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Rebecca followed Joseph meekly through the streets of the city, to the house he had 

occupied during the long months she had been following the Master. They were 

flanked by Saul and Eli, who pushed their way through the excited crowds who filled 

the streets. Fierce arguments appeared to be the order of the day and it wasn’t long 

before she realised the common subject - the prophet from Galilee!

At first, she wanted to take some of the words of the more ignorant and throw them 

back into their faces, but Joseph’s arm was firm and he showed no inclination to 

become embroiled. Saul and Eli were tense and ready for action - it eventually 

penetrated her indignation that they were very exposed to the violence of the mob. It 

was incredible - the abrupt change from the scenes of wild excitement and acclaim that 

she had witnessed only a few days earlier - and now, the sudden eruption of ugly 

brawls, when a man was unwise enough to speak against the prevailing mood of the 

section of the crowd in which he happened to be.

They eventually reached the house without incident, and Joseph released the grip on 

her arm. She rubbed it thoughtfully.

“Sorry, little sister - but I know your disposition for argument. This wasn’t the time, nor 

the place!”

He turned to Saul and Eli.

“Thank you, you did well.”

It was unlike Joseph to extend such praise, she looked at him sharply. He had changed,

although, in what way, she couldn’t be sure. Saul and Eli bowed and withdrew to 

another part of the house.

There was a sound of loud lamentation and Joseph rolled his eyes to heaven. Naomi 

appeared and flung herself at Rebecca’s knees, she was sobbing loudly. Rebecca 

wasn’t quite sure whether it was an expression of joy at her reappearance, or whether 



some disaster had taken place during Joseph’s absence. Naomi became coherent - she

wept.

“My poor lamb - O my poor lamb!”

Rebecca caught Joseph’s eye, there was a glint of malice.

“Part of your penance will be to assure Naomi that she was in no way to blame for your 

absence!”

She was about to retort that she had done nothing to earn penitence, but she saw 

there was a certain justice in it. She lifted Naomi up and kissed her.

“I’ve missed you so much, Naomi.”

The wailing intensified and Joseph retreated hastily. The two women walked slowly, 

with their arms entwined about each other, as if Naomi was determined never to let her 

escape again. Rebecca was escorted to her room, set down in a soft chair, and she allo

wed herself to be stripped of her clothing - each piece of which was held out in disgust 

at arm’s length before it was dropped to the floor. The lament continued.

“You’re so thin child - nothing more than skin and bone. Have you starved - did those 

wretches keep food from you until you gave in to them?”

Rebecca’s eyes widened.

“Those wretches - as you call them - are my friends! I gave in to nobody - especially 

my brother, Saul and Eli - and even Nathan. I was in the camp and followed the Master 

because I wanted to be there. I served the poor, the hungry, the sick and lame, and the 

wretched - and those more naked than you’ve made me!”

Naomi stared at her and responded firmly.

“You are to soak in a warm bath - and be anointed with oil - and I will wash your hair - O

 child! Your poor hair! You look like a hedge - which, I am told, you slept under!”

“Actually, I slept for the most part in a tent! The hedges were for those who didn’t have 

tents!”

She was firmly propelled to a bath, which looked so inviting that Rebecca’s feeling of 



rebellion wilted. She stepped in and surrendered to the luxury and the ministrations of 

the devoted Naomi.

She relaxed in the warmth and half-listened to Naomi’s chatter. Her mind was on the 

scenes of violence in the streets. There had been no hint of it in Mary’s house. It had 

been a haven - a refuge - and the other women had been very careful to keep her 

sheltered from the growing storm.

She had seen and heard Joseph talking to Jesus’ mother. The priests and the lawyers 

were conspiring against him, and she was suddenly afraid. They wanted him dead - the 

disciples had always been so sure that nothing could happen to them while they had 

the Master - but now he was threatened, and if the priests and lawyers had their way, 

they would NOT have the Master - and what then!?

She stirred restlessly and tried to rise from the water, her place was with them, she 

ought not to have left! Naomi pushed her back firmly.

“Child, the Lord Joseph has been so worried about you - the poor man hardly eats - 

and he’s stayed in Jerusalem for such a long time, simply to be close to you. I know 

there were many things he’s put off - only so that he could be near at hand when you 

came home.”

