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Voyage to Judea 
 
 
 

hen I finally arrived at Head-Quarters in this ancient 
country, it wasn’t long before I overheard talk about a 
young teacher. He had obviously made quite an impression 

on them. Roman soldiers are a cocky lot and don’t have much 
respect for any of the peoples they have conquered, the Gauls in the 
north, the Hispanics in the south and now the Semitic nation of the 
Levant at the eastern end of Mare Nostrum. 

‘A Jew, for Jupiter’s sake! What have those people ever done for 
the world?’ 

‘They’re experts at causing trouble, that’s for sure. A few soft-
heads in the next hut say this one’s different. He loves peace and 
love. We can’t have that! It would put us out of a job.’  

‘Very likely, Quintus! Jews, they’re a tricky lot we all know that. 
How many times have we heard of them being booted out of Mother 
Rome?’ 

‘And think on this. We got no men stationed in Galilee but if 
Antipas, their so-called king, has a spot of bother with any of the 
wildies who live on their borders, who gets sent in fast to help him 
out?’  

‘I heard there’s some kind of treaty and this was our part of the 
deal.’ 

‘Not a good idea in my eyes but a good officer always knows 
how to keep his nose out of politics.’ 

Soldier talk! Never a wise plan to pay too much attention when 
they are sounding off in their cups but I’m getting ahead of myself. 
I am Gaius Marcus. I was born in Mediolanum. By the time I put on 
my first toga with the purple border, our family had moved to the 
greatest city in the world. Our father, Marius, had been summoned 
by the Emperor himself to instruct some of the brightest young men 
in Rome, all the sons of wealthy senators. He was loved and 
respected for his brilliance and for his gift in teaching the art of 
public speaking. He knew as much as anybody about his subject. My 
older brother, Secundus, said it was his method of teaching that 
made the difference. It was so simple.  

W 
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‘He doesn’t actually give out much information like normal 
teachers. He asks questions and then more questions, gently drawing 
out the knowledge which lies dormant in your mind waiting to be 
led out into the daylight of your consciousness.’ This is how 
Secundus described it to me.  

I only half understood what he was talking about. With our 
father’s teaching behind him, he had become one of the most sought-
after lawyers in the country. Most of Marius’ students had successful 
careers in the public services in the provinces or in businesses at 
home. My older brother and I didn’t always get on. 

‘Marcus, why do you spend so much time reading and writing? 
Knowing huge chunks of the poems of Homer by heart and those 
clever speeches of smart-arse Greeks won’t bring you fame and 
honour.’ 

‘Don’t leave out the money you earn!’ 
‘Earn, that’s a key word.’ Secundus was just getting started on 

me. ‘Those pretty ladies you fancy at the parties you enjoy so much 
won’t look at poor suitors however handsome they are. The Roman 
Adonis, isn’t that what they call you?’ 

‘I’ve been thinking of a career in army.’  
‘Bad thinking, brother. The military will have a bright specimen 

like you out in the Provinces in no time.’ 
‘That’s the idea.’ 
‘Sweat your bollocks of in deepest Egypt or freeze them in 

Helvetia or northern Gaul to prove what a macho maniac you are! 
Does father know?’ 

‘I’ve mentioned the possibility…’ 
‘And?’ 
‘It will no doubt surprise you but he’s not against it. Father said, 

‘Burn some of that energy chasing barbarians across the desert for a 
couple of years, then settle down and let me hone that fine mind of 
yours until it’s ready to help you … do whatever you choose.’’ 

 
 

 
 

 
I must say that I loved my daily round of pleasures in the city. I was 
out as dawn broke, riding my grey beauty, Andromeda, along 
country tracks, home for a clean-up and breakfast and then, my 
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favourite morning habit, spending time in one of the city-centre’s 
reading studios, places for idlers and serious lovers of the culture of 
mighty Rome.  

It was at one of these readings that I had my first thoughts of 
serving in one of our armies that had done so much to take our 
civilisation to all parts of the world. I was sitting next to an older 
foreign looking gent who was making his stilus work hard as he 
scribbled on the fresh red wax of his extra-large tablet. I noticed that 
the lines he was writing were familiar. 

‘Sir, if I’m not mistaken you are composing lines from one the of 
the great Virgil’s Eclogues.’ 

‘Friend, you are not mistaken. They are lines from the fourth 
poem of that work. I first read them when I was travelling across 
Greece. I met another of my faith, a scholar by the name of Eleazar.’ 

‘My faith?’ 
‘I am a Hebrew scholar. I live the holy city of Jerusalem.’ 
‘A Jew?’ 
‘That is another name for us that is used commonly in this city.’ 
‘The Emperor is not fond of you Jewish troublemakers.’  
‘I know these things. It is sad that your leader does not seem to 

understand that we, too, have a great history, even older than yours. 
But, for now, let us set these differences aside. Let me explain why 
I became so excited when Eleazar revealed to me the teaching he 
had discovered in these inspired lines.’ 

‘You are still talking about our Virgil?’ 
‘Yes I am. You will remember that in this work he writes about 

the future and the coming of a child soon to be born, the son of God. 
He will grow to be a king who will bring peace and harmony to a 
troubled world. Shalom.’ 

‘Yes, yes, I remember. He never explained what he meant. So, 
we get some saying that he will be the child of a person close to the 
Emperor and others saying that the story was born out of the brilliant 
imagination of a genius, perhaps to tease us.’ 

‘But listen. My fellow child of Israel understands your poet in a 
different way. He believes that Virgil is a prophet to the Gentiles, 
bringing amazing news.’ 

‘And then we’ll all be children of Israel? Be careful you don’t 
say things like that around this room. You may not ever see 
Jerusalem again.’ 

‘You are mocking me, Sir!’ 
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‘I am Gaius Marcus, a loyal subject of our Emperor. I can see 
that you are an honest man with a good heart. Joseph, do not put 
yourself in unnecessary danger.’ 

‘There is a young teacher, Jeshua, already setting the hearts of 
many people in Judea and Galilee on fire with his message. There 
have been miracles. If he is the promised Messiah and sent by God, 
then all the world must be told.’  

‘Enough, Joseph! I suggest you return home at once before this 
young man does more damage and brings the wrath of Rome down 
on your Israel. Think on this: can you believe that a single teacher 
who has never travelled out of your tiny country and is living in a 
conquered land could have a message so strong that it would turn 
the minds of your conquerors, the Senate and People of eternal 
Rome?’ 

‘Marcus, if what this Jeshua says is a truth sent to us by the 
Creator, then nothing, no Empire can stand in its way. Nothing, 
Marcus!’ 

 
 

 
 

‘Secundus, I didn’t do a lot of reading this morning.’ 
‘Good news, Marcus. You waste too much time poring over those 

scrolls. Poetry is fine if you are trying to lure a pretty girl into a bed.’ 
‘And you spend too much time thinking about sex. Just get 

married, have a few kids, get a farm out in the country. You’ve got 
the cash. Use it to build something solid in your life.’ 

‘Cheeky bastard! I contribute to the glory of the Empire. I am 
thinking of going into politics.’ 

‘That’s a good one, Secundus. And you are mocking me for 
becoming a soldier helping to keep the Pax Romana and seeing new 
parts of our world.’  
 

 
 
 
Three merchant ships set sail for the East out of Brindisium, straight 
into the ‘wine-dark sea’ as Homer described it so many times, too 
many for my tastes, wouldn’t you agree? And if the great man was 
blind how did he know so much about colours? I was in the first ship 
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on to the bobbling waters, a booze boat crewed by Greeks, top 
sailors on Mare Nostrum. In the cargo we were carrying hundreds of 
amphorae of wine that we dropped off on our many stops. I was the 
only soldier on board. The captain was glad to have me as a kind of 
unofficial guard when we made land fall. He asked a favour. 

‘We all try to work it so we tie up in the early morning when the 
thieves and the dregs you find in every port that I’ve ever been in 
are still sleeping off the various loads of shit from the night before. 
But if your worship would be kind enough to stride about a bit on 
deck in your Tribune’s get up, none of them will have the nerve to 
try any of their tricks. You would hardly believe how cunning those 
rogues can be.’  

I was happy to comply.  
Rhodes seemed to be an interesting place to explore, Paphos in 

Cyprus as well, but my orders were to stay aboard until the end of 
the line, the homeland of the Jew who was so excited about this 
teacher, Jeshua. 

 
 

  
 
So, this was The East, the Levant, meeting place of so many roads, 
ancient and modern. We were smack against the harbour wall, held 
tight by ropes at the prow and the stern. These Greek boys had the 
job done in seconds. They were a fine bunch. The Captain was a 
cultured man well read about history and poetry, architecture. I had 
enjoyed many a conversation with him: he taught me a lot, seemed 
to know something about everything. 

‘Marcus, take every chance you have to look around.’  
‘Andreas, I have come to learn about being a soldier, a leader not 

to write a book about what to look out for if you wander around in 
this distant corner of the world.’ 

‘If you take the time to wander around, you’ll soon find yourself 
falling in love with it like me. Next to my home with my family in 
Piraeus this is the best place in the world to put down your roots.’  

‘If I talked like that in front of my army companions, I would be 
clapped in irons and sent back home for some retraining. I tell you 
what’s bothering me right now is why there’s no army people to 
meet me before I melt in this heat.’  

‘You Romans don’t know how to relax,’ Andreas remarked. 
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‘That’s how we got to be running this world and you should be 
grateful for that. Pax Romana. I could give you a list of the good 
things you enjoy because we keep you safe. Discipline, organization, 
justice. We build roads, aqueducts, public baths: you Greeks build 
temples, your Egyptian cousins have dug out the biggest graves on 
this earth and finished them off with gigantic piles of stones.’ 

‘Come and look at them close up and you’ll understand a lot 
more. I’ll visit you in the camp. When I’m dressed in my smartest 
clothes, you could pass me off as your Greek uncle or your old 
paedagogus. Don’t forget that some of your biggest and best have 
spent time over here. I’ll show you around the harbour in 
Alexandria. Pompey had his throat slit there after being chased from 
the battlefield by Mighty Julius….’ 

‘Don’t forget the greatest of all leaders, Alexander, one of your 
lot.’ 

‘Macedonian, not pure Greek but close enough.’ 
‘Tell you what. When you take me back to Brindisium, we could 

sail a few miles down the Nile.’ 
‘Deal! Just give the nod.’  
There was a ruckus going on at the top end of the harbor where 

our other two boats were tying up. 
‘It’s that cart being driven this way. Oh, no! It’s my escort. What 

a rabble they look. I was warned before I left Rome about something 
like this. Flaminius is testing me out before I even reach the camp. 
Notice the grins on the faces of the mob of locals staring up at me. 
Expecting me to balls-up this meeting with the cream of our army of 
the province. A set up, don’t you think Andreas?’ 

‘You don’t seem bothered, your worship.’ 
The cart came to a halt at the bottom of the gang plank. Ten 

soldiers and their non-commissioned officer slid off and stood in a 
ragged line on the quay between the cart and the ship. I nodded 
curtly as an acknowledgement that their brand spanking new officer 
straight out of Rome was aware of their presence. Andreas and I 
continued our quiet exchanges. 

‘Andreas, what do you think of my escort?’ 
‘In my travels I have seen so many of your magnificent soldiers 

but, of course, never in action.’ 
‘Perfect answer! Andreas you would make an excellent 

ambassador for your people. Look more carefully and you will have 
a different answer.’ 
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‘I’m the wrong man to judge soldier boys. Listen. When you sail 
back west with us, we will make a small stop on the way. Piraeus, 
my home port, I will show you around. For judging ships, I have the 
eye. A war trireme, a rich man’s cruiser, a merchant man like my 
own, a skiff for racing any boat that can ride the waters.’  

‘Semper paratus, the motto of the army. These … soldiers? They 
seem ready only for a night in the tavern, followed by a long sleep.’ 

‘I think that they will soon have a great surprise coming to them.’ 
‘Too right, my friend!’  
I had been turned away from my escort, but I sensed that they 

were becoming restless. This inexperienced Tribune was ignoring 
them. Without warning, I rose quickly from my seat by the tiller, 
placed a hand on the side of the ship and leapt across the gap 
between the ship and the quay. To add a little colour, I let out a 
piercing roar as I flew towards them. 

How sad that the awkward decanus in moving out of the way of 
the flying officer, lost his balance and tumbled into the water! His 
underlings stepped to the edge of the quay and peered down into 
water. Peered but said nothing and made no sign that they were about 
to leap into the water and make an effort to save the life of their 
heavily built, heavily armed boss. I quickly stripped off the heaviest 
parts of my armour and had a last check on where I should jump to 
be close to our bobbing, coughing soldier without landing on top of 
him, but … 

I had watched Petros at work many times on the voyage. He was 
slim, wiry and a quick mover. He was sliding down into the water 
on a rope that was tied to the tiller.  

‘Sorry about the helmet, Andreas. We can dive for it later if our 
fat man is willing to compensate us. This Roman has dined too well, 
too often. I can’t hold on for much longer. Get the big rope down 
here double quick before Poseidon sucks him down into the Davey 
dark on his journey to the other side.’ 

Petros had attracted a large crowd to watch him slip the second 
heavy rope over the shoulders and under the armpits of the 
blubbering lump of flesh. It took four men to do the heavy lifting. 
The little hero was back on the deck before they managed to beach 
him on the shuddering planks of the deck. The life or death show 
was over. The fat soldier survived. The disappointed spectators 
departed to look for their fun in another part of town. 
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My mood brightened. My first posting as a trainee Tribune might 
not turn out to be as boring as Secundus had assured me it would be. 

 
 

 
 
The gathering of soldiers of the SPQR – the Roman Senate and 
People - and the weather-beaten sailors of Andeas’ merchant-vessel 
turned out to be a cosy and, for me, an instructive affair. Our first 
concern, of course, was for the health and safety of the two heroes 
who had had close contact with Lord Poseidon’s wine-dark waters 
of this side of Mare Nostrum.  

We sat on makeshift seats in a semi-circle facing the sea. Two 
iron braziers were set up close by and their warmth helped to dry the 
saturated clothes. The genuine harmony of our group was a pleasant 
surprise. The bread, the fish and the wine, was prepared by the 
sailors and very tasty it all was. Before the party got underway, 
Captain Andreas was on his feet and urging the rest of us to do the 
same. 

‘Gentlemen, let our first toast be to the great Macedonian, almost 
a Greek, Alexander who was in these parts almost three centuries 
ago, the scholarly general who left for the generations that followed 
a means of communicating with each other, the priceless gift of a 
common tongue. I give you … Alexander Magnus! Alexander 
Maximus!’  

The sailor boys cheered and drained their mugs in a single gulp. 
‘I am Melitus. I admire any man who is willing to spend his life 

out in the depths of the treacherous seas. I am happy to remember 
the great heroes whose names will live forever but my loyalty is to 
our Emperor who keeps the peace of our world.’ 

‘Yes, but at the cost of how many deaths and the levying of taxes 
to keep mighty Rome safe and comfortable?’ A Greek sailor in the 
audience shouted. 

I shot to my feet as though I had been stung on a nether region 
by a giant bee. As I had hoped, every other member of our semi-
circle joined me in my upright position. Hail to the phenomenon of 
the reflex action. Yes, Secundus, I had forgotten, if I had ever 
known, how to order a platoon of soldiers to stand to attention. Of 
course, I could see the danger of a fight breaking out when a 
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passionate Greek sailor dares to insult the honour of Mother Rome. 
But the job was only half done. 

‘Melitus, and the rest of you brave men called to wear the noblest 
of all uniforms: do not forget that one of the greatest blessings we 
bring to the friends who join us in our Imperium of Pax Romana is 
the right … to speak our minds without fear of retribution. Yes, all 
of us gathered here will drink to Mighty Caesar.’ 

‘Hail to the Chief. May the Emperor live forever! And before we 
sit again, a personal thank you to you, Captain Andreas and your 
crew. I was not looking forward to be riding on those wobbly waves 
out there beyond the harbor walls. You put this stranger at ease and 
taught him much.’  

Last drinks and a clearing of plates did not take long.  
‘Time to move on. Spintho, I see that your clothes are dry and 

your helmet has been rescued and polished. You ready to take 
command again?’ In the short time I had been with the platoon that 
had been sent to escort me, I made two observations. The men were 
not fond of their leader. And Spintho himself was a surly piece of 
work. How had he become NCO? It could only have been on 
grounds of seniority. Physically he was a mess, not the type of 
character you would be happy to lead into a tight battle. He must 
have been in the service for many years and could not wait to throw 
off his uniform for the last time. I would have to watch this one 
closely. ‘Have these mules been fed and watered ready for their 
journey back to base?’ 

The mumbled reply and the half-hearted shrug told me a lot, none 
of it good. I silently tried to thank … the gods for calming my mind 
enough to restrain me. The gods? How easily we Romans give 
thanks to them many times a day, ‘Hail Jupiter, Mighty Ruler! 
Neptune, Lord of the Seas, bring this fragile vessel to a safe harbor. 
I promise to …’ How many of those pledges were honoured, I 
wonder.  

I enjoyed spending time in the temple buildings on hot summer 
afternoons. I had been in most of them since the family arrived in 
the City, superbly crafted but spoiled by the stench of blood and gore 
when I got close to the altars. And most of the priests seemed more 
interested in money than holiness. I know that Secundus saw me as 
a lost cause when he tried to reveal the spiritual power you could 
feel all around you if you let your heart and mind be opened. I never 
argued. You never know, I suppose.  



Carl Hancock 

10 
 

But see, I did not lose my temper and grab that bladder of lard to 
throw it back into the waters of the harbour. Poor Spintho! He looked 
at me. He knew and staggered out of the line and ‘ran’ off. I heard 
the laughter and knew in that single moment: Secundus was right. 
The Army was not the place where I could best serve Mighty Rome. 
As soon as I could after arriving in camp I would make a request to 
the Legatus to send me back home and damn the shame. Meanwhile 
there was military business I must not shrink from. 

‘Men, you saw what happened with Spintho.’ 
‘We did, Sir. You put the shits up him! ‘bout time someone in 

command saw through him. He’s next to useless as a soldier in this 
great army.’ 

‘And your name?’ 
‘Atticus, Sir, another Greek, a Hellenic brother of the crew of this 

fine vessel.’ 
‘Well then, Atticus, I’m putting you in temporary charge of the 

platoon. You have two tasks. First, you make sure that that our 
transport back to camp is fully operational. That means, of course 
that these mules are fed and watered. Next find that wretch, Spintho 
and bring him back here in an hour. I will have my kit here on the 
quay ready to move off. Got it?’ 

‘I have, Sir. And thank you, for trusting me with this important 
task, Sir.’ 

 
 

 
 
‘Andreas, I cannot cope with all this God stuff. Most of it is a fraud 
invented by our rulers who use our weak minds to keep us in line. 
Tell me, do you always allow passengers to travel with you on all 
your journeys? Do you have anyone sailing with you on the return 
to the west?’ 

‘Not on this next one but we all enjoy the company of interesting 
strangers like noble tribunes when we can help them out.’ 

‘What about scholars?’ 
‘Lone travelers with open minds, these are our favourites. They 

make our work feel like a holiday. All our sailors are curious about 
this little world of ours, scholars in their own way. Think about it. 
We spend every night under the stars and the moon. We know a lot 
about the pictures in the skies, as you know from your time with us.’ 



The Mystery of Clodia Procula 

11 
 

‘Andreas, I’m going to miss being with you and the boys.’ 
‘And we you. Petros was always afraid of the soldiers of your 

great armies. Until he spent time with you. You have changed his 
mind.’ 

‘These days out here away from the noise of the everyday world 
… Brother Secundus would smile if he was with us.’ 

‘Told you so, Marcus. You and the Army, oil and water.’ 
But he would only partially understand. I thought I had come all 

this way to learn the art of soldiering to help be a better servant of 
Rome. The truth is that I was hoping to learn more about the young 
teacher I heard of by chance. The fire in the eyes of Joseph a 
wandering Jewish scholar as he talked of his young countryman has 
stayed with me.  

‘Andreas, I don’t even know this teacher’s name. Do you think I 
am a little mad?’ 

‘If that is true, I hope that when we meet again, we can all share 
this madness by some lucky contagion.’  

 
 

 
 

‘Welcome, Marcus. I thought it would be helpful to have a walk 
right around the camp straight away to give you an idea of what’s 
waiting for you.’  

‘Sir, thank you for giving me of your time like this.’ 
‘Of course, I know your family well. Don’t suppose you 

remember me coming to dinner, about two years ago, I think.’ 
‘It’s not every day I get to meet a great Roman General. I 

remember every minute of that night.’ 
‘Not so great, my boy, but our legion here is important if only as 

a buffer too protect the province of Egypt and its fertile lands. I enjoy 
being in this distant part of the Empire, away from the intrigues of 
court. Judea is an ancient meeting place for traders and all kinds of 
wanderers. I am a student of history and there is plenty of it to be 
discovered here. The locals resent us, and they seem to enjoy 
working themselves into a fury. They are courageous fighters 
determined to boot us out. You can never be sure when the next 
uprising is coming. A blessing in many ways: makes sure our skills 
don’t get rusty. Funny you should come just now. Our spies tell us 
that we can expect some trouble any day now. We’ve doubled the 
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guards and we’re on full alert. These fanatics don’t seem afraid of 
dying for the cause, so never ever underestimate these hot-blooded 
loonies from the east.’ 

That was the worst possible news for the untrained tribune who 
was trying to worm his way out of joining the greatest fighting 
machine the world had ever known. But there is pure Roman blood 
flowing through these veins. Cowardice in the face of the enemy? 
An unthinkable shame!  

‘Sir, how can I make myself useful?’ What a limp, unmilitary 
answer to such an experienced general! I was expecting a tongue 
lashing. Instead…  

‘Curious you should say that. I have a very important task for an 
educated Roman like yourself. A bit hush-hush. I’m sure you know 
that the Emperor’s representative is Pontius Pilate. He calls himself 
Procurator but I think of him as Prefect. I like the chap. He lets us 
military get on with our jobs, as long as we have produced the right 
results when all the dust settles. What you may not know is that his 
wife is Clodia Procula.’ 

‘In fact, I do know her. Like you, she and her husband came to 
dinner at our house. We got on well mainly, I think, because we both 
love poetry. She and I sat close to each other and … recited passages 
from Homer.’ 

‘Really? Then you are definitely my man. She is a very cultured, 
sensitive lady. Pontius is concerned about her. She’s not ill or 
anything like that, not in body at least. I told you earlier that the 
locals keep churning out fanatical leaders. Having a good rant to 
their mob and then sending them back to their hovels is never 
enough. No, they want us out, fools that they are. Another one has 
sprung out of the woodwork. He’s a bit different. I don’t quite know 
how long he’s been around, but he has never given us any trouble.’ 

‘He doesn’t happen to be some kind of teacher, by any chance.’ 
‘Marcus, you are one amazing chap. I have heard stories about a 

young teacher from Galilee. He’s the bloke Pilate wants me to keep 
a close eye on.’ 

‘Flaminius, Clodia is obsessed with him. Truly!’ 
‘Do you want me to bring him in?’ 
‘No! We all know what would happen if you did. I know that he 

hangs around in Galilee for the most part. They call him Jeshua and 
he is very popular with the low-lifes. Caiaphas and his mob hate him. 
That’s something in his favour! I’m not very fond of them, either.’ 
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‘So that’s the job, keep an eye on him?’ 
‘Yes. I don’t think he will be hard to find. Galilee is normally 

off-limits to us unless we are called in so …’ 
‘No uniform. I could be an Italian merchant, trading in …’ 
‘We’ll work on that later. You’ll need someone to go with you. 

Not much use getting close enough to hear him but not 
understanding a word he’s saying. One of our veteran centurions has 
been in the Province for years and he speaks the local lingo, 
Aramaic. I hear it often, not so harsh on the ear as Hebrew. Come 
over tomorrow early. I’ll introduce you.’  
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Into Galilee 
 

t was a good decision not to bring horses, and I told Lucius so. 
‘Sir…’ 
‘No, no. It’s Marcus. If you don’t like that, we’re going back 

straight away. If anything, I should be calling you Sir. You outrank 
me in life and experience. Grab my arm, mi amice.’ 

‘Legatus said that you were a bit different.’ 
‘Don’t know about that but I’m looking forward to whatever is 

waiting for us two business partners when we cross the border. I 
think we’ll be a very persuasive pair of wine salesmen. You’ll know 
the kind of merchandise we should be looking out for.’  

‘Spices. A lot come from the East, Parthia and even further away. 
Gold and silver ware. This part of the world is full of surprises.’ 

‘Lucius, have you heard about this teacher we’re looking for?’ 
‘In my experience these blokes usually bring trouble, and we 

have to come in to sort it all out. The talk around the camp is that 
this one is a … peacemaker? That’s a new one on me. We’ll soon 
find out.’ 

‘Clodia Procula is your perfect Roman lady. Pilate says she’s 
obsessed by this one.’ 

‘Does that mean he wants to find the dirt on this …?’ 
‘Jeshua, the Nazarene, the Messiah, the chosen one of their God, 

friend of the poor, a carpenter. I won’t be looking out for dirt. I’m 
hoping to learn something from him as well as about him. I won’t 
be forgetting that we are here as reporters. Pilate wants a true 
picture.’ 

‘Does his wife know what we are up to?’ 
‘Don’t know, Lucius. Now that we are here in the homeland of 

… the teacher, I’m beginning to realize that this is a delicate job. I’m 
nervous. I want to clap eyes on him.’ 

 
We had been following a well-worn path that had started back in 

the Province. It was a busy highway for travelers and merchants 
making their way to and from Caesarea Maritima. Lucius was into 
the history of the king who had built the harbor. Herod had a 
fascinating story. 

I 
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‘Another man with woman trouble. Mariamne, his wife, was 
from a different tribe, nation or whatever they call it who considered 
themselves superior to Herod’s bunch. He was besotted with her, 
terrified she had been unfaithful. In the end he had her killed and 
paid a huge price for his madness.’ 

‘I don’t understand.’ 
‘As soon as he rid himself of Mariamne who had never been 

unfaithful, he wanted her back. So much for the wisdom of our 
rulers! To try to forget the pain, he worked hard on building new 
wonders around his kingdom including a new temple for the Jews, 
in Jerusalem, the old capital. Spoilt it by putting SPQR above the 
entrance. He was losing it big time. Crazier and crazier until the end. 
He suffered a horrible death, if you can believe the stories that did 
the rounds.’ 

On such a busy track we met many people, rich men riding high 
on their camels, young families with a donkey or two, sometimes 
tramps, skinny, barefoot with gaunt faces. Now and then we got 
some hostile looks They knew we were Romans. Lucius puzzled 
them with his respectful nods and greetings in their own lingo. I 
wondered if some of them had come from seeing our man. We never 
asked. 

‘Marcus, you can see that darkness is falling and we’re in 
unfamiliar country. If our centuries were out in enemy territory, 
we’d be setting up camp.’ 

‘What say we put up our tent in this stand of trees?’ 
‘Perfect spot, Tribune. Am I allowed to use that name?’ 
‘You’ve got a big smile on your face. That’s good. And I’m sure 

you noticed the stream over to the right.’ 
‘And the herd of goats bedded down there for the night. Perhaps 

the young lad in charge will sell us some milk.’  
We were in luck twice over. The full pitcher milk was creamy 

sweet and went well with the bread, dried fish and cheese we had 
brought for supper. The boy was thrilled with the Roman coins as 
payment.  

‘Marcus, the boy knows where our man is. He passed him this 
morning. He was sitting on a flat rock on the top a hill not far ahead 
of us. There was a crowd around him as usual.’ 

‘I see him often, as I lead my little ones to search for pasture. One 
day when it is my brother’s turn to look after the herd, I shall sit 
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close to him and listen. The teacher has a strong voice, and he speaks 
slowly. Even the old men can hear every word the Nazarene says.’ 

I spent a restless night. Lucius, the hardened soldier, hardly 
moved during his long sleep. As I listened to his relaxed breathing 
my thoughts were all over the place most of them wasted on trying 
to imagine what this teacher looked like, the sound of his voice, how 
it would be for us to be briefly part of his flock. I checked and 
rechecked my tablets and made sure that my stili were sharpened. I 
welcomed the new dawn when sunlight started shining through the 
thin skin of our tent. We were eager and ready for a prompt start. 
The young lad had risen even earlier than us. I hoped he had found 
new pasture for his goats. Lucius pointed the way to where our 
young friend has last seen the teacher. Before we reached the crest 
of the first hill light rain began to fall.  

‘We love this weather when we are on a long march. The men 
enjoy singing as they stride out towards whatever is waiting for us 
down the road.’ 

‘Does the music help to, I don’t know, keep the spirits up?’ 
‘My first experience of battle was in Africa against thousands of 

local warriors who wanted drive us into the sea. The singing helped 
me a lot then, got me worked up for the fight. They were a gutsy 
enemy, but we were too well-drilled for them. I learned that Roman 
legions always go to war expecting to win. Today, Marcus, I am 
pondering a lot. This is new territory for me, us? How do you feel?’ 

‘I’m excited but anxious. Is this Jeshua just another in a long line 
of mixed-up teachers that this country produces? A politician hiding 
under the cloak of a spiritual leader? Is he going to be a let-down, 
all water and wind? By the Lares and Penates of the hearth of my 
father’s house in Rome, may he be the real thing. And I hope we 
find him soon.’ 

‘If we don’t get this right, Legatus will have me on the first boat 
out of Caesaria.’ 

‘And I’ll be with you, with no piece of farmland waiting for me 
when I’m stood down.’ 

The rain began to fall more heavily. Lucius ratcheted up the pace 
and he was the one carrying our pack, effortlessly. 

‘Struggling, Tribune? Don’t worry. When we go into battle, 
you’ll be on a horse. I’d say we’re close to where he was yesterday.’ 

‘Will his followers come out to see him in this rain?’
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Ecce Homo! 
 

 small crowd was gathered, sheltering in a grove of trees. 
‘Marcus, see them at the bottom of the valley. Do you think 
this is the place?’ 

‘Let’s get nearer, Lucius.’ When we were close enough to be able 
to pick out individuals, something told me that we would not find 
the Teacher under these trees. ‘Lucius?’ 

‘Marcus, who am I to decide what this Jeshua looks like? What 
am I expecting to see?’ 

We began to cover the ground separating us from the shelter. 
‘You can ask them. Perhaps, they are just travelers waiting for 

the rain to stop.’ 
We were almost within speaking distance when the sound of 

singing reached us from somewhere on the hill on the opposite side 
of the valley. We turned to look up. As we did so, the small crowd 
left their shelter and hurried towards the singers. It was him, him, 
the Teacher, unmistakably so. No need any longer to speculate, to 
imagine, to guess. There was a dozen or so men with him, his 
bodyguards perhaps. Lucius and I could not move from where we 
stood. Gawped would be an accurate word to describe the contortion 
I felt on my face, jaw-dropped and goggle eyed – and speechless! 
Subconsciously I was already composing my first entry on my 
tablets. I wouldn’t need a translation from Aramaic to complete it. 
His white woolen cloak was saturated, and his thick brown hair was 
pressed into his neck and shoulders but as he strode towards us, his 
handsome face was … lit up. His eyes shone and he laughed to see 
the spray fly from his thick, brown mane as he shook his head: he 
was having fun. 

My weak ideas about this teacher’s appearance were way off. 
Teachers, the ones I had met had serious expressions even when they 
were in a relaxed frame of mind, always on duty, I suppose, skinny 
or with healthy-looking bellies. This one was tall, slim with the 
broad, muscular shoulders of a black-smith or even a gladiator. 

We simultaneously took a step backwards to allow him to swing 
past us. His dancing brown eyes swiveled and gazed into our faces. 
My reaction was to look away to avoid the power of their scrutiny. 

A 
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I could swear that this smiling Jewish teacher knew why we had 
come to seek him out. 

‘Roman Soldiers, Welcome!’  
In our own tongue! It was getting worse. Lucius was here to 

translate. Well, that was the official reason but without his common-
sense and years of experience I would not have travelled far into 
Galilee. 

‘Lucius, this is not working out as planned. I’ll try a bit more 
Latin.’ 

‘Sir, how did you learn our language?’ Foxed him but he took my 
‘test’ with a smile before following up with some of his own lingo. 
Lucius obliged.  

‘He said he had seen us coming from far off. He was expecting 
us.’ 

While we digested this puzzling piece of news, the Teacher 
turned his attention to the group who had been sheltering from the 
rain. Lucius, with his mind focused, elsewhere caught only the last 
part of what he said to his devotees.  

‘I think he was giving what the boys in my Century would call a 
… bollocking. Don’t hold me to that. Said they had memories of 
chickens. I think it was chickens.’ 

Lucius and I stood back while the teaching continued but still 
within hearing range. The rain had stopped. The Teacher turned to 
his bodyguard. 

‘Simon, Andrew, lead us out of this bog back to the top of the 
hill.’ 

‘Yes, Master.’  
‘Marcus, his Simon or Andrew used the same word as our 

Dominus not Magister. Does that mean they are his slaves?’  
‘I don’t think so. Take a close look at their bodies, their eyes, 

their posture. The twelve of them –I’ve counted- are a rugged bunch, 
strong like builders, farmers, even fishermen. If they call him Master 
not Teacher, it’s because they are in awe of him, just like us. And as 
for him, he would never claim to own another human being. Never!’ 

When we reached the top of the hill, I noticed a large, flat stone, 
a perfect platform for someone to stand or sit on if they wanted to 
be seen by a crowd of people. Not much of a crowd that morning. 
Perhaps the rain had kept them away. 

‘My brothers, where are our sisters today? Women and girls are 
usually blessed with more sense than us, so ... I notice that some of 
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our gathering were here on this very hill yesterday, but some were 
not, including our two new friends, Marcus and Lucius all the way 
from distant Rome. Again, welcome to you. Now a question or two 
for those here until darkness brought an end to our meeting. What 
was the subject of my teaching yesterday?’ 

‘You spoke to us about the power of love. You called it the 
essence of life, Master.’ 

‘I did, Philos. And now that we are up here where we can feel the 
warmth of the sun, perhaps your memories have recovered, and you 
will be able to recall one of the stories I use to help us understand 
how love works in our daily lives. Philos again!’ 

‘The widow who would not rest until she had swept every corner 
of her home until she had found her lost silver coin.’ 

‘Indeed. And Samuel?’ 
‘The shepherd who left the rest of his flock to search for the one 

who had strayed.’ 
‘Right again. And do any of you remember seeing someone 

passing just below us yesterday late on? He wasn’t very old, and he 
was not alone … Ah, that’s a no then? I understand. Not a fair 
question as you were not turned towards him as I was.’ 

