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The task Joseph of Arimathea had set himself was not one to his liking, but it was one w

hich couldn’t be avoided. The Praetorium, in which Pilate resided, and in which he condu

cted the business of Rome in the province of Judaea, had not been designed to be an im

posing building. Herod the Great had concentrated on the show-pieces - the Temple of A

ugustus being the focal point.

The emphasis in Caesarea was upon flattery and the furtherance of Herod’s ambitions 

for greater autonomy than that which he had been generously given by Augustus. If 

ever a man had deserved death it was Herod. He had dared to side with Caesar’s 

enemies, when it looked as if they might prevail, and then, when it seemed that they 

were to be defeated, he had taken the tremendous risk of presenting himself to Caesar,

 and acknowledging his error.

One could only assume that Augustus must have been in a good mood that day, for he l

ifted up the handsome prince of Judaea and later, when the turmoil had died down, had

conferred on him the kingship. Joseph mused that it was hard to think of Herod 

Magnus as being young and handsome, by all accounts, before his death he had 

become a loathsome, bloated creature, who had literally burst apart when he died.

The Praetorium was a moderately imposing building, Joseph could speak from 

experience that Pilate’s quarters were luxurious enough and surrounded by gardens 

and courtyards. The military side of the establishment was efficient and severe and 

announced the presence of Rome in an unmistakable manner. A suite of rooms was 

reserved for the administrative headquarters, and it was to the front of these that 

Joseph guided his horse.

When the presence of Joseph of Arimathea was announced, Pilate took his time to 

respond, eventually, he signalled his readiness to receive him. Tertillius was stationed 

as a silent observer and witness to what transpired.



“A pleasure to receive you, my Lord Joseph.”

“I am indebted to your Excellency for sparing the time.”

The niceties at an end, the two men confronted each other. Joseph made a frontal 

attack.

“I thought to come to you before you received reports that I’m raising an army of insurrec

tion!”

PIlate’s diplomatic smile didn’t fade.

“How could I ever suspect a friend of Rome of such an enterprise, Joseph?”

Joseph didn’t back off.

“Because others who are prepared to create mischief would put it to you that I am.”

Pilate nodded.

“I understand you - intrigue is the life-blood of politics. But, tell me, Joseph - who do you

believe to be intriguing against you? I confess, your supposition that I’ve received 

reports about your activities at Arimathea is quite accurate - but they are from military 

sources, and form part of many I receive from different quarters on a daily basis. I am 

perplexed - who do you believe in the garrison at Arimathea is intriguing against you?”

Joseph gazed at him steadily. Pilate was trying to act the sympathetic friend and 

adopting a tone usually reserved for nervous female relatives - or children!

“I accuse no one of intrigue - but I do know that there are those ready to place the worst

possible interpretation on the fact that I am strengthening my personal escorts.”

Pilate shrugged.

“That is your prerogative - if you believe it necessary.”

“I do - otherwise I wouldn’t be doing so.”

“May I ask why you consider it necessary - is there some way in which the military can

offer greater security?”

“I hardly feel it necessary to involve the military - as to why I think it necessary - my instin

ct tells me to guard my back - but I can’t define my enemy.”



Pilate surveyed him steadily. Joseph was maintaining the usual calm aloofness, but he c

ould tell there was a great deal more he wasn’t choosing to say.

“As I said earlier, it is your prerogative - and I can understand your reluctance to involve

Rome - therefore, it is a puzzle to me that a Roman citizen is assisting you - if you are 

indeed, so reluctant to involve the military!”

“Tachius is not a serving soldier.”

“You’re quite correct - but he’s still a Roman - and your hypothetical intriguers could be c

reating the scenario that you and I are in collusion - perhaps to undermine the position 

of our friend Herod Antipas. Perhaps they would make the outrageous point that we 

had decided to remove the worthy Herod and place another prince of Judaea in his 

place!”

He had the satisfaction of seeing Joseph’s eyes widen.

“That would be quite ridiculous - I am not of the royal lineage!”

Pilate smiled.