She paused.

“Child - Why did you run away so suddenly - was it something we did that frightened 

you?”

Rebecca clasped her hand.

“I ran away from no one, Naomi - except from myself. Although I thought I was running 

away from Joseph - and Lucian!”

“Lucian?”

The old nurse sounded shocked.

“I thought you knew - Lucian asked me to marry him!”

“Marry him!”



Rebecca stared into her astounded face and laughed.

“At last, I’ve found something you didn’t know about, you old gossip! - You always told 

me I should get married - especially when Joseph insisted I should be married to the 

man he chose for me.”

“I never did! I wanted you happy - you deserve to be happy - a loving husband, who will 

give you beautiful children - “

“Whom you are not too old to nurse -”

There was a shocked silence.

“Lucian is a Roman!”

“And good Jewish girls don’t marry Gentiles!”

“Is that why you ran away, child - did he try to force you!?”

Rebecca shook her head.

“Lucian’s a gentleman - for a Roman! He says he loves me - but I knew I could never 

allow it to be.”

She rose from the bath and Naomi wrapped her in a towel. She sat her down again 

before a mirror and tried to make some sense of her hair.

“But - do you love him child?”

Rebecca was silent, then softly.

“I thought I couldn’t - but I don’t know.”

“It isn’t a matter of whether you can or can’t, child - DO you?”

Rebecca was silent again.

“I came back with Joseph because Lucian is lying very ill from wounds in the Antonia. 

He’s calling for me, Naomi - he’s out of his mind, but still he calls for me - he may be 

dying!”

Suddenly, she was weeping, and the promised oiling was forgotten as Naomi cradled 

her. She stared over the girl’s shoulder into the mirror, until the spasm was past, then 

she took Rebecca’s shoulders and gazed into her eyes.



“If you love him, you must go to him - and you must go to him, even if you’re not sure if 

you love him! You say you helped those who came to the prophet’s camp - and they 

were strangers - can you do less for a man who isn’t a stranger - and who says he loves

you - and DOES, to the extent that he calls out for you even when his mind is clouded!?

Rebecca stared at her mutely, she was suddenly completely exhausted. Naomi 

continued firmly.

“By the look of your weeping eyes and that hacked-off hair, you should be glad he isn’t 

in his right mind! Now, to bed - and no wandering around in the night, when you think 

no one is watching you!”

For once, Rebecca obeyed meekly, and allowed herself to be put to bed and fussed 

over. The lamp was extinguished and the room darkened except for the light of the 

moon. In a surprisingly short space of time, she slept.

It was late on the following morning when she finally stirred. It took her a little time to 

remember where she was. Her immediate reaction was to believe she was still at the 

camp across the Jordan - or in Ephraim - and that she ought to be out helping those 

who came for the ministrations of the Master - but then she realised where she was 

and her memories of the events of the previous evening returned like an avalanche. 

She sat up abruptly in her soft bed and swung her feet to the floor. She padded over to t

he window opening and the sweet smell of the spring air. She breathed in deeply, this 

window looked out over the walls of the city to the Mount of Olives. Over that hill, the 

Master had come, riding on an ass, his was carpeted with palm leaves and the cloaks of

those who acclaimed him. It had been an unforgettable moment. She had watched his 

sudden loss of composure, as he had sat, huddled on the patient little ass, his 

shoulders heaving, and he had wept over the city. As always, he knew something that w

asn’t obvious to the rest of them.

She turned away from the window, conscious that someone else was in the room. It 

was Joseph, there was the slightest hesitation, and then she ran to him. He hugged her 



tightly and kissed her.

“Welcome home, Rebecca.”

There was an uncharacteristic tremor in his voice.

“I’m happy to be home, Joseph.”

She stood back from him, he was dressed in his outdoor clothes.

“I’m going to see Pilate - that is, if you still wish to visit Lucian?”

She nodded.

“If it’s possible.”

He turned to go, she said hastily.

“Joseph - why did you tell Mary of Nazareth to warn her son?”

He looked back at her, and his face was bleak.

