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THE CARPENTER

On Friday, April 6, in the
Year 30 A.D., outside the
North Gate of Jerusalem,

a Judaean named Jesus was
crucified under sentence
of Pontius Pilate, the
Roman governor. This is

a _story of the times.

He awoke to the murmur of voices.( The door of his
Friday Night
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FRIDAY NIGHT

He awoke to the nmurmur of voices®# The door of
his chamber was open. His eyes, slegpily alert,
searched the roon, (llENEEEEREE ' ‘istant star
hung in the window. The @ity Mas strangely silent.

Blood-flecked with its(sinful sacrifice, he thought

grandlyy as Saul. Jerusalem was crouched in a corner
of tune world, tongaefless with sname. He was glad
he was not Jerusalem. Jerusalem was in trouble. It
had kildedWanotuer propionet. Just as tue Nazarene

hadgsaidfylact week. OCOnly last week? Like a million

years ago.
Jerusalem would have to pay for killing another
prophet. Rabbi CGCamaliel told the story of some small
boys of Bethel mauled by she-bears for laughing at a
prophet. If that was what they got for laughing at
old bald-head Elisha, what would happen to those
who killed a wonder-working prophet as Jesus? Much
worse. Thney would get it.
John Mgrk nodded with satisfaction. He tried

hi:z feet, rubiing the tces over eeach other. A small
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pain. Still a little swollen. Uncle Demmy said he
wouldé??ne by morning. His cheek started under the
anguent covering the bruiscs sastained when he had
leapt tne parapet to bamboozle the whole iKoman army.
To the growl and giasp and roar of the crowd. A
saccavean patriot to be sung of in the canticles.
John dark proudly braced his chest and breataned hard.
fle also ached all over.

Bat nothin, to tae big ache tuiat would happen
to Jerusaiem. He had overheard Uncldgl ] Yy say last
night tnat this was tas first chi@ropnet to die
by crucifixion. Jerusalem wou Xx for it. Baul

too, with the rest oﬁéhem@that Saul had killed

a prophet, but hLe ha nded. That was bad. He
<
had not minded. Wel ;ell the truth, he was

sorry for poor o?’\gé’k. He hoped he would et away.

Pe hored 013 ¥Yu¥gs and ol1 Simon 3and old Philip and

the othels: set awavy.
footste s approacin. e sneaked a look.
d with Janus, talzing. Ue [eigned sleep
but it got to him and drowsily e drifted in and out.

"Jews always write their biographics. I would
nave liked to see your Carpenter write nis own bio-
glapiay," Janus said.

"Others will, never fear."

"d4ho? Your cousin Nicodemus?"

"Demmy could well do it. Tle is a compassionate
man with an inguairing turn of mind. I grant you nct

the ideal alliance of virtues suited to a seat among
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the Seveunty-Une, considering thst Annas prefers cold,
conservative men on his Sanhedrin. It makes simpler
his duty of ensuring our obligations to the high
priestly families."

"Do not assault those obligations, my dear.

Yoa married one and received the benefits."

"At any rate, the story of the Carpenter should
be told by those who knew him best. By one of his
disciples.”

"Come on, girl," Janus chidegd,._  "Those un-
lettered fishermen?"

"He was unlettered tog§ dal who would believe
it? OScuoolarship is me Jewisn as M 2atzoth,
iy Rowman barbarizo."

Janus laughed.\, "¥es, you are born story-
tellers."

They¢sto.d by bis bed. He surfaced briefly
and sneaked another lock. Nothing to sec.

"They ought to set the story from John Mark,"

amused
Janus Said, WNENNEE. "!e is the only one who
knows both sides of it."

They laughed gently together. 3She bent over.
Me hacdly felt the kiss on his forehea? as his
Arowsinz min? idled over the excitirg new 1idea.

"ho would write tre Nazarene's story? W"ho would
dJo it best? Vayte oldg Philip? Cr old John? The
Fagsionate Post, o01d Fhilip called him. Simon

Feter was not the one for it; tane Bethsaida bull

was not for writing. Nor Fnilip's friend, liatthew
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although as Herod's o0ld tax collector he was used
to writing. He felt warm and brown on both sides.
He would lay here for a year until next Nissan,
Passover month.

Janus was a nice fellow to say he knew both
sides of tiae story. It was true. He knew thne
Nazarene's side from what he had been told by Judas
and the otuners. He knew the Tewple side Irom Uncle
Demmy. He could work closely with old Philip for the
wilderness side. Such a book wouldmike him historian
as well as patriot. Upncle Demmysaid™tiese were the
two most important Jjobs for afJew.

He could not, howeverf #Ftart the book tomorrow.
That was for sure, But maybe day-after-tomorrow?
Tomorrcw Philip would GeJtoc difficult to talk to;
he would be all hollow—eyed,budfled into a punish-
ment-cornerq waiting for what he called the Full
Story. MNachy8s he liked nice old Philip, he was
forcedto eross over and agree with old Thomas.

0l1d/Thomas pointed out tnat even if a fellow
returned to lile aiter deatan, as had Lazarus at
Bethany, it could be that he nhad not been really
dead, Thomis had poinbed out tuat people pronounced
dead had come back to lifie before. Back from what
pe called, a koma. Thst wis Greek, like Saul. But,
said Thomas, nobody came back to life aiter being
killed. To be killed was very final, said Thomas.
So, day-after-tomorrow, they would see. John Mark

would be =2t the spicing, bet your hayk and sagum.



Te grinned drowsily. No matter how early in the
morning. He had got used to early waking. He had
woken early to beat priests, pclice and Roman soldiers,
the kelev in studded sandsls.

e yawned prodigiously, drifting off XXX¥ again.

Whata wild night and morning it had been! Imagine!

One old linen cloak coming so close to croaking him!



THE CARPENTER
BOOK . 1

Chapter 1

One of the raiders, a Roman soldier by the brush
of the studs at his wristguard, grabbed for him as he
bolted the burrow on the edge of open ground where he
had been lurking. To watch the Nazaprene in stealth.
But he tore away from the raider, %ﬂg his cloak
of fine Egyptian linen in the’ of the whoreson...

His cloak with the woven m m. In the hands of a
Roman kelev. He ran oatﬁm
worried about the ol@
Then he wafjthra¥ping deep into the undergrowth,
brambles wn] 'SQNh!g'legs, vines clutching at his

ngi;e
chest and ld®rs. He lunged wildly, a caught

halfway around by one obstinate vine.

grove. He was not

rabbi

# o

MumBlingWwith fear, he plunged his arms into the
growth, got it around his wrists and into his fists
and Jjerked it out at the roots. The touéh vine wealed
his flesh and the roots kicked dirt into his face. He
blinked angrily and plunged forward agqiﬁ. He broke
out of the brush and into the avenue of trees.

The trees rushing at him out of the dark, took a

good look at him and quickly fell back when they saw
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whom he was. They eased their shoulders in a

well known gesture and he veered, racy as a swift,
~Raed

28 done

in among them. He was a good runner and
all his training in the olive grove and he grunt-
ed his satisfaction that the trees had recognized
him. He had practised his obstacle run among
them, twisting and cutfing among the rocks and
roots, which were not unlike the obstacles on the

parapet atop the Joppa Wall. Where, come to-

morrow, he would meet the chall of Banl, . TR
he lived until tomorrow a%fe gt

His paniec guieted as ‘!\e in a soft sil-
ence ovef the‘ springy @ overed earth of the
friendly grove. N !‘i& -clanks here. No foreign
“mpyer Oatis. Ng' of spy. He caught a foot in
a shallow irwmg ;js%n ditch, stumbled and clambered

ing where he had scraped the ditch.

lightened ahead of him, yeasty in mist
stars. He was approaching the end of the

ovg. He breathed through his mouth in a loosen-
ing as he approached the zone of most danger.

He broke from the trees, gravelly Geth-
semane dirt spinning loudly underneath his sandals..
The dried tears on his cheeks were like saltlicks,.
smarting fiercely in the cool Spring night in the'
wind of his flight. He was very exposed on the
open flank of the hillock, and his egress fron the
wood to open ground had been uncautiously noisy,

even tumultuous, and they almost caught him.



But Quartus, who commanded the Company which
held the extended line on éhe edge of Gethsamane,
facing the city, with a growl stayed his squadman's
hand. Quartus, who was full of pride in the
glittering record of the first cogort of the Legion

of Ravens, was also pukingmad at_this police work.
That the Jjob to bring in a wi agarene should
have been wished on his be’\&irst Captain,
made Quartus angry ind K

"Let the Abramﬁﬁ growled at the squad-
man who was Se&l self for the thrust.

Obedi tlf‘h& squadman shifted-his grip on
the wea n?q!hgffiexors of his upper arm ceased
to g 'VPQFN‘pd John Mark was not skewered.

He fled safely down the tilt of the Mount of
Olives. Between the rocks, the Kedron gurgled.
He léaped the brook in a flurry of limbs and ¥
barked his shin. The pain made him whimper.

He was instantly outraged. Was this a way to be
a hero tomorrow? A brief contact with a single
KK

Satan-Eelev to cause you to lose your horn? How

then, tomorrow, when he would be confronted by
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a whole troop of Roman devil-dogs? All snapping
at his heels. Saying for his blood. Yet here
he was, now, bleating like a lamb the flock had
left behind.

He stopped abruptly. He set his jaw.
Searching in the dark, he found a solidly planted
rock that would not roll under his attack. Grit-
ting his teeth, he drew bgck his foot and smote
the rock. His shin yelled indignantly. He hop-

ped and grimaced but his fort% was restored.

He breathed in strongly,, fi his chest and
nodding in triumph. Brﬁf;\n the old Joppa Wall.
Suddenly, he thfe ck his head. A light

skidded off th rNer of his eye. He swung a
* .
glance up the\ and saw torches issuing from

the trees. again he pounded, labouring up
the sle\o Jerusalem. )

ewsd to get guieckly into the city. His
m er had to be warned. And Uncle Nicodemus.

y had to make for the wilderness. Or even
Bethany. Knywnere)but out of Jerusalem. He
would enter the city through the ~hepherd's Gate.

It was his favourite gate. The most lightly:
guarded. Fine for pranks that played havoc with
the head-count of sheep by the officials and tax
collectors exposed to the shrewd, wily Hebrew
herdsmen. It was not like the Joppa Gate, with

which, by morning he would have a terrifying

concern. That was a hard gate. He would make
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for the softer Shepherd's Gate. But then he noted
with a. frown of dismay that the captors also were
making for the Shepherd's Gate.

The Shepherd's Gate? He shook his head.

Lord God of Hosts, but what a bad joke! Putting

aside the.tablet-breaking perils he ran by taking
Jehovah's name in vain, and putting aside his
mother's present predicament, and then, what a
poor pilgrim of a joké! The kind of joke that
only a very bad Hebrew story-t T Qould tell]
before he sent it wanderigg &h the meaner
bazaars of the Gentiles oking for someone to

the Shephe Gate
laugh. For &8 was th ene's most favoured

g S
W©
Qv

0 |

gate.



Had not he, once, standing on the mount of Olives
and looking across the Kedron, declared tuat his sheep
knew bis voice and would follow him through the
Shepherd's Gate?

That had been a morning in the late spring, last
year, and an undalating flow of woolly wihite baciks
had been pouring up the hill and thpough the Gate,
past tne fortress of Antonia and through the court of
the Gentiles to the sheep market. And, John Mark, tuelve
and headful of dreams_ ofaintrizue 2and conquest, had
heard a hidden meanin@, Msthe words:

¥y sheep knowlmy woice; they will come when I call.

For whatielse could the Wazarene have meant but
that at his\shout, the wandering peoples of Israel,
gatheredWas Chey weire gaithering now for tne Passover
seasony, would pour into the city behind him and turn
their swords oun the Roman?

That was wnat ne had believed a year ago. And
had believed less tuan an hour ago. But now, the
whole tning had crashed. [Now tme Romans would be
leading him! The shorn sheep! Leading him t.rough the

Shepherd's Gate. Violently John lMgrkshook his head.
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He threw himself into the tall grass beside the
road. A platoon of soldiers hurried down the road
from the city, breastplates jangling and their rough
Latin sounding queer and more foreign than ever to
him. He looked up after they had passed.

He was near enough to the gate £0_see that the
guard-post had been doubled. He fguessed that the
soldiers who had Jjust passed g@were reinforcements for
the arr~sting party, in cage any of the Nazarene's
men tried to rescue aim. \ John Mark knew how it would
be. Now after the party /had entered the gates, the
gates would be locked, and barred and the double guards
mounted. Neb@dy cculd leave or enter Jerusalean. This
simple matter of regaining his nouse in David Street
had ncw, t3ken on dangerous complications. All of a
sudden it had happened. Tue road% past
hig feet and WEEE between tune turiets yonder and
MEEENWEE into the city, was a road full of danger; if
they cauaght him trying to get in, tne least he could
expect would be a scourging. And yet, he had to warn
his mother. She was in peril. The Shepherd's Gate
was still the best gamble. A double guard here meant
that the other gates would be even heavier armed

tripled or even quadrupled. THe breathed angrily through
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his nostrils and eyed the gate.

John Mark fought back the urge to rush crazily
into the perilous road. To escape into the city,
where a street was not a cold grey rope knotting
itself around your throat, but streets that weré
familiar; warmed by names, and bro'%fbbles, and
yellow lamplight, and sidewq&k

One of the watch callﬂ&A the turret and

he boy hugged the

ed clean daily.’

wheels whirred on the ro
ground as the light vehicle flew by. He saw
the silhouette o? lmet, and the upraised arm
in salute to t gugrd as the Roman officer drove

into the & . Then he heard the footbeats. He

scudded d a thick bush. Nearer drew the
torchigs the raiding party coming from Gethsamane.
Hi t in his mouth, he watched them marched

abreast of his hiding place.

Ahead of the soldiers, walked the gang from the
Temple -- the High Priest's mobsters, with fearsome
faces and brutal cudgels. These were they who kept
a semblance of order in the shrill courtyard of the

Gentiles, or hurled the first stones at blasphemers.
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Behind the noisy temple mob, the Roman soldiers marched
in an arrogant silence; only the clank of their body-
pieces told as they passed.

Souewhere at the centre, the Nazarene marched.

He tried to see the Nazarene's head against the
light of the stars but the Roman soldiers hemmed him
around. They were heavily armed. Shoulder harness
creaked.

The boy shuddered, hunched his head between his
shoulders and pressed tne back of nisshand to ais
mouth. ile was city kid enough to Liuowed hanging -

squad.

Chapter 2

His young face was\hardset as he watched the
Temple spies prowling along in the wake of the sol-
diers. He hated the spies beyond all telling. They
had been aftep the WNazarerne for a long time. They
had listenedwbellied down in the dust of the wilder-
ness, wung from the trees in the Olive groves to catch
him in sedition, set questions to trap him for the
priests.

He wondered if Judas, the Ishcariot, was asong
them. MNo, he thought. Judas would have chosen his
place in tue march carefully; he would not care to pe
picked off by any of the Nazarewne's band lurking on
the fringes of tne column. He would be especially

careful of Simon Peter.
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Strong, swift Simon would gaff him, given the
among
chance. The Ishcariot would/walk the soldiers where
he would be safer. And as he thought of it, a new

idea entered John Mark's head.

John iMark slipped forward to tuhe edge of the road.
He felt arcund in the dark, found the weapon he needed.
Carefully, ne came erect in the shadowss, He indulged
in the luxury of a shivery gringas heqnoted how care-
fully each spy kept apart from<his\fellow. Dog often
ate dog among the High Priest!s.spies.

The rearmost spyewas,pPassing and he seemed under-
sized and skinny. Thaybey slipped from the shajow and
goﬁ behind the enemy. /But the man must have seen him
from tne corner of his eye, for he turned with a
grunt ofegurprise. dJohn Mark's hand, holdiny the flat
stone, hit with force on the man's head.

Thewspy wore a greasy cloak of some rough material.
Swiftly, he worked tne cloak off the inert man. Then
he wrapped it 2bout himself and put up the hood to
shield his face. He straigntened and broke into a
fast trot to catch up witu the otuers before they
should pass through the gates. He wisned he had his

own cloak. This one smelled of spy.



Chapter 3

But the cloak at that moment was hung on the arm of
a2 Captain of Legionnaires who was regarding it with ironic
amusement. He shook it a little, so the silken finish
shimmered in the light of the brazier.

"And this was all you recovered besides -- him?"

The Roman officer removed his eyes from the cloak
and looked into the crafty face of the High Priest,
Annas. He wondered if he had detected a note of sar-
casm in the man's tone. If the note hag™been there,
it would confirm certain suspicions He held. But he
knew he would see nothing in thatglfacew

"Doubtless, your son-in-1l@y Caiaphas, will be
satisfied with Jjust -- him,"™ the C,ptain dryly returned.

Annas smiled gently., His face was like new parch-
ment, unwitnered, yellow as butter. His eyes were black,
hard and bright as the enamel.insets in his amulet. He
was tall, taller in tne Jjewelled hat, and svare. Janus
Aurelius ‘alsoyhad an idea that only his quickness could
save his, own neck. He could not tell, exactly, why
he thought so.

"My son-in-law is not famous for his imagination,"
Annas murmured. He held out his hand deprecatingly.
"Doubtless the Governor,tze highly esteemed Tontius
Pilate, knew this, and that is why the arrest of the
Nazarene, the investigation and all the attendant

power for these were vested in me, last year's
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High# Priest, by Wis Excellency, and not in Caiaphas
who is the new HWigh Priest.”

The Roman's pale face betrayed him in the flush
that rose to his cheexs. I[is palm itched to slap back
the sneer he was sure he @@h now detect:d in the
Hebrew's voice. But he rode his temper under. Galling
as it was, he had beeu assigned by tue Governor to
carry outthis old reprobate's directions. Current
highff priest or nol, Aunas' skill and craft were high;
he possessed some big [riends in Rome, Caiaphas was
a figurehead. Janus Aurelius thought Lhe must watch
the 0ld High Priest carefully. :

Annas saw the anger ongthe Captain's face. Ie
wag too clever to blundam™into” immadiately mollifying
and so alarming the®guarry. But he must not forget
that Janus was sbtill Tirst Captain; and firet cap-
tsins had beanlaprointad provicial governors before.
Cne day he(higet be sittiog in the office Iilate now
occupidfg.,

"I know of course th:t you represent the Governor
in tuis affair," ae said. "1 strive to mase my actions
fit the pattern I believe His Excellency would most
desire.”

Janus said coolly: "So?"

"] agree with you that his loutish followers are
of no consequence,"” Annas said smootuly and quickly.
"I 3id not expect an officer ofthe Imperial Army to
concern himself overmuch with the apprehension of a
few touts and fo:lish fisherman. 1 am however happy

that the Governor agrees that if the things we have
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heagrd about this leagder of theirs could be proven,
then it would be a cleqr case of -~ treason against
Caesar,"

The sly old flag waver.

"Now, of course, you possess the evidence,”
Janus said with bland innocense.

Annas' smile was the ugliest moment the Cap-
tain had known this night.

"The Nazarene has never spared his tongue,"

the' High Priest said softly. "% of my -- of

the populace have heard 'nim."@ )
* _
The slight cateh in '\‘i words had not es--

caped the Captain. " ”@ licacy is unnecessary,
High Priest. The fd@t at

hearers may ha?@ Temple spies does not lesson
the offenceQ '

An 3\‘afy remained hard and bright but Janus
had

ed’ the tiniest flutter of a finger. Of

a number of these

false witnesses. Mentally, he shrugged. It
the

othing to him that/High Priest was shaping

anothér god-maker for the Cross. Tgey had never
amounted to anytaning, but their extermination was a
service to Caesar and with that, he:had ng guarrel.
What he was trying to get at was Annas' purpose with

one Janus Aurelius.
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"I would share your humour if my concern began and
ended with the arrest of the Nazarene," the High Priest
said harshly, "Unfortunately, it does not."

Janus met the High Priest's glare. His mind idled
easily, waiting for the priest to go on. Annas was
brimming with the situation. He must talk, or burst.

"His words have not been confined to the rabble!"
Annas raved suddenly. "The seed has fallen among some
of our most influential people -- the fools: It must
be pulled out at the roots! It is time to be alarmed,
First Captain, when you know that a™member of our own
Council has been secretly visiting ti#ie Nazarene,
accepting his teqchings by stealth, by night! Such
lunatic doctrines as a mafi, must be born twice over
before Jehovah will ‘accept his sacrifice!"

Calmly Janus met the angry eyes. 5o a member
of the Jewishy Sanhedrin had gone over to the Nazarene?
Bad, but surely tiaat had nothing to do with him, a
Roman. "“That was a problem for Annas and the Jews.
Could ‘he be mistaken and this assignment was a mere
accident?

He asked: "Your spies nave brought you -=7"

"Nothing," the priest said icily. "My men do
not penetrate into homes of wealth. The houses of

the wealthy. Indeed, you have done better than any

of them."



13

"What do you mean, High Priest?" Janus asked in
a dangerously quiet voice. Yet he knew he ought not
to have expected less. The Temple would know about
him and Mary Wark.

Annas gestured towards him, his face malevolent:
"That cloak, Captain! Tha# piece of fine linen which
you recovered from Gethsamane! It was never worn by
one of his rabble! It was spun for one of gentle
birth -- to be worn in rooms of silken curtains
Turkish carpets! One who dwells in tae Upper City,
in the houses of wealth, inside the water Gate!"

The fingers hooked like dedieate talons, he
reacned a veined unand ior tu€ eloak. He took it from
the captain's hand and held i% up to the light.

"Bring me tne wearer of tuis cloak!" he cried,
his voice spilling over 'witah triumph. "Find him and
we will crucify,the wretch and his family, in loyalty

to Caesar and, for a warning to Israell”

For a moment, Janus regarded the hate-filled face
of the priest. Then ne shrugged and locked away.

"My men are not magicians, High Priest," he said
quietly. "The population of Jerusalem gi& trebled
since tne pilgrims commenced arriving for your Paschal
season. oSeeking an unknown stranger in Jerusalem
during the days of unleavened bread is as difficult

as swimaming the Tiber witun your hands tied. You

know that."



14
A peculiar sound coming from the High Priest

brought back the officer's glance to him. Janus
almost recoiled from the man. An unholy glee had
spread all over the yellow face. WVith his un-
wrinkled skin, Janus saw a resemblance to an infant
spawned out of horror. The hand holding tihe cloak
shook as if palsied.

"It will not be as difficult as you imagine,
First Captain!" he cried in a high voice. "All
tongues cry out at treason against Caesar -- and -
this - this garment has spoken! _llere -- here --
Look! "

Under the hem of the cldak, there was a letter
embroidered, worked in dblue thread. Janus was
annoyed at himself that he had not noticed it before.
But he had notdexamined the cloak at all from the
time it had“been thrust into his hand. He could
not eveni'wecall®» which of his men had given it to hin.

"Not, wuch to go on," he grumbled shortly.

The priest's scant eyebrow shot up. He spat
the words at the soldier.

"I admit the letters do not give as a complete
description of whom we seek. It does not say he
nad red hair, as is yours, nor your noble bearing,
not shouaiders and tuigns as your god, dJupiter, nor P
m
@ rules of breeding wnich have come to truth in

your # b face. But, when the peace of the

Emperor is concerned, then I submit, First Captain,

there is something to go on!"
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Janus looked steadily into the mocking eyes
The High Priest's spies would know the First Captain,
a Roman ofiicer, was seeing a Jewish women. Annas,
so utterly Jewish, in creligion and pride, would resent
what he =zz2w as an insult to fLis pecple. Tor some
strong reason, the High Priest was risking the cap-
able anger of a First Captain. Clearly, then, the
crafty High iriest possessed 3 couple of hidden wea-
pons. And until the hidden arsenal was exposed

own

Janas thought he would ses to his X¥¥s/®-fenses.
And so far as he could see, hic fifFSH ¥ne of defence
was to do his Juty 2as 2 soldiey® N\I™€ schemers of the
tenple would find no weakneg JeiB®re. e wis ucw
certiin that the i1ssignusng Ww¥s nol® accident. So
he would find the clgakls bwner. Ile would find the
focl and turow aiwm to the temple .olves.

Janus finWgned Wis fast thoughts and nodded

wWI'tly to W% Wigh Priest.

i

He returned to the fortress of Antonia., He
stood for a moment on the steps and looked back
down into the C“aPt of th= Gentiles. Yany of the
poerer
e ilgrios - Jerasalem for the Passover, had
taken up residenca in the cou't. They looked like

overhblown roscs, settled around tnelir coocking fires

with the
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irelight glowing on. thelr vari-coloured robes. A

ke o )
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stroke of luck, it was, that hig search would be anong

4

the upper classes, and not these. Ctherwise, thie o0ld

(63}

proverb c¢f the camel and the needla's eye would be
appropriate. He went to his rooms and sent for Quartus.

Quartus was squat and powerful and had almost been

flung to the lions in the circus at Rome when he was

seventeen -- for knocking an inke=per on the head and

unlimbering his purse. e had been savzd for posterity

by Janus who had seen the promise in
hoodlum and drafted him into the‘ﬁa

into a fine legionnaire. He kildec

a machine. He also loved Jan@s#i®h the fierce devotion
of a wolfhound. A4Alone, t wele mearer intimates than
. 3 o ® ] A : . ;
master’ and man. He fr\ the dreary round of duties
which fell to a Fir Cgetain in the army of cccupation

in Jerusalem.
His mus forearm glistened with perspiration

when he g7 the officery

"W ave you been doing?" Janus asked out of
curiosity.
Quartus grinned and smoothed down his forearm with

a huge hand. "Beating up a few disciples of the .

Nazarene. They booed 2t us while we were taking him in.,"

Janus settled back on the couch, handis clasped
behind his head. "Did you arrest any of them?"
The low forehead of Quartus broken into a series of

corrugations that betokened his surprise. "Me?" He
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thumbed his chest. "Arrest them? What's, this? Has
the army become temple police?"

Janus dismissed it with a flick of his fingers.
"No matter. He wouldn't be among that lot."

The captain ignored the ‘puzzle on the soldier's
face. His eyes were withdrawn as he thought. He
spoke;

"Annas is the world's sharpest priest. His spies

are everywhere -- like his Omnipresent God. TYet, he
has not been able to secure the ey ce he must have
to pull in any of the Nazareae rior friends,

I'm beginning to suspect he\ ng the governor;
that Friend Annas has ng ce, not even against
the Nazarene."
‘ . . y; . -~
Quartus proteag" n an indignant voice., = "Then
why —-- 7" 3
the army brought in? I'1l1l tell you,

Quartus.. Even if Annas' spies have

the priest knows human nature. Our. sharp
pri nows the power of suggestion, He knows that
the instant it is known that the arrest was made by the
army, even those Hebrews who had been laughing'at his
priests -- you know the story is that ‘the Nazarene hags
been confounding the priests with passages taken erm'
their own book of Laws -- well, Annas Knows that even

those who had been laughing will commence to re-examine

>reater care, And you know

&
<

this feliow's words witn

that they will do?"
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sat up and reached for his officer's rod.
He flicked it back and forth while he talked, staring
at the tip. "They will, my dear, nobbly-kneed
Quartus, bring to Annas, or his son-in-law, Caiaphas,
the tiniest word, a disjointed pnrasé, anything they
BB heard him say and wnich they consider capable of
supporting the slightest constructioq of sedition.
You know why?"

A grin broke the heavy features. "So the peace
of Rome will be kept," Quartus glibly 4 toned.
Romana,"
"So, pax EUEEEE Janus repeatz i's face
* :

tightened. "They have waxed fa “i ecure on it. No~

Febrews are drafted into theg® The roads are kept

o

broad and brigand-free forQth trade. ILife is fine

for them." . QQ
He turned a @dark brown eyes on Quartus'
»
face. "Rut t Kis i bigger why, my ugly friend.
1e ¥ W

Reply to ¢©

fihy me? Why chose me for the dirty?"
ulled his eyebrows fiercely together,
roved unsmilingly over tne homely face.
Then the officer burst into a guiet laugh, 'brought his
fert from the couch and stood. WHe Dlaced a hand on the
aoldier's shoulder.

"Never mind, Quartus. We have a few things to 4o
before we see the answer to that one. The?e’s a Pich,.
and, I believe, young Hebrew n~omewhere in this city

tonight who left a fine linen cloak behind when he ran
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from Gethsamane. e must find him before morning -- even v

if it takes the entire Pirst Cohort and the tearing down:

of the city, stone by stone."

e



Cuapter 4

His nose ached witu the cold. The muscles at
the back of his legs ached with the pavement. lle
was walking through a street of inas aud open store-
fronts, the warming braziers in‘the doorways sur-
rounded by voluble but pockgt=peor pilgrims who told
stories of their travelsa Opring nights in the
mountain city of Jerusalem were chilly. Story-tell-
ing in payment fer thoZcomfort of 3 fire in the wind's
lee, drew, th® canny innkeepers knasw, a2 brisk trade in
wine bousit, by the hometowners to reward the pilzrims
for providing the evening's entertainment. But John
Marky hurryiog through the colonnades, had no desire
to hear of racing stables, and washing machines in
lively Antioch, nor of the ten miles of gardesns and
terraced temples filled with sinful priestesses in
the groves of Daphne, nor Spain or Egypt, Greece or
iersia -- or anything whatever of politics. He

wanted to be home witi his wmotuer.
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So he was experiencing a smouldering wrath
each time he was forced from the pavement; forced
into the cutting wind blowing through the streets
to avoid some larger story-swopping group. He
would like to be a giant, with é giant strength
and giant arms, and gather the city walls in his
great crushing arms and crush them to his chest;
and he would bet that bits and pieces of every
nation and country would pop out of Jerusalem
tonight.

He grinned at the thought bf,offering this
piece of what Rabbi Gamaliel ealled original
thinking, to the Rabbig wibthin the hearing of
Saul, when next he sat I the élass. He doubted
that the mockintg Show-off Roman-Jew .Saul could
offer a betfer tgought. Crusty Master Gamaliel
would be Pleased at the lad from David Street.

Theny remembering Saul, he felt hollow as
a @rufyy For Saul and the Committee would be
Waiting for him by the Joppa Gate in the dark of
tné morning. The Jjeering Saul, reqinding him
how he had boasted that the Nazarene would lead
the revolution. Saul would use words with the
grace and bite of whips. Teacher Gamaliel said
he was very gifted with words and phrases.

Saul and tne Committee would know by morning of
the ignoble arrest. The fall of John Mark's hero,

the Nazarene. "Nothing good ever emerged from

that hole, Nazareth," Saul once said.
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But John Mark promised @R jeer or not he would IIIII the

L) OY’Y) oA
N Gate Ill show them. T®ven if his bones turned to

b(, \it the
water, he would EEEEENENS /-211.

He left the street of inns and turned into a wealﬁhier
neighbourhood. He had slipred away ffom the column aftef
é%tering the city. Now he was on g course which would
steer him clear of the Temple VREEESIESEEEEN and bring
him into David Street, to the big house where his mother

for the
waited alone. He was hurrying to her, @@ night's work

Judas

of the spies would hardly be over witl $he arrest of the
Nazarene. m would have told@i%

n whose house,

L 2

the Nazarene - given his supp \ en, they would be-

after her. @
Sweating with fear, k ke into a stumbling run.

He had to get her outh o house quickly. She would

not have known th: t;:~§azarene had been arrested.

She would be ing ¥nside the house, her brow un-
1i%ht at the back of her eyes, a serene
uld smile at him as he entered the house
ware of the jaws of the trap closing on her.
He blinked a film out of his eyes, looked up and saw he
was in David Street. He made the last few yards in a
rush and crouched at the steps.

4 light burﬁgjbebind the glass above the door of
the narrow entrance hall; higher, there was another,
in his mother's room. He must get her out guickly,

then, together, they could run and hide until th

terror was over. The sparecf old priest, with his




multitude of spies would soon be reaching out for them.
Heart beating fast, he turned his head for a final look
at the street. Everything seemed gquiet, nobody from
the Temple lurking. He levered himself up by his armé
and did a fast ro 11 U— t:1r1e rail to the landing. -
The door was not locked. He frowned; he must talk to
her about it. Those times were over. TFrom now on, he

must take care of her. Alternately nodding and pout-

ing to himself, he eased the door open and slipped

inside. ~ ' S L
The hall had coloured tiles a@%e were polish~+

ed benches set against the walﬂ’ Wt 1ight of stairs
mounted at the end of the h i the landing of the
upper floor. Incoming gu mt oﬁ the benches and
had their fsetwashe& servants before ascending

to the guest cha erJﬁ\Whe Nazarene and his band had

sat there to ﬂ‘g;!a he had peered down at the
familiarpg ces from the head of the stairs.
He rem them and again the anger sharpened, @@
B O\ e apped the bench and it clattered against
the wall. Chest heaving, he glared EEEEESEEE) ss
it Jjerked woodenly.

"Is that you, John? John?" She was:;wake.

The bench still chattered worriedly at the blow
until it regained its balance and was suddenly quiet.

o

It looked accusingly back at him. @@ aimed his hand

again and then he heard the sound at the-head of the
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stair and he held back the blow and flashed a guilty

glance upward. ©She was looking down, one hand rested
lightly.on the carved knob of the rail and the other
hel@ her hair off her face. The smile caught at him.
Small amused wrinkles like butterflys' wings appeared
at the long ends of her eyés. She was straight as a
young cedar, the best mother in the whole world who
hadj%gen afraid to help the Carﬁénter. But making
like the head of the house, he must look bgck
stonily at her.

"Johnny," she said moving doWwn Jthe stairs,
"what is it?"

She was not like some wmothers he knew. She
lookea at you and kneW you had'SOmething to tell and
she made it easy §O6r Fow. Never a word about why he
was so late gut, ok anything. He was an inch taller
that her,qtoo tafi for his age, she sometimes said
sharplig whenYshe saw him with the older Saul, XkKE

Then sometimes she said it softly, when

she said he would be as tall as his father had been.
He "¢0uld not remember his father at all since he had
died before he could know him. Soon.after he was
out of swaddling. He was raised by his mother and
Cousin Demmy and the Capernaum aunts:

Her forehead was level with his eyes and he
liked the way the hair roots sprung éleanly from
her brow and he guessed no mother could be nicer,

"They have arrested the Nazarene!" he blurted.
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She was unnaturally still. And he could not

understand it until he realised that for some moments

she had stopped breathing; and then she was saying
! ; quite calmly: v
| "We must send for cousin Dewany. He will know
what to do and what the priests are doing to -- him.
! Demmy will know how to help him."
Her words switched his mind to cousin Demmy and
inwardly he groaned. HHolj

that knowing the Nazarene had b:-ou.frht%

Holy Moses, but the trouble

"Yes, yes, I heard you, dJ

must go to Cousin Demmy. Hefv know how to help him."

\ "But -- its you w think of now Mother! Andg
‘ . . :

Cousin Demmy cannot he A

For suddenly, e sw, plainly as if it had been

|

written out [ i that Annas' would know tnrough

' ' Micolemus had been :

1 his that night to the

Nazarene Nep on the mount of Clives. Demmy would have
! noB pull now with the temple people.
|
@
| He remembered the day, not long after the visit

to the Nazarene's camp, the day in the Sanhedrin, when

1 Annas had declared that the Nazarene's party should be

e aad

suppressed and he condemned as a token of good intent

.

to the Romans. Cousin Demmy had pointed out that,

e
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under Hebrew law, the Nazarene could not be condemned
except at a proper tngl.

He had gone to the Sanhedrin with his mother to
listen to the debate, being very proud of the young
lawyer Nicodemus, wholﬁgg their kinsman. #nd he had
felt her hand tighten coéily on his arm as Cousin
Demmy, cool and distinguished even although he was
the youngest among the bearded lawyers, spoke with
force and more sense than Saul. 4#nd he looked up st

her, at her face when she pressed Hismarm and had

seen the proud light at the back 0Ty her eyes. But

he found the cause, Jde Waw the hate in the eyes of

Annas as the priesty stowly rose and glared down at
Cousin Nicodemusy .4

"Are Jouftoo one of the Galileans who follow
this carpemger, Jesus?" Annas asked softly.

But ,"©, full of venom. The brown of Cousin
Demmy'sl face gone wan, and the room afraid. His
mothef‘s hand tight on him and her breath pinching
her nostrils.

And then it had come. It had come, breaking a
silence that was about to pounce on you. The powerful"
burst of laughter from that same Roman captain whose

frequent visits to their house Cousin Demmy disapproved.
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"By the gods, High Priest," he chuckled, "no
such orator as Nicodemus could have come out of the .
ignorant Galileans!"

O, then, Annas lashed to pieces with fury but
not daring to pit himself against the power from
Rome. For Janus was First Captain to the garrison
at Jerusalem, second only to the chiliarch who
commanded, and was that day'representing the governor
Pontius Pilate, at the Sanhedrin. And Annas had
abruptly gathered his robes about i, stalkéd from
the dais and swept out of ®he(rdéom, his wrath

wriggling behind him and s@mebthing to laugh at.

.
poid

He WasWclutching her arms and by the pain in
his fing®nrs he knew he was hurting her; She was
looking “steadily at him and he flushed with shame
as\hefreleased her. She looked away and, then
back at him, but not at his face but-at her finger
tip lightly brushing his shoulder.

"Your cloak, Johnny? Where is jour linen
cloak? Where did you get this shabby thing?"

Perhaps she couldn't smell spy.  He could
smell it. On the cloak. You had to know the smell.

He had to get her away. But, O, sweet Sarah,

where in Jewry would she be safe from the Temple

'? .
wolves? Not even at Cousin Demmy's house; for he too
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must be on the list and would ., soon need saving.

Cousin '« j
And the Roman officer would not .save EEEEIE

Demny either, since she womld not be there to smile her
thanks to him, as she h~24 that day in the Sanhedrin.

=
0, he knew all about that.. John Mark had eyes in

e
: his head.
And just about then., when the idea had almost

tolen past him, he discovernd it,

Janus Aurelius could 4 He was First Captain,:

second only to the comm'in& the garrison and kin to

1>

the governor. Ther& % wer enough in him to scare
h e

off a High Pries out an instant's delay,

would seek has

other's friend, the Pirst Captain,

Janus Aure
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Chapter 4 : K\

The o0ld soldier who Q ncessionnaire for the

officers' tavern in &FN tonia, filled the goblets

zgain. Silenth’% ked in his mouth while the '
wine ran out d‘~::e Woatskin bag. He cut the flow with
Hen

he zoblets were filled, whipped the

two finge
bag to t without spilling a drop. He walked
away §hipd rolling under the apron strings.

Max Seneca whispered maliciously: "The old
rooster is gaining weight on inactivity and lees."
He bent his face bto the goblet to draw off the bead.
He looked up again, smacking his lips. "Rich as a
Jew by now, that fat Roman is."

Guiseppe Zellini grinned wolfishly. He had not
drunken so much for a long time now. Thé grin

changed to a snarl. "Stinking rich, all these Jews

are," he said viciously. "Rich and mean! Hear they




ohly offered thirty pieces of silver for the fellow.
gilver, not gold."

Max Seneca gave him 32 long, slow look; said idly;
"But old Pilate will get a skinful. .The %will not
be stihgy with him."

"dell, he gave them what they asked for =2 a First
Captain to do a dirty little job."

"Should have been yours had not Pilate taken it
away and give it .-to the First," Senegeére:i.

They both believed Janus ZLure @0 blig for his .

L 2

boots and their mubual hatred a Fsfaction made

them now into strange bedfe Guiseppe Zellini.
was at the foot of the ecn‘gf a béefy, roaring

middleaged man who h%® n half a lifetime to push
up from the ranksV{r_l\ved at the officer class, he j
was now puzz and Wedevilled with a baffling inferior-

ity, altho

till preserved the roar. "He looks
like a e in the first weeks of being a steer," Max
Senecyonck described him.

Maximus Seneca was seoond Captain in the Cohort.
If Janus was kicked off the ladder, he would be next
man up. ©o it made him very pleased to learn that
Janus was worried; and he was buying several drinks
for Guiseppe. Guiseppe was also very pleased and proud’

to sit at the table with him and to call him Max when

he wished. ax nastily said a few words.
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Guiseppe s2id: "Personally, Max, I dont think
&e does. He wants to be a general." Personally, he
though he 4id, but Max should know he was not a
yessing man.

"To spit in ybur eye," Max growled. "Dont
generals like Jewish women?"

Guiseppe recalled that Jewish women were haughty.
He had been hoping for some time, believing it would
rid him of bafflement. A look of pain and longing
appeared incongfumsiy on the brutal %, softened the

ugly visage for a moment beforg t wl returned.

"After they become generﬁ\ he muttered bad

humouredly.
bean plucked,
eYe "You' ves AXKXKnA{ you old

‘ * qgg~xei .
crucifier! They hqv\~;~ peld you from the punishment

Max Seneca chuckl

squadi" :

\ a whale at scourgings. His artistry

arm-sockets at one pull had been the

Guisep

in dislgcaSW%l

talk o ck-rooms from Rome to the Red Sea. He
worke ¥s lower Jjaw, eyes gleaming under the beetling
brows.

"That bloody basta_rid, Pilate!™"

Max Seneca chuckled. "Hey, its no -skin off your-

Q

nose. You may get pushed up a rung."
Guiseppe hoped his shrug had the airy nonchalance
that shrugs had when they were given by Max and the

other officers. He moved away from the point.
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"Guess they'll put/the Nazarene," he said.

"Away up," Max said cheerfully, "They'll use
the nails.”

"Vish it were the ropes. The Nazarene is a
clever chap."

Max shook his head. '"Nails are better. Ropes
take toc long."

"That's what I mean," Guiseppe said with a
=P orin. .Max drank some wine, leaned over and
spewed some from the side of his mo% 1t spattered.
near 3 foot of Guiseppe but G‘i didn't say any-'

thing. He drew in his foot gg‘iﬁu<had straightened..

Max said: "Town's t@ of Isaacs,in for the’
Passover. Seething,b 3g§3r ay-Sunday. Would be .