“There are some who say that the Idumeans are not of the true royal lineage and are usu

rpers and that they obtained the throne by stealth, having killed off the last of the Hasmo

edian line - I believe Herod Magnus was quite adept at doing so - and remarkably ruthles

s!”

Joseph eyed him coldly.

“I will ensure that Tachius is recalled to Caesarea - or to any other place you wish - he 

will no longer continue in his activities - which, I must add, I did not solicit.”

Pilate nodded again.

“I believe you, Joseph - I believe you! I thank you for your understanding on this 

delicate matter - we can’t have Herod Antipas getting upset with either of us, can we?”

He paused once more.

“Of course, there is another interpretation - which intriguers might put forward.”

“Please share it with me.”



“I refer to the growing religious movement centred on the dead Galilean prophet. I’m 

sure you will remember requesting his body for burial in your own tomb.”

Joseph inclined his head. Pilate continued.

“Some mischief-makers might suggest that you are supporting this new movement - 

which is giving some concern to our commander in Jerusalem - and, so I understand, 

to the High Priest and his colleagues. The question might be asked - Is Joseph so 

deeply involved with this new movement, that he’s decided to give them some teeth!? I 

think you must admit that you and members of your family have become heavily 

implicated with this man and his activities in recent months.”

Joseph’s mouth was dry.

“My understanding of this - movement, as you choose to call it - is that it preaches 

peace, and the acceptance of authority - whether from the Law and the Prophets, or 

from Rome. They have no need for armed men to support them - their strength comes 

from their relationship with Jesus of Nazareth.”

Pilate murmured softly.

“Who was unable to save himself from the consequences of his own actions.”

Joseph answered abruptly.

“But who rose from the tomb into which I placed him!”

Pilate smiled gently.

“Are you another who insists that he was dead when he was taken down from the 

cross?”

Joseph’s response was short.

“I prepared his body for burial - I didn’t do so for a man who was still alive. The wound un

der his ribs was enough to have killed him, even if the cross didn’t!”

“But, you insist that he rose from the tomb - surely a contradiction, my dear Joseph. 

Dead men don’t walk the streets - and some say that this one does!”

“Dead men don’t walk the streets - but resurrected ones can!”



Pilate’s smile faded.

“You say that his spirit walks!?”

“I say that his resurrected form does - I don’t refer to his spirit!”

There was a profound silence, Pilate sighed.

“Based on this belief, his followers multiply - and you could be suspected with providing 

them with a military option - or even an option for the Zealots!”

“The Zealots have their own options - and they don’t preach peace and obedience to 

the rule of the temple or of Rome - they’re not followers of Jesus of Nazareth!”

“On the surface, that would appear to be so.”

“I am not arming the followers of Jesus of Nazareth - neither am I trying to swell the 

ranks of the Zealots with no more than an additional one hundred men, who are 

earmarked for duties concerning the security of my household, my sister and myself.”

“You statement is extremely reassuring, Lord Joseph. You mention your charming sister 

- I do hope she’s quite recovered from her ordeal at the camp of the Galilean -  I 

thought she was a little withdrawn at our recent gathering.”

Joseph trod warily.

“She’s quite well - but somewhat changed after her exposure to the poor, the blind, the

lame and the naked.”

“Most commendable of her to offer her services for such a worthy cause - but then, we 

all change when subjected to new influences - please convey my greetings on your 

return home.”

It was a subtle signal that the interview was at an end. Joseph was reasonably satisfied 

that he had made his point - but what Pilate chose to accept as the truth, was another 

matter.

At about the same time that this meeting was taking place, Rebecca was making her 

way to the villa occupied by Lucian and his household. It was the first time she had 

done so since returning from Jerusalem. After Lucian’s miraculous recovery and his 



eager pursuit of her, she had tried desperately to keep him at arm’s length after 

returning to Caesarea. He had visited their home frequently, ostensibly to discuss the 

resurrected business contract with Joseph - but she knew his frequent visits were an 

excuse. She had always tried to ensure that someone else was present on these 

occasions, whether it was Joseph, or Naomi, or one of the other members of the 

household. This was the first time that she had sought him out, and she had no doubt 

that he would construe her visit as being the first signs of a thaw in their relationship. It 

was a problem she would face in due time - the urgent matter was to find a way of 

recalling Tachius from Arimathea. Lucian received her as might be expected. He 

ignored the fact that Naomi was the nominal chaperone, apart from giving her a 

beaming smile which had the effect of turning her legs to water. He turned back to his 

beloved.

