
5.

In Caesarea, Joseph endured another of the periodical visits from Bezar the 
Babylonian. It wasn't that he actively disliked the colourful and ebullient trader - he was 
after all a business partner in whom had been placed a great deal of trust. Joseph had 
acted upon Lucian's insistence that their assets should be placed beyond the jurisdiction
of Roman law, with some misgivings. Joseph was a cautious man, particularly when it 
came to his security and position. Bezar appeared quite honest, but it was surely a 
great temptation to be placed within his grasp. The endurance of Bezar's visit, was a 
medley of emotions. Joseph felt as if he had suffered a bereavement with the departure 
of his sister. He was a closed-off and private man, shunning the usual social activities 
of a man of his position and wealth - Bezar, however, was a blustering, gregarious 
character who loved to talk and tell fabulous stories which could never be believed. He 
seized every opportunity to extol the virtues of Babylon and the opportunities for 
expansion out unto the borders of what Alexander the Great had thought to be the 
edge of the world. They lived in more enlightened times, but surely there had to be a 
limit to the ends of the earth - even the Master had told his disciples that they should 
testify of him unto the end of the earth - so surely such a demarcation existed. Joseph 
was careful not to offer the point for discussion - especially with Bezar!
The Babylonian had more on his mind that business it seemed. When the subject of 

trade had been exhausted, his tone changed.

"Lord Joseph, when do you think one of the Twelve will come to Babylon?"

Joseph tried to parry the thrust.

"Who can tell how they will be led by the Spirit?"

Bezar grunted.

"An answer to avoid the question! I have a reason for asking - and it isn't only to blow 

my favourite trumpet - Babylon the Great! I get the impression no one realises how 

many Jews there are in Babylon - I might even stick out my neck and suggest more 

there than there are in the whole of Israel! They aren't only the ones who didn't return 

after the Exile - and we know there were many who chose to stay. There are many 

newcomers, especially those who couldn't stand the thought of living under Herod the 

Great and his cut-throat successors! There are others who couldn't endure living under 

the Romans. There are traders like myself who come and go. More recently, there are 

some who bring the message of the Master - but it isn't quite His message - they put 

their own slant on things - "



Joseph interjected sharply.

"Such as!?"

"Such as insisting that anyone who wants to follow the Master has first to become a Jew

by circumcision - and then they can qualify to be baptised!"

Joseph responded forcibly.

"That's complete rubbish!"

Bezar nodded.

"You know that and I know that - but the would-be followers in Babylon don't! I might tell

you there are some who've turned away! It's time for the Twelve to take an interest! 

Babylon isn't the only centre with a crowd of Jews - take Antioch - over forty thousand 

and from my own observation quite a few follow some version of what the Master 

taught - but it varies from one group to another, depending on who's taught them. 

Multiply that by every other community of Jews, scattered across the Roman provinces, 

or in Arabia - in Cyrene, or Greece, or even Italia, and you can see that the Twelve had 

better start broadening their interests!"

There was no staying the vehement flood, other than by Joseph promising that he 

would find Simon Peter and talk to him. The situation sounded critical. Bezar departed 

on the following day, heading first north to Tyre and Sidon. He extracted another 

promise that Joseph would treat the matter as one of urgency. It hadn't been Joseph's 

intention to travel to Jerusalem for Passover. It was altogether too painful a time, when 

the memories of another festival once again stirred up the tension and despair he had 

enduring on that occasion.

He knew that Jesus had risen from the tomb into which he had placed him with his own

hands, but the memory of taking down the lifeless, limp body of the Master, with its 

hideous wounds to hands and feet - not to mention the great gash in his side and the 

criss-cross of lacerations around the trunk - still haunted him. He knew that Nicodemus 

had been similarly effected, although he had seen little of the old scholar since that 



occasion. Jerusalem was not a place he wanted to visit, but if he was to talk to Peter on 

the subject raised by Bezar, it was the most likely place to find the Pillar of the 

Apostolos, as the Greek had taken to calling him. If he wasn't present in Jerusalem, 

there would certainly be some who could tell where he could be found.

