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They selected a place a little removed from the cluster of fires and set up camp. They 

shared the provisions they had brought with them and ate in silence, each was 

preoccupied in his own way with the disappearance of Rebecca. Marcellus stared 

relentlessly at the distant fire around which Jesus and his immediate followers were 

grouped. He watched for any sign of visitors from outside the camp, but no one went to 

them. Jesus was doing most of the talking and Marcellus would have given anything to 

be a little closer to hear what was being said. His instinct told him that if anything was be

ing plotted, these would be the circumstances in which it would be done.

On the occasions when he could emerge from his own personal misery, Lucian 

watched him. This Marcellus wasn’t the same man that he had met on the street in 

Caesarea. Something had happened to him in the meantime - and it had something to 

do with the man he was watching so intently. Lucian didn’t give much time to it, for the 

most part, he was rebuking himself for having triggered the flight of Rebecca by his 

own impetuousness in blurting out his desire to marry her. It was obvious that she had 

taken fright and was running as much from him as from Joseph.

Tachius watched the boy he had raised to manhood and could do nothing to help him. 

This was something Lucian would have to resolve for himself, all that could be done 

would be to stand by to pick up the pieces if things when awry.

Having eaten, Joseph rose to his feet.

“I have a mind to circulate among the fires and listen to what they’re discussing - we 

might get a hint about Rebecca.”

Lucian made ready to scramble to his feet. Joseph stopped him.



“I suggest you stay here - if a Roman joins one of those circles, it’ll guarantee to close 

their mouths. Have patience, my friend and stay here with the others.”

Lucian subsided. Joseph, Saul and Eli went in three different directions. Lucian watched

them go and was tempted to defy the advice.

Tachius rumbled.

“Do as he says, lad - you’ll learn nothing by blundering around!”

Joseph wandered around for a while and then joined a group around one of the fires, 

which was larger than average. He sat down on the outer fringe, where he would be 

least conspicuous and listened attentively.

Nebet the storyteller, looked into the faces of the expectant crowd. Of late, he had taken

up his former occupation of visiting the campsites in the evenings, especially those who 

had recently joined the group who followed the Master from place to place. Some 

would only stay for a few days, others would remain, but they all shared a common 

ignorance of what had happened before they arrived. To be sure, the Twelve were 

always eager to

explain the major teachings of the Master, and Nebet was quite happy to let them do so,

but there were other little things, stories and events which he had stored away in his 

memory - and which were well worth the retelling.

The group he had joined were silent and waiting, some of them knew him from former 

times, when he had circulated the towns and villages in the hope of having a few coins 

tossed in his direction, for the entertainment he was providing. Now, it was different, 

there had been a substantial change in his approach and he no longer looked to be paid

 It was a change of sentiment which he sometimes still found hard to accept in himself. T

hey were still only just within Samaria having crossed from Galilee on the previous day -

and these, for the most part, were a group of colourfully dressed Samaritans from one 

of the nearby villages. He chose his story carefully. He leaned forward confidentially.

“You know how the lawyers from Jerusalem like to trick him with crafty 



questions?

There was a general murmur of assent. On the whole, the people of Samaria had little 

time for Jerusalem’s lawyers, who taught that the Samaritans were an inferior race. 

Nebet leaned back and continued.

“On this particular occasion, a lawyer came forward to put this question to him.”

Nebet copied the pompous voice of the lawyer:

“‘Master, what must I do to inherit eternal life?’

Jesus looked at him as if he was looking into him - you know how I mean.”

There was another murmur of assent.

“The Master asked him:

‘What’s written in the Law? What’s your understanding of it?’

The lawyer answered.

‘Love the Lord your God with all your heart, with all your soul, with all

your strength, and with all your mind; and your neighbour as yourself.’

The Master nodded in agreement.

‘That’s the right answer, if you do that you’ll live.’

The lawyer still wasn’t satisfied so he tried again.

‘Who is my neighbour?’

Jesus then told a story then, as much for the lawyer as for all the others listening.

‘A man was on his way from Jerusalem down to Jericho when he was attacked by 

robbers, who stripped him, beat him, and left him half dead by the side of the road. It 

so happened that a priest was going down by the same road; but when he saw him, he 

crossed to the far side of the road and went past on the other side.

The same happened when a Levite came to the place, he saw him and went past on 

the other side.

But a Samaritan who was also making the journey, came to the place, and when he 

saw what had happened to him, he was moved with pity. He bandaged the man’s 



wounds, bathing them with oil and wine; then the Samaritan lifted him on his own beast 

and brought him to an inn, and there he looked after him. On the next day he produced 

two silver pieces and gave them to the innkeeper, and told him.