“Caiaphas is determined to kill the prophet, Rebecca! He and his party control the 

Sanhedrin, it doesn’t matter how people like Nicodemus and myself try to moderate 

their tone. They’re like wild animals! they want blood and they won’t rest until they have 

it - and all this, mind you, in the name of God!

They know they face opposition from me and some of the others, so now they’ve taken 

to talking between themselves, hatching plans in which we’re not included. We feel 

powerless to stop them - they’re even conspiring with some of Herod’s party - and as 

you know, that’s unheard of!”

Rebecca put her hand to her throat.

“Can they succeed - in killing the Master, I mean?”

Joseph shook his head.

“I honestly don’t know. Caiaphas is powerful and commands many resources. Our only 

safeguard is Pilate - ironic isn’t it - a Gentile, a conqueror who controls the law, and 

Caiaphas hasn’t got the power to order the death sentence - not here in Jerusalem! 

Even Herod isn’t able to do it - in Galilee and Peraea - yes - he ordered the death of 

the Baptist - he was on his own territory - but in Jerusalem, he is as restricted as 



Caiaphas - neither of them can order a man’s death!”

Rebecca tried to steady her voice.

“The Master has said a number of times that he had to come to Jerusalem to die! He 

even said he was to be crucified!”

Joseph stared at her.

“Crucified! In the name of God, on what grounds!?”

Rebecca shook her head in dejection.

“Does that matter - people like Herod and Caiaphas always find grounds!”

Joseph left her and rode through the streets to the Antonia, with Saul and Eli for escort. 

He thought over the conversation, and it sickened him. If Jesus of Nazareth was a 

prophet - or even, if he dared to think of him as the Messiah - could he be wrong when it

came to the prophesy of his own death? 

The man had virtually surrendered himself to his fate. He had voluntarily walked into a 

trap, knowing that he would never walk out alive. The violent acclaim with which he had 

been received, was nothing but a sham, a cover for the real drama which was soon to 

take place. Caiaphas would succeed! They would be rid of the troublesome Galilean, 

and they could sit back in their comfort, and permit the intrigue and the corruption to con

tinue, secure in the knowledge that there would be no voice crying out to condemn 

them.

They had come to a halt, Saul and Eli were looking at him. The looming towers of the 

Antonia reared above them. They were a few paces from the gate. Joseph commanded 

harshly. 

“Ride forward, and tell the Captain of the Guard that Joseph of Arimathea requests an 

audience with the Procurator, on a matter of urgency!”

They were permitted to enter through the outer gate and to wait in an inner courtyard to 

be received. It was a large space, obviously used for drilling the legionaries. Joseph 

watched a squad of them wheeling back and forth, under the command of a bawling 



officer. They looked what they were, efficient, disciplined - ruthless. What hope would 

the Galilean have if he was to be handed over to them?

Tertillius emerged from one of the buildings, his normally dour composure had 

crumbled a little, no doubt due to the abrupt commission to escort the Prince of 

Arimathea to the Procurator. He inclined his head.

“My Lord Joseph, greetings. If you will please accompany me, the Procurator will see 

you immediately.

Joseph inclined his head in return - the sudden display of diplomatic manners was 

atypical of the Romans, their diplomacy was usually to be seen on the flat side of their 

swords - and sometimes, on the cutting edge. He followed Tertillius without a word, 

leaving Saul and Eli to watch the display of militancy being executed by the drilling 

soldiers. When he entered the long room favoured by Pilate, the Procurator was in the 

process of dictating a letter to his scribe. He turned immediately and waved the man 

away.

“My Lord Joseph, an unexpected pleasure - some wine, perhaps?”

“Procurator - I appreciate the interruption to your schedule.”

Pilate handed a goblet of wine to his guest.

“Sometimes an interruption is welcome! The Administrator’s burden is a tedium of 

reports and correspondence.”

All was sweetness and light, but Joseph was conscious of the underlying tension. 

Pilate continued.

“You mentioned a matter of urgency, Lord Joseph. Are you perhaps an emissary from 

the Sanhedrin?”

It was a sudden thrust - the man was notorious for it. Joseph didn’t allow himself to 

react.