* soldiers
foolish to tie up t\ forty ®&A standing around
waiting for him pc. Naills are. guicker."”

WY o1l

\ike a First already." Guiseppe

ay the rope. I would like to hear him

growled.

e is up on the cross. He's 2 clever

Guiseppe Wwas an expert on crucifixions.

Max shrugged. "Clever? They took him like a
chicken ."

He lifted a finger at the barman. Guiseppe saw
the finger and he tingled happily .JEXXRXX Wine
gurgled out of the goatskin in a way to remember
tomorrow and all the other thirsty tomorrows.

"Listen to this one!" Guiseppe trumpeted
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happily. Then he would have bitten it off, but Max
ﬁad strung a pair of lazily keen éyes on his face.

He went on unhappily: "Er - well - one day a
couple of high Isaacs cornered the Nazarene by the
fortress walls. I - I - was behind the wall - by
arrangement with the Isaacs. You know how it is,
Max, not that I like spying - ha ha.» Anyway, the
Isazacs said to him: 'Took, Leader, we know you to be

fearless -- and sincere. Not like those false alarms

who appear every now and then. All % here in
Jerusalem are ready to rise whene ; say. But &

since you are sent by our God \ ¢ us, why should

pJ

we Dpay our taxes to Caesar’ C®ly you could use the

money to send the messag ews scattered all over
the Zmpire!"
Max leaned interestedly. Guiseppe warm-

ed to his gt

his beady eyes glistened.

"You what the clever Nazarene did? You
know wh did? Listen. First, he tdok a penny
from e @#f them. Wouldn't even use his own money,
see? He would answer them in their own coin - ha ha.
He took this penny and said: '"Whose head do you see
on this penny? Mine? Cr Caesar's?"

Max nodded gravely. "They saw his head of course.
He's a clever Nazarene."

"They d4id not!" Guiseppe said, angry at Max for

ridiculing him. "They saw Caesar's head. They said:

'Caesar's head. We see Caesar's head.' And he said:

e
s
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"' Well, give it to Caessr.’ 'I%'s his. ' Just like that.

fsn't he clever? *Give it 'to Caesar. It's his'?®.

Max dropped his head upon his forearm, elbows
resting on the table. He leered up at Guiseppe
through a2 fan of his spread fingers. "They'll use
the nails. He cant be clever with the nails."”

"That's what I saidl"™ Guiseppe cried. "He'd
talka.lot if they used the ropes. We put up 2
fellow once, at Capua, with the ropes, and he wasg

alive for six days until we 1lit a slgee fire under
him --" % ;
‘ Q
He stopped, roved the tip wf tongue briefly °

pver. his lips. "ihich remi% . I'm going to
roast Barabbag." K
"Who's Barabba®? X asxed curiously. '
\ would
"Another o heir

r8¥politicians who/free them of

Rome - ha h: \N
Max i 1®wly, disgustedly: "Alright, pig.

ppe's brow contracted, alternately rose

and fell like signals. His mouth went slack in
astonishment.

Max said coldly: "You've had all the liguor
you will get out of me tonight. Now I want to hear.
What's going on 23t the Temple? Why is Janus worried?”

Guiseppe's brows settled and his eyes grew

cunning. He shrugged his fat neck lower inside his

collar and spread his hands on the table. He had




broad hands and thick fingers. Max glared at him.
. "You are cloger to the Temple than fleas to' a
dog, Guiseppe. You pickup blood money from the
priests, trapping a2 few lousy seditioners. You are
thelr man for scourgings and crucifixions. Yet, Annasi
fixes it tonight with the governor so the First
Captain is assigned to him. lgz?

Guiseppe bared his testh, snarled in his throat
like an animal. The big hands closed slowly, lifted,

rammed down on the table.

"TListen -—‘you --!" roare

Max leaned nearer to him. no
passion in them as he lookegm Guiseppe's, only a
bright curiousity.

"Talk -- or I'@l vou broken, you peasant.

For a Roman offi .r,Xu_'re tco close to the Temple.

You even knQiaow ch they arranged to pay for the

Nazarene. o®ght to be back in the ranks where

Guiseppe often had it happen in baq dreams. ﬁe
was toc old for anything like that to happen to him.
He had tried too hard. He felt he couléd cry.

He dug his fingernails into the table and spoke
woodenly.

"Annas wants to get at Janus - and Nicodemus.
He'll do so through the girl. ©She's a cousin to

Nicodemus. Annas knows the Nazarene had the passover
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supper at her house with his fellows. I went there
@ith some of my men, but they had already left for
Gethsamane. When I returned to the Temple, Annas
told me to stay out of it. He had a plan -- for
Janus."

Max laughed silently, lodking at him. Guiseppe,
a little lost by the loss of the fine time he had
been having, blinked and moved his heavy shoulders.

"Fool," Max said softly. “Annas is a fool. He

wont be able to work it. Janus is t%lose to the

governor." .

Guiseppe moved again. "(\ worx it," he

muttered.
"How will he work itg"

Scowling unha I\quseppe told him in detail.
£ 3 i
+

Max lifted W\is ger and the 0ld soldier

shufiled foRwRwmd on’ fallen archnes. Iax said: "Drink
Guiseppe. <‘hen you will go over to

You and I should not sit idly by when

we cOnldgbe helping that smart old priest to work it."
The wine ran and lapped into the goblets.
"A toast," WNax 3Seneca murmured,, squinting into
the PRRVER cup. "A toast to a Jew. Lolthe poor,
cave dwelling Nagzarene preacher whose neck I will
use to step up to First."
Then he flung the goblet away from him essESto
crash@ into a corner. CESSEIERESEER

ST pe— S ety FNPPPAE T SRR ——



Chapter 5 .

ouartus assgmbleMytPhe pick of the cohort in the
courtyard bef reigh‘/ehambers. He reported the

qgg\us in his chambers. The Captain

Y tue door and acknowledged the salute

assemblingyt
steppe
withpna 1Nt of his arm. His eyes swept over their
faces, lumined by the light of several torches set
in sconces around the walls. Finally, né nodded.
"Excellent, Quartus." His voice was firm and
brisk. "You could not have picked bettcf men.if HX&
youééé%e through Caesar's praetorian guard."
Erect as they were, their heads wenf higher
He knew that with the commendation he had spoken, he

had put together a machine; one of superb efficiency.

The flames from the torches leaned away from the wind

[TV
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and flickered a3 hard barnish in the metal pieces
on shoulders and chests. - The flame painted a red
lacquer on the faces of the men at rigid attention

so they loocked like tools stacked for'use.

Janus wondered whether, in view of the peculiar

duties he was sending them on, he should be less

formal with them; be a little more familisar while he

gave his orders. But as quickly he decided against
it. It was a tough system that had produced this
tough core tat had sectioned off f@&ift work
tonight. It would do the syst.em@ d to unbend.
. . were
He tilted his head back.@ yes BANIHA

unsheathed swords under th of his helmet.

"Your mission tonj &1 to find a man -- a
Hebrew," he said.’@t him found tohight."

He paused.@r feeling og unease had
‘!ii:d over him. He strove to anchor

eyes, dark and piercing beside the
S 9 By (=)

momentarily

his mind.
nose, flickered along the line of faces.
of the wind, the flames burnt straight up
and down and the half-darkened faces were once more

nut-brown and human. He found himself endeavouring

to make a personal issue of it, between-his eyes and

theirs. Then he s3w, with an awkward blush, for he
should have known, that none of the rounded pupils
were looking back at him. 111 were fixed at a point

above his head. Good soldiers, he thought, a little

proud, a little nettled, good, wooden soldiers.
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But he knew that for all their appearance of
brown stone statues, his words had sunk home. A
cold wind would be blcwing benind the doors df Israel
on this night of warm hearths and welcome. Apd.all
because of an unscrupulous priest andsn ambitious
First Captain who was watching his footing lest he
slip again. .

e remembered the day in the Sanhedrin. He had
been moved by impulse. #nd, impulse, to his profession

and breeding, was a2 foolish quality. gie should have

withdrawn into the shell of disdai@: was by
L 4

tradition the Roman role. The org'-role.

Rather than have blundered emotional plebeian

between Nicodemus and the i Priest. But 2 women
had looked pleadingl$ ds him and he kad shrugged

off the Roman tog H.Xhad sprung, defenceless as a

mouse, among & big¥at priests.

A

A dees DY t¥e gods that was worthy of the rawest

novice.

sepmed to him,now, that Pilate must have been

told about it since his return to Jerusalem from

Caesarea; and that putting a First Captain at the

beck and call of the Temple was by way of: punishment. -
But he would see the governor. ##ight early. With

Pilate's reputed contempt for the Jews, it wsas strange.

that his own kin should be -- yes, humiliated was the

word -- before - these - these - robed tradesman.



i

Mutely, Janus uncorked his anger. .He had wanted
othing of them. Yet his career was at stake because
of this people of 3 - 3 '~ muscled intellect. ¥ho.

could conceive no other gods but- 3 single, unseen

deity. To whom they daily ‘grovelled behind the locked
doors of their synagogues. ANhose omnipotence lay only
in his power to bow their necks Yor the heels of dK

various conguerors. Yet, well to remember that

huwbled in arms, these defecated people saddled wealth

in every city of tae world. Ctiu{geMutions bled and
‘ by Rome
endured. TIne Jews were newer C 1red/to be SOLdlerS.
What was the mystery of ti range, absurd yet
_ ‘ dislocating
ineffaceble Kace @ wao Laelr, XXXXEESX scrip-
2
tures claimed ro hhe beginning of man? .
. b
He wheeled a ly, destroying the picture of <Ak

the woman thiq enly entered his mind. "Quartus!"
is shoulder, "take over!"

swivelled his shoulder in 2z ghiff-armed

til Janus nad re-entered hig guarters.
turned to face the squad.

Juirtus, who had been a notable’ thief before
his twelfth birthday, hid been well schooled in the

art of fuce-reading in places where Tailures were

swiftly compensated. He had unerringly noted Junué
hesitation in choosing the manner he should adopt
with the men. Taking his cue from the abrupt hand-
ing over of the sguad, Quartus had no nesitation.
He would have liked to have known what sudden thoagh@ :

had mottled his chief's face with anger. One thing
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he knew: there could be no failure tonight.

He relaxed his shoulders, brought the Jjavelin
around and grounded the butt. He folded his arms
about the snait and placed a cheek against the

weapon and

9
¥
&
WV
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;rinned like a fallen angel.

"slright, rabble, gather around," he murmured
dreamily. The man grinned and broke ranks. Still .
dreamily smiling, Quartus said:

"An initial wa2s stitched into the hem of this
mysterious HebreW's cloak. Must stand for somethihq.
So, the chief wants you gutter spawn to bring in every
Abrmlam you can find whose handle correspoﬁds with the
initial."

He paused, and his nose seemed @harpen. "Bat

-— and pay close attention, voe of the' Ravens

-- we have reason to believe & sac we are seeking,

is a 1ily. One of the wo %gentlemﬁn. Wealthy as

sin. Keeps talented one of whom may have sewn *
) 2

the evidence into th&R¢C k by which we shall crucify

him. 5o, my dear ians, you should confine your

search t© ter class Jacobs. ©Some of them are

D

3aS Snoo senators back home. +hose, you may

kick in ace, since you are working for the

re

Templé ight. Mo#Xover, although to look at your-
selves you wouldn't believe it, you are the xoman
conguerors.”

He looked around at their grinning faces and he
loct his smile.

"One more thing. My pal, Janus, the First

that

Captain back there, he says to tell you/the galleys

are always open to careless legionnsires. So, he

says to tell you, you should find this Hebrew."
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Chapter 6 | %
Pilate was beautifull o) mie and his face

visited

misty with coodwill, 9\ be FUMHONSX in his palace,
v 3

at this late hourﬁﬁgﬂy}}'mpatient First Captain, was
a pleasure anA \i;}fh ‘
c

#ied delichtedly. e turned aside
the form: te witp a wave that was in part 2
benedidgion

"My dear Janus!"

He repeated the name in an effectionate lower

register, giving Janus the outrageous feeling that

- those fat hands were stroking him.

"How awful of me -- not seeing you since we
arrived from Caesarea -- dear Jan!"
Jan was the familiar name from Rome. It rang

strangely on Janus' ear, KIEHIHEARARAKUSES VAR IOHUEK
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potentate occupied now by 2 Roman governor, stirring
memories of other day$é in the capltal
: He slipped the chinstrap and placed the helmet
under his arm as the heavy curtains settled behind
the governor and he walked into the room. Piléte
touched his shoulder in a paternal gesture, went
past nim to the -couch 2t one end of the room and
bent over the cushions. Turning around and sinking
down, he indicéted where Janus should sit. He looked
up and met the captain's eyes and smiled at him.

"And with what great affairs of ate will you
now harass your poor governor?"

*
So. No asking after my h \ or how I am

v im
enjoying my new post E&X Jer Np. de knows why I
have come to se~ him.

Pilate had heaf®ed cush 1ono into -2 soft

throne. Janus wS% eZ’\Vﬂd in a2 strugsle to maintain

his dignity, unmanly throne. He folt

like sIfed and mounted.. He wondered if

this Pilgte, placing him on an absurdedly
high f cushions, was altogether unstudied. He
planted his feet firmly on tne ground, inis soldierly
form erect.

"I have pursued your orders,. sir, concerning
the Temple," he reported. "As they were rather,
unusual, and urgent, I acted at once, resolving to
take an early opportunity of seeing you to find

tiere

whetiner/were any angles you wished to 1nstruct me

about -- personally."
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Pilate rubbed hands sogethrr and smiled again,

13oking down 2t his well kept fingers. "Ah, yes,
the arrest of that fellow -- I have forgotten his

name. Our friends at the Temple seemed very keen
. ; ; , R
to apprehend him. I learn you succeeded vey well,
yeg?"
Janus thought the eves regarding him were soft
N

where the heavy lids shadowed them,hardening towards

the centres. Gratification at his success in

capturing the prisoner was 2ll about

at the centres of the syes, it ca 0 full stop.
*
There, calculation began. Jan wed a discreet

smile Xto appesar on his 1lip
_ on attacaoment to
 "Guiseppe Zellini, ~tainAéiX the Temple,

/}

'y

would have done as We@r,n he ven tared.

Pilate delil tely atted back a .yawn. "Perhaps

ne would, pe

Jan. <Th , you've succeeded. I'm.immensely
reliev
is es dropped thoughtfully to the floor.
Janus stole a look at his face. +hen you looked
long and carefully enough, ycu could seé the ruth-

lass lines in the fleshy f+ace, deep, from the base

of his nose, downward, past the corners of his

vifficult to tell these tnlnos

nose. i careless glance would easily slide over the -~

bland mask. Every inflection of his modulated voicg,

each motion of womanly grace, disproved the rumours

of his grim rule in Judea. But Janus thought that if

i S
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you made 3 blade of your evs.and proved beneath these

gppearénces, you picked up the hard undertones, the

e

feline lust for power, Lhe appalling destruction of

which the man was capable.

SRV

"Jan? How old are you?" Pilate asked suddenly.

Janus rose. - He knew that the whimsy which had

e il

made the governor perch him on a high pile of

. ; ! R 90
cushions, like a stuffed bird to sheat arrows at,

= e s

was now passed. Now he was once more the Procurator's

protege, his wife's nephew.

"I was born the year of thg « « « Lhere

has been no snow in Rome for tKN—

said with a grin.

ne years;? Biinus

N e i e . MRS i

But then he saw theg d lights (EEEEE glintdd
‘ in Pilate's eyeszuuf‘l. nd circled warily again.

ried warmly. "Just thirty-

gou've done w=2ll indeed! First Captain
why, vou masy& be chilisrch of the

are
of Ravens w®ll before youlx& forty,

the whole of Jeusalem!l™"

lhat his uncle-in-law could put all of his
unblushing soul into his most deceitful speeches,
Janus knew very well. He shrugpged uncertainly at
the compliment.
are
"Your aunt and I aK proud of you, Janus. It will
mean a great deal to the family if the promise in

you proceeds on its logical course and you go to the

Senate. 1 was a junior officer, at your age; very
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Jjunior indeed ¥ Nark-my word§ you will end a Senstor..%y
"You -agre a magnificient old rogue. In two
have
breaths you ¥¥UX¥E kicked me upstairs from First
Captain to chiliarch to a Senator of Rome. But I
dont believe you."
That was what Janus would have liked.to say.
But he said it only in his mind. ZFrom his lipé,
he murmured: "I hope I will Jjustify your confidence,

S

Pilate leaned forward and tappfenim on the
knee. "You will, my boy, you‘wi t depends of
course solely on yourself. QNQP your record, 1
believe I'm.justified. A Ter RABAFORLEERANX has

but to obey his ord Ltl all the intelligence !

.

at his command."

"No matter wdlstasteful they aregX, sir?"

He wo Rave bitten off his tongue to undo
it, bug 1 g 2lready said. He asked himself
what I e over. him. Was his tour of duty in

thisNdugly town, away from his own kind, cast in
with some barbaric Hebrews and such barrackroom
aristocrats as Maximus Seneca, doing something to

) " o kind of ) ) .
him? Llhis Xpwi¥ndxkxomids impulsiveness. had already
landed him in trouble.

The eyes boring into him in his heated

imagination,were two agates set in plush. They seemed

to be telling him he was crowding his dice. That

he was flirting with danger.
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Pilate lowered his gaze to his exquisite nails,
"laughed silently while he inspected themn.

"The man of intelligence knows that a physic,
momentarily distasteful to the tongue, nonetheless
assures 3 purifying of the bowels and many more
years of bhealth ‘in which to enjoy thousands of taste-
ful moments, eh my boy?" :

Janus f~1lt the sweet tingle his scalp as he
fought to keep his composure. He smiled at the

governcor's little joke but his faci uscles Xwere

ar as ghastly

stiff. He hoped the smile diq.n
as it felt. Pilate turned a ’\a countenance up to

him, repgarding him from th

s of his eyes.
"0ld Annas rates yo -- indeed, as highly

ae I do. Getting n’

the Passover sea¥gn cglumences, 1s very impertant to

hi®

this newest prophet before

Annas and m

You know that at each Passover we
usually r ce the garrison against any disorders.
time also, I must leave my beloved
Caes®Wgeagto be heirre in case these Jew need lessons’
in behaviour. I must say that your aunt doés not
care for these trips at all."

Janus had an idea how ~xpressive his redoubt- .
able aunt Claudia would be if she 4id not care for
these trips at all. He repressed a grin; he felt
.better that he had thought of grinning.

"Lately, now, some of my detfactoré at home,

in Rome, have been reached by some of my enemies







' in Judea.. There has be¢n some talk that my adminis-

g§tration has been unnecessarily harsh. Mind you, I
! .

-

am not complaining. Your Aunt Claudia says I should

complain more. Bat it is the lot of us poor public

servants. lfou are sent to govern. You govern.

Then, they blame you for governing. Ferhaps, they

even recall you -- and I do not know, my dear boy ,
1ave

whether youX¥8 ever seen a provincial governor in

retirement. I dont mean the clever ones who have

laid agide their pension. I mean th thers.

"

L 2

Pitiable cases. Very pitiable ca
Pilats played with situat'\‘i ke a cat with

a mouse until he was ready cble it. Pilate was
bending backward trying f dwills: he must have

{=)

received a scare @ . Janus wondered 1f he

& : ' . N
should tell him nas had no evidence aga%§t

the propuaet. ded to be silent. Iflit went

too far, e Wwould speak. He had a fleeting

i O

impres at he did not know Wnat too far meant.
\ I tPke it, then, that Annas especially
requested me, sir?"

It was a slow nod, watciiing Janus all the time.

"Especially. He told me you had impressed him while .

you represented the chiliarch in Sanhedrin last year."
There it was, Annas had not forgotten. Annas had'

bided his time until the stars were propitious. If

he failed the assignment, he had no ioabf what Pilate

would do. He would be sacrificed to the Temple surely
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as were those lambs whose slit gullets reddened
"the altar of burnt offerings each morning when the
Hebrews sounded their gongs.

He thought of the queer mission on which.he
had sent his men tonight. As if he had seen the
thought passing through the centurion's head,

Pilate asked:

ST A BT . e . i - 3 K b SRR

"What of this discarded cloak? Have you
discovered the owner?"
, ' The Temple was moving with admi#mble speed.

He wss elated to find that, far §TfoOm @€rturbing

him, the question had the eff@® ¥ a quaff of wine.

Annas evidently meant busipfesg.®» Very well. He

WS WS SICSE ST

could also show a turn of, sp€ed. He had done so
through that welteF O imtrigues and pitfalls

known as an armyjcareer.

v

s b il

{

Pilategwas giving him a searching look. Janus
had not MOwed, sthce he had spoken the question.
He frowned a little on Janus, but quickly regained
hisNexprgssion.

”dome, ny boy, why the pre-occupation? Are

you having some difficulty there?"

! "No, sir. Not yet. My men are sepgking him
j ' now. "

‘ There was a lilt in his reply. He could
foresee now how far Pilate intended to go. Very
well. He was not in the mood to be burﬁt this

week and he would so show Annas -- Pilate, too.
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But the Governor was looking strangely at him.
"What - did - you - say?"

Janus returned a quizzical stare. "I said we ,
are still seeking him."

Pilate dropped his eyes- for an instant, then
lifted them again, He nodded. "Put your best
men on to it. We must have - er,‘him before
morning." He patted back a yawn. "Spare nobody,
scour the city. Spare nobody, sweet Janus."
"NE?::
Janus gave the hors head® when he

left Herod's palace. ﬂ& my trap flew through

the streets, dandg und corners and whipping
down the straiw\ h only a touch on the reins
for guida \Th wheels besgt a frantic rhythm
on the S. '

corner where the theatre stood, a

nd turn would take him past the Temple

to the Fortress Antonia., He bore down on the
left rein and wheeled the horse® towards David

Street.




Chapter 4 ‘Q ‘
\ o &

A handful dates scooped out of,dish in
passing an ‘g\gyed into his mouth so his cheeks
bulged g jaws worked in slow rhythﬁ as it
soughtyro for his molars. John Mark proceeded
at fagt walk along the passage to the door,
slipped his feet into sandals lying there, eased
the door open gnd peered into the street. Her
hand rested a parting touch on his shoulder and
she whispered something before the latch clicked
shut behind him. But he did not stay to listen,
for he was a Quarry.

When you are a Quarry, your ears prick back

and forth and your eyes slew left and right --
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not for familiar sounds and sights, but for those
hoves from the hunters which will reveal them. He
dropped lightly from the top of the steps straight
to the pavement. It was a deep drop, but he handled‘
it well -- as befitted a man who would early tomorrow

morning be taking the Order of the wall. He crouched

in the recess beside the steps while he looped the
thongs of the sandals. His mind went ahead a few
hours when he would be bucking the worst yet that
 Saul had laid for him. Saul, the toughie'from
Tarsus, was founder and presidentfod tHe Order of
the {all. He made the rules. @Im tHe dark of the
morning, by the ;iiiﬁ Gate £ d Iope you knew for
fear would be coiling andfunc€®iling in your belly.
Then, although you Coudd Rot see him, you would
know the crooked smi%s was on his lips, and that
his eyes weme Wwetly shining as he listened for the
break in J®arWvolce. But most of all you could not
keep your ‘eyes from It.

John' Mark forced his mind back to the present.
At the moment he had trouble enough. He must seek
captain Janus at the fortress of Antonia,or the
reputation of his =SS mother, perhaps her life,
would be forfeit. Terror would fall on her from the
Temple. Janus must protect her from the priests.
He knew that place of horror outside the city wall

where the two rough pyramids of stones stood close

to the post with its shackles and ominous stains.
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Women had beyg%oned to death before.
~He had not changed from the nondescript cloak
@M he had taken from the spy. In such a garment,
passers-by would believe him to be a bedless t%amp.
and ignore him. David Streeﬁ was saved from gléom

by the light diffused on it from the "pilgrim lamps"

- brightly burning behind the front windows. The

houses were large in David Stree¥, of fluted columns
and marble steps and inlays of rare woods. On this
street dwelt brokers whose nameS»opened accounts
from Jerusalem to the GreatgSeassSadducees whoée
rote opposed their logié g @il their righteous-
ness their avarice; 8, Pharasaic lawdogs. A
wealthy street. The De§ wrinkled his nose in
disgust.

He wag a mépe hundred yards from his house,
nearing@ythe mo:th of an alley between the buildings,
whefinh8, heard the tramp of feet. Marching feet. He
hadted with his back hard against the wall, listening
inently. The sounds were approaching.

) He whirled and darted into the alley, running
hard. He saw a darker patch of shadow on his left
and hurtled into it. He knew it well; a paved court-
yard in which chairmen waiting for fares were aliOw—
ed to rest their litters. He dived into the ha?en -
- and his flying body hit into a y@@lding mass whibh.
immediately grew rough hands to ciose on his throat

and check the startled yell.
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"Quiet or you die!" came the whisper.

John Mark went limp. He waited, while the
marching soldiers passed in David Street and the
sound of their progress died away. . He waited until
the hand was removed from his ‘throat. For[g%wﬁ he

to whom
knew/the voicex belonged.

"You big bullying fisherman!" * he yelled,
wrestling in the grip.

He heard the soft ejaculations and the brush
of clothing as the men let go of thdficmtension.
Light from an uncovered lantenﬁ filalshed on his face.
He slapped angrily at the ligQC.

"By the Powers!" exclaimed Simon Peter. "Its
the Coxswain, lads!"

John Mark struggled/some more. Somebody cuffed
the side of his Ngady

"Stop 8§traggling!" a stern voice said. "What
are you doinmglon the street? Why aren't yéu at home
with your W@ther?" .

A Fumble of street-door authority in this one;
this would be Matthew, he thought. A one-time tax-
collector for the Temple. The question made him
furious.

"What home? What mother? I'll have neither,
when the priests find out that we had your scurvy
bunch at the house tonight -- ugh!"

There were mouth-bruising callcuses in the

palm suddenly clamped over his mouth. The hand
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and the voice at his ear roughly demanding silence

Would belong to James, the big and fair-haired. With

John, his brother, and their father, he had served
= 4
on an oar as/Galilean fisherman before Jjoining up
with the Nazarene. :
with them,

John Mark ,furiousEEuEpssammgiia® knew them all;

half-wild, wind-whipped rough®® fellows who hardly
washed before they ate. The earnest ones like old

Phillip, eager to believe anything; Thomas, the
who

 Capernaum hardhead @S accepted onlywwhat he saw;

Peter, strong, boisterous, quick @ fid€rce, who
had cuffed him years ago when #imst»he had pushed
and wheedled his way through the,crowd to the
Nazarene, but then had abrupfly about-wheeled and

approved his presente Wwith a: "Right, Coxswain, you

stay around." Fmom th®t day, he was "The Coxswain"

to the roughy ®isherman and the others who walked
with the NMBaahend®. OJ he knew them all and had been

properly ®eoled -- until tonight.

He worked his moutn open under tne:pressure of
James Boanerges' hand and sunk his teeth into it.
At the man's yelp, he wrenched his shoulder free and

ducked the blow he sensed, rather than saw, coming,

lowered his head and charged through the ring of men.
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He pelted back up the alley to David Street and
paused at the corner when he was sure there would
be no pursuit.

"You are ignorant!" he shrilled. "Go back
to your pens! You to judge the twelve tribes of

ahhgg! ‘
Israel -- GRS {ou, the light of the world

-— then I am blind!"

He remembered something élse he had heard the
Nazarene say. "Didn't the Nazarene say you should

he yelled. e ;
have no fear?'/That troops of angellgggould be called
down to help you? Then why donf &ou go into Old
Annas and remind the Nazaren Of his promise? #hy
bites at

do you skulk here while theg/e.d fox AEEESE your
Leader? Answer --_yQd fulls —--!"

He packed ou @iSywofels as ne saw a shape movﬁ!ﬂ
forward behind @n apgry bellow. He yelled a final
insult beflpre, he turned and ran. He slowed after

awhile, feeling better than he had felt since he

had ran Prom Gethsamane. Take that, he thought,

toseing the thought back over his shoulder. then
he closed his mind to it. He resolutely closed
his mind to it and stubborn1y1$§§fd not think of
anythihg concerning Annas' palace. :

Instead, he ran his mind down the Hallel,
testing if he had correctly memorized it. Fhe
words were part of the rules in the game of the

Wall devised by Saul. Within a few hours, he

would need all his brain and sinews to confound
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. i b
Saul and outwit the sentries on duty FEEER @E® the
Joppa
ESDE® Gate.
Suddenly a high scream shattered his thoughts.
He was opposite Cousin Demuy's house and the
scream had come from there. A party of soldiers

issued from tue door. He turned and bolted the way

he had come.

A s
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Chapter 5 K
@ holy man. A sha
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on the traight =.d lovably along,
nosing at no Oorwaysj but once he stepped
indoors reet, Stephen was a curly wolf.

vhich ais aunts and female cousins of
would not allow to be buried with him, was
in his young widow, Mary. She resisted the
temptation and saw the humour in Che situation.
Stephen had been more than twice her age when

they wed. Tor all of their short life together, he 4@ﬂ&(

'beenkmartinet in the home. She rose at his bidding,

Y =
lJ

ate, uncomplainingly, the mess of leeks and musht
that coasted past his hardened palate smooth as

- '
butter but wrung tears from her with 1ts pungency. HQL

157
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would shoot up one sparse eyebrow at her hairstyle,
or clutch his beard at her decollete; he had struék
down her efforts aﬁ conversation and so nurtured
her inhibitions that when finally they wrapped him
in expensive brocades and laid him in the family
tomb, she was quite lost.

.The family mistook it for mourning and took
quite kindly to her. The aunts at Jerusalem and
Capernaum thought of this and that and agreed that
their young kinsman, Nicodemus wouldg maké a good
husband for dear Mary. And eveng#Benw” in defiance
of tradition and The Family,.Mary Bad put down a
well turned foot on the iddalgf®marrying that
personable, and really likea¥le, young councillor,
Nicodemus, the familyWwag yet smugly content that,
indeed, Stephen's wa; still a holy memory to his
widow. Thedqt®uth was that for Mary, enough was
enough.

Bt , ®)morning came when one of the Capernaum

auntsy o a visit to her mourning in-law, unexpected-

ly pushed open a door -- and recoiled in horror.
Thereq before a bust of Stephen on a cabflinet,
was Mary, a wrap about her night-robe, posturing

and declaiming:

"'Whither shall I go from thy spirit? Or whither

shall I flee from thy presence? If I ascend into

heaven, thou art there. Make my bed in hell and thou

art there -- '"
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when Mary broke off and whirled at the strangled
try behind her, the Capernaum aunt was already fleeing
the house of blasphemy. Mary had glanced down at the
floor, a thoughtful smile playing about her moﬁth. ‘
Then, carefully, she picked up_Stepﬁen and pulling
out the bottom drawer of the cabinet, buried him
deep behind her shifts. That day, she took young
John and a lunch basket to the trees beyond the brook
where she hitched her skirt and taught the boy how to

knock off ground doves from cover.

An hour must ha¥egas§ed since she had locked the
door behind him.4§ He had been very serious, almost
severe, aboutNthe d@g; being kept locked. It should
be opened@uly a® his special rap, John had told her
-- a deudt®eW\and a single rap. Mind, listen for that
rap.% He had been déadly serious, no matter that he
had invested it with a boy's love for dramatics.
There was a wry pride in the smile with @hich she
acknowledged that it was quick of him to understand
so readily the sort of fire his mother ﬂad been |
playing with.

But she was frightened. Pacing thé floor, her
arms hugging her body tightly, she halted at a sound

outside in David Street. She ran across the room to
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v the half closed blinds. A platoon of soldiers was
tramping up the terraced slope of the streét. They
gave her a spell of acute worry, but a moment's
reflection convinced her that no marching legionnairés,
crumping over the cobble. on nail—sfudded sandals, could
surprise and capture John Mark, She watched them melt
into-the darker end of the street and was tufning away

from the window when she saw something else which held

| her still. It was a shadow detaching itself from the
: It
deeper shadows of the wall across ther street.XHEXIAER

) fipure :
turned into a Kﬁﬁgﬂrﬁ, a man, a goddief whose bronze .

helmet and shoulder pieces glitBer™e@ once before he
passed out of her line of #iBion somewhere immediately
below the window. Holdig ®¥r robe close about her, |
she ran out of the“rdem, )down the stairs to the door.

The chain 3 theMWoor .was a little difficult
because of her treméling fingers, but she had it
undone soOm,after he had whispered her name througn
the cNgs@Ypanels. He relocked the door himself and
tur™gd t® face her. He said:

"You heard?"

His fists @88 rested on his hips and the
bracelets at his wrists arrogantly pronounced hig
rank. Her eyes moved slowly up the brown and sinewy
forearms, past the short-sleeved jerkin and lifted to
his face. They looked at each other.

"Yes, Janus," she said calmly. "I heard."
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They looked at each other, guardedly, while the

seconds fell away. Nearing a full minute, Janus

shrugged, opened his fists and dropped them at his

side.

"I am not blaming you," Mary said quietly as
before.

He frowned and stared hard at her. "Not blaming

me for what?"

She turned apd moved away. "For not letting me
know he would be arrested tonight. Yow™are right, I
would have warned him."

He was at her side in a stride when they entered
the intimate little room in®ofwhich she led him. It
was her work and favourgte woom and there were sewing
baskets and bits of matdedals pegged out Gnigééﬁior
strewn on chairs, @udgPaint pots with camel's hair
brushes stuckjimythem. He had removed his helmet
when he gntered) the room, tore it savagely from his
head, H¥s f2ce was  pale under the rumpled hair.

He turneq her roughly to him.

"You little fool -- do you realise the risk you
would have taken? The Temple is going all the way
this time! Even now, you are not out of:danger!”

She waited, unflinching, until he became aware
of the strength of his grip on her wrist. He

released her quickly, mumbling a confused 'apology.
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, "I am not worried about myself, Janus," she
said gently.

He jerked his head back iﬁ?éhort laugh, empty
of humour. "Go on. Be brave, Say:you would do it
again."

"No." She.shook her head. "Not if I knew 1
would endangerX¥¥¥ -- others." A

He said sourly: "Like your precious cousin?"

"You are entirely right. He is my cousin and
be is precious.ﬁ :

"Dont be a fool," he snappedl )} "Nicodemus
might have been tolerant -- upf\to“¥a point. But are
you forgetting he %; a member /0t the Sanhedrin?
Where do you think he fstands now since -- when was
it? Two days ago? --fsince that crazy Nézarene had
his crew throw thejméney changers from the Temple?
Do you thinkW\itWis love for your god which will
make ol@&,Annas® hound this Jesus to the cross?"

He "succeeded in frightening her. Her hands

leapedwto her cheeks, her widened eyes searched his

face in horrors

"The -- cross? But -- but -- Annas has no power
to do this!" :

He stepped abruptly away from her and fiddled
with one of the brushes in the porcelain pot. His
eyes were moody as he raised the brush and watched
the paint flow from the bristles back into the pot,

cut, and plop again in ever lengthening falls. He
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spoke rapidly.

i "He is charged with sedition, not - with a breach
of any religious law. Annas has-arranged.it so he
will be sentenced by a Roman court. Under oﬁ: law;

v his associates at the time the feiony was committed 
will be equally guilty. That may come to mean --
anyone," ) :

She understood him. It was so clear and simple.
The panic of a moment ago was forgotten. Forward,
now, there awaited two, perhaps three,'lives to
untangle. To place in safety away £L£rom her own.

"Where is John?" she agkéd guddenly.

It took a little whide f@r'Janus' mind to clear.
"John? O, I haven't se®n him. Why?"

But she had 9gofe past him. "They. have lodged
him in the forp;esg?ﬂ

Janug Qpened iis mouth stupidly. "Wha --?"
Then he(shouted angrily: "Whom are you talking about?"

Mary wrinkled her forehead. “Jesas, of course.
I asked you quite distinctly whether he was lodged in
Antonia. There is no need to shout.".

Janus shook his head wearily. Women really were.
They were. "I took him to Annas' palgce. Governor/!s
orders," he said shortly.

Her head went back. The shock of it drained
her face of colour and made her fumble for words.

"You -- you -- no, no!" ~he pressed her fingers to

her lips.
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He nodded gloomily. "1 took in your. Prophet.

He threatened to queer old Annas' revenue by scaring
off his money changers. But it was the wrong time .

fo do it -- while the Governor's in Jerusalem for the
Passover and when my gentle uncle needs the goodwill
of the Temple.. So I am put in to save the Republic.”

Her eyes were hurt. ©She shook her head bewilder-
edly. "But -- you!"

He dropped the levity from his tone and spoke
quietly to hef: "I had hardly evervéﬁen seen the
Nazarene. You cannot expectemefj ¢feel as you do. '
I love you, Mary. You know4tha%. I would spare
you any pain, but I am g¥glter. I made it as easy
as I could for your prephet éven to allowing his
disciples to escapayafiter one of them ﬁad used his
sword on a fellew:rom the Temple."

She sharfed at him, dazed, as if what he told
her was Beyend her comprehension.

Janus” spoke sharply, "Pull yourself together,
Marye#1ts all over and done with."

"All over and done withl"

So it is, he thought. That part of it, anyway.
And please be sensible, Mary. . ;

"So it is; and I am not altogether sorry. The.
dangers you have been courting from those scheming
priests, by your association with those reckless
fools, have been of some concern to me. Be thankful

you are safely out of it."



~“he had recovered to the extent that she smiled
,and reached for his hand on the paint brush. Gently,
she disengaged his hold and replaced the brush in the
POt s

"You will be getting red daubs all over your
uniform if you continue playing with this thing,"
she said. ©She cleared a place on the couch for. both
of thém. "Sit down, Janus. Its all over and done
and I am thankful I am safe."”

He looked at her suspiciously. "I dont like
your tone," he growled as he sat. “¥oud didn't mean
what you said. What do you reallymgan?"

She laughed lightly. "ZelMN me again you love me.
Tell me of wonderful Romefan@ s£he places you will take’
me when we are marrie@s Tell me of the Qircus and the
forests of marble columns in the Forum, the music,
dancing, the beauti®dl women --" she broke off, her
eyes sombr@s. Whé said contritely: "Forgive me, Janus.
Or rathery, forgive me this mood -- I -- I --" she
stopPed and bit he lip.

"What is it, Mary?" he asked gently.

Her eyes were starred with tears ouf he knew she
would not permit them to well over. Sne.was gallant
and lovely and ne desired her. But she was also
understanding and she know what his career meant to
him and his family. She knew how unwise it%ﬁbﬁiﬁ it
would be for him to marry a Jewess without permission

from Rome. It would break his promotion and cast him
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out to some obscure post for disappointment and squalor
Yo break his heart.

A generation ago, his family had been caught up in
one of those maelstrom$of intrigues, which, from tiﬁe
to time, in Imperial courts, sucked down to oblivion
one college of nobles and spewed up another. His, had
managed to save themselves at the edge; butjtheir with-
drawal to firm ground was not yet accomplished.

Thegewere members of
RIS EETREEET his family 88 still
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engaged in a hasty backward scramb%gai

"They all had supper here tofigad’/," Mary said
quietly. "Before it was endeg,‘éne-of them -- Judas,
the youngest o§e, with the/BgI% hair, you remember
him? Veryii2221i§;&s. Bﬁtbgééﬁ;;SH%o take John to
hant coneys whenever the'band was in Jerusalem. It's

4 .o Shoul :
strange, Janus,§yery ®trange. Strange it S%Xﬁﬁ%ﬁ oe
»

Judas. Anyway, heVleft and, soon after, Jesus and the

But scarcely ten minutes later, Judas
returffedwth some soldiers, commanded by that horrible
Gui®- Gui --"

"buiseppe Zellini?" Janus said, leaning forward,
his eyes keen on her face.

"Yes, Guiseppe Zellini. Of course, they weren't .
here. But Judas knew -- knew where they have been
sleeping each night since the Temple assumed open
hostility. How - why - how did you come to -to --7

She l«ft the question hanging but'Janus did not

enlighten her. His eyes had hardened in thought.
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He was thinking of Zellini; officially. Zellini was
the centurion assigned to the Temple by the garrison
commander.. He was trying to recall something about
Guiseppe Zellini.

"... Then John returned and told me. He thinks
we are in for trouble, so he left to look for you.
Where is he?" she asked sharply. :

reverie,

Janus came out of his bridoaxistudy. "Eh? What's
that? Where is he?" |

"John -- my son," Mary said impatiently.
"Where is he? Why isn't he with go@7)

Janus stared blankly at Me®{ _Mhy should he be
with me?" i

"He keft to find y@u.®fL thought he had found
you."

He shook HWis head, absently rose. ‘”No -- 1
drove here ffom thebGovernor's. I left the vehicle
at the ccrnér a% usual. Too hard on the animals
and the 'woedwork to negotiate your peculiar street
of §teps "

It was not "as usual" at all. He had come in
furtively, notuas usual? 0, Janus you too! You
are a Roman and it seems that among the pagans,
pride comes before love. As for me, ;I would go
with you to the furthest corner of the world, even
to -- what was the name of that cold island which

Janus had said was being discussed in. Rome as the

next place to conquer?
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"Some fool with more wealth than sense was with
Jesus in the garden tonight. He left a cloak in our
hands when he ran away. None of the disciples would
have afforded such a cloak. Anyway, to make conver-
sation, I told Annas, showed -him the cloak. The old
fellow seemed to pounce on it. I have no idea why
he is so anxious but fhe Jjoke ha& been turned.back
on me. It seems the only role I have in Jerusalen
for the foreseeable future is to find the fellow to
whom the cloak belongs." He thoughtgdwhile. "Him,
or my neck. Annas is calling do@n‘heavy forces."
He looked seriously at her. 4'Listen, tonight, keep
your doors.locked. I amgy Sefidibng Quartus to stay here.
He will see you aregnew® annoyed by ths search parties.”
Britannia, sheéN\tRedght triumphantly. That was
the name of the @xegry little 1island Rome was getting'
ready to subd@e. Janus had told her about it. Said
he could oe™gent there with the colonisiﬁg army. She
was solry for Janus. ©She knew he loved her but he
was @y,9fldier, a pagan soldier. *~hould she trust
him? \
"Please send John back to me., He will be at the
fortress, most likely. Wherever the excitement ig." -
contact '
Quartus or no, she had to Xo¥x¥ae¥ Nicodemus.
Under the Jewish law, Jesus would be examined by the

Sanhedrin.
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Chapter 6
They squatted Im#fthe same rough circle on the
cobbles, impnthe chair-court where John Mark had left
on knees

them. Simen\Peler's sword rested @ his B and he

gripped the hilt in both hands until his knuckles

whitened® The lantern TSSMEssmsg on the ground flickered.