“I knew that one day you would come out from behind that barrier and come to me.”

She tried a feeble defense, which was made all the more difficult by the fact that he was

holding her hands and peering into her face from no more than a few inches.

“Barrier - what barrier?”

“The barrier which you’ve put up and behind which you’ve been trying to hide from me - w

here you’ve been unhappy and tense because you won’t surrender to your true  feelings

!

Rebecca, I love you! I want the whole world to know it! I want you for my wife - and I’ll do

anything you wish to get around your objections - and I mean anything!”

She tried to pull her hands away, but he wouldn’t let her. Quite suddenly, he kissed her 

on the mouth and despite herself, she responded. He drew back and stared into her 

eyes.

“Now tell me you don’t love me - you little liar!”

She jerked her hands free.

“I’ve come about Tachius!”



His eyes widened in surprise and then he grew serious.

“What about Tachius, he isn’t here - has something happened to him - where is he?”

She stared at him.

“Don’t you know - didn’t he tell you he was going to Arimathea?”

“Arimathea - he told me he was going to an old army friend in Joppa.”

“Perhaps he did, but he’s now in Arimathea and causing Joseph some trouble - and it’s 

all my fault.”

The admission was almost a wail. He took her hands again and she didn’t resist when 

he pulled her down to a seat beside him. He commanded.

“Now - tell me!”

When she had done so, he sat silent for a while.

“I can see Joseph’s point - you tell me he’s gone to Pilate to explain the situation?”

She nodded.

“I’ll get Tachius back here - even if I have to pretend to have a relapse!”

She jerked back sharply.

“Don’t say that! The Master healed you - don’t mock what he did for you!”

He stared at her. She shook her head.

“You still can’t believe it, can you? - And you say you want to marry me - what sort of ma

rriage would it be if I believed in the Master and you refused to have any part of it? We’d 

pull in two directions - and you’d soon learn to hate me, Lucian!”

He knelt beside her and his voice was husky with emotion.

“I could never hate you my darling - and I am willing to try to understand - but you’ll 

have to teach me!”

She glared at him.

“You Romans are without a doubt the most cunning and conniving creatures ever 

placed on God’s earth! - worse than that, you’re a trader, who’d bargain away his own 

grandmother if it turned a profit!”



Lucian turned to Naomi who was watching goggle-eyed. He appealed to her.

“What did I say, Naomi? - I told her I loved her!”

Rebecca interjected.

“You’ll agree to anything if you think you can get close to me - I warn you, Lucian, you w

on’t kiss me into submission when it comes to my faith!”

He grinned.

“Now - that sounds encouraging - you’ve agreed you can be made to submit. I’ll try all 

the harder!”

He laughed out loud at her outraged gasp - and winked at Naomi.

Rebecca felt she was walking on quicksand, but she was saved from an unexpected  qu

arter.

A house-servant appeared and hovered in the doorway. Lucian eyed him in exasperation

“The Centurion Marcellus Flavian asks to talk with you, master.”

Rebecca rose to her feet.

“I didn’t know he was in Caesarea!”

“Nor did I.”

“He mustn’t see me here!”

Lucian looked astonished.

“Why not?”

“Pilate’s sent him - why else would he be here - and if he sees me, he’ll report back to P

ilate that we’re conspiring together.”

“Which is quite true! I’m conspiring to marry you!”

She stepped away from him.

“I’m serious - for your own sake, he mustn’t see me with you.”

Lucian shook his head.

“Very well - you and Naomi can wait in the next room.”



He signalled to the servant to bring in Marcellus. The centurion marched in like an  invad

ing army - all shining metal and creaking armour. Lucian eyed him warily,  there was a m

ilitancy which suggested that this wasn’t a meeting between friends.

They greeted each other.

“This is a pleasant surprise, Marcellus - I didn’t know that you were back in Caesarea.”

“I was recalled by the Procurator.”