“I’m sure the Lord Caiaphas would be certain of a sympathetic hearing from your 

Excellency - no matter what the subject - he would hardly have need to employ me as 



his intermediary. No - the matter is personal!”

Pilate eyed him steadily.

“I’m intrigued - personal you say. If it’s within my power, I shall certainly help you.”

Joseph toyed with the stem of his goblet, it was fine Etruscan glassware, no doubt the 

booty of some ancient war against a people who had virtually vanished from the face of 

the earth.

If it was within his power! What wasn’t within Pilate’s power, if he put his mind to it!?

“It concerns Lucian Gaius Quintus Publius - I understand he has been injured in a fight, 

and is very unwell.”

Pilate refilled his goblet and topped up Joseph’s.

“Lucian - our poor wounded Lucian! Apparently, he put up quite a fight against 

Barabbas - but if your mutual friend Marcellus hadn’t arrived, I doubt if he would have 

lived to tell the tale. Yes, he is very unwell - laying in our infirmary quite out of his mind - 

calling one name - or so I understand!”

Joseph eyed him bleakly.

“The name is Rebecca, or so I am given to understand.”

Pilate smiled.

“You have a spy in our infirmary! I shall have to reprimand the garrison commander 

over a breech of security!”

Joseph laughed politely. Pilate continued.

“Your sister, I presume. The young man appears to have a fixation for her. I can’t say I 

blame him, your sister is a very beautiful woman.”

“My sister would like your permission to visit him.”

Pilate lifted his eyes abruptly.

“I wasn’t aware that your sister was within reach - although, I suppose, with the arrival 

of the prophet in the city, his followers would be close by.”

Joseph trod carefully.



“Rebecca has returned to my house - she is no longer following the prophet.”

Pilate kept his eyes fixed on him and nodded slowly.

“Very wise of her - considering the unrest in the city. I can assure you, I’m watching the 

situation very carefully.”

The threat was implied, but very real.

“I suppose the Sanhedrin is also concerned with the activities of this agitator?”

The question was casual. Joseph was non-committal.

“The Sanhedrin is always concerned with religious agitators, they also keep a very 

close eye on the situation.”

Pilate laughed.

“I am told the Sanhedrin is in almost continuous session.”

“The Passover festival is a very auspicious and significant time for the priests of the 

Temple.”

Pilate smiled a little.

“I have made it my business to investigate the origins of your festival. I understand it 

commemorates the release of your people from slavery.”

Joseph corrected him.

“Not quite, your Excellency - it commemorates the escape of our people from death! 

The angel of death touched every household in the land of our oppressors - killing the 

firstborn of every house - excepting those who had listened to the warning of the One 

God through his chosen servant - The warning was that they should mark their house 

lintels with the blood of a lamb, and the Angel of Death would pass them by.”

There was a moment of silence.

“And did this happen - they escaped death?”

Joseph nodded.

“The blood of the lamb saved them from the visitation of the Angel of Death!”

Pilate suppressed a shudder, these truly were a barbaric people! He signaled to his 



scribe and dictated an order for the admittance of Rebecca.

He turned to Joseph.

“Of course, it would not be your intention to allow her into the Antonia unescorted?”

Joseph hesitated.

“She will be accompanied by her maid-servant - and will be escorted by Tachius!

Pilate eyed him reflectively.

“I’m surprised you trust an unknown, newly released Roman bondservant to escort 

your sister.”

Joseph’s response was short.

“He is Lucian’s confidant and friend - I can think of no one better suited.”

Pilate shrugged.

“As you wish.”

He completed the dictation and waited while the scribe carefully dusted the document 

with sand. Pilate then affixed his signature - the document was again sanded, and then 

handed to Joseph.

“There you are, my Lord Joseph - with this, you are permitted to enter the Antonia at 

any hour! Regard it as an expression of my trust in yourself and your sister.”

Joseph eyed him gravely.

“A trust which will not be abused, your Excellency.”

Pilate nodded - and they went through the formal graces of separation.

Joseph followed Tertillius back to his waiting escort. On the way, he unrolled the 

document - it not only granted entry to Rebecca and Naomi - it also gave him right of 

entry. Joseph rerolled the document impassively, but he tried to evaluate the 

concession. Pilate was a shrewd man, he did nothing without a purpose.