‘Young John Mark was driving his goats to the place where he 
would bed them down for the night. He was the one that spoke to 
you, Lucius, Marcus?’ 

‘He helped us find you, yes.’ 
Lucius didn’t miss a word. Made all the difference to me. 
‘One day soon he and I will be having a long discussion about 

the new work he will be doing one day not far away. I must tell you 
that his family’s fifty goats are their treasure. He is the same age I 
was when my mother and father first took me to the Temple in 
Jerusalem. His parents have trusted him to look after their precious 
herd. Simon, tell our friends about our meeting with John Mark this 
morning.’ 

‘It was not long before dawn when we heard the bells ringing. It 
is a sound we know well. John Mark was leading his goats to the 
village dairy for milking and to buy their hay. He comes every 
morning early. The bakers and the housewives are always happy to 
see him. They love his milk. It is the best in this part of Galilee.’ 

‘Lucius, did you understand what Simon said?’ 
‘I did. Give me a little time to tell Marcus.’ 
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Jeshua had been standing all the while up to that moment. He sat 
down and watched closely as Lucius spoke to me. He seemed to be 
making sure that what Lucius said was a true account of his words 
in Aramaic. I could see him mouthing the Latin. He smiled and 
nodded his approval when Lucius was done. 

‘Love at work. His goats love their master and trust him to protect 
them. He loves them for their faith and their willingness to follow 
him wherever he leads. Are you willing to trust me enough to follow 
my way? I will lead you along the paths of truth and light. You will 
see that wherever I go, my disciples are with me. Each has their story 
of how lives were changed when we came together. It will happen 
for you.’ 

Simon was bursting to tell about his first meeting. 
‘Master, you were standing on the waterside when we tied up our 

boat after a night’s fishing. The catch was plentiful, of good quality. 
I set aside fish for the family meal and turned, ready to sell to our 
customers, something I had done a thousand times and more. You 
were standing in front of me. What would you fancy this morning? 
Our fish is fresh, caught out in the middle of the sea not long before 
dawn. Friends, I did not sell any fish that day. In an instant my life 
was changed forever. Without being aware of it until it happened, I 
understood that all my days I had been waiting for this moment. You 
called me to follow you. I did not have to think twice.’ 

‘Simon is a fine name, but you will be known as Petros, the Rock. 
And a fisher of the people.’ 

Lucius was lost. He drew me aside and we moved outside the 
circle of the teacher. Lucius was troubled, too. 

‘Tribune, I fear that I am not up to this task.’ 
‘Lucius, you’re perfect. I have one tablet almost full of your 

translation of Jeshua’s words, teachings.’ 
‘I expect you worked it out that the last words came from one of 

the teacher’s top … helpers. I still don’t know the bloke’s name. Is 
it Simon or Petros? His accent was different from anything else I’ve 
ever heard in Galilee, a growling Weu, weu, weu, weu! like he had a 
mouth full of stones. It was hopeless.’ 

‘Our job is to nail down what the Messiah-man says. That’s who 
Clodia Procula is interested in. We give her, or most likely Pilate, a 
clear report and let them get on with working out an opinion.’ 

‘Tell me…’  
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‘Would I tell Pilate not to let his wife within a thousand miles of 
this great talker or … I wish we knew how she latched on to this 
teacher or, maybe, this smart-talking con man. We could get our 
arses kicked good and hard, if we’re not careful.’ 

‘Tribune, he’s staring at us … but he doesn’t look angry.’ 
I remembered Flaminius’ last words as we set off on our walk 

towards Galilee- ‘Look at you. Well done, Quartermaster! In those 
outfits you look just like a couple of proper Roman merchants 
stepping out into the wilds to search for exotic treasures to bring 
home. You’re going to enjoy this but be careful and don’t forget that 
there are as many fanatical Jewish teachers in that place as there are 
soothsayers in Rome. Mind how you go. Good luck.’ 

‘Lucius, what if we’ve got the wrong teacher? I mean how can 
we tell the difference between a genuine, sincere one and a fake? 
You’ve been out here much longer than I have. What do you think?’  

‘We haven’t got a lot to go on, have we?’  
‘He looks the part. What’s that Greek word? Charisma. He’s 

dynamic. The crowds who come can’t keep their eyes off him.’ 
‘The boy with the goats certainly thinks a lot of him. And those 

craggy blokes he calls disciples.’ 
‘He keeps banging on about love. What did he call it? The 

essence of existence, the universe.’ 
‘It’s not the kind of love you come across in life in the Legion.’ 
‘Nor the kind my brother, Secundus is interested in. Give him a 

bed and a pretty girl. For him love equals sex. Lucius, we have no 
choice. I say we keep following our Jeshua, if he’ll let us.’ 

‘Hey, this is a good sign. He’s calling us over.’ 
Jeshua spoke to the Romans.  
‘Pitch your tent close to the well or, better still, come inside and 

see how we Jews live. We are quite civilized, and we don’t bite. 
Share our simple supper. Afterwards, perhaps spend the night on the 
roof. We have been doing this for generations, especially on hot 
summer nights.’ 

Our second night in Galilee was very different from our first. The 
stillness, the burble of a stream, the music of the cicadas and the 
occasional bleating of goats at rest were replaced by the kind of 
bustle and noise we would find in and around the insulae of central 
Rome on warm evenings. The reason for all the commotion in the 
sleepy village was the coming of the Nazarene carpenter. Everyone 
wanted to be near him, to hear what he said and, for the lucky few, 
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to touch his cloak or receive a blessing. And we two merchants from 
the West were not going to turn down an invitation like that.  

The house would not have been out of place on the plains of 
Campania within sight of the City. Seeing it out on a stony hillside 
in the middle of nowhere, as Secundus might have described it, 
helped me readjust my preconceptions about Galilee and to begin to 
see it as not a bad place to spend my days. My Andromeda and I 
would enjoy exploring the wide-open spaces together. 

I think Father would have paid the house the compliment of 
calling it well-appointed. It was large and spacious with the walls 
built from blocks of yellow stone, comfortably solid. The owner was 
another surprise, a Jewish lady, a dark-eyed beauty who was wearing 
a dress of blue and white silk when she greeted Jeshua at her door. 
Dorcas was the widow of Simeon: his wealth had come from the 
vineyards, olive groves and wheat-fields grown on fertile land close 
to the lake. Supper was a simple meal, bread, fish, roasted goat meat 
and cheeses finished off with grapes and quartered slices of local 
apples, and chilled, sweet water that tasted as delicious as a 
Falernian wine. The sparkling conversation was lost on me. Lucius 
struggled to keep up with the swift exchanges. The part he 
remembered best was when the subject of ‘these Romans’ was 
raised, as he told me later. 

‘Marcus, perhaps you picked up that we were not the most 
popular guests down there.’ 

‘I gathered that from the ugly looks coming in our direction from 
the three thugs on the other side of the table. I noticed the ivory-
handled dagger the fat one had on show in the front of his belt.’ 

Lucius detailed the conversation as best he could:  
‘Dorcas, I never expected to be sitting down in this house with 

two of the enemy. It would never have happened when Simeon was 
master of the house.’ 

‘Jacob, I don’t believe you ever understood my Simeon.’ 
‘Simeon wanted Galilee and Judea free from the yoke of the 

barbarian rulers.’ 
‘These guests of the Teacher are our fellow merchants not our 

enemies. Simeon’s father taught his family that the Messiah was 
already with us on earth born in Bethlehem and living with his 
family in Nazareth. His day has come, and He is here with us 
tonight.’ 
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Then Jacob threw up his arms in despair. He and his two 
companions rose from their places and moved quickly towards the 
front door. He pulled his robe tight around him and looked back at 
Dorcas. 

‘When this … teacher has gathered his army and is ready to 
attack our enemy and drive this Roman scum from our homeland, 
tell us and then the meek will become peacemakers in the only way 
possible – with our swords!’ Lucius completed his recollection. 

‘Marcus, That’s the best I can do. It was like they were spitting 
words at each other.’ 

‘Lucius, marvelous!’ 
‘One last thing.’ Lucius recalled some more details. ‘We know 

that fat guy Jacob is a nasty piece of stuff. As he was letting loose 
his parting shot at our hostess, Jeshua moved to stand behind her 
chair. He stretched out his arm and pointed it straight at our chubby 
friend, and said, Jacob, mind your mouth. You have no right to 
preach death for our people. Generations ago your namesake lied 
and cheated his way to his inheritance that was not his. I pray that 
you will be your best self. Listen to the deep stillness within your 
heart. Seek out the true needs of your life. Root out the anger that 
will rot your soul if you don’t get a grip on it. Now, go in peace, my 
brother.’ 

‘Lucius, have you ever slept on a roof before?’ 
‘Can’t remember but out under the skies many a time, as a lad in 

the hills of Etruria but mostly with the legion. Always loved doing 
it.’ 

‘I’m glad they’ve given us these mats and a blanket. That boy we 
met with his goats, John Mark. I didn’t see any blankets with him.’ 

‘Perhaps he keeps warm by snuggling up to his goats.’  
‘He’s a brave one, out there on his own, taking care of the family 

treasure. I hope he’ll be able do some studying one day. Jeshua is 
fond of him. That’s obvious.’ 

‘Marcus, I’m sure He likes all kids. He’d be a great father 
himself. I’d pity any one stupid enough to harm a little one when 
He’s around. Just look at those shoulders. But I can’t imagine Him 
getting involved in a brawl, like those I’ve seen happening in camp 
sometimes. Mighty Mouth Jacob doesn’t realize how lucky he is that 
Jeshua is not given to violence!’ 

‘Lucius, we’ve only spent one day with Him, but I think we can 
say we’ve found our man.’ 
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‘He’s no fake fanatic. He’s strong in body, even stronger in 
mind,’ Lucius was very sure about this. 

‘I’ve loved reading since I was very young. My favourite stories 
always had a fearless, clever hero, Odysseus, Hector, our own 
Aeneas, so many of them. When we were down-stairs I was thinking 
about some of them when I was watching Jeshua. I don’t know if 
you feel the same, but I find it hard not to keep staring at Him.’ 

‘Me, too! He keeps drawing your eyes to Him,’ Lucius added.  
‘I think I’ve found a hero to top all my old favourites.’  
‘And your friend Clodia Procula wants to know more about 

Him.’ 
‘If Pilate will let her read our report,’ I speculated. 
‘If we ever manage to finish a report, Marcus! This is no easy job 

Flaminius has landed us with. I hope I don’t let you down.’ 
‘Not a chance. Listen, my friend! We two are going to present 

Flaminius with a document so brilliant that you will be promoted to 
– the Number One Centurion of all the legions stationed in this 
eastern part of Mare Nostrum. And me? He will grant my request to 
be sent back to Rome taking the slowest possible route in a Greek 
ship owned by a certain Captain Andreas. Let me down? Don’t even 
think about it! Why the puzzled expression?’ 

‘Tribune, do you feel well? It’s been a memorable day, don’t you 
agree?’ 

‘One hundred per cent. But why this look of anxiety? Come on, 
you can be honest with me. You know that.’ 

‘It’s just that you seem to be … light-headed.’ 
‘Ah, you think I had a little too much of the local wine. Do you 

know, I think you’re almost right. Almost! Not light-headed. Light-
hearted, Lucius! It wasn’t the wine at all. I’ve never been drunk in 
my life. It’s the Teacher. We haven’t yet spent even a whole day in 
His company. Eleazar told Joseph. Joseph told me. And now we’ve 
seen him. Flaminius couldn’t have suspected what he was doing 
when gave us this ‘lousy but necessary’ job. My tablets will work 
for writing notes, but I’ve got to find some top-quality parchment 
for a proper report.’ 

‘I know just the place but it’s a bit far away. Egypt! They grow 
the stuff over there. I mean they grow the papyrus that they make it 
from, in the big river.’ 

‘The Nile. Andreas wants me to sail with him to see the Pyramids 
… I need some parchment tonight!’ 
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‘We’ll find it, if not in Galilee, then for sure in Judea. I’d bet on 
Jerusalem. The place is crawling with scholars and rabbis. I didn’t 
like the place when we were sent there to put down some fanatics up 
to their tricks. Cowards most of them, screaming and shouting, 
hardly worth fighting except that we knew that if we didn’t let them 
know we were serious, there’d be more of them springing up. They 
didn’t understand that having Rome in that hotbed of unrest was the 
best thing that had happened to them. Pax Romana is a life-saver if 
they only have the sense to realize it.’ 
 
A cloudless sky meant a chilly night especially on the roof high 
above the village. 

‘Marcus, I’m going down to fetch out our tent. I’ll kip against the 
wall of the house away from this breeze. Here’s the blanket the maid 
gave me, if you’d rather stay.’ 

I watched Lucius clomping down the outside stairs and 
disappearing around a corner to the front of the house. So, I’d be 
spending the night alone and enjoying a decent sleep if I could get a 
grip on all the thoughts and ideas tumbling about in my head. I 
wrapped my extra blanket around my shoulders and peered out over 
the dark landscape. I wondered if my reading-room companion, 
Joseph, had returned home. He might even be close by. It would take 
a brave person to be wandering around those rocky fields outside the 
village at night. I wanted to lie down close to the wall, wrap my 
whole body in the woolen blankets and hide myself from the world. 
I think I was glad to be on my own. First night of the first full day. 
Yes, slip in, stay alert, don’t give anything away, write enough to 
satisfy Flaminius and scoot back into Judea. Job done. But it wasn’t 
working out as planned. We weren’t in control of the situation. This 
Teacher was a handful for two innocents in a strange land.  

‘I saw you coming’! Our attempt to present ourselves as 
merchants hadn’t worked. ‘Roman soldiers.’ 

Could this Jacob character be hanging around somewhere? He 
and half a dozen fellow thinkers and haters could easily jump us, slit 
our throats and celebrate a tiny victory over Rome in a village tavern 
after hiding our bodies under a pile of rocks. There were plenty of 
those around. Lucius and I should have stayed together. What if they 
had seen Lucius going down those steps on the side of the house? 
What was that noise? Footsteps, and then a shape on its way up 
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towards me. I crept to where the steps met the roof. He was nearly 
with me. One hard shove would do it. 

‘Marcus, where are you?’  
I held back. It was not the voice of Lucius, and the words were 

in Koine. 
‘John? Is Lucius safe?’ 
Anxiety had brought out the Latin – a waste of time with John. 

No matter. An answer did come, in the Roman tongue. 
‘I tell you, Marcus, climbing steps in the dark is not my favourite 

occupation.’ 
My spirits lifted to see Lucius lumbering up the last step to join 

John and me. 
‘What’s happening? Can’t you two sleep?’ 
The explanation came out slowly, whispered first in Aramaic 

followed by an equally low-key translation from Lucius. There and 
then I decided that I must try to pick up some of this language. It 
would make life easier and I would get a clearer understanding of 
Jeshua’s teaching. 

After the supper downstairs John had left the house. He was 
accompanying Jeshua across country to another village. Someone 
needed to talk with the Teacher urgently. I learned a new word. The 
person was called Nicodemus. He was a Pharisee, a teacher of the 
law that had been passed down the generations since – a long time 
ago. They were the top religious men in the country. Why had he 
travelled by night? Simple. Jeshua was not popular with these 
upstanding pillars of society and Nicodemus wanted to keep his visit 
secret. 

‘I came away so that they could talk together without other 
company. I’m ready to return and I’m wondering if you would like 
to come.’  

Back down at ground level the night air was not at all chilly. 
‘Balmy’ had been Secundus’ word to describe evenings like this in 
summer when we had been walking home along quiet streets after 
spending time with friends. 

John was good company. Without him to guide us our journey 
would have been beyond us especially over the rocky outcrops. We 
never took a false step.  

‘How do you like our homeland? Very different from what you 
are used to, no doubt.’ 

Lucius was first ready with an answer. 
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‘For many years an army camp has been my home. I have lived 
in a few different countries. One day, not far away now, I hope to 
have a piece of land in Cis-Alpine Gaul where I can have a quiet life 
on a farm.’ 

‘Sounds like a peaceful life, Lucius. Pax Romana, isn’t that what 
your armies claim to bring to us lesser mortals?’ 

‘I have lived a life of privilege, I admit but I honestly believe that 
we Romans and our ways, for all our failings, our often cruel ways 
have brought good things to the world. But lesser mortals? No, I 
cannot accept that. Human life is complicated and so is every person 
on this earth. Our best writers teach us that it is the spirit that is the 
better part of every one of us.’ 

‘Such serious talk for the middle of the night, Marcus.’ 
‘Perhaps! Put it down to the Jeshua effect. Lucius, what do you 

think?’ 
‘The Jeshua effect? Yes, what a man! I have spent only a short 

time in his company. But, John, when you asked if we would like to 
join you on this journey, there could be only one answer. I felt, I feel 
excited at the thought of being with Him again.’ 

‘Lucius, you speak for me, too. I long to know more about Him. 
Joseph, one of your people, John, set me on this path one morning 
in a reading-room back home. What a lucky chance for me!’  

‘Chance, Marcus? When Jeshua is involved, be careful about 
using that word.’ 

Were Lucius and I pushing John too hard with our questions? 
Couldn’t help it, couldn’t stop it. 

‘You may not be able to pick it out, but not far ahead there’s a 
flat rock where we sometimes stop for a rest. Takes three with no 
trouble. What about it?’ 

John was right about the size, perfect fit. First thing Lucius did 
was lean back and stretch. I followed his example. It was relaxing 
even though the rock itself was rough.  

‘Does our sky look the same as yours?’ 
‘In one way. Only a patient person or an idiot would try to count 

the number of stars twinkling up there. Let me see. I can pick out 
pictures my peadogogus taught me when I was going to school in 
Mediolanum: Ursa Major, Andromeda, Pegasus. Sorry but I only 
know the names in Latin. You probably have different names in 
Galilee.’ 

‘I don’t but I wouldn’t be surprised if Jeshua did.’ 
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‘So, you’ve been with him since the beginning.’ 
‘None of us have. Simon and Andrew were the first, I think. They 

were fishers working on the Lake from Bethsaida. He called them to 
be fishers of men and they left their nets straight away.’ 

‘Did He go to one of the Pharisee schools?’ 
‘Why are you laughing?’ 
‘He wouldn’t have lasted long. Too many questions from a 

rebellious student. Too many new ideas!’  
‘How did it all start? Was he on his own working out a kind of 

philosophy, as we’d call it?’ 
‘Ah, that’s a hard one. Philosophy, I know that’s a Greek idea. I 

wouldn’t call it that.’ 
‘Where did all the teaching come from, the rebellious Jewish 

ideas?’ 
‘He was not on his own. Listen to how many times he mentions 

his Father and he didn’t mean Joseph, the carpenter of Nazareth, who 
looked after him after he was born.’ 

‘Lucius, do you understand this? I’m getting lost.’ 
‘Father as in God. Jeshua is the Son of God. Understand that, 

believe that and you’re there. I’m not doing well here. Let’s lie back 
and study the stars.’ 

Yes, they were still there, those millions of pinpricks of light. 
Some of them seemed to be in touching distance. Is that why the 
birds don’t fly about in the night? Afraid they may crash into a low 
one? Lucius had gone quiet, very still. His breathing became heavy 
– and he began to snore quietly. John’s laughter roused him. 

‘Sorry for being a bore. Let me try again. This was the beginning.  
Jeshua has a cousin. His name is John, too, a bit older than Jeshua. 
He is also known as the Baptiser. He spends his life in the wild 
places. He looks wild himself, dressed in animal skins and living on 
honey and the fruit of the carob tree, all free, very nutritious but not 
everyone’s choice. He is a great servant of God, too.’ 

‘Why Baptiser?’ 
‘Have you seen the River Jordan yet? That’s where John spends 

a lot of his time. Do you know the word, Metanoia?’  
‘I do. Means change of direction.’ 
‘Turn from your sins. That’s John’s message.’ 
‘Sins, peccata in our language.’ 
‘Wrong-doing, turning away from God. He has many, many 

followers. They come to him from all over Galilee and Judaea, from 
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Jerusalem itself, seeking to be baptized, taken down into the waters 
of the Jordan to have their sins washed away. Baptism, the start of a 
new life.’ 

‘Have John and Jeshua ever met?’ 
‘Oh, yes. I wish I had been there when it happened. I have a 

friend, Micah, a disciple of John, who was there on the great day.’  
‘I wish I had been a lucky one, too!’ 
‘Lucius, I hope I won’t bore you this time! As usual, crowds were 

gathered on the riverbank. Those who wanted to be baptized stood 
in line waiting their turn. One by one they were taken down and 
plunged under the water. It was only when Jeshua’s turn came that 
John realized what was happening. He came out of the water to greet 
his cousin with a warm, wet! embrace. For a time, it seemed that he 
was reluctant to take Jeshua down into the river. He was distressed 
until reassurance came from his cousin who smiled, grasped John by 
the shoulders and leaned over to whisper something that turned his 
mind to carry out the most important baptism of his life.’ 

‘So, it all ended happily.’ 
‘It had not ended. Far from it, my friends. The baptism was done. 

Jeshua was now alone in the water. He was deep in prayer. I 
remember exactly what Micah said next. Except for the ripple of the 
waters into the river from the Lake, there was total silence. Even the 
birds had hushed their songs. Perhaps, like the rest of us they had 
their eyes riveted on Jeshua. When would He step up out of the water 
and on to the bank? Most of the crowd did not notice at first but 
when heads began to turn skywards, we all saw it. Out of a cloud … 
a dove was floating towards the river. No, not the river but towards 
Jeshua. It lighted on His head. Tell you the truth, He was 
concentrating so hard that He didn’t seem to be aware of what had 
happened.’  

Words filled our ears. They fell on us from every direction like a 
heavy mist. 

‘You are my beloved son, yes, my delight.’ 
John, we were hearing the voice of God, of GOD, OF GOD! 
I was trembling from my toenails to the ends of every hair on my 

head. My sandals seemed to have taken root into the soft mud of the 
riverbank. The Baptizer stood in front of me with his bronzed arms 
raised towards the heavens. His disciples gathered close around him, 
afraid. 
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Jeshua prayed on, His eyes still closed. We were allowed to be 
witnesses to the sealing of the bond between Father and Son. Heaven 
had come to earth for a few fleeting seconds.  

‘He who looks on God will surely die.’ 
The Holy moment had passed. When the truth of what they had 

experienced struck deep into their minds, a great scream was raised 
from the men and women close by. They fled, away down river, 
through the trees and undergrowth. 

‘Marcus, Lucius, THAT I believe was the real beginning of the 
Master’s journey.’ 

‘John, that story was … shattering. Sorry, I don’t have your gift 
for words, Marcus.’ 

‘Lucius, do not trouble yourself. My understanding of what John 
actually said went deeper than words. I was with you all the way, 
I’m sure. I think I could take you through it in the home language. 
But, John, wait. I hope you are writing down these stories. You have 
the gift.’ 

‘I can copy down the words of the Master’s teaching but only He 
could fill them with life. I wonder if words written on scrolls concern 
him. He speaks to hearts, always, and we shall be with Him soon.’ 

‘What a wonderful thought! Warms my heart. I’m used to 
marching to new places. Tonight, I will be walking on air.’ 

Lucius had a point. I don’t know about walking on air but in the 
middle of the night stepping out along that well-worn path was an 
effortless task. And to think I could have been spending the time on 
a roof-top wrapped up in woolen blankets, wrestling with a head full 
of confused thoughts. 

‘We are close now. I can see the outline of the house where I left 
the Master answering the questions of Nicodemus. I’m sure you will 
enjoy his company. He has the lively mind of a true scholar but also 
the compassionate heart of the best kind of Rabbi. Look carefully. 
You may be able to pick out the tiny lights burning in the window.’ 

I had a glance, saw nothing and hurried on.  
‘I can hear voices. Come on. Let’s surprise them.’ 
John tapped on the door and walked straight in. 
‘Master, am I late? You’re still at it full on. Where does all the 

energy come from?’ 
‘When I am discussing important holy matters, I never tire.’ 
It was not Jeshua’s deep, mellow voice that we heard next but a 

higher, squeaky sound of an older man. His tone was tetchy, as if he 
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was annoyed at being interrupted. Lucius and I had not yet made an 
appearance. We were not visible from inside and I was not inclined 
to go in, upsetting this old fellow even more. Lucius, standing 
behind me was reluctant, too. He motioned me to move away. Inside 
the old man asked John to shut the door. 

‘The breeze will blow out the candles.’ 
‘Master, I have company.’ 
‘The Romans? Come in, friends. Meet one of Judea’s great 

scholars.’ 
‘Consorting with the enemy? Nothing you do would surprise 

me.’ 
‘Lucius, knows our language.’ 
‘An honour, Sir!’ 
‘And Marcus. He has not quite mastered it yet.’ 
‘Salvete, amici!’ 
‘See, Nicodemus, he knows only barbarian!’ 
‘Salve, Marce! I, too, have surprises to show off. In my younger 

days I travelled across the sea. Athens, Rome, I have visited both. I 
preferred the Greek city. We Jews are not popular in the other place.’ 

‘Marcus, you must understand that, as well as being wise, 
Pharisees are also very sensitive. And they do not take readily to 
new ideas. Is that fair, Nicodemus?’  

‘Be fair yourself, Jeshua. I have tried very hard to understand this 
revolutionary notion: I must be born again! My beloved mother has 
long ago left us to join our ancestors. She would have been outraged 
to hear such teaching. May God grant her everlasting peace!’ 

‘Born not of the flesh, but of the Spirit. The Spirit. You 
understand that now?’ 

‘My son, I think I do, after so many hours of your patient 
teaching, but I have to admit that, when I next meet my brother 
Pharisees, I do not intend to try to speak to them of this new … 
teaching.’  

‘Sir, Jeshua, what is a Pharisee?’ 
‘Lucius, they are the Masters of the Talmud, the experts in our 

laws that have been handed down the generations.’  
‘Soldiers of Rome, you surprise me pleasantly that you know this 

young man and are interested in His teaching. It is eighteen years 
since we first came across each other. You were just twelve. True, 
Jeshua?’ 
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‘Little boy lost in Jerusalem. My parents had brought me on a 
visit and were returning without me. They did not realize that I was 
not in the group on their way home. I wandered into the Temple.’ 

‘We teachers of the Law were holding a meeting. This sturdy lad 
appeared out of nowhere and just stood around. I was much younger 
then, of course, and I was intrigued to see him paying close attention 
to what was being said. All went well until you interrupted one of 
our wisest leaders in the middle of a lecture he was giving on the 
book of Job.’  

‘But, Sir…’ 
‘A boy, a stranger and not from one of our schools! To his credit, 

our lecturer listened to what the child was saying, standing at first 
and then taking his seat.’ 

‘My parents finally forgave me. When I told them that I had to 
be about my Father’s business, Joseph scratched his head, thinking 
that, at least, I had come up with an original excuse. Mary was upset 
but refused to tell me why.’ 

‘Time to go home, Jeshua. The boys have fed the donkeys. Look! 
The sun will be with us soon.’ 

‘We are going back to the house of Dorcas before we move on. 
She’s a treasure, ever ready to take in wanderers like us. What would 
we do without her?’ 

‘Sleep under the stars and hope it won’t train!’  
‘Jeshua, we must not leave it so long before we talk again.’ 

Before moving away, Nicodemus rested his hand on Jeshua’s arm. 
‘My dear friend, take good care out there. My fellow Pharisees 

are not fond of your teaching.’ 
‘I know it. I have no fear of them. They could be a force for good 

but they have lost their way and are too arrogant to understand what 
has happened.’ 

The journey back to the house of Dorcas passed quickly. 
Distances travelled in the dark seem to shrink when you travel the 
same route in daylight. More important was the close presence of 
Jeshua. He radiates energy in mind and body. My Aramaic was 
improving but not once did I ask Lucius to tell me what the three of 
them were sharing and I did not feel deprived. Laughter and song do 
not need interpretation. John was sympathetic and when he and 
Jeshua were about to break into one of their much loved psalms, he 
warned me what was coming. The harmony of their voices was 
magical. 
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‘Hebrew words this time, friends. The melody is easy. Help us to 
make a happy noise to honour the morning.’ 

 
 

 
 
 

‘So, Jeshua, when you leave, you are not going home to 
Nazareth.’ 

‘Dorcas, I no longer look on Nazareth as home. Home is nowhere 
and everywhere.’ 

‘Simon told me this morning that when you were last there it 
turned out to be an especially sad and dangerous time for you.’ 

‘Sad but not dangerous. On the Sabbath the people asked me to 
read from the Book of Isaiah, the prophet. I opened the scroll where 
it declares, The Spirit of God is upon me. He has appointed me to 
preach the Good News to the poor, to heal the broken-hearted…’ 

‘Master, that was my Father’s favourite reading. I learned when 
I was a child.’ 

‘When I had finished, I closed the book, handed it back and sat 
down. Then I added, This Scripture has come true on this day. For a 
time, all was well. They were surprised that a man from their own 
village, the son of Joseph the Carpenter could say such words. But 
soon their mood changed.’  

‘Why will you not perform miracles in your own town? We have 
heard that performed them in Capernaum,’ they declared. 

‘You will know that it has been true from ancient times that no 
prophet is accepted in his own town.’ 

‘Master, let me speak!’ Simon, the fisherman, begged forcefully. 
Jeshua stood back and, with his usual composure, led his trusted 

friend forward. 
‘Yes. How did you others understand what was happening that 

morning?’ 
‘You scared the life out of us. The people of your own town, your 

friends, respectable neighbours, were raging with anger, pushing 
you closer and closer to the edge of Nazareth Hill. In their eyes you 
had rejected them, and they thirsted for revenge. They were past 
reason, could not realize what they were doing. They were too many 
for us to fight off. We were sure that we would lose you. No-one 
could be thrown from that hill and survive. Lord, you were so calm, 
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unwilling to resist, ready to lose your life and destroy ours … Then 
the impossible change, the miracle, the simplest of movements when 
you turned and walked through the crowd … as if they were not 
there. Jeshua, Master, why?’ 

‘Destroy, Simon? No. You are my chosen ones. You must, must 
learn to trust me at all times. My message is one of hope, not despair, 
even when death itself threatens.’ 

All of us in that large room in the house of the wonderful Dorcas 
had been stretched to the limit by that simple scene. Time had stood 
still, more than that, time had moved back and back. I could have 
been in the great theatre of Atticus, one of an audience watching a 
play of one of the Greek masters. The tension tightens up and up 
until it becomes unbearable and then … snaps at the climax into, for 
once, a happy ending.  
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North to the Lake  
 

hat a relief to step back out into the fresh air at the 
beginning of our walk to Capernaum. As Lucius and I 
strode along side by side in the middle of the talkative 

group, he had some news that excited him.  
‘Marcus, one of the girls in the house told me that somewhere 

along the way we will be on a path that follows the bank of the River 
Jordan right up to where it flows out of the Sea of Galilee.’ 

‘Great news! I haven’t managed a swim since I left Rome.’ 
‘I’m thinking about something different but still to do with 

water.’ 
‘Some fishing? We’re with the right blokes for that. I know 

Simon and Andrew have a boat up on the shores somewhere by the 
lake. We can ask them to give us a try.’ 

‘Remember John telling us last night about John the Baptizer and 
Jeshua?’ 

‘That they are cousins.’ 
‘Yes, and I wonder if this John is still working in the river.’ 
‘You want to be baptized? Sounds a bit drastic to me.’  
‘I’m wondering if you’ll join me. He could do us as a job lot.’ 
‘Ah, well, I’d have to think about that. Look, Lucius. You can’t 

have given much thought to the idea.’ 
‘It’s been in my mind all the time since I heard that story.’  
‘I’m wondering what the lads in your Century would think about 

it. Or, more important perhaps, what would Clodia Procula say?’ 
‘I’ve forgotten about her. Are you still writing notes for the 

report?’ 
‘Haven’t had much time for writing but I’ve done more thinking 

than I have for months, years even.’ 
‘Marcus, you won’t mention this to anyone?’ 
‘… ’Course not. This speaking Latin comes in handy, though, 

don’t you think? Invisible talk! Hey! What’s all that noise up 
ahead?’ 

‘Jeshua’s here! Look there they are!’  
It was a call that Lucius and I would soon get used to. When we 

were close to a town or village the news had usually preceded us that 
the Master was close by. This was a first for us, exciting but scary 

W 
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as well for a couple of Romans who probably stood out in the group 
like a couple of weeds in a garden of flowers. Kids, cheering and 
singing led us into the heart of the village. They stopped outside a 
house in a narrow street. I didn’t discover why it should be this house 
in particular. The entrance was in sight, but we were separated from 
it by a wedge of humanity. The disciples formed a shield around 
Jeshua and they managed to move Him nearer to the door but not 
close enough. Jeshua was stuck. Lucius and I were immediately 
behind the human shield. Jeshua, ever patient, was smiling as if He 
was enjoying the chaos. He even managed a wave. 

Lucius, the soldier, was used to order in his life. He was not 
amused. 

‘Marcus, what we need here is a good old-fashioned battering-
ram and eight of my veterans to operate it.’ 

‘Don’t forget a few doctors to fix the broken bones!’ 
‘Yeah, right! We will have to go to Plan B. Follow your leader.’ 

I placed my hands on his shoulders and we worked our way around 
the shield. Once in front, Lucius used his considerable muscle to 
force his way through to the doorway. As we crossed to go inside, it 
struck me that the crowd was making no effort to follow. Why? Just 
as puzzling was to discover why there was no obvious reason why 
this house had been picked out as the place for Jeshua to visit: it was 
a large house and perhaps the deaf, blind or whatever were in another 
room. Jeshua and two of the twelve who we had not met were in 
deep conversation with a well-dressed couple. I took them to be the 
owners of the house, maybe hosts like Dorcas who were always 
ready to welcome Jeshua and His wandering followers. I was 
learning fast that a handy rule to keep in mind when traveling with 
Him was to be ready to expect the unexpected like it must have been 
for a Tribune in an army on the march. 

Example. Who or what was up on the roof hammering? The 
question was solved quickly. A hole appearing directly above us was 
expanding rapidly. Four young men came into view. When the hole 
was large enough for them, two slid nimbly on ropes to join us. Their 
faces were dirty with dust and tears. Their business wasn’t finished. 
They looked up as the ropes were pulled up by the two still above. 
There was a pause and the two with us began to explain franticly. 
Thank goodness for Lucius and his rapid translation. They were four 
brothers from a farm on the river side of the village. 
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‘It is our dear father. He is very sick, close to death. The news 
came that Jeshua is here. Our mother, she knows that Jeshua will 
save him. He cannot walk. We four carried him on his bed. There 
are so many people. We could not come near. So …’  

Through the hole a bed supported by ropes was being lowered 
very slowly. Many hands in the room were raised towards the bed. 
Gradually it was safely brought to rest on the ground. The poor 
man’s body was thin, his face grey, his eyes sunken. Jeshua looked 
down on him. 