“I’m glad you looked up an old friend.”

“Are you, Lucian?”

Lucian’s eyes narrowed a little.

“Which do you mean - that I’m an old friend - or pleased to see you? I’m always glad to 

welcome an old friend and especially you - why do you doubt it?”

Marcellus moved to the window and looked out into the central atrium.

“You’re doing very well it seems - it would be a pity to spoil it - or to lose it.”

“I have no intentions of doing either.”

“If you cross swords with Caesar, you certainly will.”

“I have no intentions of crossing swords with Caesar - would you please come to the 

point - what are you accusing me of - treason!?”

Marcellus turned and stared at him. His look was unyielding.

“If you are involved in an armed uprising - or even if you’re suspected of being involved 

in one - you’d be thrown into a cell so fast, you’ll wonder what happened to your feet! 

Your position, your wealth, your influence - they’ll all count for nothing!”

Lucian faced him squarely.

“I don’t like it when someone comes into my house with open threats, Marcellus. I ask 

you make your point - deliver your message from your master, Pilate - and then go!”

They glared at each other and Lucian refused to drop his gaze. Marcellus tensed,  the 

fury in his eyes was unmistakable.

“We have received reports that your friend, Tachius is aiding Joseph of Arimathea by tra



ining men, supposedly for private escort duties. Pilate suspects otherwise. He 

emphasises that Roman citizens are required to keep their fingers away from local 

feuds in occupied territories. He makes the assumption that you’ve given permission 

for Tachius to be used. He makes the point that your special relationship with Joseph 

and Rebecca has possibly clouded your good judgement!”

Lucian glared into his eyes.

“Have you finished?”

Marcellus nodded.

“For the moment.”

“Tell your master, Pilate - that I take no censure from him! Tell him to remember that his 

own position is hardly the strongest now that his friend in Rome is no longer in the land 

of the living! Tell him that whatever arrangements I may choose to make with Joseph 

and Rebecca, are my affair and not his! Tell him that I know where my loyalties lie and 

that I reject any suggestion that I am involved in treasonable activities. Tell him that 

Tachius is free to come and go as he pleases and doesn’t require my permission for 

any purpose. You can also tell him that if he has anything further to say, or any further 

questions to ask - he can do so to my face, and not through a third party!”

Marcellus stared into his furious face.

“You can rest assured Lucian, I will tell him as much as is good for him to hear - the 

rest, for your sake, I’ll forget!”

He turned on his heel and marched out. Rebecca emerged from the adjoining room as 

he rode away from the house. Lucian was still white-faced and shaking - he turned to 

her abruptly, the fury in his eyes frightened her.

“That wasn’t wise, Lucian - Pilate will be sure to react - he won’t ignore your challenge 

to his authority.”

Lucian raved.

“I’m beyond caring! I’m sick in the stomach with his devious twists and turns. He thinks h



e can run the lives of everyone under his control - well, he’s mistaken! He won’t run my 

life, nor will he run yours, my darling. If he tries to cause trouble for any of us - I’ll appeal

 directly to Caesar!”

Rebecca’s face was a white as his.

“That would mean going to Rome!”

“If necessary!”

She was silent, then he added.

“I won’t leave you here, Rebecca - you’ll come with me as my wife!”

He took her in his arms again, and this time, she didn’t resist when he kissed her. She 

left soon after and returned home to await Joseph’s return. Lucian was left trying to 

recover his equilibrium. The servants had retreated and he was alone. He was 

experiencing a medley of emotions - on the one hand, intense satisfaction that Rebecca 

was becoming more approachable - but on the other, a black rage that Pilate was up to 

his usual tricks of trying to divide and conquer - all for his own advantage.

Demas had made himself scarce as soon as Rebecca had been announced. Whether it 

was showing tact - or simply to get out of range of her obvious distaste for him - was 

hard to say. He said nothing until Lucian glared at him challengingly.

“I suppose you heard everything?”

Demas inclined his head.

“I would suggest, Patron, that is always wise to have a witness to such exchanges of vie

ws.”

Lucian’s response was sarcastic.

“I’m so glad to have your support.”