The Procurator was already calling his mental processes into question as soon as 

Joseph left. He could come to no conclusions as to why he had given free access to 

the Antonia to a Jew - even if he was highly respected and an elder of the nation. In 



fact, it ought to be an additional reason why he should not do so - but it was done, and 

Pilate was fatalist enough to await the outcome of his impetuous gesture with interest.

Some hours later, Joseph, Rebecca and Naomi returned to the gatehouse of the 

Antonia. Naomi maintaining a belligerent silence, having already expressed her views 

on the subject of virtuous Jewish women entering such a heathen establishment where 

they could be subjected to all manner of indignities from the undisciplined rabble the 

Romans called their army, who were notorious for their unbridled lust when it came to 

subjecting the women of a conquered race!

At least, that was the gist of her complaint to Rebecca, when it was announced that 

‘her lamb’ was to venture into the jaws of infamy. Rebecca had listened patiently, but 

had finally lost her temper and had told her that she would go alone if her garrulous 

nurse didn’t hold her tongue. Joseph had retreated in the face of the unleashed storm, 

and had only reappeared during the ensuing silence. A silence which had been 

maintained during the ride to the Antonia.

Tachius was waiting for them at the gatehouse. He was a civilian in the midst of the 

military trappings of the guard. His only weapon was a short sword attached to the belt 

at his waist, but he managed to give the impression that he would stand no nonsense 

from the younger men standing around him.

The captain of the guard read the order signed by Pilate and signaled Tachius to take 

charge. Naomi eyed him militantly, he returned her glare with one equal in ferocity, and 

turned to Joseph.

“You must know, Lord Joseph, that I doubt the wisdom of this arrangement. This is an 

army barracks and not the place for cultured ladies.”

Rebecca forestalled her brother’s response.

“I can assure you, Tachius, when I was in the camp of the Master, I experienced more - 

and saw more - than I am likely to meet here!”

Tachius eyed her cautiously, and then nodded.



“Very well, my lady - my sword shall talk to any man who tries to insult you.”

His tone changed.

“I’m glad you’re here - the lad doesn’t stop from calling for you.”

By this time, they were descending a level below the central parade ground, and 

following a long passage with open doorways to each side.

Tachius growled a complaint.

“I’ve never seen the sense of putting an infirmary in a damp hole in the ground! It 

happens time and time again in the garrison quarters. The Antonia is no exception.”

They entered a dank, dark room, with a long table set in the middle.

On the walls on each side was an armoury of saws, knives and forceps, and irons 

which could be heated to red heat to cauterise the stump of a severed limb. Rebecca 

turned away her eyes, it was a gruesome exhibition, dedicated to the brutal outcome of 

battle.

Tachius pointed.

“Lucian is in there.”

He indicated a low archway.

“I bullied Praxtus - the surgeon - to put him apart from the other wounded.”

Joseph exclaimed.

“I’m surprised there are any wounded.”

Tachius grunted.

“In the army there are always wounded - even when we’re at peace. The troopers get 

in scrapes in the taverns - or knifed by some cut-purse when they’re drunk. Sometimes 

the whores - begging your pardon, my lady - the street women, think they’ve been 

cheated and take their revenge - and then of course, there are always bandits - or 

Zealots - or some clumsy idiot who cuts off his own finger when he’s sharpening his 

sword!”

They bowed their heads to enter a darkened room. It took a moment to adjust to the 



lack of light. Rebecca could make out a trestle and a form on it. By the side of the trestle

 a figure sat, his arm suspended in a sling. He rose to his feet at their entrance. 

Tachius made the introductions 

“My Lord Joseph, my Lady Rebecca - this is Demas of Miletus.”

Joseph inclined his head.

“I know you by reputation, Demas.”

“As do I know of you, my Lord Joseph.”

Demas turned to Rebecca and surveyed her calmly. She returned his appraisal with 

equal frankness, taking note of the wounded arm and his generally exhausted 

appearance.

“I am pleased you are here my lady Rebecca. I am no physician, but I venture to say 

that my Patron will not recover without you.”

Rebecca inclined her head and approached the bed. Demas added hastily.