‘Your sins are forgiven!’ 
While all this was going on, I had not noticed that the door to an 

inner room had been opened until I heard a mumbling noise. I 
turned. Pharisees (I could recognize them now in their expensive 
outfits) had come out of the room and were watching Jeshua closely. 
They were angry and snarled a threat. 

‘This is blasphemy! Who but God can forgive sins?’ 
All four brothers were kneeling by their father deeply upset, 

fearful that there would be no healing. One began to wail.  
‘Jeshua! Jeshua! Jeshua! Jeshua!’ 
Until the Master touched the young man’s head. 
‘Peace!’ 
Once more I was a spectator at a dramatic scene, a battle of wills, 

a struggle between the Old and the New. A solemn Jeshua was in no 
hurry. He focused His eyes on the old man, but his mind seemed to 
be far away and in deep meditation. 

Suddenly He swivelled and, for the first time fixed His gaze on 
the newcomers standing in front of the inner door. 

‘What is blasphemy? I, the Messiah, have the authority on earth 
to forgive sins. You require proof?’ 

The challenge was firm and direct. Would they find a reply to put 
Him down? The shared apoplectic look was not directed at Jeshua 
but at each other. They were running scared. If this had been out on 
a real battlefield, the Master would have moved in to finish them off. 
Turning to the paralysed man, he commanded, 

‘Roll up your bed and go home with your sons. You are healed!’  
Without hesitation, he rose to his feet. The rejoicing began and 

he went on his way with his boys, all of them shouting the praises of 
God.  

Out on the street the crowd parted to let the men through. There 
were shouts of praise, too, but on many faces, I saw expressions of 
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fear and awe. Those people were not comfortable, and the teachers 
of the law? They were nowhere to be seen.  

The room had emptied quickly except for Lucius and me. We sat 
facing each other across a table. 

‘Lucius, what do you think of all that?’  
‘Ask me this time next year and I may have a decent answer. 

Where does his power come from?’ 
‘From his Father so he tells everyone. He’s a plain speaker.’ 
‘He has two fathers.’ 
‘But only one mother. I wonder if we’ll ever discover the truth 

behind that.’ 
‘Marcus, could he get rid of us, Flaminius, the army and get 

freedom back for these Jews?’ 
‘We’d better get out of this place before we tie our brains up in 

so many knots we won’t be able to think straight anymore.’ 
‘It’s gone quiet out there. He and the disciples must have moved 

on.’ 
‘We can catch up. They are moving on to this place Capernaum. 

We just follow the river. Easy.’ 
‘Right! Let’s be off. By the way, where did those strange people 

go?’ 
‘Pharisees. You’d think they would pleased that their Messiah 

has arrived.’ 
‘They are not too fond of Jeshua.’ 
‘They’re not used to being second best, shown up. Jeshua always 

goes straight in. Lucius, they could be a danger to, shall we say, our 
side.’ 

‘Nah! He could use that power he’s got and biff them out of the 
way. No trouble, Marcus!’  

We were soon back on the road to Capernaum. There was no sign 
of Jeshua and the Twelve up ahead. Lucius was our pace setter as 
usual and we were moving at way below Legion speed, giving us the 
chance to take in the all the sights that were new to us. 

When we reached the Jordan River, the good became even better, 
beauty everywhere we looked. The river was narrower than I had 
expected but the path ran along so close to the bank that on hot days, 
two steps and you could be cooling yourself off in those burbling 
waters. We paused briefly to look over the landscape to our left. It 
was a large area of rich soil that stretched ahead as far as we could 
see. Closest to us whole families were planting squares of seedlings 
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or hoeing the lines between crops that were more advanced. Further 
in, the wide swath of bright yellow must have been a healthy-looking 
crop of wheat. Beyond there was the unmistakable dark green of 
olive groves on one side and vineyards with an early growth on the 
other. Villagers ate and drank very well in this part of Gallilee. 

‘Could you live around here, Lucius?’ 
‘Gorgeous paradise garden with all this water. Can’t believe the 

locals would welcome a Roman soldier, even after he’d left the 
service.’ 

We moved on, still looking leftwards, still captivated. Private 
views and private thoughts kept us locked inside until we had passed 
beyond the huge block of fertile land. We had not deviated from the 
river walk as it became a lakeside walk and with it a shift in the focus 
of our eyes from left to right. Lake was the name we had heard first, 
but others preferred The Sea of Galilee. On our left the garden 
became a steep tree-covered slope. One glance was enough to take 
in what the sparse woodland had to offer. Who can tire of looking at 
the ever-changing attraction of water, be it a streamlet that will grow 
into a mighty river like the Danuvius or the wide-open expanse of 
Mare Nostrum? Como, Garda, Trasumenus are our glories but these 
Galilean waters are more than a match for them. 

Lucius broke our long silence.  
‘Do you think The Baptiser is working around here these days?’ 
‘John will tell you. Wherever he is he’ll be giving poor sinners a 

hard time. I hope we can meet him. Perhaps he and Jeshua could 
have a reunion of some kind.’ 

‘Perhaps, he’ll have time to take me down into the Jordan.’ 
‘You’ve made your mind up then? You’re a braver man than I 

am.’ 
‘I’m wondering about what the actual experience is like, being 

pushed under water. Any words spoken? Do you feel different after 
it’s all over? There’s something else, more important. I need to feel 
I’m a proper follower.’ 

‘Here’s the big question though, Lucius. Will you stay over here 
after I go back?’ 

‘I’ve thought about that as well. Religion doesn’t matter much in 
the Legion. Tiberius, a god? I can’t see that. Jupiter, Mars, Apollo 
and all the rest, what truths do you find in any of them? What do 
they do that makes a difference in someone’s life?’ 

‘Like Jeshua did for the paralysed man?’ 
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‘Exactly! And it happens over and over again.’ 
‘And you’ll talk about Jeshua to the hard-bitten boys in the 

Legion?’ 
‘I hope so.’  
‘By the way, Lucius, you might be having your dip in the Jordan 

earlier than you expected. We’ve all but caught up. See the crowd 
sitting under that grove of trees.’ 

‘Right! Are they’re singing again? Haven’t missed us! Any ideas 
about how I get Jeshua to do this? The Baptiser can’t be with them, 
surely.’ 

‘He’s not the only one who can baptize you. Talk to John on the 
quiet.’ 

A man riding a donkey came out of the crowd accompanied by 
two servants. As he came close, we saw that he was a young man 
and he was crying bitterly. Lucius crossed to speak to him. Standing 
away I noted the man was wearing richly coloured clothes. 

‘Sir, what’s happened? Can we help you? Do you know you have 
just passed a great teacher? Have you not heard of Jeshua and the 
great things He is doing for people?’ 

‘I am coming from speaking to Him. I asked Him what I must do 
to get to heaven.’ 

‘No better person to answer that question. Can’t understand your 
tears.’ 

‘I must sell all I have and give the money to the poor … That is 
too cruel. He doesn’t understand. I can’t do that. I can’t.’ 

The donkey gathered speed on its little legs and we watched the 
unhappy group rapidly disappearing along the path. 

‘Not a good omen, Marcus! Perhaps, I should not ask for any 
favours today.’ 

We joined the edge of the crowd. The singing had stopped. The 
numbers were well above what we had seen before. It was easy to 
hide from John, Simon and the other disciples. From Jeshua? Who 
could know? It was easy for everyone to find a piece of shade with 
so many trees around. Relaxing and sheltering was happening 
everywhere – almost. We were sitting up and we could not fail to 
see Jeshua moving quietly through the crowd up the slope to where 
the landscape flattened. Without a word to me, Lucius was quickly 
on his feet and on Jeshua’s trail. He kept his distance but made no 
effort to hide himself. When Jeshua knelt up against a large, white 
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rock at the very top, Lucius, further down, lay on his stomach, 
dropped his head on to the grass – and, I think, went to sleep!  

 
 

 
I was awakened from my own deep sleep by a noise of loud 
cheering. I had been in the middle of a dream and when I sat up, I 
wasn’t wholly sure where I was. Could I have still been in Andreas’ 
boat sailing into some grand harbor? No matter, in this restored 
reality, I was in sight of water. I didn’t have a perfect view through 
the trees but with a few, long strides I was back on the lake-side path. 
Struggling out of the shallows Lucius caught sight of me. He raised 
both arms and shouted, 

‘I did it, Marcus! Meet the first Roman soldier…’  
He slipped over on the muddy bottom, went under again, and 

leapt up like a dolphin, struggling to cough up water and laugh at the 
same time. Nothing was going to spoil his special moment. He was 
hauled out by John on one side and a second disciple on the other. I 
had seen but did not know the dark-eyed, thick-set man with a head 
wreathed with thick, black curls. I later discovered his name was 
Judas Iscariot.  

The delay for the frolic in the water meant a change of destination 
from the more distant Capernaum to Tiberias. We didn’t hang about 
to allow the drenched garments to dry. The Heroes of the baptism 
insisted that they would be better off allowing the warm breeze of 
the afternoon to do the job.  

Our happy band burst into song as soon as we were into our 
stride. Jeshua, John, Judas and Lucius ambling up front all had fine 
voices and a gift for harmony. When the singing began – I think it 
was another psalm – I was the only one who knew none of the words. 
I was content to listen to the rousing sound of my fellow travelers 
and to throw a few la-las now and again.  

I had company. We introduced each other in the briefest possible 
way, by placing our open hands on our hearts:  

‘Bartholemew,’  
‘Marcus.’ 
This portly man would not have been out of place in the streets 

around Forum Romanum. I could visualize him striding out in his 
dignified, measured way, passing the time of day with the classy 
types who abounded in the centre of the city. A toga would suit him 
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well, this tall, broad-shouldered disciple with a handsome head and 
friendly brown eyes and melodious tenor voice. He sang, conducted 
himself and encouraged me to join in as we brought up the rear of 
the compact choir of male voices into Tiberias, the city founded by 
Herod Antipas and named by him to honour the Emperor who was 
probably unaware of or, at least, indifferent to the hypocritical 
attempt at flattery. 

At last a reunion with the newly baptised Lucius. 
‘Well, friend, do you feel different?’ 
‘Found a new way to wash my clothes!’ 
‘Let me touch. Mmn dry as parchment. You’ve got a rosy glow 

about you. Tell me, was it easy to persuade them to give you a 
ducking?’ 

‘I didn’t have to persuade anyone. You saw me following 
Jeshua?’ 

‘Up the hill, yes. He knelt down and you lay on the grass - and 
went to sleep?’ 

‘No sleeping. All the time I was watching Jeshua. What an 
experience! He was praying, of course.’ 

‘And you could only see his back?’ 
‘Mostly. I didn’t hear a word, but His head and His arms told me 

a lot about how He was feeling. Let me just say that the power … it 
was quietly explosive. It helped me understand a small, small bit 
about how His miracles happen in a twinkling of an eye. And, 
Marcus, it was He, Jeshua who told me that I was about to be 
baptized. He rose to his feet, lifted His arm and smiled at me.’ 

‘Come! See, they are waiting.’ 
‘Yes, Marcus, I do feel a difference. I certainly do!’  
‘Lucius, you are the one to write our report for Flaminius.’ 
‘I don’t think there’ll be a need to write anything.’ 
‘You’re right, Sir.’ 

 
 

 
 
There was something different about the crowd of men, women and 
children waiting for Jeshua this time. How could they have known 
that we would be coming into their city that evening? I was getting 
used to these tiny mysteries. 
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‘Marcus, John tells me that this is one of the four holy cities. 
Never been into one of those before.’ 

‘I wonder if Capernaum is another. Jerusalem is one surely. 
Jeshua has been there, we know. The army has a garrison. Have you 
ever been stationed in it?’ 

‘One day, perhaps. We might find ourselves going there with 
Jeshua with a bit of luck.’ 

The welcome for the young Galilean teacher, one of their own 
after all, was warm from the boys, women and children. The men 
who had just come off a hard day’s work and were ready for their 
supper and their rest: crossed arms and surly expressions told their 
story. They reminded me of the story I heard about the Nazarenes. 
They turned on Jeshua because he couldn’t perform miracles in his 
hometown.  

Two men came out of the crowd, a young one leading an older 
one who was blind. 

‘Master, you see that my father’s eyes are dead. Our family has 
been longing for you to return to Tiberias. Have mercy on us. We 
know that if you wish it, he will see again.’ 

Jeshua moved forward and said something to the son. Then He 
turned to face the people of the city, looked up and down those lining 
both sides of the narrow street. His smile was sad. Was He going to 
walk away and leave this father and son with their dream shattered? 
Surely … Jeshua stood still, deep in thought.  

‘Come, we must leave this city for a short time.’ 
The young man took his father’s hand and they were on their way 

behind Jeshua before the disciples, Lucius and I took in the full 
meaning of the Master’s call. Simon tried to point out a possible 
problem. He was forced to do so on the move. 

‘Master, the sun has sunk to the horizon and soon we’ll all be in 
total darkness.’ 

Jeshua answered without breaking stride. ‘Simon, you are 
walking with a man who spends his life in total darkness.’ Jeshua, 
satisfied that He had found what He needed, stopped to turn towards 
father and son. The sharpness in His voice was gone. ‘My brother, I 
am standing close to you. Have no fear.’ 

‘Fear, Sir? Not possible when my heart is bursting with hope. 
Please, let me touch your hand.’ 

A cart must have passed this way recently. In its track there was 
a puddle of muddy water. Jeshua bent down and with His fingers 
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molded a paste of earth and water. He stood and applied the paste to 
one eye then repeated the process on the second eye, making sure 
with two fingers of each hand that they were pressed tight. In the 
tense moments while Jeshua was close to the father, I looked up. 
With the sun long gone below the horizon, the moon’s pale light was 
given its chance to shine down on our silent circle waiting and 
waiting. Slowly and delicately Jeshua removed the cakes of mud and 
cleaned around the eyes with a damp linen cloth. In those final 
moments of waiting to discover I was not sure what, I had the time 
to take into the depths of my mind the enormity of what I was 
witnessing: a blind man and a healer were standing facing each 
other, working together. Without the faith of the one, the immense, 
unearthly power of the other could not demonstrate the love that was 
in operation in this place and in any other place where Jeshua was 
offering this love to a wounded generation of humanity. 

A scream of ecstatic joy from father and son was the victory call 
of triumph and thanksgiving blended into a long, long moment of 
Joy. Towering climax was followed by the mundane anti-climax of 
the inevitable blessing of a return to reality, a new reality.  

Our short walk back to the tiny city was silent but for the irregular 
sound of sandals striking the path, throwing up puffs of dust we 
could hardly see. I had just witnessed a miracle created from close-
up.  A paste of dust and water: you can’t get more basic than that. 
Lucius, standing close, whispered. 

‘Changed your mind?’ 
‘What do you mean?’ 
‘Having the dip yourself. It could happen in the morning.’ 
My loud groan had been heard by those in front. When they 

turned back towards us, Lucius lifted his palms outwards and 
hunched his shoulders as an apology.  

We reached the first dwellings of Tiberias and I expected to carry 
on into the city centre and find some place to spend the night. Instead 
Jeshua called a halt. He embraced the son and father who, for the 
first time in years, were walking side by side with no contact. They 
had been safely delivered to their home. We saw no-one on the 
street. The father uttered a simple, tearful, thankful blessing to us all 
for restoring him to life: his son could do no more than shake his 
head as he took his father’s hand to lead him inside. The last words 
we heard were a pledge. 
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‘I will not sleep tonight. I must be ready to watch tomorrow’s 
sunrise.’ 

The rest of us skirted round the edge of the city, returned to the 
lakeside path and resumed our journey, I supposed, on to 
Capernaum. It was a surprise, but Lucius was not fazed. 

‘Reminds me of those night patrols we do regularly from camp. 
None of the men complain. We like the lie-in next morning.’  

We didn’t ask questions. Lucius was used to very long marches, 
and on this one he had no heavy pack to hump on his back. So, it 
was to be Capernaum after all. It couldn’t be too far away. 

It wasn’t. We could see tiny lights in the windows of houses on 
the edge of town. We had arrived but we tramped on. Soon there 
were no more lights. Our new destination was to be Bethsaida, the 
lake-side home of Andrew, and his brothers Simon and Phillip. The 
mother of Simon’s wife was very sick.  

The news had come late. Would we arrive in time? We pushed 
our weary legs harder. We had stopped singing long before and now 
we gave up even on the chit-chat and banter that are the life blood 
of any long trek through the countryside, to save precious breath. 

We had almost reached Bethsaida before our first dropout. 
Bartholemew was done in and stepped off the path. He had pushed 
his heavy frame too hard and was bent double with cramp.  

‘Keep going, Lucius. I can’t leave Bartholemew, just in case he’ll 
need more help. I’ll wait with him while he gets over this. Tell the 
others we’ll be late.’ 

Lucius moved into the darkness and out of sight. Perhaps he was 
the one who should have stayed. My Aramaic wasn’t up to a basic 
level. Bartholemew and I would not be sharing any conservations. 
After some puffing and heavy breathing, Bartholemew straightened 
up and slumped down against the fat trunk of the nearest tree. It was 
a relief to see the grin on his face. He tried a few words but stopped 
when he noticed my blank expression and gave me a cheerful wave. 
I sat down on the dusty earth and leaned against his tree. The full 
moon moved into the sky directly above us and its pale light gave 
me my first view of the path winding ahead of us towards the village. 
It helped to break the uncomfortable silence between us. He pointed 
upwards and uttered a single word. In return I tried out ‘luna’ then 
‘stellae’ and ‘caelum’. It didn’t matter whether or not I hit on a 
correct translation. It was a small, simple connection. 
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Bartholomew began to chant quietly in Aramaic. I recognized the 
word ‘abba’ father. Jeshua had used that word several times. When 
he was done, he turned to me and with a hand gesture invited me to 
take a turn. A tuneless ‘la-la-la’ was not going to work so I recited 
a few lines from my beloved Virgil. Out of the hundreds I had locked 
in my memory, I chose some from his Aeneid where he describes 
the heart-breaking farewell of his hero Aeneas to his forbidden love, 
Dido, Queen of Carthage. 

We turned to each other in our sitting positions and exchanged 
approving nods. He was ready to move on. With a big effort I pushed 
against our tree. Aching with stiffness I eased myself up. 
Bartholomew leaned forward, took a deep breath, grasped my arms 
and with one slow haul he was back on his feet, ready to continue 
our walk. I wondered what we would find when we arrived at the 
home of the sick woman. Bartholomew led the way but I would have 
found the house on my own. We had missed all the drama. Lucius 
was sitting on a bench outside with a drink in his hand. There was 
good news.  

‘Marcus, we were just in time. Simon’s wife met us at the door. 
She was in tears. She led Jeshua in to see her mother. For the middle 
of the night, there were a lot of anxious neighbours around, mainly 
women. The mood lifted as soon as they saw Jeshua.’  

‘Did you find out what was wrong?’ 
‘I never asked. Some sort of physician talked about a fever. She 

wasn’t breathing well. They’ve got nothing in these villages like the 
Infirmary in Camp. More important we don’t have someone in 
Camp like Jeshua. One of the neighbours said that she started to get 
better as soon as she knew He was in the room.’ 

‘She’s over it then? You can tell that by looking at all the smiling 
faces.’ 

‘Over it? Hard to believe but at this moment she’s out in the 
kitchen giving orders about a meal she wants to lay on for us all. 
That’s her you can hear singing!’ 

The street was clear. Another still night with a big moon keeping 
us company. After only a short time in Galilee it was becoming clear 
that if we had come intending just to be observers gathering 
information to write up some kind of clinical report to be delivered 
to our Commander, we were already moving on from that to 
something very different. We were becoming part of a new and 
unexpected life. From the start I had been curious about the ‘new 
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teacher’ Joseph talked about in the reading room in Rome. Joseph 
had seen a connection between his fellow Jew and our Virgil. This 
Jeshua was a phenomenon that the whole world would shortly know 
about. Lucius and I had been actually ordered to come to Galilee to 
check on what He was all about! Who in his right mind would 
willingly move away from the dazzling light cast by the very 
presence of this son of a carpenter of Nazareth?  

Our early breakfast was over and a grateful peace reigned 
through the house.  

‘Do you think we should be keeping a written record, Lucius?’ 
‘Of the miles we travel each day? How many new people we 

meet?’ 
‘Simpler than those. The … miracles of Jeshua. The list is long 

and It’s going to get longer.’ 
‘Shall we ask what He thinks?’ 
‘I’m thinking of Clodia Procula.’ 
‘You’ve met her so …’ 
‘Very intelligent, sensitive lady. What better report could we get 

ready for her? I’m forgetting something more important that she’ll 
be asking for.’ 

‘To meet Him in the flesh?’ 
‘I was thinking of his teaching, Lucius. Yours is a better idea but 

that could only happen in Jerusalem. If we can find a way past her 
bodyguard. We’ll sort that out if we ever get there.’ 

‘Don’t worry. We will see her. I’ve got contacts,’ 
 

 
 
Jeshua, the human power-house, when did He allow himself time to 
rest? Before sun up we were on the move again. 

‘Let’s cross to the other side of the lake.’  
Not much of a walk that morning, just down to the shore of the 

lake where a few fishing boats were drawn up. Lucius was hoping 
we might be allowed on board. 

‘No fishing this morning. Jeshua needs to have a few hours away 
from crowds. We’re both in good shape. We could help out.’ 

We came in handy before we left the shore. We pushed the boat 
down the sand on to the water and hopped on. We had company. In 
the bright light of actual dawn, we saw boats further along the shore 
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being pushed from the beach and quickly hoisting a sail. Jeshua was 
stretched out on the stern with his head resting on a cushion.  

Lake Galilee is not a big stretch of water. We could see the 
silhouette of hills on the other side even before we set off. We would 
have a smooth passage from shore to shore. One of our naval 
triremes would cross so fast that the sailors wouldn’t have time to 
work up a sweat, so it was a case of lie back, relax and enjoy the rise 
and fall of the waves. 

We were more than halfway across when the breeze off the land 
got up. Simon smiled at our anxious faces. 

‘Nothing to fear, land-lubbers! This wind is a friend. She can 
speed us home when we are done with fishing for the day.’ 

Though Simon was the expert, Lucius and I decided to push 
ourselves further down to hide from the spray. The waves mounted 
higher and we grasped the side above us to avoid being tossed 
around and thrown overboard. Waste of time! The water decided to 
join us. The boat was filling quickly. I snatched a glance towards the 
back of the boat. Jeshua’s head was still comfortably on His cushion. 
At last He was being paid back for his growing sleep debt.  

Simon and Andrew were locked together grasping the mast and 
looking at Jeshua. My take was that they were terrified that, any 
second, the Master would be tipped into the raging waves and 
drowned. My guess was off target. Frantically grabbing at a rope 
Andrew staggered to the stern and shouted down at Jeshua. 

‘How can you sleep on? Don’t you care that we are all about to 
be drowned?’ This is how Lucius understood the despairing cry. 

I needed no help to understand what happened next. At lightning 
speed Jeshua was on His feet calling out – to the wind and sea! 

‘Cease your fury! Calm down!’ 
The wind was stilled and the waves fell. 
‘Why are you so afraid? Why can you not trust me?’ 
The waters drained away. A chastened Andrew stared wide-eyed 

at his brother and gasped. 
‘What kind of man is this? Even the winds and waves obey His 

command.’ 
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I have no recollection of how that fishing- boat made its way to land. 
While Lucius and I were still on board we did not even know in what 
direction it was moving. I think I was asleep for some of the time. 
Lucius was suffering a severe bout of nausea that forced him to lie 
stretched out on the bottom of the boat longing for the world to stop 
spinning around his head. 

It turned out that we landed almost exactly where Andrew and 
Simon had been aiming. Once back on solid ground we needed to 
dry our saturated clothes heavy with lake water. What was all that 
activity happening further along the shore-line? Boats were being 
drawn up the sand and their human cargoes emptied out. 

‘Master, we need to climb higher.’ 
‘Yes, Phillip, I see the people moving towards us giving me 

another chance for teaching. They will be able to hear me more 
clearly from above.’  

And come they did from the shore and down from villages up in 
the hills. Together they made the largest gathering Lucius and I had 
seen flocking around the Master. We helped the disciples form a 
ring, not to protect Jeshua – He needed no such protection from us 
– but to create a space around Him. Inside He would be seen more 
easily from the vantage points that were furthest away. 
 

 
 
I was ten. Secundus had been instructed by our mother to take his 
little brother, me! for a walk while she entertained a few friends at 
home. 

‘It’s just the day to go down to look around Forum Romanum 
and the temples. Here’s some money to buy slabs of honeyed-bread 
if you feel hungry. And don’t let him out of your sight!’ 

For an hour or two it was a great day. Secundus, I have to admit, 
is a bright spark. Standing in the Forum looking up at the Rostra, he 
told me about the great men who had stood up there and held huge 
crowds enthralled, the Gracchi brothers, Marius, Sulla, Cicero, great 
Caesar. In seconds the weather turned. A summer storm brought 
torrents of rain. Worse, the wind driving horizontal made sure that 
our togas were plastered against our bodies as if they were glued to 
our skin. Our last refuge before we made a final dash for home was 
under the overhang of the Temple of Vesta. While we waited to 
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pluck up the courage to run on, Secundus chose to give me a brief 
lesson on … Weather!  

‘Never forget, Marcus, the King of Weather is the Wind and the 
King of the winds is Aeolus! Come on, let’s leg it!’ 

In the passing of time since that day I had noticed over and over 
that Secundus was right about the power of air in motion. That storm 
out on the lake reinforced the idea. More than that, it was another 
‘proof’ of the superior power of Jeshua: even the winds obey Him! 
Now a single leaf would have floated untroubled on that same stretch 
of water. Golden silence hung over the land and seascape. Jeshua’s 
voice would carry down the hill to the water and beyond. A thousand 
hearts and minds were on tiptoe waiting for the Master to begin his 
teaching. 
 

 
 
The voice we heard instead let out a piercing scream. There was a 
grave-yard nearby and through the gate burst the source of that 
terrifying sound. A big man dressed in rags was being chased by 
others calling him back. He ran on and broke through our cordon. 
No-one stood between him and Jeshua. A collective gasp went up 
from all around. His pursuers were on to him but just when they were 
about to grab him, he crashed to the ground and knelt in front of 
Jeshua. The guards blurted out what I took to be a warning to Jeshua. 
Lucius understood and passed the message on. 

‘Master, stay back! This wretched fool is wild with pain. He has 
the strength of a lion. It is impossible to hold him.’  

All the while the madman knelt sobbing, a threat to no-one. 
Jeshua showed an aggression I had not seen in Him before. Grim-

faced, He stretched out His hand until His fingers were all but 
touching the man’s bedraggled black hair. 

‘Come out, you evil spirit!’ 
An unearthly voice screamed through the man’s mouth. 
‘Jeshua, what are you doing to me, Thou son of the Most High 

God? Please do not torture me!’ 
‘What is your name?’ 
‘It is Legion for there are many of us here inside this man.’ Over 

and over they begged Him not to send them to some distant country. 
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Then something happened that stunned me to my depths and 
which I still cannot understand. A herd of pigs was rooting around 
across the hillside from us. 

‘Send us into those pigs!’ 
And He did!  
I could scarcely believe what happened next. A huge herd of pigs 

ran down the hill as if they were being chased by lions. Their 
galloping feet threw up a cloud of dust hiding them from us until 
they reached the beach. Without hesitation they plunged on into the 
water. What a crazy thing was that, whichever way you tried to 
figure it. How did whatever was inside the poor wretch manage to 
get out, move across the hillside, enter the pigs and drive them 
crazy? The criminal loss in money to the owners. All that excellent 
meat gone to waste. 

I was told that the pigs drowned, but I know that pigs can swim. 
I’ve watched them do it. If they did drown, who would be the poor 
workers who would have to clear up the mess? I also found out that 
Jews consider the pig is an unclean animal. Tough on the poor pigs 
but you have to wonder why Jewish farmers bought and tended them 
in the first place. A very Roman take on a sad event. We are a tidy 
race and do not approve of mess.  

The poor man who had been crazy was now sitting at peace and 
fully clothed. For the first time since sailing out of Brindisium, I felt 
a touch of homesickness. The newly cured madman looked about 
him to observe closely the hundreds of ordinary, normal fellow 
humans whose race he had just rejoined. He did not seem to be 
interested in the teaching of the man who had rescued him from a 
life in a graveyard scraping his flesh with sharp stones until he drew 
blood. Jeshua, had a unique understanding of the depths and 
shallows of the human mind, body and soul. He also possessed the 
gift of always making his teaching answer the needs of his listeners. 
He expressed his truths simply and with clarity. He told stories of 
country life and country people which on one level delighted their 
minds with of familiar reality but also reached down to create a 
deeper meaning that stayed with them and nourished their souls. 
When the teaching on the hill was over, Jeshua led us back to the 
shore to get ready for sailing back to Bethsaida. 
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What a morning! We had been almost drowned on the waters of the 
Sea of Galilee and then witnessed an astonishing healing. Evil 
spirits? I had never heard of such … creatures if that’s what they 
were. Yes, what were they? How did they find their way into a man 
and drive him crazy? I stared in awe at Jeshua anew. I did not see 
any physical ‘thing’ come out of the madman and move across the 
hill to enter the defenceless pigs. Jeshua knew exactly what they 
were, and they knew who He was. They were terrified of Him. He 
was in control. It would do no good for me to try to make real sense 
of this with my limited powers. I did understand though that, if I kept 
at it for the rest of the day I would risk ending up with a fried brain 
and no nearer the truth. Son, give up trying to comprehend the 
incomprehensible! We set sail. I was hoping for a quick crossing 
with no repeat of the angry storm of the outward journey. I didn’t 
risk staring down into the muddied waves to see if I could spot any 
sign of pigs swimming underwater. 

‘Lucius, I think that miraculum is not the best way to describe 
what’s going on here.’ 

‘But, Marcus, we’ve witnessed amazing happenings in the few 
days we’ve been in Galilee.’ 

‘Amazing to us, yes, and to anyone who has seen them. But to 
Jeshua they are just a part of His ordinary way of life. This immense 
power He has is, in His eyes, a gift from His Father but one He never 
ever takes for granted. What do you think?’ 

‘All day, every day with no chance to relax. He’s always ready 
for anything. Must take it out of Him.’ 

‘Do you like pork?’ 
‘I was picturing our Quartermaster watching all that meat 

disappearing downhill.’ 
‘How many meals could we have cooked out of that lot?’ 
‘Jeshua will never run out of customers who are desperate for His 

help. Will He keep on doing this until He’s really old?’ 
‘He’ll never be old, Marcus, not Him, nor John the Baptiser.’ 
‘We’re in over our heads.’ 
‘Like we were this morning in this water passing under us.’ 
‘Yes. But in the Legion and back in the City, you can normally 

plan your day.’ 
‘Unless we’re in the middle of a war.’ 
‘Jeshua is always at war.’ 
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‘In the Legion we fight with swords, spears, daggers, sometimes 
with bare hands. It’s kill or be killed out there. Don’t laugh, but I 
had a thought passing through my head when I was watching that 
poor bloke from the graveyard thrashing about this morning. It came 
when that funny voice said his name was Legion. What if Flaminius 
suddenly told me that I was in command of the whole Legion?’ 

‘Take it to help that Teacher in Galilee. See if you and he can 
tame that Jewish mob with a few thousand top-class soldiers, turn 
them into friends of peace.’  

‘When is this going to happen?’ 
‘Yeah, stupid idea but it taught me something. Armies work in 

big numbers using brute force: Jeshua works alone and his weapon 
is love.’ 

‘One man against the world? Without Him there would be 
nothing, but don’t forget the thousands of followers, the disciples. 
You’ve been dipped and I just tag along.’  

‘What did you say just now? We’re in over our heads! You’re 
right, Marcus.’ 

‘So, no plans. Let’s wait and see what comes along. And thank 
Fortuna or something out there for bringing us to Jeshua.’ 

As we were coming close to the Bethsaida side, we could see a 
huge gathering waiting for Jeshua to come to shore. They stood back 
to allow Him to step down. We dragged the boat up the beach and 
positioned it exactly where Simon and Andrew wanted it. Phillip 
recognized the man who was kneeling in front of Jeshua. 

‘Look, Simon, it’s Jairus, leader of the Synagogue. This is a 
surprise.’ 

‘It’s my daughter. She is close to death. Please come and lay your 
hands on her and she will surely live.’  

Jeshua brought Jairus to his feet and followed him. Everyone else 
on that beach fell in behind. We were in a hurry and must have been 
well on our way when Jeshua stopped in mid-stride. 

‘Who touched my clothes?’  
What? Simon put him right. 
‘Master, be reasonable! Look at the crowd pressing behind you 

behind you.’ 
‘I felt the power go out of me.’ 
He moved on but kept looking over his shoulder. At last, a 

woman moved past him and fell to her knees in front of him 
trembling with fear. 
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‘Sir, for many years I have been suffering from a painful blood 
disease. I have given my money to doctors to help me but now I am 
worse. I heard about the miracles … I thought that if I can touch 
your clothes … Sir, I have stopped bleeding!’ 

‘Daughter, your faith has made you well: go in peace for you are 
healed.’  

Jeshua had not finished talking to the woman when messengers 
arrived from Jairus’ home. 

‘Sir, it is too late. Your daughter has passed. You must tell the 
Teacher not to come to the house and waste his time.’  

As ever, Jeshua made his own decisions. He turned to the crowd 
and spoke in a raised voice. 

‘Brothers and Sisters, you have all heard the news about Jairus’ 
daughter. I must leave and hurry on. Simon, James, John, I want you 
to be with me.’ And they were gone, moving away at speed with 
Jairus in tow. The two bewildered messengers watched them hurry 
off and cried bitterly. 

‘Miriam, the darling of the family, the joy of her mother and 
father! God has called her away too early!’ 
 

 
 
‘Lucius, we can’t do anything here. We’ll be more useful walking 
these two back to where they live.’  

One of the messengers, young Tobias, was confused.  
‘Why is He wasting His time like this? He knows the girl is dead.’ 
‘We’ll see. Know this though, young man. Jeshua is not one for 

wasting his time.’ 
‘There was no life in her, I tell you. I saw her on her bed.’  
‘I understand. But look! Lucius, those people running down the 

hill, I think they’re coming our way.’ 
Our companions were off to meet them, running with their skirts 

held high. Quite a sight and quite a racket when they crashed into 
each other. 

‘Lucius, what are they shouting?’ 
‘The girl Miriam lives!’  
I stood rigid on the spot and let my chin drop to my chest. 
‘Marcus, what’s up? Your face has gone grey.’ 
‘No surprise. I’m stunned. Something is very wrong here.’ 
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One of Jairus’ messengers came back to tell us what had happened. 
He was in a state of shock and that gave Lucius problems in his 
attempt at translation. (I must work harder to improve my 
rudimentary grasp of Aramaic to give Lucius some help).  