"The people will say he has failed them," Thomas
said flatly.

Simon Peter snorted. Thomas H& shrdgged and
went on.

"They will say that within a week, he has failed

them. They will say that only a week ago, they &8
crossed ‘ groet
TN RRewd the Kedron to EEE® him, and led

the hosannas as they returned,with him riding the

donkey into the city. And yet, within a week, he has



failed them."

» .

oimon Peter moved nerwvouasly. IHe too could see small
hope of help from ‘the people.®#jell, then. _fhatever.
But what? Will we leave him there, on the hook.like a -
fish? ‘bo you want us to leave . him there on the hook like
a fish?"

Phomas drew his cloak about him and calmly spat on
the cobbles. "They will say he came in under false
pretences. They will say he W led them to think he

(¥

would take Jerusalem from the Romansf that now he

has changed. That three-four er, he changed his’

mind. Told them instead that N\ should pay taxes to

of us, the Chosen People;
men alike, ‘Roman or Jew.

And abor all, & 1y, he predicted to them that
Jerusalem woWl > dest *d! Jerusalem, the holy city
srael if Jerusa-

lem is 8 red? They will say all tuese things.

3
1

Befer‘s big body Jjerked and tue hilt of tne sword
rattled at the mouth of the scabbard. "Should I ram
this sword down your throat?"

"I am only telling you what the Zealots and every—:
body else besides us will say," Thomas replied, unshaken.

"You want me to pin your gills?" 1

"I am telling you the Zealots wont help.’)

“Judas %ﬁ% Zealot., That's why he did what he d4id.™

Thilip asked quietly: "What do you think, Simon?



You think the Zealots will hedp?"

: "How do I know whether they will help?" Peter.
shouted back at him. "I say there is a chance! I
say we should take the chancel!™”

"A chance such as a snowball might have in hell," -
Thomas said grimly. "Your brother, Andrew, has shown
better sense. By now he is burning \the road back to
Bethsaida."

Peter turned furiously on him. "W¥hy aren't yéa
on your way too?" he shouted. ";‘Jhy@tj you scuttle
to Capernaum? You are a Caper@a@. That makes.

you another quitter. You'd s ¥ up the sword,

like he did tonight, woul et

Big John reared e vard, twisted his head to
one side and yelled‘ t the ground: ™Shut u
Shut up! You mak ead ache!"

They ha roached the plan for a rescug,with

resentm wen there by Simon Peter's passion for

action. h&®plan, as a consequencé, was untidy.

s a lousy plan. A plan without a plan. It
makes my head ache too, Johnny," James said to his
brother., He said it in 3 naked voice. 014 zilip

watched him.

- "Yeou have 3 better plan, James?" Simon Peter
quarrelled. "You have a better one?"

Matthew glanced 3t old Philip and then he watched
Simon reter. The old antagonists, Matthew thought.

Peter, James and John. 4And yet so often together.



Close to Jesus. More friends than pupils to the rabbi.
But at it, whenever, hammer and tongs. The Master with his
frequent gpm :
HYSXXTEEHNEYXY quiet humour at the goings-on in the band had
brothers, James and John, .

named theB/the Thunderers. Now they will smocke up; then
they will frame up; then they will roar and beat at each
other with words, snarling and flaining. Jesus had kept
them fairly ré#onable for the three years the band had
been together. But now that the priests had got him, the
bad thing was rising in them, Matthew thought.

"Stop being children," Matthew said hafshly. "if 18
know the Temple, whatever we do must begdone quickly."

Philip caught his eye and winked. "Little children,"
Philip wheezed. The ascensiofli FAxcugh the heat and dust
of the lake plains, to theseh®llier Jerusalem nights had

awakened his asthma. "RLittle children -- he always called

us that, young as he waﬁ. He was a real Rabbi, young as

he was. Little children, love one another ---"

Thomas Stawdd at Philip. Stared hard, the pupils of

his eyes widemIng. "Good God!" he ejaculgted softly.

"Alreadyywesd speak of him as in the past -- as if he was
dead."
"Shut up I say!" John howled at the ground in a

strangled voice, his head going from side to side. "Shut!

- shut! shut! up! up! up!

"Simon?" Matthew called calmly, as if he had never
heard of trouble, "Simon Peter? Who will go into Annas'
palace? John? James here? Me?"

Simon looked at him thinking: Or old Philip
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with his asthma, or that fool Thomas, or me, Simon

Peter. Six of us left. Five are on the roads

running away from Jerusalem. One is rich with his

blcod money and skulking somewhere out of our

reach. Six of us left and all of us wanting to

run away too -- excepting, perhaps, ©ld Philip

whom his asthma will kill soon anyway; and perhaps

this Matthew who could not return to Galilee since

he would be in reach of EHerod --s&nd Herod would not

forget how he had absconded hishsefvices as a good

revenue runner to join thgt Naz¥Tene's party.

"Ask James," SimghReber returned mockingly.
"James the Thunderer has™a betﬁer plan™

A brushing ,of, their clothing when the brothefs
inched forwand. ‘Matthew stirred uneasily. He wished
he sat besgide olg Phil. He would have poked o0ld Phil
in the%silde telling him to be ready for trouble, and
ol'@ Phil would have found something to say which
would break the tension now building. Skualking in
the shadow as they were, he could oply guess that
the clear, grey light in James' eyes was getting
clearer, opening like windows from which the shutters
were being torn. And the same thing would be happén—
ing to John, his brother, too.

Philip on his part heard the whisper of the
clothing and knew the brothers' vioience was being
awakened against Peter. He guessed that James would

go for Peter. And that would make John spring for-
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ward from his haunches too, golng for Peter or who-
ever gotvin the way. For the brothers were like
that. And then Mattnew would be going forward too,
reaching for John. And it was not that Matthew had
more love for Peter, but beéause Matthnew had been a
government man and Knew the lunacy of civil strife.
Expecially when your weakness wa; exposed. By that,
he meant that the band was already halfway broken
up. Then there would be four of them at each
other's throat, leaving Thomas @#&fid aidmself. And
Thomas and himself would be m® go6d for what was to
be done before morning; O ome, funny Thomas; was
only a good Jjoker, andWthe other; himself, too old
and afraid. |

"James iSythe ™Might man," Philip said loudly.
"I agree wi%h yoa,;Simon. James or John is the man

to go. QWuUT) tI'® question is: Which one -will she

Lot N

ORd Philip moved his head closer to the lantern,
at an angle where his eyes would show sly and leery,
and devoutly hoped that God would foréive him a
small untruth. Matthew saw him, and a grim smile
touched his lips as he sat back on nig haunches.
0ld Phil was in there alright. 014 Phil was in there.A
He watched John's head swing towards 0ld Phil, fol-
lowed more slowly by his brother's and Simon's. He
sensed the quick searching of their minds and their

puzzle.
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"She? Who is that you are talking about, Phil?"
Matthew asked loudly.

Philip chuckled knowingly and again did a quick
prayer for turning a nalf-truth into full-truth.
But all in Yoar service, he feminded Jehovah. "Leah,
that black-eyed beauty from Antioch who answers the
door at Annas' palace. You know ﬁow James gnd John
as good Galilean fishermen uéually visit the fish
market the moment we arrive any place} looking for
0ld acquaintances from the provimge, s Well, they
found this friend of o0ld Zebg@eewsftheir dad, Ha ha..
I hear now that Leah met gfhem\there and has been

calling at the market twicela day since we returned

to Jerusalem. I know it couldn't be 0ld Zeb she
comes to see, § I gless it must be James or Johnny." '
He paused ¢ahd chutkled.

Simonm, swore rudely. "Slip your killick and get
on with"at. What are you saying?"

Philip cocked a mildly innocent eye in Simon's
direction. "You figured that while we were making
contact with the Zealots you would endéavour to find
out what's going on at Annas' palace right? Now,
who can get you into Annas' palace? Bﬁt Leah could
get these two in and they would get you in.’5 He
turned his head quickly to tne brothers, James gnd
John. '

"You know too much and pretend not to know,"

countered James softly.
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Philip learnt, a little late, that he had suc-
ceeded in turning the brothers' anger to himself.
He hoped that Matthew would see that he had turned
the anger of the brothers to himself.

"He's a lonely man tonight." Matthew said
suddenly. "Jesus of Nazareth must be the, lone-
liest man in Jerusalem tonight.™

Philip was glad that Matthew had been sharp.
Matthew was making conversation. '

John turned on Matthew. "SHu#your trap --

you Herodian leech!" He sprangft® his feet. "I

will do it -- do yop hear?QI Will go! He will
not be aione among thag%glimy crew! I - I will
go into the palacels”

Thomas threwWa We€rvous glance over his shoulder'
to the mouth of,tde tiny court. "You will bring
down the oMdiers on us with your yelling," he
complained'worriedly.

Simon Peter stood up. He unbuckled his sword.
"We will go together," he told John.

Philip gingerly accepted the sword. He did
not like weapons. Across the light of the lantern,
his eyes sought Matthew's. With a jérky gesture,
he passed the weapon to James.

Thomas scrubbed his jaw with a dry palm.
"That's right, Simon. Dont taxe it with you.
Malchus might recognize it as the one which nibbled

his ear in the Garden tonight."
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James put the sword inside the belt at his
waist and turned a light pair of eyes on Thomas.

"If ycu cant say anything important, go count your,
toes. One may be missing."

Thomas shook his head and looked at Matthew.
"Matthew," he said, "I am as popular as a, revenue
runner. We ought to be off by ourselves somé other
place."

Simon Peter stood. "Everybody knqw wnat to do."

"Pray," said James soberly. :

"And hide," Matthew said.

"We'll meet again, her®, before morning,"

Simon said.

They all stoog #“RRMNip last of all for his chest
ached. They looke@, d8t”each quickly, furtively, and
looked away agaim.y

MatthewNgaid suddenly: "If any would come after

me, let WimMgtake up his cross and walk Sut of the
&Exw me."

Matthew did not know why this had come out.
It was not as before when he had stirred John for
old Phil. ©So many of Jesus' words were coming out
tonight. As if he was already dead, as Thomas had °
said. He shivered.

Philip held up his nand and said:: "Please,
Matthew," then let it fall uselessly at his side.
A single loud sob escaped from John. He bent far

over, cutting off his breath and straightened again
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with a sigh.

"Cant someone bring me Judas?" he groaned,
his palms turned upward. "Cant someone give Judas
to me?" .

James reached around behind Matthew and rested
his hand on his brother's shoulder. Suddenly Simon
Peter whirled and slipped to the entrance of the
court and Matthew swiftly ducked the lantern beneath

his cloak.. They heard Simon chuckle.. They showed

the light again. 6

"Its alright, lads" t@ "It's the
Coxswain. Good God, Cox, &\you tired of this

same o0ld game?" @
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Chapter 7

>
The grig O his shoulder was unnecessary, for

»

John Mark Wwahked quietly enough up to the group.
HoweverNhI®pfeet did drag a little and his face was
sullemy Qhomas grinned and said: "I dont believe
my eyes. let me see 11 its really he."
He punched him lightly in the stomach. The
boy licked his lips and said: "You'd better dim
that lantern. There are soldiers in David Street."
John Boanerges asked quickly: "Why are they
searching for us in this neighbourhood? Dont they

know none of us could be living in this posh district?"
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"Its not -- " John Mark stopped. He added
sullenly: "You'd better dim that lignt."
"Do as the Cox says, lad," Simon Peter broke in.

"He's talking sense. James, you go to the corner and
see where they're heading. If .they turn in here, we'll
scatter and make a run for it." 4
James slipped from the courtyard. Peter séid:
"Alright, Cox. Now tell us why you've come back.
i Where were you heading for when you pushed off so fast?"

3 "I was goihg to Fortress Antonig, gmthe boy

grumbled.

"Antonia?" they exclaimed.

John Mark had bolted Jh 4p3I1c when he saw the
soldiers at his cousin dcodemus' house. He had
made a scrambling ruMuiethe street, feeling like a
beetle which had Sgrayed into a barnyard of fowls.

He could notN\es@ape the line of hard Roman beaks that
were clQsing % on nim. Then he had remembered his
one timeyfrM¥ends. The birth of an idea came. But

he had§tofplay it carefully.

Simon Peter shook¥XM his head. "I cant cope with
you, Cox, Honest, I cant. I'm Jjust an ignorant
fisherman., If I'm so scared to go into. Annas' palace, -
likely I'd die of fright if I had to pass Antonia.
Why were you going to the Fortress?"

"I was -- " John Mark began.

Matthew took the lantern from under his cloak

and suddenly poured its brilliance on John Mark's




face. The boy blinked and became angry. Then,
Temembering that his plans called not for anger, but
for a seeming reluctance, he scowled suspiciously
and glowered around at them from under his lowered
eyelids. Matthew replaced the lantern under his
cloak and Phillip laughed silently under cover of
the dark. He thought he saw through the tax-collector's
nimble mind.

"I was -- what?" prompted John.

{ing

Ine boy spoke slowly after a short pause. I
was going to see the First Captaip, danhis Aurelius."

A lapping and a gurgling'ia'a gearby aqueduct
marked the puzzled silence.

Then: "Hey --: Hg w@Qufd turn us all in!™"
Thomas cried in moekNdlaBm. "He's going to finish
the job for his friend‘Judasl”

"Bend a%knot ingthat long tongue of yours,"
Simon Peter H%old him rudely. Gently, he dsked the
boy: 4'Wha% for? Why were you going to XHX Janus
Aureliusg"

"She& -- why should I tell you?" John Mark cried.
He hoped it had sounded resentful enough.

"Because your mother has been patron and friend
to us and we %&ﬁ&ogim to see a wooden héaded boy.
bring & trouble on her," Peter said. "Now, talk.
She -- what?"

"She -- my mother thinks he will help," John

Mark said reluctantly.
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"And so she sends you -- a boy," Matthew remarked

'dryly. "A small hammer with which to crack the walls

of Rome."

"A small hammer, but, by God, she has taken up a-
hammer," John Boanerges grated.

"Vhy did not she go herself?" Simon Peter asked.

"O, big and stupid Galilean!" flashed John M%rk.
"Can a lone women walk the streets of Jerusalem after
dark? Is she a harlot from the theatres.of Antioch?"

Once, Simén Peter would have sQua@ly cracked
John M%rk‘s head for his rudeness./ Between them, itj
had always been the large mas€iffband the playful
puppy, ever since the day whenvthe Nazarene had re-
buked him for switchingWwabtythe boy who was attempt-
ing to slip through %heé@f legs as the bfotherhood
formed the customary¥ring that kept the crowd's press
from him. ButWNtonight was a bitter night. He was
not himgelf .™)The Nazarene had said he, Peter, should
be the “keader if anything happened to him. But, was
he any,good as a leader? A minnow of a leader he was,
now that a kingfish was required! A leader with a
loused up mind that could not think smart, involved.
He was made to haul nets. That was alli' An ignorantA 
fisherman.

"Cox," Philip said behind a wheezing chuckle,
"he said that he could not cope with you tonight.
Tell me, though, your mother knows the First Captain

well?"
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John grunted. The fish-stand kept by his father's

friend
Awas also a good clearing house for gossip. "Both she

and Nicodemus, her cousin, are his friends. But I
dont see any help coming from that quater."

"Blow it to helll" swore Peter. "I'll take
help from any quarter, John#§# Thunder. Cox, we'll
get your mother through to the fortress. Maybe --
maybe she can help."

hid his triumph.

John Mark iEs They could not

see how his eyes shone. "Who will take her through?"
he queried quickly.

"Beggars are not choosers,imy s bby little
friend," Thomas said.

e to tdke Wer," John Mark said

" he said dryly. "Anyone
can hea® mé,eoming a mile away. I strongly recommend
my fraend BMatthew to you, Johm Mark. He's entirely
trustworthy."
"Yes, John Mark," Thomas put in. #You ask old
Herod about his Matthew. He'll give you }etters."
"Fo;dGOd's sake -- stop hauling your bilge!"
sai

% ot Thomas. "Let's do what we have to.

Matthew can take her -- he wont be missed. &R
Matthew moved forward to the boy. "I wont be
missed. John is right," he said. "Maybe the

Zealots would not listen to an old government man
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telling them to rescue a prisoner from the authorities,
but I can pretty well get his mother to Antonia with-
out being seen by the soldiers."

"Be off then," John growled unrepentantly.

John Mark was twisting his head about in angry

Philip

indecision. He had hoped old 38R would have

Philip
been chosen. He could have handled old g 30 35,0555 0 L0

But this Matthew was anknknown_quantity.‘ He smelled

of Law and the Temple, no matter that he was now one

of the Twelve. -He was not old HHREESE
would do what he was told when thewmyreafhed Antonia.
Suppose this one would not? 1

But he had no time forgMrotest for Matthew had
taken his arm and was urgingudim oﬁt of the court.
He slouched along behind Watthew, thinking sullenly
he had been a foel to ‘eome to them. Nevertheless,
he grunted a grudginé admiration for the way Matthew
moved lik&%a ghosSt. If, tomorrow morning on the
Wall, ke eguld be a ghost like Matthew, that is,
untid it was time to spring up and set all the
garrisoh on the Wall by the ears, and set all the
priests welcoming the new day with their brass hornsb
by the ears, and set all the chairmen and the
hucksters down below by the ears, and put his life
into the keeping of muscles and lungs and the
good use of his brain when required -- if he could
be a ghost until tnat moment, as Matthew the smart

tax collector was, then he would well be on tne way



85
to beating the sneering Saul.

v

Right at this moment, crossiﬁg, the pavement

before Ben-Rasha's house, who kept plump cats and

was rumoured to eat them, @

pt right at this moment,
by the stoop of bald, old Ben—RashafS house, there
was nothing he wanted more than to best that sneering
Saul.
No. He shook his head angrily.se He bulged his

cheeks with air SRS

£, blewwityout like a

w

grampus and shook his.head again; Must not think
about Saul. Tomorrow is agffdl Mon years away.
Must think about mother.
And another tAing. JHow would he break the news
to his mother that Janus was not what they'd hoped?
For, despitg Whe liggt at their backs as they issued .
he had recognized Quartus had

from Demmijphg Noouse, ¥ESEE Juartus, Janus' man., 8RS

to Demmy's house.
e A o RS A G L B

led the Palding party lEeHS
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\ Chapter 8

L 2 ,
Annas was tal{i\Q badly. The interrogation
was not going QENWS’& as he expected. He had met
S\

stubborn p ers before. It was easy to under-

stand who openly opposed a government,

could ver be weaklings. Particularly a govern-
mentwd#th enough scops to arrange for your final-
ity. And right now, his government had such scope.
It was true that under Roman law, Pontius Pilate
ruled all of Judea. But Pontius Pilate had over- ;
reached himself; and, for the present at least, he
was forced to allow a lot of scope to the wily old

priest.
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While he glared at the stubborn prisoner, Annas
docketed in his head. some of the reasons why he was
allowed such scope. Pilate had marched his cohorts
through the city with their standards flying in
contempt of the injunction against graven images in
Jerusalem. And Rome heard. Pilate had forcefully
drawn on the Temple treasury for tﬂe upkeep of his
magnificient palace, when he should have kept within
the allowance granted by the Senate._ And Rome heard.
Pilate had pushed Jerusalem near j@ Tebellion, when,
instead of punishing the fanaiigal dealots only, he .-
had turned an insensate outburst of fury against
the whole city. Rome togk foiciél cognizance of
the complaints anderagped the unlucky governor
across the knuclgles w{th a stiff note of censure.

Pilate &iscoveﬁéd then that the rich and
influenti@l 8xpatriate Jews who lived in Rome still
regardedwJarusalem as their spiritual home. He was
themefore allowing the Temple a lot of scope until

he could regain favour at home.

None of this was hidden matter. ~o Annas had
no doubt that this prisoner knew his power. Now he

passed his bony hand over his tight lips and wondered
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whether 1t was a congenital stupidity which made his
prisoner so silent and serene. He nodded. Sometimes
God made the stupid ones like that. Sometimes, He [EFjset

msg&kaagmmmm a luminosity Jjust under their skins

so their faces glowed. But -- no. These eyes rest-
ing directly on him seemed to be full of -- pity.
It.was without logic to think so, but it -- seemed

so. It bagttered at his mind.  You -- pitying --
me? The blood rushed into his head.

His lips whitened as they thimaned and the
cords at his neck stretched tauwsdy ,afitil, startingly,-
his head swayed. |

\ His

"You fool," the HighhyPhiest said. ®Em dislike

flecked lightly at thé mansin his grisly sanctimon-

ius thoughts he was,likening to a sacrificial lamb,

"¥ou ghould have remained among the
fisherman, at quiiée. You should not have come to
Jerusal®m.\ You should have stayed with your dis-
ciples, \Where are they now?"

If he had replied, humbly, Annas believed he
would have ordered that his wrists be untied. The
slender frame, flanked by a couple of burly temple
guards and the officer, Malchus, seemed incapable
of such resistance as was suggested by the bound
hands. But the prisoner did not reply.

Annas wanted to laugh. For a moment, he

craved wildly for the unbounded openihg of the



e

PUSSEpe——

SR

cY
mouth and the filmy exudation of moisture to slick
the eyeballs which he noticed was what happened to
other men when they laughed. But all he succeeded
in obtaining was a sideways twitching of his mobile,
sensitive mouth and he knew his eyes were dry.

1 remember they told me he spoke to butts of

water and they became full of wine, he thought.
—= ——— ety

And that at a word from him, swine leapt over a

cliff, he thought. 4nd that he walked on the sea.
——="7 A rertrprtring — —

And, that, at Bethany, a body commefdciRg to pus was

given back life by him.

Such a man could not be ftupid. Even if those 3
he fooled were bumpkins off LOW Intelligence, such
a man could not be stupids He was cunning. What
ne did was to prey enguldlibility.

Annas leane®, fogward on his . elbows and stared
unwinkinglyQatythe prisoner.

"Tell "meN" he said softly, ”somethiﬁg of your
doctrifg. ™3 know almost nothing of your doctrine
-- or %s it a secret doctrine, only for your
disciples -- Teacher?"

The title had slipped out of him. He had not
meant to call this young upstart by anylsuch title.
observed

dssspsiet how

e ot Al
mockery.
the men grinned at what they believed was his XiBEEEs.

But he dismissed his annoyance when he

And perhaps it was Jjust as well. For the
Nazarene seemed to be contemplating a reply.

"Hidden, High Priest? No,.not hidden."
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The firm quiet voice held a quality unfamiliar

to Annas. The quality was not ss commandings gt

it led. 4Annas found himself leaning forward on his
chair, almost as if he would go to the man. It made
him terribly uneasy and deepened hié anger. His

face hardened.

"I spoke openly to all the world, in the market
place, on the caravan roads, on mountain tops, in
boats on the water, in all the synagogues by which
I passed, in your grest Temple, here,-in.Jerusalem.
Wherever Jews have gathered, theyghavesheard my words.
These are your witnesses, High'Pfiest. Call your
witnesses and ask them."

The blow from Malch@§ 1%flded on his mouth and)
his head jerked under“it.

"You dare 19 spigk thus to the High Priest?"
Malchus criedNin rage at him.

Jesu§™utkned and looked at Malchus. Annas

waited theNanlikely smile twisting his thin lips.

Now Malc@us will really hit him.
Bu% as the seconds drew out, a puzzled frown
narrowed the High Priest's eyes.

1 have seen prisoners bluster or cringe when

Malchus gave it to them. This one does neither.

And my big, hard Malchus, who wields the stoutest

hand that ever sweated on the butt of a scourge, is

discomfited. Tne oaf is shuffling his feet.
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"Look at me, Nazarene!" the High Priest snarled.

Vhy must the fool look at Malchus? Has he not

heard of the power in me? <That to ignore me is to

—

flirt with his tomb? As if he is troubled at my

servant's lapse, but I am a beast whose moods he

knew. Who told him his eyes could afford to be

gentle? WhenI am about to destroy‘him,he hopes %o

move me to pity?

He remembered, O,md8¢ades ago, when he had been .
a young priest and @rdez€d to his first sacrifice.
He had lain awake most of the night. , prickly with
apprehensidn, Wworrying whether his hands would be
true on theWknife. He had risen in the gfey of the
morning, amd) had gone shakily forth, moving through
the apcient ceremonials with the other scores of
priests; listening to the chant fron the pinnacle
of the Temple which announced that morning had come,
that the sky was lit up as far as Hebron and then
he was into his duties, searching the lamb for
blemishes and giving it a drink from the golden cup;
slipping its head through the ring of gold with its
eyes turned westward; walting for the signal from the

silver trumpets when he would use the knife.
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He remembered how he had the animal’s gullet
'under his hand and the knife held for the upthrust,
when -- '

altar ’

By reason of some vagrant wind the ¥XI¥X¥ flames
had leaned from vertical and in the new light, the
eyes of the sacrifice looked gently at him. The
blade, already on it way, trembled and slowed.

But even as it slowed, he had remembered the
duty he owed to the priesthood behind him and the
millions of Israel who required the pdood, and the
knife went in. It went in, unyiel@ingldy, nearly
ruining the throat in his thoféughnass.

He leaped to his feet 4 9H1% mouth was implac-

able, the nose pinched. €He “fayed on his feet.

His eyes were painfully wide.

"Take him &St and®whip him, Malchus!" he
7.

whispered hea®fsely.¥ "Scourge him just short of

Eibbons!”

A servant entered the room and bobbed nervous-
ly until Annas turned to him.

"The spy called the Rodent, Highness. He has
come in." -

The fool J;das. All this was his doing. The

fool had weakened. Had refused to bear a false
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Witness against the Nazarene. He had even given
bgck the thirty pieces of silver they had paid him
to betray the Nazarene. Thrown it to the ground

in front of the whole council. The idiot had not
known it was expedient that one man should die

and not all the Jews in Jerusalemyas they would, if
the Rémans became sufficiently disgusted with their
endless plotting and échemihg against the rulers.

Massacres of Jews were as common in histtﬁw as the

death of kings. Very well. He woul% he used

to, depend on his own well paid s@

Annas wiped the wet from i \ps with the back

of his hand. It took him le time to remember
that he had been img ' { enquiring for the Rodent
since some hours ago@dropped back tc; his seat
and nodded. \V
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Chapter 9 QK .
Matthew h in front and his mother had

mo
fallen in b ind thew, wagking soft as a deer,

as if s 1s every night, and it had made him
proud,. of the way she turned her head for the
lar§gquick look with which Matthew and he swept
the st™eet, and of how she walked, on her heels,
not silly as how some women would have'done ;A
walking forward on their toes, not knowing that the
surest way to stumble and make a noise was to try
walking on your toes when you needed silence. ©She
was a mother to be proud of; and after fhis she
could go coney-hunting with him anytime. Anytime

at all she wanted to.
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They made good progress through the dark streets
énd they took precautions against surprises, Matthew
putting out his hand behind him to touch his mother's
hand, and she in turn reaching behind for her son's
hand and then they stood still; listening. A small
wind had come up and it played tricks with dead
twigs scratching along the pavement. In the broken

Their
walls, crickets shrilled. XXXX¥ feet whispered over
the cobbles. Matthew had chosen a good road to
Antonia and there was nothing to worp® about. John
. Joppa
Mark returned to weaving his plang for"tne XXXX¥
Gate. '

It kept coming back tofhdm.® How he could beat
Saul. He would mount tgo ®he Wall as Saul had done,
under cover of the Del@rerdawn dark. But there,
all resemblance D@tween” them would end. From there,
he would sho@ Bkhem. He would not rise to his feet
until the SUmyWas scorching Hebron. He woﬁld make
them sweat “dewn there, fearing for him. On top of
the Wall , he would tweak Caesar's nose and make
the sneering Saul sweat with fear for him. They
would look up at him and know he might be killed
any moment; and it would sweat the sneer.off of
Saul. He would be eyeing his pursuers, but he
would keep one eye open to see old Saul sweating.

He stumbled into his mother.

"Hold up, clumsy," came Matthew's gruff

whisper. "There's your Antonia."
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And beyond Antonia was the gate. He would not
e going into Antonia. If Matthew chose to think
he was going into Antonia then Matthew was a bigger
fool than Phillip. He commenced to think fast on
how he would handle the business of getting his

mother through the city gate and out of Jerusalem,

The end of the narrow lané,'in which they stood,”
opened into a wider street.gmPé@ring around Matthew's
shoulder, she could see ghe Gifghted area where the
fortress steps descen@gd %nto the Court of Gentiles.
She had never been iqto this section of the Temple
area before. G fainf reflection from the torches
on the stdmg ©f $he fortress touched the mouth of
the lage N 8he drew back into the shadow at the
gentle insistence of Matthew.

"The soldiers of Rome are touchy, lady. They
dont mind you staring at them when they march past
in cohorts with banners flying. Bat if -they catch
you slyly peeking at them when they are only two or
three of them, they will reckon you are contemplating'
slipping a blade between thneir ribs -- and rightly

so," he ended dryly.

"Between the fourth and fifth rib," a voice said

with relish. "That's where they die easy. You Jjust
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- push it in."
looked around

Startled, Mary turned, ¥
saw nobody

DUt E A R PR

"Heh, heh, two inches inward at the back of

the neck. They kick amusingly before they are still."

Her gown flew out as she whirled at the new
voice WM. Vatthew's hand at her elbow stead-
ied her. She frowned, angry @ WlNEER that the
panic had been hers alone, for John Mark had not
moved a muscle. |

"Three. Three inches for sgfi® sm# two for

others. Three for fat Pilateguhit®™his well covered

neck. Two for the tiger'sfwhe N, Janus Aurelius.”

It was too much &N W. The voices were
disembodied; they Sgemed))lto come out of -the ground.
"Wh - who is th®@ge?" Bhe whispered.

"Heh, &3, " t¥e cackle came again. "WNe are

Legion, Y&dy% DIegion --" A
Sawd
"Begalet!" lMatthew [l 1n 2 stern

whigper.

Mery swallowed carefully. Beside her, she
heard her son calmly talking.

"What about Janus Aurelius? Has hg passed

John Mark

here?" SHENEEEPER was asking.

Mary tightened her lips. She had heard about
these crazy jokers who called themselves Legion.

With the passing of her alarm, her maternal instinct

was again uppermost and it disturbed her to discover
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that John Mark seemed quite at ease in a noisome pass-

e : oF ] :
age EEEEN cskirte® the despised court,Gentiles. And in

1

the middle of the night. She had failed with the boy,
somehow, somé_where. She could almost see the Caper-
naum aunts shrugging as they accepted her failure.
Stephen's widow would be jusﬁ the sort of widow who
would make Stephen's son be at home in a nasty alley
with all sorts of nasty people. W; had said it all
along, hadn't we?

"What about Janus?" John Mark asked again, an

e@dge of anger in his voice this time.

"Heh, heh, what about Japus€' /S a voice mimicked him.

Her eyes found them aggl8st. They squatted in the
corners and two or thred cfawled about on all fours
reaching out @M ‘ands to her frock, altogether under
ten of them she, thought. They had come without sound,
like spiders. She %elt sick at them and wished she
could pugaher heel to them like spiders. -

'Tarweyors of filth," John Mark said quietly
coatemptuous, "answer me.""

Mary looked and listened, a little dazed at it
all. Surely she could not be standing'in this ugly
place and this could not be her son employing the
language of chair-men with an ease she“had assoclated’.
only with chair-man.

"Twelve years old and with all hié teeth? How

THE
come?" came from,ground in mocking wonder.

4
"Thirteen. You count like a Sabbath Shepherd."

"But you haven't yet finished the yéar. There is

still the Joppa Wall," the Legion chuckled real eviji-

nY . O
"Now who will
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answer-the young Lord for nothing? You, Demas Legion?
Naaman Legion? You, Joshua Legion? Jehu-Legion?

John Legion? Abram Legion?"

A chorus of cackles answered. Mary _felt a stir.
from Matthew at her side. Somgthiné tinkled on the
rough stones and there was a scurry among the Legions.
Soon they settled back. Matthew spoke.

"There 1s a companion to that one -- when you
have answered the young master." |

"My thumb has gone over the inscription," the

i
i
1 voice she now recognized as the lgadérbsaid from the
ground, "and I swear by all thg9%cath& that this coin
is from the land of King Hezrwod .
"Your thumb speaks a stradighter language than
your tongue, Legioneg "W Matthew said cﬁrtly.~ "Yes,

4 I am Matthew, former%y of Herod's service. Now that

you've had your laugh, tell us what we want to know."

"King Herod?" echoed one of those on the ground.
"Now who“would have access to the treasury of King
Herog?"

"Perhaps the keeper of the treasury.":

"Or his assistant."

"Or the assistant to the assistant."

"Or one of the tax gatherers."

synagogues
"The tax gatherers of the XXMXXAXANXHX?"

"Perhaps of the toll-gates on the caravan roads."

"This one smells of -- fish," the leader said

31833333835 33935383 3858555832053 55)4

ending the swift round of comments.
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- Matthew chuckled and Mary realised with
astonishment that he was really amused.

"Yes, we know each other Ben. I am Matthew,
Once tax-gatherer from the fishermen who fished in'
Herod's waters. I was there the’day the Master
cured you, but now it seems that seven greater
devils have entered into you."

"And now the tax-gatherer of Galilee runs like
a cat with a burning brand attached under his tail,"
Ben sald heatlessly.

John Mark broke in' with ap”impatient exclama—i
tion. "But what about Janug?8 I*™want to hear about
Janus Aurelius!"

Ben Legion lookedfup™@t the boy. He sald care-
lessly: '"Perhapsgthe young Lord cbuld be told, Demas

3 "
Legion. "

One @f%the shadows detached itself from the wall
and crawded\ quickly forward. Before the boy could
drawhaway, he had clutched his cloak and was Jerking
ithgenbly.

~"Perhaps the Lord of Rome is gone into the High
Priest, young Lord. Perhaps Lord Janus is not well
paid as a soldier and sells smuggled goods to the
High Priest. Such as the fine linen of the fine
cloak you are wearing now. Such a fine material aé
the fine cloak you have on would fetch a good price
from the High Priest. Perhaps Lord Jénus will

procure even an ~unblemished lamb. -- lilke you, so the
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High Priest could wrap the unblemished lamp inside
this fine linen cloak and ready him for the sacrifice,

eh young Lord? Perhaps --

John Mark wrenched himself away. "Let go --
ape!"
you HIAAAFXAEXAA
Matthew stepped forward. "Look nere --!" but
gone,

ne stopped when he saw they wer e XN XERINTRFINRNXX
disappeared up the innumerable narrow openinggwhich
roped in and out between the buildings.

Mary rubbed her temples with hef f@mgers. The
bruise of her tingers against the (sifin made sense.to
her. Nothing else did. Matth€w C®eared his throat,

to know
roughly, demanding/something.d Wohn Mark shutftled
his feet and said: "Weldmy Bgen," and stopped .

Matthew said: "JanWesfis gone to the ﬁign Priest's
palace." He aimedythsp statement at John Msrk.

The boy\s™d: "No,"® stubbornly, as it he would
turn the pALGNaW3Y.

"NGy" W® said again, his voice quicker, '"one
cannot bslieve what the Legions say. One knows they
are liars. Janus is in the fortress."

Matthew raised his eyebrows and bit the end of

his long mustache. He had come to a conc¢lusion. He
said: "Well, you say Janus is in the fortress, what
now?"

John Mark talked to himself under his breath.
They had conspired to hurt him. It should all have

mounted so quickly, so smoothly. He would "have
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told them he was going into the fortress to see
Janus and then persuaded FPhillip, it should have
been rhillip, nou to wait here for him but to
push on out of the city since to wait _here would
be dangerous for nis mother. And not to wait out-
side tne walls eitner, but to push on to Bethany.
Bethany was close and safe. FHe would have promised
to bring Janus after them with a light carriage of
some sort, but he would not have brought along
Janus. He would have turned back into the city,
sure now that his mother was safe and that all he
would need to do was to thinkQ§o¥, the Wall and the
morning, and now that verymclever old tax collector,
Matthew was waiting toelrip himvup. He hated them.

He hated them 311, the Tegions who @8 talked
too much, Matthew,whe spoke toc sideways, his

steodd

mother who, mEEXsE¥RdXEgxtiEx® too quietly. wEFTEAN
MRV 0 1 SRS e S e R

ReONOn! et out of the city! Take her to
Bebthanyy, I tell you! Take her to Bethany —-----
they are after her!" He was howling it at Matihew;

flailing his hands and hopping from fngt to foot.

e heard his mothevr's gasp.
mattnew sald quietly: "Nobody's going to
Bethany."

"John, are you out of your mnind?" FERISTHNTHEEE

It hadn't been her idea to come to Antonia.

John Mark had rushed breathlessly into the house
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telling her the band was hoping she would go to
see Janus and ask his help. That they had sent
Matthew to guide her. She hadn't thought it use-
ful or even worthwhile, knowing what was Janus'
stand, but she had gone on what slim hope there
was. DNow, it was evident it had been John's idea
alone.

"How will it help the Master if we go to
Bethany?" Matthew asked.

"Must I care what happens to the Nazérene?”
John flashed in reply. '"Take her g£o/Bé¥fhany! They
will get her as they got the Ng@Za®ene if you dont
take her away!"

"You shut up now!" Matthew said snarply.

so/ no)good was left in

And his mother said,,&98AEDAIIETEIRETREEID, "I an
ashamed of you."

»
-

He gulped and swallowed and tried to look at
her. But he codiid not look at anybody. Not at
Uneasy
Matthew or anyone. His eyes kept straying. ) EEREEeg
Ile must tether his tell-tale eyes.
eyes. A It had seemed so easy at first. He had
felt so smart and sure. But now it was awful.

She had put up the wall of glass between them which

she did whenever he was untruthful or disobedient.

She was behind the wall and he could see her but
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lass wall.
‘'not go to her until she had removed the %ﬁﬁﬁiiﬁi 03

"I - I didn't want Janus to find you at the-
house," he sai@fi'%isg'after us. They have -gone to
Cousin Demmy's already."

©“he was still away from him, behind her wall.
She would never ever have anything to do with him.

He could talk or not and there would be no answer,
he knew it.

"You little idiot," Mary said softly. "Janus
had been to see me already. The soldiers went .to
Demmy's and frightened one of fhe" maids and tha?
was all. Nobod& has been argested.

John Mark Jjumped. M%), Was angry again.

"Wh - wny didn'tSgouwtell me? Wh - but Quartus,
his own Quartus,“led the soldiers to Demmy's!"

"Of course, Joln. Janus wants to see that

Demmy is &irdght. They are friends. Have you for-

RO R -3 |
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gotten thewday in the Sanhedrin?"
Oy, he was a fool. O, yes, he was a fool.

he hadsfremembered nothing except how to be a fool.

1 alges

O, earth, open and ®B&# close around me that I
should be a fool before this clever Matthew. And
the monstrous Peter will hear about it and his

laughter will roar up out of his belly. And the.
buffoon Thomas w111 glve one of h13 hollow ones. .

And the ppcullar bent-upward look from old Phlllp

AT X R E R RXRRTE

will dwindle me to the smallness of a mouse. He ran.
He ran from the passage into the court and out

of their sight. 4And Mary and Matthew knew they would
see no more of him until his confusion had settled

f o3y A SATeR "av- g
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he was alright again.
’ Matthew said reassuringly: "He will be alright.
He knows the city."

"I know," she said as quietly. .

LThey commenced tne return-to David Street.
Mary was weary in mind and body. Everything seemed
to be slipping away from her. ~he wondered if Jesus
was still being questioned. ©=he had heard that
prisoners were sometimes questioned all night.

. could use

What had he said in the past that théysnow X¥¥
against him? He had never beemw aficdi@ to talk.
Nicodemus had once said that JerusSalem would be
‘better for it if the scribesgw@uld write down some
of the things Jesus saidwand place them in every
household. Janus Aurel3wS had not agreed. "Jews
are compulsive wri%ers’," Janus laughed. "They
write about &yeRything. TLove and death, dqves and
e

Jamas S91d no man was quite that important,
and if\agman had a quarter of th,.t importance,
other men would notice it and make him an emperor.
Had tney made this carpenter of Nazarene an emperor?
Janus asked. #nd Nicodemus had been forced to
confess that he hadn't been made an emperor and
they had all laughed; Demmy, ruefully, when he saw
how her laughter was for Janus and Janus' for her.

To think of Demmy was good. Better, sometimes,

even, than thinking on Janus. *~he knew that in the

eyes of Stephen's aunts, she was hardly a cut above
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a camp follower. Demmy had not condemned her for
f;lling in love with a Roman soldier. He knew and
honestly accepted it that life witn his cousin had

succeeded in making )
almost e her a misanthrope. #nd though Demmy did
not know this, she, who knew that Janus would never
take her for his wife, considered it absolutely
right to be burnt by the flame rather than be smother-
ed %% dead ashes. The rich dead ashes of Stephen.
0ld bones in a beautiful white sepulchre. . ‘he
Nazarene had said it that way once.

She tried in a swift glancé& tegsde the profile
of the man beside her. It was QooWNarx to see. He
walked with his head down,gSefting a swifter pace
than they had made oneth®go@Wwt Jjourney. ©She wondered
wnat he was thinking New§eWwith his beloved Master in
such a terrible prédicgment. She felt guilty for
allowing her ®houghts to stray@® to her own afrairs.