Demas eyed him mildly.

“Support is hardly the word I would apply to your discussion with Marcellus. Your criticism

and accusations against the Procurator were foolhardy in the extreme!”

It was probably the strongest statement Demas had made during his time in Judaea. 



Lucian glared at him.

“I accused him of nothing which couldn’t be proved a hundred times over - and 

Marcellus knows it well enough.”

“You have no reason to trust Marcellus - especially if he’s Pilate’s emissary! It’s grossly u

nwise to involve yourself in such matters - trade is your concern - not politics - and your f

riend Tachius is totally irresponsible to engage in training armed men - no matter for who

m!”

Lucian’s rage mounted.

“Who’s given you authority to lecture me or Tachius in what we say or do - I think you ov

erstep the mark, Demas!”

The Greek eyed him steadily.

“If I overstep the mark it is for your own benefit, Lucian - and out of regard for Septimus 

Publius - my friend - and your adoptive father. He has commissioned me to guide you to

the best of my ability - if you consider I have overstepped the boundary of our 

relationship, I am truly sorry - but I speak for your own safety - and the safety of the 

considerable responsibility which has been entrusted to you.

If Pilate now decides that you are his enemy, appealing to Rome won’t help you. You 

can be sure that a distorted version of your outburst will already have reached Rome 

before he takes steps against you. You may well have jeopardised your wealth and 

position - especially if he chooses to accuse you of treason! The first thing the 

authorities will do in Rome, will be to confiscate your estates, your goods and your 

wealth - you’ll be left with nothing, and you’ll be completely at the mercy of Pontius 

Pilate - who will then move against you in his own time, and totally without mercy!”

Demas’ voice had not varied from the measured calm in which he always spoke. Lucian

stared at him helplessly and felt his anger evaporate, to be replaced with a real fear 

that he might be right. Demas continued.

“You must hope that Marcellus remains truly your friend, and that Pilate doesn’t get to 



hear a verbatim report of your outburst and accusations.”

Lucian managed to bleat.

“Marcellus hates the man as much as I do.”

“For your sake, I hope so!”

Lucian wandered back to his interrupted work and stared down at the sea of scrolls. He

asked abruptly.

“Why do I have to wade through this ocean of reports every day - most of which contain

nothing more exciting than routine reports and statistics. As I remember, Septimus 

never allowed himself to be so directly involved. Tell me, Demas, why don’t we employ 

an army of scribes to take care of this detail - and perhaps, a good man to decide what I

need to see - Isn’t that how Septimus did it?”

Demas inclined his head in agreement.

“I tend to agree, Lucian - Septimus instructed me to involve you in the fine detail of his af

fairs, only then was the next phase to be introduced - the steps you have just  suggested

 With your permission, I shall recruit good men and train them.”

Lucian nodded, and the elderly Greek vacated the room. Demas always had an answer, 

 and it was for this reason that Lucian tended to distrust him. He had the feeling that he 

was always the puppet who was jerked into one course of action or the other according 

to the whim of Septimus’ friend. Lucian tolerated Demas because of that relationship, 

otherwise there was little empathy between them.

Now that his temper had cooled, he had to admit to the outrageous folly of his outburst 

to Marcellus. There was nothing he could do to unstate what had been said. Short of 

asking the Centurion, there was little he could do to find out just how much would be 

reported to Pilate. Demas had been right, the Procurator could report to Rome and 

there would be no hint of the approaching storm until it broke, and by that time the 

damage would be done.

He became a little easier when he thought about Rebecca - the events of that day had d



efinitely shown progress in his relationship. His immediate reaction was now to press 

the point, but if he now faced an uncertain future, it would be the height of 

irresponsibility to involve Rebecca or Joseph in whatever Pilate would exact as his 

revenge.

When Joseph returned from Pilate, Rebecca was waiting anxiously. Looking at her 

worried expression, he tried to reassure her.

“I believe I explained the situation to Pilate’s satisfaction. He seemed prepared to 

accept my explanation and my assurances that I would arrange for Tachius to be 

removed from Arimathea - I must see Lucian.”

Rebecca restrained him.

“I already have - and so has Marcellus!”