When Jeshua and his little group arrived outside the home of 
Jairus they found chaos with townsfolk weeping and wailing all over 
the place. Inside the mourning had begun.  

‘Why all this commotion? The child is not dead. She is sleeping.’ 
That set off angry shouts of angry derision from the crowd. Jeshua 
ignored the protests. The girl was lying alone on a bed in an inner 
room. Jeshua allowed only his three disciples and the girl’s parents 
to enter with him. When they spoke to us, they knew no more of 
what went on inside that bedroom. ‘But, wonder of wonders, 
through the door we heard a shout of joy and, shortly after, Miriam 
and her parents were with us …’ 
 

 
 
We decided that we would make our way back to the lakeside. 

‘Marcus, what did you mean by Something is very wrong here?’ 
‘Lucius, I’m not sure. When I heard that the child was alive 

again, the shock went straight to my head. One part of my mind felt 
pure joy and the other was filled with fear, real terror.’  

‘That was why your face changed colour!’ 
‘Did it? Thrilling news about Miriam on one side but something 

in me, deep down, was disturbed. When you die, that must be the 
end of the life of the body. Don’t you think so?’  

‘Sounds like common sense. In my work I’ve seen a lot of death, 
friends, enemies in war. Often, we can’t get round to give them a 
decent burial, even to throwing a handful of earth over them. Takes 
a couple of days for a corpse to start rotting. At least they can’t feel 
anything.’ 

‘Have you ever heard of a poet called Lucretius?’ 
‘Never. When we’re not fighting, we spend a lot of our time 

getting ready to fight, sharpening, polishing, repairing.’  
‘He was a brilliant man, wrote a long poem about science. 

Teaches a lot about death. My Rhetor in Rome made us read it in 
class. Point is he teaches us something like you said about the corpse 
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beginning to rot as soon as life ends. It’s more complicated but … 
that’s a Roman and Greek way of seeing what happens. So how can 
anyone, anyone, Lucius, make the process go backwards? That’s 
what terrifies me, mucking about with whatever goes on at the very 
end.’ 

‘You’re scaring me now. Are you saying that Jeshua is a bit of a 
fraud?’  

‘No, no, no. Apollo, give me words. Dig this thought out of the 
depths of my weak brain!’ 

‘Marcus, calm yourself! You’re a well-educated person used to 
being with very clever men. I’m a simple infantry-man and happy to 
be that.’ 

‘Who had the courage to let himself be baptized, without whom 
I would have no idea what anybody is talking about, a babe learning 
his letters. Lucius, my friend, perhaps … what if I say that Jeshua’s 
teaching is meant only for his own people? We Romans, Greeks, as 
well, have our own teachers. I could name six or seven easily.’ 

‘No point, Marcus … be kind to yourself, please. If it helps, we 
could set off for Caesaria Maritima this minute, retrace our steps.’ 

‘Let me think about that. Can we sit down for a while? If I was 
home, I would take Andromeda out of her stable and we could go 
for a gallop through the countryside towards Ostia, our favourite 
ride. Try to put all this out of my mind.’ 

‘Marcus, you can’t un-remember! I know that. I have lost good 
friends in battle. One second you are together carving your way 
through the enemy, the next you hear a scream of pain and he’s gone, 
forever!’ 

Looking west from where we sat we could look down and see the 
lake. Water in the shape of rivers, turbulent seas or tiny streams 
working their way down a hillside have always been a comfort to 
me.  

On a visit to the sea resort of Baiae Father stood us on the sand 
as the tide was coming in. ‘Watch carefully, boys. See the waters 
getting ever closer. Soon they will touch their zenith and begin to 
flow back.’ 

‘We know that, Father, even Marcus.’ 
‘But think on this. Long before a single human trod the hills and 

valleys of great Italia, these waters were rushing in and out of this 
bay twice a day, just as you are seeing this morning. We are 
temporary invaders here, even you, Secundus!’ 
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‘I would like to meet a man like your father.’ 
‘You shall and I know that you two will get on well together. Hey 

but look at that, Lucius!’ 
A dark green shimmering cloud of a hundred or more birds was 

lifting off in front of us. They rose, circled above us once then took 
off down the hillside towards the Lake. 

‘Must be thirsty, Marcus, don’t you think?’ 
‘Yes, and that kind of reminds me of the sea off Baiae as well.’ 
‘Birds and Bays, that figures.’ 
‘Both remind me that we are invaders on this Earth. Birds seem 

indifferent to us, but they must tolerate us. Try to imagine a world 
without the seas or the birds. I would not want to live in a place like 
that.’ 

‘Nor I. There have been times when I felt I had cause to curse 
them, not those little things.’ 

‘Brilliant starlings. I think they are. Got loads of them in 
Campania.’ 

‘It’s mostly the big ones, buzzards and vultures. They’re always 
around after battles. They’re not indifferent to humans, not when 
there’s a good meal to be had. I could end up as a buzzard’s supper. 
That’s a depressing thought for a sunny afternoon.’ 
 

 
 
All the time we’d been making our way back from the Rabbi’s 
house, we had no company. Jeshua, Simon, James, John, and 
Miriam, the young girl whom they never saw, were mostly far from 
the front line of my thinking, except my very Roman ideas about 
death and all that. Yes, I was envious about Lucius’s confidence and 
trust. So, of course, you could bank on it, who came striding down 
the track, catching us off guard. Simon, James and John paused to 
wish us something pleasant – I didn’t ask Lucius to explain – and 
then they were off again. 
 

 
 
Jeshua didn’t say a word at first. He sat down beside us, leaned back 
on his elbows, picked up a stalk of grass and stuck it between his 
teeth. Perhaps he didn’t approve of us not staying by the lakeside, as 
He asked but He didn’t seem to be annoyed. Why had He stayed 
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behind now? I wasn’t going to be the one to ask Him. I would not 
have tried that, even if I had of had the Aramaic. Perhaps He was 
working out a kind way of telling us to move ourselves somewhere 
else. The starlings had moved on, lucky things. No, not so lucky. 
They had to keep together if they wanted to stay alive. Break away 
and some hawk would spot them, and it would be ‘Vale, Avis 
Infelix!’  

‘Do you trust me, Marcus?’ 
‘Lucius does.’ What a stupid answer! Nerves, of course.  
Jeshua, sitting up, focused his gaze straight at me. That would 

have been scary except that his eyes had a comforting twinkle in 
them. Was he teasing me? 

‘I’m sorry…Sir!’ 
‘Did you have sympathy for the pigs or the herdsmen? What 

about the unfortunate Legion?’ 
I was totally tongue-tied. I couldn’t form a word let alone get one 

through my lips. Lucius gamely tried to come to my rescue.  
‘Master, we understood that the people of the Jewish nation 

consider the pig to be an unclean animal, but we Romans …’ 
‘Like to eat its meat …’ 
‘Yes, Sir …’ A quiet resentment was building inside me. Why 

should Lucius and I feel cowed for holding honest opinions? Before 
I could voice my feelings … 

‘The Jewish people are wrong if they decide that the pig is an 
unclean animal. All animals are the creation of the Father. All! All! 
And yes, I commanded the evil spirits to enter those pigs and you 
both saw what happened next. Marcus, you are a highly intelligent 
man, educated by the finest teachers in your homeland. Listen. I 
have a close acquaintance with the Prince of this World. He is the 
enemy of the Father. His aim, his ambition is to destroy all the 
beauty of the Father’s creation. He is pure hatred who is bent on 
destruction. He is also a fool, but we must always be on our guard 
against him. My cousin, John, is a great warrior against sin. Those 
spirits that troubled Legion, did you notice that they are frightened 
cowards? They fled into those animals. The time has not yet come 
when they will be utterly destroyed. Lucius, Marcus, do you 
understand what I have said?’  

Lucius nodded.  
I had an earlier question to answer as well. 
‘Jeshua, I trust you. What I don’t understand, I take on trust.’ 
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‘I call that Faith and it is a great blessing.’ 
I was the ant, less than that, in the presence of the elephant. I did 

not dare speak those words out loud! I was learning a little humility. 
‘I must hurry on. I am expected. Please, follow. Mmn, two 

Romans, soldiers at that, have become part of the flock. Interesting!’ 
Lucius and I talked a lot on our leisurely journey down the hill to 

the lakeside. 
‘Marcus, Baptism?’ 
‘In the lake?’ 
‘On second thoughts, perhaps not. We still don’t know where the 

pigs got to.’ 
‘It’s not the pigs that would trouble me, Lucius. It’s those evil 

spirits.’ 
 

 
 
 
The crowd seemed to have grown since we left them but the only 
sound we could hear was Jeshua’s voice. The first word of his 
teaching that I picked up as we stood together above the massed 
gathering was ‘flock’!  Jeshua reached new heights of passion. His 
eyes blazed as he talked about sheep in their fold in danger from the 
thieves who come in the night to steal, hurt and destroy life. His 
mission was the opposite, to bring life, life in all its fullness. When 
He went further and taught them about laying down his own life and 
taking it up again through the power granted to Him by His Father, 
His hearers were overwhelmed.  What was he trying to tell them? 
He had lost them and, disappointed, they gradually moved away 
from His presence. 
 

 
 
It began with a buzz of muttering from many parts of the crowd. 
Lucius and I were novices in understanding the reaction of Jeshua’s 
followers to His teaching. With such large numbers gathering to 
witness the sensational works and words of the carpenter’s son from 
Nazareth, it was clear that many had come out of curiosity to see for 
themselves what He was getting up to. When He hit them with these 
outrageous claims about His close relationship with Jehovah, many 
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‘sensible’ Jewish citizens could not work out whether to be 
impressed or dismayed. 

The exodus from the lakeside began quietly. The day was moving 
on: time to move out to get on with the jobs they had left to witness 
this handsome man who causing a stir all around Galilee. Once 
begun the movement away built steadily. Jeshua had cast a large 
stone into the middle of the pond and the waves of reaction would 
ripple on and on, in some for a whole lifetime. 

Lucius and I also left our perch to return to the shore. By the time 
we were down Simon, Andrew and Phillip had moved to the fishing-
boats. Andrew waved.  

‘Always work to be done on a boat. Too late if you find a repair 
you’ve missed when you’re out there in the middle.’ 

‘Must be some damage after that drama this morning.’ 
‘There is but it would have been worse, if we’d taken our nets 

out.’ 
‘You go on with the others. We won’t be long. We’re looking 

forward to a sleep.’ 
No rush back to the house of the wife of Simon meant that we 

could linger with Jeshua and the other disciples. The centre of 
attention was Jeshua. He was in quiet mood, languid and relaxed. 
 

 
 
 
Before Lucius and I set out from the camp on our quest to find him, 
I had imagined what he might look like, how he would speak. I had 
visualised a slim youngish man with a solemn expression. From my 
meeting with Joseph in Rome I knew that this teacher was involved 
in serious business. Of course he was Jewish, yet he had come to the 
notice of Clodia Procula whom I knew to be a sensitive, scholarly 
lady. What common ground could this aristocratic woman have with 
a member of a race which was rarely tolerated in the City? 

The reality of the man was a happy surprise. I had very recently 
come to believe that He was the Son of God without yet having a 
proper understanding of what that meant. Now I was walking two 
steps behind Him. This Son of God had not come in disguise! He 
fitted my idea of what god-like meant. I had never encountered a 
more attractive man in looks or temperament. Those gifts had struck 
Lucius and me on our first meeting with Him on a rainy hillside on 
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our first full day in Galilee. The powerful physique, the dark brown 
hair reaching down to his wide shoulders. He had the tanned skin of 
an outdoors man. He was the first person you would notice in a 
crowd, like our Trojan hero when, as Virgil tells us, he strode among 
the dead souls in the Underworld. 

‘Look at the eyes, Marcus. They will never lie to you.’  
With Jeshua it would be fanciful to say that the rest of His body 

had been fashioned to provide the perfect position for those large 
brown orbs. I would have no idea where the seat of His immense 
power lay but I know from experience that a lot of teaching on a 
personal level came from those eyes. I saw this when He was with 
someone who needed help desperately. They beamed compassion, 
hope, love, joy and the assurance that all would be well. Eyes and 
lips, an unbreakable union of forces.  
 

 
 
Thank you, women, young and not so young, for the royal dinner 
you laid on for the wanderers’ return, freshly baked bread, boneless 
fish with piquant sauces, sweet cakes, fruits and wine. It was a night 
that you wished would go on and on.  

Very late, sleep came quickly. 
Next morning Lucius and I woke early, as all soldiers do, a 

veteran Centurion and a would-be Tribune. We discovered that we 
were not the first risers that day. Jeshua and the disciples were 
nowhere to be seen. One of the young sons of the house told us that 
they had all gone down to the shore.  

‘Plenty more fish in the sea, ready to jump into the nets. Our 
family eats well. The women are at their cleaning. Soon they will be 
ready to prepare food for the day.’ 

‘I see no men on the streets.’ 
The boy laughed at my ignorance but he did understand what I 

was saying. I was making good progress with my Aramaic. 
‘Sir, they are in the fields. The harder they work, the better the 

harvest. You are not farmers, or you would understand this.’ 
Lucius and I sought out the women to thank them for looking 

after us so well. Afterwards we went for a stroll to see what 
Bethsaida was like in the daylight. Everywhere we went we were 
greeted warily. Shopkeepers moved from their counters, I think, to 
avoid us. Lucius and I conversed in Latin and that didn’t encourage 
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anyone to look us in the eye, smile and welcome us to town.  We sat 
on a bench to watch people passing by. A couple of young lads 
sidled up to us. We made room for them, but they preferred to stand 
back out of reach to test us out.  

‘Romans is it?’ 
‘You’re right. Good to meet you. I’m Lucius and this is Marcus.’ 
‘Don’t like Romans, do we Izzy?’ 
‘Why would that be?’ 
‘You’re cruel. Our father told us that you should leave our people 

alone. Go back home.’ 
‘We are friends of Jeshua. You ask Him about us.’ 
‘Are you army fighters?’ 
‘Yes, but we come in peace.’  
‘We’re not stupid. Let’s go down to the fields and tell the men.’ 

The boys moved away but turned back, bent over and hurled a 
mixture of pebbles and dust in our direction. 

‘That’s what you get for rising late.’ 
Our bench was close to the only house we knew in Bethsaida. 

The longer we sat there enjoying the warm sunshine, the more we 
became part of the scenery and the less the passers-by resented us. 
A couple of old stagers waved their walking sticks at us as they 
hobbled along, not in anger but to comment on the pleasantness of 
the day. I was able to join Lucius in greeting them in Aramaic. There 
were delights everywhere. Birds of a kind I had never seen were 
grubbing in the dusty earth and singing while they worked. Not far 
away a baby was crying and being soothed by a mother cooing a 
wordless lullaby. Best of all were the cooking smells teasing our 
noses as they wafted through the open window above our heads. 

‘Are you gentlemen hungry? We don’t expect Simon and the 
others to return for many hours. See. The sun is still high in the sky. 
We are working to prepare dishes for supper.’  

It was hard to believe that two days before we had been hurrying 
with Jeshua from Tiberias to answer an urgent call to save the life of 
this same woman.  

‘It will be no trouble to bring you something simple to keep you 
going for a time.’ 

The two Samian ware plates were a treat just to look at. Two large 
slices of fresh unleavened bread, one spread with honey, the other 
with what looked like hot squashed plums. Squeezed on to the sides 
of the plates were date cakes and a small red apple. 
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‘Ladies, you are spoiling us. This will keep us going till the 
morning. Thank you for your kindness to two exiles!’ Ladies, yes. 
Simon’s wife introduced the other, younger woman. 

‘My baby sister, Susanna. She is the clever one in the family. 
Even the Pharisee teacher in the Synagogue was surprised by her. 
What did he say about you?’ 

‘He said that big sisters are not allowed to make fun of their little 
sisters.’ 

‘Cheek! You see why the young men in the town never come 
calling. Husbands want to have beautiful wives who they can show 
off but are frightened away as soon as she opens her mouth. I’ve told 
you often enough that it’s no good being too clever, darling.’  

Being on our own in a strange town all day was turning out to be 
an unexpected pleasure. Bethsaida was beginning to reveal itself as 
much more than the dead-beat place that we Romans might look 
down on: where nothing interesting happens, miles from anywhere 
you’d like to be in. Of course, they would be reckoning without 
Jeshua. I defy anyone to be bored when he’s in the vicinity. 

We didn’t leave a crumb on our plates. Lucius suggested a walk 
to the beach to see if there was any action down there. 

‘That was a treat. Lovely family, Marcus. That Susanna is a bit 
special. If I was twenty years younger … Nah. Brains and beauty in 
the same person, don’t come across that often even in Mother 
Rome.’  

‘I think I’ll stay a while. Better let all that food settle first. I’ll 
follow later.’ 

He called through the door to give another thank-you and was 
gone. Straightaway after, Susanna was out to collect our dishes. I 
thanked her in Aramaic. 

‘Oh, Simon said that only the other one spoke our language.’ 
‘That’s true at the moment but I’m improving. I think the best 

way to master a new language is to spend time in the place where 
everyone speaks it.’ 

‘So if I want to master your Latin, I should go to Rome.’ 
‘There are other towns nearer where you could learn, but if you 

want the full experience go to the Capital. We’ve got a big house. 
You’d be welcome there. I owe you.’  

‘You’re first Roman I’ve talked to. Some soldiers have come 
over from Judea once or twice. Strange looking lot with the short 
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tunics and heavy helmets. And very bossy, though I’ve got no idea 
what they’re talking about.’ 

‘Try this, Sum miles Romanus.’  
Susanna repeated my words. 
‘Really good pronunciation. Now this, Sum puella pulchra, 

Susanna.’ 
Again, Susanna spoke the words in Latin. 
‘Great again. Sure you haven’t been chatting with any of those 

soldier boys?’ 
‘We all keep our distance, just in case. But this word, let me try 

again… pul..chra?’ 
‘Means beautiful. Those village boys are stultus.’ 

‘Oh! Marcus, really? I must go inside. Work to do.’ 
 

 
 
 
The fishing boats were already pulled up onto the beach by the time 
I arrived. Lucius called out. 

‘Marcus, John tells me it’s been quite a day out there. Another 
storm. That’s two in two days.’ 

‘What a pity we missed out this time! I can see Jeshua. Was He 
on board to save the day?’ 

‘He wasn’t and then He was.’ 
‘Clear as mud. Try again.’  
‘Two boats went across to the other side, like we did yesterday. 

No storm on the way over. Bigger crowds than we saw, teaching 
from Jeshua followed by some kind of party – can’t make any sense 
of that – and then they sailed back. Jeshua wasn’t with them. He was 
last seen climbing a steep hill. Simon said he could smell, yes, that’s 
right, smell a storm coming and it was too dangerous to hang about.’  

‘But Jeshua is here. How come?’ 
‘Ah, that’s the mystery part. The storm hit hard, about halfway 

across with no Jeshua around to shut it down.’  
‘But they made it back without …’ 
‘No, Marcus, not without Him. Cop this! Jeshua came towards 

them … walking on the water. John says they were calling out in 
terror, hiding at the far end of the boat, scared that the monster from 
the Deep was coming to get them.’ 
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‘Waves rising and falling like yesterday! Impossible, of course! 
But look at them now, laughing and joking together. No sign of 
soaking wet clothes. How come they are unloading fish? What’s so 
funny, Lucius?’ 

‘Marcus, imagine telling the legionaries or your family back in 
Rome about what’s going on in this so-called backwater. They’d 
lock us up!’ 

‘What’s next I wonder? Oh, oh, they’re on the move. After a day 
like this, they must be as hungry as hunters, these fishers of men!’  
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Storms on Land 
 

t was a relief to me that I was more and more at ease with 
Aramaic and that I didn’t have to bother Lucius to find what 
everyone around me was saying. After another noisy dinner 

around the table John was ready to tell us about what had happened 
earlier in the day on the other side of the lake. There were big 
crowds, many of them on their way to an annual celebration going 
on in Jerusalem. Thousands stopped, curious to check on this teacher 
who was going the rounds in Galilee. 

‘I’ve never heard Jeshua speaking so forcefully. He was 
dynamic. He knew his audience, that many of them saw Him as a 
small-fry local trying to build a reputation for himself, yes for 
Himself. He was uncompromising. He made His claims that He was 
his Father’s Son, that everything He said or did was in line with His 
Father told Him.’  

‘You listened to John the Baptist but forget that he made those 
claims for me, too.’ 

Many wanted signs and miracles, not the word of God. Even 
when out of his mercy He fed them they craved for more.  
‘Give us manna, free bread like Moses gives to our fathers.’ 
‘The true bread is a person. I am the Bread of life. No-one who 
comes to me will be hungry again.’ As He told them more truths that 
were too much for them, many went on their way and deserted Him.  
Then Jeshua turned to us. 

‘Are you going, too?’ 
Simon replied for all twelve of us. 
‘Master to whom shall we go?’ 
‘John … thank you for telling us, filling our minds with food for 

thought to top off the food the ladies served for our bellies.’ 
‘Marcus, Lucius, what would you have done, gone or stayed?’ 
‘Simon spoke for us, too.’  
Our mats lay on the floor next to each other in the corner of the 

large room. Sleep never comes easily when I am carrying big 
thoughts in my head, never has since my school days in 
Mediolanum. At least nowadays, I don’t slip out of the house and 
talk to the stars about them! Lucius whispered. 

I 
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‘Why do you think so many went away when Jeshua was still 
teaching?’ 

‘Yesterday when the two of us sat together on the hill on the other 
side of the Lake, I was struggling with dark thoughts about … 
remember those poor pigs and Miriam, the dead girl who is asleep 
in her bed right now, a little girl’s peaceful sleep. The way of truth 
is not easy is it, Lucius?’ 

‘When Flaminius came to my hut to tell me about coming over 
here with you, I saw it as another army job, a duty to get information 
and report back. How many days ago? My life is changed forever.’  

‘So I wonder what tomorrow will bring.’ 
‘One thing I know. We will be up and out by first birdsong!’ 
Eventually sleep came. In the last minutes before dropping into 

another temporary oblivion, in the privacy of my mind I passed 
moments of unexpected pleasure looking at the beautiful face and 
listening to the voice repeating the words Sum puella pulchra, 
Susanna. 
 

 
 
 
I wonder if you have stretches say eight, ten days long when you can 
expect what each day will bring, and it will turn out as you thought. 
Is that comforting or plain boring? With Jeshua, daily life was never 
like that. Lucius and I did not try to discover what the plan was or if 
there was a plan at all. 

After an early breakfast, we set off, accompanied by an 
enthusiastic band of followers. They stayed with us until we reached 
the road that followed the Lake southwards. As we moved away, 
someone touched me on the arm.  

‘Vale, Marcus, miles Romanus!’ 
When I turned, I was looking into the smiling face of my pupil 

of the day before. Lucius and I were, as usual, bringing up the rear, 
and for the first part of the ‘march’ as Lucius described it, I walked 
with my head turned to watch the lone figure of Susanna gradually 
disappearing out of sight.  

I suppose all the villages near the path had names but most of 
them looked the same to me. All of those sleepy places shot to life 
when they knew that Jeshua was close. There was always teaching 
to be done, usually in a flat open piece of ground somewhere in the 
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middle of town with the Teacher speaking from a hastily constructed 
platform that allowed everyone to have a clear view of the 
handsome, smiling visitor. 

My father is a teacher, a Rhetor they call him in Rome. I’ve sat 
in on some of his classes. He is the best man in the City for giving 
the would-be young lawyers, politicians and business-men the 
finishing touches to their education before they launch themselves 
into their careers. 

Jeshua is a teacher as well as a compassionate healer. His 
students are mostly country people. Often they have had no formal 
education, not even in the skills of reading and writing. His classes 
can number in their hundreds and are held in the open air. He tells 
us how we can be our best selves and their essence is love, ‘Love 
God and Love your Neighbour.’ He is quite simply a genius. I wish 
my father could listen to him.  

In the villages on that day and the days following, He captivated 
his listeners with stories they could easily relate to. They could be 
about the simplest subject, a fig tree that would not bear fruit, a tiny 
mustard seed, lost coins or sheep, about vineyards and those who 
laboured in them.  

‘Who then is my neighbour?’ 
‘You don’t know? Jeshua is your go-to man.’ 
Enthusiastic audiences cheered Him wherever He stopped. His 

words, and what could I say about His, shall we call them ‘miracles’, 
clear signs that the power of God, his Father, was in Him. How did 
the disciples view these amazing events? They were so frequent that 
there might have been a danger they would become kind of normal. 
Not with these men. Wonders they may be in the natural scheme of 
events but these twelve and others close to Jeshua always, always 
understood that when He saw a need for some dramatic intervention, 
His compassionate heart and mind were ready to answer the call but 
not as some special human magician. Whether spoken or not, His 
appeal went out to His Father and the leper was healed, the cripple 
walked, sight was gifted to the blind. Father and Son were knitted 
together in a tight weave. Even a Gentile like me could understand 
plainly a difference between the miracle that was targeted at an 
individual at a specific time and His teaching that was spoken and 
would surely be carried as a priceless treasure to the whole world. 
Was anyone making a written record of these spoken jewels?  How 
many would eagerly thrill to what they saw with their eyes but let 
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what they heard float in and out of their minds, ephemeral manna? 
None of your business, Gaius Marcus, miles Romanus! 

Capernaum was the centre of his teaching that day.  
‘John, what is the attraction of this fishing town above, say 

Tiberias or Bethsaida?’ 
‘For one thing, Marcus, it has a place in Jeshua’s heart. We are 

all spending the night in the house of Simon, a pleasant thought for 
us: his wife is an even better cook than her mother and she believes 
that the inner man must also be fed. See where Jeshua and the others 
are entering.’ 

‘The large, black stone house? But then, all of them are black.’ 
‘Stone cut from a local quarry. I want to show you the synagogue, 

only a few steps away. See!’ 
I agreed with the comment of Lucius. 
‘Quite a difference. It’s beautiful. I love the white stone.’ 
‘Tomorrow is…’ 
‘The Sabbath! We’ve got the hang of the calendar at last.’ 
‘Tomorrow Jeshua will be speaking there. It’s the main meeting 

place in the district. They are something like your temples in Athens 
and Rome. Nicodemus told me this. He’s been into many of them on 
his travels, places sacred to Jupiter, Venus, Mars, I can’t remember 
any others. Do you believe that these Gods live in them?’ 

‘Lucius, as a soldier, what would you say?’ 
‘I would never dishonour them. I’m sure the priests do good 

work, but in the Legion, the superstitious lads … Marcus, how can 
the Imperator be a God? He’s … No, it’s a little bit crazy.’  

‘John, I agree with Lucius, but meeting Jeshua and listening to 
Him … we have found the truth, as He told us. If we had not come 
to Galilee …’  

‘We rejoice that you did come. Our Synagogues are not strictly 
holy places. They are used for teaching about the Torah, courts for 
settling disputes, many other things when the people want to gather 
as a community.’  
 
 

 
 
 
Jeshua was a special, honoured guest and didn’t it show! Next 
morning crowds gathered early. When Jeshua arrived with the 
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twelve, they were ushered to the front and from our place near the 
door we saw everybody, men, women, old and young turn sharply 
as He stepped inside.  Soon he stood to speak. He smiled as his gaze 
swept over his listeners, slowly, as if He was making sure that they 
were being attentive and ready to hear what he had to say. His first 
words were familiar: ‘I am the Bread of life. No one coming to me 
will ever be hungry again. Those believing in me will never thirst…’ 
There were no parables. His tone was firm, uncompromising but 
warm. He was making a compelling offer to everyone in that large, 
beautiful room, an offer of life. I was standing in the doorway 
watching and wishing that my eyes did not have to blink. Was ever 
a message like this spoken before to a group of people? Farmers and 
fishermen, ordinary men and women who could not know how 
privileged they were. 

‘And this is the will of God that I should not lose even one of all 
those He has given me but I should raise them to Eternal Life on the 
Last Day.’  

Lucius and I sat on a low wall in the sunshine watching a solemn 
bunch of Galileans leaving the meeting place. 

‘Marcus, what if Jeshua had spoken like that from the Rostra of 
the Forum Romanum?’ 

‘Honestly? I fear the shock would be too great for most of His 
hearers. Jeshua speaks in a way that is … confrontational. For it to 
make sense they would need a lot of preparation, perhaps a session 
with John the Baptiser. You know, Lucius, I’d love to think that one 
day my Father and Secundus will listen to Him.’ 

‘What about the other Roman, Clodia Procula? Are we going to 
do … whatever Flaminius told us to do? Write a report and hand it 
over? I’m a different person from the one who crossed into Galilee. 
We’re stuck aren’t we? Should we stay here or run for the border?’ 

‘Right, Lucius! Say you’re in command and you’ve been 
surrounded by the enemy in foreign territory. What do you do?’ 

‘Ah! Come up with a bold new tactic, surprise the enemy and 
drive through.’ 

‘Exactly what we’re going to do.’ 
‘Great move, Tribune. Only what’s the surprise tactic?’ 
‘I’m working on that. No, don’t laugh, I really am!’ 
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Jeshua was not without opposition mostly from educated men, 
sometimes teachers themselves who were not happy to be exposed 
by the brilliant light which shone out of His words. Who exactly did 
this upstart country boy think he was? 

We saw some of this when we were back in the villages: ordinary 
Galileans flocked to listen to His word and rejoiced to have a great 
new hope in their lives but smart folks, the clever minority, only 
came to find fault, to look for ways to trip Him up in his teaching.  
We were near to the border with Judea when some of His close 
followers urged Him to spread His wings and cross into the district 
of the country where the main power was. 

‘You know that we are soon to celebrate the Tabernacle 
Ceremonies. Go into Judea where more people will see your 
miracles. You cannot become famous when you hide like this. If you 
are so great, prove it to the world!’ 

‘It is not the right time for me. You go ahead for it will make no 
difference. The world can’t hurt you, but it does hate me, because I 
accuse it of evil and sin. I will stay for now and come later.’  

Lucius and I stayed in Galilee, although not for long. Jeshua 
crossed into Judea, too, but secretly. We went with Him. It was 
interesting to be in the crowd and listen into the conversations about 
Him.  

‘He’s a wonderful man and a great teacher.’ 
‘Not at all. He is clever – at tricking the people.’ 
We heard that the Jewish leaders were searching for Him 

everywhere. 
It was an exciting time for Lucius and me to be with our leader 

who was always in control of what was happening to us. He was as 
unpredictable as ever. Wonderful! 

The Ceremonies were well on and Jeshua went up into the 
Temple and spoke openly. In Jerusalem, the centre of Pharisee 
teaching and influence their top teachers were receiving a first taste 
of what Jeshua had been speaking about all over Galilee. The Jewish 
leaders were taken aback.  

‘This person has never attended any of our schools so how can 
he know so much?’ 

The answer came quickly. 
‘I’m not teaching you my own thoughts. These are straight from 

God who sent me. Listen! If any of you are really determined to do 
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God’s will, you will know whether my words come from God or are 
just my own.’  

‘Marcus, there’s big trouble coming.’ 
‘I feel the same. Back in Galilee teaching was so easy and safe 

for Jeshua, compared to taking on these hard-headed religious bigots 
in their fortress.’ 

‘I’ve been here once before. Two Centuries were posted a few 
years ago as reinforcements when the Governor was expecting an 
uprising. Some hot-head had built up a following in the countryside. 
It was the usual problem, clear out the Roman invader and make the 
land pure again. I can tell you that these Jews can be a handful when 
they get passionate about a cause they believe in.’ 

‘Reminds me of when I read about the slave uprising about a 
hundred years ago led by a Thracian gladiator. They were a handful 
as well. They certainly had a cause even if it turned about to be a 
lost one. They had to take down Rome or be wiped out. There’s a 
thought to put fire in your belly and Spartacus turned out to be a 
terrific leader. How did your uprising go?’ 

‘Too easy, men against boys. In this city it’s a good plan to be 
always on the alert, just in case.’ 

‘Jeshua is a terrific leader, the best. We know that. And the 
ordinary people love Him but this Pharisee mob, I wouldn’t trust 
them. He makes them look a bunch of foolish hypocrites. That stings 
their pride.’  

‘And He’s fearless. I’m proud to be on His side.’ This ought to 
be hard to say, a kind of pin-prick to our pride.  

Jeshua knew we were with Him, had been since we crossed into 
Judea. We took our chances to talk to Him and enjoyed listening. 
Whenever He speaks, there is always, well not deliberate teaching, 
but being who He is, all the time I felt lifted up, learning something 
about myself and the world around me.  I never felt that He needed 
us, depended on us for the smallest thing. He was always in control. 
Yes, I know that I have said this before. We needed Him and we 
would always be around, just in case! Those Pharisees were 
struggling. They had no idea how to deal with Jeshua. The simplest 
thing would have been to listen carefully to what He said, believe 
the truths He was teaching them and change their lives. They had 
‘beliefs’ that were rusted in. Nicodemus was a rare bird in that flock. 
He was blessed with an open mind, open enough to try get his head 
around the crazy notion of being ‘Born Again’!  If Jeshua felt any 
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tension with this developing situation, He didn’t show it, but the 
uncomprehending Jewish religious leaders did all right. 

‘We must DO something!’ These leaders had an idea. ‘Let’s 
arrest Him. That’s a way to shut Him up.’  

They sent in the Temple Police. When these officers returned 
without their prisoner, the bosses demanded an explanation. 

‘Why didn’t you bring him in?’ 
‘He said such wonderful things. We’ve never heard anything like 

it.’ The scene would have been comic, if the situation had not been 
so serious but these panic-stricken leaders were not going to give up. 
They went back to an old trick. 

Next morning Jeshua was back in the Temple early. A crowd 
gathered and He was speaking quietly to them, when some Pharisees 
marched in dragging a woman who had been caught committing 
adultery. They put her to stand in front of the shocked crowd. 

‘Teacher, this woman has been caught in the act of committing 
adultery. The law of Moses states that she must be put to death by 
stoning. What do you say?’ 

Jeshua moved on his chair so he could focus better on the sobbing 
woman. For a few moments He sat without once looking up at her 
accusers. When he did stand, He glared at the Pharisees who were 
snickering to each other and the crowd behind them and waiting for 
some kind of answer. They saw his delay as a good sign. He bent 
over and with his finger wrote in the dust.  

‘Come on! Come on! Answer!’ 
He stood and finally spoke. 
‘All right, hurl your stones at her until she dies. But only he who 

has never sinned may throw the first stone.’ 
Then He stooped down again and wrote in the dust. The Jewish 

leaders slipped away one by one until only Jeshua and the woman 
stood before the crowd. He stood up and asked her. 