Howedid the Nazarene become so important to me?
Mary ask&d hérself. It had begun simply enough,
duringa winter in Capernaum. She had gone with
Stephen to spend a fortnight with the Family -- those
redoubtable maiden aunts, Rachel, Ruth and Rhoda.

She had gone to the handsome synagogue built on the
lake whose blue water by a trick of distance seemed

to g;ihthe foot of the snow-covered Mount Hermon.

She could see their faces now, blued and veined with
age but utterly unfeeble around the mouths. The flesh
at the mouths was hard and wrinkled like heated wax

put out to cool, covered by a film of fine down, and
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Rachel's had a large black mole at one corner which
Mary thought marked her as the oldest of the formid-
able sisters and the main destroyer of those at whom
the sisters aimed their hatchets. .

The service was over and they were standing in
the colonnade; the sisters Stephen and she. And she
ha3d asked them who was the young mian who had given
the sermon. In the manner of the provinces, when there
was no Rabbil especially attached to the synagogue, a
male worshippef read from the Prophets,aﬁd expounded
the theme.

rachel, at the questiqumy, puf forth a snort that,
by itself, spoke volumegl Buf the other sisters had
fixed Rachel with Bhedr Piércing black eyes and their
beaklike mouthsqdrawnNtight, silently commanding her
to go ahead 4mnd briMtg the two visitors up to date.

Only®RachelYs thin lips moved when she spoke;

the regt®eM her face was immobile, like an o0ld animal's.

"That -- Carpenter! He says the most horrid lies
about his betters! It makes one afraid to sieep lest
he eggs wm the ruffians into murdering us in our beds!
He calls us hypocrites, whitened sepulchres full of
dead bones, blind, robters of widows and orpnans, SGlli-
necked -- anything which comes to his tongue!" |
Stephen had dutitully scowled across the colonhadef
at the personable young wman who at that moment emerged.
He had the forehead of a dreamer and %ﬁiﬁ%&%ﬁuﬁiuth.

He stood by a pillar, talking to a group of soberly

dressed men and women around them.
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"l hope he has the wisdom to stay away from
jerusalem with that kind of talk," Stephen said,
scowling.

But Mary had looked with interest on” the stranger
who had spoken so eloquently. -Words which exactly
described The Family as she saw them.

"But he is going!" +the sisters spat rapidly
@ in unison, their bony frames trembling in their

eagerness to acquaint Stephen with the terrible news.

"He is supposed tO0 be a worker ofmiracles. You
know how gullible the lower ordérs aré. I daresay
they support him well for the 8Sge-called miracles, but.
he is looking farther afiedd.§ No doubt he believes he
will earn more in Jerasglemy'

"But I thought you 821d he was a carﬁenter.
Doesn't he work at“higftrade?"

"Trade?'"\ Rachel echoed, staring increduously
into thegfate of her nephew. "No -- he does not.
He spendsyhis days reading the books of the Prophets
for hig fd'sherman friends, then puts the queerest
interpretation on what he reads. 1 believe he twists
it," she ended in a whisper. ©She brought her face
nearer her nephew's, the other two sisters leaning
forward with her. The three old faces witi the
identical traps for mouths made Mary fancy that
soon they would commence snipping piece$ from
Nephew Stephen's Jjowls.

"Twists - it?" Stebhen asked puzzledly.

"Twists it." The three old heads nodded in unison.
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Stephen cleared his throat. "But - twists - it?"
"He twists it," they declared.
Stephen swallowed. "Twists what?" he managed at
last.

Ruth and Rhoda pulled back their heads and stood
erect, their chins well in. Rachel gave her head a
little shake.

"Blasphemy!" she said, her sharp face tightening

for the word. '"Blasphemy -- sets himself up!"

"dp?" Stephen éaid. Mary wanted to hit him.

"Dear boy, I knew you would b€ hoefified,"
Kachel said fondly. "But he dgess “He did. We were

Nazareth

in NXXAX¥HE last month for ghe cool weather,when who
comes striding into the village at the head of the
motley
MEXXY¥ which goes aroundywith him, but this ferocious
young man. Walked right into the synagogue and with-
out a by your Meave, reads a passage to these simple
villagers =—Wygou know the passage dear Stephen, I
know yoly knew the books very well indeed, thanks to
your dear, dead father -- the passage about the
acceptable year. Then he calmly closes the book,
looks around on all our faces, everyone of us, and
says tunat this is Lune acceptable yecar and that he is
the -- the Messiah!™

Stephen's splutter was the only sound in the
shocked silence.

"Why -why - 1 - 1 !'" Stephen pulled himself
together. "What did they say to that?"

The three sisters clasped their fingers and
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stared down at them. Mary thought if things with
beaks could smile, then the sisters were smiling.

"Well -- you know the laws of our people about
good women. And even though we say it ourselves,
we are good women," Rachel simpered. G&he looked
up again, her beady eyes shiny. "We spoke to the
men of the village and they went after him. They
caught him and took to the edge of a precipice to
throw him down for his blasphemy -- but he escaped."
Her voice rose. "How he did, we dgo WOt) know --
as gentle bred persons we did n@tSNEos you under-
stand, for I hear it can be dowrible -- but he
escaped, for there he is!®

Mary looked, acP™gss Wt the group, looked to

Jesus.

Later that year, he came to Jerusalem. Stephen
had died quite suddenly and she was in mourning.
She did not know how John, her son , EE discovered.
the Nazarene. John collected friends like pebbles
on a shore. All sizes and shapes and stripes. At
John's persuasion, plus her own intriguing memories
of the fine shock this unconventionalistranger had
given the detested Capernaum aunts, she had gone

with nim to hear the Nazarene preach outside the
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city. And then a strange thing happened.
’ She remembered she had been standing on the
outskirts of the crowd. The Nazarene, as was his
custom she afterwards learnt, had been passing up
and down through the crowd after his sermon.
Suddenly the people before her had parted and there
he stood, looking at her. She could not recall
having any emotions when their eyes met. It was
as 1f everything, time, emotions, her surroundings,
WERE '

v suspended.
asked.

"Is this your mother, John?"yThealNazarene S=mym
33

The boy beside her said Jsomething. She
remembered now how she had 16%ked at his hands

running the tassels ©fRhils robes through-his fingers
good Strong,wide, firm.

and thinking what, E#EB hands he had.EEESSODIE

The hands of & makers” Hands of carpent@r.

Then the NagaRene hadd spoken directly at her.

"You\I™ag% leét the dead bury their dead,” he

said gentMyy strangely.

There was nothing she could do nows, [FPlease

be sensible, Mary. That was what Janus had said.

Janus was right. A friend goes away and there is
a sense of loss; as one missed a favourite chair
from a corner, a piece of tapestry from a wall,

But not this.
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This was a sense of flesh torn from your flesh
and the pain rising to it and lingering there when
it was gone. The remembered voice. The gestures
recalled. The beats of precepts, ha:d to-accept
but coming at you so straight,as a sword, unbending

: wealth
in the face of your vanity,or yoarAi!lI!!B or your social

position. You accepted it because you recognized
' ~ brought to accepted it
the quality it CEEERSNSSRFPRIEEE you. O you,
change.
resentfully and licked the scars ofp

it would make you free.

And he had not explaingd 8r®e of what or free
for what; but the guilt ang tHe apology for her
love of Janus had leTg Wer)at the words. " She had

hardly heeded theNgurmu? of anger

which had begufyat th,t time.

Janus\Mad\s2ld that on toplggerything)it was
a mad thing to do, inviting that dangerous Nazarene
to he® house and asking in those equally opinionated
super patriot Pharisees to hear him. He .had laughed
amusedly when he heard how they had nearly wrecked
the place at Lhe Nazarene's imputation thal bhey
were ignorant hypocrites and not 1irst rate thinkers
of what tuhey fancied to pbe tne oldest civillsation

on earth. He wilili fall 1n hls own yoke, Jauus nad

SdlUe
Strange, that Janus should have used the sauwme
phrase the Nazarene.had used in Capernaum. "The

" my teaching is easy, the burden of my demand

S
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is light. My yoke and my burden will bring peace,
not pain.”

She had accepted the Nazarene's yoke as if it
had been made by his own carpenter's hand for her.
So she had remained serene thro@gh it all and poor
Janus had been unable to understand her serenity.
Unabhle to understand that the paths which had 1led
them both, one a Jewess, the other a Roman soldier, to
the same road, had nothing to do with either of their

‘ as Knewing this
wills, but waséfated as love. It w3s)RMemEEtess that

So , up mith
made you so free,/you could mountes wings as eagles.

Then, if so, why are yougRuRping around 2311

panicky inside, panicky asebodrdJonn Mark running

} 4 2 o 2 ™ > @ y , i '
the streets tonight? p@: Perhaps you weren't as

free as you thought?

>

"will you €ake Mef to my cousin, Nicodemus?"
she asked saddenlys

MatgMew Yoad been very quiet. He halted at her
words®, "IWont get the principle," he said.

She smiled a little at his Galilean talk.
"There is no -- principle, Matthew. I waﬁt to go
to my cousin's. You know the way --- at any rate,
I can show you."

He resumed his walk. He had been very quiet.
He said: "Tell me, the cloak your son had on tonight.
Is it his?"

Of course. There it was. That preposterous
garment.

ohe had put it down to his boyish need for some
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kind of disguise in the brigand-soldiers game he
had been playing tonight.

She said quickly: "No, it was not. Why do
you ask?"

And why was she uneasy and relating her dis-
turbed state to the challenge of the Legion con-
cerning Janus and a cloak and John Mark's furious
reaction? He had been quite suddenly angry with
the crazy men; Rudely called them apes.

Matthew was hurrying he® nlow. ¢ He seemed

anxious to get her to Nicodémus% house.



“Nigi,
Chapter 10 \:
Max Sene Varound the room. His eyes
\ ¥

haughty. They skidded indifferent-

were with W
ly off ecretive Hebrew faces. The faces were
tucked injaround the mouths and around the bases of
steeply
the no and climbed XXXEXXX up the cheek bones and
went down again into shadowed, restless éyes. Max Seneca
3134%8% i ke Hebrew faces.
A few Greeks g littered their eyes oﬁ'him, in-
different as his. He should know they were citizens
of Rome, like him, even if they were here for a
Passover. He hated Greeks. They assumed too big.
He would like to have a Greek to himself one day.
He would.

ebrew
"Is your/friend here?" he asked Guiseppe like
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an insult.

Guiseppe Zellini squinted around the room
through a thin smoke from the brazier that warmed it.-
Guiseppe had a sense of wellbeing. He waé among Jews.
At the fortress, he was Guisepﬁe the Butt, the Bore,

the Crude, the locum tenens Gentleman. Among the Jews,

he was Somebody. He grinned and rubbed a hand down
his forearm. He nodded here and nodded there.

Here and there, a few burnoused heads moved
faintly. Guiseppe caught everyone ofe®nem and could
have reeled off their names and angéstries. He was
very much at home.

"Jew lover, I asked #f"your friend was in here?"

A couple of temple gusPds were in the room as
a warning to the_people %n the High Priegt‘s palace
to observe the ruldsBf decorum. Some of them had
been waiting €orfmany hours. 4nd now this matter of
the arrést @f @ mad Nazarene would further delay
theig hope of gaining audience with the High Priest.
It could@be understood they could lose their decorun.

Guiseppe beamed and nodded across the room again.
He also beckoned with his finger. He also trumpeted
happily: "'Okull' -- come over here!"

One of the temple guards marched across the room -
and saluted him. His face was Skull—liké, very bony
and white.

"'Skull', where can I find Cap'n Malchus?"
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once more

The guard saluted B2EESHEE and turned on his
eels.

He was very smart. Max discovered he hated
him and it made him happy. He looked at the pleased
Guiseppe as they fell in behind the Jewish guard.
"By all the seven gods!" ‘he swore. "You even
know their nick-names!"
Guiseppe scowled. A while ago he hadn't felt
hunted. Now looking at the wax-fruit face of Max

Seneca, he was being driven again. He itched to

. face
break things. He wanted to take tha EPFREE
and press it to pulp. He coulg d asy too with

his big hands. He could take ﬂx ace in his two
hands and uproot that ton"u@
@atns by tae - tue - se Ko -

"March properl;' efore this rabble, you clumsy

h swore fashionable

fool!"™ Max snarl ippa whisper.

”‘3ed himself out of the shambling

his thoughts had led him and fell

Guisepp

walk in

into st ind Max, his head held proudly erect.

Malchus had just left the High Priest and was
issuing several new orders to 2 hastily assembled
patrol. They were to hurry, he told them. The
quarry was no longer a fat, sitting duck, but a

sly little fox who «new every dodge, Malchus told
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them, Then he went in from the courtyard to his
quarters where, he had been told, his friend Guiseppe
awaited him,.

"You know the second, Malchus?". Guiseppe said
Jovially. "Comes after tune First."

Malchus saluted Max Seneca respectfully. The
Roman didn't move a muscle. Malchus hastily
shifted his eyes back to Guiseppe.

"Well, what's the news?" Max Seneca barked.

"Have they picked her up?"

Malchus stubbornly locked Qi@s with

Guiseppe's. The flush on his &a hich Max Seneca's

insult had brought on, was %@ now, but his eyes

were angry. Guilseppeqg his throat unhappily.
L 2 5
His eyes pleaded with% us. He forced a laugh on
»

a bottom note.

:E\K to the Second, friend Malchus.

; hog belly-flopping in his wallow, Max

his man, Guiseppe. A fat hog, home at

last.

Malchus turned abruptly to face Méx Seneca.
His .snoulder screened Guiseppe, cutilng ﬁim out of
tiieir company. His eyes burned their hate on the
officer of the occupying power, the hated alien.
The smile on the Roman creased out, slowly, unsure.

"We are no longer interested in the woman,"
Malchus said. "The cloak belongs to her son.

We are trying to find the boy. The High Priest had
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thought the initials were hers."
, Max Seneca's eyebrow lifted. "Where does this
leave Janus Aurelius?" he demanded. |

Malchus shrugged. Max looked around Malchus for
Guiseppe. "Show yourself, you fat fool. What about
Janus? Will this leave him in the clear?"

. Guiseppee shifted abediently from behind the
Hebrew officer's shoulder. "I didn't know about
this," he said tonelessly.

Max did not scream but he nearly dide He said
to Malchas: "How did you know abouf the boy?"

"Our man who had been on th& Ieokout for her in
the Garden has only Jjust comeff W °~ We had no evidence,
except Judas' that the band Wad been plotting fogether
in her house under tneqgdsé of holding a Passover, so
we hoped she would B0 with tlhiem to the Garden. But
our man was st@u@k down outside thne city -- by a thief,
we presumed.\ HeN\it was who told ug tnat tne.cloak
your Firs{ Cadpfain brought in was seized from the boy's
shoulder, JHe saw the boy in the garden. Gethsamane."

"But how will that affect Janus?'" Max snapped

ifritably.
"That is not my concern,'" Malchus said coldly s
" He also conveyed contempt. "I carry out the orders

of the High Priest." He shrugged and added: "Perhaps
goes as a sounding-board.
he EEEEEIRBIXZRalfter the boy,SBEENDEEIRLELEEERARERX

Pluck him and mark who sing. He knows the
woman ‘loves her son. Janus loves the woman."

Max Seneca wheeled away. Guiseppe stared after

him. The tunic lay flat along Max's back. The studs

A XD

I =4

Gl M

Ay e

B e i T e TR

b B o 3 ao



120
in his footgear hit the tiles in small explosions.
Guiseppe looked unhappily back at Malchus. The
Hebrew's face was a closed book. Guiseppe moved
off in a shambling walk behind the Second.

They came out of the palace and.Max headed
towards the fortress. He took choppy shorttempered
strides that warned Guiseppe into silence. Max
had absorbed the liquor into nis system now. He
had used up all the hilarity. Now, all tnat he
was capable of, Janus would know sooigzéiugh. His

anus and -
L

it would pass under or over eve \
reached him. Max felt stro & well able. His
brain was clear and the b&mng high.

They took the gho ss tnrough the- court ot

Gentiles. Max s@d almea aown Lor Tue STray
cooking pots ﬂ\iiz nmed spilied over 1irom the I'ows
mp

nate was uncoiling and crawling tc@

acle until it

into the alley left openi®

of pilgrim
betwee He strode deiiberately on an earthen-

v
ware wl Jand splintered it. He saw something else

down there and his eyes sparkled with fun. He

brought down the iron-studded sandals and the fingers

.
yieled under them. I'he body of bthe carelegs sleeper

arced, @ [lopped, ® a long howl of anguish.
Max showed all nis teeth. His eyes gleamed when he
saw how the now alerted campers hurriedly pulled
arms and legs out of his way. .

Guiseppe, stepping more carefully behind him,

pondered how soon before one of their patrols would
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one morning discover Max Seneca in the gutter with

a knife in his back.
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Mark braked abruptly. He did it by throw-
oulders back and digging his heels against
the edges of the cobbles. He could do it fine. It
sent a Jjar up through his body and burst.it against
his skull. The better you did it, the harder the
burst. He looked back over his shoulder. He was
clear of the Temple area now.

He had no more ideas for the night.- Now th;t
everything was alright with her, all he had to do

was keep out of people's way. If ne kept out of

people's way, he would not make such a fool of him-
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self. Whenever he did gnything for grown-ups, he
made a fool of himself. It was because they never
seemed to think ahead as he did. They were peculia?.

He walked on, turning into streets~-at whim.
He felt very free and untrammelled. He heard a
patrol of soldiers approaching long before they
came in sight and would have ducked out instinctive-
ly. But he remembered in time that he h,d hesrd
they weren't after his family at all. He stuck his

-band
# his waist/afid_swaggered a

thumbs into E

neared. '
little as they/R2EREERERFH He whis¥led thinly under

his breath a tune he didn't rfeceognize, he was so
wary. DBut they passed and didn't look at him. He
whistled louder when they were past. He thought
pityingly on Saul. ¢ Here he was, John Mark, out
here, risking fogtpads gnd ignoring Roman patrols,
while Saul@cowered in his bed, doubtless with the
covers drawmsover his head. He suspected that Saul
was a ‘goward.

Thé soldiers disappeared around a corner and
he was alone on the street again. He felt as danger-
ous as a Bedouin bandit. He almost felt the pull of
the sash/;;Dnm his waist weighted with-the gleaming Sk
blades. He almost felt the brush of the tribal
burnouse at the back of his neck. He was a maraud-
ing, Bedouin, A silver of a yell escaped from his
throat before he could control it. He looked around
quickly, alarmed at the quantity of dangerous things

inside him. He must be careful. He stoned a cat
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until it went over a wall.

Tnen he remembered wnat he would have to do in

going over

tne morning and he tried =#==RAAfa%RR the words of the
psalm. With the Roman soldiers all around«him on
the wall, he would have to shout the words of the
great national psalms so loud that the Committee
down in the courtyard, could hear them.

He went on again, his head carefully empty for
a time. Then the night and the silence got into him
“again. Sometimes he was the great li%uhter,

stalking among the @M@ rocks.  Th ccountably,
he slipped into the part of the Ned, coughing and
grunting :

granspaEes like the great catg. was very intense

and he had to stop to br &.
A pult of wind g@t of a side street and
they hape of his neck. <Lhe night

\{e ooked up past the flat roofs

d saw there was a bit of overcast.

lifted the hairs &

smelled olf ra

of the hous
searched the sky keenly, hopeful and
once, that more clouds would gatiher and

a rainstorm would break over the city. It would

be wonderful to arrive at the Wall, later, soaked

to the skin and just let drop the informalion, barc-
ly in the hearing of Saul, that.he had walked the
streets all night through the same driving rainstorm
which had made Saul and his Committee duck their
heads under the sheets. What their staring eyes
would say! What their gaping mouths would declare!

He bet Saul would be moved. He bet even Saul would
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be moved by that.

Or by this.

Another patrol was coming down the street, One in'
Straight Street, one in Sinai Street, another in
Tiberius Way, one by the publ?c baths, this was the
fifth. He would tell them off on his fingers to Saul,
looking into his eyes, that he had met with five
patrols during the night. Plus of course, Ben Legion.
How had the Legions known of the Joppa Wall? They e
seemed to know-everything. He guessgd because they

were So many.

The patrol hadgbgem Ssecarching for hours without
success. They had RNgreef their way into several likely
looking houses, putting their questions with fists and
elbows and knees but the owner of the cloak had eluded
them. ,Tha Segtion of the city with which they had BEEN
chargedy, had been worked through. Now they were on
theiryuway back to barrack to report failure to Quar-
tus. Each of the four fervently hoped ‘that another
of the patrols would bring better news. None of them
had forgotten now Quartus had Jjoked of:the galleys.

They swung alongside the Hebrew boy and the
patrol corporal who led them reached for him.

"Halt, men," he growled. "Let's have a lock at
this brave young Isaic who doesn't take off for the

woods when he sees us coming."

As he talked, he was roughly turning the bo
¥
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to him, waiting for one of the men to uncover the
lantern.

John Mark made his face stony. He wanted the .
light to find him that way when it flashed on his
face. He blinked once.wnen it came on, then stared

steadily 5t the beam.

"Well -- I'll be hung up!" exclaimed the
corporal. "Boy -- what are you doing out here?"
A husky voice soldier asked: "Who is he?"

The man With the lantern chuckled. '"Young
John Mark -- the young colt fromgthe paddock
where Janus has been casting his, locp."

They all laughed excepﬁ the -corporal; and the
man with the huskyeqvoideeWleaned his face nearer to
him and said eagerWyg:%"Tell me, boy, jou ever there
when he comes cAgtig his loop?"

"No. N\l Wl bet you never. 1 bet thgy put you
out likeW\thelcat, little Jacob," the one with the
lantern said.

Agshort one stomped when he laughed. He
turned right about, stomping, his knee's going high
and the whooping like a sick cough.

"She has a sister, young Jacob? Then I could
come looping too. Marry the wench and be brother-
in-law to a first captain. Get into good company,
away trom these cobble-busters."

John Mark was infuriated.

"We are not Jacobs, we are Israelites! The

chosen name Jehovah gave to his chosen people!™
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With a howl of delight, the short soldier drew
out of the ring, hopping about like a rooster. He
burrowed his head between his companions again and .,
talked in John Mark's face. There was beef and wine
thick on his breath. The rougnest of men were among
tnose who drew garrison duty in such outposts as
Jerusalem. Rude citizens from the purlieus of the
Tiber who would volunteer to do extra duty at cru-
cifixions for the sake of the few coins from sales
of the criminéls' clothes.

John Mark's fury rose tJ b&#flihg point. The
rough latin voices struggling,over the Hebrew wordé'
assaulted even more hisgnagigrial outrage. Tears
stung his eyes. NO%(suEprisingly, he exploded.

"Pig-eatipng idodaters!”

"Alright --=3d0ne!" rapped the corporal giving
his head aWaM turn.

“Wow, come on you," he said to John Mark.
"hat Qre you doing out here?"

| Hé was hating again. He had hated all adults

awhile ago back in the alley. And he 'hadn't felt
good and sure of himself again until he had broken
away from them and was alone. Then eferything had
gone straight and sweet as he liked it. He had
occupied nis own thoughts and used streets at whim.

"Hey!" +the short one whispered strongly. "You
ask old Janus if he has room for an old army friend,
right?"

"I said stop shovelling the dirt, soldier!" the
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corporal said again. The short one knew that BERR#
’ the bastard non com was not fooling.
EPRERERSFEDRPRRALRRRRYERIRE He went back to the
edge of the ring and whistled softly through his
teeth. |
"What are you doing on the streets alone, at
this hour?" the corporal said.

John Mark did not like to lie. He had told

lies before. He could count the times for he

=

remembered them. They made nim sick inside, as if
nimself inside wanted to comé€ ouat of himself and

look back at himself. g Hefhad To fight himself at

|

those times, for it wbuld made him sicker to look

¥

back at himself. Hegthought it out slowly, count-

ing the cost. _Bufyhe had to be free of the soldiers.
It could neverWpe’ sweet again if ﬂe was not free .of
them. And ingary case, it was alright lying to the
Romansh, It was not like really bearing false witness
ag3d®pst anyone. "God on Sinai was no fool." 014
Gamaliel sometimes s3id it.

The smell of leather and staleness,i&aEEkGaEE

| g@@@® . He had liked the smell of Peter and the
others. They smelled of salt wind and sea.

{ "l was going for my uncle. My mother is not

. well."

‘f "Where are tue servants? gLy didn't she send _
e one of them?"

s

"Stupid Roman! Dont you know our customs?

Aren't the servants at Passover?"

He received a clout for that.
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He knew it was due him. He always become
angrier as he increased his untruths.

be

"You shouldétau%ht early: never be rude to a
corpora

Roman," the FE X

said. "Now, get off with you.

And remember to be civil if you run into another

patrol."
Their holds were loosening, but he wrenched him-
hopped
self free. 1In defiance. He EFeE® backward on one

leg, out of the circle, paused to hurl a short yell
at them, then ﬁhirled and ran for tlgMalley. Their
laughter followed him. Safely away§ he stopped and
yelled new and better stuff. < Bubth then he couldn't
move. For hands had clogedfon» his' ankles.

"Heh, heh." Somg®neWlaughed softly somewhere

negr him. "You lie “and@pcuss like one of us. A
true Legion." ' 4
His tr{ub¥ing ceased. "Vermin," he said quietly,

"what do youwant with me?"
"The cloak, young lord," Ben Legion's voice
spokefad his ear. "This begutiful cloak of soft
your

linen which you wegr. We are/servants.’ We will

wash it free of the smell of spy it now carries."

John Mark stood very still.

A small pain commenced in the region of
his belly button. Suddenly a hand was over his
mouth and other arms pulled him intgffecess. The
alley was deathly still. He did not struggle.

2%
Something warned.kﬂm! «rnotﬂstruggle.

A hand turned his head &

so he face the alley.
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later, another passed. Nothing else moved. The
hand was taken firom his mouti and he worked his
lips and spat.

"Those were the spies from tone Temple, young

your
lord. They want/nice linen cloak too," Ben Legion
told him.

"How - how ===7"

"How did they know? Simple. Cne of them, very
famous, very, very, famous. He is cnalled The Rodent.
He saw you in Gethsemane. With Divip® justic, he was
the same one you hit with the stode and iﬁgi his cloak.
He recovered and returned intogthe “€ity and told the
0ld devil, Annas. The Tigh/Priest knew then that the
initial on the cloak was yours. How do we know all
this? oimple. we have spies wuo spy on toe spies
of tune old liastew spy, mnnas. «e are of tuhe Zealots,
you know. And, sometimes of the Sicarii, and of what-
ever is golmg, even, sometimes. of tue Sanhedrin, heh,
heh, although I am beginning to suspect they would be
all ashamed to tniuk tuat we tuionk so." He laughed
softly and sanely.

"Did you know the Nazarene?" John Mgrk asked
angrily. "Did he know you?"

"¥e know him vey well, indeed, boy, and he
knows us. His father is Joseph, a carp-nter in
Nazareth., His mother is ¥ary, also of Wazareth.

Good head on har shoulders. ¥ive boys she has. He
is her first. Fine lady. The boy went wrong."

"Must be his father,"” Demas Legion said.
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"We Jews have always had trouble with our Josephs."
"True,"” Ren lLegion said. "We followed Jacob's boy,
another Joseph, to “gypt to buy corn and got ourselves
sold into slavery. Took us awhile to ~et out.”
"Heh, heh, heh," they éi§ckled heatlrssly.
"You dont like the Nazarene," John YMark said

accusingly.
Poen

"se were for tae Nazarene once," @® said shorkly.
"Didn't you hear Herod's ex-jackal, Matthew, say so
tonight? DBut tue Nazarene is foolish.m it is expedient
tiiat he dies. Cnce he even said somnimgelf. o he
uses palm branches to fight swords.®

He uad heard words somehing, lice tnese before.

It had been tue commencement of tne breaiking up of
things. He knew it now, These were words which

frightened him an@ hurts 4nd not just words. T ese
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were the matters he hid not wanted to remember since
he stumbled .out of Gethsamane.
"Devil Annas has decreed that since you're too
young to crucify, the spies should find you and stage

an -- accident. They've been to your house BRXEEE%
11 as a needle.

It went into him clean and fast |

And only when he breathed did he know the pain
mouth wooded oveL~ hlS ton ue W3S A

tree.  The worﬂs had to force 3 way out.
0 B BB G ] ,“ Ben Legion answe;ed the two

words.

"Your mother? Your mother, is eafe. She has not

gone back to vour house. She i W your uncle, Nico-
Dont forget though thaié

demus./ Nicodemds is the nighyNe™oming camomile

whom Annas wants to pluck.%

Well, alright., &he wls alright. He'would go to
her at Cousin Demmy'sz_ S0 these Legion even knew all
about how he d@ got Cousin Demmy to visit the Naza-
rene that MuBad? well, alright. 01d Annas had found

out tooNy Medl,

alrignt. And now that he knew

the spieswere after him, he would show them. He was
Lound

not afraid, even if he it difficult to

swallow. His knees were shaking. But even when he

ran the foot-races at school, which he had won every
the time he came in
R R R AanRx scecond because Saul had

SR gl

put up a boy to Jjostle him on the bend, his knees always
shook Just before the stare.

"You are brave, boy?"

It was funny that just two hours ago he had

thought Ben legion and his companions fools and half-

¢
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witted; but now they were taking him in charge. Al-
though the others hadn't said anything, he knew all
of them had him in charge. It was much as when he was
younger and in a crowd with his mother. -She never haa
to say anything but you felt she had you in charge.
Something coming out of her and building itself around
you so that no harm could come to you.

It wouldn't be like this on the Wall, in the
morning. The sun would be up and. you would see what

you were fignting and how to duck angn and turn

pack 1in your tracks and go aga%p, y and youw .
would not be sweating so much & down there on
the ground ¥X¥X¥ be sweati@iyou. Tonight you
saw shadows; and ordinar&t et-corners yielded EiES

hands at
RARSSTRGEEEs your an® €

. e

"We are takMNgg yow” to the only place Annas and

his spies wi ot ook for you. Simon Peter and the

one called oanerges are there. They'will look

after he palace of high priest Annas."



R i
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Chapter 12

Nicodemus cowldyunderstamd hard grief, the kind
which, out of furysy fired its own clay, walled up the
openings andystayed inside. He would have under-
stood, Aot comforted by, the kind whiéh took no
shapey but)turned willingly Llike water into any
tr¥enddy hand ready to cup it. But while he had
eipected anguish at the predicament of the Naza-
rene, to his astonishment, Mary was unaccountably
unclouded, calm, almost tranquil. In-a queer sens€,
exalted. The condition was offkey; she was not a
vestal, sequestered from reality. No, indeed. GShe
was a vibrant capable woman who, post the ineffable
cousin Stephen, had raised her son strong and well,

making her own life,unafraid of the inevitable talk

which followed a Jewish lady under court from a
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Roman officer. What had caused her to sally into
what hé could only think of as gross unreality?
To land in a country alien to her in@elligence;
so fragile underfoot that it abdicated the strong
advocat ed

law of Moses and instead/the weakness of loving
your BEFUSEEEEE enemies and praying for your
oppressors. He shook his head.‘

"I dont know what was your hope in him, Mary.
I truly try to, but I dont. Messiah?” If he is, we
shall know, shant we?"

An odd light appeared ian“her eyes. Amused? .
Wary? What?

"When?"

"My dear?"

"When shall we know?"

He was not ésually a wavering man, although he

took Bime)\toymake up his mind. He was-the kind

that™liked to search a matter from both ends and in

the middle. Too much so, he conceded. Perhaps that

had been the trouble with his suit. Cousin Stephen
had lost no time waffling. .

He took her hands, smiling tenderly.

"Our abstract historians, my littlc heathen,
the first Isaiah as well as the two unknown poets’
of the Exile whom we call the 'other; Isaiahs,
speak of the Messiah in several ways. The Isaiahs
say he will come as a prince and as a pauper, as a
child and as the creator, as a shadow and as &

shining diadem, as a warrior and as a bPeacemaker
;.
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as a leader and as a servant, as God-in-heaven
and God-with-us, take your choice. So you see,
dear Mary, if it 1s not easily come to. The
choices are as far apart as north and south. Yoﬁ
ask, when shall we know? The énswer, forgive me,
is, We shall know when."

"You are as cryptic as a priest, deep Demmy."

"I hope you can see why the priests have to
be cryptic. They are our on going historians,
the cryptic historians, of the order‘of Melchi-
zedek, incidentally the ordep” from” which will
come the Messiah. The ingt@tu®ion survives
because of its secretsd andy woe to any member who
would open those selBeteto the world. 0l1d Jere-
miah, probably“the most ridiculed and threalomed
of our abst®act hbstorians, whose final where-
abouts nok even gur tireless scribes have been
able (to, trace, was hounded precisely because he
st owb to dismantle the esoterics which our holy
men Bad skilfully wrapped around our religion."
He looked away thoughtfully. "Your Jesus is the
same."

"But Jeremiah was six hundred years ago,
Demmy! These are times of new outlook."

He returned his gaze to her.

"Have you forgotten, Ye must be born again?

The words of the Oracles, whether of yesterday
or today, are still cryptic. Isaiah, the poet,

the second of our three-headed Isaiahs, care-
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fully, prophetically if you like, wrote it down
for us although prophecy was not his discipline.
He recognized the difficulty of the when. So he
enjoined us to learn the waiting'game: As did
Lord David before him, and as did Jeremiah and
others. All recommend to us the value, indeed,
the necessity of patience. Learning to wait for
the wings of intellect and insight, that will
cause us to mount up as eagles.

"Did I have a hope in your Jes@ls? You ask?
Why did I go to see nim? E¥en( 40 [take a few
risks in his cause? For wilateVer reasons 1
suppose one can find im Bfmind that is curious.
Mine was whatevenr #s%reated in a curious mind.
I have not, perhaps, I¥cannot, categorise the
cause. It,eould Hive been that he merely in-
trigued me.v Whatever it was, I admired his cou-
rage%in put®ing forward a new theory in a society
dangemously opposed to new theories. He should
be aw@reek; you know how absolutely devoted they
are to new theories. I am - sorry for him, my
dear, but you see my dilemma. T am myself.
Nicodemus. Born to think and act 1 certain way
until I die. Unless, of course I become born
again."

Her laughter was inf@ctious as ever. "Dont
look so worried, Demmy, please, for having struck

the truth. And, do, stop explaining yourself. I
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hgve not come to ask you to get into trouble with old
Annas again. As to what hope I had in him? None un-
fulfilled. I did not believe, as my Johnny did, that -
he would be coming to Jerusalem with an afﬁy at his
back. His hands weren't built for swords. They were
made to heal the sick; to comfort the unhappy, to - to
raise the dead, according to some pretty reliable wit-
nesses. He was a presence that stirred, and the world

O |
of the Temple FHEESEEE was ST

ed out of the status in guo and never “POrgsve him.

They finished him off. In a way 4 eOnnot explain, I
have become -- different, becauSe I%have known him."
She added softly: "And senved aim."

Demmy looked dowrf\at tie floor and thought of the
colt and the upper roomyshe had loaned the Nazarene.
Serving him wag the worse you could do to a Jjealous
Temple. He,_sadid slowly: "To tell the truth, that was
why I weng witi™Jchn Mark that night to see him. I had
hegrd, of Bhese miraculous healings he has been perform-
ing all™ewer the country. And when this theory of his
came to my hegring --" he looked up at hef "-—- the one
about everlasting life, it made me curiou§ to see
whether the fellow had discovered some meﬁhod of at
least prolonging life. I must confess he disappointed me.“l

She laughed with what seemed to be reél amusement.

"Why, Demmy! That sounds as if you had hoped
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to bottle some of whatever he had and get in early
on the trade! You are a lawyer by profession but a
tradesman at heart! How Janus would love to hear this!
He siys we are a nation of tradespeople -= even to ou£
priests who change moneys for prilgrims into Temple |
currency and sell lambs for the sacrifice in the courts."

He looked a trifle annoyed. "Here,, let me take
your cloak now. Sit down, Mary, you must be tired."

"No - yes, Demmy, thanks. But I am not tired,

not really." - '

She smiled; not bfightly, wit %fort, but with
thanks and to say that she LiKe‘ gz:; He took tne cioak
from her snoulders and I'O.J.de {rqlds in symmetry and
went across the room and a@it over the stand. He

onless. He stoepped before

returned, his face e%p
her, his hands cl\e:;;;figzmiﬁmiat his back. She had
always thoug tﬁ W34 distinguished. Like the heads

on those b

of®Roman senators -- carved for them
by the artists and looking outrageously like
Gree heads.

"My solemn Demmy," she said, smiling up at him,
"you look, standing there, like the soul of rectitude.
1 know you nve dying Lo ask me where 1 :mx_'.comlng_’; Lrom
and with whom did I come and why have I come."

It did not confuse him. He was never confused
by her. Mary suspected that he knew her more than

she knew herself. Sometimes she thought that this

was probably why she had never been in love with him.
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The man whom she loved must leave her secrets lying
where they were,
FadpeXX¥ - undisturbed. Then in her own time and way,

she would portion them out to him, and watch him
discover her. Love withers and diesAin the cold,
pure air of great knowledge.

"Yes," he said, smiling gently. "Trom where,
why and with whom?"

She told him.

"Yet you did not come to me at first?" he
XKkinsman

chided her gently. "I am your only FEEEEEEEG in
Jerusalem, Mary."
Her eyes went past his he@d9 "1 did not think

kinsmen
o ¥ emmy. T thought it

it a moment to seek -
a moment to seek powerfulQfriends."

"I also have sogepaoWer,” he remindéd her.

"Only the H¥gh Qpiests among our people possess
the power ta) M@ whal I want done."

"You Mg, To release - him?"

"Se, "ghe agreed in sudden brusqueness. "Would

have
' been able to persuade him?"

It is expedient that one man dies instead of a
rationale

nation. The SERENRNEWEX of men who are called to be

Hign Priests. Absolutely necessary to B the job.
"No, I dont think so."
"So, you see."
Did
"@E you, too -- see?"

"T know. I failed there too. Neither would

M try to have him released."

"Janus is Rome, Mary. Rome. Do you understand
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what that means?"
' "T am in love with him, my cousin. Do you
understand? You get the principle ~- as Matthew
would say?" .

The room was big and masculine, of wide ;%%éi
covered couches and dull-polished tables, suggesting
a large~-handedness she found restful. OStephen's
room had never been like this, The scrubbed floor
was always toc well scrubbed, and the sniny‘bits had
gleamed to the point where they repelled-you. After

Nicodemus had come close to(LeT
I e e g and sk®wweald no doubt

Stephen,
have thought she was in love w@al\g W#n had she not met’
Janus. Where Stephen had b€ém Self-indulgent and
mean, Dfmmy was a though®ful$"honest man. She could
fit none of these neaflabels to Janus

"Annas gaveNgrder® for the whipping a hour or
two ago."

1

She GOwgRed her face with her hands. "But it is
"

she whispered.

nearly
'Tt Jis done to PR 311 prisoners of the Temple. We

dreadf@l , SJDemny,

in the Sanhedrln,
EmSsasanehaneeEees ¥ have ordered it IWMWARE done  in
caseswhich
require that kind of punishment.

Most of the time, she thought of men as children,
noisy, otften grubby, sometimes trying, children.
And when the iron in them showed, for any purpose, it
shook her a little to remember they weren't children.

She pulled her hands from her face and stared at him.

"¥hat are you going to do to him?" she questioned
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harshly. "Let me hear it from you. I have heard
‘it tfrom Janus, the Roman, but I want o hear it from
you, a fellow Hebrew and one of the Sanhedrin. Are
you going to murder him for the truth?" ~

His face lost its immobility and descended in-
to decidedly stern lines. He iiis ascended the
bench, she said to herself cruelly.’ He will pass

Judgement now.

"Men aren't murdered for the truth, Mary,"

he said gently. "They die so thei@iefs may
die wich them or grow out of e is the

ultimate test of truth. A se \st be put into

e willing farmers,"

."And you are O

L 2
she said, but not I‘N itter.
"If his bef’\‘jaare contrary to the law which

I have swor ’&Nﬁphold and if I am called‘in to

the ground before a tree< ow- out of it."

give J e I shall Jjudge according to the law,
Mary."
en like a man, Demmy." Her mood had
returned and now she teased him. '"Janu$ on one
- triumph

side and you on the other, it is a ZEEERE for law
and order.All the way. '"Tell me, if 1 ndd been
brought before the judygement seat, would you judge
according to the law?"

She had hurt him.

"Dont break the rules, Mary. I am playing
fair."

"Do you think Janus would? I mean, Jjudge
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according to the law."

» Hold on, Demmy. Right here, I am not sure if I

== truly jest BEER.

He took a turn about the room. He returned to her.

"I understand Annas. Good or béd, the things he is
upholding are the things settled by thousands of years
of trial before his time. From Abram down to us. We
naturally think we know more than the ancients. Some
laugh at their precepts as old fashioned. We are the

0

great Just Nows.. The know-it-all Receats. Were there -
not men like Annas -- permanent, immevabde -- the world
would go to pieces. You will thégefefe understand the -
pain it causes him to know th@% N, a ruleramong the
people, displayed an interestWim tbé Nazarene's doc-
trine. Whether I be®is&yedflor not was beside the point.
I had gone."

And whether he bé&ieved, not even he was sure.
It had seeméd at Pirst just another of the new sects

which s@rangWup faster than thorns in a society as

relighous @8s the Hebrews'. To receive what I have to

offer, you must be born again. And he had left the

shelter where they stayed at nights on the Mount of
Olives, to which the excited young John Mark had led
him, unsure whether to laugh or be angry. Mary Mark
sald a question but he was elsewhere. .