Joseph made preparations to make the journey to the centre of Judaism. The roads 

were sure to be crowded. One bright spot in the gloomy prospect was that Pontius 

Pilate was no longer a factor. No doubt his successor would feel an obligation to watch 

over the tumult, with his Legions at the ready to put down trouble, but Joseph hadn't 

been bothered by him, and he had no intention of seeking him out. From all accounts 

he was no more than an administrator with no imagination or pretensions of grandeur. 

That left Herod Antipas - he was almost certain to be present. Joseph had had no 

contact with him for some years - and preferred to keep it that way. Caiaphas had gone 

into retirement, and from all accounts, into a decline mentally. The profaning of the Holy 

of Holies on the day of Jesus' crucifixion had apparently affected him deeply. The 

curtain had been ripped from ceiling to floor - and it was as if a spiritual curtain had 

been ripped in Caiaphas, exposing him to every spirit.

Joseph decided to keep the lowest possible profile. He wouldn't take the direct route, 

instead he would visit his long neglected palace in Arimathea, spending a few days to 

regulate his affairs where necessary. The absence of Rebecca was like a thorn in his 

foot - there was such an emptiness in his life - and going to Arimathea would only add to

his sense of loss.

Some intuitive sense told him that all was not well with Rebecca. He had tried to 

suppress the feeling when he had left Rome. She had insisted that everything was fine -

 but Joseph wasn't so easily fooled. Now, with the news that Tiberius was dead - and 

that Caligula had assumed the purple - and the sure knowledge that Lucian was too 

intimately involved with both of the Caesar's, Joseph's sense of unease grew by the 

day.



The visit to Arimathea was a pathetic shadow of what it had been on previous occasions

 He had almost expected Nathan to greet him at the door, as had been the case for so 

many years - but the old priest had elected to leave his service - because of the Master.

 He had been the first casualty resulting from Joseph's new faith. From time to time, 

Joseph had had news of him. He was living quietly with an austere group of like-

minded scholars on one of the more desolate shores of Galilee's Sea. It was ironic that 

in seeking to avoid contact with the Master, he had gone to the very place where the 

Master had been most active. Saul and Eli travelled with Joseph - that at least was 

normality, but even their presence reminded him that they had been the guardians of 

Rebecca and that now she had no further need of them.

After a few days in Arimathea, the journey to Jerusalem couldn't be avoided if he was to

arrive in time for the Passover. The noise, smells and the sheer press of the crowd, 

greeted him like a physical blow that he felt powerless to avoid. He travelled with a 

small caravan of household servants, who would activate the shell of the town-house 

so that it had some semblance of life. The last time he had spent any time there was 

before and during the last days of the Master. In that time, he had recovered Rebecca 

from her refuge with Mary of Cyrene and the other women who had followed Jesus, or 

who had been his supporters. Now, it seemed, they were scattered to the four winds, 

only Mary of Cyrene remained together with Joanna, Chuza's wife, who was caring for 

her old friend. Mary was seriously ill - and there was no Master to lay his hands on her 

for healing. He corrected himself, there were the Twelve, surely they could help - 

perhaps they had tried, but the grace of healing hadn't been provided.

He had allowed Jonah to come with him, he could sense his excitement. His reaction to 

Jerusalem was totally different, he was eager to find old friends - men and women with 

whom he had roamed the countryside, following the Master. Joseph secretly envied 

him - if only he had had the courage to do the same - to sell all he had and give it to the 

poor - but that degree of faith still eluded him!



Jonah was eager to rekindle his friendship with Jonah Marcus, the son of Mary of 

Cyrene, but Joseph restrained his eagerness. There would be time enough to pay his 

respects at the house of sickness, for if there was any place in Jerusalem where he 

would be likely to find Simon Peter - or word of him - it would be at the house where 

they had sheltered during the difficult last days of Jesus' ministry.

