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If Rebecca thought that her escape from Jerusalem had passed unnoticed, she was 

mistaken. Saul had been positioned at the gate which she, Joanna, and their three 

companions had used, but Joseph had given strict instructions to his servants that they 

were not to attempt to restrain her, but to follow and then return to report where she 

had gone. Saul had done so, mingling with the crowd who made their way to Bethany. 

It was only a short distance, and he waited until he saw them absorbed into a 

welcoming group, and then a little longer, to ensure that it wasn’t a temporary 

arrangement. He returned to Jerusalem quickly and made his way to Joseph’s house. H

is master listened grimly, and then nodded.

“You’ve done well, Saul - so, she’s still with him and his followers.”

Saul waited while Joseph walked to the window and stared out over the city, deep in 

thought.

Joseph had given a great deal of consideration about how he would retrieve Rebecca 

from the clutches of those who were sheltering her. He was a powerful man, but even 

he didn’t have the resources to ride into a camp comprised of hundreds of fanatical 

followers, and hope to snatch her by force. He was still unsure whether Rebecca was a 

free agent, or whether she was under some form of duress. Saul’s report seemed to 

indicate that she was moving freely, but she was still in the company of Joanna and 

three men, who might be her protectors - or, on the other hand, her captors. The reason

able approach would be to try to get her alone, separated from the influences which 

appeared to hold her - and then try to talk some sense into her. He was even ready to 

promise that he wouldn’t force her into marriage, since that appeared to be the cause 

of her fleeing from her home and responsibilities. Lucian was no longer a factor, he had 



seen to that, and he could assure her that she would be protected from the Roman. Des

pite his impatience, Joseph elected to play a waiting game. He turned to Saul.

“We’ll go after her tomorrow - you and Eli will come with me. We’ll walk to the camp 

and we’ll mingle with the crowd - and then we’ll take our opportunity when it arrives.”

Saul saluted and left. Joseph turned again to the window and stared out into the noisy 

city. It was even more so than usual. he could just see the Temple mount. It was a 

blaze of light and his mouth twisted in distaste. There was no doubt that the traders 

were reaping a great harvest from the unsuspecting country-dwellers who flocked into 

the city to worship. It was a matter he had tried to raise time and again with the 

Sanhedrin, but there was always a clever lawyer who could argue that the activities in 

the Temple were

legitimate - and who could quote relevant passages from the Law ad nausaeum.

Joseph’s smile increased slightly. he had used a Roman term. Sometimes, he 

wondered if he was more a Gentile than a Jew! He turned his thoughts back to Rebecca

- and Lucian. Logic told him that he’d done the right thing by instigating the termination 

of their business arrangement. It was a pity that Lucian had chosen to fall in love with 

his sister and thereby disrupt what could have been a mutually advantageous 

relationship. He genuinely liked Lucian, which was something he couldn’t say for most 

Romans. Marcellus was the type he liked least - overbearing, condescending, letting the

subject race know who was the master. Joseph stirred restlessly - perhaps it was time 

that the Messiah appeared - regardless of how people like Caiaphas and Annas 

thought! Time for a Messiah to unite the people and sweep the hated invader from the 

land of Israel! He mocked himself - he was beginning to think like a Zealot! Joseph, Prin

ce of Arimathea a Zealot! Who did he imagine himself to be - Judas Maccabee!? 

Tomorrow, and possibly in subsequent days, he would have the opportunity of 

measuring the mettle of the man they were calling the Messiah. Apart from rescuing 

Rebecca, it would prove to be an interesting adventure!



On the following morning - early, the trio set off on foot. Joseph was inconspicuously 

dressed - certainly not as a Prince - and he had instructed Saul and Eli to discard their 

uniforms. He hoped they looked like peasants from the country, as they mingled with a 

crush of people heading through the gate Rebecca had used, all eager to join the crowd

following the prophet. A rumour was sweeping the city that he was about to ride in. He 

was lodged on the other side of the Mount of Olives, in Bethany. Joseph calculated 

that they might arrive, just as he was about to break camp - in which case, they would 

be swept back towards Jerusalem in the crowd of enthusiastic devotees. Then might 

be a good time to retrieve Rebecca.

But it wasn’t to happen that way, for some reason, the new Messiah decided to turn 

east and head down the road to Jericho. Joseph and his two companions followed. He 

wished they were mounted, but that would have made them conspicuous. Before they 

came to Jericho, Jesus turned from the road and made his way through the 

countryside in an obvious effort to bypass the city. Joseph more than ever regretted 

being on foot. He wasn’t used to hiking through the countryside. He realised grimly, just 

how out of condition he was! They camped by the Jordan and he sent Saul and Eli to 

scout the fire

circles to see if they could locate Rebecca, but she was keeping under cover.

On the following morning, there was a delay before they crossed the river - a young 

boy went through some sort of religious rite - similar to that reported about the Baptist, 

but apparently, this was different. he was close enough to hear the words spoken by the

large man who was identified to him by Saul, as the fisherman from Capernaum - 

Simon. Joseph eyed him speculatively, he looked an unlikely priest - if that was what 

he was pretending to be. 

Rebecca remained hidden throughout that day and he began to wonder if they were 

mistaken after all, and she had slipped away elsewhere. He listened to the words 

spoken to the crowd. There was no doubt that this man they called the Master, had a 



compelling and persuasive voice. He didn’t rant as had the Baptist. He was quietly 

spoken, measured and careful in what he said. He was no rabble rouser - yet, he was a 

leader of men. Joseph could recognise the quality, but could find no reason why he 

should have the ability to attract to himself such a devoted following. This man wasn’t a 

David! He wasn’t the stuff of which the kings of Israel were formed - yet, he was almost r

egal in the way he conducted the long discussions with the Pharisees, who had come 

down from Jerusalem with the express purpose of tricking him into some indiscretion.