That had been the strength of the man. He made
you unsure. What followed in you would be the messure
of his whack. There had been no time to measure the

whack of the new doctrine on the lawyer, Nicodemus.
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Except for an uncharacteristic buffo committed in
"Annas' Council that E@&& could not be truly categorised

as a whack. Not really. Merely marginally lunatic.

"I said, did you believe, Demmy?" -

B
e
@
o

N
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He shook his head irritably. "That is not the
point, I tell you." That answer did not seem the
right one. He threw himself down on a couch.
But this was an inept way out of it, instead Gf

arguments specially
using the perfectly feasible T e oe =

trained and ready in your head for just these situa-
tions. It reminded him of the biggest‘failure in his
life -- when he had left the cave of the Nazarene with
his tail between his legs. All the fine arguments he
could have used to bury that silly allegory with which

the Nazarene had routed him! You gmast.de born again. .

Instead, he had been quitg as@Wetupid. Can I

enter my mother's womb again?

The unsureness had stayed’. Fdr he had gone into
the Sanhedrin and attmepted to Jjustify Jesus and had
only been saved firom d®sgrace by the oblique humour
of a Roman spldier wﬁé had, no doubt, been laughing
up his slégewe .

"Whefe is Janus now?"

'T think we can be sure he is somewhere manfully
doing his duty. I believe there is some scare on
about a rich Jerusalemite who was in the Garden and
who ran away, the wise fellow, leaving his cloak behind.

"They have the cloak now, but Janus secretly thinks
the search is hopeless."

"Janus has several rich friends," he said sulkily.-

"He only has to search among his frien@?“
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"I, among them," she met him. "Say it. He is
»1like me. Janus has no regard for a religion that could
breed such men as your Annas and my late Stephen."
Nicodemus looked quickly up at her. Was she puﬁ-
ting in a needle cleverly? No. There had been aloes

there. The fellow Jesus was redoubtgbly capable at

erecting saluting ;:Esf; at every conceivable vantage
for putting your motives under scrutiﬁy. Self
scrutiny. A process that made you climb all over your-
self in confusion. And also could elicit some pretty-
damning conclusions. Conclusions_waFfranted to make
you fall foul of the Temple, the Roma&n conquerors, or.
even, he had heard, of your fmamilial authority and |
obligations. If a story{going the rounds was true.
It was being said theNNazarene had declared that to
become a mamber @f hiSysect, one of the requirements,
besides the prepostegous second-birth, was that one
should hate, omne's own family; hate your mother, your
fatherg WA er, brother, the lot. Yet even here it
was“mot exceptionally lunatic if one pirsued the
logic that being born again carried the probability
of new fresh parents. Therefore, first‘priority:
one must begin demolishing the stale old ties. To
put on the livery of discontent. An ar@y so clad
wore its wages. The triumph was in the challenge.
Nicodemus caught himself up. where was this
crazy thinking leading him? Time to go. He chuckled
secretly. Annas would hsve the devil's own time inter-

rogating that prisoner. But, come now. Think on
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other things. On Mary, the woman Thou almost gave

lovely
me. Neck of the—EERE® gr.ce of the bent bow. How

does one think? Nicodemus is a thinker. A thinker
in the law. Not in matters of 1life and love. Mouth

enticing as sin. Law is not life nor love. The law

I
kills. God, EEN love® her. Eye for an eye. The law

is vengeful. 4nd this, of course, Lawyer Nicodemus,
is blasphemy. The law was given by Jehovah through

Moses to tne Chosen Children of Israel.. The law is
just. Not kind. Not merciful. Theaw is Just.

He spoke quietly. "Rel¥gien’ does not breed

men. Men breed their religions® Then they direct
their curses at it whengthgystumble against it.
The Nazarene will nop™be“wmurdered for his truth, as
you put it, but forfjhidg untimeliness., -He went too
far and came up agafhst his ;g; religion. A wiser
man would hNaveybacked, and waited. He wanted to

tear dewn) the Temple, the same Temple in which he

was allowed to preach his doctrines. Annas is annoyed."
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"Do you really believe what you are saying?
Do you, Cousin?"

"I do not wait to believe what I say. I say

then I am -

it first, EEER believe XMB obedient to my vocation."

"Demmy," she said slowly, groping, "you are --
you are dishonest."

"So 1s everyone who thinks, "he said coldly.
He rose. "So is he. He sets you the impossible
and say, 'Here 1is my standard. Do this,; and every-
thing is yours; Love your ememies.%

"A teacner's task 1s to Segt\#gtandards, Demmy.
OQurs, to reach for them."

and stared a8 a
'wa’ll, turned quickly,

He turned EEEEESG325ERE
guiltily back to faeefHer| mindful of his manners.

"I am not satisfied that is right. Very well
put but not neceSsapfly right. I am not satisfied

that
with being %old EEXE

my grasp of God depends on
nothing mereNtangible than an abstract of water

and spirit. He must do better than that, if he has
ambitdens to take the place of Moses. Moses brought
us the commandments in stone. He told us when to

wash and whento make love. He was a leader who led.

Do you wonder that a strong man such as Annas pre-
fers the God of Moses?"

, with whom
"So Annas would slaughter those prophetsAlHn he

disagreesEEENEESEY" she murmured.



He shrugged. "That is a hazard of the game."

"How full of Annases is our history and how dearly
have we paid!"

"I hear he had a cousin, one John, a baptist, with
similar ambitions. Seems it runs in the fémily. Herod
cut off his head and gave it to his harlot on a silver
dish after she charmed him in a dance. The Nazarene
should have been warned that he could lose his life."

"Demmy, you are cruel -- aﬁd horrible!™

"As T must be to live in this jungle! I must
keep my head to keep my head -- or it(wiBl go to the
priests for a keepsake! As you %shouddl do, were you
not so reckless! You risk your%neck as you do your
reputation! You not only choégse¥to allow these men
your house for their RagSoyer tonight -- although you
are aware the Temple balleVes they plot wi%h the Zea-
lots to start a reb8llin in the city -- but you wander
through the _st®eé$s with this Matthew, and then come
here, alome!\ IS there no sense in that pretty head of
yours2 Domt you know what they say about you already?
You - and“Janus? Whatever --!"

But she never knew whatever. She had never seen
him so worked up. He held his emotions on leash. A
knock came at the door. He hesitated, thén walked
slowly towards it, his head bowed. His shoulders looked
hollow. He spoke in a low voice to whoever was at the
door. He closed the door and turned. The bridge of his
nose was shiny. There was a ring of white around his
pupils. He reached down and gripped her shoulders and

lifted
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her to her feet. Where is John?" he whispered
hoarsely. "Where is he?"

His fear was contagious. She was Jjolted aware
of John. That the terror of the streets had touchea
him. On this bad night.

"What have they done to him?"

"Nothing - nothing - but I must know where he is!"
"I - I - dont know!" she stammered a reply, her
mind feverish.

His fingers eased their pressufe oh her shoulders;
still firmly held but composing4 JHewSaid steadily: -
"You must stay here.,

Cr?fzgzz_ég_;;\gg;id SETRe T !5!3312. You must not
worry."

"But he is nof &t David Street! I -dont know
where he is! Tell me% is there something wrong?"

The rdang around his eyes widened.

"NORNA - "

Tney stood apart

simaltapeously flowed into them.

He said quietly, "One of my men who had been
at Annas has just brought me a report. Annas' spies
have been given orders to - to get hold of John.
They have discovered that he was in the Garden with
the Nazarene. They have his cloak."

She learnt all about it at that moment; the

queer
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words of the mad folk who called themselves
Legion; Matthew's questions concerning the cloak.
She told Nicodemus. He was busy before she was
through. He was out of the room and quickly
back dressed for the street.

"You must wait here, Mary. My men and I will

&
>
¥
\ |
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find him before they can get to him."
i ohe could see him now. He was a lonely little
boy, tall for his age, taller than she, but still,
a boy, walking in the dark, ashamed, unaware of his
danger. Her lips were dry. She moistened them
with the tip of her tongue.

"You must, Demmy," she whispered. "You

must, O, you must!"

A%,
Nicodemus remembered % rds from Annas about

Jesus.
"Like the peo;’l\ bel and Beth-maacah, who,
to satisfy King vig threw Sheba's head.over the
E\‘NZe le will throw heads over the wall
s 8atisfied. Mark well what I say,

We will spare nobody to satisfy Caesar.

wall, we of

until Caef¥
Nicode
It 1 worth the trouble."

John Mark's head, a young scion of.the Jerusalem

aristocracy, would be worth Annas' trouble.

T T RO D pT——
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Chapter 13 y

Th@wword Wwas spread with studied furtiveness
thats thé captive would go to Caiaphas. Sometimes
these Who spread the word also gave the route he
would go by. He would be marched by Simeon's
Tomb, they said.

But it was said to you as if it came from a
pot of pold. Jealously doled. And so that you
could not help knowing the esteem in which you
were held by the Temple. You had to know you
were extraordinarily entrusted. Bespbke because
you were a good Jew. You would not have qualified
to be told the secret movement of the important

prisoner, had you not been of the select.
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You had to be elected by the eyes.
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Those who spread the word would look you up and
down and sideways, eyes licking delicatély, carefully
along your face to see that you were a good one.

And if they were satisfied, then the heads dropped
somewhere lower than your shoulder and they spoke it
to you up from under their armpits. It made you
feel one of the privilqagg, the way they gave you
the word. |

There were two reasons whyf thhe word was spread;
One reason was to test youregualification to be B .

as a p
recruite@ nﬂAfalse witnesé;%. If you 1listened as
it 1t was no concern gof yours and went back to
nibbling on your ré&llgiOus diet of Passover cheese,
or went back toWstreking your bread, or back to
whatever you Bad been doing, they were sgtisfied
and moved away from you. But i1f you took it with
your ey¥es ‘going hot, and making strangled sounds 1in
yourhthroat, then it was known that something had
gone home. And, thereafter, the mark 'was on you.
In fact, you were off the Jjury, for your verdict
would be clearly unfavourable. 4And tHis led to

the second reason:

the Friends of the Felon.
The Rodent was clever. Annas was advised by
his chief spy that if the word was carefully spread,

the Nazarene's friends almost certainly would

endeavour a rescue. He proposed to Annas that t
ne
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Temple police set g8 an ambush; ESESERERE

a once-
and-for-all wipe-out of the Nazarene's people.

The idea of such a wholesale massacre of Jehovah's
enemies appealed to Annas.

The brazier sputtered in the room and there
were sneezes and coughs. A few old male pilgrims
spoke the psalms of the Hallel over and over as if
they spun cocoons for their isolation. The guards
around the antechamber rested their backs against
the walls and had no emotion at ti® spies slipping
about the big room, dropping t#iedreoisoned baits
of imformation. The two Roffal, Officers crashed
across the room and the gguard®s winked at Guiseppe
and noted the concern Qn Wis face. They ignored
Max Seneeca.

Simon Pebter and John had the mark put on them
because, ¢4 0n, whlen the voice spoke at his ear,
could notyhold back his groan. The eye of the
spy ®olnhg over nis face, wrinkled and brightened.
Peter Jaught the suspicion which flared in the
man's eye. He nudged John to be quiet and when
the man moved away BENEBENHMto alert others,they

EmEEEmquickly
exited BEE®/as they could.

It was crazy! Going to Annas' palace because

they believed Annas would not look for him there!
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They told him not to worry about it. They were
in charge. Even there, they said, inside Annas'
palace, under the beautiful Jewish noses of the
Temple police, and the monkey noses of the
foreign Roman Occupiers, even there, they were
in charge. 35in, they said, was in charge every-
where. And was not each Legion a sin? [lhey
guffawed straight into the face of John Mark when
they said it.

They told him to take off his l-l snadals
because the otest sandal wouldgShapsjust when you Lo
didn't want it to and he cepudd%wsee how silently
they travelled for tuey/nNever wore sandals. He
would have protested(,but one of the Legions
simply grabbed 0n4foot and then the other, and the
sandals were offt

He qwas bare&footed on the stones and he curled
his tQes, around their coldness and was'very angry
atWthem\for a moment. But afterwards, the warmth
of his toes warmed the stones too. He settled
hisAchk to the wall and he felt very comfortable.

But it was very lonely and uneasy to be in
the 2lley 2t night with the lLegions . and barefooted.-
He had meant to take them off in the morning, when.
he was on the wall, for he would need the feel ofl
his bare feet on the stones when he flew along.

It would give him speed and confideﬁce to keep
Just ahead of the guards and make Saul sweat in

fear for him. But, here in the alley, it was

different.
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He felt naked now without the sandals and he
had become aware again of the spy smell in the
cloak and so it was as if he had on nothing of his
own. And he had never managed to be brave when he
was naked. Once he had gone to the public baths
with the class and they had been put into the
common room for undressing, and, long after all
the other boys had taken off their clothes, Saul
had found him in the corner with almost everything
on. He could remember it now. O, hé™was remember-
ing it very, very, now.

How Saul had looked at hiff, N\guIzzically first,

entered
XORCORTROPIEEXTihis eyes and his

until knowledge

lips had thinned wEm into“a
the\Little
had SN beckoned ¥ :

called the Commigtee.
He had not D®en :able to do much about fight-

i s S

augh and he

Sanhedrin as he

ing back, fok We had been too busy trying to hold
his clothe® “exdto his body while they tore at them.

And, af%erwadyrds, when they leapt away howling

triumphantfly g they dangled the torn clothing
at him, he nad not fought back either. For he was
naked, and something had gone out of him.

"Gelt up," Ben Legion said.

He was beilng guided out of the alley by a
hand at the back of his neck. His eyes were
accustomed now to the dark. He saw how the Legilons
surrounded him. There was no crazy chatter now,

They travelled silently. There was

something about them which reminded him of the

e e e R T
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stories he had heard from Cousin Demmy about the
wolves whén they hunted sheep on cold nights.
The memory made him shudder. But gfter a while
he found with pride that he was moving ;s silently
as they, stopping when they étopped, becoming a
shadow at the base of a wall when they did, and
even snarling silently in his throat when he found
they had stopped to allow some other sinister
shadow by. And he didn't even need Ben Legion's
whisper at his ear to tell him the “shadow was a
spy. He was a wolf himself now ‘@nhd/ he could smell
SpYy -

The hand was still @ldmped on the back of his

He railed silentlf§ 2% the hand and
BEHR erddeavoured to knock the grip

s
TR

- oo < vy

-
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neck.

of f
PrE3 but 1t only became firmer and shook him like

a puppy. I told him he was not yet good enough
to be onghis, own and he should be guided by the
pack. John Mark muttered vexedly to himself and
heqwas ‘shaken again. Thggwaited while Ben Legion
went Up ahead. There were much stoppings while
Ben went up ahead to see, since the stfeets got
wider as they nearer the palace.

There was no shaking the grip. Hé sullenly
gave himself up to it. He told himself it was
their affair if they were caught. They.would be
properly sorry when they saw him caught by the

spies. Who were they not to accept him
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when they could see he knew how to go about it?
Wasn't he crossing these wider cobbles, an inch

wet stones,
at a time, face down to the dirty EEEEES doing it

with fingers and toes and body arced upward so his

clothes wouldn't swish over the cobbles? And even

though 211 his muscles cried to make a guick run of

it, instead of this slinking, inch by inch, wasn't
he doing it? O, this lousy hand at nis neck!

Very well. They could go on .doing all the
thinking for him. More trouble to thgm.

He was very glad he had no thjmigg/to do.
His thinking was at an end. Pes®p“am@ Matthew and
James and the rest of them wdBldNhave to do some
powerful thinking if they€hoped fo stay ahead of
the priests. As for® tWg plan the Legions-had for
him, he would seéfto §h§t. Putting him with the
ignorant Petgr4and thé crazy John indeed! When, at
this very Momglt,¥the soldiers may be hunting them!

ThfcNg®de him think of the soldiers. It was
funny§he HB1 not seen any soldiers lakely. OCnly a
few spieé. And it was making him angry again. It

would hive been nice in a3 shuddery sort of way to

know that soldiers of Rome had been hunting you.
been hunting him for they had
lHe xnew tney had not EX3 A O A

caught him and let him go. He wished they had marched-

him to Antonia with thelr studded sandals crashing
back and forth of him and their Jjavelins clicking
in the rests at their belts. Perhaps, sdmeone
would have seen him. Then, tomorrow, when the

sneering Saul looked up at the Wall and saw he was

ey e
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not there, and turned to hi P EEHEEEEE ISR

laughter at his cowardice, someone standing near
cannot

would say, "0, John Mark KSR be here today.

Didn't you hear? He is in Antonia arrested. by the

Roman soldiers ."

skulkin from some

Instead , BEEEEE ANSeoumRY stinking spies.
They came to the wide street, the one Ben had
gone ahead to scout. Ben was lying motionless on
his belly, peering left and right.into the street.
John Mark ,
¥6 knew the place: where three thoroughfares emptied
into a huge concourse in front of griee Lfeatre. It
was big enough to take 3 Goverpno®'Swfscort wheeling
into it and he remembered hgMa@ymore than once seen
the horses curving and pré@nci®e€ in it when King
Herod visited the c#tWand they held an entertain-
ment for him in fge tpéatre. Cousin Demmy had said
---— was it yeSgerda W -- that King Herod would be
in for tne@ggSgover. lother had looked back at him,
a half @INQ like a boy with a secret, playing on her
moutMy COusin Demmy had said the Nazarene had better

v inside the city
be warned not to show his faceRTXYICIIRERS®® until

Herod &8 left. OChe smiled still, wordlessly until

Cougin Demmy snorted and walked oul. And Lhen she

had turned to look 2t him with the look she always

shared with him, and they h1d both burst .into

laughter. For what would Cousin Demmy have said had
thit night

he known CLhe Nazarene would/ be holding his Passover

supper right there in their house on David Street!

C, but it had seemed like fun then. Only after-
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wards did it turn into gall and wormwood. He
shook his head hard, no use thinking of it. Head
down, he went out into the concourse, inching along
like the lLegions. , +

It was a concourse used to crowds. Flares
1it and shadowed the whole vast empty arena. His
palms worked over each flagstone,fingers gripping
the edges, knees pushing against the pitted surface.
He would never apain stand in the concourse without
being proud to 'tell everyone nNOw we i nelxnew this
piLace they stood 1n. It he had e efle would have
stayed tTo chlisel his initialsgin ow€ center rLagstoné
and show it to Saul afterwgT®g.® Afterwards when he
was telling them the stoRy 3d their eyes were show-

ing the whites whidlR Was}their way of ldughing at

o

1

him. Then he fOggot, M1 this to watch how Ben did

it.

TheyQMWNd scurry, swiftly, for a yar

then Norw®tionless to their bellies; then up again,
great hounds loose in

bentidouble so they were like EEEEEEEEEGGIATI

thp comcourse, Tun sw1ftly and down once more.

W B S8l G566 RN R o4 & SRR BTX R

Darker Qtalng on the floor of the great
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concourse .
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They were almost :
79 _ o
across wnen they saw,squad of Temple police enter
from one of the streets.
Tney did the rest of the way in a swift but

and took cover

noiseless wriggle
in the first available place, a small chair-court.

It turned out to be a trap.
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There was no way out of the court but the way
they had eWtered. John Mark felt the grip eased at
his neck. They must have thought he would not risk-
anything. That he would, like them, tage his chance
at being caught by some heavy;footed Temple police.
Or be caught in Annas' palace. Imagine, taking him
to Annas' palace! He grinned to himself and worked
his toes around for a good grip on the floor of the
court. Then he leapt for the entrance. -

He dodged a clutching hand by @Hirowing himself

feet forward into a3 B MEF skid which

took him under it, twisted away‘from another, a pre-‘

cise timing whipping hisgclak past the fingers and
But Ben Legion

almost made the strécf. . REEERED catapulted from the

crouch into which hefha@ fallen to watch the on-

coming squad. Beh ébt him about the waist. Down

they went, With, Ben rolling sideways.

Ben Was @p in a moment and scurrying bsck into
the cou®t, pulling John Mark along like a sack, .He
flung™him to the others. But they had been seen.

"Ho, there!" one of the policemen'cried.

"Ho, there!" shouted another.

"Ho, there!" whispered Ben.

The clatter of feet on the concourse, approaching
the court. |

"Come out and be identified!"

"Come in and be identified!" whispered Ben.

John Mark could almost see the knocked knees

legs
and bow/under the skirtsof the short tunics,
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elbows back and the short thrusting swords held at
the ready, the skin of their faces taut and shiny
with cruelty. TFor the first time, he was really
scared. He saw the squad enter the court. And he
saw them die.
laughed
He heard the Legions laugh. They/HX oS,
apparltlons,

softly, and, from the ground, 1ikcEESiEiEeEuemEng thcy
worked the blades they had snatched out of their

clothing. They struck upward, from the ground, and

their soft laughter sounded peculiar erneath the
temple pol 5
babbling shriek which eacnmmadg received
A 4
tne blade. The Legions allowe \ o live wnile
tney stood, holding their u% es and shrieking.
Then they finished them o n their knees gave

way and they slid t(ﬁ‘ound John Mark fainted.
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Chapter 14

The pnewymagter took hold of them in a way that
Was Ot They poked it and prodded it and found
it was M fficult but they believed that by a quick,
hard S%®&'sh they could cut through it. James had
alréady reported failure with the Zealots.

"We will get no help from the Zealots," James
told them swiftly. "They are out of o They say
they mounted the wrong horse when they sounded off
for the Nazarene.. They are going back to Barabbas.
So we will have to do it ourselves and I for one

say, glory be to God our guts will be showing soon."

"Amen," his brother, John, said, E iy
mouth shaklng w1th

¥ passion.
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Thomas looked around, his brow creased into

ladders of hilarity. "One fanfare, please, men,

then all say after me: 'Hail to the brothers of

-

the glorious guts!"

Peter saild HEEES "who knows this

Simeon's Tomb well? We need a Jerusalem man."

"I know the routec FEICENESRREE," John said.
"All we need is one quick rush and we can get him
away from them. That's all we need. One quick
rush ---" |

"Intc eternity," Matthew gaifd g q"Unless we
plan well."

John leaped up, his fagefWerking he glared at
Matthew. "Who let him imZ® he cried,pitched thin

and off key. "Who le% W8 turncoat tax collector

to be 2 pox on me?

His brofkeR flung an arm around his shoulder.
Matthew turné@So ~imon Peter.

"SimonWd he said angrily, '"rule against this
fool. R Czgrule for him, but rule."

"Nobody rules for me!" John shouted.

"And who rules here anyway?" Thomas snapped.
"Who says Simon has a right to rule?" '

"Rule, Simon Peter!" Matthew stormed to his
feet. "Rule, or by God --!"

James whipped his Jjaw around in a snarl at
Matthew. "We say there'll be no rule, tax collector!”

Peter slapped his hands to the wall at his

back and heaved to his feet. He was taller than
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average and broad in the chest to suit. He was
ready for viclence. It was written all over him.
The brotliers John and James shouldered together.
They felt that together they could break -him and
they were willing to try. Peter, the powerful

lake fisherman, rough, strong, courageous.

"Thou art FPeter," old Phi{i&p‘said distinctly.
The funny words jumped at them. A peculiar familia-
rity about the wordé worried them.

0ld Phi{?}p, who had sat unmovegs said from
the ground again: "O1it down, Simegf9 dfitthew is

right. Thou art Peter. Does poRo%’ remember?”

Thomas bowed his face #nbo his hands. Phillip
did not look at them. Hé&{lo®ked into the light
from tne lantern an® _Ms Pace was old in-tne light.
His lips moved. ,

"Thou ag\Pete®™, the Rock. And upon this Rock

I will bui@iN\ - " Is it that we can forget so soon?"

He{rose) as he ended, stepped to the entrance of
the C@urtland stood there with his back to them.
Their minds staggered after old Phi{i}p,.up the
road of understanding. Harsh-living men who
Journeyed over degert and sea, greeted with cursges,
sent away with stones, but fed in the wilderness.
Shamefacedly they remembered how they had been fed
in the wilderness, with food and with cburage.

They avoided each other's eyes. -

Thomas took his hands from his face. He look-

ed up at John and his eyes burned painfully in his

head.
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"We could use that 'Amen' now, John,”'he
whispered hoarsely. "8ay it again, Johnny Thunder."

They turned their heads away from each other,
nobecdy sought his neighbour's face.. Then John sat
down and afterwards his brother sat too. Simon
Peter moved away from the wall,.

"Get up, Johnny," he commanded. "You know the

way. You will gulde us to this Simeon's Tomb.

It was a strong walk frgm David Street to
Simeon's Tomb. Much, ofLai®W 13y through streets
bounding the Temple @r®@g&nd they made it longer
by choosing a rod%e which would take them around
the area. TReR_went in single file, keepipg close
to the gideswgf the street, halting at the slightest
sound, Qhe™® heads twitching nervously.

Qoey/ were not afraid. But it was a long walk
and there wis time for thinking; and the matter that
before

Zhad taken so good a hold or them, was not so good

now recalled

1t was S 111 e4ch nead that tnere

was but a single sword among them. As an assault
party ''nomas thougut they weren't worth spit.
wooden
A loose/awning over a sweetmeat stall some-

where up the street flapped loudly and they froze

to the wall. It flapped again and they got it.
let go of

Each g
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his breath very guietly and
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old Pnilip saw_some numour in how“the“ halted» cockatoo

Tt ) pated 1 :
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dp on their toes for a belt, and chudkléd'hﬁ
"Simon," he said, "if your Cox ever saw us

tonignt, we would never live it down."

-

liatthew said: "Ve should keep our eyes open

(D

for the boy. We may reach him before the Temple
does."

"0, plug your whistle!"™ John snapped irrit-
ably. "Hasn't his mother the whole garrison at
Antonia to draw on if she wants té faind him2*

Peter had beesn peering around t%ngle of
the doorway into which they ha& dfor‘ COVET
He drew in his head.

"Dont malign the wom; s @31d . "She did

us 2 goed turn tonight
L 2

"Yes., ohe took WD ave-dwellers into her

fine house and ga 4@ 2 fine room to eat the fine

supper whichWoi Judas had prepared for us," John

Jeered.

gt e scriptures mignht not he fulfilled,”
Thoma 3\ mured. "We ate and were un-merry. Yet,
tomorrow we die."

"Listen to our Jjovial Job," James grunted.

This must be how it is to be young, Phi{i}p
thought. Weep one minute, laugh the next. Block
the channels of memory with anything, no matter
how unseemly. He drew a breath deep and his chest
ached. Ouddenly Phiizgp hnd no pity. These young
men needed to be hit.

"I wonder how our ILord, Jesus, knew she would



161

take us in?" he asked innocently.

"He knows people," Thomas said.

"Aye. He knew us too," Philip said quietly.
"He said we would run away from him if ever the ‘
Temple got him."

They stopped. But old Philip walked slowly
on.

"God strike you," James said softly to his
back.

Come one way or another andgtnis is over, I

will take this old body to thesulphur springs at-

the bitter sea. Wrap my o@d\D®@y in the sulphur

mud and hope for a mira€le.W It is said in our

legends that Sarah, the 98ed wife of the Patriarch,

Abraham,bsthed 1n “ghe] Dead Sea before she conceived

Isaac. A miRacleg ¥s due poor old Philip.

"How far away is the Tomb?" Matthew asked.
Nobody answered and they continued behind old

Philip.
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asleep on his feet. But he knew Maximus

d so he nurried over with a new skinful
when Max hoisted anotnef finger. Guiseppe Zellini
clasped his [ingers over- his belly and ]pchd
pleasedly 2l Lhe new wine. 1t gurgled beautifully
into the goblets. Thne night was good again.

"Your man turned out to be a fool after all,
Stupid," Max said. |

Guiseppe nodded three times, very fast. He
was angious to agree with Max.

Max said: "You know why he is a fool? You
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Guiseppe shook his head, looking at him. "No,
Max, I dont know why."

He thought it was alright to call Max, Max.
Max was drinking with him again because it had

turned out alright.

"Because he wanted to start a revolution on a

0

hoestring. That's why. Nobody likes to start 2ny-

et

hing on a3 shoestring. MHe's cheap."

(01¢]

The wine was good, no taste of lees at all.

Guiseppe thought how, whenever he car@ alone,
ils wine always tasted of lCCb. rood to

come in here with Max. LSPSC]&&&S how Max would

|

be Frist Captain now.

"No swords, no z@no nothing," Max said.
, ¢

a revolution. 'So what

"And yet he wants to\
does he get? HeWut up. Ha, ha --- how do
\.seppe?- He gets put up!"

"He t up high!" Guiseppe trumpeted

you like tha

happily $¥ wax-fruit face. “He's

going t49in the morning --- going out and up!"

"And who will be out there to put him up?"

Max asked jovially. "#ho will be out there nailiﬁ?
him up?" ‘

Guiseppe sat back on the wooden form an%ehggid
up his goblet in 2 mock toast. "The TFirst, ' EXHcEe
"The bloody First Captain.”

Max's eyes blazed out of the wax-fruit face.

"Say, the former First," he whispered venomous-

ly.. "I will be the First. And you, you fat
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ex-crucifier, you will get pushed up a rung.
It made a grand noise in Gulseppe's head.

-

1 will get pushed up a rung.

Guiseppe looked coyly down at his thick fingers,
happiness swelling inside him. It was good, very
good. He dived for tne goblet and drained it at a
quafif. Max Seneca watched him, his lips curled in
EEEXUEUAFRL a sneer.

"You, going up a rung! You fat hog.”

Guiseppe grinned at him. "Howg#did you work
it, Max," he breathed. "How didfyou’™

Max grinned and leaned RQ&cRKN, admiration for
himself running out of himf .
Commander

"Easy. 1 went to,the SEEEEE and pointed out
to him fhat everyone, Xnew that the woman had had
the Nazarene at er ;house last night and that
since the cQo®k was a rich one, it must belong to
somebody WlNer household. But that our danus
could mot™e expected to prosecute the matter too
stoﬁtly, since. And I stopped there. dJust ---
since. BSee? Then I sinrugged and said -Janus is the
governor's nephew and perhaps the wisest course
would be Lo Lell Lhe governor 4o llé could gpeak
with hls erring nephew. 1 hinted that, done that
way, the governor couldn't be mad at anyone in
Fort Antonia for hauling his nephew over the coals.
The poor chief swallowed it, hook, line and sinker.
He didn't know that old Annas is after Janus, nor

that o0ld Pont Pilate will hand him over to save his
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own fat carcass.”

Guiseppe goggled at him. "You had 'em!" he
breathed hoarsely. "You had 'em all!"

Max gave a short, b,rking chuckle. The heavy lids
ascended his eyes and he looked lely at the barman.
The o0ld soldier hurried over with a new skinful, his
broad hips Jjerking and flat feet slapping the floor.

"You need a whipping to put some speed into you,"
Max told him softly.

"And you reckon Janus wont find tne boy, Max?"

Guiseppe asked.

"I think he will not, he's @&l gentleman," Max sceffed.

Pilate sent forWanus Aurelius and awaited him in-
a bare ante-goom. 3énus noted in a3 brief scrutiny
that nowgno ‘toughful of heaping cushions awaited his
comfort,l The room was rinsed clean as a whistle and
it4rossed his mind that the draught of physic his
uncle had spoken of, was about to be handed to him.
He saluted stiffly. Nothing showed on.his face.

But his uncle's fleshy face nardened and his
mouth was arrogant and punishing. The iines of cruelty
extended down and away from his nostrils; made his nOse.'
pinched. The pupils of his eyes were pinpoints directed
at the First Captain. He met Janus standing.

His face was that of a man ready to rave. He

did not rave. His words were round and soft as
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fruit. As poisoned fruit.

, "You poor fool," he said.

Janus had seen legionnaires being whipped;
big, strong fellows throbbing with the lgst bf life
and passion and a certain rough-hewed pride, taking
the lash on their backs witho@t flinching; and dying
only in thelr eyes. He felt now as he supposed they
must have felt.

Pilate's fat and feline body did a strange
movement under his robes.

"Your lusts lead you to this?% stupid

< :
lust for a Jewish woman ha& le nto betraying

your - trugh."

His mind Said, xvqiE& S wait and learn.
Said it sternly to ¢ 1ess rising inside him.

I gave yo the\ ongest hint possible to-
night. Anna tNof you and the Jewess and
that he wag ~&you would do nothing.

your Comm « I doubted them. T laid' i
i f1C thing for you to do. #hen you

told me night that your men were seeking him
not hery but him --- I took it for your soldierly
caution. But, I went further. 1 told &ou, speci-
fically, bto scour the city and spare nobody. Now,
I learn from your commanding officer thdt you have
not arrested her -- even although the High Priest
himsclf showed you her family initials stitched
into the cloak. Do you know what this means?"
Wait, Janus. Quiet down, man. But she
couldn't have been in the Garden? O&She was reck-

less, but not that reckless?
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"It is no use your pleading, now it has been ;

, | Uiscovered that it was her son who wore the cloak

: that o
A you are freed of responsibility. Your duty

L .
/ was to arrest her. . You have not done so. I suppose

you know the penalty."

---=C.
Pilate's tongue crept out and licked furtively
hiding. _
along his lips, a3s if 2 Ay o iy s apeR

"You will be broken," he said softly. "You

will berbroken and sent bick to Rome. Its either

you or me for the Temple, and I will"Pprgtect my-

self. There is Just one chanceq Qfis for you to

find the boy before Annas' pag Wet to him. Its

elther you or me and 1 ha¥e Q9/ intention of letting

those Hebrew swine ecf ti® Yetter of me!®I am genuinely
sorry it had to begyyou, "ut you are to blame. I wash my

hands." He made the motions of a ritual wash, his soft -

palms slithexing.

When you returned to Rome in disgrace, they

took you up the Appian Way. They made you walk 11l

the way from the time you entered the gaxte. No .

horseback for the broken officer. You walked

between double ranks of legionnaires fianking you; :

alon@ except for the stray curs who seemed tO Know

= !

you were now one of them, slipping between the legs .

of the soldiers and yelping at your heels. The

. C ankin
manacles at your wrists rubbed sore witn the %&%ﬁx &




the soldiers gave to them, and the leg irons

dangled on the paving stones. Everybody turned

out to see you march in, for it was an event, for
officers were seldom brought in that way. And it

was such 3n occasion, that even the ladies turned

out on the balconies to see you, 2nd some laughed

every time you stumbled because of the leg irons,

and others were sorry lor you. Which was worse.

For you would bepin to be sorry for yourself and

show it; and the rabble who liked ngghing better
being sorry

than to see you IS¥FEEHNSE® for peursedf, bent

backwards, tneir bellies high SNe# ly and shaking

with laughter. Your irons#MerNy clank clank over

the stones as you draggell yefrself along and mostly

by this time, you wcXg iB tatters, for the rabble

had followed thQir cu®s and had slipped their dirty

talons betweQn theVWranks and were pulling at your

clothes. QWBuSY wRen you got near to the Torum

RominQn , N W° soldiers tightened their ranks again,

16))]

andQou pould hold up your head, if ths gut wa

still in you. Then, if you were lucky, they

executed you.

But somelimes you weren'l luckyand bthey burned

you frec and you had to learn to live with it.

Pilate said softly: "I see you're coming to

your senses. Go, Janus. You haven't much time."
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been heading for when the Temple police.had seen
The ‘ into
them. ﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁ§ﬁﬁ?turned ¥ it. They had him by the

' after
neck again and he was hauled In MEgKdeseR:- iicm |ike

a short length of rope. They halted in the pass-
age and then they sent him up the line, hand to
hand, until Ben Legion's hand closed over him at
the head of the line.

Ben Legion took him and raised his face from

of f the cobbles and shook him into consciousness.
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He came out of it with curiousity for the un-

familiar dark and the pain at his cheek where

the coubles had bruised him. The darkness in his
mind opened slowly until memory came back with a
rush. He cried out and Ben Legion slapped him
gently on his mouth with the back of his hand
until he stopped.

But he still remembered how the men had fall-
en with their hands cupped undersides, Jjust like
children falling into bed. And he_also.remembered
how the Legions had worked when gffe @€n fell and

soft

the ¥EgEes sounds the kniveg hadwmade. He was

sure he would never forgep” BheVXEEX: sounds.

"You shouldn't hive rwf," Ben legion said,
shaking him. "Yo® sWouldn't have run, ‘boy, and
those gentlemeMuould® be alive. You killed them,
boy. You g™n't Mght to kill them. Its Romans
we want ,Q\hel) Hebrews like ourselves. Wny did you
K11l gnemy,y boy?r"

The¢ line nhad drawn up into itself and now
there was a circle about him.

"Why did you kill them, boy?"

"Why did you kill the poor fellows, boy?"
"First, up; then, down -- skeeyah. That's

how the knives went."

It was more than a fellow could stand.
O , T*.prn’rm ‘- W o B e N I S X e e ”LDt 0O E !

Stop it! I killed nobody!"

———

The silence closed in at the end of his

scream ) . Some -
PSSy nd he could hear their breathing. =&

how the breathing mocked him. He sat up
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and was dizzy at first but strength crept up his
legs and into his arms and he shook his head to
clear his brain.

Ben Legion said, "Now you are one. of us for
sure, boy. We can never let you go again. You
have witnessed us in our special sin tonight."

He was not sure what special sin mesnt. But
he was sure Ben meant no good. He knew generally
of sin, from his studies in the. sacred books at
schooi. It was a sin to disobey any of the command-
ments in the Moses Tablets. Thapb was‘clear. But
it was not exactly that. Not enigsthat. It re-

quired more thought.

"In our own busind8s,Wweé are scnolarly as your
Gamaliel, boy. See“howhwe killed the spirit first,
while the polite were, on their feet, then finished
the bodiesg @s they crumpled? That's our special
gift, b@&"

JohnyMark stubbornly kept his mind clean of
Bén. He was thinking that in his experience, you
could behave quite good and yet think wrong things
at the same time. It was a kind of bravery,
though, risking getting your throat cut by an
angry Jehovah. For behaving quite good and yet
thinking wrong things. Lots of times, in the
sacred books, whole nations got their throats
cut by an angry Jehovah, even though fhey were
brave and believed theywere doing right. As could

happen in the morning.
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In the morning, when in the teeth of death he

scrambled to the top of the Joppa Wall, and had all
those faces staring up at him and being fearful for-
him, he would be doing a good thing, a grave thing
for all Israel, yet a wrong thing too. TFor it was
wrong to cause pain to his mother. That was clear.
So it would be a sin. He would be breaking the
Fifth of the Great Mosaic Tablets.

"Up, let us see if your stfength has returned,
boy." |

He scrambled upright at Benflg dommand, stiil
thinking about sin. Other péepls) had spoken about
sin. He had heard Annasg, 'ig the Tempie. At whose
memory he could spit.gmlegspat and Ben Legion
chuckled. The memoRy Wwas not felicitoué. Felici-
tous was a word he n&d got from Ben-Rasha. Every-
thing was fel@¢citous or not felicitous to Ben-Rasha.
Saul was WwWften also not felicitous although he had
momenbls. “Baul was a very good hunter. He enjoyed
havimng 4 Quarry. Saul said his mother was living in
sinjhe knew that was a lie. \When §aul'said it, his
eyeballs rolled wupward until they’hid under his
eyelids and the fellows in the Little éanhedrin
laughed and nodded all around. He was never certain
whether they grinned because of the things Saul
could do with his eyeballs, or whether because of
Saul's story. ©So, afterwards, he asked Judas, when

the band was in Jerusalem for a2 feast-day and they

had gone together coney-hunting. And except for one
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silly remark, Judas had shrugged aside the question,
too busy, he supposed, knocking rocks so as to flush
out the little rabbits for them to sling stones at.
But surely the Nazarene had approved of -his mother?.
Why, otherwise, had the Nazarene chosen the upper
room at his house for the Passover supper? And
had chosen their unbroken colt for his ride into
the city? 1Indeed chosen both Mother and foal, al-
though he rode only the wild-eyed kicker who had
strangely become gentle as 3 ﬁézelle. What had
this to do with Judas' folly abouthiefllaster pre-
ferring® “4he company of sinners$, tofsaints, since
our minds aren't made up?"g dJudas had 3 way of using
phrases which nobody understeod, his eyes gazing
like a man lost.

His mind Jumpeq’to the ccming of Janus. The
coming of Jafus in%¥0 their lives nad been good for
his mothém, \Sh® began laughing more, and was more
oftenginnthe sun, sharing his games, and nicer to
theyAunts when they visited from Capernaum. On the
other hand, h® could spit when he remembered the
stupidity of Saul and Judas.

"Spit on your own foot, half-of-a-=fool,"
growled Ben Legion.

A thought occurred to John Mark. He asked
quickly.

"If Jesus likes the company of sinners, why
are you not of his disciples?"

Everybody stopped chuckling then and he could
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hear the crickets in the wall, such was the silence.
He did not like the silence. A silence among the
Legions was up to no good. His head felt heavy,

and also as 1if a wicked torturer was pressing a

hot iron to the top of his skull. He once had a
loose tooth wired, and Uncle Demmy had to hold

him down on the stool for the doctor to wire it to
the next sound one. Same feeling.

"Heh heh." Finally, from one of the Legions.
"Maybe the Nazarene likes sinners p@%t ﬁot sin.

Dont you know, you whelp of thefweal®¥hy, that each
of us Legions 1s a nasty, créepdng, crawling after- .
dark sin? Ask your kinsmé@ng NMicodemus. He is an
after-dark man like us.\, Go€s calling by night to
ask crazy questiongs W®ecause he is a Pharisee and
believes in theNgral Paw as well as the written law.
Likes to hear it from the mouth. The Sadducee
aristoctats)oppose this of course, but ail this
you %know, s coming as you do from the scholarly
Nigodemus and a pupil of the esteemed Gamaliel.
With your friend, Saul, tough leader of the Little
Sanhedrin, eh?"

John Mark was aghast that they sliould know
all these things. He resolved not to say a word.
Tell a lie to these night ones and they would know
instantly. Safer to be dumb as a sheep.

A grimmer-voiced Legion took up the tale.