Another place was a possibility - the warehouse that Barnabas had placed at the 

disposal of the Twelve and Jesus' disciples. Joseph wasn't sure of his ground, wasn't 

sure of the strictures the Temple authorities - or the Romans - were placing on the 

embryonic movement. Joseph gloomily berated himself, if he was a courageous man, 

he would had ridden straight there, regardless of who might be watching and reporting - 

but he was not a courageous man. Something had happened to him since he had been 

moved to brave Pontius Pilate and the wrath of Caiaphas, to request the body of the 

crucified Jesus.

They went directly to the town house - anything to get away from the jostling eddy of 

people on the narrow streets around the Temple Mount, Once within the quiet and 

coolness of the silent house, he closed his eyes momentarily and leaned against one of 

the stone walls. They were solid, substantial - and he felt blown and tossed by every 

wind of emotion which now surged into his soul at the memory of what had happened 

within and adjacent to the city only four years previously. He told the eager Jonah firmly.

"Today, we unpack, we relax, we grow accustomed to the house and the city. Tomorrow

 we shall visit your young friend and his mother - and possibly, the warehouse of 

Barnabas - but NOT today!"

There was a tone of command which Jonah couldn't dispute, reluctantly he nodded and 

complied.

Joseph sent Saul and Eli to scout out the city. They were astute men and would soon 

know if anyone was paying them particular interest. It was almost certain that their 

report would be positive, for very little happened in and around Jerusalem that wasn't 



reported to the Temple, or Herod - or the Roman administration. Joseph of Arimathea 

was well known and his movements would be of interest to someone.

On the following morning, true to his promise, Joseph took Jonah, Saul and Eli to the 

house of Mary of Cyrene. The maidservant with a melancholy face opened the door to 

them and stared at them without recognition. Only when Jonah stepped forward and 

called her by name did she show a flicker of animation. So much animation in fact, that 

she started to sob.

"Oh! Master Jonah! What a sad day - my poor mistress - she's at death's door!"

Joseph would have withdrawn, but Jonah pre-emptied the intention by pushing past 

Rhoda and entering the house. The maid stood back helplessly as the visitors followed 

him. Joseph hissed angrily.

"Jonah! This is no place for us and our questions - we'll come back at another time!"

Jonah turned back.

"Marcus will need me, Lord Joseph - if his mother is dying!"

Joseph eyed him speculatively - even in the few months he had given him shelter, he 

had grown - not only physically - but in maturity.

"Very well - we'll stay for a while - but I insist, not for long!"

Rhoda gathered her wits and led them into the familiar reception room where Joseph 

had interviewed Rebecca four years earlier. She made to leave, Joseph stopped her.

"Have none of the Twelve come to your mistress?"

She shook her head mutely. He persisted.

"Has anyone thought to ask them to come?"

The answer was obvious from her expression.

"What about your young master, didn't he think to send for someone?"

"He's been with her night and day, my lord."

Joseph turned to Eli.

"Take her to the warehouse and let them know - do it now!"



Rhoda wasn't given an option, she glanced fearfully at the rugged Eli, but trooped after

him obediently.

Joseph turned to Jonah and sighed in exasperation.

"Even those so close to the Master and his followers forget to cry for help when they 

most need it!"

"May I find Marcus, Lord Joseph?"

"You know the house - but be discrete - understand?"

Jonah nodded and almost ran from the room.

There was some delay during which Joseph stared out into a small, overgrown garden. 

Rebecca had often described it as an oasis in the middle of the dry, dusty city - and a 

credit to Mary - its condition tended to confirm her frailty.

Jonah returned with Marcus. Mary's son looked exhausted and his eyes were red with 

weeping. Joseph took him by the shoulders in a futile gesture to try to infuse some of 

his own strength. He asked gently.