‘Where are your accusers? Didn’t even one of them condemn 
you? Neither do I. Go and sin no more!’  

‘Marcus, why are we weeping?’ 
‘You know the answer, Lucius. Think, it wasn’t any physical 

miracle, was it? A bright light was dazzling at us, a surge of purity 
passing through our minds, our hearts, our whole bodies.’  

‘I want to stand where we are, in this place sacred to a whole 
nation and wait for these tears to dry on my cheeks.’  
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‘Lucius, when you were here before, did you ever see the place 
where the Governor lives?’ 

‘I did. You’re thinking about Clodia Procula.’ 
‘I am. If she had been with us here standing in the shadows and 

seen what we saw …’ 
‘That would be the report finished! Do you want me to show you 

the Governor’s Quarters?’ 
‘Yes. Will we be able to see it from a distance?’ 
‘The Praetorium? I know the place. Not far away but in Jerusalem 

nothing is far away. Are you thinking of calling?’ 
‘Too early yet. I think we will be coming back perhaps soon. 

We’ll be better prepared.’ 
‘Marcus, what if she’s no longer interested in finding out about 

Jeshua? Women like her can be very fickle.’  
‘Not Clodia, Lucius. She’s got a strong character to go with her 

good looks and clever mind. She’d want to know all about us, once 
she was over the surprise. She’d push hard to find out why we’re a 
long way from camp. And if her husband were home, I don’t think 
we’d be too welcome.’ 

‘What did you mean by better prepared? Anything to do with the 
plan you mentioned?’ 

‘Can I say I hope so? Hope … but it’s complicated and involves 
someone else to help us.’ 
 

 
 
Jeshua was long gone from the Temple by the time we had returned 
from our check on the Praetorium. We knew where He’d be lodging 
for the night. We even knew His host because his name was 
Nicodemus. Another congenial evening with a talk and teaching 
mixed in together. We had good news, as well. 

‘Gentlemen, Soldiers of Rome, when Jeshua talked in the Temple 
after you had left …  a small group of Pharisees listened and wanted 
to hear more. They paid very close attention and asked a lot of 
questions.’ 

‘We have some new friends.’  
Next morning we were back with Jeshua in the Temple. This part 

of Jerusalem was packed with these Pharisee teachers with their 
long, puffy gowns and the piles of wound cloth on their heads. They 
strutted around as if they owned the place, which, in a way, they did. 
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As for their teaching, I didn’t see much of that going on in their holy 
place. Jeshua only had to step inside the door and a crowd appeared. 
They were thirsty, eager to drink in what He had to say.  

In the house of Nicodemus we had heard about a few of the 
Jewish teachers who were ready to come over to the side of Jeshua. 
There didn’t seem to be many of that kind around that morning. 
Instead there were plenty of the critical, cynical types about who 
hung around Jeshua like buzzards searching for a piece of meat that 
they could tear apart. They scared me, big numbers with dead hearts 
against the lone voice laying out a clear way to truth and life. The 
local law was there to back these champions of the don’ts and to 
frighten off anyone who dared to bathe in the fresh, new streams. 
Lucius and I were close behind Him when he came into a part of the 
Temple known as Solomon’s Hall. Jewish leaders surrounded Him.  

‘If you are the Messiah, why don’t you come straight out with 
it?’ 

‘I have already told you … I and the Father are one.’ 
The leaders bent to pick up stones. They were ready to kill Him 

there and then. Lucius took a step forward. 
‘Marcus, come with me. I’m not putting up with this!’ 
Jeshua saw Lucius moving and held up his hand to stop Him 

coming any further. 
‘Tell me, for which one are you going to kill for me?’ 
‘Not for any good work but for blasphemy! You are just a man 

but you dare to tell us that you are God!’  
Jeshua, never one to hold back, stood defiant and fearless.  
‘Do you call it blasphemy when the one sanctified and sent into 

this world by the Father says I am the Son of God? The Father is in 
me and I am in the Father.’ 

They moved towards him to arrest Him, but He walked away and 
left them.  
 

 
 
 
For now, the days of tension and thrilling excitement were over. We 
were on our way north, following the line of the Jordan River but 
not all the way to Capernaum. He moved inland, crossing a low 
range of hills. We entered the region of Samaria. I didn’t even know 
that there was such a place. It did not look any different from Galilee 
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but to the Twelve it was a district they were not fond of to say the 
least. 

‘Samaritans! What good do they ever do for our part of the 
world? They are no better than the Romans.’ 

Lucius made a brief comment on the insult. 
‘Oh, yes, don’t like Romans either?’  
He had wasted his breath: there was no reaction other than that 

the Twelve hurried off as if they could not shake the dust of the place 
off their sandals quick enough. They were on the lookout for a shop 
or a market to buy food.  

It was a hot day and the Disciples had not walked as far as Jeshua, 
Lucius and I had. We stayed and sat down close to a well. Soon a 
woman of the area came to draw water.  

Jeshua asked her for a drink. 
‘This is a surprise. We know that you Jews despise us. You don’t 

even want to talk to us.’  
It was a deep well. Pulling up the rope with a full bucket attached 

was hard work. Lucius grabbed the rope to help her.  She obliged us 
with a drink, and we glugged down the cool refreshment. 

‘Do you ever have someone to help with fetching water?’ 
‘It is a woman’s work. I am happy to do it. The men of the village 

have their tasks, too. We all have our different jobs.’ 
We were getting on famously. If this woman was anything to 

judge by, I couldn’t understand why the Jews looked down on these 
Samaritans. Jeshua didn’t seem to have any prejudices.  

‘If only you knew what a wonderful gift God has for you, if you 
knew who I am, you would ask me for some living water, a perpetual 
spring within you.’ 

Jeshua and the generous woman talked together for a long time 
before she set off to return home, leaving her water pot by the well. 
As she was about to leave, the disciples returned. They were 
surprised to find Jeshua talking with the woman. They had no 
interest in her. They had not cast aside their prejudices. 

Sychar was the name of the local village and we stayed there for 
two more days. Jeshua’s teaching caught their hearts and minds. 
They believed that He was the Messiah. They were grateful for the 
woman’s kind offer of a drink. 

‘Now we believe because we have heard Him ourselves. He is 
indeed the Saviour of the world!’ Our group moved out of Samaria 
to return to Galilee with Lucius and me bringing up the rear. 
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‘Lucius, did you notice something different about Samaria?’ 
‘I liked the people but what do you mean?’ 
‘There wasn’t a Pharisee to be seen anywhere!’  
We climbed back over the low line of hills. As we descended, 

first the Jordan River and then the Lake came into view. 
‘We’re almost home, Marcus.’ 
‘We are that and, with our brothers for company. Things couldn’t 

be better.’ 
Those brothers and our Teacher began to sing again. My friend, 

Bartholomew, was just ahead of us and he turned to give me a smile 
and an encouraging wave. The words of the hymn or psalm were not 
in Aramaic but, I guessed, in Hebrew. So, I was in la-la land again 
but even Lucius was no better off for understanding. Judas, his 
previous fellow singer, stepped back and the pair of them with  their 
deep voices sent their harmonious blend soaring out over the 
woodland and fields below.  
 

 
 
 
Lucius and I decided on that first night back that the next time we 
went into Judea we would go up into the Praetorium in Jerusalem 
and call on Clodia Procula.  

‘Marcus, that may not be for months. And something else, 
Flaminius will be wondering where his mission men have got to. For 
all he knows, we could be in trouble or even dead. I know him well. 
He’s going to check up. And your family would be expecting to hear 
news from you or about you.’ 

‘Didn’t you hear that talk about another Jewish festival coming 
up? Simon and Andrew called it Passover. Strange name but they’re 
saying it’s the biggest one of the year, Jerusalem will be heaving 
with visitors. John will know when it happens.’ 

‘Got time to get the plan sorted out?’  
‘I’ll know when we reach Bethsaida.’ 
‘Everyone is sailing there this morning, taking the boats home. If 

we want to go …’ 
‘Let’s walk.’ 
We didn’t hurry. The sun was warm and the radiance of the 

morning cast its brightness over cornfields on one side and the 
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shimmering blue of the lake on the other. Even the weeds glowed a 
shiny green. 

‘If we were in camp at this moment what would we be doing, 
Lucius?’ 

‘We wouldn’t be strolling around this beautiful countryside 
without a care in the world.’ 

‘The Emperor would be pleased to hear that.’ 
Lucius began to take long strides and to focus on the beaten 

brown earth of the path. 
‘Just thinking, Marcus, and remembering some of the drills I 

would be doing with my lads. Discipline and plenty of variety, that’s 
what makes us hard to beat. A lot of physical training, keeping our 
armour and kit in good nick. I think our favourite is the long march 
outside camp. Three centuries, a dozen cavalry, three supply carts 
and Tribunes in charge. With a full pack, forty miles a day, set up an 
overnight camp. Just at this moment I’m missing it. Yes, missing it 
a lot. But, look out on the Lake, those two boats. Must be our people. 
Jeshua sitting on the back. We’re a lucky pair, Marcus!’  

‘I spend a lot of time thinking about Jeshua, trying to make sense 
of what He says, what He does, where He came from. I and the 
Father are one. What about his mother? I know her name is Mary 
but…’  

‘He’s too smart for someone like me. My only education was in 
the army. It’s a good life but they don’t want you thinking too much’ 

‘I know a few really clever men back home. I wonder what they 
would make of Him.’  

‘You could talk to them.’ 
‘Trouble is that they’re arrogant as well as smart.  
‘A Jewish carpenter claims to be the Son of God? Marcus, old 

chap, what have those peasants done to your brain?’’ 
‘Marcus, seeing is believing, that’s the fact of the matter. Spend 

a few days with Him, like we have,  then see what you think: that 
blind man seeing, that cripple walking…those poor pigs!’  

‘Yes, those unforgettable pigs. Lucius, when we get back to 
camp, we must not mention them to the Quartermaster. It would 
break his heart!’ 

‘Marcus, we don’t need those smart-arses in Rome! Tough luck 
on them that they haven’t seen and heard what we have. Aren’t we 
a lucky pair of philosophers!’ 
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We were back in the Bethsaida house before the fishermen. Lucius 
volunteered to go and check down the shoreline. 

‘Get a paddle in while I’m there.’ 
There was no-one at home so I sat on the bench outside the 

window to wait. The sailor men must have thrown their nets in to 
catch a few on the way home. With luck we’d eat some of them 
grilled for supper. I was given to dozing whenever I found myself 
alone and sitting in the sun.  

‘Marcus, what are you doing here? Sorry! That’s not very 
welcoming is it?’ 

‘Susanna, what a pleasant surprise!’ 
‘I went to the shop for more flour. I’m baking for tonight. I wasn’t 

sure how many we would be for supper. Would you care for a drink, 
something to eat?’ 

‘I will if you join me.’ 
I love the company of women. They don’t grow beards, don’t 

smell of sweat, don’t have to be competitive and challenging all the 
time. Yes, I know a few tigresses, loud-mouthed, hard-bitten who 
are so scary that you move out of the way when you see them 
coming. I go for the gentle types with smooth skin, pretty faces who 
smell nice.  

So why was I tongue-tied in the presence of Susanna, this Jewish 
woman? My Aramaic had improved during our time in Jerusalem so 
there was no problem with conversation. She was highly intelligent, 
kind, full of common sense. I was making an effort to say the right 
things. I was frightened that I would bore her. Perhaps she didn’t 
like Romans and was being polite because I went about with Simon 
and that as I seemed to be accepted as a friend by Jeshua, I must 
have been safe to be with.  

I was not so sure that she was safe for me to be with. After all, 
she was a very un-Roman woman. Our shared bench was not big and 
when our elbows touched, the brief contact set off a tingle that raced 
up my arm and through the rest of my body. 

‘I’m so sorry. I, er …’ 
Her smile in reply made me feel more embarrassed. She was one 

beautiful woman. Her blue headscarf framed a face that had a 
serenity that shone from those lovely brown eyes.  
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‘Sir, I need to get back to my bread-making. I will take your plate 
and cup.’ 

‘No, let me. It’s the least I can do.’  
Once inside the cool kitchen, I was there to stay unless I was 

given my marching orders for being in the way of the important 
work. I sat in the corner and watched the creative process, really 
watched for the first time in my life. Two thoughts occupied my 
mind, both disturbing in their different ways. 

Susanna was totally absorbed in the process. She accompanied 
the deft movements of her hands and arms with a quietly sung 
Aramaic melody. And it was a love-song! 

I had told Lucius that I had a plan to help us ease our way past 
any obstacles to getting into the Governor’s quarters in Jerusalem. 
After my experience in Bethsaida that morning, I would have to 
cancel that plan. I had an idea that Susanna could have been part of 
it. How could I have been so blind to reality? I decided that I would 
not give Lucius the full story. I was not ready to spread the shame I 
felt outside my own brain. I could hardly share the other important 
part of that truth, another bit that I must keep to myself. After all, I 
hardly knew the woman so why was she … filling my thoughts? 
making my heart sing?  

Susanna was cleaning up after her baking when the house began 
to fill up. Simon’s wife and two other women were back. 

‘Where are they, Susanna? They are coming surely after us 
buying in this fresh produce from the farmers.’  

‘They are, Madam.’ 
‘So sorry, Marcus. I didn’t expect to see you hiding in the corner 

there.’ 
‘I was having a lesson in baking bread. Sorry, sorry. I should say 

… I didn’t ask permission … of Susanna’ 
‘A man, and a Roman wants to learn to bake. That’s a first for 

me!’ 
‘I’ll get out of your way.’ 
I was out on the street as fast as I decently could. I stole a glance 

as I passed Susanna. She happened to be looking in my direction. 
She was humming her song and gave me an enigmatic smile. When 
I was back in the sunshine, I turned sharp left to make sure that I 
wouldn’t meet the fishing party on their way back. The afternoon 
was well on and there was lively activity on the three streets I had to 
cross to get back to the track along the lake. Children were playing 
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and farmworkers were on their way into the centre of town, loaded 
down with produce.  

I kept my head down to avoid eye-contact. That head was 
unpleasantly warm. I knew that it was not a fever that was troubling 
me. Come on, Marcus. Get a grip, Man! In my father’s line of work, 
it was important that he had a thorough understanding of how the 
mind works. A lawyer needs always to be a few steps ahead of his 
opponent. Marcus, when the problem is a big one, try to find a spot 
where you can be alone, empty your mind and, if possible, sit very 
still. When you feel the heat cooling, return to the trouble, and work 
out your first step back to control. If you’re in the middle of case … 
ask for an adjournment! Thank you, my father. Being far away as I 
am, I understand more and more how lucky Secundus and I are to 
have you in our lives. Well, Father, I’ve found my spot: I’m on my 
own under this sycamore tree. I’ll take it from here! It’s a woman 
problem. Truth is I think I have been smitten, as the marvelous 
Catullus would say.  

There is a very simple solution. I carry on walking and walking, 
with suitable rests until I cross the border back into Judea. Problem 
solved. That was easy.  Except that my solution throws up two more 
problems. I cannot leave without at least telling my friend and 
companion what I plan on doing. Solution: return to the village, 
briefly, tell Lucius my plan and start again. Ah! But what if I see 
Susanna when I’m there? Mmn, I’m the smitten one so I bow low to 
her, Lovely to meet you! and I set off, leave her in peace carrying my 
heavy heart on a pair of leaden legs. I would guess that Lucius will 
stay in Bethsaida for supper and to be with Jeshua and the band of 
good friends. That was my mind restored to sanity, at least in theory. 
Mens Sana, now to In Corpore Sano. I closed my eyes and took 
myself back to those pleasant afternoons spent in the Baths, or rather 
in the large open spaces nearby that served as our exercise area. I 
surprised myself. I had spent many happy hours out there with my 
friends, but I didn’t miss them, had no longing to return to them. I 
stirred myself and gave my body a punishing session of pulling, 
pushing, cartwheeling and the rest of those familiar tortures. I felt 
wearily good. A rest was in order before I started back along the road 
to Capernaum. The rest morphed into a pleasant light sleep. What’s 
the matter with you, Gaius Marcus? And don’t you dare blame that 
Jewish beauty for addling your memory! You’ve not finished your 
business in Bethsaida. And you have snoozed too long!  
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I was on my feet quickly. If I ran to the town I could be back and 
on my way within the hour. There was still a lot of light left in the 
afternoon. Come on!  

Someone else was on the road. He was coming from the town 
towards me. Only it wasn’t a he! … Susanna began to run. 

‘Marcus, miles Romanus, where have you been? I was afraid that 
you were hurt! You didn’t come back with the others from the Lake. 
I rushed straight here.’ 

I said nothing. I was happy to be shocked into silence. I must 
have made a strange sight. 

‘Why are you staring at me? What am I doing wrong?’ 
‘Nothing wrong. I came into the kitchen because I wanted to be 

with you. I still have no idea how to bake bread except that you have 
to tip flour into a bowl.’ 

‘Oh, then I’m not a good teacher.’ 
‘Anagnorisis! My favourite Greek word.’  
‘Pain in your Latin? I’m sorry, Marcus.’ 
‘No, it means suddenly understanding something that you didn’t 

understand before. And it’s Greek.’ 
‘Well, what does that mean?’ 
‘I’ve never met anyone like you before and I’m … smitten, if that 

makes sense in your language.’ 
‘It makes a kind of sense but you hardly know me. And you’re 

forgetting I’m a Jew.’ 
‘And I’m a Roman. We were born in different places far apart.’ 
‘You mean it, don’t you?’ 
‘I’ve just discovered the real reason why I’m here. You don’t feel 

the same for me, do you? That’s why I was planning to disappear, 
go back to Rome. I was only coming back to your house to let Lucius 
know what’s going on. And yes, I do mean it. I can’t get you out of 
my mind.’ 

‘Please, come home with me. It will be dark soon. How would 
you find your way back to Judea? It’s too dangerous to be out. What 
if you had an accident? I couldn’t forgive myself.’ 

‘So, you do care … a little.’ 
She sighed and turned back towards Bethsaida. 
‘Come. I must hurry. There are many people for supper tonight. 

It is always very special when Jeshua visits.’  
We could hear our soft footfalls on the quiet streets. All the 

solidly built houses had windows facing outwards and in each 
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window lamps were burning that helped to change houses into 
homes, islands of warmth where families could share a meal to close 
out the day together. How many hundreds of times had Susanna 
walked these streets, child, girl and now woman! The sound of 
voices was louder from her home. We had not drawn level with its 
first window, when she paused and turned to face me. She squeezed 
my hand.  

‘Marcus, it would not be easy for us but … know I am smitten 
too!’ 
 

 
 
 
Supper was different that night, unexpectedly so for me. I had 
managed a short conversation with Lucius. It was a relief to me that 
he was more interested in telling me about his day than hearing about 
mine. The table had been extended to make more room for the 
company, so it was women, men alternating in seats all around the 
room - Jeshua: Susanna: Miles Romanus: a most amazing, perfect 
piece of organization (O, Goddess Fortuna, is this a final blessing 
bidding me Farewell from far-away Rome?). I hoped there hadn’t 
been a mistake and that I should be ready to receive a tap on the 
shoulder and be asked to move away from this place of honour close 
to Jeshua.  

No sooner had she sat down between us Susanna, after the 
briefest of greetings, was up and into the kitchen to play her part in 
bringing out food and drink. I was conscious that I had become a 
focus of attention. I kept my head bowed and my expression blank. 
The grain in the polished wood of the table suddenly took on a 
special importance as an object of study, but when I risked a nervous 
peek, I saw only smiling faces. There was no tap on the shoulder! I 
introduced myself to the woman on my right and was taken aback 
when she, Rebecca, said. 

‘At last, I get to meet the handsome stranger that the females of 
the village have been chattering about these last few days. Blue eyes 
and fair hair, rare to see those in Galilee. Even stranger to hear of a 
Roman following Jeshua around the villages.’ 

‘Madam Rebecca, you can have no idea how honoured my friend, 
Lucius, and I feel to be in the same room with Jeshua. He has 
changed our lives.’ 
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‘I notice that you have been chosen to sit next to Susanna.’ 
‘So, I’m doubly lucky!’ 
‘Glad you think so. My husband is a Rabbi in Capernaum. We 

were on our way home from a visit to my family home further north. 
We don’t like travelling after dark, so we are fortunate to be here.’ 
She bent towards me to whisper close to my ear. 

‘My husband is a truly learned man. He can recite long passages 
of the Torah and then teach its message to those who are fortunate 
to come to his classes.’ 

I whispered in reply.  
‘Your husband must be thrilled to join the masses who flock to 

hear Jeshua bringing His Father’s truths directly to us.’ 
‘You are not one of us, of course. We have heard his claims. 

Confidentially, we are expecting his bubble to burst very soon.’  
‘You don’t seem to think too much of the lady on my left, either. 

Am I right?’ 
‘Well, she’s good-looking enough. Only a fool would deny that.’ 
‘But…?’ 
‘A little too fond of herself. I pity the man she marries. That is, 

if she can lure one into her web. She’ll give him a hard time.’ 
‘Thank you, Rebecca, for your insights. I’ll be sure to share them 

when I have the chance. Look out! Jeshua is getting to his feet.’ 
Rebecca gave me a frosty parting look. She was not likely to want 

to talk to me again. Ever! Something else new to me. Jeshua took 
one of the loaves I had watched being baked and ripped it in half. 
He must have been hungrier than me. Wrong! He said some words 
over it and passed it round. Susanna and I shared a big piece. About 
halfway through supper, he stood again and spoke over a pitcher of 
wine. His eyes were sad as he looked at everyone of us gathered 
there. 

‘Drink up, my friends. Tomorrow we have more harvesting 
waiting for us. Time is short.’ 

When supper was over, the singing and the story-telling began 
again. I stayed at the table watching on. Lucius and Judas were 
reveling together with their basso voices cooing a counter melody 
under the higher register of the sweeter feminine harmonies, sad 
songs for a happy evening.  

I soon had company. First Jeshua and then Susanna returned to 
sit silently next to me. Their closeness troubled me. I had not yet lost 
an annoying habit of trying to work out, on this occasion, why these 
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two beautiful souls chose to leave the bright merrymaking to be next 
to the dull foreigner on the outer edge of the celebration. ‘Why’ was 
too important a word in my vocabulary, a legacy for having two red-
hot lawyers in the family. Had they come to cheer me up? Did 
Susanna want to take advantage of the presence of Jeshua to crush 
any lingering hope I might have of us sharing some kind of closer 
relationship? My little excursion away from Bethsaida could be 
creating unpleasant ripples for me. Wrong again, Gaius Marcus! 
You need to lighten up, O miles Romanus! 

‘Marcus, I’ve just had some good news. I’m going to Jerusalem 
for Passover this year! What do you think of that?’ 

I was gloriously conscious of my eyes opening wide and my 
mouth cracking into the widest of smiles. 

‘Susanna, I think he is very happy with your news! 
‘Jeshua, I am. I was hoping that you will be there, Susanna. Have 

you never been before?’ 
‘Never. I am very excited.’ 
‘And, Marcus, you say that you were hoping Susanna would be 

there for the Festival.’ 
‘Yes, Sir. It will be my first time, too.’  
‘And, Marcus?’ 
I was puzzled for a few moments, until I remembered who was 

asking me the question. 
‘Yes, you are right, Jeshua, as always.’ 
‘So. Am I going to be allowed to share this secret?’ 
‘Susanna, in my short time in the country I have been to 

Jerusalem.’ 
‘It is true, Susanna. Marcus and Lucius were there to look after 

me! Indeed! Wherever I went, they were there with me. But for a 
short time we were not together.’ 

‘Amazingly I am acquainted with a person who is living there, a 
lady. I met her in Rome when she visited my home. Perhaps when 
you are there, Lucius and I could take you to the Praetorium to meet 
her. I have the feeling that you two will get on well.’ 

‘Praetorium? What’s that?’ 
‘That’s a kind of official residence.’  
‘She is a friend?’ 
‘Of the family. My mother and she have known each other for 

many years.’ 
‘She is wealthy? A Roman beauty?’ 
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‘I don’t know about riches. A Roman beauty? She’s fine but 
you’ll have to be the judge of that when you see her. I can say that 
she’s a long way behind you ...’ 

‘Do we have to go?’ 
‘Only if you want to.’ 
Jeshua broke in. 
‘If I had my eyes shut, I might think I was in the company of a 

married couple. You seem so close.’ 
Susanna was quick to reply. 
‘How could that be? I am a Jew and Marcus is Roman.’ 
‘And there was I thinking that you were a woman and Marcus 

was a man. As for the lady friend of Marcus’s mother, I will come 
with you, Susanna, if that helps.’ 

‘Jeshua, you have the wonderful gift of taking my breath away. 
The words of your teaching are so thrilling.’ 

‘Thrilling? Every gift of my Father makes my heart sing. That is 
the way of love, as you well know.’ 

‘Sir, may I ask another question?’  
‘Susanna, do you remember me visiting Bethsaida with Joseph 

and my mother, Mary, many long years ago?’ 
‘I do. You stayed with us while Joseph built some cabinets for 

my mother. I was five and you were older.’ 
‘An old man of twelve.’ 
‘You were so clever with your hands. I remember the children of 

the village flocking around you in the square when your work was 
done for the day. They loved your stories so much. We all wanted 
them to go on and on. Even the older villagers hung around hoping 
that the darkness would stay away for a little while longer …’ 
Susanna stopped in mid-breath and burst into fit of the giggles. A 
highly amused Jeshua shook his head in sympathy. 

‘My fault!’ 
‘Yes, you’re right.’ 
‘I couldn’t resist. For a moment when you asked a question about 

a question, I was back twenty years ago with the beautiful little girl 
with the quick mind. So, what was the question? Have you 
forgotten?’ 

‘I haven’t. I’ll whisper. I don’t want to embarrass you, Marcus. 
Dada, before he passed away, used to call me his ‘loving child’. 
Please forgive the tears. He was right in most ways. Of course, I 
loved my family, my friends, my teachers even. There were so many 
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others. I don’t know. A tiny mouse caught in a trap, the sad eyes of 
a fish that Mama was about to cook. You know the sort of thing.’ 

‘Is there a question coming, pretty little girl with the knowing 
eyes?’ 

‘I think so. One that is very important to me. We are four girls. I 
am the baby. My sisters are all happily married. I knew that I could 
never be a wife. Boys and men I met in my life, they didn’t like me. 
Most of them were dimwits. Perhaps, I am too ugly. Perhaps, I 
scared them off because … lots of reasons. You know.’ 

‘That’s not a question, Susanna.’ 
‘But this is: Jeshua, you know everything. No, I must change that. 

Look ... This is too difficult.’ 
‘You are … smitten. And Marcus, you are head over heals.’ 
‘Will it work for us? … Marcus, don’t be upset that I am so 

forward. In the morning you could get up with the sun and be gone 
before I wake. Why does my belly feel like it is full of water moving 
around?’ 

‘It’s healthy. Don’t worry. If I know anything about these 
matters, it is that you, Susanna and you, Marcus could fulfill your 
deepest longings for love, joined together. You have been kind to 
me. Be kind to each other. Now it is time for me to leave you all, to 
be under the stars to prepare myself for the new day.’  

The singing had calmed to be more like a lullaby than a marching 
song. Without a word to anyone else, Jeshua slipped quietly into the 
night.  

Susanna rose from her chair and, taking my hands in hers led me, 
gently to chairs in a corner where the light from the tapers was dim. 
We sat opposite each other with our faces very close, gazing, just 
gazing. Susanna’s skin was glowing. Even in the near darkness I 
could see my reflection in her brown eyes. 

‘I haven’t shaved for days. Don’t like beards. They are too itchy.’ 
‘I’m memorizing every part of your face. Those blue eyes seem 

contented.’ 
‘Why wouldn’t they be? They have never seen such a beautiful 

picture.’ 
‘Is this really happening, Marcus?’ 
‘If it isn’t, then I’m having my best dream ever.’ 
‘I love you, dear Marcus.’ 
She squeezed my hands. 
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‘Susanna, let me take care of you for the rest of our lives. You 
mean everything to me.’ 

‘When you left – was it just this afternoon? I wondered if I would 
ever see you again.’ 

Our mouths met. Kiss is a lovely word. Sweet contact of mouths 
but it would need a Catullus or a Virgil to recapture the essence of 
the thrill of it all, the pleasant shock that ran the length of my body. 
I’m so sorry for making that selfish effort to bring back one of the 
best, perhaps the best moments of my whole life. Not very practical 
was it? I don’t think Susanna would approve. When we noticed the 
room was empty, we were left with a quandary. 

‘I expect we’ll be missed.’ 
‘You don’t seem bothered, Susanna.’ 
‘Of course, I’m not. I don’t have to explain myself to anyone. 

How about you and Lucius?’ 
‘We’ve become good friends. We look out for each other. I’ll 

find him later when I get to bed. I’m going out on the road with 
Jeshua tomorrow. I don’t know when we’ll be back.’ 

‘Normal for Jeshua!’ 
 

 
 
I watched the sunrise from the bench and waited for Susanna near 
the front door. When she joined me, we walked arm in arm through 
the empty streets towards the Lake. After our first step onto the sand, 
she swung around to face me. The kiss was long and ended when we 
needed to take breath. 

‘Marcus, I was going to ask you if you had changed your mind. I 
enjoyed the clear answer that came straight from your lips.’ 

‘That’s two wordless ways of saying yes. Now then, on our first 
full day together how should we celebrate?’ 

‘Slip out of our shoes a go for a walk on the water’s edge while 
you tell me your life-story so far.’ 

‘… and spoil this glorious morning with stories of the past when 
I only want to think about our next fifty years into the future. Let’s 
keep those old yarns until … well they’re very private and we need 
some place where we are …’ 

‘Hidden from the world in our secret cocoon?’ 
‘Perfect. Susanna, you know that later this morning I’m due to 

set off with Jeshua.’ 
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‘I do. Yes, I’ll miss you heaps but you must go. Look at our time 
apart as a test.’ 

‘I don’t want the separation and I don’t need any test.’ 
‘Passover is not far away. I’m excited by the thought that we’ll 

be sharing it. Do you mind if we turn back? I have to be in time to 
help.’ 
 

 
 
The sky cracked from side to side. Susanna and I turned the corner. 
My special bench was just ahead. There were the two strangers, 
young men, collapsed across it, distressed and exhausted. Who were 
they?  

‘We are looking for Jeshua, the Nazarene. We have travelled a 
long way bringing a message for him. Is he anywhere near?’  

‘Friends, you have stopped outside the very place. Marcus, bring 
them into the kitchen and I will find Jeshua.’ 

‘Please, sit at the table. I will bring you water.’ 
 

 
 
The room was crowded out to the door and into the street. Jeshua sat 
directly across from the messengers. He was composed with his 
hands resting on his lap. 

‘Theodore, Simeon, I recognize you.’ 
‘Yes, Teacher. Our hearts are broken. They have taken our 

Master from us.’ 
‘When did you last eat? Please, bring meat and bread. … John is 

dead?’ 
‘He is, Sir.’ 
‘The bravest, most selfless man I know. We are all broken by this 

terrible, terrible news. I have heard stories that Herod had put John 
into prison.’ 

‘We were allowed to visit him. You know better than anyone how 
fearless he was. Herod was fond of him. Yes, John taught him many 
truths, but Herod is a weak man. We all believed he would release 
him. It was his new wife, Herodias, she hated John. She was so angry 
that John was showing her up before the world for the immoral 
woman she is. She wanted him silenced forever.’ 
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Everyone listening knew something about John. Many had been 
baptized by him. The low discordant wailing was a fitting 
accompaniment to this grim story. Theodore and Simeon struggled 
through their pained sobbing as they relived for our hearing the 
despair of having their lives turned inside out. Outwardly Jeshua had 
not lost any of his composure but the deep wound of his loss must 
have pierced him to the core of his being. Some, having passed 
beyond their threshold of coping, slipped out of the room and into 
the street.  Was this long pause a sign that their story was told? The 
young men for all their vigour and stamina were exhausted. We 
waited while they sipped their water wondering if there would be 
any more words. 

‘Jeshua, forgive us!’ 
Forgive them for what? This story was not finished. Everyone in 

the room understood that. Were Theodore and Simeon played out? 
Is that why they were asking Jeshua for forgiveness? I did not think 
so. I closed my eyes and waited. A hand grasped mine. The touch 
was unmistakable. I held back from calling out her name. We would 
wait together. The weeping and sobbing had stopped. A voice 
pierced the silence like a dagger. 

‘The woman tricked the King. Her daughter seduced him with 
her dance. He promised the young woman anything she desired as a 
reward. The Head of the Baptiser!’ 

The loud screams were heard streets away. Susanna’s voice was 
silent. Jeshua’s hands did not move. He stared down at the table. 
When the last sound died away, he stood. His first thoughts were for 
the young men who had brought the message. 

‘Simeon, Theodore, I bless you for this last act of love that you 
have given to your Teacher. John’s earthly work is done. You must 
never forget the part you played in that work. He roused a nation 
from a deep sleep. He prepared the way for the Redemption of all 
who are willing to listen to the message that is being brought to the 
world. No greater man has ever walked this earth.’ Without another 
word Jeshua went out of the house and did not return for several 
hours. 

Gradually the necessities of the day restored a kind of normality 
to village. The Twelve prepared for leaving Bethsaida. Lucius had a 
query. 

‘After everything that happened, will we be on our way this 
afternoon?’ 
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Phillip was certain. 
‘When Jeshua returns, He will want to move off at once.’ 
Lucius and I were integrated well enough into the group so that 

we did not ask the foolish question about where Jeshua had gone. 
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South to Jerusalem  
  
 

t was good to be back on the road. The women left behind were 
caring for Simeon and Theodore. I had managed a brief farewell 
to Susanna.  
‘Marcus, take this to remember me by.’ 
She had placed the silver broach in a square of lamb’s wool. My 

memento to her was one of my red wax writing tablets with a simple 
message, 

‘Te in perpetuum amabo!’ my first attempt at writing in Aramaic, 
a crude effort at transliteration that she could easily warm out if the 
puzzle became too frustrating.  

Lucius and I took up our usual position at the rear.  
‘She’s a very pretty one, Marcus.’ 
‘She is that. Susanna.’ 
‘Yes. Lovely name, too.’ 
‘Come on, out with it or shall I save you the bother? She’s 

Jewish.’ 
‘And you’re a Roman.’ 
‘Jeshua’s very words. He doesn’t see a problem.’ 
‘Neither do I! It’s the others who might. Families, you know.’ 
‘For sure. We won’t see each other until Passover. She could 

change her mind.’ 
‘Flaminius might order us back to camp. Who can tell the 

future?’ 
‘The poet Horatius said it was God (that was his word!) in his 

wisdom who keeps the future hidden from us.’ 
‘Any sensible soldier would be glad about that. Changing the 

subject, how did Jeshua take the news about John?’ 
‘I’d say He sorted it out when He was away from the house in 

Bethsaida. No! Sorted it out, that’s plain stupid. Sorry, Jeshua! What 
am I doing here with all you sensible people? I understand nothing.’ 