"So you must gather, John Mark, that there

are no sinnersin the Sanhedrin. Not among thpe
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dirty in it ,and was therefore sinful. Judas should
have gone back to the Zealots and left the stupid
John Mark might

fisherman to stew. Then he WiNER®-have gone with
him. But he had to hate Judas for ne had brought
the Temple into it. He was sorry fér Judas but he
could not be with him. He was sure tnav when it was
all over, Judas would be back, wanting to be friends
again. He, John Mark, would have to be firm and
say no. He was finished with the.Nazarene's men.
He was finished'with the Zealots t00.smmAdults
needed looking after every turn ofyfheawty. They
screeched too much and flew blimdy MsKe the bats
above his head now, bestinggfhelw wings against the
w3ll. He was too busy abQutWats own business to be
looking after them.® BecaWse of them, he -was here
working for nothéng tpnight and wearing himself
out.

No, We,s8idNearnestly, fanning at 3 flying

bat, IedMgyf@nished with the fisherman.

If Bhe Legions had been less given to crawling

througf*liltiny alleys, he may have given tnem the
he was

benefit of his friendship, but, as it was/apgainst
Lhem Loo. In Iaglb, he wig alones bven allbhouph
he was being dragped along by the XiWK® Crawlers.
In fact, if he really wanted to, he could fox
them right now. He felt very cunning and grinned.in

the dark. MHis bruised

8 Al o s sl . O

A R AR A S0 A B

* face pained.
They could not know that he only went with
them because it suited his purpose until he was

ready for the Wall. The ILegions knew 2ll the
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secret places and he could hide with them until the
time came. Then he would show t@em whether %hey -
could hold ‘him. He was no heavy-footed police.
In the morning, after he was through with the Wall,
he would collect his mother and have Janus give
them safe conduct out of the\cify. He would be
safe from the E;&g&;ﬁ;in daylight. The Temple

had not dared to touch the Nazarene in daylight;

Not even that day when he had %d the city

with 211 the people hailing @o the Mes

t to remember the stupidities of that
he Nazarene had come! O, to flop along
as a turtle, as he was doing now. To
in tne dark. To burrow forever in this
stinking spy's cloak and not even to.raise your
head for food.
Whal a-run he had made Lhat morning! Swallow
on your shame and Jjust remember what A run you
had mide the morning you woke and learnt from your

mother that the Nazarene had returned to Jerusa-

lem. Was waiting juct outside the city while he
ass and foal.

sent to borrow their splendid HEiEe
times, the Nagzarene had come in afcot. Why wasn't

he coming in afoot now?
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Because Judas had been right, you said. And
you were out of bed 3and out of the house and
flashing your heels like a racing goat across the-
Kedron and up to Olivet. 7

A thousand years from now, when he was re-
covered from his shame, he would tell it all to
his mother. Even if he only looked at her, she W@
would understand. She was like that. But he
would tell it all to ner until he was .empty and
could come dat of the dark.

Then, if the Nazarene Hg @Wlill at Jerusalem
(they could be living at — .t Capernaum, perhaps,
by that time, out of @hé frd@ch of the Temple), I
will quit school €gT%I™® day and go out to the
cave near the BetRan¥ road where they.always stayed
when thcygwere.at$3erusalem. That is the place to
which I BpoRyCousin Demmy that night when I thought
he would W@ve made a3 good officer for the army
whicl Judas and 1 thought the Nazarene would soon
bAGW{®Tming. The place where the fishermen named
me Coxswain,and made me sit with them while the
Nazarene talked. And/?gnn my nostril will be

what . _
free of the smel]l of ¥XXX¥rhas happened in Jerusalem.

eople
The Nazarene had talxked of tne gnggm!&_ne

would gather for his army and the kingdom he

would form. And I believednim. All of us believed
him. JWe believed him and the fishermen shouted
that they would die for him and I shouted too.

But sometimes the things he said about his
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kingdom were not very plain and then Judas would

sit silent and unmoving while the others talked
among themselves and quarrelled about what he meant.
And I would sit and think how Saul would turn green
with envy when he saw me marching in with the Naza-
rene's army; and wait until afterwards when Judas
would tell me what the Nazarene me%nt; It was the
tim~ the NGZQfene and his followers had departed on
the long jburngy and did not retﬁrn to Jerusalem
until long afterwards.

"Ye will come back with # b@my, Coxswain," .
Judas said to him on the last }when they went to

small rabbits. ’
nunt RERENEEE Judas coli§ ‘'ood for tune band and

he only bought when | 1d not hunt. He was a
* coney *
great hunter and he QoY Knock a XSS from under

»

a rock better ev n Cousin Demmy.

er the morning they came back, Mother?

She would remember and perhaps he Qoulj not
have to tell her.
But, he would remember for a tnou53ﬁd years
how he had raced through the city and out of the
gate and down the road then up and across the viaduct,

running out tnere on the stony track with wonder wide

in his head st the multitude of people running along
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with him. Ile h3d becn a litlle frightened at the

of
maltitude ¥ people, all taller than he, and he
ranning close to the ground with the mountainous
bodies heaving and swaying aroand himy elbows bruis-
ing his ribs and his chest, tne ends of robes whipp-
ing across his face.

The run slowed to a walk when tney reached the

steep of the hill. They slowed at the whisper of
song . A whisper which strenp!l!the.ned
BEXE . Teas : e

‘- ‘.-Jo..k-u-' \Nw”v"

storm. They had sung the great nati@e&l) songs of
king David from the Book of Is¥lmS¢ épd he had look- |
ed up into the faces around him, the bearded ones
and the smooth ones all bgd%@n‘up in passion. And
ne had walked with hasgfec8®y turned up, looking into
the faces, 4nd stumbMNedN#tc a bearded Zealot. He
recognized the maly ﬁékuk, a friend of Judas. And
Hakuk bellowed & laugh as he straightened the boy
and pasgefla BYanch of olive into his hand and
shoutedQubOWwe tne din:

.“”1@~ lad! Or burst your tnroat with howling
if like me you have no voice!"

He remembered how he had gaped foolishly at
Hakuk and had thought it M that he hxi never
noticed before that one of Hakuk's eyes was brown
and the other blue and Hakuk had slapped‘him on the
back and muttered soberly:

"Aye, come along lad. He said that his new
kingdom will be of such children as you. No doubt

he meant it will take time to kill all the Romans,
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and the old ones like me may not be here to see
the finish. You will be grown up by then, citizens
of the new kingdom." |

The crowd came between them 3t the moment.
And he had gone on, waving the brinch rith the rest
of them and singing as loudly as he could, bobbing
about like 2 small boat on the waves, roughed by a
tho@ghtless shoulder then saved from falling undér-
foot by a hélping hand, moving up . he hill in the
wilaunuess and quite losing himsegd in the wide-
spread noise until, near the gTréstw®f tne hill,
the din and movement was aprapt™y stilled. He
found himself rememberiffZhhow 1n tne kitchen the
cooks used to clamp fhe Wid ovér a bubbling pot.
Such was tne sudden sgillness.

He did “mot Qalt. He used his small bedy to
advantagéy worming through to the head of the

multi®udes, ™nd then he had seen the Nazarene.

This time of the year, the yellow buttercups.
came up at the sides of the road and the shoots
of new grass were tender and very green. There

was no wind, and the leaves on the trees were
remember
i AN,

steady as houses. He could too that the

old hay in tne depleted stacks, no longer fresh

w2
mown, \l"\yellow and sweetly mouldy and after you
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hid rolled in it, it clung to your clothes and your
hair and the girls stood still while you picked the
hay out of their hair and from down the backs of
their lrocxgs and &oa feit how warm they were; and
thelr eyes when they looked at you were very dry
and tnelr faces serious and you yourself hot, then
cold, then hot and cold agiin and you left there
quickly. &And Saul would look at you leaving there
guickly and would say something to one of the bigger
cirls and back her haed would @ntil you saw IR
all of her throat and oyy aughter woﬁld q§me

to flush hotly through ﬁNnd make your knees

stumble with anger.

He remember %e right sunlight and the
and thp’
cJT‘]S','. WP

grass 38 f“AJqu\h of the sun in old cut hay and.
he felt ¢ lviginside at Ben Legion and the others

g\‘if on the slimy stones like lizards at the
But

fa well and took him 3long with them.

who

back nis anger and went stubbornly along

h them, thinking with satisfaction that he could
leave tuem anytime he wanted. ZAnytime at all. He
nad it all worked out now and they couldn't catch
nim as before. He would bound up:and be away .
before that crawly hand on tne back of his neck-
knew what it was about. Meanwhile, it wasn't bad
to be a Quarry. Later, when he went to the Wall,
he would even be a bigger Quarry. He wondered

how Judas was feeling, now that he was a Quarry

H0Q .



Judas.

He had not seen Judas at first, that morning. of
the yellow buttercups.

He had 'stood there at the head of the multitude when

they halted t near the crest of the hill.

Had stood there bursting with pride 3t the way the

band had worked it. He could have t%ﬁhe gaping

faces around him that Simon Peter
*
the familiar gesture, closing 4 @lve around the

Nazarene to keep the press ¢ crowd from him.
It was tharough such a ciggl e had slipped the day

wiaen <eimon Peter h:«gi@
quiet voice had OUJEQQ the rough fisherman.
»
3
But thiqumornWE there was nothing but pride

]
Ximon made the gesture and the band

ound the Nazarene. But the Nazarene

have made

him on the head and the

higher ground than they and he was plainly

of the crowd. #&nd he had heard the whispers

around him: Its him --- the one with the uncut beard.
And from the doubtful ones: lle"s boo young Lo be A

Messiah: And from some women of Capernaum who giggled
and spoke louder so that the Jerusaitem women would

know tney knew the family welil: He's the best look-

ing of Mary's son. #nd another smoothed her gown and

said, "And the brightest too. He was reading and

arguing before BEENIRERRERERCE his Bar-mitzvah.B They
couldnt keep him a carpenter."
But not even they could be as prou? as he, for



1f he was boastful, he could have turned to them

all and say Look, he wears the blue cloak my

2y
mother sent him -- the blue linen that is,brother

to thef) one I wear.

The Nazarene had not looked at them. His éyes
were roaming about over their heads. There was no-
thing there to see but the towers and the domes of
Jerusdalem and he had been a little peeved that the
Nazarene would not look at them so that he couli
wave 3t him and show all these around that he knew
him best of all. But since the M@wgagefie would not
look at him so that he could %SO him, he had
commenced searching the baf@ inxipasly with his eye,
noping that one of themgwoldd notice him so he could
wave at him. ‘

His nand #gs heXdd hallway up, ready to wave the
instant he, @aughtN#gn eye, but he had caught no eye
and aftemg, aWhile his hand commenced making tiny
littdeNgestures as if he was lying among the butter-
clps aththe side of the road, hunting butterflies;
and st111, awfully, none looked his way and then
like an earthquake he discovered 'what his hand was
doing; and shame [lushed him to the roobts of his
hair and crawled about his scalp as he drew back
the hand and hid it away inside his cloak. e
looked 2way, swallowing his bitter hurt; and then
he hnd seen Judas. |

Judas was not in the circle about the Naza~

rete. He had drawn aside and his eyes were fixed
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on the Nazarene's face. John Mark forgot his shame.
Excitement flared up inside him. He knew now why
the Nazarene was looking at the city. He was look-
ing for the softest spots where he could throw his
army. Judas had said it. ©No doubt there was an
army at his back, over the brow of the hill. He
looked quickly back at Judas and saw that the Zealot,
Hakuk, who had given him the branch to wave had gone
over to Judas' side. Owiftly, John Mark broke from
the crowd and darted to the pair.

He was tnere in time to heap™Haguk say: "Well
---7" the question is his voile.%w”Will he ---2"

and Judas shrugged ands3®d nothing but stared
at the Nazarene's face. |

Hakuk asked aga¥n, Wmpatiently this time: ”Wiil

he?™"

&
e

Still Agthin®yfrom Judas. And didn't he see
who sbtoog By hiNs side?

OORLY mUst tug a2t his elbow and say angrily:
"Has t Ishcariot lost his tongue?”

¥d Hakuk whirled at the sound of his voice
and drew back an arm as if to cuff him but Judas
halted him wibn a sharp word. : .

Then, "lello, Cox," he sald in tne voice
which always seemed to hold a note in it, brittle
as a pliece of slate. #nd he had known times when
the slate cracked and he wanted to go Quickly as
when he was introduced to a stranger. But now

there was no crack. "Hello, Cox, see we're back
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as I told you."

Eagerly he had begun with the questions.

"Where did you go? Where did you travel?
Through all of Galilee, I'1l1l bet!f -

The smile of Judas with many teeth to it, the
quick look at the Zealot standing grim and silent.

"Galilee, boy?" and 3 hand roughing his hair.
"Galilee? That's a Oabbath Day's Journey! What

would you say if I told you we-went clear to the

borders of Tyre and Sidon!"
' Your mouth agape like a whg %augnt in a

*
net, while all tne names yo \ ard in school

rose in your head and sh% mselves free of
dust and still yod couty dly reckon the cities

and the towns théy assed through ‘for a hundred

and more mile%y,\tween Jerusalem and the bgrder
country. ﬁ‘\;ze ime you had wakened your mind to

u could see that he had gone away

speak
b g gain although he stood beside you.
r his eyes had returned to the Nazarene

whose hands were now upheld.






184

$\\/

hn Mark knew they were near thq Temple wnen
they halted. Forrhe could hear the tiny gongs,
which marked the hours, going aff ka. a shidle wran
alovy Lbe dron prid ol a window wnich Luey somebimes
whenever ,
used Lo do al Ben-Rasha's housc % Saul suld Leb's
disturb Ben-Rasha who must be wmingling with uais
Pnoenicians. He never knew what Saul -;ueant, al-
though the older boys laughed. But it was fun to

see old Ben-Rasha's head in the red skull cap pop
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fromAtho window and issue curses 3t them. 1And Saul
could curse him back. OSaul d4id it with many Greek
words which 1ifted and struck like things alive and-
they made o0ld4 Ben-Rasha pop back quickl&. Saul was
a champion. A big chqmpion.' But he would beat him
in tne morning. He telt i& struggle and stand up

in nis belly: He would beat him in tne morning.

Ihey were near the Teuple for he could smell it.
There was a smell for tune Templé and a smell for
school and a smell for his house. %hlm 1nto
any of these blindfolded and fg @j know where he _'
was. Now he was near the Teﬁ‘i‘ He d4id not 1like
to be near the Temple. ® crawlers hxd crawled
their way thr OU&J1£3 s and the filthy passages
and their crazy mi\ d brought them right back

to the Temple. Y 5 ught to be off his elbows and

knees and irl back the way they had come.
knee in the small or nis back, Deuas
Lé io }en's voice sa3id calmiy. lne youug lora
mined to be roasted on a Roman spit."

I'ney nad him. ‘fhey had nim fixed like tne
sliabs ot tish-meat skewered to the boards in Johnny

in Capernaum.

Boaneryes's atuer's lish-shop / Tne bony knee of
Demas Legion held him firmly to the ground. He
turned his face sidewnys so his nose would not rub
on the stones and spat. He told tuem some of the
words he had got off Gaul.

Ben Legion chuckled. "You never learnt those

from old Gamaliel, young lord. I was schooled by
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old Gamaliel."

Cne of his men matched his chuckle. "You
never went to school in your life, Ben Legion.
You were scnooled under a bridge." 2

"Put it up, Abram Legion," Ben grumbled.
"You were forsaken at birth."

"Put it'up all of you," Demas Legion said.
"My knee is.out to forsake me because of this
wicked boy under it. He will not be still."

Ben legion bent nearer the bg "Be still,
young lord, or I will tie yo u \@%7
ever been tied with ropes?" \

"I was tied with r @ ce, by the Temple
police," Denas Legiomich led again. '"Nearly

oqved~xx in two.4

Se. YOu

3’

"The Ron sometimes -~ saw you 1in

two with r@Qp-es. Lathor ropes. oaw it done once

2t Phi¢y ey put the dry 1leather around you,
it almost cuts into the flesh. Then
>t it, and wet it. The man cried something
a8 the rope shrank and went in and what was
in came out."

They couldn'b muke him vowit. lke nada't
vomitted back there in the alley when they did
what they did to the Temple police.

"You will make the lad sick, Joshua lLegion,"

Ben Legion said gruffly. "Put it up. What's

et
kegplngAillthy Legion?"

"Perhaps he cant find Peter in Annas's house,"
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Abram Legion said. "Or perhaps Peter will not come
for his little friend.®

has
"Perhaps he XXX forsook uim," Deuwas said

above him. -
"Yes, they forsook even their son of god,"
Abram Legion said.
"No, their son of god forsook'thém," Demas
Legion demurred. "He went with the Romans. He wants

to wear the purple with the Romans. This son of god

wants to go up higher."

Abram Legion chuckled. "&19@630 up high' 211"
right." | K\

"How high ap do they % Joshua Legion asked.
"Anybody ever measured &

"I unuever Q but 1 hear tue law is ten

feet up," Abra

"To ti \-o"h ece? Or to the top?"
s uey put yuur na.eplate, you dunce.

v

At th where tuey nall your lamented name and the
amownt money you stole."
"If its sedition, they put the things you said."
"It must be fun to bve crucified," Joshua Legion
whisperoecd dreamily. )
"Better fun to watech it," Abram Legion said
happily.
"Rut think what you could do to your crucifier's

head when he bends to se~ that the foot roprs are

holding taut," Joshua Legilon pointed out.

Ben Tegion slapped his palm hard to the stonnrs.
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"Fut- it up, all of you!" he roared suddenly.

He éould put them 211 out of his mind. He felt
ﬁne sickness«in nis belly again and he locked his
lips to;ether. He could put them a3ll out of nis
mind by remembering otner things.

v He could remember as yeste % Nazarene
standing on the hill and his pllfted over

thhem. As Judas, he had hlS head and watched

the Nazarene. K
The hum of t‘@t down so you could hear the

whirr of 311X wings dipping into the valley.'

e\‘-h ounding of his own heart. And
: e creak 'of leather, loud as anything,

he /W h1s head and saw 1t was the leather band

<

He could

wnen he

kuk wore to support his water bottle creaking
evnrv"ime the fat 7%ealot breithed. He could smell
the leather and he felt sharply the though@é%ﬁkuk's
leabher bell descending on his shoulder. Then he
slbopped Lhat thiuking wilbh a1 digcomlibled grin ag he
remempbered ue was uobt Hasxuk's son and turned back té
watch tue Nazarene. He was sure now the Nazareue
would speax. The boy leaned forward f?om his hips,
his eyes shining and something ready to open in him.

"Jerusalemy" Che Nazarene had said. 4nd John
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Mark almost cried aloud. For he had never heard
Suddenly it seemed that

the name of his city so purely before, /the gutters
ran with clean spring water, the houses were scrubbed
till they shone, and all the priests were gentle.

"Jerusalem," the Nazarene said again, "I have
bared my boson for you, so often."

O, the aching glory of it. O, the bugles to it.
Such a tongue as not even Cousin Demmy possessed.

Such a tongue as nobody possessed. Not stale old

words as My friends or My people --—omor the ugly,

Fellow citizens, which the Zealo{s™aludys used.

None of the rusty old words whieh “s#e bazaar talkers
used at their rusty old megtin3s.

Saul was very good witheswords. It was said that
someday he would be 3 scpibe. Maybe after he had
beaten Saul at ghe Yall tomorrfwo), he would try to
beat him as @ scri®€. His face seriously set, John

Mark nodded ‘emphatically.

Ben Legion's rough demand for silence quieted
his companions. John Mark turned his Hcad and
rubbed his mouth hard on the sleeve of the cloak.
Demas Legion's knee squeczed a little wﬂrning for
him to be still. He wondered why they waited so
long. He thought about too many things when he

was forced to be still. He had found out that the
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best way to avold thinking was to run very fast.

Like tnat morning outside the city.

'Even before he heard the grunt from Hakuk and
had seen the man stalk away from Judas' side, he had

sensed something was wrong. In the crowd, John Mark

had found several boys he knew, and S 1eqding them -
§'a

in shouting the popular Nationali an: "Hail
*

to the son of David!" The slog@Qn though tradi-

wilted the coming

tional to Hebrew history whd
of the Messiah, also heh‘;; ndersong for the
7

grand movement whig /®alots, the political
hN ®ined, were organising.
L.
f it from Judas. Judas, with

Jonn Msrk hagd hear
8 chieert uMNgle, pointed out to John Mark that

re®e was accepted as the son of David,

party which Judgs

chip of tne old block, he would not only
alfter God's own heart, as was read from
the scrolls in the synagogues, but would combine
Lhe qualilies ol mighty wirrior and great king and
be "twice the size of the colossus al Rhodes."

“uch a man would have all Israel following him in
the Zealots' revolt against Rome. A multitude of
ideas had be~n crowding into his mind that morning
so he had hardly heard the words of the Nazarene,

He nad been thinking that when the Nazarene gave



the word and the army commenced tue move on dJeru-

»
salem, he would ask Judas to remind the Nazarene
that once he had said that of such as John Mark,

the youthful, would be the new kingdom.

Then he will beckon me forward and T .will march

at the head.of Nimrod, our own unbroken colt from

our stable, s0 wild that even I was not yet allowed

to rid=e him. Rubt the Nazarene mounted him and he

was gentle 2as 3 dove, ears unpointed, flanks guiet,

5

face gatisfind a5 if he had Just finighgg eating

from 3 mound of hay taller thanghfl Hgra Gate.

And thds reminds me that T willdfs™§ To the Naza-

rene that thne Joppa Gate 1s By to breach because»uip
Ll

centurion who guards 1t 4sQglwiys in wine and so

it is solter Lo breaCg.Q#d although this will not be

yet Nuusg¥nave hiwm to pass turough the

Joppa Gate, RONthat way he must pass the schcolsy so

I will see\WgN\ereen in Saul's face when 1 ma

H

ch by

with thQNMgQrene army.

®ut @with the truly amazing and wonderful idea
rioting in his mind, he had turned to Judas and
Hakuk to inform them of his plan. And then as he
saw what pageed belbwepn bheir eoyaes, Ghe éinwppoinh—
ment, and ange~, he had know for sure. The Naza-
r~ne would not fight. We h3d missed the words but
it was plain in the eyes of IJudas and Hakuk, There
was no army hilden bevond the brow of the hill.

A little sob had broken from him before he

E C old it bael 1 , A e
could hold it back. He bLurned tway from thnere
el
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walking stiff-legged until he was clear of the crowd,

then broke into a wild run and disappeared into the

yellow sunlight.

A darker shadow wis the Iegion returning into

the passage. Unerringly, he brashed past the others

and flogped d5wn beside Ben Legion, was breath-

less. But he mumbled it ;N]Q&l

"They are removing tue & ie to Caiaphas’
» palace. They ligure tne Wag e's men will try
to rescue nim on the wa&an

*

them out."
”Wncve is 10’?‘2 fisherman, Simon?" - Ben

Legion asxk

tien tney will wipe.

S heaf they tried to get the
help the#rescue the Nazarene, b@t the
will have nothing to do with it. So they
will try it by themselves."

There were moments of silence. Then Ben
Legion lauged softly in thedarkness.

"Brothers," has gaid, "tonight, I promise you,
you shall whet your blades as never you have whet-
ted them before. Listen."”

John Mark heard too. He heard it with his

boy's mind trying to run away from the impending

“horror. He remembered the work thoge same blades
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_h3d done in the alley.

"And what of the young lord to whom I kneel
although he is beneath me?" Demas Legion asked
dryly. | J

"Why, Demas Legion, bring him along," Ben
salid. "Tnere 1s too much preomise in the lad not

to teach nim all we can.™

Demas leered broxen-toothed at him. "Ve are

all you have,
little lord," he said. "Herod behéaded the cousin,
the Baptist, in Fortress Machaerdsd @cross Yam |
Hamelach, the Sea of Salt, near where the Baptist
baptized the Nazarene. The /Mead Sea, appropriate,
is it not, young magtes? WAnd ncw Annas has the
Nazarene like a fly&inyointment. Goodnéss is gone,
young master. Fled ., Tonight belongs to Sin. We

are all yod\hawe.”

R S
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ts of palms 2ll through the house like

sentinels. Janus Aurelius, striding the corridor.,
could not hear the sound of his own footfall and,
being angry straight through, he winted to hear his
foot hit the tiles and feerl the Jarrings right up
ingide his hend. And bhe potled pulmuloffended

him with their sheen of domesticity, put there no
doubt by an end of cloth dipped in oil and rubbed

on the leaves. <Yhere was 3 line of light at the

bottom of 21 closed door at the end of the corridor
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and he strode on towards ity his faece cold and sets

He pushed thréugh the heavy door as i1 it was
not there and sne did not know now ne had 1round ner,
LUT Ssne seewed glad wu see him. ‘ -

"Janus -- Janus, Q Janus, you have come to help
me!" sne cried, running towirds him.

Nicodemus had not returned and she was 3lone in
the house and had begun to fear for hasr sanity. For
pictures had begun to come alive in her mind. ohe

had begun to see in her mind the brgéen body of her

son. ~ne knew tne brutality of ple guards.
She had seen it at work in thgQg of the Gentiles,
where their rule was abso N But now Janus had

come and he was a mignty His helmet off,his

hair was rumpled, an ¢#ad Nlike John's. She
Coi ot i G Vii’ AR R wa s
was glad to see hi

"Janus -- 0 J3a = T .= e

ed her rush. :She had been running

scared as a fawn at the ugly plctures

body and have his arms firmly around her.
But eyes regarding her from underneath the peak

of the metal cap were the cyes of 2 stranger.

"Mho - whalt ig Lhe matber with you,: Janus?  You -
- lock so sbrange - your eycg —-==!"
"Shere ig he?" the stranger bariked.

"Nicodemus? He - he is out with his men --!"
ourprise and questions were in her eyes.
"I mean the boy! Where is he?"

The man was bellowinyg as if he was on the parade
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ground. Ue had never treated her like this before.
I'he eyes were blazing out of a face like stone.

! i ' red-haired '
Jas tnis tne WESHSMMEMEE (cmper she Lad heard of?

Among the Romans? . : ) _
W luen it was time it met with the

anger
lack-haired ¥ of tune Jews. IHe was daring to

use a whip on her. Her palms Lingled to slap his
face.
"Are you drunk?" she dsked in quick hope.
She had never seen him drunk. But she had
seen Roman soldiers drunk during t®ir heathen

festivals and they werc wors than Janus

overturned ) i
was now. They iEEGEEIDERER @ s d broke windows

and howled sid songs in snors. And then they

wept. Then they were £ir cups they wept, for
they remembered ﬁﬁgs‘ how Rome had forgotten

them. TPushesd t into the provinces which

the gods e nd forgotten them. But she
could L2 C®he was not drunk. .
are like all your race," ne said
his teeth. "Very clever."

ler eyes opened wide until he couald see the
whites and then she slapped nhis face.

somchow, 5o swillly she hardly saw him move,
he had imprisoned her wrists.

"That was clever too," he said bleakly,
‘"your pretence."

struggle
He would expect her to Wor to plead

now that he hurtgﬂlwn'wrists. But she would not

ST

ettt
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wive nim that satisfaction. w~he would stand there

in that awkward position until he saw how ridiculous

he looked holding her wrists, and then release her,,
he would, blushing like a fool. C, she would
humble him at every move.

"You would use anyone for your own ends,
wouldn't you —---Jowess?" .

You fool. You will come back, humbler.

A dislike for his arrogance had dragged itself

up, reluctantiy, from a corner of @ind. The
same corner of her mind wher%'l A he awareness

of the differences between tﬁ%

glous. nome ruled tne Jefis Jerusalem, even

acial and reli-

thougnh the priests in t& mple were allowed to

keep the religion’\ s traditions. Now and

again, wome fow
that it »

seful to remind the Jews

at his white face, stone.set.
The tort was on her lips. But, no, she said.
I nn afford a contest. I want John. I want
my son. The rest can wait. Jewess? -that was
childish. TFor he loves the Jewess, this pagan

worshipper of numerous ridiculous gods. Janus,

please help me! There must be a reason for your

strange behaviour.

Something masked his face. His grip opened.
"You knew a3ll along what the priests were
after, but you would not warn me, Aould you? How

do you know? FPerhaps I could have found a way out

B . L i
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for all of us. I have some influence. But you
preferred. to have me kicked to Rome, stripped,
beheaded, anything, so long as your son was safe."

She was coming apart. She felt all of her
falling apart. ©She had to hold on.

"But it will not be so, Stop shakiag your head
and near me. I shall find him. Then you and your
tribe can sing psalms for nim, if I know old Annas."

She was dead. Yet he kept-on killing her.

Couldn't he see she was dead? 6
Her head moved weakly. ;Ja®,' she said’
wearily, "I never know untix\

His thin lips twitch@@ contempt. "Save
your case for the Sanhea(if. Your cousin, Nico-
demus will argue i%\ ou. I suppose he is hid-

he can get him out of the

ing the boy tow

city tomor 3\\~§Te him its hopeless. There are
a¥ the gates looking out tor him,

e him before morning."

put her hiands up and touched her face

like 3 child; tcok them down 3gain and .stared at

her fingrrs. ©Ohe looked up 2t him. This was a

stranger.  l'ne mouth was too Lhin and the nostrils

Tlared and t..c eyes were kKnives. w~one stared and

shook her head, ner lips working. The lLears were

welling up now and they blurred her sight.

"Janus --- 0 Janus -- dont you see -- 1 - 1

She couldn't stop them from filling up and

AR
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overpouring down her cheeks.

Te laughed without mirth, his lips away from
his teeth.

"Your history books recall anotner -Jewess. .
Delilah. Reuwember her? Except, my dear, that you
wont take me to tie shearers. I will find your
ldst lamb and nand him over to ohcpherd Annas.™

olhie waited for him to gos. A cold wind blew

through the ashes inside of her.-

‘Q(Z}
N
O

™
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Chapter 1

HeQacs®quite lost. Thney had pone around corners
and y siu passages and ap and down stairs, heedless
of caution, in a manner tuey had never aisplayed
before. Therc was no talking among them now.  Ben
Legion, roving ahead like a driving wlnd; hurried
them on with clucks of his tongue. Demngs Legion

had lef go of the boy's neck but kept firm hold of
his hand. John Mark was glad they were walking
upright now.

Me knew why they had come upright; Ben Legion

had s21d that by now the priests would have callag
g2 a9 L5

R e
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ofl" tne searcn for nim wnile they disposed of
the other matter. John Mark knew what the other
matter was. It was what Ben Legion had laughed
about back there. But he would be stone dead
before he would make them know he was sick.

He .was bruised dnd beginning to be weary;
but he would be stone dead before he would make
Demas Legion .know he was tired. He would be
stone dead but he would show them. H@‘pumped

2long in a laboured trot that kep@ close to
NDem1s Tegion's long lore. '

\ 2

He knew Simeon's Pomb.\\ 2s an old brick

tomb in 1 narrow street #1 rounded top and
two gnarled old ;tlmon&/ ch almost met over
the roof. He Wd&i\s} up in the almonds lying

out on a oran (i®l Ben Legion's men would be

up tuaere ng tue branches. pen Legion

said t© ou?d pe up tuere untii tne Témple
poilQce d Iinisnea oIl uLde hagzal'due's men.
' n ley would drop down among tne Temple
poilce. Finisn them off.

I'nere was an empty place 1n his head and
a small paln somewhere in his bowels ‘that made
hig kno&slwobblo as he pushed‘on behind Demas.
He stumbled and Demas kept him upright. He
kept his lips stubbornly shut. He would be

stone dead before he madie them know he was dog-

tired,

He squeezed his eyes shut for an instant
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and shook his head to free it of such matters.
'We should not be thinking about stone dead. He
remembered when his uncle, his father's brother,
died in Capernaum and he had gone down there wit
his mother for the funeral. He had wandered into
the room where the spicers were working on his
ancle simply beckﬁ%e he was ilorbidden -to go in

there. He had pgone in silently, Eagigz‘like a

cat, and he had been there for several minutes in

a corner near the foot of tne biler e one of
the spicers saw him -- a man wgt Jaws so
sunken he had been thinking h nderful it would

be to have jaws like thoseft@R1l1l with air and
made
than to slap them sudd sO it WIS like a ram's

: ® . g
horn which the shepl\ sed over on Olivet 1in

the evenings.

But mifuWes before they discovered him and

am the room, he hid seen them turn-
9

shoo~d hj
over on tha slab, the stone thing
een his uncle. Poking it, and knead-
ing it, arnd singing hymns to it, the room full

of pungency from the herbs crushed in their fists
aund shireds ol Loe herbs clinging to the-hairs atb
their wrists and all the way up tneir foé?rms to
the elbows under tuelir rolled sleeves; and ne had
thougpht wnat a stupid thing it was to pour oils

on a stone person such as his uncle had become,

and to sing to it. 4and ever afterwards, stone

was to him, a symbol of death.

i
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Tisten 3gain. = had seen crosses too. He
w2s not supposed to see crosses, for his . mother
had warned him never,never to use the Ganesh
Gate. Bub because she had warned him] he had
gone one day with Gaul and the boys from the
scnool because a great thief was to be put up
outside the gate on the hillock ¢alled Golgotha.
And moreover Saul had challenged him he couldn't

go and watch it without being sick.

He had been sick. He had ru%um there
sick all through. He had ran s stomach
heaving all the way to Davig@ SQgreet. and had

tumbled into her arms wi sickness making

him a nasty little niey. And she had

tightened her mdﬁ le she cleansoé him and

e}

wver to go again.
hid Ceen guite young then. He

b& sick at it again. EZven 1f he

wouldn't go all the same.

No, he whispered, I wouldn't go all tne

STAINE -

"I am an urbane man," Thomas said calmly,

Sl

w

S S—
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responding to John Boanerges' bitter imprecation.
”& must talk. I say the matter cannot succeed.”

Another false alarm had halted them. Nobody
fought to move on again. Johnny Thunder hunched
his bgck into the angle of the wall and shook his
head like an animal in pain. His brother, James,
shifted his position so he was closer to him.
Philip wheezed anxiously. He could not see
Matthew's face in the dark, and feeling alone, he
felt useless. He would be of no use Were. His
chest ached and the phlegm plugged fhis,Throat. He
would be useless when the time game,.

"Simon," Philip said dgsperately, "Simon,
let us go over it again."

Simon Peter turnedWhis shaggy head. ‘His
heel and the backWef his” head were close against
the wall, somt %ef fixed there. As if he needed to
have his back, ,&lose to a wéll. He spoke carefully,
his voiee Mew. Old Philip wondered if the strong
timbe® had turned to sawdust. Was Peter, the rock,
crumbling?

"we wait by the Tomb where they must thin out
to pass. When they thin out, we rush 'eﬁ. Jimmy
Thunder and me, we grab the Master and make a run
for it." He stopped, a part of the ey wall
again. .

"Then -- what?" Thomas asked, an odd triumph
in his voice.

"Then we keep them engaged as long as we
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can," Mabtthew said.

"Right!" Thom2s exclaimed. "Three of us
agaist that mob -- Phil is out. My God, three
of us can keep them off your heels_only”as long
as it takes them to c¢limb over us!™"

"Two of us," John said, "the revende man and
me. Nobody climbs over = louse. They squelch
you." |

"Why cant you keep them off long enough?"
James demanded. |

ip thought.

O
N Io pulled his

It was dark znd the

Thomas 1s talking sense,

Doubtful Thomas is talking

cloak closer about him.

the narrow street, was

only sounds were the ic~g and the hard scurry
of dried 2lmon 93335 in the gutter. ‘lhomas was
talking se min could talk sense and yet
not ve ne l'emple Luards would gQ LuUTOUR L
‘eapers through a wheat lieid. Up to
ta po 1L,»Tnomas w3as rignt.

sdl atter that, ne is wrong. 1 am older
than any of them. My bones tell me I wont be
louy wilh them now. On the heipghts, and in chill
weatner, my bones tell me with tongues as hot

R

knives. But yet, this is how old Philflip thinks:
Nt

-—— that even the brave and vouns bull.,

Simon Peter, who like me and his brother,

Andrew,are from Bethsaida...
-

- even this Jimmy Thunder, 4911 leather

e e — e

ST —
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’

wnd with the endurance of a building; :
--- 3ve, and higs brother, the passionate John,

with a scope for love tco big for his frame; )
——~ or my Matthew, with the cunning “of a fox

and entitled to every right £o life for the

attention he pays to it;
——— or poor Thomis himself., concesnliny the

pain behind hig buffoonerv:
-—= and thosge others, sgcattered on thisg Night

of Seattering, my friend RartholomgfMS _the other

James and Thaddeus and the othegpnef. and '

Andrew, Simon's brother....
T r 3 ~1+ =3 m o T b’ , L3 gl i
——= I would prut them 3 TRQIN we 3 without

pity, if it would saveQth®™¥ Cne in Annas' hands.

I would wnip tiuenm®yNgn Words .and anoint them with

—a

wordz and slipQthem Worward until they lay on the

altarstong,Qf th¥ could be taken instead.

vy

icQagoR h¥®s hands from the wall and pushed ,
themQi™ajQe the cloak for warmth.

B it will not be so. In my bones, T : 5

1t will not be so. Yet, lThomas is right,

~
"
O
b

and Lhen wrong. We must keep on trying., 1 dont NOwW

"It is the best plan we c¢an find and it
e
might succeed,” 'thlgﬂp said qui@tly.' He-~ ;

£, 3
‘\n?, dear Matthew, J'll be there

SPL—

with this old hulk which I carry around, help-
2

ing to turn the point of a3 spear.

Simon Feter stepped out of the recess/and
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down into the street. "Then we will go to the

»
Tomb, WHE" nc said.

He was up among the branches of the almond
now. Around him, the Legions had disposed them-
selves ameng the branches. There was a quiet, deep

as a pool. They had him and he wou@ave to stay

there and watch them kill. Ogee stirred and

instantly the hand of Demas K udred along the
nare of his neck, softly SMngly, but with

something 2t the tip o hevlingers which told him

that the first soA
for sometime. .

~d charactsr with the approach

him would be the last

of acti nows Lhere was no Joking among them.

of his motner and Cousin Demmy and ue
ght of bBaul, longingly; longing for the
darxness to open and let in bue good light of

day to wipe out the nightmare which had trapped
him. Bul nothing ¢ame and he sal in a-lower
crotch of the almond with Demas perched above him.
Like a dark vulture who had a talon fastened in
his neck. There was a scuffling and a whispering.
Demas fingers tightened warningly. John Mark

benealy,
the 0l4 tomb some’\_ him. There were

strained his sight past his feet to the roof of
daelamee
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shapes moving down there, shapes that whispered and
shuffled about, then the silence of the tomb closed

in again. He knew what they were and the terror moved

through his limbs d@ntil he was flacid with fear.
Those shapes on the roof underneath were the

Temple police. Whom the Legion had said would ambush
the Nazarene's men. He could reach down with his toes
and touch them. He felt everything slipping away.

. His weight hung almost entirely from ﬂhﬂ [t ]
hand of the raca, Demas Legion. /Y

It was the wheeze of old Philip which told the
boy when the Nazarene's nmen, Rgared the tomb. He blinked
the sweat out of his eye®%, “He could see them, edging
down the street. The Legifns were ghosts in the tree.

There was nothing alive up here, save Demas Legion's
fingers. He felb\the fingers working around his ear.
The fin;eﬁl;hadé a suggestion of a twist. One of these
days,when he grew up, he would pull that (S raca
apart like a beetle.

The narrow strect made a right angled turn a few
yards down so he zam only learnt of the approach of the
Temple guards and their prisoner when the light from

their torches stained the opposite wall. As the glow
rose, he could, from his vantaze point in the tree

above the roof, see all the antagonists{ the
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Temple police on the roof, the Nazarene's fellows
kittening over the cobbles unaware of the peril

above them, the long shadows of the approaching es-
cort party. The scenes moved around in his head
until he hkad them solved. When the Nazarene's men
got close enough, the police on the roof would drop
down on them and put them to the sword, Peter, old
Philip, Johnny Thunder, all of them his friends.

He could see them now,

BNRIEEE as he had seen the constables Bl in the alley.
Climbing the blades, hands clawing at the steel, un-
til their cries ended. Ands/then, Ben Legion's men
would drop down among thepolice and it would be
the turn of the Temple people to scream and claw
at themselves.

JohnMark gave his head a tight shake. As his

friend),Simon Peter would say, if he were here, and not

down ‘there), )
/"Spill your wind, Cox. Slow down."

The light of the torches spread down REER the
wall into the street as the escort neared. And
he heard AX a new commotion which at first he could
not identify until he listened keenly and indentified
the crack of whips. The gugrds were whipping their
prisoner. Whipping him. Whipping the Nazarene who

could have been like King David, Warrior and King,

had he not, unaccountably, chaﬁged his mind thet
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morning on the hill outside Jerusalem. The Nazarene
whom he had loved, fiercely, against Saul and the rest.
And at whose side he had hoped to marchfwhen he entered
the c;ty as King. Now they would whip, and, in the
morning, crucify. That was how it was done. He had
heard it from the Greek-Hebrew boy, Saul, the Roman&s
Jew Saul who boasted of citizenship with the conquerors;

Saul, soon, Satan willing, already pas is bar-mitzvah,

to be a full fledged Iharisee. J
L 2

0
sideways for bad luck. \h
A movement on the roof b b "him caused him to

crane a look. The police rs were off their

knees, into a crouch‘ drop on the Nazarene's

spat silently

men. The glow on the\ became the Jjailers' lamps

as the head of the mn came around the corner,
Poor innoc ~~}sﬂ.ean fishermen, unfamiliar with the
ways o e lem. My poor countryboy friends, unused
to bi 3 ways. 1 should have taught them how a
Quarry ran. Now the police swords will begin to
butcher. Now, now, NOW!

"NC! NO! NO!"™

The high wall caused a shock-instant of absolutely

no movement before the street erupted. Everything

happened at once. Joun Mark never knew how he got

away from Demas Legion. But he was out of the treg)
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a wild leap to the roof, buffeted by the bodies in
struggle, and he was off the roof into the street
running madly through the uproar of bodies, blows
and bellows.