"Is she so very ill, Marcus?"

The young man nodded mutely.

"Very ill, Lord Joseph - We - that is - I don't think she'll last another night!"

Joseph responded abruptly.

"I've sent Rhoda and one of my men to find one of the Twelve - at the warehouse! They

should have been told, Marcus!"

"Mother didn't want them troubled - these are difficult times for the disciples in 

Jerusalem. The priests persecute us - and they'd like to get their hands on Simon and 

the others. She didn't want them brought into danger in our house - we're watched all 

the time."

"If I know Simon Peter - or any of the Twelve, they won't hesitate to come. I guarantee

this - if there's any trouble, Joseph of Arimathea will have more than a little to say - 

whether it's to the Romans, Herod, or the priests!"



A woman's voice said:

"We have a champion, Marcus!"

They turned, Joanna had entered the room quietly - she looked even more exhausted 

than Marcus - he asked quickly.

"Mother!?"

"She's sleeping - nothing else!"

Joseph took her hands. The last time he had seen her was only a few months earlier, 

when Rebecca had been so ill after the birth of little Judith. She had lost a great deal of 

weight.

"Our poor Mary, Lord Joseph - I think not even Simon or one of the others can help her -

our poor darling has a growth within her which eats her away. The physicians turn 

aside from her and leave a useless potion. And we who love her, watch her slowly grow 

weaker and we try our useless best to comfort her pain."

Within the hour, Eli and Rhoda returned - they brought with them a young man whom

Joseph didn't recognise. Joanna exclaimed.

"It's James, the brother of Matthew - you will remember the other Mary - the one who 

laughed so much - she had three husbands - the last was Clopas - this is her son -  she 

is the cousin of Mary of Nazareth, the mother of Jesus!"

Joseph absorbed the pedigree, while he felt himself growing pale. The physical likeness

between this man and Jesus, was almost uncanny. Rhoda led the newcomer to the 

room and then fled to the kitchen. James greeted Joseph who stared into eyes as 

penetrating as the Master, he felt his knees turn to water. He stammered a response to 

the greeting. James turned to Marcus and Joanna and took their shoulders.

"Take me to her."

They complied, leaving Joseph to regain his composure. He glanced at Saul and Eli, 

almost ashamed, until he saw they were as much affected as himself. Saul whispered.

"The likeness is uncanny!It's said that the accursed Judas made the pact to kiss the 



Master in betrayal, so that there was no confusion in the darkness - thinking that James 

might be taken instead of Jesus!"

Joseph forced an answer.

"I give him all the more credit for coming openly to this house. The story has never died 

away that Jesus walks the streets and the fields - surely one who looks so much like 

him places himself in the greatest danger by coming here."

It was some time before Rhoda was sent from the sick room with the request that they 

should come to the bedside of their hostess. Joseph quickly took in the scene as they 

entered the room. To one side of the bed was James, standing tall and quiet, looking 

down at the sick woman with an expression of intense spiritual love - there was no 

other way of describing it.

To the other side, Joanna crouched stroking the hair of her dying friend. At the foot,  

Marcus and Jonah stood side by side. Mary's voice was surprisingly strong when she 

greeted Joseph.

"My Lord Joseph, how happy I am to see you - but how unhappy that I can't offer you 

the hospitality you deserve!"

Joseph responded swiftly.

"I'm both happy and unhappy to see you, sister Mary. Happy that I have the opportunity 

- and unhappy that you are so unwell."

He turned to James.

"Is there nothing that can be done!?"

James didn't take his eyes from the sufferer.

"Of myself I can do nothing - we must wait upon the grace of our God."

Marcus blurted out almost angrily.

"The Master gave the Twelve the power to loosen and to bind - nothing would be 

refused if it is asked in his name!"

James answered softly.



"The power is still in the hands of the Master - and we all - even the Twelve - surrender 

to his will."