“Look after him and if you spend any more, I’ll repay you on my way back.”

I ask you, which of these three do you think was the neighbour to the man who fell into 

the hands of the robbers?’

The lawyer answered.

“The one who showed him sympathy and looked after him.”

Jesus nodded in agreement.

‘Go and do as he did!’”

Nebet looked into their faces and could see that they were pleased, he let the 

discussion run on for a few minutes before getting their attention again.

“I’ll tell you something else he said.

‘Suppose one of you has a friend who comes to him in the middle of the night and says 

- “My friend, lend me three loaves, for a friend of mine on a journey has turned up at 

my house, and I’ve nothing to offer him.”

He hears the reply from inside:

“Don’t bother me. The door’s shut for the night; my children have gone to bed; and I 

can’t get up and give you what you want.”

I tell you that even if he won’t provide for him out of friendship, the very shamelessness 

of the request will make him change his mind, He’ll get up, and give him all he needs. 

So I say this to you: 

‘Ask and you will receive’;

‘Seek, and you will find’;

‘Knock, and the door will be opened’.

For everyone who asks receives, and the one who seeks finds, and to the one who 

knocks, the door will be opened.



Is there a father among you who will offer his son a snake when he asks for fish, or a 

scorpion when he asks for an egg? If you, then, bad as you are, know how to give your 

children what’s good for them, how much more will the heavenly Father give the Holy 

Spirit to those who ask him!’”

Nebet looked into their intense faces and knew they wanted more. He went on.

“Then, a man in the crowd called out to him. 

‘Master, tell my brother to divide the family property with me.’

Jesus looked at him sharply.

‘Who set me over you to judge or arbitrate?’

Then he said to the people.

‘Be careful! Be on your guard against greed of every kind, for even when a man has 

more than enough, his wealth doesn’t give him life.’

He told them another story.

‘There was a rich man whose land yielded heavy crops. He tried to decide how he was 

going to handle the situation. 

‘What am I to do? I haven’t the space to store my produce. - I know! This is what I’ll do. 

I’ll pull down my storehouses and build them bigger. I’ll collect in them all my corn and 

other goods, and then I can say to myself, “Man, you have plenty of good things laid by,

 enough for many years,take life easy, eat, drink, and enjoy yourself.” 

But God said to him.

“You fool, this very night you must surrender your life; you have made your money - 

who will get it now?”

That is how it is with the man who amasses wealth for himself and remains a pauper in 

the sight of God.’

At about that time there were some people in the crowd who told him about a man whom

Pilate had killed, so that their blood was mixed with their sacrifices.

Jesus responded:



‘Do you imagine, because these Galileans suffered in this way, that they must have 

been greater sinners than anyone else in Galilee? I tell you they were not - but unless 

you repent, you will all come to the same end!

Wasn’t it the same for the eighteen people who were killed when the tower fell on them 

at Siloam - do you imagine that they were more guilty than all the other people living in 

Jerusalem? I tell you they were not - but unless you repent, you will all come to the 

same end.’

He then went on to tell them this parable:

‘A man had a fig-tree growing in his vineyard; and he came looking for fruit on it, but 

found none. So he said to the vine-dresser, 

”Listen to me! For the last three years I’ve come looking for fruit on this fig-tree without 

finding any. Cut it down. Why should it go on using up the soil!”

The vine-dresser replied,

“Leave it, sir, for one more year while I dig round it and manure it. If it bears next 

season, all well and good; but if it doesn’t, I’ll cut it down.”’

Nebet fell silent, staring into the fire, the group around him waited in silence. The fire 

crackled and spat a shower of sparks into the still air.

Someone in the crowd called out.

“Tell us some more, storyteller!”

Nebet stared at them - was that how they saw him? Simply someone telling fanciful 

stories? He could swear before God that all he told them was word for word as it had 

been spoken. It was his own fault, he was known to a lot of people in this part of the 

country, from that earlier time when he had made his profession circulating among 

travellers, sitting at their fires, and entertaining them with one tale after another - just in 

the hope that a coin might be tossed in his direction. The cry was taken up.

“Tell us more - “

He continued to stare at them and then went on slowly.



“The Master told another story around about that same time, He had been talking 

about the kingdom of God and went on:

‘If a woman has ten silver pieces and loses one of them, doesn’t she light a lamp, 

sweep out the house, and look in every corner till she finds it?