Ben Legion's crazies were first in the fray.
They dropped with wolflike howls from the tree to the
roof among the police. The attack from such an un-

took the Temple gang completely by a surprise
expected quarter /from which they never secovered.

For the Legions were already ateowork’ wiping them out.

Meanwhile, the melee on thAe rtbf from an unknown
source flung the two parties gnithe ground, the Naza-
rene's disciples and tunemlemple escort, into complete

confusion. Befuddled\as,they were, each group thought
of aubush and_sought @scape rather than resistance.
Each side @ook to), its heels. The escort hustled
their ysisqner.into a side street; Peter and his
companiong abandoned hope of a rescue. But nobody
flew faster than John Mark.

He flew as his feet hit the street. Like the
wind he was, head down, elbows raking his ribs. Like
a champion gharioteer at the Circ;s in Rome, he showed

clean heels to all.
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Chapter 20 y
A s crd on the hill outside the city looked

up and ed” the houré by the wheel of the stars.
ind showered. Tle muttered a good luck

cant@tion. He rnckoned it was three hours before
daylight. He hunched down by the small fire again

and busied his hend with the OSpring troubles of the

"1 ook .

John Mark never knew nights were so long.

Nights used to be a matter of falling asleep and.
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: thing
waking up again. & nouetessr of closing your eyes

and opening them again. But this night was end-
less. As if there never would be another day.
And he wés having trouble witﬁ his eyelids.

No matter how he tried to keep them propped
open, they kept falling down. He blinked them
fast, but all that did was to get them wetter
and heavier and then, just when he wasn't watch-

ing, they fell and stuck like giue. He .stumbled

into a2 stoop and stubbed his toe :m%pped about,

wideawake with the pain. ¢ @

The boy dropped to the &&nt and caressed
the aching toe. He suck ! r through his
teeth. He waited fpor Q)&ins to stop shooting.
Thnen he rose amd w’ t gerly on again.. But the
stubbed toe nad oght him wideawake. He looked

cautiously N "

He oubly a Quarry now. Not only were

fter him, but the Legions also. 1If

an f fhe Legions lived, he was sure they would
be after him for queering their game awhile ago.
He hoped, roundly and strongly, that none of them
lived. 'They knew every incut and ]oop:of the city
and they could surround him anytime, anytime at
all. He must watch it like an eagle, like a fox,
bending his eyesight around every corner, shoot-
ing it ahead into every opening. Ready to whip
about in a2 lightning change of direction or to

plummet onward, swifter than the wind.

- ST TR
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He breathed hard from the intensity of his
thoughts. He rubbed the back of his neck and
opened the collar of the cloak to let out some of
the heat gathered under it. He ;till didn't like
this cloak. He looked down at it and hated it.

He wondered who had hés own blue cloak of linen,
brotaer to the one his mother had made for the
Nazarene.

No use to worry abodt that now. There were
other things. ‘e must elude(t##§) Temple. Ton;ght.
For in the morning thefe Wak Haul and the Wall.

He had to be at the Wadl, “even if they killed him
afterwards. He had goNee at the Wall.

He shook piss head at the thought of killing.
He must find“e "way to keep off such thoughts. He
looked aréundgand discovered he was in familiar
termit8gy again. He was in the street of Inns.

Ha) Had) an idea and walked on with his eyes search-
ing Presently, he found what he wanted.

There was a line of light issuing from a
doorway furtherlalong the street. He went to 1%,
cautiously. lt was an ancient bgilding and iq
daylight, its exterior would be ﬁnwelcoming. but,
tonight, there was a light and inside, he knew,
there would be warmth and companj and a chance t@
hide from his pursuers. Cautiously, he shifted an
adge of the heavy goatskin@ curtains.

He found what he expected. The company of
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pilgrims inside was poor but not so poor that they
could ndt buy tne cups of wine which entitled them
to sit around the braziers and listen to the story-
tellers. There'were perhaps twenty oi thirty
squatting on the floor and éome of the older men
had their long noses buried in thick-skinned
oyrian oranges and some of the wémeﬁ were bent
over their sewing, needling at long tears acquired
on the road. #nd he could see how long a trail to.
Jerusalem some of them had taken, “w€cause there
were the felt cloaks which were Only.worn by the
shepherds in Turkey, and a scarlet tarbush from el .
Egypt, and the loose, plug ¢6at of some poor |
Greeks; and nobodw whe, leoked like a spy from
the Temple.

uietly, WNehiark moved the curtain and |
slipped iasie, head half-bent, eyes and mouth |
narrowéﬂ Speculatively and edged over to tne
crowa.

He sat down beside an old woman who ate
wheat and cakes and dried meat f{rom é bowl on
her knees, shaking the olive oil from the pieces
ol meat each time she tLook them up, Jnd he triéd
to listen to the sbory teller and not let his
eyes stray to her fingers nor let hisltongue rove

his lips as the scent of the food reminded him

how hungry he was, until with a grunt she shifted

the bowl from her knees, offering it to him.
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And he could not control the eagerness with which-
he reached for it.

The story teller was an apprentice; for his
beard was young and scraggy and he triéﬁ to
bolster his story with big gestures that were too
big for his story of a little Armenian'girl and a
sheep wnich sang; and almost everybody was eating
or talking.

And John Mark could see that the innkeeper

was becoming anxious --- a big bon%ark faced
man with malevolent eyes -- lcs@ pilgrims be-
come impatient and go to an :&\inn. And after
a quick loock around, he ¢ the malevolent eyes
on the master of the -teller troure-- a high

shouldered man dredge ke 3 Greek with a heavy

mane of hair a@nificient beard and finely
eut lips. \ '

k ate fast, his eyes darting quickly

room, taking in everything and listen-
voices raised now so you couldn't hear
the braziers sputtering or even hear the apprentice
story-teller who hid begun to stutter. Then the
womnn pecerod into tne bowl, grunted .‘llléi' removed 1t
from nig reach.

"Young heatnen," the old woman muttered,
peering at him from her beady black eyes, "young
Jerusalem heathen. You stuff like a pig."

Jonn Mark's face flushed witi shame. Tnen

he remembered his role and the nondescript cloak

B S AR e B . T
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he Wbpo qnﬁ hQ dropped his eyes and recited like
one of thr beggir wiaifs of the streets: "My
motanr is dead, my father is dead, you are my
mother and father," | ’

"Like a pig," the old woman mutﬁered again
but tiae bowl came back within his reacan. ide ate
on, slower turis time, for ne knew he nad her, and
looked with interest as the Greek beckoned nis
stuttering apprentice back ihto‘the troupe and

nhimself rose to his feet and stepp to the

centre of the circle, his hawds

his eloquent eyes commandingsiNgnce.

"Hear ye that hath e%o hear," he spoke

the formula ag he to the centre, and the

‘ .
voices went down i\ irence to the master.
}

"A story tWNgt “as never been told. A story

qrance on earth of Father Moses and

coMfory, 2 rapt silence in the room and some of
the mialevolence died out of the innkeéper's eyes.
Jonn wuirk's jaws slowed and scopped, his eyes
narrowed on Lie Greek-=lebrew's laco. :

"Four men went up inlo 2 mountain, alone, to

for

pray. -nd tne dawn rose aund evening fell ¥ six
days while they prayed. And on the seventh day,
whiie they prayed on this mountain, one of them

was transfigured. His form was changed into that

of an angel, his robes became white as snow, and
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tne sun entered his face. fnd the three ----=-"

John Mark rubbed his belly gently and grinned

while the Greek talked. He was full and warm again

and there were no spies about. And the Greek could
tell it! Really, he could tell it! One would have
imagined it hid never been told before. If one had
not heard it with one's own ears from one's own
friend, ~imon Peter. Rut the Greek could not tell

it like Simon Petier. He listened to the Greek.

"———and then a c¢loud descendedemen trne mountain’
and from it, stepped Fatuer Mos afte pgreat .

‘@
propnet, wlijah and talked wj I one who shone
like Lue sun --="

Tne boy's clear lafigh pelled up in tue

room and all neadG@u e Hims

"0 Ureek ¢ ‘L poorly," laughed John Mark,

notWnave veeun Luel'e, No lazy Greek

ountain except -=--1"

innkeeper's wrathfulﬂbellow et bim 9ffs
>aming, the big boned man was leaping to-

wardS him. John Mark was appalled at what he had
Aon~, Ta swept to his feet with a grunt of alarm.

Mn whirlaed and dived for the Anor, burat through

the skin curtaing inchrs 1hnaad of the innkeeper and

sprinted into  the street. The oaths from the angry

man followed him until he had oau110+3nced them.
He slowed to 1 walxk, angry at nimself. He had
obtained snelter and food and nad done himself out

)

of them because of his swiit tongue. And maybe

e

T e e
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because of a full belly too. He could have stayed
tuere and gquietly enjoyed it 1f tne Greek had not
reawminded him of another Greek, Saul, and made him
make a fool of nimself. He loosened the band at
his waist for more comfort, thought some more,
and sinrugged. He had obtained a portion of what
he had soughit in the inn --- food. . Now he quite
desperately wantnd the rest of it, sleep. He did

not doubt that he could do the Wall tomorrow,

even without sleep; but he had he adulto observe
that a man was stronger afuer sleep; and he
had to use his head 1f he w beat Saul in
the morning. ~o he wou% k it out as a big man
and do what 2 big mm& » But he must sleep
somewhers near ﬂh so he would have time to be

awike and be hﬂro efore daylight. The street of

Inns had ising, for it was quite near; but

ne ha that one. He could not even take a

a0 anothier inn for feﬁr some pilgrim stray-

m tne last, would come uponrn nim in there

enounce nim as an inlerferer. And then he

had it and commenced walking faster. But his

Reard wers Lo his mouth, .
FotL tLhe place of gafety he had thought of,

was, the Wall.

Y= ——— e
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A K
Chapter 21
Philip y
was irsty. He would have likeda

drink o© /¢ But he "had the bad idea'that the

bit: in his mouth would befoul the water.
d around the dim chair court. GSo this was
the Ufly end, he thought. The broken sobs from
Simon Peter.
He Lhouwpht how like whipped dogs they had
whined.
slunk back to kenrel, and, like dogs, they ]

111, including himself. e

tn

heard John moan 23gain and he closed his fist.
Phili :
Xﬁﬁﬁ§§1 had only Jjust returned to the court.
He had been unable to run as fast as the others

when thne alarm came, and he had heard the strange
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sounds of battle on the roof of the tomb. He had
meaning
just learnt from Matthew, the ¥HEJSEEINHE of the soun
"The trap was set for us," Matthew whispere
"Lucky for us the fegions haa their own idesas.
They wiped out the police."

"But why should they save us?"

"They didn't," Matthew told him grimly.
"Tnat was young John Mark. From what Ben Legion
very courteously told me --- he waylaid me while
i tbom my roundabout couxsgeto get nere --- they
wouldn't have minded Hadlgne police first wiped us
out." |

Phillip alllop8@d "the silence to run through
his mind. JLhe®w he drew a deep breath which hurt
his chesthy adsdsaid at last: "Tell me about ---
the Magtek, ™

He felt Matthew stir and he reached out and
®eUched his shéulder.

"We - we went there --- Caiaphas' palace.
I dont know why. They had him in the courtyard

of the palace. More than a2 score of them were

there --- police 2and soldiers, Roman soldiers.
One of their centurions, named Guiseppe -- he is
their crucifier -- he was - hitting him. Simon

got 1in among the servants. I believe he must
have made some protest, because one of the servants
said he was a friend of the prisoner."

He stopped and Phillip said gently, insistent-

ly, "Yeg?"
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"Simon denied it," Matthew said rapidly.
"Lverytning, Matthew," gently, insisting.
Mattnew nodded. He spoke quietly.
"Simon denied it. Swore it was not so.
Swore that he had never been with us. Never been
with the Master. He was shoutihg, you know. The
Master heard and turned and looked at him."
"That's-all he d4id?"
PhilirLThat's‘all he did. Just looked at him. But,
PPORSEEY, 1t was enough. We - we % went away.

Ieft him." TS

Philip groaned. He s: éﬁNQMatthew, are we

the best apostles he c@nd in all Judea?"

%

eter was iﬁéonsolable. Philip had
Llicy were sorry he did it X##¥® where tuaey
11 near nhim. Philip turned his nead to-
wards the corner of the court where Simon Peter
sobbed alone.
"You know, Matthew," he said 1in ﬁ queer
voice, "I have never heard him cry before."
"Put it down in your book, DThil. TIt's
an event," Matthew said dryly.

Philip
EUPENR® drew up his knees and rested his

elbows on them but his elbows slipped when his

knees suddenly flagged and he didn't fight his
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weariness anymore. He leaned his back to the wall
and allowed nis hands to trail on tue ground be-
side him. Somebody groaned behind him and he .
xnew th&t was Johnny Thunder‘and-the manble would
be from James, conforting him. Thomas was behav-
ing well. He would not groan, nor cry, and by
his silence acknowledged that this was no time
for argument.. But it was not im Thomas to groan

nor to cry. He would wait like one of the ancient

otoics. Thomas needed to know. reek wise .
man, 5ocr:ates, hid put it thet tue 1s know-
ledge." But somehow Socrat d not seemed so

wise lately. WNot since ad come into his

life and declared bt ue was Faith.

I S . ‘
Philip signe looked up into the sguare
) p q

gl sxy. undimmed. There were soue

more hour morning. He understood Matthew

have him to themselves for some more
efore the Sanhedrin met. He looked up
again into the square of stars.

O, God, where is the miracle? TILet drop a

single gbar and wipe them out in 2 burning.

wasn't used to

o
—_
D

Matthew heard the groan.
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Philip
comforting. He couldn't comfort old iEEERSEEN
And old Phil wouldn't want a hand on his shoulder.
But he could do with a column to lean on.

-

"If any man would came after me, let him

take up hisc cross and follow me," Matthew said

for the s=cond time that night.
Phili -
8ﬁﬁﬁﬂ%ﬂ bent over and fumbled with the laces

of his siandals. He took them off and slapped them

<

together. Tnen he reluaced them and set back again. .

"Need 2 new palir,” he grunte 'These a:en't
senforteble fop running." ¢ @

"He needn't have coue O rusalem," matthew
said. "He xuew 1T wecul L

"We asked na
L 2

he was set on it:.”\

"FPuil?" 1o Mmost a whisper. "I am going

away. Remewmber: But

to as ething."

awhile.

What is this kingdom of the spirit?"
s11id slowly: "I am not sure if I
know."

"Yho knows? Do you think Simon knows?"

"Maybe, 1 beliecve so. 1 believe Dimon
krniows ., "

"Do you think he would tell me if-I asked
him?"

"Maybe. Perhaps he cannot tell it. I

believe that when you know, it se-ms you cannot
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tell it. It is sort of locked up inside of you.

P = 1
il 1
L f) “oe

X kind of sea

@]

"Then if you cannot tell it, how can you
teach it,.as he s71id we should?" ’

"l believe he meant you should teach men to
pray for it."

"ind when they have got it?"

Slower. "I believe that is when they are

born again. I believe that is wﬁat he meant."

And another silence. And a st%ll, trail-

ing light until the darkness Sil@n again. . A

dog barked and a thick—flesh&a\mond leaf fell

into a puddle with a plop it was not an

ordinary night. The gg (Qgsonal happenings
ensured 1it. - -
;‘Utogothor\, tﬂr\r » everything it is 2 night
, i 5 _

g&é&%ﬁi said.

s111 softly, "That Johnny Thunder.

like no ot igh?©

lked with him?"
ked with him? Why, man, naturally."

"Ve -11. What I mean is - I mean - he's a
funny fellow. Moody. Full of a funny passion
toal suaws him inlo gqueer patterns, if jOu elels
what 1 mean. OSometimes, i1ts almost as 1f he's
touched, the things he says. You know. And
yet —--="

Phili

xﬁnaugg'wheozed a tortured breath out of his

chest. He looked around the court. They were

et

R T R T
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all there, each wrapped in his own cloak of brood-
ing. Tomorrow, this court would be a hive of live
chairman, wheeling 2and squawking and breaking into
brawls as they Jjostled for the'best fares. But |
tonight, it was a tomb of grief. Matthew fingered
around on the cobbles and found a2 pair of pebbles.
Te picked them up 1nd rattled them together like
dice.
"You remember the time we camped in the cave

of the grey foxes? By Daberet the sea

of Chinnereth? {hen we Lalke@ 5 kingdom?

You remember, Fhil?" \
Phili
Eﬁ%&fgﬁ remembered 1@ ~ Very clearly.

LThe pain was also very &
chest as he drew s%\@on his breath.” It was
by Chinneretn tRgt heg%had known the young Teacher

Yw t as a blow on the head. Sick-
that Jdesus knew it too mnd had

brougnt to his

was doomed

e knowledge

hew spoke softly so the othefs would

not hear. "John Thunder was seated by ‘himself a

little way off in the cave. You know how he 1is.

Moody. T wenb over to him. #hy? T dont know.

Ne 2ren't exactly heart to heart friends, would

Philip? :

you say, FPREEE¥¥ Dut this day. Jas a5 1L some-

thing took hold of me. I sat down beside him.
"He was writing with his finger in the dust

on tue floor of the cave. He had gotten the habit

[rom the Master. You know. He'd do it sometimes

B T s L r———
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Philip
- o

» when he was thinking. You following me, XEEREER"

L=

Fvery inch of the way, Matthew. Fhat 3id you

stumble upon, my foxy friend?
"Yes, Matthew. Continue."
"There he was, writing aﬁd rubbing out, writ-
ing, and rubbing out everytime with a brush of his
figure S
hand. Tiie saume xﬁ%ggﬁﬁ‘in the dust, everytime.
Taen one time he left it there and turﬁed full to
ne. There were his eyes, burning out of two holes
in that brown face of his. Like ¢ t the
botiom of a stove." *
Matthew paused. In the \, he strcked his

uncombed beard with the @: f one hand.

ontinued softly.
burning into me with

», shaking wi xcite-

ith- e
cacne

Kingdom of Heaven is here! Here! The
>oming --- its here alrecady! Here is the
chariot in which comes the Christ of whom our
father gpoke!' And he pointed me at what he had
marked .
EBWREEER i Lie dusl oand onty then did L recopuilze
s Iy P

Philip grunted. "What was 1it?"

"A cross,”" Matthew said toneclessly. "The
altar

horrible koman %XFEN on which our conguerors

sometimes place their well beloved citizens of

———=- s3ve in the WMaster's.
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the second class. That was. the chariot his poor

dark mind had fashioned for the Master.m A cross."

Philip recallsd another journey. He could
have told poor, puzzled Matthew why it was not
come
peculiar that such a3 ravelation should ﬁ&%ﬁ from
John, Te could tell Matthew how J mind had
a way of pashing out into thepd ,93nd hook into
some boundless truath, some i éﬁ\@ib]e insight,

and bring it into familig rs. A very gifted

fisherman. Fisher

4
Philip recal .l,\

t

Journey.

1t happened at Bethany. They had left Cana
in the early Spring, soon as the roads- were fit
to travel, walking in the cool of the days.
Somebimes Lhey Fell in with caravans of merchants
or pilyrims, somelbineg along little used trails
scratched in forbidding RER sana fastnesses, but
s1fe enough from the robber bands which skuilked
away between the roCks 2t the apnoroach of the

brawny 3imon Peter, and the trothers James and

B ——
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John, and the other oar-strengthened giants of
’

Galilee. Aind the Master had been so full of life
and vigour. Bver talking. Ever explaining,

Ever illustrating from the greﬁt fund of stories.
in his head. 1le could hear him now as it if had

been yesterday:

"Ligben. & sower went out to sowl™

And you negrd the wild masic of tne words,
like tne wind in tnae trecs; lixe‘cne sea . among
the rocks at Galilee.

Hunkered down in the darle ¢ f Jerusalenm
this evil night, listening t@unsettling sobs

D@ his mind to the

imazes, the high lark's

from Simon Peter, Fhilip

sunlit days of thei
*

singing, and thevoﬁg‘

from hilltop to 11w as they marched, teaching

the Nazarene ringing

them the

ing. And brown cikes turning in

he yvalvet aysnines, bh2 sudden (lood

hot ashe: Sy

in, teaching them the new waiy to God that required

no money for buying sacrificial rams, or goats or
doves. Il'ree. witnout price. Llmply Qt wiluin.
I am. I am.

And on and on they had gone. Walkinb)he now
recalled, through Nazarett and Nain and. Bethabara,
througpn oycunar and the cities of Samaria, past

Lydda and Bethel and Jericho, preaching and heal-

ing through the territory of Galilee, until
: 6/

as

when sanials w2re taken off, the quiet

Master telling them of the power with-

R R —

e L =
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, homing pigeons, they had turned their faces to the

white roofs of Jerusalem. But at his beloved

Bethany, the Nazarene had paused. And there with--

-

in 1 stone's thrown of the Temple, he had yielded

(03]

up himsgelf to the priests.

i

He hid recalled 2 dead man from the tomb.

And so given to the priests the ultimate,
most dangerous account of himself as an enemy of
the Temple.

Lagardys Lazards

and in tnose terrible mo®e ~fore the

tomb, wnen they wheeled wild ween terror and

cry the great truth.
to

sh, come down XX us!"

insanity, Fhilip had hes

God in

is

"He

d queerly gaunt, John had
#yv through clenched teeth, as
ncompagsing fact, loud in Philip's
erclap. *“nd with blanched cheeks,

stumbled away, fumbling blindly before

he found a tree 1nd sank at its roots.

Philip
XXXXXXX wrapped his arms aboul his knees,

pushed the sounds of the court from nhis mind and
pave hiwsell over to thougnt. Remembering how
John nad mumoled on, caugiut up in his trance, un-

abl

()

to stop, nis eyes burning, his body shaking.
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Tf God was 3pirit, as the MWazarene had taught them,

life, 25 h= ciulled it, then Spirit had entered into

them 1t birtu. Lhey had been born with it. It

lighteth every man that cometh into this world,

Jona had winispered that moruing outside Lazarus'

}_X.

toub. But 1f a second coming, a borning again,
as the Nazarene nud termed 1t, was' necessary for
obtaining

1

the kingdom, tuen the Nazarene must die

so hig spirit could live in them. God become

oHe i do :xnd

fle

I

B

, to dwell asmong us, John ha

flesh died.
The Nazarene had gaid - ’!\irnereth that he
was the lamb for sgacrific ® expedient victim,

the Shepnerd who died sheep. He would die

so The Yord, as called it, could be born

he absolute, his face
eyes, clutching his

s0 tightly his knuckles shone white.

"l dont get vhe principie of 1t," MAGtnew
said worriedity. "A cross. wWny: 1 wouidn't ask
. e 1 1 l A + .
tne others. <Lney're young. put you'll understand,
Phil. Why? Why the cross? That John broods so!"

"You're a young man too, Matt, and night is a




G
bad time to worry," Philip said gently. "Every-
thing looks black. #ait until the sun comes up."
"#ill it ever be tue same again? Isn't this
a night like no other night?"
rhilip waited a long time before he spoke.
Tne Nazarene nad once warned them against telliug

their thougnts tou freely. Do not cast your

pearls before swine, ne had said, instantly

presenting a word-picture before tneir eyes in
thue way only he could.
But he must tell it to Matthew. ., Soon they
would all be scattered to the (four winds. He
had no doubt of it. The Témple ‘would see that
they were hounded out of ‘Jerusalem. And Matthew
would be travelling alone. Natthew would want
to travel with hbimp, but, priests or no priests,
he did not see himself taking to the roads with
a ch~st fieady to cave in at any uwoment. He
wouldqstay\in Jerusaleu. But beciuse WatiLhew
seewed s© unsure, his old trade as Herold's tax
collector beinyg counstant in tue maledictions
sometimes levelled at him, ue would victual Matt-
hew for a lonesowe road in whatever way he could.
"That is downrignt stupid, Matthew," he
said sharply. "Grieving for a ilaster is under-
standable. I expect that even crusty old Gama-
liel will have disciples grieving for him when

he goes. But in our case, there is a difference."
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were
"You XXX ready to collapse with the rest of

"

us awhile ago, Matthew said hard.

3
"Then more stupid me," snapped Thilip. "You
asked me curlicr:abouu tue kingdom of Ehe opirit.
I suid I wis not sure it I snew. I will tell you
wnat 1 do know. 1 know that there is a spirit in
every man. A spirit of fulfilment which has to
be fualfilled.” As g musician or a cobber, as a
prigst of Jehovah or a cleaner'of stables. And
this individual spirit of zccompli nt, is,

God, within us." AL 2 @

"How do you get to tha®g" l[atthew demanded.

old %, remember? God is

and the kingdom of

"The Master

ct

in the kinpdom of

Amember? The Master

Taught us we manifese thmsé ac-
the kingfom has come to ugs. His
done on earth 2s it is being done
we need the bread of faith to
so. 1o believe in ourselves.

Aand we need it daily, each anour."”

and L could ¢ on and tell you, friend

Mattaoew, bhal omly when we sanctily ourselves

will this faith be abundant. Sanctify ourgelves,

as the Magbter declared he nad done, at Pasgsover

in the upper room of our little friend's houre.

And we cannot sanctify oursclves, make ourselves

holy and clean and pure as the lamb when it is
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e e

prayed over by the priests before the sacrifice,

we cannot do so, unbtil we have learnt how to for-

f ppive.  The gpirit flourishes only when we forgive,

ihere there is no forgiveness, the spirit is choked

and there is no access to God.

Philip went back on his heels and tried to
squeeze some ailr into his tired old chest. It
was the final Q}racle. Philip the Poor Fisher-
man had become Philip the Preacher. He smiled a
little sadly at his Jjoke. He di think he

2

would make a good priest. eWlegded gentling.

i With a little flurry of owh, his mind went

1 bick to 2 few days ag '@ he ‘had watched the

Nazarene gentle § King, unbroken colt they
*

had liberated fr\

as the [ierce triotic Judas had grimly Joked,
althou it hadVcome from their friend, Mary Mark.
He remempeRed how the frightened beast had been

Roman city of Jerusalem,

‘ pertlsy per tne Master sat on its back. Spoken

Ao

to tue trewmbling aniwal. and tuaen, not

ch as a toss of the head at tne people crowd-

ing around. Not so much as swishing a tail at

the wild shouting and the branches waved in its
face as 1t bore him whom they believéd to be the
incoming King of the Jews. And he remembered the |
thought that had flashed in his mind. Jo would

he gentle all your wild, spurious spirits.

"Isnt that the prayer he taught us that
morning on the mountain?"

Philip Jjerked up his head. He had quite
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Fnilipg - was absorbed. [here was much for

winich he was still searching and maybe Herod's

jav}
(of]

0ld tax collector nad it somewnere in his bag.

"4ae are poor wheat, hard to growy" old
Philip said. His fellow townsman, Simon Peter,
was Aa blunt'felléw. Philip liked to tunink he

was subtle. Betwean them, the two Bethsaida
fellows ought to be able to keep this mixed bunch

together. Comehow. Thilip admitted to himself

that he was sometimes very trying ae liked to

ask nquestions, the answers @ e already
knew. PRut that way, he reg ;‘§‘ strengthened

his knowle3za and hali~ i A Me~t of the first

day, instant feed for :111 sparrows, frisnd
Matthews.™ 0
A 4 1

b iz wheat of the third day?’

n-wireh! aye, the sharp tax collector.

powersal thougut, Mattoew. It

is a

uldPe the answer. The Masgter did speak more
tinan once about what would happen on .tane third
day."

Matthew looked slyly sideways al-. Philip.
"Will you wait to see whether the wheat springs,
old man?"

Philip breathed heavily. There.

"I am for waiting," he said firmly.

Long after he thourht it was ended, Philip

heard the sound.

o s
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It is alright with me, friend Matthew.

IMarny in Israel are we~ping tonight. You, John,

Simon, me, miny. >

Th Aid not move to comfort-the man. Vatthew -

. said
vould not want him to. He @, "Do you think

they will cateh the boy?"

Matthew rasped his throat. "Foor young
devil. He nasn't a coance."

"lt is always pitiful when one S0 young
nas to die.h

"His motner is a good®w 19"

"God be merciful to T

"aye."

Matthew sai > 5 gilehce: "T cannot

L 2
remember all th

s. Someoneshould have

T
<V

written Do vou remember?"
said, "Remember? What words?"

rayer he taught us. The prayer of the

when we get out c¢f this."

Thilip shook his head. It was strange that
while he could remesmber, thers was so much he did
not undarstand. But the btax co]lecﬁbr hho could
not remember seemed ready te understand. To
pelieve is to understand, Philip thought. Jhen
you believed, you understood even if you were
unware tnat you did. It was like knowing without

knowing . Like knowing when you came to the bes



238
water for a particular fish. #nd if that was
fi:hormﬁn's philosophy, wellg he was from
Bethsalda.
"I will gi&e you my recollection."
Mabthew st very stili, his retentive mind

.

"It goes like this: &yr Tather in the

hoivens, vodr nime musct be beini hallowed.

c

dom must be being regtcred. : Your will

mdsbt be bein, done botu in neave "W upon the

earbtno. Give us boday, oar 01" Lile mOrrow.

\nd Lo, ive us our faults forpive those

of fending wus., 1 not lead ug into

m itz evil.® That,

temptation but d
L3

dear Matthew, is ach as 1 remember."

reathing deeply in sleep.
Slecp would be good for him
s weary. They were all weary.
veary. Gethsamane. Joh®s' story about
& amane last night. After the arrest.
"T heard him praying in the Gar%en. Before
the soldi~ra eamn,™ JTohn bad sgaid.

11d given him 1 dubious oye.

sk

=di
sey

=52

"Yosl™

"l have never heard him pray like that
before."

"Yegt"

"He was very tense. He geemed ¢ncortainj

not 1li«ec before."
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"I thought you s2id you and Peter and your

« ~ "
2 asleep.

brother we

)

@]

"Yes. PBut before I fell asleep. I have
never necurd nim so uncertain.”

"On, Lo to. You were adil nal.-asleep. e
sere 3ll weury.™

"True, old man. But 1 heard:him. He was
gneertain. "

"fle were all weary." -

Come unto me 3ll ye weary and

<

you rest. He tried to rememier a?f

when the Nazarene had spoxenftiNse words. It

they were

was in one of the towns £t® his own Capernaum.

He had liked going to_t ster's house at Caper-
naum. Seeing hid,ﬁi» his own table. Strange
Dl

it was, then, te aving known him only in the

nomadic 14 tMe road. He was wryly amused at
had orce teld him. 1t was soon

concourse on Clivet when Jesus

word on nis mission.

Matthew said that soorz'irtcz"they came down
from Lo mounbsing bthey wore in Capernaum when o
lawyer came forward offering his services . for the
campaizn.. He said he would go anywhere the Master

3

chose to travel, no doubt expecting there would Dbe

2

rich pickings when the Master came into his kingdom.

¢

But the Nazarene, with that piercing look, said to

the unlucky shelumiel, "Foxes have holes, the birds
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tuéir roosts, but the son of man nas nowhere to
lay his® head.™

rnilip remembered now he had chuckled at
Matlhew's story:but had commented that the Rabbi
w1s not wholly truthful, considering he had his
comfortable home in Capernaum. And Matthew had
turned that sly face on him and s11d, "You a

chelumiel too, Thilip? The Rabbi wns aiming his

.
%

words 2t the luckless lawyer. Even the thieving

ogld fox has a3 hole 1t ecallyg its the free-

flying bird has 2 roost itec home, but

that lawyer, that swindle !‘ f man, wis so0

busy hunting for easy hid no time for =2

home."

) ™r ‘ ls : .
But ;.':'Jt;thev\ ot in KM story-telling

mood tonig 25 he spoke, the agony was
in

hhe nave been gtopped?"

udas!"

Fuilip recalled tne scene at Iastover table.
Jesus had known, when Judas left the table. The
Aiaeipley il Lhoupeht e was pone L():'huy foad Ieor
next day when the shops would be closed.

"The Master knew. He did not stop him."
"I mean us, man! One of us could hive stoppe
him!™"

Philip s2id to himself that he was not the
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quickesl man to understand. Not like Matthew and the
others. Jometimes he kept asking questions lonyp aiter
others had turned away. But once he understood, he
never forgot.

"Can the fish straighten the hook? The last hook,
the big on~, at the end of the troll? Zan he straighton
every hook in the sea if he is “destinad to be fcod ior
the worlad?”

Yatthew said, "de and I h:ive sometuing in coamrnon.
Ve are tue only oues not connected wlt%e Lisning

trade.” | o\@

"Neither was 1 dircetly.”™

"Mrue. Quer:'s souet.ife Je. e was tue ouly
dazurene.” K
" 13 < ’
Do you xKnow ue really a Nazarene?
dattoew loon at m witu sparp interest.

"I did u \

noin sethlehem.”

you that?"®
e spoke with John a lot."
"‘hy did Jobn tell you that?”
Cld Thilip allowed a small malicious smile.
"Because T ask foclish questions. 1 have an
enquiring mind.”
"Tnen why 6id we allow people Lo tuink he was a
Nazarene?"
"3c that serious seekerswill ask guestions,"

rnilip reftorted. "iy friend, Nathanmael, whoml brought



241-8

tc bhiam, said notihning good could come out of Nazareth.”

"l remember he was very awmused at it."

"S5aid tuere wis nothing false abuut Nathanael."

"He had that gentle irony. 4always scesmed amused
at our foolishness. Iike the names he gave us.”

"Simon tuae Hock."

"Instead of Simon the Rock-head."

"Thomas the Twin."

"That, I thought was particularly good. He said
that Thomas had just two sides to his ehdracter, yes
and no. Had no perhaps, 3s otherg.®

TR Hate wehe

AThe sons of Thunder. Of Geurse, he meant the
song of Vistress Thunder."

They laughed softlyyn temembering the formidable
lady, wmother of James andydoin.

Viattuew held down his head. After awhile, he
said, "OUf course, none of that mattecs ncw."

"No," EaMip said.
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from thé look on Nicodsmas' face,

not found John. He was very tired.

et and sandals were dusty in the lamplight.
His"™isually immaculate robes were disnevelled.
He must have scoured the city. He stood awk-
unrdly. Toor Demmy .

"He has not been picked up by Lhe Temple.
We are sure. My men have been into annas' and
Calaphas'. He is safe, wherever he is.”

Her mind opened on the word. Safe? And
the soldiers after him? She caugat her breath.

Dear God! Demmy does not know that the soldiers
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\od

are 2fter my son too. «nd John might see Janus

o

on the street, or his man, Juartus, and run head-

long into them for he would believe he was safe

-

with them. Dear God!
"Mary --- Mary, you ?fe hurting yourself
needlessly. I tell you the 1ad will be alright!"
“hen she spoke, it was in 2 whisper. "Demnmy,
the soldiers are seeking him too! Janus is senk-
ing him for the Temple! Ile will find him and

1 £8 whmas] ™

-

deliver !

He loored at her oddly.

are oeside yourgself. Herec

my dear. I promise you Joan here

!

pefore morning.'

She elubehe
not '
an G nad! TRellgPou Janus will deliver him to

and. "Ho no no Demmy, I

the Temp¥

ourczelf together. You are talking

OTY

()

stared wildly at him. Then, gradually,
her eyes guieted and she walked to a couch 2nd
g1t dovn. Sh~ waited until she was sure he would
Wi dorgband Lt Her gemposiare haod roetarnoed .,

Then she told him. He b@liqve har.

"

But ==~ Junus! It is ineredible!"
"Remember you told me he was Rome," she
gald stonily. "1t ig not incredible.”

He picked up nis cloak and began tc put it

on.
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"Then we must find him oefore they do,"
he saild grimly. "ly God, I never knew this

city was such a rat's nest --- there are more

1%

holas in it than in 2 beggar's robel! ” But we

will go into every one of them. Ny men know

"Demmy," she interrupted him,: "I have an

He gtraightened and faced her, Shrugging

on the cloak. He fumbled 3t thefg h, impa-
tignt 1t the Jelay. P
"Speaking of rat's n \t\t‘zer*fe is 2 band

of - gentlemen from wh t¥even the clever

John could long nide. W\ L us get them to help

us find him." 4
"Who ar t;:~§” he asked quickly.

"I

t know, really --- but you've heard
of th I'hey call thcmselyes Legion. I --"

it a minute!" Demmy said sharply.

un you should have mentioned them. I was

stopped by their band on my way here. I know

them fairly well. Tunny thing is - funny now

I think of it, they se-med- -to know that T was

10§king for John. Yes —---— they know! Tor the

mi1de some criazy Jjoke —-—-- yvou know the story of

that

Y

¥

Rirng Saul and David. They gaid -- wait, I have

it: '"Saul has slain his thousanis, so John mus

t

slay his ten thousands.'"

3he felt excited. Her mind hurried bick=
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ward to her first encounter with the Legiony
when, out of their seemingly crazy talk, Matt-
hew had pieced something together. There could
he 1 clue in wh3tever they had said.” Her mind

came swiftly forward again to the present. At

fd
ol

st, here wis something to do for hor son,
rather than just standing asidesand letting
Demmy try it alonz.

Nicodemus was turning to go. '"anyway, I
will seep my eyes opened for thoffy he said.

"Wo, Demmy --- dont

He frowned. he and shoock her

head a little, smiled ively at him. He

wanted to take her IMNITY arms. e frowned

some more.
"Now, me apgain, Demmy, slowly
owercd atb héf. "No wonder the Caper-
have no use for you. You must have
very litble, if any, about King Saul and
not to remember the story."”

ohe listenel whila ha told her, her head
on one silo, repeabing the words soundlng 1 ¥

"oidl has gluin, but John must -- Daul -

waul --- O, Demuy ---!" one was on ner feet,
ner eyes wide.. " ~=- Demmy --- Saul is his
best frisnd --- or worse enemy --- 1 have never
been sure which!"

Nicodemus looked puzzled. "Saul?"
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She laughed suddenly, Jjoyously. "Yes - Saul! A
young Greek who studies with Gamaliel. All we have to
do is to think of something which S5aul has done and
which my Johnny thinks shouldﬁﬁ%tdone -=-= do you see?
Wherever that leads us, there we will find him!"

"Amen," Demmy said wearily. "Now -- wh,t?"

She gave him a small mischievous smile, shaking
her head.

"How could Tannah have prayed for a man-child?”

Fis eyebrows went up in mock-shocks

"You have been into the scrollsh®”

"Rabbi Samuel is my favourite prophet. A forth-
right man. He 4id not relish being poked about by any
old iitch of tndor. oo ne/nailed Saul.”

Nicodemus cleargdWiis\throat.

"Ah, well. That's\ore interpretation. OCbviously
you will never,be calied to tne bimah on a Sabbgth to
read from the book. But what has that got to do with
tue boy?™®

She threw back her head and laughed aloud.

"Demdty, he is gone to tne Wall!"

Nicodenus fingered his ear, a wry smile, regarding
her. "Very clear --- as Damascus mud,” he told her.

"The %¥all," she g3id. "Saul 4id the "3ll last
Paggover and said4 my Johnny could nevar do it --- it
has haunted him all year --- talked of nothing elss!

I am sure that's where he is!”
Demmy said with weary patience: "Suppose we make

it clear, my dear.”
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She told him about the 7all. Then her voice
trailed off when she saw the horror in his eyes.
"Mary ---! They have doubled the watch on the

walls!™"
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Cnapter V\
He 'éh‘\in 1e awareness that he must have
2d

never slépt on top of a wall before.

oke, at first, he had thought he was still
a epMnd that he was dreaming. He was dreaming
that those stars above him, floating in the inky

black, were not stars at all, but the jewels in

priests . .
the hats of 2 million high XN hovoring over
him with their knives. Whetted and poised.

would
Arguine where they/commence on John Mark. It

took him a2 1little time to understand that the
stone underneath him wis not an altar-stone,
but the top of the wall. He recognised the sound

of the sentry's feet, tramping overhead. He came

e 0 i R S oo PR——
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fully awakgk ﬁe drew in his feet carefully.
He sat up.

He was on a3 shelf of the wall Just below
the rampart. Inches above his head, a-sentry
paced. He had made it. He .licked his lips and
tried a weak grin. He thought of Saul and the
grin grew stronger. He nhad made 1t. He twist-
ed nis nead for a glimpse down into the courtyard

out of which he had climbed to-the Wall. He near-
ly fells
hugging
John Mark flung himself‘ bl@i s,/an angle
of the wall, His fingers dg\
finished mortar. He was@ tened. He had
looked down into sixt e of nothing, empty air

through which, oﬁ\@, and he would be falling.

One small slij\\;:;' the sentry choose to lean
over and ’ e him”a small push.

e rough mortar, sick 3nd'shaking.

the rough-

ey uld take roots and grow into it. He was
sure that never as long as he lived would his
head be ever able to turn. What was he doing
up here?

He nad come into tne ccurtyard, cautiously,
but feeling good, for tuere was the Wall. Stand-
ing like a challenge. He was ready for it. The
coast was clear. He had not hesitated. Step by
step,his bare feet sure on the well rubbed stones,

he had mounted the stairs. He was smart. He

A T TR~ i SR



249

paced nis climb to tne marches and tne wheelings
of tne sentry, employing all the dodges he nad
learnt in the night §§%§ Ben and the Legions.
Then when he reached the shelf, he had crawled
out to it, stretched at full length, wrapped the
cloak about him, grinned --- and had promptly
fallen asleep from exhaustion and a filled sto-
mach. Now here he was awake again, but trembling
like a leaf. From fear. When morning came they

would find him pinned to the Wallf : trembling

like a leaf. Saul would figd Saul always

founi him. \\
So then he remembe%-ul. and he fought
& aintly, they eased their

his fingers until, et

grip on the @\] ar. His arms slid back.