Mary interjected sharply, almost back to her authoritative self.

"If I could rise from this bed, young man, I'd box your ears! How do you dare to talk to 

James in that fashion."

James quietened her.

"Hush, my dear sister, keep your peace - Marcus touches on weighty matters of our 

teaching."

Mary responded with slightly less heat.

"He should read again the words of the Preacher: There's a time to live - and a time to 

die!"

James smiled again.

"Perhaps he will - once again."

Joseph could see that the boy was almost crumbling. He stepped forward to flank him 

on the other side.

"If there's anything in my power to help you, sister Mary - ask it."

She contemplated him, the outburst of emotion had weakened her. Her eyes were 

sunken deep in the grey pallor of her cheeks, but still glowing and sharp as they had 

always been.

"One thing I ask, Lord Joseph - that you will care for Marcus until my cousin Barnabas 

returns from Cyprus. As for this house, he will see to its disposal."

"Gladly, sister Mary."

She looked at the trembling maidservant.

"As for you, Rhoda - my dear, foolish Rhoda, who was so much a part of the coming 

and going of the Twelve to this house, and who so bravely opened the gate when the 

centurions came. I want you to go to the brethren and place yourself in their care. 

James, the Master's brother, will take care of it - isn't that so, James?"



"I'll ensure it will be so, Mary."

She closed her eyes momentarily, and then opened them again.

"Give my deepest love to my dear sisters in toil at the Master's side - to your mother, 

James, who always found humour even when the dangers were very real - to dear 

Salome, the mother of James and John and grandmother to Thaddaeus - above all to 

Mary, the Master's sweet mother. Truly, it was said that she was blessed among all 

woman to have carried the divine life within her, through ridicule and shame, and then to

bring him forth in David's own city. We shared the anguish of the cross with her - and 

she gave us strength - not the other way about."

She turned to Joseph.

"My Lord, tell Rebecca I loved her as if she was my own child - may she have the 

happiness that was denied to me in similar circumstances. It isn't easy to be a Jew 

married to a Roman - even one as influential as Lucian."

"I will tell her of your love and wishes - and I know she valued you as you valued her."

Mary smiled and looked up at James.

"James has taken away my pain for a while - that much grace the Master has allowed - 

but I know my time is fast coming."

She turned to her son and her face softened.

"Marcus, you grow to look so much like your father - whom I truly loved, and to whom I

now go! Show you are a man! We all must die - but we who are the followers of Jesus 

of Nazareth go to a place he has prepared for us, there to await those who will come 

there in the course of time - one day, my son, we shall meet again in that wonderful 

place!"

The tears were streaming down Marcus' face unchecked. His mother asserted herself.

"Wipe your eyes and your nose, it's unsightly!"

Marcus complied obediently.

The woman on the bed seemed to sink deeper into the mattress, to visibly shrink before



their eyes. The fire and the light ebbed away from her eyes. Joseph pushed Marcus 

forward.

"Kiss your mother farewell, my boy."

He led him to the head of the bed and stood back. Marcus kissed his mother's brow and

she found strength to place her arms around his shoulders. Joseph gripped his arm as 

he turned away blinded with tears. They retreated to the foot of the bed once more. 

Quite suddenly, Mary raised her head a little from the pillow, her face suddenly 

animated with an intense joy.

She looked in the direction of James and cried out.

"How alike the two of you are! See, James, he stands at your side!"

She fell back and Joanna closed her eyes.

…..

Tachius clenched his jaw and listened grim-faced to the sounds of battle. It had been 

the same issue every day since his return. Sometimes it was several times a day. In 

between there was a bristling silence, like those which preceded most battles in which 

he had been involved. The problem was, this time he was not involved - except 

indirectly. This time he had to sit and listen, gritting his teeth, while the one he loved 

most - like a son - butted his head against the implacable will of the woman he had 

taken to be his wife. All the misgivings about the match, to which Tachius had freely 

given voice, now returned with full force. The girl simply didn't understand Roman 

ways! She was a Jew! How could she be expected to fit into Roman society or to 

understand the nuances demanded of those who were the leading citizens of Rome? 