She quickly explained what had happened during the two meetings. Joseph shook his 

head.

“You shouldn’t have become involved, Rebecca! I’m glad you had the sense to get out 

of Marcellus’ way when he arrived - but I’m appalled by what Lucian had to say. Doesn’t

he realise the position he’s put himself in? I’ve never taken him for a fool, but this 

almost makes me change my mind!”

Rebecca murmured.

“He was so terribly angry - I’ve never seen him so furious. On the other hand, Marcellus

showed about as much tact as a runaway bull! He virtually accused Lucian of treason - 

it’s small wonder that he was outraged.”

Joseph was thoughtful.

“I wonder if that reflects Pilate’s real opinion. He was careful to list all the possible reactio

ns, from those of Rome, to those of Herod and the priests. One has to remember that Pi

late also has his own agenda. Since the death of his Patron, Sejanus, he’s raised his def

enses. perhaps he sees the situation as being to his advantage, especially if he can win 

friends in Rome by accusing someone - truly or falsely - of treason!”



Rebecca cried.

“Then, Lucian is truly lost!”

“Unless Marcellus has sense enough to exclude the inflammatory accusations.”

“He as good as said he would when he left.”

“Let’s hope he doesn’t change his mind. Marcellus is a complex man.”

“He’s the butcher of the Master!”

“His excuse is that he was acting under orders.”

“A useful way of rejecting responsibility.”

“Be fair, Rebecca - what would have happened to him if he had refused? What would 

have happened to the Master? I’ll tell you! Marcellus would have faced death himself for

refusing to obey a legitimate order - and the Master would have still been crucified by 

someone else. We can play this game of ‘what if’ for the rest of the day - it won’t solve 

anything. Marcellus is the key - and I don’t think we do him or ourselves a service by 

treating him as the villain. Certainly, he had no love for the Master, but that doesn’t 

make him a vindictive man - merely a mistaken one.”

“So, what are you suggesting, Joseph?”

“I’m suggesting that we try to draw him into our circle once more - that we should try to re

concile him with Lucian - in other words - make him an ally instead of a potential 

enemy!”

Rebecca sat down slowly.

“You know how I feel about the man who order nails to be driven through the hands of he

aling and blessing - and through the feet which walked the dusty paths of peace and hum

ility. I once asked you to refuse him entry to our house - and you agreed. Now, you ask m

e to treat him as a friend - I’m not sure I can do it.”

Joseph looked down at the top of her head.

“If you can’t do it for yourself - do it for Lucian’s sake. He needs the friendship of Marcell

us.”



She was silent for a while.

“What am I to do about Lucian, Joseph?”

He answered very softly.

“You must do what your heart tells you to do. If it says go to him - then go to him. If it 

says you’re not sure - then delay. If it says you must turn aside from him - be sure 

before you do so.”

She stared up at him.

“Can you accept the fact that your sister will marry a Gentile.”

“A few weeks ago I might have given a different answer. Now, I know the Master, and alt

hough he declared we must observe the Law to the last stroke, I sense there is 

something much wider in his teaching - perhaps something that we can’t yet see. I 

believe his teaching and his way of life is for all men - Jew or Gentile - always providing 

that they can accept and follow. In answer to your question I say - if your heart says 

yes to Lucian - then I will gladly say yes also!”

She threw herself in his arms and he hugged her tightly.

“I do love you, Joseph!”

He grinned down at her.

“Save your passion for Lucian - if that’s what your heart says!”

She murmured into his shoulder.

“My heart says yes, Joseph - but I know we will both have to walk one way or we’ll pull a

part. If I go to Lucian, he has to accept the Master as I accept him - I’ve already as 

good as told him that. Joseph! I feel so separated from the Master here - the Twelve 

are in Jerusalem, and so are most of the followers - I’d like to talk to Peter, or to one of 

the Twelve. Lucian’s only ever met John when he came to our house, and then only as 

an observer. I’d like him to have a deep conversation with one of them, so that he can 

realise that the Master truly blessed him and Balthus when he healed them. I feel he 

doesn’t want to accept it, he fights against it - but until he can accept the Master, I 



won’t go to him!”