‘No, Marcus. I’m not having that. I watched Him last night when 
you were with Susanna. He was radiantly happy. You know that I’m 
a bit of a roughneck but there’s a soul in here somewhere. I used to 
think that I could never be more content then when I was out with 
the lads in my Century marching and singing on a sunny day after 

I 
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another victory in some faraway battlefield. But being with Jeshua 
has turned me right around. Killing? It rots you inside. A good, brave 
man savagely butchered on the whim of a tart, an up-market 
prostitute. Remember when those Pharisees brought that woman 
having it away with some chap who wasn’t her husband? And what 
Jeshua said and did? Sorry, Marcus, for going on like this, but when 
He was there up close to you and Susanna, I think He was saying to 
Himself, something like this is how it should be in life on earth. See 
how mixed-up I am.’ 

‘Two little Roman boys lost in a Jewish fog. Think about this. 
The Twelve were brought up in this country. They have different 
ways from us, in all the little things as well as the big ones, the 
history, the religion. They’ve been expecting a Messiah for 
centuries. We’ve been here? I don’t know but not long enough.’ 

‘Are you saying we should go back … now? They wouldn’t miss 
us, would they?’  

‘But we’d miss Him. No, let’s see it through to the Passover.’ 
We caught up with the others quickly, on the edge of a village 

new to us. There must have been hundreds of them just in Galilee. 
A crowd surrounded Him at once. Him, for what they trusted He 
would do for them.  He never failed them. In all the villages and 
cities we passed through, the sick were brought to Him, laid out on 
mats in the gathering places or led into His presence, the blind, the 
lame, the possessed, all desperate to get their lives returned to them. 
Lucius and I joined the Twelve in their work, organizing, lifting, 
carrying: every task had the simple aim of bringing the needy close 
to Jeshua and His healing power. The work was non-stop but so 
fulfilling that wells of positive energy kept surging into every part 
of me. My companions and I were being fired up, inspired by human 
adrenaline, presenting our charges, one by one for their moment of 
truth, face to face with Jeshua for the touch of His life-changing 
divine power. 

The days swept on. The crowds kept coming in their hundreds, 
drawn by the magnetic, intoxicating possibility of seeing and 
hearing this Man, daring to hope that the words of their prophets 
were being fulfilled in their time, that the promised Messiah was 
walking under the same skies as themselves. 

The joy was not universal. Hardly a day went by without another 
visit from some relics of the past who saw in Jeshua a threat to the 
strong grip of their authority over the people. They offered authority 
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and fault-finding, Jeshua offered hope and above all unconditional 
love. 

‘Why don’t your disciples follow the traditional customs? They 
eat without first performing the ceremony of washing?’ The first 
Pharisee Lucius and I had come across had been an affable, inquiring 
sort of man with a positive outlook on life. Thereafter the journey of 
meeting these self-appointed pillars of Jewish society was downhill. 
They acted like hunters out on the hills constantly setting traps for 
their prey. This time their prey turned out to be a mountain lion with 
sharp claws and teeth.  

‘You gang of hypocrites! How right Isaiah was when he said, 
‘These people speak prettily about the Lord, but they have no real 
love for Him. What fools they are to claim that God commands the 
people to obey their petty rules. You reject God’s laws and substitute 
your own traditions.’ 

Jeshua was relentless in his condemnation. He set out examples 
from the country’s history and from writers I had never heard of. 
There was murmuring support from around. You’d think that these 
big men in the religious life of the state would have slunk off shame-
faced. Instead, these brass-necked paragons hung around to the bitter 
end.  

The one-sided conflict was over and Jeshua withdrew to a house 
close-by and away from the crowds.  

‘What a day, Marcus. How He keeps going is amazing. I wonder 
when those Pharisees will get the message that they’ll never catch 
him out.’  

‘Yes, Lucius, but they never give in. He treats them like the dopes 
they are, and in public. They won’t like that. And it could be 
dangerous.’ 

‘What were His last words to the crowd?’ 
‘Listen to what I say and try to understand. Your souls are not 

harmed by what you eat, but what you think and say. Food does not 
pass anywhere near your heart. Know that it is out of the heart come 
evil thoughts, lust, theft, murder, adultery, envy, slander, pride, all 
come from within to pollute you and set you aside from God.’  

‘Lucius, I wonder if it’s too late to hunt around for some 
parchment. It would be one stupid idea to believe we could carry all 
this in our heads.’ 

‘You mean His teaching and the miracles, everything else? Come 
on, Marcus, even for someone like you with all your book-learning, 
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I think it would be crazy to waste your time trying to make some 
kind of record of what’s happened to us since we came over to 
Galilee.’ 

I raised my hands to my face in embarrassment. What a fool I 
was making of myself. 

‘Thank you, Lucius, for waking me up from my fantasy. 
Remember the idea of writing a report for Clodia Procula? We’ve 
moved on since we’ve been following Jeshua. He’s done and said so 
many amazing things. How can anyone remember them all? It’s 
been a growing worry for me. One flash of light from you and I’m 
coming out of the mist.’ 

‘Marcus, He doesn’t seem to have any worries about someone 
writing them down. Think about all the healings today. Nobody 
keeps a count. Numbers are not important to Him. You need to 
relax.’ 

‘Good idea!’ I sat down in the dust where I was. There was shade 
from the warm sun and a slab of rock to lean against. I took out the 
square of lamb’s wool from my pocket. ‘Look at this, Lucius. 
Present from Susanna.’ 

‘So it’s serious then. Very pretty, for a woman. Not planning to 
wear it soon?’ 

‘I gave her a new wax tablet with a few words scrawled on it. 
Remember me! I wonder if she will.’ 

‘And she’s coming to Passover? I still don’t know what it means 
or when it happens.’ 

‘Follow the flow, Lucius. John’s coming over. He’ll tell us.’ 
We forgot to ask. John was calling on us. Jeshua wanted to be on 

his way again. The list of memorable words, miraculous healings, 
warnings about the future, regular clashes with the ever censorious, 
self-important, learned, in their eyes, Pharisees (How I came to 
loathe the very sight and the drone of them!), grew and grew hour 
by hour. We travelled to new places, met new men and women 
always hungry and thirsty for Jeshua and the treasures He constantly 
set out before them. No longer was that foolish anxiety about making 
notes of every last uttering of our Master a heavy burden. That load 
had tumbled down the hill and into the sea. I was as free as a gleeful 
bird swooping and diving through the pure air of the warm 
afternoon.  
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Blind Bartimaeus who had heard that this famous healer was about 
in the district called out to this son of David in his loudest voice to 
the annoyance of his oh so respectable fellow citizens. He does not 
shut up until, lucky man, his clamour caught the attention of Jeshua. 

‘Teacher, I want to see!’ 
‘Your faith has healed you!’ 
The job is done: sight restored. I repeat that five letter word and 

ponder again how Jeshua understands instantly that it is there. He 
lives on this planet but his home is not in this place. Oh, here they 
come again! 

‘Master, what do you say about divorce?’ 
‘And what does Moses say about this?’ 
Before they know it they of the ever-barbed, trick question are 

sent off with another slice of the best teaching available.  
Those mothers who bring along their children for Jeshua to bless 

them. The Disciples send them off.  
‘Don’t bother Him!’ 
Bad mistake, Gentlemen. All you’ll receive is a reprimand for 

your attempt to protect your master. 
‘Allow the children to come to me! My Father’s kingdom 

belongs to children like these. Further I tell you refuse to come to 
the kingdom as a small child, there will be no place for you there.’ 
 

 
 
The Disciples failed again when Jeshua had taken Simon, Peter, 
John, and James up to a mountain top. While they were there a man 
brought his son to the others - a son troubled deeply by the presence 
of a spirit.  

‘Please, I beg you for your help. My boy cannot speak for a spirit 
has charge over him. It dashes him to the ground and makes his 
mouth foam. Have mercy on him.’ 

But they could do nothing to ease the condition. 
On returning from the mountain, Jeshua discovered their failure 

and became impatient. 
‘What tiny faith you have! How much longer must I be patient 

with you? Bring the boy.’  
When he saw Jeshua, the demon threw the boy on to the ground 

and set him writhing and foaming at the mouth. 
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‘Master, since he was a small boy he has suffered this way. Have 
mercy on us and do something if you can.’ 

‘Anything is possible if you have faith.’ 
‘Sir, I have faith. Please give me more!’ 
Faith, that key word again. Jeshua called out the demon. And 

everyone watched on as a scream spewed out of the boy’s mouth 
and the demon set the boy twisting and turning in agony until the lad 
collapsed lifeless on the ground. 

‘He is dead!’ was the new cry. 
Jeshua took him by the hand and lifted him up. 
The Disciples, distraught by their failure, cried out to Him. 
‘Why? Master, Why?’  
Jeshua’s answer was casual as though his mind was focused 

elsewhere. 
‘This problem needed prayer.’  
Simon, John and James were pale and trembling. What had taken 

place on that mountain? Had they seen a ghost or, perhaps, an evil 
spirit? Better not ask! We were on our way again: much better than 
hanging around and brooding about happenings we could not 
understand. And yet … Our little group, it felt that we were 
travelling under a dark cloud, each in our individual bubble of 
introspection and melancholy. And Jeshua? Thoughtful but as busy 
as ever about His Father’s business, never failing to answer the pleas 
of the sick and their families, knocking back those persistent, weasly 
attempts of the richly dressed, hard-headed teachers to wrong-foot 
our brilliant Master. Like firing arrows into the sky to try to hurt the 
morning sun.  

It was dear Lucius who brought smiles to our faces. Yet another 
quartet of our clever tormentors waddled into view, watched Jeshua 
and the Disciples at work until they could no longer bare seeing their 
people joyful and grateful and out it poured…  

‘Teacher, the great and much-honoured Moses set down an 
important law on giving alms … we beg you to tell us how you 
would…’  

‘That’s enough…’ 
With those two words Lucius left my side and with slow, 

measured steps strode towards the group of rattling busybodies on 
the outer edge of the crowd. The healing was on hold as even Jeshua 
raised His eyes follow his tall, bulky friend march on in silence and, 
at last, come to a halt right in front of the four shocked local leaders. 
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Little screams, chubby arms raised defensively were the reflex 
responses. The four middle-aged men did not run away. They gazed 
up at the big man as he walked along in front of them. He stopped 
by each one and leaned his head towards their faces until they were 
almost touching noses. I could see that Lucius was rapidly losing 
interest. He turned outwards threw up his arms.  

‘Homines Scelesti, Abite.’ 
They obeyed his instruction to leave the scene, doing their 

impersonation of calm, swaggering leaders, not put out by the threat 
of physical harm from another Galilean thug. Lucius was 
embarrassed by the loud cheers and humbly apologized to Jeshua. 

‘Sir, I know I did wrong by letting my temper get the better of 
me. I promise it will not happen again. It’s just … just, well, why 
are they so nasty? They don’t know it but when I started out, I wasn’t 
sure if I was going to give them a crusher of a left or a right when I 
got over there. Then, last minute, I saw those puffy faces close up 
and realized that were not worth the risk. What if I had killed one of 
them?’  

After the fun came the shock. Lucius and I did not discover until 
later that this was the third time that Jeshua had spelt out His 
warning. His words were clear, unmistakable and terrifying. 

‘We are close to Jerusalem. When we get there I, the Messiah, 
will be arrested and taken before the Chief Priests and other Jewish 
leaders. They will put me on trial and sentence me to death. They 
will hand me over to the Romans. They will mock me and spit on 
me, flog me with their whips. They will crucify me. But, but, after 
three days, I will rise from the dead.’ 

Lucius ran off, down the street and around the corner out of sight 
where he must have stopped. We heard his angry shouts and a loud 
thumping sound. I chased after him, afraid that, in his delicate mood, 
he might do himself harm. John was by my side. 

‘Friend, tell me that what He just said cannot be true. Jeshua must 
be testing us in some way.’ 

‘Not so, Marcus! Have you ever known Jeshua to tell us a lie?’ 
‘But His work here is not finished!’ 
‘True, but you did not listen closely to every word. After three 

days, I will rise from the dead. I WILL RISE FROM THE DEAD!’ 
We had turned the corner and Lucius had heard John’s last words. 

If he had taken them in, they had brought him little comfort. 
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‘To die, to become lifeless and then to live again, what kind of 
trick is that?’ 

‘No trick, my friend. Myself and, I think, every one of His 
disciples cannot, do not understand - YET.’ 

‘Listen, John. Listen, listen! On our travels I have become friends 
with Iscariot. Our voices blend well together. He has told me of a 
different way. Yes, Jeshua will be arrested but there will be no 
crucifixion. I have watched many of these most cruel of punishments 
which are reserved for the worst of criminals. Many years ago, your 
father will have told you, Marcus, after the uprising of that Thracian 
slave and his wild men, we strung up hundreds along the Appian 
Way. Jeshua’s Father would never let His Son suffer such an 
unspeakable torture. Never! Iscariot tells me this!’ 

‘Rest a while, Lucius. Let us walk back to the house. There is 
refreshment there for us. As we eat and drink together, I’ll tell you 
about a dear friend of Jeshua, Lazarus by name. He lives with his 
sisters, Mary and Martha, in Bethany a village on the slopes of the 
Mount of Olives and close to Jerusalem. You will meet them all very 
soon when we gather for the Passover. Lucius, do you want me to 
carry on?’ 

‘John, you know I have great respect for you. You have always 
been kind to Marcus and me but I don’t think a story about these 
people just at this moment would help.’  

‘Please, listen and you will understand this special truth.’ 
‘John, I know truth. Death is truth. I have served in our army for 

many a long year. I am paid for killing the enemies of Rome. And I 
have killed, many times. And many times I have been close to giving 
up my own life and been saved from death by the dedicated 
physicians in our Valetudinarium. If you want to know what death 
is, walk around a battlefield just after the killing is done. You’ll hear 
it long before you see it. Those screams of pain will stay with you 
forever, fighting-men in unspeakable agony, begging you to bring 
them peace by slitting their throats or plunging a dagger into their 
hearts. Worse is when the stench overwhelms you, streamlets of 
drying blood and corpses beginning to rot. Oh, the pity of it! And 
you wonder when your turn will come.’   

I felt a terror of my own, not so much from hearing the 
outpouring of Lucius’s hideous memories of war but from watching 
my friend’s tortured soul being drawn closer and closer to a deep 
despair. 
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‘Lucius, Friend, enough! Please, before you drive yourself 
further down into the pit, you must come with me. We will find 
Jeshua.’ 

‘Marcus, Jeshua has not yet come down from his time on the 
hillside. Lucius, you must know that you have become a trusted 
friend to all of us. Your pain is our pain. And you must believe that 
I did not want to relight the fires of grief for you.’ 

‘I know it. A spark of fear set the turmoil loose. I cannot bear 
even the tiniest thought of Jeshua being hung on a cross. He is the 
true Prince of Peace. And I beg your forgiveness for my insult to 
you, John. An old soldier too well-schooled in the fields of 
aggression. It is too much in my blood ... You were telling us about 
Lazarus.’ 

Gentle John was hesitant as he finally began his story. I, too, 
wondered what part this particular friend had played in the life of 
Jeshua that we needed to know about so urgently. I did understand 
that the Master enjoyed being in the company of Lazarus and his two 
sisters. I noticed that Lucius was sitting, head leaning forward with 
his hands clasped together, a sign that he listening attentively.  

‘Mary and Martha sent a message to Jeshua telling Him that his 
good friend was very sick. When we received the message, Jeshua 
did not hurry at once to Bethany. For two days He stayed where He 
was and made no attempt to travel. After the delay, He suddenly 
announced to us that we were going to Judea. Some of us thought 
this would be dangerous. Days before the Jewish leaders there had 
been trying to kill Him but we went anyway. You both know that 
the Pharisees cannot be trusted.  

‘Our friend, Lazarus has fallen to sleep. I am going to wake him’. 
‘We were happy that he was over the worst and he was resting. 

That was wrong. Jeshua explained that our poor friend was actually 
dead and had been in his tomb for four days.’ 

‘Four days! In a hot place like Judea?’ 
‘When Martha heard that we were coming, she came out to meet 

us. That is one amazing woman. She said, If only you had been here, 
my brother would still be alive. It is not too late. God will bring him 
back if you ask Him. You need to know that many Pharisees were 
visiting the sisters to console them. When they saw Mary leave the 
house in haste, they followed and came with her to where Jeshua 
was. Like her sister, Mary believed that if He had come earlier, 
Lazarus would be still with them. She wept as she spoke. When the 
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Jewish leaders wailed their mournful chant, the anger was building 
inside Jeshua and he was deeply upset.’  

‘Show me the tomb!’  
‘The religious leeches would not let us be alone with our friend 

and his sisters. Self-important busy-bodies do not understand the 
notion of compassion. The specialty of these cynical bone-heads is 
to scratch around out for something to mock or attack.’ 

I wondered if Lucius was as sure as I about where John was 
taking this, now obvious but ridiculously amazing, story. If he 
wasn’t, he was about to be stunned witless. No, on second thoughts, 
my rugged friend would listen, open his eyes wide, slap his thigh 
and give John a crushing hug. It was time to turn the mountain lions 
loose. 

‘A large round stone was covering the entrance to the tomb. 
Jeshua approached it alone. He was in no rush. He ran His hands 
across the rough-hewn chunk of rock then placed His face so close 
that He might have been talking to it. He was, I believe aligning His 
heart and soul with the Father’s. Together they were about to break 
through an immutable law of human existence. 

‘Roll the stone aside’  
The deathly silence was shattered by screams of protest. Above 

their sound rose the passionate plea of Martha. 
‘No, Master! No! four days have passed. The body of our dear 

Lazurus will be smelling. Leave him in peace, I beg you!’  
Jeshua, turned to look at Martha. ‘Did I not say that you will see 

a wonderful miracle from God if you believe?’ 
The stone was rolled to one side. 
‘Lazarus, come out!’ 
My eyes were fixed on the gaping hole in the cliff face. I feared 

that my pounding heart would burst its bounds.  
A dark shape shuffled into sight. Closer. The shape of a man 

bound in a grave cloth, the face wrapped in folds of bandage. At last 
it crossed into the morning sunlight. Mary and Martha, staring 
blankly with trembling arms stretched out ... 

‘He is safe! Unbind him! Your brother has returned!’  
John placed his arm around the shoulder of Lucius. Remember 

the words of the Master. 
‘After three days I shall return from the dead.’’ 
‘I remember, my good friend.’ 
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 Journey’s End 
 

assover was almost upon us. We spent our last night out on 
the road near the city of Jericho.  

‘Marcus, we are getting much more than we bargained for 
on the assignment Flaminius gave us.’ 

‘Life changing. And it is not finished yet!’ 
‘Think on this daydream. You and are sitting on the bank of a 

wide, slow-moving river.’ 
‘The Tiber, perhaps.’ 
‘I don’t know. This one is lined with trees up and down as far as 

we can see. We are waiting for some great event in our lives to 
happen. As we wait, the seasons pass. Not a lot else happens. We 
look out on to the waters flowing by. And we begin to pay attention 
to the leaves being carried along. They must go where they are led. 
They have no control.’ 

‘That’s it? Finished?’ 
‘I think so.’ 
‘Are we the leaves? And the river is like life? Only guesses. It’s 

your dream, Lucius, don’t forget.’ 
‘It’s the last part that struck me most. The leaves are swept along 

but … Think of it this way. Control, we’re all after that in our lives, 
kings, generals, leaders, fathers. We are in charge. Listen to me 
talking like I understand all about death.’  

‘Lucius, you convinced me.’ 
‘Thanks but along comes Jeshua and soon knocks my idea over.’ 
‘Yes, but Jeshua is … well, He is a lot … you can’t compare with 

someone ordinary like you and me.’ 
‘You and Susanna then …’ 
‘I have no real control there. Nor she, perhaps.’ 
‘Have we been in charge since our first day over here? We can 

march straight back. But there’s too much I don’t want to give up. 
For a start, I want to see Lazarus.’ 

‘I want to be with Susanna even if it’s for the last time.’ 
‘It’s going to be fine for the two of us. We’ll fetch up on the right 

part of the riverbank.’ 
 
 

P 
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Early next morning we set off on the climb to Jerusalem intending 
to stop just short of the City in the town of Bethany. 

‘Marcus, she’ll be there waiting.’  
‘If I can find her in the crowds.’ 
‘She’ll find you. You’re right about the masses of people. Half 

the country must be on the way to the Festival. In all my years 
stationed in the main camp I was never sent to do time in the 
Garrison in Jerusalem at this time of year.’ 

‘Is it still on for us to pay a call on Clodia Procula?’ 
‘Tribune, I’m surprised at you! We have our orders, Sir.’ 
‘You’re pumped up today, Lucius.’ 
‘Lazarus is on my mind. I’m wondering if we’ll have a chance to 

see him. Wondering if we should even try to.’  
‘Nobody could think that you were treating him like freak show. 

He changed your way of thinking.’ 
‘But he couldn’t know that. I’d hate to have strangers peeping 

around corners to have a gawk at me.’ 
‘I reckon his sisters would protect him from that kind of rubbish.’ 

 
 

 
We arrived safely and in good time. The town was crowded. The 
journey had passed at lightning speed. Jeshua was his amazing self. 
Lucius and I had earlier talked seriously about having control in our 
lives, how futile it so often was to believe that we are in charge. On 
that climb out of Jericho, Jeshua demonstrated over and over what 
supreme control guided His life. He had warned us about what was 
going to mark the end the week of Passover. The greatest of all 
leaders He was taking us forward into the thick mists of future times 
with more warnings, but with the promise of a Comforter who would 
be within reach of those who cried for help in their days of turmoil. 
Every gift and consolation He promised was delivered with the ring 
of certainty and truth. 

A surprise was waiting when Martha led us through her front 
door and into a room at the back of the house. 

‘My brother wants to meet you both. Lazarus!’ 
Lucius confessed to me later that when he took in that word 

‘brother’, a charge of warmth passed through his body so quickly 
that he had to struggle hard to keep himself from tumbling over 
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completely when the muscles in his belly melted and buckled him in 
two. And the business-like Martha then left us to it.   

Lazarus said nothing. Perhaps he wanted just to look us over. 
Lucius and I resolved independently not to speak until spoken to. 
We were in the presence of royalty. This man had been on the other 
side. I confess that I was curious to find out if there was something 
unusual about him in any way, how he looked at us and everything 
around the room, how he sat, moved around in his space. I saw a 
humble man entirely content in his own skin, in his place in this old 
new world. His dark brown eyes shone eager with smiling 
compassion. Who but he could know what kind of ordeal he had 
suffered? He had passed into death just like the millions and millions 
before him on the start of his journey back to dust and ashes, but that 
journey had been aborted. 

Unlike the poor pet sparrow of Lesbia, the mistress of the 
marvelous Catullus. The death of the tiny creature had broken her 
heart and we had watched him hopping along the dark cave towards 
the Underworld. O, beloved Rome, so far away and loaded down 
with human glories! Lazarus, will you tell us how you see this old 
new world? Where are its fears and vanities for you? Its joys, its 
laughter. And Jeshua, please forgive me for this worm of a thought 
that persists in eating into this weak brain. You waited for four days 
before you called your dear friend to return! For the Glory of the 
Father! Gaius Marcus, this poor worm of a man, please show me that 
this was no cruel act to a human, to create a need for him to cross 
over for a second time. 

‘You are Romans.’ 
‘Yes, we are, and soldiers in our nation’s army.’ 
‘You are the first of your nation I have spoken to. Your Aramaic 

is very good. Why are you not dressed in those impressive 
uniforms?’ 

‘Because my friend, Lucius, and I, Marcus, have come in peace. 
We are followers of your friend, Jeshua.’ 

‘There are those who believe you to be spies. These Galileans 
and Judaeans keep a close watch on you. Our Passover is about to 
begin. We celebrate our escape from a long captivity in Egypt. Will 
you be celebrating with us?’ 

‘If it is allowed. Will you be going, Sir?’  
‘No, not this year, for the first time since I was a small boy. You 

will certainly be allowed. Passover. I must tell you that four women 
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from Galilee are in this house after their journey from the north. 
They are in company with Jeshua and his chosen ones and my sisters 
in our large room. To find them? Your ears will tell you.’ 

I spotted Susanna at once and Glory Be! She smiled at me. 
‘Ah, here come our Roman friends! Marcus, I will answer your 

question soon.’ 
What question I wondered. Surely not! Jeshua was in an ebullient 

mood. That meant that this crowded room was high on excitement. 
And He had paid attention to Lucius and me! Life was galloping by. 
Andromeda could not have moved me along so quickly. Susanna 
was close by, sitting amongst her older sisters. Exchanging smiles 
with her was a joy and was enough to tide me over. She was here 
and I could ask for no clearer message. Bethany stood on the edge 
of the Mount of Olives, an easy walk from the home of Lazarus and 
his sisters. I was delighted to learn that an excursion to this grove 
was the plan for the early afternoon on the eve of the Jewish day of 
remembrance.  

‘No large crowds today, friends. It is a time for sucking in the 
cool fresh air before we descend to the noisy, sweaty streets and 
squares down below tomorrow morning.’  

‘Sounds like you don’t look forward to the big occasion, John.’ 
‘A necessary tradition is the best way I can put it. Why would 

you travel from Asia Minor, Pontus, Cappadocia even mainland 
Greece before the safe sailing season has begun and when you have 
trekked from the coast to the city, show no great interest in the real 
truths that we are meant to be celebrating? The sanctity of the 
Temple is trashed. I’m sorry if my cynicism is turning you off. 
Jeshua amazes me with His patient restraint. The keepers of the 
Temple, our Pharisee leaders, have, for years failed to get what is 
happening. Enough! I love the freedom of this hillside. In late 
summer we enjoy harvesting the fresh crop.’ 

‘Another reminder of home, Lucius! My family love to escape 
the August heat of Rome to spend the month on the farm in 
Campania. Father is proud of the large olive groves and we all help 
to strip the trees of their fruit. Every year he trots out his praise of 
the olive.’ 

‘I love my wine but the humble olive is king of the farm. It is 
generous with its gifts.  First press for cooking and dressings, fuel 
for the lamps, rubs for our bodies at the baths.’ 
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‘Perhaps that family could use the help of a hardworking maid?’ 
The sweetest voice in my world. I swung round. ‘Susanna, I thought 
I would never be allowed to get close to you again. And no sisters?’ 

‘You are happy for that?’ 
‘They don’t approve of me.’ 
‘Oh, but you are wrong. All three admire you. You are beautiful, 

you are humble, you are courageous.’ 
‘And you are telling me flattering, very dubious stories. And they 

would not allow you to marry me, would they?’ 
‘Wrong again, my brave Roman soldier. The fault is on the side 

of your family. Anna says that they will be too noble to ever invite 
a humble Galilean woman into their household as a wife.  
 ‘If you behave yourself, they might take you in as a maid.’  

‘Ah! My Jewish jewel. Listen! Some new words: numquam 
Ancilla simper Uxor! Guess! ‘ 

‘Perhaps Maid? Wife?’  
‘Yes, so forget the first. One day soon you will be the second, if 

your sisters let it happen.’ 
‘I don’t remember any of those three asking permission about 

who to marry. They didn’t ask our long-suffering father - God rest 
his soul! - they simply let him know. And Lo and Behold! There’s 
Anna leading the other two up towards us through the trees. Don’t 
embarrass them by bringing up the idea of marriage.’ 

‘I don’t have the nerve!’ Lucius who had moved away as soon as 
Susanna had surprised us with her unexpected arrival was back by 
my side. ‘Marcus, watching from a distance and not wanting to 
probe, honestly, that meeting seemed to go well.’ 

‘My heart is drumming hard, Lucius. Susanna is ready to give 
Rome a chance. Just a thought! Would it work better if I lived in 
Galilee?’  

‘A definite big No to that! Think about it. Galilee is a kind of a 
big village. In a year it would be a like prison for both of you. Italia 
is the place. You could buy a farm anywhere in the wide-open 
spaces. She is bright and beautiful. Your family will adore her. Hey! 
You could invite Jeshua over for a stay.’ 

‘Lucius, you’re forgetting something very, very important.’ 
He dropped to his knees and bent over with his arm around a tree 

to keep him from falling down a steep part of the hill. I placed my 
hands over his shoulders to steady him but when I heard the sobbing, 
felt the shuddering, I fell to my knees, facing him shoulder to 



The Mystery of Clodia Procula 

107 
 

shoulder. There were no tears, no sobbing from my side, only a dull 
throbbing in my head. Over Lucius’s shoulder I saw Susanna with 
her hands clasped across her mouth. I rose to my feet and drew 
Lucius up with me. 

‘No, Lucius, no! We are not dishonouring Jeshua.’ 
‘I have come to bring you life – more abundantly.’ 
It is I who is forgetting. Jeshua does not call us to a life of don’ts, 

of joyless, sour faces. He wants us to live full out, falling sometimes 
but jumping straight back up. My Andromeda taught me all about 
that. Come, Susanna!’ 

Then there were three clasping each other in a tight circle, 
laughing and weeping in the same breath. A weary Anna had made 
it to us. Animated to see us wrapped together, she called back to her 
sisters. 

‘Lydia, Hannah, you won’t want to miss this. Romans in tears! 
That’s a sight I never expected to see.’ 

Susanna broke away and rounded on Anna. 
‘Sister, you are looking at Romans, yes and brave soldiers, too! 

They love Jeshua as much as any of one in Galilee or Judea. Their 
grief comes out of their pain.’  

‘Susanna, you know that your sister is hasty sometimes. Ask the 
noble gentlemen to forgive me.’ 

‘They understand the Aramaic. You ask them!’ 
Anna’s eyes moved from side to side quickly as she searched for 

the words she needed.  
‘Today is the Sabbath.’ 
‘We’ve been following Jeshua long enough to know that and 

about the law that says that your people must do no work today.’ 
‘Tomorrow is the first day of Passover and your first time at our 

greatest ceremony. My sisters and I want to help you understand 
what you will be seeing. Susanna, will you be with us?’  

‘Of course, if that what our friends would like.’ 
‘Friends is it, my girl?’ 
‘Yes, Hannah, friends of every one of us.’ 
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Lucius and I were not going to anticipate the hows, the whens and 
the whys of the big day. We had heard about the sacrificial lamb. 
The sweet smell of roasting meat was strong, a sign that we were on 
our way, earlier than I had expected. The week Jeshua had warned 
us about had arrived. Three times He had made it clear to us that 
pain grief, a hideous death were waiting for him before it was over. 
Why did He have to tell us like this? Was it some kind of test? Three 
times He had laid it on the line.  

‘You’d better believe me!’ 
Crucifixion! He had chosen Simon, Andrew, John and the rest to 

follow Him and they had all answered the call. He had demonstrated 
over and over that His Father had entrusted Him with immense 
power. Always, always Jeshua showed Himself to be a force for 
good, for love towards those who flocked to be with Him, to listen 
to His teaching. He had confounded His enemies. All good!  

‘On the third day I shall rise from the Dead’! Is this what they 
had signed up for? The whole village was up and about before dawn. 

‘John, that strange noise, can it be the wind?’ 
‘Marcus, it is the sound of Jerusalem welcoming another 

Passover. There are many strangers back in the City visiting familiar 
places, on the lookout for old friends. This light breeze coming our 
way is bringing their excitement to Bethany.’ 

‘Is Jeshua excited, too? I haven’t seen Him.’ 
‘You were not out of your bed early enough. You would find Him 

at this moment in a glade somewhere on the Mount.’ 
‘Does He go down to the City late?’ 
‘No. It is common knowledge that this year He will be the one 

the masses have come to see, more important, to hear Him teach. He 
will arrive at the perfect moment.’ 

‘If anyone will be able to hear Him above the din.’ 
‘Marcus, you know that Jeshua will always find a way of being 

heard. All the arrangements have been made for setting off. We 
twelve will accompany Him. Our women folk have finished their 
feminine beauty preparations. You and Lucius should get a move on 
if want to go with them.’ 
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This procession was very different for Lucius and me. For the first 
time we were out in front. Anna had asked us to lead them down. 

‘You can teach us to march like proper Roman soldiers. We’ll let 
you know where to stop. We have been practicing our Galilee 
Passover Song. It will work well with the marching. I promise we 
won’t embarrass you. We intend to enjoy ourselves. And, Marcus, 
listen out for our soloist. You will recognize her voice.’  

And we did enjoy ourselves. We marched down the middle of the 
road and were cheered and waved on by an ever-growing audience.  

‘Halt! Honorary soldiers, you were magnificent! Many thanks to 
our new friends for treating us seriously.’ 

‘So, what happens now?’ 
‘We stay where we are and wait.’ 
Lucius and I had been in Jerusalem not many days before. This 

time we had a chance to see what the city was like from the outside. 
The centre of our city was still set on the original seven low hills. 
Our house was high on the Esquiline with a view over the red-tiled 
roofs spreading into the distance. From where we stood, Jerusalem 
seemed to be crowded on to a single craggy mountain. Behind us 
was a grove of dark-green woodland. Must have been the edge of 
Olivet. 

The crowd following the way we had come earlier was getting 
bigger and noisier. They came shouting and chattering down and 
around a bend in the road that we had just taken. They suddenly 
became silent and moved off the road. In their place two men were 
walking steadily in step followed by two more in procession, two 
more and then a man astride a white donkey. Unmistakably, Jeshua, 
upright with his thick brown hair swaying in rhythm with his 
mount’s short steps. Our women shrieked their delight and, as the 
Master passed by, they waved squares of colourful materials. Their 
reward was a deep bow and a broad smile. His escort marched past 
impassively, concentrating on doing their Master proud. The fishers 
and farmers from Galilee, simple folk were on show in front of a 
mix of country people like themselves and smarter, more 
sophisticated City Jews and visitors from all over the eastern shores 
of Mare Nostrum. 

‘Ladies, follow us quickly. Let’s get behind your men as an 
escort to THE escort in through the gates of Jerusalem.’ 