And when she does, she calls her friends and neighbours together, and says:

“Be happy with me! I’ve found the piece that I lost.”

In the same way, I tell you, there is joy among the angels of God over one sinner who 

repents.’”

He had their interest again, there was some debate between them, it was such a 

simple story and still they couldn’t grasp it. He interjected:

“I’ll give you something else to think about! At another time he told this story:

‘There was once a man who had two sons; and the younger said to his father:

“Father, give me my share of the property.”

So the father divided his estate and gave him his share. A few days later the younger 

son turned the whole of his share into cash and left home for a distant country, where 

he squandered it in reckless living. He had spent it all, when a severe famine fell upon 

the country and he began to feel the pinch. So he went and attached himself to one of 

the local landowners, who sent him on to his farm to mind the pigs. He would have been

glad to fill his belly with the pods that the pigs were eating; but no one gave him 

anything. Then he came to his senses and said:

“How many of my father’s paid servants have more food than they can eat, and here I 

am, starving to death! I’ll go back to my father, and say to him:

‘Father, I’ve sinned, against God and against you; I’m no longer fit to be called your son;

just treat me as one of your paid servants.’”

So he set out for his father’s house. But while he was still a long way off his father saw 

him, and his heart went out to him. He ran to meet him, and flung his arms around him, 

and kissed him. The son said: 



“Father, I’ve sinned, against God and against you; I’m no longer fit to be called your son

”

But the father said to his servants:

“Quick! fetch a robe, my best one, and put it on him; put a ring on his finger and shoes 

on his feet. Bring the fatted calf and kill it, and let’s have a feast to celebrate this day. 

For this son of mine was dead and has come back to life; he was lost and now is found.

”

And the festivities began.

Now the elder son was out on the farm; and on his way back, as he approached the 

house, he heard music and dancing. He called one of the servants and asked what it 

meant. The servant told him:

“Your brother has come home, and your father has killed the fatted calf because he 

has him back safe and sound.”

But the elder son was angry and refused to go in.

His father came out and pleaded with him; but he retorted.

“You know how I’ve slaved for you all these years; I never once disobeyed your orders; 

and you never gave me so much as a kid, for a feast with my friends. But now this son 

of yours turns up, after running through your money with his women, and you’ve killed 

the fatted calf for him!”

The father said:

“My boy, you are always with me, and everything I have is yours. How could we help 

but celebrate this happy day? Your brother here was dead and has come back to life, 

he was lost and now he’s found.”’”

Nebet waited for the animated discussion to die away.

“And here’s another parable that he told as well. It was aimed at those who were sure of

their own goodness and look down on everyone else.

‘Two men went up to the temple to pray, one a Pharisee and the other a tax-gatherer. 



The Pharisee stood up and prayed like this:

“I thank thee, O God, that I am not like the rest of men - greedy, dishonest, adulterous - 

or, for that matter, like this tax-gatherer. I fast twice a week; I pay tithes on all that I get.”

But the other one kept his distance and wouldn’t even raise his eyes to heaven, but 

beat upon his breast, saying:

“O God, have mercy on me, sinner that I am.”

The Master pressed home the point.

‘It was this man, I tell you, and not the other, who went home acquitted of his sins. For 

everyone who exalts himself will be humbled; and whoever humbles himself will be 

exalted.’

Then he told them another parable to show that they should keep on praying and never 

lose heart:

‘There was once a judge who didn’t cared anything for God or man, and in the same 

town there was a widow who constantly came before him demanding justice against 

her opponent. For a long time the judge refused; but in the end he said to himself:

“True, I don’t care anything for God or man, but this widow is so great a nuisance that I w

ill see her put right before she wears me out with her persistence.”

The Master said:

‘You heard what the unjust judge said; won’t God give justice to his chosen, who cry 

out to him day and night, while he listens patiently to them? I tell you, he will give 

justice to them quickly. But - when the Son of Man comes, will he find faith on earth?’”

Nebet fell silent again, listening to the intense discussion, it was always the same when 

the Master had finished teaching - not that he equated himself with the Master!

“Don’t stop now, storyteller!”

Nebet sighed.

“One more then - it’s getting late and we have a long day ahead tomorrow.

There was once a rich man, who was dressed in purple and the finest linen, and feasted



in great magnificence every day. At his gate, covered with sores, lay a poor man 

named Lazarus, who would have been glad to satisfy his hunger with the scraps from 

the rich man’s table. Even the dogs used to come and lick his sores. One day the poor 

man died and was carried away by the angels to be with Abraham. The rich man also 

died and was buried, and in Sheol, where he was in torment, he looked up; and there, 

far away, was Abraham, with Lazarus close beside him. He called out:

“Abraham, my father, take pity on me! Send Lazarus to dip the tip of his finger in water, 

to cool my tongue, for I’m in agony in this fire.”