Lucian was now a leading citizen - didn't she understand that? Couldn't she get it into 

her head that he had obligations that he would flout at his very real peril - and hers 

too!? One didn't refuse Caesar - and expect to live for very long thereafter!

This was the crux of the problem - and the subject of the interminable arguments. 



Caesar had made a suggestion to Lucian - which simply meant that he had made a 

command. Lucian could refuse, but he would place himself and his entire house and 

fortune in immediate jeopardy if he did so. The girl simply would not accept it. She 

might be a Judaean princess, but she could argue like a fish-wife if it came to it - albeit, 

without the colourful language. There was an abrupt end to the latest tirade. Tachius 

kept himself quietly concealed until Lucian had stormed past, red-faced and furious, in 

the direction of his office. Tachius had no doubt that the scribes and secretaries would 

be in for a torrid time. He debated whether he should go to Rebecca himself and try to 

force some sense into her stubborn head, but for once, he retreated in the face of the 

enemy. It wouldn't be well received - he was not her most favourite person and sensed 

that he was only tolerated as part of the household, for Lucian's sake. It was equally 

futile to visit Lucian in his present state of mind. Tachius glowered at the beautiful 

spring growth beyond his window and pronounced himself out-manoeuvred.

The start of the Legatus Imperium Honarius' visit to the borders of Germania Superior 

was no more than two days distant. For once, Caligula had appeared to pay lip-service 

to the Senate, compromising on their request that he should mount a campaign against 

the troublesome German tribes, by graciously declining to leave Rome at that time, but 

by creating an Legatus Imperium with extraordinary powers. It WAS only lip-service - 

and it was generally recognised through the higher echelons of the imperial court.

The Legatus Imperium would make his way north with an appropriate military escort and

inspect the Legions on the frontier. On the way north, his small force would be 

reinforced by other troops stationed in northern Italia - it was not intended that there 

should be military contact with the enemy in the dark forests beyond the Danuvius, 

where Rome had already established a tenuous foothold. The whole exercise was to 

be a demonstration of the new Caesar's regard for his legions and people and would be 

of indeterminate duration. In all likelihood it would be many months before the Legatus 

Imperium would return to Rome having accomplished all that his Imperator had 



expected of him.

The battle raging in Lucian's household was really a pre-battle to the main campaign to 

be waged by Honarius. Caesar had taken his new friend by the arm and had invited 

him to accompany the force into Rhaetia and beyond. Caesar had pointed out that 

Lucian had told him that he had plans to expand his business interests in the west - 

what better opportunity could be offered than that he was under the protection of the 

Legions. There was another reason too - Lucian was Caesar's trusted friend and could 

be expected to watch over Caesar's interests.

This, at least, was the gist of the argument presented by Lucian to his reluctant wife. 

Caesar had made the request in a most friendly and warm way that Lucian's presence 

would be most appreciated - Lucian pointed out to Rebecca that he could hardly refuse 

such a kind offer, and that it would be for no more than a month or two at the most. 

Rebecca had immediately pointed out that she needed her husband at her side - she 

was still weak from the birth of Judith. She needed his strength and support in the 

uncertain world into which she had been introduced. She didn't understand Rome or its 

society. She wouldn't yield herself to the whirlpool of social intrigue into which some of 

the Roman matrons had tried to envelope her. The matrons had come and gone, and 

for the most part Rebecca found herself isolated with the two children. Lucian was her 

only lifeline and now he wanted to cut free to do the bidding of a man she instinctively 

knew to be no friend, but rather one who was manipulating Lucian for some unknown 

advantage.