I took Susanna’s hand and with the other ladies of Galilee moved 
in directly behind their men. Once inside the city, the atmosphere of 
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the morning changed. Gone was the respectful silence. Jeshua’s 
name was called out over and over, palms were stripped from the 
trees and thrown on to the road in his path. And a cry of ‘Hosanna’ 
went echoing up and down the streets.  To many, Jeshua was a 
curiosity, a young man from Galilee being passed off as teacher of 
exceptional talent. Others talked of strange happenings bordering on 
the miraculous where He had been present. From Galilee, the region 
of fishers and farmers where he had gathered around Him men of 
His own class who followed him wherever He wandered. There had 
been wild rumours that this, yes, handsome fellow might be the 
promised Messiah. Certainly the hysteria of the crowds cheering him 
that morning suggested He had a big following. But they had heard 
these Messiah stories before and they knew that the scholarly 
Pharisees had no time for this clever upstart. From the bits of gossip 
I heard around me, the general conclusion seemed to be that with 
religion you never quite knew where you were and the best idea 
would be to wait to hear what this one had to say for Himself. They 
did not have to wait long. Jeshua slipped down from the donkey and 
handed him to the boy who would return him to his master. The 
disciples were ready for the rush to gather close to Jeshua. Their 
bodies, strong and muscular after years of hard, physical labour, 
with a supplement of two devoted Roman soldiers, formed an 
unbreakable cordon that moved along until Jeshua pointed to his 
right.  

Standing on flat rock platform, He looked out over the mass of 
men ,women and children gazing up at Him expectantly. Mostly His 
eyes were directed elsewhere. From where He stood He could see 
the Temple and He stared at it unwaveringly, on and on. Many on 
the edge of the crowd, impatient with his continuing silence, began 
to move away to seek something more interesting to pass the time 
on this Holy Day. Others tried to provoke Him to say something. 
Anything would be better than this boring display of … nothing. 

‘Come on, Teacher. We could have stayed at home and enjoyed 
ourselves more.’ 

‘What a let-down you are, you Galilean misfit!’ 
‘Right, brother! He can’t perform in Jerusalem. We’d see through 

Him in double-quick time.’ 
Susanna, standing close to me hissed her annoyance. 
‘Marcus, why are these people so stupid? They don’t deserve to 

even be in the presence of Jeshua!’  
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He shifted His gaze back to the people below who were longing 
to hear some teaching. He stretched out His arms and spoke.  

‘If anyone tells you, This is the Messiah or that is the Messiah, 
do not believe them. There will be many false Messiahs, false 
Prophets. Take care! I have warned you! Do not be deceived! There 
will be wars, earthquakes, famines, days of anguish. You will suffer 
greatly for being my followers. This will be a chance to tell the world 
the good news. When you stand trial before the courts, do not worry 
about what to say in your defence. The Holy Spirit will give you the 
words. Brothers will betray each other to be killed. Fathers will 
betray their children, children will betray their parents. You will be 
hated because you belong to Me. Endure to the end and you will be 
saved.There will be days of great horror.When the tribulation ends, 
the light of the sun will grow dim, the moon will not shine and the 
stars will fall. Then all the world shall see Me returning in glory.No 
one, not the Angels, nor I know the date of my return. Stay alert! Be 
on watch. Do not let Me find you sleeping.’ 

I clasped Lucius’ arm and looked into his eyes. 
‘Could He have given a clearer warning? It’s about to happen, 

then. Jeshua is telling us yet again.’ 
‘Marcus, this is a time when I wish we had made some kind of 

record of His teaching. I need to hear those words many times over.’ 
‘There will surely be a way, my friend.’ 
There was a way. It was not the last of His teaching that day. 

Jeshua spoke in other parts of the city each time repeating much of 
the early message in new words. Never once did Jeshua cross the 
steps into the Temple that day. Susanna, Lucius and I were together 
with the other crowds when He spoke. I noticed that little groups of 
Pharisees were present every time. There were no questions and on 
the occasions I paid any attention to them they were standing relaxed 
and listening attentively. The three of us broke away to pay another 
brief visit to the Praetorium. 

‘And the great lady lives in there. Are you going to take the risk 
of introducing me to her?’  

‘Risk? I’ll be proud to introduce you, if they’ll let us in.’ 
‘Marcus, I’ll make sure they do but tomorrow. Jeshua, do you 

think He’ll come?’ 
‘Flaminius wants a report. Who would be the best person to 

deliver that? If He comes, we’d be cutting out the middle-man’.  
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When we returned to the wide area outside the Temple, an 
agitated Iscariot was waiting. He wanted to have a few words with 
his fellow basso singer. 

‘Lucius, please, a word. There is some important advice you can 
give me.’ 

‘Me? But I’ve been here such a short time.’ 
‘That’s the point. You are a soldier so you will know.’ 
‘I don’t understand.’ 
‘Simple! You live in a country ruled by an enemy. They are 

inside your borders. You want them to go away.’  
‘That country is Israel? Hang on, Judas. Apply some sensible 

thinking here. Rome is not an enemy: it is a guardian and protects 
you from the real enemies out there beyond your borders. They are 
many.’ 

‘And I thought you would understand!’ 
‘I do, better than you know.’ 
‘Freedom!’ 
‘Jeshua tells us that the truth will make you free.’ 
‘Jeshua could ask the Father to send down legions of Angels.’ 
Judas was losing his self-control. He was gesticulating wildly, 

swinging his arms, punching the air like a spoilt child, determined 
to have his way. In his mounting fit of anger, he was raising his voice 
and moving towards us. He was deeply troubled. Lucius reached out 
to try to calm him.  

‘Judas, my friend, do not let the Master down. See how a crowd 
is gathering. They know that you are one of his closest followers.’ 

‘What can a Roman invader understand about the beliefs and 
wishes of a bunch of dirty, smelly Jews?’ 

Susanna moved forward, close enough to be heard only by Judas, 
Lucius and me. 

‘Judas, you are losing your mind and bringing shame on us all. 
Come with us. Jeshua and the others must be close by. They all love 
you and will bring you the peace you need. Then we will come with 
you back to Bethany. Being among friends is the best medicine. Talk 
your problem out!’ She put her arm behind his elbow to lead him 
down the hill. ‘Please, come.’ 

A woman’s touch, I had seen it working successfully before, at 
home. My mother has the gift of what she calls ‘soothing troubled 
waters’. Our households in Rome and in Campania benefit from her 
calm intelligence, her instinct to see the good in others, her sense of 
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humour. Perhaps it helps that she is an unselfconscious beauty. Now 
there is Susanna. She and Mama will get on well. She had succeeded 
with Judas, partially. His aggression had subsided to a sullen 
calmness, but he was not up for searching out Jeshua and the rest of 
the disciples. 

‘Susanna, you are good woman and I thank you for your 
kindness. I must leave you now.’ After a few steps, he turned to 
leave us with a final word. ‘A real King does not ride into his City 
on the back of a Donkey!’  

We watched him move through the crowd towards the entrance 
of the Temple. All in all, this feast of Passover was turning out to be 
an exhilarating time for a privileged pair of Romans. We were 
recognized for what we were but felt no animosity towards us as 
members of the occupying power. Just two of us would pose no 
problems. The city of Jerusalem was charged with high-powered 
sense of fun. Visitors had travelled from all around Mare Nostrum 
and seemed determined to mix the solemnity of the season with the 
fire and energy of the celebration of the ancient traditions. It had 
been non-stop action for me and Lucius. I felt at home in this 
boisterous company of a mass cross-section of this Jewish nation, 
young and old. Best of all I had been able to spend many hours with 
‘my’ Susanna.   

We must have been a group of thirty wending our way back up 
the road to Bethany. The apprehensions I had felt in the early 
morning had long gone. It was our women who led our quiet singing. 
I was pleased that when were about the halfway point of the climb a 
breathless Judas caught up with us. He was bright-eyed and he gave 
Lucius a gentle push in the back before once more linking up with 
him in song to give the hymn deeply satisfying resonance. I had not 
progressed beyond my la-la contribution, but the sweet voice of 
Susanna helped give me a big dollop of confidence. Sleep came 
easily and in the last seconds before being plunged down the thought 
came. What will tomorrow bring? 

Well, one thing was very different from the day before. Jeshua 
spent a lot of his time in the Temple. In an important sense it was a 
visit to the past. He gave out more dynamic teaching and the people 
adored him for it but his old nemesis, the priests and the Pharisees 
hung around the place like a bad smell trying to suppress the 
beautiful fragrance of His words. There was stuff to be done before 
He even started His real work. When we were in sight of the City 
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Jeshua wept, for Jerusalem and its people. I had never been so 
moved in my life. I saw the Son of God in tears. 

‘Eternal peace was within your grasp but you turned away. Your 
enemies will pile earth against your walls. They will crush you and 
your children into the ground. They will not leave one stone on top 
of another.’ 

When he entered the Temple, He drove the merchants out of their 
stalls. 

‘My Temple is a place of Prayer but you are turning it into a den 
of thieves!’ 

The Pharisees and the merchants saw an opportunity. 
‘On whose authority have you driven the merchants from the 

Temple?’ 
‘A question for you first. Was John the Baptiser sent by God or 

was he acting under his own authority?’ 
My father would have marveled at the skills of Jeshua. His 

enemies had no answer, but they would not give up their attempts to 
incriminate Him. Twice more they tried and twice more they were 
made to look fools in front of the people. I was among many in the 
crowd of listeners who were becoming very angry. A different lot of 
Jewish scholars desperate to bring Jeshua down. I had never heard 
of this mob, the Saducees, but they were as desperate as the other 
lot! They failed just as badly. The questioning ended but we knew 
that the danger was still there. 

‘Remember His words about being arrested and you know the 
rest. It’s enough to break your heart. I will never forget the promise 
of, dare I say it? coming back to life. Lucius, I feel a crazy hope deep 
inside my heart.’ 

Yes, hope enough to hold the confidence that you are on the right 
side of life.  

‘I am the Life.’ 
Was He hiding an immense tension? Lucius, as a soldier, would 

understand this kind of tension when the army was out in warzone. 
In any battle many, many fighters were certain to die, to be killed. 

‘Is it going to be me this time?’ was a thought that haunted any 
warrior, however brave, however confident. Jeshua KNEW that his 
physical death was very certain and very near. Three times He had 
warned us of this reality. A stranger watching him in the Temple, 
listening to his simple stories about a persistent widow and a judge 
or a king testing his servants or a man planting out a vineyard only 



The Mystery of Clodia Procula 

115 
 

to have his son murdered by his tenant farmers and his rightful part 
of the crop stolen, this stranger would find it hard to recognize any 
tension in the teller of tales. Home for a pleasant dinner and an 
untroubled night’s sleep. I wasn’t a total stranger, and I was in awe 
of the power and self-assurance. 

The two days of City life-style were obviously a great contrast to 
the first part of our stay in Palestine. Lucius mused once that he was 
forgetting what it was like to be a soldier. 

‘I wonder if Flaminius has given us up for dead. I’ve long lost 
contact with my brothers. I hope they are well but the army won’t 
be bothering to send messages to them about the ‘late Lucius’. You, 
my dear Tribune, will be a notable loss. Your death would make a 
big splash in the pond. Your father is a somebody in Rome. Be 
careful how you deal with our Marcus, general!’ 

‘Ah, but, Lucius, think of the celebration when you turn up in 
camp again!’ 

‘And think of the shock when you turn up in Rome with a 
beautiful woman on your arm.’ 

‘I’ve got a feeling that my mother will be thrilled to see that I am 
still in the land of the living AND with the best present I could ever 
give her.’ 

Jeshua had not forgotten. 
‘So tomorrow we shall be visiting you friend, Marcus. Will we 

have the company of Susanna?’ 
‘Indeed, Master. Just the four of us, if you are happy about that.’ 
‘After supper tonight with Martha, Mary and Lazarus, I plan to 

go up into the olive grove. I have some special business out under 
the stars.’  
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Mission Accomplished 
 

 was surprised that no one in Bethany asked where we were 
going and why. Jeshua himself let Lucius take the lead. 

‘I was expecting to walk down into the City to find our way 
in. I have seen where you Romans have your camp. Today it is my 
turn to be the follower. But know this. I’ve never seen your soldiers 
or your people as my enemies.’  

‘Master, being with you is changing every part of our lives.’ 
‘My first mission has always been to the Jews. Susanna, if you 

can explain the historic reasons for this to you, Marcus and Lucius 
in less than a few hours you will do well. But my Father loves every 
member of His earthly family. You know that I have called Simon 
Peter, John, James to be fishers of men. They understand that the 
harvest will be great, and we will always need people to help with 
the work.’    

Lucius spotted the gate first. 
‘It’s between the two tall trees down to the left.’ 
‘Saves us a lot of walking but what about guards? The Tribune 

in charge of the Praetorium won’t have overlooked that, especially 
at this time of year.’ 

‘Getting us inside is your business, Marcus.’ 
‘Gives me the chance to play soldiers for the first time in Israel.’ 
It turned out to be an easy job. Between the usual wide ditch and 

the nasty looking spiked poles there was a grassy area leading to the 
solid slab of a wooden door. We could hear voices on the other side 
speaking the language of home. We had been noticed as we 
approached. Without a word from us the door swung inwards to 
reveal six fierce legionaries in full armour standing across the 
entrance. Before they could ask any questions of us, I took them by 
surprise. 

‘Visitors to see Clodia Procula. Is the lady here?’  
There was no immediate reply, so I explained. 
‘You won’t know us.’ 
‘But we think we do, Sir. We are part of a century that Legatus 

Flaminius sent from Caesarea as reinforcements for the Jewish 
Passover. He told us to be on watch for two of his men who had been 
sent across on a special mission, a Tribune and a Centurion.’ 

I 
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‘That’s us! Smart work. Well done …’ 
‘Linnaeus, Sir. Legatus will be pleased. He knows that Judea can 

be a hostile place for two Romans on their own. Anything could have 
happened to you. Will you be returning to camp soon?’ 

‘That depends on if we can finish the commission he sent us on. 
Is the lady at home?’ 

‘She is, Sir. In the garden with her maid. She is not expecting 
visitors. The Governor is out for the morning. This is a busy time for 
him, for all of us.’ 

‘And you’ll need to check on visitors who turn up unannounced 
like us.’ 

‘Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir.’  
‘If one of you could give her the message that Gaius Marcus is 

here. My Father is Gaius Marius. She has often visited our family 
home on the Esquiline Hill. This is Lucius…’ 

‘I have seen you in Camp, Centurion. But the other lady and 
gentleman are they with you, too?’  

‘Tell Clodia Procula that Jeshua is here. She will be very pleased 
to hear that. And this is Susanna who will be travelling with me to 
Rome soon.’ 

The messenger could have barely reached the garden when we 
heard a loud whoop of delight, followed by the vision of the 
Governor’s lady running down towards us. Very unexpected!  

‘Isn’t this a delight? Are your chairs comfortable? What do think 
of the garden? And the view? You must excuse me. The suddenness, 
the shock, the excitement. Diana, please explain to our guests that I 
am normally not so flustered.’  

‘The Mistress is right. But I, too, can scarcely take this all in. 
Jeshua, Master, Teacher, how must I address you? I have seen you, 
only once it is true but…’ 

‘When she came home that evening, I thought that she would 
never calm down. She remembered every word you spoke. Next day 
she wrote them down in koine. My dear, where do keep that 
parchment? I remember, in the cabinet by the side of your bed.’  

I was beginning to wonder if Lucius and I had been mistaken to 
bring Jeshua to that place. Jeshua had a simple recipe to restore calm.  

‘Clodia, we thank you for your welcome. Some water, do you 
think? Your beautiful garden catches the sun well here.’  

Soon after Diana and another maid returned with large cups, a 
pitcher of grape juice and a separate tray. 
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‘Thankyou. Those honey cakes are perfect for the occasion.’ 
‘Mistress, they have just come out of the oven. There are plenty 

left for when the Governor returns later.’ 
 

 
 
Our time in the Garden of the Praetorium passed quickly. Ephraim, 
the Galilean gardener, who was born and brought up in Capernaum 
proudly led us around. He stopped frequently for him to show off 
his prize flowers and herbs. Jeshua and Clodia had a real interest in 
what was going on in that dark soil. Lucius and I were keener to look 
around at what we could see of the way this camp within a city was 
organized. We had a useful sight of it from sitting on the wide rim 
of the fountain. Susanna and Diana brought up the rear. I have no 
idea what they talked about, but I don’t think that much was said 
about a piece of barren ground being transformed into a thing of 
shaded beauty, a perfect setting for long summer days.  

We said our goodbyes by the wooden gate. On our walk back up 
to Bethany, I pondered on our time with Clodia and her maid. I was 
not intending to ask Jeshua about how he thought the morning had 
passed whether or not he thought it had been worthwhile. 

‘Lucius, on the day we set off for Galilee, we couldn’t have 
dreamed that our mission would finish with a meeting like that.’ 

‘Is she always as scatter-brained as she was in there?’  
‘She was overwhelmed, that’s all. Would you blame her? When 

Jeshua is around, I’m very careful about what I say and do. And I 
should be used to being with Him.’  

‘It’s a miracle that He is willing to put up with us. We don’t 
contribute much, do we? But look at Him with Susanna. They’re like 
a couple of good pals meeting again after a long absence.’ 

‘I really enjoyed watching Him giving it to those business people 
in the Temple yesterday.’ 

‘Got a few nasty looks but He shifted them out quick enough.’ 
‘And after that, He was so relaxed, serene when He was teaching. 

The crowds loved it. They were ready to shout and cheer, carry him 
off on their shoulders. It was like a great weight had fallen from Him 
but I don’t believe it was the noise of the crowds that brought on this 
peace. It came from inside, from His heart and His soul like He was 
telling Himself, I’m ready.’
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The Stars Look Down 
 
 

eshua sat at the head of the table at supper that night. A woman 
approached Him. As she stood behind His chair, she broke the 
seal on a flask of expensive perfume and poured it over His 

head. Some around the table were angry. 
‘What a waste! That could have been sold and the money given 

to the poor.’ 
Lucius shrugged his shoulders. I understood what he meant. Butt 

out! It’s her money that paid for it. And as for waste, that was an 
insult to the Master. Jeshua gave it to them straight. 

‘Let her alone. She has shown me real kindness. She has anointed 
my body ahead of time for my burial. What she has done will be 
remembered many, many years from now when my story is told.’ 

Some private time with Susanna was a second highlight for me 
that evening. 

‘You got on well with Clodia Procula then.’ 
‘Marcus, she was wonderful to me! After being with her I am 

looking forward even more to coming to Rome.’  
‘Darling, you likely won’t see a single soldier in the City. They 

are only allowed in on special occasions. If you don’t enjoy life 
there, we could come back to Galilee. As long as we’re together,  I’ll 
be happy anywhere.’ 

‘Marcus, Lucius is making signals.’ 
‘The weather’s warming up. We’ve decided to spend the night 

outdoors.’ 
‘Jeshua will be out on the hill, too. And we women are returning 

north. We will be celebrating Passover Supper in Capernaum. We 
made arrangements on our way down. We are making an early start. 
The men will be going into Jerusalem with Jeshua tomorrow.’  

‘Thousands of special suppers all over the country. I feel sorry 
for all those lambs!’ 

‘Can we meet in the morning?’ 
‘Try to stop me!’ 

 
 

J 
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Lucius and I talked long into the night. We had found a grove of 
pine-trees. The heaps of fallen needles made for comfortable lying.  

‘You realize, Marcus, that we’ll be the only people in Jerusalem 
tomorrow who won’t be sharing a Passover meal.’ 

‘We’ll buy something and find a comfortable place with a view 
over the city. I don’t suppose there’ll be much action around the 
place.’ 

‘With our job done, successfully I’d say, we could return to 
camp. Only…’ 

‘We’re not going. Will we be disobeying orders?’ 
‘A definite No to that. The official mission may be done but our 

business is far from over.’ 
‘And I’m enjoying the scent of pines too much.’ 

 
 

 
 
Susanna and I did share a farewell, but it was more public than we 
would have liked. With her three older sisters watching us closely 
we decided to write it off and instead look forward to a more private 
reunion later.   

This was going to be THE day. Three unmistakable warnings 
were more than enough. On our way to Jerusalem we heard Jeshua 
telling two of the disciples to go ahead of the rest of us. 

‘Be ready to meet the man coming towards you carrying a vessel 
of water. He’s the one to follow. He will go into a certain house. 
Give the owner of the house this message. 

‘The Master wants you to show us the place you have ready 
where He plans to celebrate Passover tonight. He will take you to a 
large room upstairs. Make the preparations there.’ 

You could think it strange we, at least I, did not hear a whisper 
from anyone about what was going to going to happen when that 
special meal was finished. We all knew that our lives were about to 
be turned upside down. We find it hard to face uncomfortable 
realities, or very scary changes. Think much, say little. I suppose 
that’s the truth of it. 

Jeshua was energized in a way I had not seen before. Sometimes 
in the walks between villages and towns in Galilee, we moved 
slowly, languidly, thoughtfully often following the measures of our 
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singing. He had returned from his night on the hillside, at the 
moment when I was saying goodbye to Susanna. 

As I expected, we set off for Jerusalem as a group but anyone 
seeing us move down the road would not have been in doubt as to 
who was our leader. His stride was purposeful. Here was a man 
eager to get to his destination. We kept up as best we could but there 
were no hymns or psalms to ease the journey along. Our breath was 
kept strictly for locomotion. Every move, every gesture was sharp. 
His eyes were fixed on some point up ahead but, if, for some reason 
his gaze shifted, and I was momentarily in the line of their focus, 
their brightness was disturbing. The power had stripped away my 
outer physical layers and briefly my soul was laid bare. For those 
few seconds I was being bathed in waters of pure compassion. I 
knew that a few seconds was as much as I could cope with before 
my whole being collapsed. In such company, my every sense was 
heightened. Could this have been the force that drew Lazarus from 
his grave? For a time Jeshua seemed more God than man.  

‘Marcus, stand aside a moment. Yes, I know they are all moving 
away but I think that this is how it has to be for us two.’ 

‘We are finished here in Jerusalem? We should return to Bethany 
or even the camp?’ 

‘No, Marcus.’ 
‘Then what?’ 
‘We withdraw for a time, be just Romans again while these native 

Jews celebrate.’ 
‘Lucius, look!’ 
Jeshua, now just out of conversation range, had turned back 

towards us. Power was the theme of the day. This time it was 
revealed in the physical man, a man of magnificent beauty, from the 
rich brown of his thick head of hair, through the shining eyes, the 
knowing, confident expression, the broad shoulders tapering to a 
strong, muscular waist. He towered above the close gathering of his 
disciples and against the backdrop of the morning-blue sky, his 
being shone under a halo of clear light. What a specimen of human 
possibility! He raised his arms in a brief salute, turned to carry on 
with his walk towards the Temple. Lucius and I fell on each other’s 
shoulders and shared our tears. He had not forgotten us. 

‘Marcus, was that a farewell?’  
‘Who can tell, Lucius? Perhaps it was the sign of a new 

beginning. Let’s hang on and find out.’ 
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‘A lonely pair of exiles in a city full of celebrating Jews, are we 
a kind of sad joke?’ 

‘Lonely? For a while, perhaps but if we’re a joke, Lucius, we 
must be the luckiest ones ever.’ 

‘What do you think of the smell of roasting meat filling the air 
around these parts today?’ 

‘Not very fair, is it? On us and especially on the lambs. How’s 
about if we got out of Jerusalem, just for a walk outside the walls.’ 

‘Now that’s a positive piece of thinking, Marcus. That’s why 
you’re a Tribune, of course!’ 
 

 
 
We were becoming smart at finding places to sit where there were 
interesting views. This time it was close to the city walls looking 
south.  

‘All these suppers happen after sun-set, so John said. I know the 
house where our people are having theirs. In a large room upstairs. 
What happens when it’s all over, I wonder. Marcus, do you think 
they bed down there for the night?’ 

‘Not Jeshua. He’s not going to be whiling away the night, hiding 
in some house in Jerusalem. That’s not difficult to work out from 
everything he’s told us. This is His moment. Remember how he was 
on our walk from Bethany this morning.’  

‘He was as tense as a bowstring about to fire off an arrow, relaxed 
yet on edge. I’ve seen it a thousand times when we’re about to go 
into battle. It tells me that our men are up for what’s coming. They 
can’t wait for the signal to advance.’ 

‘Lucius, I don’t know quite how but there’s a battle about to 
happen involving Jeshua.’ 

‘The thought of that makes my heart sink, but you must be right.’ 
We eased ourselves down on to our backs and turned over. I shut 

my eyes and let my thoughts drift. First into my mind was Susanna. 
Where was she at that moment? She and her sisters were probably 
very tired after the long walk to Capernaum. They would rise to the 
occasion and would make sure that the Passover supper where they 
were would eat would honour its memory in every way.  The 
Passover, a great landmark in the history of the nation of Israel. Did 
we have anything to compare in our eight centuries? When I met 
Joseph in the reading room, he said that the Jews could trace their 
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lines much further back. We had Romulus … the booting out of the 
corrupt Tarquins, the assassination of mighty Julius, small stuff 
compared to an Angel of Death sent by God to pass over the houses 
with the doorposts smeared with lambs’ blood.   

I had a job ready for Susanna: she could me give me history 
lessons.  

It was close to darkness when we sat up again. We had decided 
on our next move. We re-entered the city and climbing an empty 
road into the Upper City, the smells of supper were as strong as ever 
but now we also heard the singing of hymns coming to us through 
open windows. 

‘This is the house, Marcus. No singing but I can hear the voice 
of Jeshua. A pity we are not close enough to pick up what He is 
saying.’  

In the shadows, we found a corner where we could not be seen 
but had a sighting of the door of the house. No one could enter or 
leave without our seeing who they were.  

‘Marcus, the first lesson I learned about a soldier’s life was 
patience. We are always waiting for something or someone often for 
days on end. So. if we are here until dawn, so what?’ 

‘Surely, we are not trying Jeshua’s patience, Lucius. Was it but 
yesterday that we were with Him inside the fortress of our army? 
Treasured hours, my friend. And we wait here now in the darkness 
because we long to be with His light once more. And remember this 
morning, before He went on His way, He turned back towards us to 
show we were not forgotten. Lucius, I am pleased to see your 
gleaming smile in these shadows. You must tell me why.’ 

‘Marcus, why should we sound like two little boys that are afraid 
that Daddy will find us skulking in these shadows and will be 
displeased with us? That’s not the teaching and example we have 
learned from Jeshua! If He is to face a dangerous enemy, we will run 
away like frightened sheep? Cowards never prosper.’ 

‘My turn to smile, Lucius, when I remember you telling me about 
how the best soldiers feel when they know that a battle is close, the 
senses all on edge, the impatience to actually to be doing something.’  

We both laughed aloud when we simultaneously leapt into the air 
startled by footsteps thudding down the stairs inside. A burly figure 
burst through the door and took off at speed in the direction of the 
Temple. 

‘Judas!’  
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We were together on that, too. I might have heard sounds of 
distress as well, but he was gone before I could be sure. The ensuing 
silence meant that no one else was following.  I had never set eyes 
on a water-clock nor a dial outside Italy, never heard the watches of 
the night called out but we knew that the night was far gone. Still no 
more sounds from inside the house but I did not believe that Jeshua 
and the remaining disciples would be passing the night up there. 
Judas must have been sent out on an errand. But for such a long 
time? The man with the money-bag had not returned and there was 
movement above. The noise of shuffling chairs was followed by the 
clomp of footsteps descending. We counted them out, eleven hooded 
shapes gathered around the tall, bare-headed Jeshua. They took the 
opposite direction from Judas. They were on the way to the Mount 
of Olives. Were they on a short-cut to Bethany? Lucius and I, 
uncertain if we would be welcome to join them, kept a distance 
behind. Once on the Mount, Jeshua turned to speak some words to 
his followers before moving forward on his own. Soon everyone was 
bent forward from a kneeling position of prayer, everyone except 
Jeshua who was upright with his hands raised in supplication. There 
was still no sign of Judas. We watched on and waited. Lucius began 
to say things to himself. He was becoming agitated. 

‘Marcus, Marcus, something bad is going on. I can smell it.’ 
‘I can see nothing. It’s very quiet. Everyone seems to be praying. 

We ought to join in.’ 
The first dots of light appeared way below us. Whoever was 

down there made no effort to hide their shouting. I was hoping they 
would change direction and move away. Soon the angry grumbling 
noises broke up into words. Those below were much closer. Lucius 
was right. And the ‘something bad’ became clear as soon as I heard 
the name of Jeshua called out several times. The flames of the pitch 
torches began to move directly towards us. Up ahead the disciples 
had roused the Master and were gathered in a wall of bodies around 
Him, ready for whatever was coming for them. 

‘It’s the Temple Guard!’ called voice of John.  
Leading them was a familiar stocky figure. 
‘Judas! That’s why he left the Passover Supper early!’ 
There was worse treachery to come when Judas pushed his 

powerful physique through the ring of disciples, grasped Jeshua by 
the shoulder and kissed His cheek. Betrayed by a kiss! Betrayed by 
a man whom He had chosen as one of his own! The struggle did not 
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last long. The servants of the Council of the Pharisees had the 
numbers, the weapons and the element of surprise on their side. They 
had come in the dark and they had their man at last. 

‘Am I some dangerous robber that you come armed to capture 
me? Why did you not arrest me in the Temple when I was teaching 
there, every day? You will not understand but these things are 
happening to fulfil what the Prophets have spoken about me.’ 

Lucius and I were on the ground recovering from the blows from 
the heavy clubs that those Jewish lads had dished out to us when we 
made our rather pathetic attempts at resistance, as we watched the 
mighty conquerors move away down the hill with their precious 
captive.  We were feeling down to see the Master being handled 
roughly by a bunch of thugs but more so to have watched all the 
disciples, save Judas, running for their lives. What had gone wrong 
there? We followed the Temple Guard as closely as we dared. It 
grated to hear the sounds of triumphant baiting drifting back to us, 
knowing that there was nothing practical or sensible we could do to 
ease even a tiny part of His pain. Jeshua knew what was going to 
happen to Him. He had warned us enough. 

‘Surely they wouldn’t dare to execute Him, Marcus. The people 
love Him too much. They would rise up to save him.’ 

‘I hope you are right but I’m afraid.’ 
‘Couldn’t we borrow a couple of horses and ride to persuade 

Flaminius to bring the army across? 
‘Pilate is the boss, don’t forget.’ 
‘Let’s visit Clodia. She likes Jeshua. She could work on her 

husband.’ 
‘Lucius, you’re punching your fist into a brick wall.’ 
‘So we do nothing then!’ 
‘We stay as close to Him as we can. Let Him see us, perhaps.’ 
The mob and their prisoner disappeared but we knew where. A 

pair of carved double doors were closed where we had last seen 
Jeshua. 

‘How do we get past these, Lucius? And don’t suggest we fetch 
a battering ram from Caesarea! We need something more subtle. 
Some brain power is required.’ 

‘The department of Tribunes?’  
‘Or a dollop of luck? For now, let’s ask this smartly dressed old 

man if he saw a prisoner being taken in.’ 
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‘Oh, yes I saw him. I recognized him, the Teacher from Galilee. 
The rogues have got him. That’s going to upset a lot of good people, 
me included. Very much me included. You’re not from these parts, 
are you?’ 

‘No, Sir, but we are followers of Jeshua.’ 
‘Not of the Jewish faith?’ 
‘No, Sir, but we want to see where He has been taken. It is very 

important to us.’ 
‘I can help you but I warn you that it can be dangerous in there. 

The Sanhedrin are a ruthless bunch.’ 
‘We are Romans, soldiers too.’ 
‘Good news! Follow me. I’m known in there. Let me do the 

talking.’ 
The smartly dressed old man had not been not been standing 

outside the doors of the house of Caiaphas by chance. Isaac was wine 
merchant, a supplier to rich men not only in Judea but in lands to the 
north and south. There had been a problem with two of his workmen 
who had delivered his last batch of amphorae to the store where the 
Chief Priests kept products of the best quality, rolls of the finest 
cloth, flour from Egypt and, of course, fine wines. 

‘An amphora of the most expensive wine from North Africa had 
fallen as it was being unloaded from the cart, smashed open on the 
tiled floor … I have to accept that the men were not strong enough 
for the job. I don’t want to lose the contract and I have a replacement 
outside but no one to unload it inside. We could help each other out 
here.’ 

Isaac gave a very aggressive thump on the door with his staff. A 
Temple guard opened up for us to wheel in the cart. We unloaded 
the precious cargo safely. Our new friend left with his empty cart 
but minus his workmen. 

‘Friends, it’s all yours from here on.’ 
 

 
 
‘Well, Lucius, patience rewarded again!’ 
We followed the line of lamps down a corridor towards the noise. 

We reached the room where He was being held. Lucius and I had 
promised each other that our tiny role in whatever was going take 
place was to be with Him for as long as we were allowed. We would 
be there. We would be visible but hopefully way out of focus. 
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Jeshua was standing in front of the large crowd. There was some 
kind of trial going on but not of a sort that Father would have 
approved of. It was a chaos of questions to an unimpressive bunch 
of witnesses who could have been dragged in off the street to help 
create a legal façade in a case where the verdict had been decided 
before the defendant had been arrested. The problem for the judges 
and jury of priests was that they could not build even much of a sham 
case because the lies of the false witnesses did not hang together. If 
this mess had been presented to lawyers in Rome, Jeshua would soon 
have been out on the street, an innocent man. But this was not Rome 
and it was a useless exercise to let this mounting anger inside me 
weaken my resolve to stay firm by the side of my friend, Lucius, to 
watch and record in our hearts as much as we could cope with of 
Jeshua’s suffering. 

A Boss priest stood up. 
‘So do you refuse to answer the charge? What do you say for 

yourself?’ 
Jeshua made no reply. 
‘Are you Messiah, the Son of God?’ 
‘I am and you will see me sitting on the right hand of God and 

returning to earth in the clouds of Heaven.’  
Uproar! Uncontrolled uproar as if the world around us had been 

struck by a thunderbolt. In his rage the Chief Priest began to tear his 
robes.  

‘We have no need of witnesses. You have all heard the 
blasphemy. What is your verdict?’ 

The vote for the death sentence was unanimous. 
They spat on Him and when they had blindfolded Him and piled 

in with their fists, I felt the muscles on the arm of Lucius bulge. I 
swung him round until my mouth was kissing his ear. I urged him 
as loudly as I dared. 

‘Noli tangere, noli tangere.’ 
My plea worked, just about. He shaded his eyes with his hand. 

The surging breaths and the clenched teeth sent a clear sign of the 
effort he was making. We were horrified to hear the mockery of 
these cowards, the crunch of bone on bone and the involuntary gasps 
of pain as punches hit home.   

I am ashamed to admit that I felt some temporary relief when the 
guards led Jeshua away. We did not know where he had been taken. 
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Surely, they had not continued the thuggery somewhere out of sight. 
Lucius was hopeful. 