Joseph was impressed despite himself, spending the evening by the camp fire quietly 

thinking over the activities of the day. He had seen the healings, and they had shaken 

him. He had listened to the words concerning the faith of those healed, being the 

instrument by which the healing had occurred, but that hadn’t been the whole story. 

This Messiah - this holy man - had an undoubted power - and Joseph was rapidly 

coming to the conclusion that it was a power given by God!

On the following day, there came a moment when Jesus was resting in the shade. 

Joseph felt a sudden impulse to approach him. He pushed through the crowd to where 

Jesus was sitting and was surprised to find himself on his knees. Jesus stared into his 

eyes and waited. Joseph managed to stammer something totally unrehearsed:

“Good Master, what must I do to obtain eternal life?”

Jesus asked softly.

“Good? Why do you call me good? No one is good but God alone. To answer your 

question - if you wish to enter into life, keep the commandments.”

Joseph asked.

“Which commandments?”

“Don’t commit murder. Don’t commit adultery. Don’t steal. Don’t give false evidence. 

Honour your father and mother. Love your neighbour as yourself.”

Joseph answered earnestly - and with a touch of pride. 

“Master, I’ve kept all of these commandments since I was a boy. So, what is there still 



to do?”

Jesus’ eyes bored into him, but there was a warmth from the heart in his voice.

“There’s still one thing you lack - that’s if you wish to go the whole way. Go, sell your 

possessions, and give to the poor, and then you will have riches in heaven - and then 

come and follow me!”

Joseph felt as if he’d been dealt a hammer blow - the eagerness in his eyes died away. 

He got up without another word and retreated through the silent crowd. Jesus saw his 

expression change and followed him with his eyes as he walked away - he looked 

around at his disciples and said sadly.

“It’s so very hard for the wealthy to enter into the kingdom of heaven.”

They looked at each other, but Jesus insisted.

“Children! How very hard it is to enter the kingdom of God. I tell you this: a rich man will 

find it extremely hard to enter the kingdom of Heaven - I repeat, it is easier for a camel 

to pass through the eye of a needle, than for a rich man to enter the kingdom of God!”

The disciples looked at each other in consternation.

“Then who can be saved?”

“For men this is impossible; but everything is possible to God”.

Peter said quietly.

“Master, you know we’ve left everything to become your followers. What can we expect 

in return?"

Jesus answered earnestly.

“I tell you this: in the world that is to come, when the Son of Man is seated on his 

throne in heavenly splendour, you, my followers, will have thrones of your own, where 

you’ll sit as judges of the twelve tribes of Israel. And anyone who has left brothers or 

sisters, father, mother, or children, land or houses for the sake of my name, and for the 

sake of the Gospel, will be repaid a hundred times as much - houses, brothers and 

sisters, mothers and children, and land - and anyone who has suffered persecutions - 



and in the age to come, they will receive eternal life. But remember, many who are first w

ill be last, and the last first.”

He went on:

“The kingdom of Heaven is like this. There was once a landowner who went out early 

one morning to hire labourers for his vineyard; and after agreeing to pay them the 

usual day’s wage he sent them off to work. Going out three hours later he saw some 

more men standing idle in the marketplace. So he said to them:

‘Go and join the others in the vineyard, and I’ll pay you a fair wage.’

So off they went.

At midday he went out again, and at three in the afternoon, and made the same 

arrangement as before. An hour before sunset he went out and found another group 

standing there; so he said to them:

‘Why are you standing about like this all day with nothing to do?’

They answered:

‘Because no-one has hired us’.

So he told them:

‘Go and join the others in the vineyard.’

When evening came, the owner of the vineyard said to his steward,

‘Call the labourers and give them their pay, beginning with those who came last and 

ending with the first.’

Those who had started work an hour before sunset came forward, and were paid the 

full days wage. When the turn came of the men who were first, they expected 

something extra, but were paid the same amount as the others. As they took it, they 

grumbled at their employer:

‘These late-comers have done only one hour’s work, yet you’re putting them on the 

same level with us, we’ve sweated the whole day long in the blazing sun!’

The owner turned to one of them and said.



‘My friend, I’m not being unfair to you! You agreed on the usual wage for the day, didn’t 

you? Take your pay and go home. I choose to pay the last man the same as you. 

Surely I’m free to do what I like with my own money. Why be jealous because I’m kind?’

In that way, the last will be first, and the first will be last.”

Joseph had retreated to the back of the crowd, his thoughts in total confusion. He 

couldn’t work out why he had approached this Messiah in the first place - and then, 

what had induced him to kneel like a petitioner in front of him? He felt his anger rising, 

the suggestion that he should realise his assets, relinquish his wealth and give the 

proceeds to the poor, was preposterous! If he did so, he would be as poor as them, 

and all they would do would be to squander the money they were given!

It was at this point that Saul touched his arm urgently.

“There - Lord Joseph! Your sister, the Lady Rebecca!”

Rebecca was emerging from a tent such as the desert dwellers used.

She saw Joseph and hesitated, and looked ready to run.

Joseph said harshly.

“I see her! She’s chosen her lot! Let her stay with her Messiah!”

He raised his hand in greeting, which she falteringly returned. Joseph turned away, it 

was a long walk back to Jerusalem - but, with all his wealth - which he had not intention 

of giving up - they would buy horses at the first possible opportunity!

Rebecca watched them go and went back into the tent, she was shaking, but now she 

realised that Joseph had relinquished her - she was free to do as she pleased - and that

meant staying close to the Messiah, and to follow wherever he led.

Jesus remained for some months on the other side of the Jordan and crowds flocked to 

see him, to hear his words and experience the touch of his hands - and then the time 

came when he turned his face to Jerusalem.


