls the Legions down from Antioch!”

Lucian gaped at him.

“You can’t be serious!”

Marcellus held his gaze grimly.

“I assure you, I’m deadly serious - and you’d better take it seriously too!”

Lucian subsided into a chair. He asked helplessly.

“Who feeds him this garbage!?”

“Pilate has spies everywhere - you know that without me telling you. So far as I can tell, 

a spy in Joseph’s house reported it. You, Joseph and Bezar were heard to make the 

threat.”

Lucian racked his brains furiously.

“The only comment I can recall that’s anything like it, is that we agreed that our 

business empire would stretch further than the boundaries of Rome’s empire - and that 

traders usually broke the ground before the Legions marched in. We also said we would

be very powerful and very rich - but only in the sense of the trade we would command.”

“That wasn’t the story told to Pilate - couple that with the incident of training Joseph’s me



n, and you can soon see how a small, suspicious, intriguing mind such as Pilate’s would 

put two and two together and make five! Our beloved Procurator is out to trap us both, L

ucian - for what reason I don’t know, but you’ll remember the incident in Capernaum 

when I got stabbed. From what I’ve been able to find out - the man sent by Pilate - “

“Aelius Verus?”

“Yes - Aelius Verus - was a hired assassin, who was sent to help me in administration - a

lthough I was managing well enough by myself. It looks as if we both have powerful enem

ies in Rome, although I can’t recall earning myself such a dedicated enemy. You, on the 

other hand, are the adopted son of a powerful man, and know well enough that there 

are hidden forces working against you - I believe Pilate is implicated up to his intriguing 

neck and acts as their agent!”

Lucian nodded.

“I thought it was Sejanus - but Tiberius had him executed - but still, it seems, our 

enemies persist.”

There was another prolonged silence. Lucian broke it.

“If this conversation was to become known, you’d be executed!”

Marcellus nodded grimly.

“Perhaps that’s why Pilate chose me to spy on you - to give him an excuse to kill us both

!”

Lucian murmured softly.

“Now, wouldn’t that be convenient?”

They were interrupted by the arrival of Tachius. He stormed in but slowed down when 

he saw Lucian’s visitor, whom he eyed with some hostility.

“Marcellus! You can tell our beloved Procurator that I’m no longer raising the standard 

of rebellion with a hundred farm boys armed with nothing more lethal that sticks and 

rocks - which, I might add, causes them more injury than anyone they might try to use 

them on!”



“Why not tell him yourself?”

Tachius eyed him steadily.

“Because I’m fussy about the company I keep.”

Lucian interposed before the goading got out of hand.

“Marcellus isn’t our enemy, Tachius. He obeys orders - like any other soldier.”

Tachius grunted - it might have meant anything. Marcellus moved to leave. The old 

soldier couldn’t resist one further jibe.

“I hope it wasn’t anything I said!”

Marcellus answered calmly.

“I hope to see you in Pilate’s office - I’m sure he’ll appreciate a first-hand report about yo

ur farm boys!”

He nodded a farewell to Lucian and made his exit. Tachius turned abruptly to Lucian.

“What in Hades brought him here?”

Lucian shrugged.

“Nothing in particular - we talked about the wedding.”

“Is there any other subject these days?”

“Only armies - and farm boys!”