‘This mob will be extra-careful not to upset the Army. We are 
still in control here. But we both know that the Pharisees and the lot 
we saw tonight are a ruthless, cunning gang. If they go too far, 
they’ll know the tricks to worm their way out. Let me and my boys 
in with them for an hour …’ 

‘He wouldn’t approve, you know that. Fact is, Lucius, He only 
knows one way. Hey, look over there where that fire is blazing away. 
Recognise him?’  

‘Simon? Yes it is. He’s sobbing like a child. He must have seen 
it all like us. Let’s get over there.’ 

For a time Simon did not recognize us. Then he looked up and 
made a wild grab for Lucius’s neck and pulled his head down 
towards him. 

‘Did you hear it?’ 
‘The shouting and screaming? Yes..’ 
‘Did you hear it? The cock crowing … twice!’ 
‘The cock? With all that other noise?’ 
‘He looked across at me. He knew, He knew. I betrayed Him. I 

am no better than Judas. My life is over. That pitiful look! I failed 
Him.’ 

‘Come with us. We must find where they have taken Him.’ He 
rose to his feet, hugged each of us in turn and ran out into the 
darkness.  

The gang of would-be executioners was easy to locate. There 
would be no sleep that night in the house of Caiaphas. The priests 
were quietly terrified, noisily, argumentatively so. They were fully 
aware that no wish, no decision of theirs would stand without the 
consent of the Governor. They were in a state of anxiety and 
confusion that made it easy for us to find the room, slip in 
undetected. Without those prophetic words of Jeshua pounding in 
my head, I might have been ready to be hopeful that all would turn 
out well and that He might be set free. Perhaps, perhaps deep in their 
hearts these men understood that That Jeshua was the promised 
Messiah and that their days of corruption and intimidation were 
over. Such thoughts would be easily crushed as soon as the 
implications hit home: no more cash for sins pouring into their 
treasure chests, no authority over the people, no more power of 
decision in important matters of State. No, they would be done for. 
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Instead of foolish hope, Lucius and I had willingly landed ourselves 
with the sickening experience of watching close up these men put 
their cunning ways to work and sorting out the best tricks to twist 
the Roman to their way of considering Jeshua. By early morning 
they were ready to face Pilate. Under guard Jeshua was sent up to 
the fortress. The prosecutors would not enter the fortress themselves 
for fear of making themselves unclean. I ask you! I remembered 
Jeshua’s words to these paragons of holiness and cleanliness about 
real cleanliness, of the mind and the soul. They knew better than a 
young, inexperienced Teacher from a backwater like Galilee. What 
could He know about how the world works? So, they stood outside 
with crowd of onlookers. It was easy for Lucius and me to join the 
party on the platform.   

Enter the representative of the Imperium Romanum, smart and 
noble, Pontius Pilatus. 

Enter his prisoner with His escort of hard-bitten legionaries, 
proud and indifferent. 

The third actor (should I say actors?) waiting below made an ugly 
sight. I felt I was looking down into a pit of snakes. I also knew that 
I was danger of giving in to the massive pull of my heart. I was 
standing behind Jeshua, within touching distance and the sight of 
Him steadied me: yet I could not resist the urge to whisper His name. 

The drama began. In the moments when throats were cleared and 
positions taken I heard my own name whispered. 

‘Marcus, please hand this note to the Governor. It is from my 
Lady. Please help me!’ 

I took the small square of parchment from the trembling hand of 
Diana. How her expression had changed in the few hours since I had 
watched her walking around the garden with my Susanna. The 
bloom and the girlish pertness was lost. 

‘Leave This Good Man Alone.’ 
It was not the complete message but I was being watched.  
Pilate snatched the parchment from his Tribune. He looked down 

at it for so long that he might have been trying to memorise it! 
Clodia Procula had given her verdict: Pilate’s wife … but the Priests, 
his insolent enemies, had yet to begin their verbal onslaught.   

Pontius Pilatus was a thoughtful Governor and one who wanted 
to please his Imperator. He well understood that these local leaders 
were no friends of Rome and their respect for him and his office 
came under grudging sufferance and depended on what they could 
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screw out him to suit their needs and wishes on any given day. And 
today it concerned a young teacher from Galilee. Clodia had gone a 
long way to persuading him that the charges presented to him should 
be rejected. This Jeshua was a fine physical specimen and the 
accusations were that He had declared that He was their Messiah and 
King. 

‘Is this true?’ 
‘It is as you say.’ 
‘This is not a crime!’  
They were desperate and would not give in. 
‘You are a King then?’ 
‘I am not an earthly King and my kingdom is not of this world. I 

came to bring truth to the world.’ 
‘What is truth?’  
Pilate declared once again:  
‘He is not guilty of any crime.’  
The Governor himself was showing his own signs of desperation. 

It was obvious that he was keen to get the trial over with a not guilty 
verdict. His own guard was showing signs of restlessness, too. They 
had better things to do and they wanted the trial over, whatever the 
verdict!  

Pilate was ready to play his master-stoke. The custom of the time 
was, at their Feast of Passover, he would release from jail a prisoner 
of the people’s choice. He was sure that the young Galilean would 
be the one they would want because He was so popular. 

‘So this year I offer you the King of the Jews!’ 
Too late Pilate understood that he had duped himself. The 

shameless Priests had scared, lured the fickle admirers of the 
Teacher who, days before, had ridden into Jerusalem on the back of 
a donkey to call for the release of the notorious murderer, Barabbas. 

From where I stood, I saw the shoulders of Pilate sag noticeably. 
Jeshua, who had been on his feet for many hours swayed gently, 
clearly close to exhaustion. I wanted to scream out to our panic-
stricken Governor. Do not make a bad situation worse. Tell them to 
take their Barabbas down into the city. Indulge him in a late Passover 
feast. Send him off! You are going to take this further I know it. Here 
it comes. 

‘Then what shall I do with the man who is your King?’ 
‘Crucify Him.’ 
They roared louder. 
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‘Crucify Him!’ 
Hysteria drove the mob on. The Priests, the Pharisees had all but 

won. 
Pilate called for a bowl of water and a towel. 
‘I wash my hands of this innocent man’s blood.’ 
Seconds later the guards marched Jeshua away to be crucified. 

They marched and He shuffled. 
I leaned on the rail of the platform looking down on the crowd 

waiting for the standard preliminaries to be completed out of their 
sight. I could see Jeshua, patient as animal awaiting slaughter. My 
own people had Him under their control. 

‘Have you ever seen one, Marcus?’ 
I heard Lucius’s voice and his words. I struggled to move my 

head to reply.  
‘I thought not. You won’t look away, I know. I’ll stand with you.’ 
No, I had not been present at a crucifixion but I had seen the 

leaded whip that a legionary was swinging just below us, ready to 
carry out the Governor’s command.  The soldier did not spare his 
prisoner. As each lash bit into His flesh, Jeshua let out a pained 
grunt. He did not cry out nor did He wilt as the blows smashed down 
and the blood flowed. When the perspiring soldier was done with 
the whip he threw it to a comrade who plunged it into a pail of water 
for cleaning.  

Lucius took my elbow and we moved away. 
‘The barracks. The Palace Guard is being marched out.’ 
Jeshua was a full head taller than the two legionaries who 

escorted Him in. His body was being systematically broken down, 
but he stood upright as he placed his feet slowly but without stopping 
until the Centurion called a halt. Having abused His body, it was 
time to test his Spirit. A purple robe and a crown of thorns set Him 
up as monarch in whose honour they could kneel. 

‘Salve, Rex Iudaeorum!’ repeated over and over until they were 
bored. 

His legionary escorts led him away out of our sight. 
‘We will not see Him again until He is … carrying his cross to 

the place. How are you feeling?’  
‘Very calm, Lucius.’ 
‘Calm? After that display of cruelty? Let me see. Right! Your 

eyes, what did John say about the eyes? They are eye of the soul.’ 
And yours seem to be calm all right. How would you explain that?’ 
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‘I think I can. I realize that I’ve failed.’ 
‘Failure makes you feel calm. Sounds odd.’ 
‘Failed to understand. Simon Peter failed, the other disciples 

even Judas failed. The Pharisees, Pilate failed, Susanna, Clodia 
Procula…’ 

‘Me, too? Can I Join in?’ 
‘Only you know that. How many times did Jeshua warn us? 

Jeshua is the only one who hasn’t failed. He understood from the 
beginning. Perhaps the Baptiser as well.’ 

‘Marcus, would a Father allow His son to suffer all that pain? 
And it’s not finished yet.’ 

‘Do you know where’s it’s going to happen?’ 
‘A Centurion over from the camp on detail says it’s on a hill 

outside the city walls. Even had a name for the place. Golgotha. 
They use it a lot.’ 

‘A hill? And the cross is up there ready? It’s not is it?’ 
‘Jeshua has to carry it there.’ 
He didn’t carry it far. It wasn’t a case of a sudden outburst of 

mercy on the part of my fellow Romans. The officer in charge was 
concerned that if that Jew did manage to carry it to Golgotha, it 
would have taken so long that that he would not be dispatched before 
dark. Or worse still, he would die on the way up. That would mean 
a punishment for everyone involved. Lucius knew all about the 
complexities of the Army Rule Book! 

Crucifixions always brought out the spectators en masse. 
‘Marcus, sometimes it can be a jolly occasion. If a local baddy 

has been booked after a long time on the run, the poor wretch has to 
put up with all sorts of insults. I tell you, as one who has had a minor 
part in two of these affairs, you don’t get over them for days. 
Watching a fellow human dying of suffocation, the gasping for the 
tiniest breath, the eyes staring out of their sockets, the screaming, 
the curses, crying for a knife in the throat for a quick departure, the 
memory of it can come back over and over to scare you witless.’ 

Yes, the crowds were out that morning, just as they been days 
before to greet the Man on the donkey. The wild cheers and smiling 
faces had shifted now to quiet weeping and anxious faces. The hearts 
were still for Jeshua. These men and women were bewildered. The 
great hope of a new way of life for the little people was being 
snatched away and they could only stand and watch as He fought for 
every step up the narrow streets on His last journey out of the City. 
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At last, at last, He was able to set down his heavy load on that 
ugly hilltop. The soldiers allowed three Jewish young men to bring 
Jeshua water, and towels to wipe away the sweat from his body. 
When it was finished the four men were led back from the area of 
the cross and the deep hole where it would soon stand upright. 

Lucius had been recognized by the crucifixion party and we were 
allowed freedom of access. 

‘Go wherever you fancy though I can’t imagine why you want to 
spend time up in a dump like this to watch that poor sod being sent 
off. Don’t tell me you know him.’  

‘The Tribune and I have spent a lot of time with Him.’ 
‘That’s right! I remember the day you left. What kind of bloke is 

he, then?’  
‘Give us a couple of days to tell the full story but, short version, 

He is the wisest, kindest man you could wish to meet, a brilliant 
teacher…’ 

‘Oh, yeah! That’s why Pilate has sent him up here for us to send 
him off. Sorry, gents, must go. Got to nail your pal to his cross.’  

We were close enough to hear but not to see. Each hammer blow 
that struck a nail into His flesh thudded against my brain, clang, 
clang, clang. I stood rigidly still and kept my lips shut tight, my head 
bent over, begging that every second would bring an end to the 
torture. When the silence finally arrived it was short-lived and soon 
replaced by human noises, soldiers calling out to each other. I stared 
in wonder and horror to watch the cross being lifted at wider and 
wider angles until it slid smoothly into its hole and formed a 
silhouette against the blue of the morning. That frail holy body hung 
precariously to that dark brown lump of wood. I felt Lucius’s hand 
on my shoulder.  

‘Sit, Marcus.’ 
I obeyed without questioning. My friend explained. 
‘There is no medicine we can take to lessen the pain.’ 
‘And there is no place to hide.’ 
‘No place I want to hide. He never hid and He’s not hiding now. 

What chance has He got? Look! The blood-suckers have turned up.’  
A crowd of Pharisees and Priests had managed to haul their 

chubby selves up the hill to gloat in triumph over the Son of God, 
no less. We could see the finger-pointing, hear the snorting laughter. 
The biggest threat to their normally unchallenged authority was 
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pinned up high above them and safely out of the game. They were 
gleeful! Lucius voiced my thoughts. 

‘I hate them. The thought of marching over there with a heavy 
club in my hands, standing in the middle of them and swinging it 
around sets up a delicious feeling in this belly of mine.’  

‘Make that two club swingers! Jeshua, we know that violence is 
not Your way, but this pair of Roman thugs still need a lot more of 
Your teaching to knock off some more rough edges. You’ll know 
that without a word from me.’ 

‘Sounds like the darkness is rising a little for you.’ 
‘It helps a bit to think that His ordeal is coming to an end. 

Perhaps, I’m willing it to happen.’ 
‘It could be hours yet. Good news Marcus. The leeches are on 

their way. Ferrovius just smacked one of them on the backside. 
Doesn’t take much to annoy that one.’ 

‘Darkness? Have you noticed how much it’s clouded over?’ 
‘That’s not cloud-cover. It’s night falling early, Marcus. That’s 

why the Pharisees scooted off.’ 
‘But we can’t be up to the sixth hour …’  
We did not have a straight on view of the cross from where we 

sat. The bulky bunch of Bosses moved away revealing a tiny, group, 
dressed in black, standing directly underneath Jeshua so close that 
they might have been able to touch the cross itself. 

‘Marcus, we’re in the wrong place. Let’s get over there fast!’ 
John was standing with a group of women from Galilee including 

two with the name of Mary. He explained in a whisper. 
‘You’ve not met them before. The younger one is Mary of 

Magdala. The other is the mother of Jeshua.’ 
‘His mother! And she has come to watch Him die?’ 
‘Just as she watched Him being born.’ 
Both had striking good looks, beauty made more mysterious by 

the half-darkness. It was an effort to hold back from embarrassing 
myself, struggling to look away for a few seconds before giving in 
to return for another hurried glance. Magdelene’s beauty was mostly 
in her physical features, dark, almond-shaped eyes, small full lips 
and flawless dusky skin. Jeshua’s mother, many years older, was 
blessed by the same compassionate eyes as her son. She turned just 
once towards me and brought out the shock of a cold shiver that 
travelled along the length of my body like an icy thrill. She was 
standing under the cross watching her son dying but her expression 
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was composed as if she had been expecting these moments for a long 
time. This was no place for me.  

Did Lucius find all this less of an ordeal than I did? He had seen 
crucifixions before. He was in the company of the six comrades who 
were in this bleak place, just getting on with another job. A good 
soldier is never squeamish in the face of cruelty. I had sailed to this 
country to learn how to be a Tribune. Time and money had been 
spent on me. Failure was not an option was it?  I found myself a 
hiding place. Behind the cross I could play the child’s game of 
closing my eyes and pretending that when I could not see, then I 
could not be seen. But that foolishness did not work. 

‘Yes, Lucius, we will follow wherever Jeshua goes, share the 
pain … Huh! Share the pain? That’s a joke’ 

In desperation, without thinking I smashed my head hard against 
the hard wood, drew blood, yet felt no pain. And do you know what? 
I felt that instrument of slow death shudder ever so slightly. Shared 
pain? I had just added to His pain. The foolishness continued. I 
placed my body against the cross and reached around it with my 
arms … to try to steady it!  

So, there I was sliding at speed down the mud slope towards the 
depths when some force grasped me around the shoulders and 
brought me to a halt. The wonder cure did not stop. Minutes before 
I had run from the presence of the Mother of God shocked by a spirit 
of freezing cold speeding through me from top to bottom. And now 
an equal but opposite shock, a thermal wave, a breeze of warm 
cleansing air entered the top of my head and washed slowly from the 
hair on the top of my skull to the tips of my toenails and away into 
the earth.  I pitched forward on to my face. I lay still with no urge to 
move. The sensation of emptiness was a comfort. I was in the right 
place for that moment in my life. Gradually, heavy sounds of small 
movement were being made around my head, even under my face. 
Tiny insects were crawling nearby, and my ears could detect the 
lifting of their tiny legs.  Suddenly these noises lapsed into total 
silence. The whole world was holding its breath, waiting. The sound 
of laboured breathing reached me from directly above. Then a 
human voice, wearied by an unspeakably long ordeal, forced out 
three triumphant words, IT IS FINISHED! They were followed by 
an enormous crack of thunder that split the sky in two. I pushed 
myself on to my knees and leaned back until I found a support strong 
enough to support my body. Now there were sounds everywhere, 
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mainly of soldiers, shouting orders, making decisions. I heard a pair 
of strong legs running off and soon returning. Someone sat close up 
to me. 

‘Marcus, you’re still with us! What happened? You really scared 
me. First I thought you were having a fit but when you collapsed, I 
was sure it was the end.’  

‘Lucius, am I glad to see you! I’m still here but that was weird, 
whatever it was.’ 

‘Marcus, it’s all over. They are lifting Him down at this moment.’ 
‘When I was on the floor just about where we’re sitting, I heard 

words, three of them. I thought it was Jeshua’s voice but like he was 
barely conscious.’  

‘It is finished? His mother heard, too. That’s when she let the 
tears fall. Even the boys were relieved to see that. It was mercifully 
short today. He was pretty-well beat up before they even started. 
They had to test to check that He was gone. When water came out 
with the blood, they knew for certain. Pilate was surprised that it was 
so quick. The soldier who took the report claims that Pilate’s wife 
was with the Governor when he arrived and she ran off in tears.  

‘Help me up, please. I haven’t felt this giddy since I was a boy. 
Hey, Lucius, don’t we know the old bloke talking to the Centurion?’ 

‘You’re not too giddy then. We met him one night when he was 
talking to Jeshua about being born again.’ 

‘Nicodemus? He’s risking it coming up here.’ 
‘So is his friend, Joseph from Arimathea. He’s a leader of the 

Pharisees. They don’t know that he’s also a follower of Jeshua.’ 
‘So, what are they up to?’ 
‘That’s simple. John says that it’s against Jewish tradition to 

allow a body to be exposed to the weather overnight. We know that 
Sabbath begins soon and that means no work can be done until it’s 
finished.’ 

‘And there’s a grave up here or down in Jerusalem?’ 
‘Better than that, Joseph has his own grave, empty, not far away 

but we have to move Jeshua there before night-fall.’ 
‘How can we help?’ 
‘We can be escorts. His mother and Mary of Magdala want to be 

there. The rest is organized. Just watch. They’ve got the large sheet, 
the embalming ointments and the young men to carry Him.’ 
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Before night-fall Jeshua was laid in the tomb cut into a hillside. 
Nicodemus, Joseph and their young men had stood in a circle inside 
with Him. They said their farewell with a prayer in Aramaic and 
followed that with a song in the old language, a gentle lullaby that 
might have been sung to a very young child as a welcome to the 
world. John, Mary, the Mother, and Mary of Magdala joined them 
in their own tearful goodbye. A large stone was moved to close 
Jeshua inside. 

‘If only …’ was the phrase I had in my mind as I stood with my 
hands touching the rough surface of the circle of stone that would 
protect Jeshua. I had thought of these two words many times after 
having a part in the Chorus of Sophocles play ‘Antigone’ put on by 
our Greek teacher, Atticus. I was fourteen when the school presented 
it in Rome.  

Antigone had suffered unfairly in my youthful eyes and I still 
have a strong loathing for injustice. And now Jeshua was laid out 
behind that rock-another case of injustice caused by having the 
wrong humans in charge. If only …  

‘… You, Jeshua, told us Who is really in control. Our minds are 
too small to think big enough? First you showed us Lazarus. In three 
days, three short days which could feel like an eternity, You will 
show yourself!!’ 

‘Are you sure that all is well with you, Marcus? That was a nasty 
fall.’ 

‘I’m not talking to this rock, Lucius but through it!’  
‘That’s all right, then!’ 
‘He said three days.’ 
‘His body was torn apart, Marcus. He has holes in his hands and 

feet a gash in His side, big enough to kill any man.’ 
‘So?’ 
‘Tomorrow is Sabbath. We are not allowed travel anywhere.’ 
‘But we are not Jews, Lucius. We can travel wherever we chose!’ 
‘The day after I intend to return to camp.’ 
‘My thinking is going in a different direction.’ 
‘You mean Susanna. She’s a lovely woman. I hope that it will 

work out for the two of you.’ 
‘Thank you, Lucius. What a bonus for crossing into Galilee! But 

it’s more than that. Jeshua is inside this dark place.’ 
‘With His body broken, as you say. I saw it. Someone should stay 

here to guard Him.’ 
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Lucius sighed. His chin dropped to his chest. He was searching 
for the words to help me understand the reality of the new situation. 

‘Marcus, it’s all over. He said so himself. You heard Him.’ 
‘I did. It Is Finished. Lucius, you’re misunderstanding Him. He 

meant that He had seen it through to the end. The task his Father had 
set Him for His time on Earth.’  

‘Think about it, Marcus. Who knew Him best?’ 
‘Knows Him!’ 
‘All right, knows Him best? The Twelve? What did they do when 

the Temple soldiers came to take Jeshua for trial?’  
‘Yes, they ran off. Judas had betrayed Him. Simon or Peter, the 

Rock denied him three times. John is the sole survivor.’  
‘And his mother, Mary. Marcus, open your eyes. Those are real 

sobs, real tears she’s shedding!’ 
‘What about His miracles, calming the storm, walking on water? 

Why did He bring Lazarus back to life? What about His teaching. ‘I 
am the way, the truth and the life.’?  

‘Yes, Marcus, yes. You are a cleverer man than me. As time 
passes, those wonders will be explained. I know it.’ 

‘Are you saying that all those …miracles were just tricks?’ 
‘Of course not. Marcus, remember the accident you suffered. The 

blood is hardened to black on your face and head but it is still there.’ 
‘Are you saying that I have gone crazy?’  
‘Marcus, calm yourself. Come over to the camp with me. We 

have the best doctors. After a couple of days in the Infirmary…’  
‘My Infirmary is right here. I shall await my Doctor’s return.’ 
‘You cannot. It can only be a temporary delusion.’ 
‘I may well be deluded BUT He is certainly not deluded and 

never was.’ 
‘Marcus, we have to go. John is calling us. The women want to 

leave. They are walking back to Bethany. Please… ’  
‘It will be a quiet night. You two will be all the escort they need.’ 
I watched four of them set off. I would find a place to bed down 

when they were out of sight. But why had the women turned back? 
They must have forgotten something. 

‘Marcus, John tells me you won’t be coming with us to Bethany.’ 
‘No. I intend to stay here.’ 
‘Alone?’ 
‘I think so. I want stand guard. More like sit.’ 
‘Do you love Him that much?‘  
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‘I do.’ 
‘I love him, too. But who will want to steal a dead body?’ 
‘My lady, do you know that I am a Roman, and a soldier?’ 
‘I do. That is why I have come back. You are so polite to a Jewish 

woman.’ 
‘And you are the mother of Jeshua, the mother of the Son of 

God.’ 
‘Those words astonish me.’ 
‘Jeshua has said, and I and all His disciples heard, that in three 

days He will…’ 
‘Go on.’  
‘Rise … from the dead.’ 
‘And you will wait for Him here.’  
‘I am so sorry! I have no right to speak to you like this.’  
She took my hand and smiled at me. 
‘You have every right, young man. Your sweet words are a balm 

to my grieving heart.’ 
‘They are a simple truth from a simple man. I cannot say how 

this thing will happen, but I will be waiting.’ 
‘I will keep your words deep in my heart. Tomorrow, in the home 

of Martha and Mary, I will talk to Lazarus. I will leave you now. 
You know where I will be.’ 
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The Long and Lonely Night 
 
 

 could not recall the last time when I had been alone for any 
length of time. Was it during those days when I sailed from 
Brindisium with Captain Andreas and his men? I had slept on 

deck under the stars but with the company of sailors. And how many 
times had the good captain and I shared conversations deep into the 
night where he put me right about the prejudices I had about Mare 
Nostrum and the ‘un-cultured barbarians’ who had lived for 
generations up at the far end of the our great sea. 

‘Marcus, you Romans have so many talents. Architects, builders 
of roads and aqueducts, organizers who have used your armies to 
give our world your Pax Romana. We Greeks could never agree long 
enough to have matched you in those skills. But what do you know 
of the brilliance of the Egyptians, the Jews, the Assyrians and their 
teachings?’  

I was not aware of it at the time but Andreas was opening my 
mind, preparing me for that day when Lucius and I crossed the 
border into Galilee. 

Lucius, even John, why did they not remember or believe what 
Jeshua had told us about His returning from death? What did Mary 
mean when she said I would know where she was? Was I being 
pitied as the one who was … deluded. 

‘Oh yes, Jeshua was one of the great men of the age. But He 
believed, sincerely, that He could take the extra step ….’  

Fools! He would soon prove you wrong. Why were Pharisees so 
scared of Him and His teaching about love? Then again, I had 
smashed my head against the cross. Sensible people would see me 
as the fool. Time to find a place where I could spend the night. That 
was easy. A tall cedar next to the tomb of Joseph offered me shelter, 
protection and the comfort of layers of soft bedding. I stretched out 
and took my mind away to other places. Would my friend 
Andromeda recognize me and be ready for another gallop along the 
green pathways outside the city? How would the family react when 
Susanna came into their lives for the first time? Would Clodia 
Procula and I meet again, maybe here in Jerusalem or at another 
party in Rome? I was in that sweet gap when the last drowsy 

I 
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moments of wakefulness are about to slip away. What was that 
sound close by? For a terrifying moment I thought it was coming 
from the cave next door. I was on my feet and out in open ground in 
a reflex movement. I was right about the sound or rather sounds. 
They were tiny bells. They triggered a memory of the first night 
Lucius and I had spent together in a valley just inside the Galilee 
border. What a surprising delight on lovely still night! And by an 
amazing coincidence the bells were hanging from the collars of a 
herd of goats who were being moved along by a young lad. His fine 
white teeth sparkled in the half-light. This time I had the words to 
speak to him. 

‘You and your companions are out and about late tonight.’ 
‘You are right, Sir, much later than usual but there is a reason. I 

am Isaac, Ikey, and my little ones are wondering what is happening. 
But you, too, are out on this Sabbath day. Are you looking for 
lodging for the night?’ 

‘See that cedar. That’s my place for tonight.’ 
‘Abey, my brother, warned me that I couldn’t use the cave 

tonight. My goats like it in there. The wind can’t get in.’  
‘That cave is a tomb.’ 
‘I know. It belongs to my friend, Joseph. He is also my teacher. I 

clean it out after in the morning. I know who is inside. His name is 
Jeshua. You know Him, too?’ 

‘I do.’ 
‘I saw you up on the hill with His mother.’ 
‘So where are you going to put them to bed tonight?’ 
‘See! The rope. As long as they have enough room, they’ll be 

happy inside when I tie it to a tree. And they are tired. They walked 
a lot today.’ 

So much for a lonely night.  
‘Why are you guarding a dead body? It’s not like he’s going to 

get up and run away. That stone will take some moving, as well.’ 
‘Dead body? I’ll tell you something about this dead body.’ 
‘And I’ll give something for your supper. You haven’t had any, 

have you?’ 
‘How old are you? Are you always going to be herding goats? 

You’re very clever.’ 
‘I must be over twelve at least. This was my second Passover! 

Clever? You have to be clever to take care of animals, you know.’  
‘I do now. And Jeshua will be coming back to us soon.’ 
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Ikey said nothing. At least he did not call me an idiot or a liar, for 
the moment. Instead, he reached into the large bag slung over his 
shoulder. 

‘This cheese, goat’s, was churned a few days ago. Should be 
perfect. I got bread, too, fresh this morning. Big man like you needs 
a lot of filling. If you want a drink, I can milk this one. You’ll love 
her milk, warm and sweet.’ 

‘Jeshua will be coming back soon. Can you believe me?’ 
‘No, not you, but Jeshua, yes!’ 
‘You believe, just like that.’ 
‘If you ask these little ones, they would agree with me. They’ve 

heard Him teaching often enough. We can’t follow Him everywhere 
but out in the country it’s different. We sit down as close we can and 
take it all in.’ 

‘Goats? That’s going too far, Ikey.’ 
‘Jeshua won’t return tomorrow. He knows it’s the Sabbath. You 

come with me and the goats. You’ll understand better.’ 
I watched Ikey settle his mostly nanny goats for the night. There 

was a lot of cooing and whispering. I wondered if he might have a 
little story to tell or if they might wish him a fond good-night.  
Before meeting Ikey I had found being separated from Jeshua only 
by a solid lump of rock to be a daunting experience. I had come close 
to falling asleep once. With the sparkly boy and his charming goats 
as my neighbours on the other side and soothed by the taste of the 
sweet milk of one of them, I fell into the arms of Morpheus with 
effortless ease. 

I can recommend the restless calling of the goats and the tinkle 
of their bells as perfect wake-up call. 

‘I always get them walking straight from waking. They stretch 
their legs and have a flush-out before we find one of our favourite 
pools or streams for the first drink of the morning.’  

I soon discovered the truth of Ikey’s remark that you have to be 
clever to care for animals properly. Clever, and ready to be on the 
move constantly. And the goats must come first. Being in charge is 
never a simple stroll in the country. 

‘Are you in their army?’ 
‘Who’s army? Yes I am. How can you tell?’ 
‘The way you speak our language. Different from Joseph and the 

other scholars.’ 
‘What do you think of us? Do you hate us?’ 
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‘No. Hate doesn’t help anything. Jeshua says that. What do you 
think is going on in the cave right now?’ 

‘More important, Ikey, what do you think?’ 
‘It’s very quiet. He’s resting. The ointment they put on is helping 

with all the wounds. He’s thinking a lot and getting His breath back.’ 
We had a stop at small farm with a dairy attached. I kept out of 

the way while the goats were milked and Ikey saw to other business. 
When we moved on, Ikey let me know. 

‘The family saw you hiding. The girls were scared, afraid you 
would want to hurt them.’  

‘Don’t worry. He’s harmless.’ Didn’t help much!’  
This young lad was impressive in so many ways. My dad would 

have enjoyed teaching him. He was open, straight, intelligent with a 
compassionate way about him. He was also contented. He 
understood how important his work was. I was pure spectator in my 
day with him. He reminded me of Jeshua’s words about sheep 
knowing their shepherd, trusting him to look after them.  

Without Ikey’s and liveliness, how would I have spent my day? 
The weather was kind to us. I loved seeing new places, the bird-life, 
the trees and the flowers. The more I saw of this ‘back-water’country 
and landscape, the more I could believe that Susanna and I could 
have enjoyed our lives together here. But without Jeshua? But He 
was close by and the afternoon was moving on and Sabbath was 
coming to an end and in a way that I did not understand He would 
soon be with us again. Ikey’s thinking was in parallel to mine. 

‘Hey, Roman, how will it happen?’ 
‘Ikey, why won’t you call me by my name?’ 
‘Abraham would be upset with that. Lack of respect to an elder.’ 
There was no answer to that. 
‘Shall we stay up all night to be on watch whatever time He 

chooses to come back? Roman, what a story we’ll have. Perhaps an 
Angel will come to move that big stone.’ 

‘You’re excited, I’m scared.’ 
‘I’ll look after you. Promise!’ 
‘Why aren’t the Temple guards down here?’ 
‘But, Roman, think for a minute. You’re on guard. The stone is 

rolled away. He comes out. He recognizes you. You see Him. You’re 
gone faster than a speeding arrow.’  

‘Arrows flying? Ever thought about joining the Army?’ 
‘Your army? A Jew?’ 
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‘With a smart military brain.’ 
‘What’s that? No, don’t bother! Moses said, ‘Thou shalt not kill!’ 

Joseph told me.’ 
‘But your people just killed Jeshua.’ 
‘You Romans are not too smart, after all. Who hammered in the 

nails? Who gave the order in the first place?’ 
‘How old did you say you are?’ 
‘I’ll have to check with Abraham.’ 
‘Won’t he be worried about you and the goats?’  
‘I wouldn’t be out here with them if he didn’t trust me. Look at 

the sky! It’s like the stars have dropped down to get a close look.’ 
‘How still it is. I can hear my heart beating.’ 
‘He could come out any time. Better get ready. Roman, you must 

know about those things.’ 
‘What about the goats?’ 
‘They can go in the pen. In this light I can see it down there. 

Nobody else will want to use it tonight.’ 
‘And you?’ 
‘Once the little ones are settled, I’ll come back. Can I share your 

tree?’ 
‘It’s a Jewish tree. We can talk. Help keep each other awake.’ 
‘There won’t be much sleep under that cedar tonight.’ 

 
 

 
 
You will know that cedars have long branches and wide fronds. The 
tiniest breeze will set them swaying. Not that night. Some invisible 
power held them still. The cicadas were silent. I sat with my back 
resting against the straight, craggy trunk. Ikey lay stretched out in 
front of me with his chin resting on the backs of his hands. From 
where he was, he could see the rock door. The theatre awaited its 
sole performer. 

‘Ikey, we’re allowed to talk.’ 
‘The trees, the animals they are not speaking.’ 
‘No, but they don’t go crazy if they keep everything locked 

inside. Humans are different.’ 
‘I’ll say something then. I hope Jeshua’s Father doesn’t come 

Himself to get him out.’ 
‘Why is that?’ 
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‘Joseph says that if we set eyes on God, we die.’ 
‘I’ll remember to keep mine shut tight, if I think something is 

about to happen.’ 
‘You don’t believe me?’ 
‘Yes I do, Ikey. I tell you, I couldn’t do this if I was on my own.’ 
‘Roman, why is time taking so long to pass tonight?’ 
‘Don’t know. Illusion, it might be that.’ 
‘Don’t understand ‘illusion’. 
‘It’s a kind of trick our minds play on us.’ 
‘Oh, so it’s not really happening. I’m glad.’ 
‘Roman, did you hear that? Something is happening … in the 

cave. Someone has just lit a very big candle.’ 
‘Get ready to close your eyes. He’s coming, Ikey!’ 
I stood. Ikey, a frightened little boy, piled himself into my arms. 

We held on tight to each other but neither of us closed our eyes. If 
we were going down, we would embrace our fate. There was no 
more need for quiet speaking. 

‘Jeshua, take care of my little ones! They will need milking very 
soon!’ 

My involuntary plea was also from very deep down inside. 
‘Susanna, please, visit Mama and tell her that we found happiness 

together.’ 
I had expected noise, very loud noise. But no! The heavy lump 

of stone was lifted away and fell to earth as though it was made from 
the lightest silk. What did the young Jewish boy and the never to be 
Roman Tribune remember of the Great Jeshua’s return to the stage 
of the World? No superhuman flash of light. My very last sight of 
Jeshua was unforgettably memorable. He emerged from the cave 
and passed close to us. He wasn’t walking. He wasn’t running. 
Restored to full beauty, tall, handsome with His thick brown hair 
flowing free, He glided effortlessly. Red-orange tongues of flame 
encircled Him from ankle to crown, like some cloak of Heavenly 
energy, perhaps a sign of His Father’s approval.  
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