“I warn you, my lady, he is not a pretty sight - and his wound stinks!”

Rebecca answered softly.

“I’ve seen stinking wounds - and washed them - and I’ve helped lepers to come to the 

feet of the Master.”

Naomi broke her silence with a low wail of outrage.

“You’ve touched lepers! O my lady!”

Rebecca focused on Lucian. He seemed hardly breathing - Demas was right, his wound

did stink!

“How long is it since he had his bandage changed?”

“This morning, my lady - the wound is rotten!”

Rebecca moved closer - Lucian smelt rancid!

“How long since he was washed?”

There was a short pause, then Tachius rumbled.

“Some days.”



“Bring me water.”

Naomi erupted into outraged protest.

“My lady!”

Rebecca turned on her sharply.

“Unless you hold your tongue - I’ll send you home!”

Naomi subsided into quivering resentment. They brought Rebecca a bowl of water, she 

eyed it with disfavour.

“He should be washed completely - and that stinking rag taken off!”

Joseph intervened.

“That isn’t for you to do, Rebecca! Let Tachius and Naomi do it!”

Before she could answer, Lucian stared to twist and turn as if he was

fighting an enemy. It was then that she saw that he was tied to the trestle.

Tachius saw her horrified question.

“It’s to prevent him from tearing open the wound.”

Lucian stared ranting, and the only coherent word was her name.

“Rebecca! - Rebecca!”

Demas took her arm.

“Perhaps we could step outside and allow them to wash him, my lady.”

She allowed herself to be propelled under the low door and into the surgeon’s room.

“Where is the physician?”

“He has other duties, my lady - A garrison at peace has no need for a full time surgeon.”

“So, you and Lucian are left to fend for yourselves?”

Demas inclined his head.

“It isn’t an unusual situation, my lady.”

Rebecca stood upright.

“I want him moved - to Joseph’s house - immediately! You can both have proper 

attention there!”



Demas demurred.

“Perhaps, the Procurator would not permit it.”

Rebecca drew herself even more upright.

“Not permit it! Not permit two civilians to accept the hospitality of a Prince of Judaea!?”

Demas bowed slightly.

“I merely suggest the possibility, my lady.”

“We shall see what Pilate has to say - when I’ve attended to Lucian!”

Demas eyed her with quiet speculation. Lucian had selected for himself a firebrand - it 

was easy to see why he would be attracted to her.

However, firebrands could prove difficult to handle in the closed society of Rome - 

especially a Jewish firebrand!

Rebecca waited impatiently for the steady flow of water carriers to pass back and forth 

to Lucian’s room, and for the summons to re-enter.

Lucian was laying quietly, when she resumed her place at the bedside. He was still 

murmuring incoherently. She sniffed delicately, the stench was gone, but the fresh 

bandages on the wound were already darkening with new discharge.

She stared down at him, hardly aware that the others had left her alone with him. His 

face was dark with a beard of several days, and his hair was still damp from where 

they had washed him. Tentatively, she reached out and touched his hair. It was almost 

the first physical contact they had - excepting for the time when he had seized her and 

kissed her after declaring his love. She flushed crimson at the memory.

There were dark circles around his eyes. Under the hairline, there were abrasions and 

bruises, where he had caught a glancing blow from a sword which had been intended to

brain him - but it was the shoulder wound which was the worry.

The thought came uninvited - if only the Master could come to him and touch him, all 

would be well! It was an impossibility, the Master couldn’t enter the Antonia - nor could 

she even suggest that he should do so!



Without realising, she was stroking his hair. The movement seemed to bring him out of 

his torpor. Once again, his voice rasped her name, over and over again. She leaned 

over him and kissed his forehead and whispered in return.

“Lucian - I’m here - Rebecca is here. I’m with you - and I’ll stay with you.”

Just for a moment, his eyes opened and stared into her face, so close to his. There 

was an instant of recognition, before his eyes closed again. She sat upright and fought 

back the tears. Now, he was sleeping quietly. She felt a hand on her shoulder and 

turned to see Joseph looking down at her. She leaned against him and suddenly felt 

exhausted.

“I want him taken from this place, Joseph - and Demas and Tachius too - then we can 

make him well.”