Lucian was either too stubborn or thick-headed to accept her arguments, Tachius 

couldn't decide which. He found himself feeling sorry for her - but that was no excuse for

her wall of resistance! She might object, state her case - but then she had to have 

sense enough to see that she had to yield to the inevitable!

The remainder of the day passed in a brooding quietness, even the servants were tip-

toeing around as if they were scared of earning a beating for clumsiness. Within his 



office, Lucian worked grimly. At least here he felt secure from the steady reproach of 

his wife, her injured silence, and the occasional resumption of hostilities. He even felt 

cut off from his own children, Rebecca kept them out of his way, or drew them close to 

her when he appeared, as if to shelter them from a brute of a man who didn't care for 

them. When he complained, he was told that he would need to get used to the idea of 

separation - that is, if he still intended to leave wife and children to go into the danger of 

a hostile borderland at the whim of a man who cared very little for him or his family!

The intimacies of marriage were denied to him. The marital bed was now a cold place, 

where he might just as well had been laying beside a cold marble statue rather than the 

 warm and loving wife he had once known.

Lucian desperately thought of ways and means of breaking the impasse, but short of 

refusing Gaius Caesar to his face and telling him that his wife needed him at her side, 

he could think of no other option than to ride out with the Legatus Imperium, close to 

the head of the column. He could imagine the reaction if he did refuse. Caligula could 

sometimes be bitingly cruel - this he had witnessed on more than one occasion when he

had been at the court. Caligula would smile graciously, incline his head, and then, 

perhaps minutes or hours later, would raise the subject in mockery before the 

assembled courtiers, who could be expected to join in the general, malicious humour at 

the victim's expense. The hidden consequences would be disastrous for his social 

standing - and for his business affairs. No one could deny Caesar and expect to 

prosper. Rebecca refused to understand this!

On the morning of the day of departure from Rome, Lucian confronted his wife. She 

stood with her children - Judith on her arm, and little Gaius holding her other hand. 

Rebecca mounted the last attack.

"I see you still intend to leave us!"

"I have my duty as a Roman citizen."

"Pompous!"



Lucian sucked in his breath - he wouldn't allow her to make him lose his temper.

"If that's the way you see it, Rebecca. I'm truly sorry that we can't part in peace - I'm 

sure the Master would have wished it that way!"

For a moment her eyes wavered.

"How many gods, I wonder, will you be expected to bow down before! How many times

will your precious Honarius invoke Mars and expect you to stand with him!"

He didn't answer. He wanted to hold her, but both hands were occupied with the 

children - deliberately so, perhaps. He bent down and hugged his son and was 

smothered in kisses. He stood up again and kissed his beautiful little daughter. He 

looked into Rebecca's eyes and saw only unhappiness. He kissed her on the lips, but 

there was no response.

"I've asked Tachius to stay here."

"Not on my account, I hope!?"

"Tachius agrees that he's getting a little old for campaigning."

"So, you go alone!"

He forced a smile.

"If you call going alone - with a sizeable escort - and numerous officials - and Marius

Agrippa - did I tell you he's going too?"

"To learn the art of war to overthrow Herod Antipas, no doubt!"

She was unyielding! He nodded and turned. She followed him out to the gate, as would 

any Roman matron seeing her man off to war. He had found a sturdy horse for Balthus, 

who sat quietly without his usual broad grin. He knew well enough the turmoil his master

had endured during the previous days - and he could see that the situation hadn't 

improved.

Lucian turned to Tachius.

"Take care of things, old friend."

The old soldier nodded and rasped gruffly.



"Wish I was going with you to keep you out of trouble!"

"I won't be looking for any."

"Let's hope it doesn't look for you!"

They clasped arms in salutation. Lucian looked into his wife's eyes and thought he saw 

a glimmer of tears. He would have preferred to part in love, but she was unrelenting.

He turned the horse, and followed by Balthus and his baggage, took the road which led 

to the marshalling point.