But Abraham said:

“Remember my child, all the good things fell to you while you were alive, and all the bad

to Lazarus; now he has his consolation here and it’s you who are in agony. But that 

isn’t all: there is a great chasm fixed between us; no one from our side who wants to 

reach you can cross it, and none are allowed to pass from your side to us.”

The rich man replied:

“Then father, will you send him to my father’s house, where I have five brothers, to warn

them, so that they too may not come to this place of torment?”

But Abraham said:

“They have Moses and the prophets; let them listen to them.”

He answered:

“No, father Abraham, but if somebody from the dead visits them, they will repent.”

Abraham answered:

“If they don’t listen to Moses and the prophets they’ll pay no heed even if someone 

should rise from the dead.”’”

This time, Nebet got to his feet and moved away from the fire circle.

He knew he could have told his stories far into the night, but he had been right when he 

reminded them that they had a long day’s walking ahead. The camp never stayed long 

in one place, usually, no more than one night. It was a hard life and it took a great deal 



of stamina and sometimes he wondered where the Master found the strength. Apart 

from the strength, there was an innate peacefulness with him. Only the Pharisees and 

the doctors of the Law were calculated to make his tone change, especially when he 

knew their sole purpose was to entrap him, then, he would out-stare them and answer 

their trick questions in such a way that they were soon happy to turn away.

Nebet was so preoccupied with his thoughts that he nearly jumped out of his skin when 

someone spoke to him from the darkness.

“You tell a good story, Nebet.”

He turned quickly, it was his old companion from the days of the Baptist - Judah from 

Kerioth. He hadn’t seen much of him recently - in fact, hardly at all since the time when 

he had been numbered to the Twelve.

Judah was dark and lean, dark-skinned and dark-eyed, but his teeth flashed in the 

reflected light from the fire.

“You nearly startled me out of my skin!”

“Sorry, my friend - I was listening to you telling our friends your stories - but I didn’t 

want to distract the attention from you by sitting down in the circle.”

They walked slowly and silently. Nebet asked suddenly.

“How is it with you, now, Judah?”

Judah laughed softly.

“Very different, my friend - very different. I’m able to do wonderful things, but 

sometimes I wonder how I’m able to do them. I think we all feel the same, we have sick 

people coming to us and with a touch, they’re cured - but when we feel inclined to 

congratulate ourselves, we suddenly realise that we can do nothing - everything comes 

from that remarkable man. We all feel the same, we can’t understand how it can be. 

The other day, Simon-Peter suddenly said to the Master:

‘Increase our faith.’

The Master answered:



‘If you had faith no bigger than a mustard-seed, you can say to this mulberry-tree:

‘Be rooted up and replanted in the sea; and it would at once obey you.’

I tell you, Nebet - it’s exciting - exhilarating! - but frightening at the same time.”

Nebet thought about it.

“Tell me, Judah - Why did the Master single out the Twelve - and why you in 

particular!?”

Judah laughed aloud.

“You never put a rein on your tongue, Nebet - that’s what I like about you! Why did the 

Master call the Twelve? He hasn’t exactly told us, we know we have a special task - 

and in fact, he sent us out alone, if you remember, and we were able to do wonderful 

things - but somehow, I don’t think that’s the extent of it - there’s something else - but I 

tell you straight, I get worried every time he talks about suffering and being killed. He 

speaks as if it’s inevitable - almost as if he’s working towards putting himself in a 

position so that it can happen. That’s something I don’t understand. As for your second 

question - why me!? If I knew that answer, I’d rest a lot more easily!”

They walked a little way without conversation.

“Tell me, Judah - how do you get on with the others?”

This time there was a hesitation, eventually he answered.

“You know I come from Judaea?”

“I know.”

“The others all come from Galilee - I suppose it’s inevitable that we don’t see things in 

the same way. To answer your question, we get along well enough and especially 

when the Master’s there, we’re one - but sometimes I feel shut out by the others - 

many of them are related - they’re like a family and I’m the odd man out. - I suppose it’ll 

change in time!”

Nebet nodded, they had come to the point where their paths went different ways. 

Judah bade him good-night and Nebet looked after him until he was swallowed up in 



the darkness, before he went to his own bed.