He licked niw nd sat away from the W#all.
e

1t hed

bsed His chest sore. He shut his eyes
tight rried his nead slowly, opened tonem and
wn into the well below. Nothing happen-
. e gulped and swallowed. He drew in a deep
breath and looked around him. Now and again he

looked down. His fear fled.

o

e wasn't sure if the stars were paled.
If he closed his eyes and opened them suddenly,
they seemed to have paled. Then when he looked
longer, he wasn't sure if fhey had. It was a
puzzle that would trouble him if he kept at it.
He wouldn't keep at it.

He knew the ramparts on top of the Joppa
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Wali as he knew the palm of his hand. When the
time came and he sprang up, he would know where
te go. The only wcrry he had was the coil of
pain thﬁt went round and round at the bottom of
his belly and made his legs slack and tired
everytime they remembered that soon ne would be
depending on them. But this nad always happen-
ed yust before bLiie sprint races.- And had he
ever . tallen down in any of tiie sprint races?
Bxecept that leu when Gaul aad = the spill.

And even tuen he had got up n@ He p'**h@d

mouth and shook hidghe stubbornly.

1

out hbis

nds inside his
1d and found nothing.

ried dates. He liked to

n dried dates. dJudas had

always cRIrAgd dried dates and figs in nis bag

s when the band b33 nothing else to

should not be thinkirg about Julas.
~

Cr abecuat any of them. COr aboubt the sounds

of the whip when the Temple police had neared

blie: Tomb e He weald lay down Lhere and not Lhine

ot even avoul his mothor.

and il was not lrue toat he had Her in his
eyes and nostrils now, #or tﬂc tuuch of her
finpers in his huair, nor Lue sound of her
laaghter swelling iuside him.

He fell aglecp gpain thinking of hio

mother.

e e o o T

v

AR At =



P ' 251

And if the moment cazme when she knew the

worse, her mind would wo. Mary knew that with

@ -

desperate «clarity. 411 else was dark, -or whirl-
ed. She stumbled on the arm of Nicodemus 3nd she
wis numb - -and shaky 1l time.

e held her until sie @tezdlpr on her '
feet. His eyes iliﬁwn(‘(\\ .

"Wary, NMary, m he said low voiced.

Lot me take tie wouse. Ky men and

.

I will be to search when you are

shook her head.
no, Demmy. He wont come to anyone
He will come to me if he hears me call-

ind him."

Nicodemus blamed himself. He had not hand-

led it right. ©She should not have left the house

at 211, Tis legal mind and logic Had droerted

S

him. "o should nct be. guiding 2 distraught women
through the streets of Jerusalem in the hour
bafore dawn, knowing her very prasence was 2 danger

to what he had to untangle.

He looked about impatiently, trying with his
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eyes to plercs the pre-dawn gloom. His men

h=a4d goné up ahead when he halted, were perhaps
muttering between the four of them at the sur-
prising st&pidify of their master. B} some
strose ol luck, peruaps because they nad been
kKeeping on tiue edpe of the city, following the
eity Wall, they had not encountered any of the
patrols. This was the thiﬁd gate they had reach-
ed since tney had left the hoﬁse and the same
thing was about to happen as had ppened at the

others:

There was a light 1
arch of the gate and ght ¥uld hear the foot-

e rest of the guard

house, perhaps dicing away
of their watch. With 2
shoulder, Nicod~pmus told

would know soon enough.

i ®rizht," he said to Mary.
der clear tone, without a trace of znxiety,
flogted oub:
"Jonu? Jonn, dear? Arc you up Lheee?"
Phowr wag 4 gilenl paspe, Luen 1 distant
clatter of vhe goutey's fooblsteps on the ram-
part. Nicodemus waited grimly. ThcA:teqdy call
came 3zain.

"John? It's I, dear, cone down. ©Can you

hear me?"

e S e e e I

< ;
&\bua:‘d house over the
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Tow they will coms, Nicodemus thought bleak-

ly. Pliegs out of the nie—sbv.

A surprised but Aelighted howl came from the

guardhous~ and a‘heavisr rush of feet As the guard

&

tumbled out 3nd scrambled for the parapet. They

peered Jodn.

-
o
=
o)
ot

furious because he knew she would not heed him.
"et's o onl"

do i Tolin —--—_canu

55
e
O
3
o

"Jonn?  Joan, dear’

21

you hear mae?

lloots and catcalls shoye A gravelly

volce cane out of it, in e lmitation of

=

y Mary," Nicodemus said

make a fool of youl!l"

[

enched her fistsland dug them at he
cep out the laughter. Tler voice rose.
ohn --- listen to me, John --- ycu must
coma home now, 410 you hear? The game-is off,
John!"

"You come ujpr, dnar and the game will be on

— ) —_—— ——

Tue dericion rell in a flood. e men on
the parapet yelled and yowlea. [Iue boring watch

was receiving 2 totally uinexpected ift. Butb

what happened next was e¢gually unlooked ftfor.

oy is not here, Mary!"™ Nicodemus 8aid,

dear --- will you come up?"

R

T

SRR Termre

e S
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vuddenly, she was yelling back at them, throw-
ing back insult for insult. 3o adeguately,

toat Nicodemus blazingly wondered whetuner the

-

Capernaum aunts had been rignt.
| sternly. Ile

"Thhat's enough,”" he saic

<

¥¥E plucked ner clean off the ground and carried
her [ightiag from the wall. She fought him and

he shouted at her and bullied her until the

fiont went out of her and she was limp and weep-

ing. Away from the %ﬁll, he set n her feet.

Sloulder. He

ick prayer. If the

he would be alright.

boy was safe at

tus hnd been puzzled before, but now
zzle was behind him. Tn his book, Janus
was tue one who made tne decisions. oomething
nad happened to sour the relationsnip between
tue woman and her young, Loaae with Lhe bogs.

He had liked the little Isaac. He was tne only
Isaac he h2d liked, he would tell the world.

The kid had contained salt, and a tongue like

rawhide, and was smart with his fists. But per-

haps there hagd been somet.ing soft. A legion-

thought the stars
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naire could not be soft, tane captain always§ said.
Tue younyg Isaac had found his soft spot. Tuat
had been all. But ne guessed something had
been wbong. There was always something wrong .
with the Jews. Oomething wrong --- inside, he
gaessed. oomething always rotten inside of
them. Only a Roman was sound wodod through and
through. The others, Greeks, Egyptians, Jews

they were always spongy at the middle. »~ure,

he had liked the young Isaac. B@w it was

not his bag o' REEXEX beef.®

If his stiff army-tmﬂ&ack had been
capable of shruegging whi the march,
Quartus would hayge cged. He kicked his

* .
foct steadily be\ nus in the Roman patrol

step. BehindNthewypmarched the squad.

wut it with the precision of
7 :

a mach blea%g, sparingly he had issued his

Fetch tne boy in, alive. He himself
rned out witn Quartus! patrol. He need-
ed not to have done so, but he had found it
impossible to remain at Fort Antonia.
He had thoupht of getting drunk:and had
gone to the officers' tavern, but had drawn
back without entering when he saw Max Seneca and
Guiseppe Zellini slopping about in there. They
may be comrades in arms, but he could not con-

sider with any kindness the thought of mixing
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sodially with either of the two. He preferred
the company of Quartus.

He strode along in the easy patrol stride
and kept his mind swept clean. Nothing must
enter it, save the job at Hand. +f his mind
took to turning to Mary, he only had to remem-
ber how Pilate had looked at him. First and
foremost. And to a bottomless pit with the

rest! He must beat that crooked priest and
the trap he .nad set for him. He%only to
remember that he had almosty '@o' with both
feet into it, and why he r(\most stepped in-
to it.

If his mind to o turning to her, he had
only to remembeg\ e had used 'nim. and would

have willing leBt” him there for the Temple to

collect A not Pilate, because of their kin-

n him a second chance. But for this,
or two he would have been on the way to
me No doubt, though, they would have given

him one last Jjob. They would have miade him take
the place of Zellini on the crucifixion detail.
The pariah job. The nasty task whicﬁ so suited
Guiseppe Zellini. To naul the Nazarene out of
tne city to tuat charnel nouse called the Place
of Skulls and tuere, witn hammer and nails,
measure him for the cross. To stand with the
squad, like the chief wvulture, watching the

young recruits whom you were blooding, howl-

e B o
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ing at them if they grew/in the face ¥¥RXXXX

green as they waited

X¥X for tne man on tne cross to go out of his
body.

Sometimes, if they nad no friends, you
had to take them down yourself afterwards.

He strode on, his face cold and remote,
a machine in motion.

1 am not supposed to have a code of mercy.

1 am arresting the son of a woman I could have

loved, and turning him over to Wferaewewish priest

so_he mav know that_the sigkie #£ " ome ,which T

am. spares no favourites. Thgt she has been

morally unfaithful, isfngamPtter. I _coull se-

her now 3and not wrin®her neck. 1 could meet

v

her now 2nd noltesWedze her beautiful neck.

>

[his is notMang p®sonal. Nothing between her

—

and me . JHe watChed the paling.

Ny s Watchful. It is the morniﬁg,” ne
SQALANArtly to Quartus.

"The heathen priests soon will be sounding
their horns."

Janus threw up his hand and the sguad
halted. He spoke in a low volce Lo:ZQAuL'La:;.
"You think any of the other squads may have
picked him up?"

Quartus shoox his head. "No, sir. 1T
told them the minute they did so they should
send runners after us."

"'mm. AQueer --- where could he e hiding?"
cy *
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Quartus chuckled. "He's a clever one,
that boy. ©Smarter than 3 horse trader he --"

"T did not ask you for a list of his
virtues," Janus said coldly.

Tuartus bit it off. He had forgotten.
They were hunting the boy. He scowled and
kept scéuling a1t the boy's meﬁory antil he
was ap3in in the right frame of mind.

lie snarled softly: "dhen 1 see him, I'm

5,0lug, o twist nig —--=-1"

"You are poinyg to do gna eil you"
Janus snapped. wounlight ;’h‘tne tops of tne
city. He heard the budfs sound from the

Joppa Gate.

"Let's go,™ s commanded.

"Squad ,Wrﬂ," Auartuas said glumly.

en Legion propped his back to the wall. A

dozen more sprawled in the chair-court.

"We will never get another chance," Demas said.

"Except at the Passover clemenc#3" Ben said.

That startled them. The chuckling began after
awhile.

"Whom shall we ask for?"

"Barabbas."

For the first time that night, their laughter

became a roar.
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sitive face of Nicodemus

at her as he rose and took the few
ard. The cloak of Mediterranean

ade from the finest flax fell in soft
rom his shoulders. Like many of the

aristocratic Jerusalem Jews, he alfected the
abyln of the bopa, dAraped ever hig 1t shoal-
Acr. M™iry Loo byl taken Lo Lhe “om;n palls,
the mantles ghe now bLhrew baeck from her hegd,
revealing her face a3 she confronted him.

He had brought her here from the horrible
wall, to walt until it would be time for John

to apgear. ~he nad reiused to slesp or lie

Bl e = o i e i gl
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down. They had talked arcund everything but
bhad not been able to escape thes grasp of the

i

events which were destroying co

=

uch they both .
loved. ;
In 2 subdued wvolce, Wicodemus wias saying,
"T 'sispect that both innas and Caiaphas knew I
had private talks with your Nagzarenec. It was
no crime, taen. Bub 004 Lhut Laey nave pro-
scribed nim; it could be @6 gdmztrued, The law,
depending oﬁ witose hands hold tih@ gMens, cun

bravel backwardg or forwaldess. enouyh, I

daresays to send me to pri Nkat uncomfort-

able enough. I do not ffow- ineffective
my , ent may have made me."

e on his.

wondered why really

ugized. "ind I have told you before.

riousity, perhaps. Yy insatiable

for knowledre. ™is fame was growin

03

Tn the wordis of that Cimon Jomething fellow,

the fisharman who seoms to be his deéeputy...."
"aiman Poborg™ .
"ihy yes. Juite o fellow. Exapgerates
somcwhatl but very impressive. Told me once
that all the world had gone after hig master.

Upcountry fellows from the little villages

around Galilee whose idea of the world is
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limited to tne distance they can walk. Anyway,

[

J

minus my present comment, I told it to the San-

hedrin last week when he arrived in Jerusalem

to that tumultucus welcome. I dont tHink I

endeared myself to the Council with that re-

mark. But even when he rode into town on that
' 5

ridiculous 2ss, of no semblance wha?gver to a

royal progress, the people still hailed him

as

¥¥EX 3 Caesar. It really was as if all the *

world, Romans, Greek, Ethiopians figgptians,

Arabs, everyone, had, quite.]f 'y, gone after

him, Pe:ths this is what ?hgp fellow meant.

In that case, he his 21 #0 ® However, you asked,

why did I go."

He strode 31\ ocod at the win&ow, his back
>

tb her.

g | whetner he was really the Messiah.
That went. 1 wondered. Nas ne the one
why w ue to come? +he one to lead us into be-

ming, once again,,a nation? Was he our latter-
day Moses? And if he was, how would-he do 1t?
How would he put into us, a defeated people, a
people whose God grew so disgusted wfth us at
times, he allowed us to be pummelled almost into
oblivion, how wauld he put the will and the
strength in us to fight against Rome? Would
we use guile or Jjavelin? More than that, to

fight against ourselves: against our greed,

our faithlessness, our eagernesss to obtain a



better lamb for sacrifice than our neighbour's.
Perhaps, above all, for on this fact so much
rested, what kind of man was he? Was he 3
wilderness saint, given to browsing over nature,
seeking God in contemplation? Seeking God in
the bush? Or was he a man for the Arena, ruth-
less enough to play the ruthless God that the
scriptures teach us about. Our sacred scrolls
make no effort to conceal that our Jehovah is a

deity of mixed emotions. All ox%u startling-
o

ly numan. Our beloved Jeh%ya compunc-

tion against blasting our ’&\E rs out of

existence as He did so f our foes who

dared resist our pira&\

soveregnity, thg\{ d, theilr cattle', whenever

inroads into their

He ordered uqyto ou know, my dear, our Jeho-

vah 1is

uch ke us that it 1s no wonder our
yIlty to tim is of a force powerful
o make us put our lives on the line for
From the earliest beginning, Father Abram
was ready to lay poor Isaac on the aitar, for
Him. 5o what kind of man was this Jesus who
called nimselt also the Messiah?"

ohe had tine awful tnought, while Nicodeuwus
spoke, tnat maybe history would be repeated,
was being repeated. It was there, in that
part of the sacred scroll entitled Genesis
and read so frequently in synagogue. Abram

had not hesitated to offer his son on the altar

L E——
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Abrain, the priests said, pleased God. 4&nd
God, in His turn, was pleased with Abram. The
Nazarene had said he was the Son of God. So,.
the logic. Was he, too, like Isaéc, to be
laid on an altar? - She buried her face in her
hands. 4#Another thought rose unbidden into her
heid. Abram, with what she sometimes guiltily
thought of as exquisite cruelty, had made
Isaac carry the wood for his own sacrifice.

In the fitua]s of the legal GueMer the Romans
c1lled crucifixion, the vigfih was made tb

carry his own cfoss. heWood. Her mind gave.

ohe clutched at th# W of the chair. GShe
stared dry-egcgdmgUN\CtLe floor.

Nicodemu®, Supfled from the window. His
eyes smild i nis deadly serious face.

"Qur God is so human tnat I nave no doubt
wilp eWer we are m@de in nis image and likeness.
rem@aps 1 wanted to see tne face of Jesus."

It took her a while to find her voice.
©»he smiled back bravely.

"Dont be blasphemougs, Demmy."

.
"oy

No, my deawr cougin, no," he said softly.
"T an not blasphemous. T believe in my God
with a pasnion that nobody, I think, imagines.
I tell you this because T have the feeling
that none of us in Jerusalem, or, for that

mitter, if vou can brlirva Dimon-what's-his-
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name, nobody in the world will ever be the same

1fter tonight. It is the night for truth. 1

hive tie slrangost feeling that tonight is our

1 "

lagt chance for truth.
And 1t was sbrange that dear worldy-wise
Demmy was repeating almost thought for thought

what was in her mind. JSxcept of course that

Demumy wus dolng it cut of an intellectual cur-
ilousity. On tihc other uand, why was she with

the Wazarene? Yes, wlith aim as m as any of
those poor unlettered nomauds, ciples of

tiue tragic young Rabbi who \ | been brought

down like a sparrow, by Wrow of #4nnas.

N¥hat had happened wit? #r? The upheaval that
without volitio® ken over her life, giving

?’Nbf rightness that was not,

wledge at 2ll, since ther~ was

Tquning:to it? Only qn.awesomQ,
yet serene cert%inty that it was
omehow, right. It had no logic, yet it
was, somehow, truth. 1t was an exparience she
was sure she would never be able to explain.
womething had occurred in her personality, in
come
ner soul, that nad made ner ¥ alive, really
alive, in btuone most peculiar way. fuat. wags Uhe
curious phrase the Nazarene had used to Demmy?

™ .

Poor Demmy had been outraged by it. Born again.

That was how she felt. Bern 3.ain. On this

night of betrayal, cruelty, death, she felt born
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Eain e

"Demmy!" she whispered.
Sut ne was staring out of the window, nis
back to ner, his'hands clasped behind him, shoul-
ders carried high and tenses Nicodemus twisted
his head to the east. The sky was rosy. He
sighed heavily.

"It is a.night like no other night," he
said.

"It is an ugly night," she s arshly.

N

& small star fell and ggat

1\r*omisms to"'be,"

"Ind 4 bad Sabbhabtn evs

he muttered.

she

-

to the ¥all.

1ccording to the rules

sLopped, stared at Nicodemus. i
On, Deuwny! All we nhave to do to find
John is to geek Saul, and he 1s wmore btaan likely

to be outv in the open!™

slept
He had again and awoke wound up real

tight. WHe knew it in his legs, and in his belly,

and in the front of hir haqd, ¥e wnuld never be

Pt o o

B I
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able to ctand up ag2in as long as he lived.

y T Ty ey 1 . 1~ P N ~ ~ - 1o e N -}
He was 1n a knot and somebody had driawn the
1o oyt Py e 2 M A ateara e P a 13
knot real tight. The stars were really paling

" ones .
now. <+he fainter X¥XX¥ were gone. and the bright-

er onas were going.. 1p, past his head, he could

¥

see the top of the parape

& i

distinctly and the

coloar of the 1.4 which was a blue

;|
like 1 poor sort of ez, The kind of egs S5aul
ind the big boys used teo.throw a2t the meetings

~ £ . S el s . ¥ T — i 5
LOCKS Were crowling domg & the (,‘LTJL\' and -
Y, = PR N SHNPORNRES A .- L
the daogs 1 1 d .,,t/oi,ruwﬂd fo¥3, "y, P 48 I'ne b

¥ . g g o = Pt ~ N < 4 2 § V £ 0y
2 ALuddl 8o s u{,‘usllliﬁs NWA ne deb griew ne was

getting bighterqf AQg#n shouted something un-
reconizable WA § Mare whinnied -loudly. His

mouthh wgs dry§ahd he could bet his palus were
velb § ThelNf ne knew it. +“nd he wanted to

N 11 ncad but he could
W vanted to sit up and look around him, but

Pverybime he thought of it 2 muscle sagged

Krrump krrump krrump kirruamp went the
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shut his eyes tight, he saw it

Saw tihe sentry's 1liys draw away from his
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teeth, A the muscular forearm go biack and come

forward and the point of the sword go 1n into

him ---

s

The sweabt bto

M

k2 oub under his armpits. lle
felt cold all over. Ile wanted to be out of it.

~

[le did not cure what OSaul or Lue Committee
would say. He wid to be out of it. " There were
things rushing up into his taroat and he was

1 o

ready to vomit. He had to be off tue wall.

He opened his eyes, the sweaigmilling him
all over, prickling ingside ks rils. e

knew now he had never wante 25\,0 any wall.
He wanted to go home. H ted- to be in Dbed

now with the pill t under his head and the

.

covers warm over 1 his mother breathing

softlvy in the omfnext to him and sure if you

1, Mother, she would be in and her
d "strong 3b§ut vou in no time. ®o
211led nhim Mother's boy! Saul had said
d never take him on a Jjourney since he
would be snivelling for his mother before the
had travelled a league. But Saul was wrong.
Saul did not understand love; that bo:love and
to need was not weakness. He breathed in deeply.
Resolutely, he sniffed. His face hardened. Ile
would show Saul.

He had never been out late enough to witness
the dawn. To see how night drew away from the

world. He had a notion when he was smaller that

P Pt LG DUE
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night was lifted off the world somewhat like

the cover from a tureen of soup. But of course

all that was nonsense. It seemed that the night

sank into the ground, but ever so slowly. As
if forever afterwards you were doomed to live in
a half-lit world like the Blind Ones.

He remémbered the Blind One' who they said
the Nazarene. had made to see. DBut Saul had said
it was a trick. A trick to sell the Nazarene
to the peopie as a great doctor.

"For," Saul had saide " ¢ 1f you

scratch the Blind One hardgenWgh, underneath

you will find Galilean man! One of his

own country-bumpkin G pretending he had
one
bean healed. the only ¥E¥XE he has been
was
said to have ® from the dead ¥ his own

, Ldzirus; and, note tuis, it happens

1 stupid Betnany. Then there is tue
silly Capernaum. wiy does he not raise

n Jerusalem? wny does he not raise a total
stranger from the dead in Jerusalem??

And since you did not know wnether he had
ever raised a tobal stranger from thes dead, you
made aup some, saying these total strangers had
been raised in Capernaum and Bethany, not in
Jerusalem.

But these could not stand the test of Saul's
tongue and you were thrown into confusion with

fare hot and a2 noise in vour head 2and vou ran
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from there with their ridicule chasing you.
Rah, until your limbs were useless and you

fell down into the thorny buttercups which grew

o

y the roadside’'and lay there hating all of them.
Por you were 2 laughing-stock. Nbbody should be
12 laughing-stock.

It was growing lightor.

He could count now the great stcnes built

into the parapet. He, John ¥irk was three stones -

long. One stone at his head dow t his shoul-
der, another at nis widdlee¢an ¢ vnird somewhere’

at his ankles. asnen-bie g :g\grs caught him all

they would need to do tareec stonse

and insert him 11 up tne wall again and

yred. And bhe would be c3ught.

[

he would have
bo run azxein with his knees
But --

must be off the wall. He must try.

D

lle sat up and he gripped the edge of th
gh21l as his fect dangled in space. "He forced
his back against the parapet. The fTlessh of his
face gFIfeped wikh [enr. He t}.’lou"'ﬂ.:t he was 2
goner. He thought he had dropp=1 like 2 stone
into the courtyard and becowme a goner. His
oohes would have broken off into bits as a2 piece
of rotten rock. He licked Lis lips and pressed
the back of his unead to tue parapet and closed

his eyes.



The paniec a2t last died. e tried to whisper
the words of the Hallel to show himself that he
was alright again but the words were dammed up
inside. Ile could rcmember nothing. He was a

piece of rotten rock. He drew in a breath, held

o

it there, and tren pushed it out. Lhat made him
feel belter. He zat up.
Daybreak. :

L‘here were voices in bue coug®ard below.

e " . his
Wheels creaked.: UHe push owly forwsrd, -
chin up, and looked cautioy Win past his nose ..

There. It was alright. t for a little gid-

diness,; 1t was alrigh could see people

moving in the C‘*l[‘. They were the early

dling®their barrowsof watermelons

ome with the cages holding the
ves for gSile in the Tomplé courts.
nd - there were gsome shidowy figures
over there, under that stunted olive.
drew back quickly. .
lt was vuul. 1t was Saul and the Committee.
From bthe class abt school. They nad cbme to see 5

him do the Joppa Wall. But 1 will not be doing

the Wall! --- he wanted to scream at them.
Instead he rubbed his toes reflectively.
Sombrely, he told himself he would go down.

He would edge along the shelf and gain the steps

and then walk boldly down into the courtyard and
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say he would not do the Wall. Ye was a man; he could
make his own decisions. He could not 4o the ¥all
this morning. Not after the night he had. That was
it. It would be foolish to do the ¥all after a
night like the one he Jjust had.

He ruse to hnis feet, small but distinct against
the will. The eyes that searched for him, saw tie
small figure, foolish and gallant, etchned agiinst
the ancient stones. They were not sure. Tuhey bent
and peered and woispered. oomeone cfied his nawe.
U, no. How could it ve?

«nat was she doing here!

Then, furiously, he &new it.

It was Saul. Baul had got to her. 8aul had
told her he would beygon the #&all and that the soldiers
soeld 11 hin. \ge1d Der. o5 whe woalt®bsk hous
behind her with his tail betwe~n his legs like a
shamed pup,wwhile Saul and thes Com:ittee walked
behind\laughing their heads off! He could kill
thatySaul! He shook his head and wished for for-

titude in this treacherous, nixed-up world. Ail-

right, Saul!




Chapter 6
<
A blade of light touche: % es.
His head jerked up. % the sun. The
trerblin: entered his 1%gb ~ainy he was sweating
all over. He triox member what Cousin Demmy

ple ceremony at daybreak.

hid said aboutqhe T

The two nu ec&”orty watching priests were by
now at 'a‘:thions. The fire would be glowing
on tae a0 in tne middle of tue terrace.

there it was!

ere wis tne priest on tu:s pinnacle of tue
Temple crying doan that tue morniung was shinfing
already!

fensively almost, John Mark watched the cere-

mony unfold. Soon now, he thought, one
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John Wark would become High Priest of the Wall.

Te heard the voice of bLhe priest in the :

-
\

"Ts the sky 1lit up as far as Hebron?"
"\g far a8 VWebron," trke priest on the

pinnicls replied.

And the two hundred and forty priests

raised tue silver trumpets to their lips.

Lib wup s far ag Heoron ...

Lit ap ... Hebbon

Pl

neels in nhis head.

nhi,['l‘.‘,d and

¢

‘knees like Jjelly.

W sed in silence like a

trumpets ¢éame.
at the end of nothing and the
f everything. The soaring music from

theQgru®pets in 2 shower of silver, shooting

¥oh him, lifting him
flurnt motion that stood him on his foes, stret-
card a8 i everything would snap in him.

arg ek saw pim.e A gshiapp ury. Mis heqd
bared to Lhe sun, agrinst light-wished sky, tall--
er thuin the battlement.

He saw baul. Ile saw the stunner he gave
Saul. DGaw how the grins were -erased fron the

faces of Saul and tne fellows; tne wide opened

eyes and fallen Jaws of lue Commitlee at his
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sudlen appearance. He looked archiy down at
tiiem. But they were good fellows all. Baul
and 211. WNice, astonished fellows. The way
tuey looxked aﬁ him, in awe of the dfeat John
Mark, swell-chested on She parapet. They had
comeg to witness nis triumpn. He was a Jewish
champion of the order of Thae Maccabees. Come
at last to the Walls of Jerusalem.

Janus, half nidden behind a buttress,

uttered a guick oath of alar

his fingers to the wall ?K a1
battlement. K

ike @ bird on a limb.

e boy touched

ed to the

him. He swung his

talkine in the lensth of
L)

chousas and the corner keeps.

fhat next? The TTxl1a1) RBut the

Lo MTmllel were-a jumhle in his head!

to tne rules of the game invented by

, be hid to recite toe verses of the Hallel
a5 #ne eluded the sentrics. and now here he was,
because

dio wind o blank REKEENX of fear. The late

-

Spring cun smobe fiercoly down bul e was cold
and [rigibened. No words in his head, only
conlusion. A dumb lumb before uls shearers.
Part of John Mark's fear was-caused by
ggrprise. Never before had so many soldiers

wWon the wall. He shivered in the sun.
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"Joun --- John --- dont! Climb down, Joan!
Climb down!"

She was close to cracking. He neard it in ner
voice. He wanted to turn his nhead, to look at aer,
but he couldn't for he was all wood. The hated Roman
soldiers were all over the wall. FHe whigpered a phrase
from poor o0ld Samuel, that Jud e of Israel whoz his
mother often quoted whenever a mischance fell inmn David

Street. Tell it not in Gath, publish it not in Askelon,

she would say. Tell it not in Gath, g%sh it not in

Askelon, but they have nail~? Joim @

right. "e soul? search for tizeQ

Maybe they would allow him ¢t : unmnolested,
Aind then he heard Sau@'s @Ffll of derision. And

that did it. OQ
The hold at @is ;Eip*t loosened. There was a

quiet in ais u& T woat be nad wanted, saddesnly

Hallel. He thiew vacd nis head

Vother was

nad asceniad.

to him, Teaning outwards irom btue embrasures to watch
tue sceue in tue courtyard, brumalBerand j0King as
tuey recognized the voice of last night's calling
lady. Bat mow John ¥Vark's battle-yell Jjerked tuem
around, oversized puppets in 2 Corinthian show.

John ¥, rk grinned feelingly. All was well, flowing
good. Then he rememiered that the moment had come.
Higs face crew serious. Fursed his mouth. Took 2

bresth. Braced his shouldsrs. All
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was well. The verses of the Hallel, the

great national psalm of the Jews, were clear

in 'his head. He held up nis hands imperious-

ly, tune grand actor asking for silence. The
% (& o

small figure on top of the enormous wall

e e g
Cal Sl O

P a yreab indrawn gasep among the crowd
below.. He threw back his head, shining in the

sun, and cried triumphantly:

"'God of Israel, to whom

It was all here in kd now. Every

sbanzd of the psalm had thought he

h=d forpotien fo le was ready now.

1§

e weuld go 3¢ he had planned;

L Sy

and then Qe wc! work to th~ right, reving

at wpegd tne pamparts and the gar-

khouses apd gaining the right cor-
e, tuen baca again to tue stairs for
o Cour'tyard by bie timc the Hallel -was
mgléted.
He gprang from parapet to platform and
gomsoncod his rece alomg bhe wall, bLhe word:
oub benind ‘KLJ_UI, k1l A

of Loe poalm cbringlhg

banners whippilug

J

in the sunlight.

The soldiérs at thes embrasures stared un-
comprehendingly at the runring fipure, cloak
streaming behind him, lers briskly working.
Then ene of the lepionnaires, 2 short squat@ .

man whoge Joarkin wa o gstained with long service,

(9]
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rememberad somelhing and chucklingly imparted

it to tune youuger rellow beside nim. "It is

some gilly sort of game the yocung Isaacs have

‘

taken to playing. They did it last year, last
Passover eve. Let the yo;ng fellow have his
fun if none of the officers appear.”

Anywzy, 1t was a bregk in thé monotony of
watch; especially with them going double duty
since last night because of some_lousy affair
with the Temple.

L
John Mark skidded arol a4gblockhouse at

the end of his beat to ettt and off to the

A

right, up the sligh of the wall. He was

retting 3nth>é' iers seemed to take

fore

hya k- 1 ras
n1is vuslhsgs

1t him yet 1s has had raced

huarling the biting verses ri

«i.» _1".1 N iy o 1749 o ArmMs 'J"."‘i”‘ .
e L% S~ Lo A Lo p/ivdid B &L

e carnest and acecusing, he stared

i ht at tne leglionnaire of the stained jep-

(=

kin, vecred towards him and hurled at uim:

MGy mrde p the widow and bthe gobrar

when will ye undersbandz™™

The old soldier broke out 2 grin and made
1 playfal pass at his legs with his.Juvwlin.
John Mark leaped aside nimbly without a Jjar in
his stride.

b ol [ i

"T.aol oaF 5 13 B T cane ! G vounTay
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"

#nldiar laughed. at

you~ blasphemnv!”

7

har YogAs michbn't 1ike

Rut the others hid got the ide=2. They

were 111 making passes

at him 2s he flew by .

He did not know they were playing. ile thought

he
7

it s/ real thing. Wo

N

w the game had zest.

.

.\@
(b, |
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game
gind of gqueer/was going on up there.

woghan of Antioch rolled her eyes and looked up

over her shoulder at the tall Ascaldnian wrest-
ler with whom she had travelled to Jerusalem
Far Lhe Passovers

"Comething new in.this creaky old town at
1ast:" Zhe said in her light voice,

He was big and slow-brained but he was
.hﬂqvily handsome froin bestling brow to power-
ful laers.

"0 bhey Hawas thalb eure in Asealon? I1'd

e
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love to put you up there to play that game with
the RQmans! You would throw them around like
E&scusses.”

He grinngd around, a little‘sh@epjshly, at
the faces in the small crowd wﬁich had turned from
staring up at the wall to stare at the cwner of
the light voice. She put her head back on his
chest and rubbed her cheek on the swell of
muscles thére. A few of the men grinned. An
0ld women eating pieces of fruip™from a bowl,
snorted and looked around fo@® pafir of ears
and found lMary lMarx standingkgeside her and
muttered: "She shouldOR stoﬂed from David's
et .

Mary nevédx, WgarQ her. BShe had descended into
a quiet he;l all ®f her own. Her lips moved in a
prayer, ‘§3ut itb@as a flat prayer, with no spirit
in i?. Bhe®repeated it only because her reflexes
pursued it. Nicodemus tufﬁed his head like an
ani®al at bay. He had sent his men to hunt up a
centurion -- any officer who could.halt what
would happen on the wall. He thought of Janus
furelius with a great need.

Quartus, concealed with the Peét of the
squad behind a buttress, stole a glance at the
cold face of Janus and wished he would do some-
thing. He knew the guards up there were merely
playing with the boy. But he expected a turn‘in
the game soon, anytime. It would come anytime

the lazing, dozing, lead-bottom of a noncom in
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J - VR £ e 5 B s s 1 5 (TR PR - 2 A
lowe to put you up tuere to play that game with

the Romans) You would throw them around like

fle grinned around, a Tittla sheepishly, at

the Ffaces in the small crowd which had . turned from

=taring up 1% th~ wall to skare at the cwner of

tine light .voliee. ©he put her heid back on his
chosb and rubbed her chesex on the swell of

maseles there.. A few of the-.men grinned. . An

old women eqbting pieces of fruitgerom 2 bowl,

snoirted and looked around fon of ears"

de her and

and found liary Harg standj \

Lt bered:

Wane snedld oued fros David's

herr. GShe had descended into
r own. Her lips moved in a

at praiyer, with no spirit

only because her reflexes

Nicodemus turned his head 1like an

He had sent his men to hunt up a
centurion -- any officer who could halt what
would happen on the wall. Ile thought of Janus
Yaee Tigs with 2 geeab neosd,

Quartus, concealed with the rest of the
squ3d behind a butbtress, stole 2 glance b tae
cold facec of Janus and wished he would do some-
thing. He knew tiie guards up tiere were merely
playin, with tue boy. But e expécted a turn in
tne pame soon, anytime. It would come anytime

the lazing, dozing, lead-bottom o©f 3 nonconm
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éharge of the guard detail choose to leave his
bed and be out on the wall exposing his beauti-
fully pale countenance to the ravages of the :
weather, Qufrtus thought he wou]idliko to

have that noncoem for =3 meek in his company.

He would take to-him 95 a tiger to uncooked
meat. He would open him up. Juartus tuought
1ovin51y on izow he wou]d'open up the noncom

and take out the lead and pﬁt sucbla fine
Spiriy in'tno man teat he woul dead with-

in 4 week. Dead from over ion.

leet and

swivelled nis head to scowl at the

him. ¥He wondered

crowding up behind

sguadmen crowdg

d liksd the young fool Isaac. He

ht the boy had salt in spite of the

he had lived in a3t David Stree=st. He

it h2d turned out to bhe somebody else;

4t the boss said, stooil.

"Rack up == von lamrs o' loosa acts!”

h/‘\ "':r\,.!r\~! -\,; '.hff ¥ ;1!-’,?41/\}']‘

some swiite were distarbed and flew up out

of a crove G - 5 17
¢ slove of euealypti outeide Lnoe wall.
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Taey flew up and wheeled, screaming, and f

»

over tke wall into the city. The

srowled from his morning doze into wake-,

noncomn

fulness. He heuard the screams of the swifts
and thie boy's shrilling voice outside on the
battlements and his head Jerked up. Growling,

he resched for nis helmet.

John Mary brought his run hack and settle?

Jown inte 2 stealy trot. e was eluding them

were slow
hem

R chis

o:sily. ile knew the Roman solq
181 alamgy, Bat he had
slow 2nd clumsy. The w2 d talged,

yoa would 5n1iev~ voufugN1® be nearly pinned

Fherod u bie bhros eusy step.  1nstead,

.
|

hn playing chass. «hy,

I < - . o 4
MEPQ I S o G g L e

end of nig rudn to bhe pigpib

Li¥edr thrugts huad come even remote=

will yige up g singt tie wicked =-—-

he Brie

@l

at a young, rea-headed legionnaire
leaning against the rampart around-which he
was to turn. The youngs fellow regarded him

. . 1 i 3 o ,'h-Tb. . % .\ "
quizwienlly und s9id: 10,10, little Abram.

3

John Wark cut the psalm long erough to
wrinkle his rose 2t ths soldier. “hy, the
louts weren't ~ven trying! He put out his
hand and fended around the rampart, picked

up the psalm ag2in and bteyiwn the down run.
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morning.

"The noncom ducked his head under the Wale
arch and stepped outside. He blinked in the
glire of the, sun and knuckled his eyes. He
stired agiin, and 1t was realiy unbelievable.
But there-it wias. *~o0o he held back his head
and loosened 2 roar that swung to him the
hesd of-every man on tue wall.

”YOu.lgftovcrd from list week's washing!™

was waat the rnoncom roared. pat do you

%'r»’}r"r vou 're here for'-'7
Wasadliilh u’ .4 N Al - & L e - -

,,:,Y‘.\ oy
L9 & 1 5

thio young Ilebrow J

Lile vV

et him and bring hi

‘ .

N

w1 Ftn Tound hetter lodgines on a

rom the courtyzrd and their

~amings ended guadi~nly 43 bepgun. Deep
flence fell on the wall. The people in the
courtyard stood like silent 1slands in a sea
eraee el Pars Ls Boblige of Ll ig }1'.-;!(1:'. U
Chvey oo il b goursgy ol lu..': bollow.

They knew tuat tue sport had been spoilt.
The menuce of authority was ia tuat voice.
Something had gone wrong with the.game on the
wall. Grudgingly, for everybody cared, they

=

knew that 2 grim phase had begun. The woman
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of Antioch, her black eyes flashing underneath
the bent of silden shawl ghe wors on angy head,

flung ap wer wuands so the Jjewelled bangles flashed
and clashed like 4 dancer's.

"Lord God of Hosbts -—-- the Romanus have killed
are!l™  gshe shirieked.

wiary yark moaned and. Nicodemus caught her

in hHig ATMS . He held her there and

head teowards the woman of Antioch 1an

7% 52 o P (5 0 )
20y JU] I.luv',

"Get out of here - it out of

hoare ——=1" '
The wrostler grinned 1shly. .
‘u%rtﬁﬁ lookr1 hf} haek of Janus’
moving
lean
ment,
seen. the movement stilled and
~3. 1t thc back of his neék and
wouldn't be moving after all.
0ss was tougher than he thougit.
alwiys knew how to handle his
had it been nig woman, he would
Bave Jone oul Locre for ber.  Couslilr.or no '

codsin, in armg wug in armgs. He gniarled at
the squadmen. "Hold it ---= who you think you

% R ——
pushing?



\ man who bore two hamperz fillel with

agted

ve_ 2tables on 4 yole 2ecross his, shoulder

|

I~

1is wrists on the role and fluny back his asad

and shouted up at the wal

fou murdering heoaitheng --- you would kill
ame inftangth

"But tuney have “illed niwm already, I tell

youl"™ gnrieked tiec woman of Anti her bangles

111'6@ ILlliu

A Lt wan, withh d¢vy uttering against

the bars of the

cage arried on his head,

killed him yet --== 1 saw

. 5 ' N4
s1id: "They h':}\\
hi L

11M TOVE .

and
held him by his heels X8R struck his

tones!" yelled a2 man who hid climb-

stunted olive.
5aul licked his lips and his face was
very white. OCne of tne smaller boys of the

1

Committee vomitel suddenly 3ind they stopped
booking ap b b walloand losked st bim. vrad
oie af Uhe, elil Mdren owdde "You will-egqateh 46 now,
Bar-imos. Youa will catch it nowx for-vomiting on
your clothes."

and about turn, they heard Lim. Henrd i
volce piping it on tep of Bue wall.

The old woman who hnd glven hizn food in the
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inn threw her shawl over her head and said in
a quaver to the pilgrims around her:

"Lord God of our fathers --- he is sing-

in'u tne Great ‘Hallel! ™ - :

The blastAof the non-com's voice had
caught him'uiﬁére| and he had stﬁmbled and
almost tripped. He recovered%and braked hié
run. He éfayed in a ha;f‘cr@uch, his head
pushed;forwqrd, tensg ®@# W pointer. He saw
the mﬂn'blinking_in‘thm sunlight‘ﬁnd the
goldiers frozerf aé@}ms:f?amparts.: He watched
them, un1bl&yto wove, 21s the purport of the

&

words QAL he cammand reached them and their

head's “Swaned towards him. /It was a year and

day \he
3‘&..W;1tched them. Watched all the good

nangur and tue indulgence drain from them and
become

g s s i
K gl B Gl o 8
Yot A SRl Sk 2 Lo

machines again. 4nd there he was,

a scapegoat pinned to a rockface.

lle saw the slow 1lilt of tue wéapons to
the ready and the fecet moving deliberately
forward, the mailed feet, tne big-knuckled
knees, the sway of the leather Jerkins.
Slowly. TFor now they had him. They thought
they had him.

He laughed suddenly, a boyish laughter

I TR TR O T, .
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Hé laughed for he felt evebytning coming back
into Lim.

He spoke up. He made‘the words ring the
way Cousin Demhy could make themuriﬁé. ‘Hezput
wings on thm and they mounted powerfully, as
eagles. Ile made arrows of some and he aimed
them and drew back the bcwstriﬁgs“ and out

~ \
\.

they flew, “true and singing. He handled some

¥ e

of "the words 1Q§ingly, those tel}ing-of the
greatness of Israel; and othe;_ﬁ@fmade into
millstones and rolled tbem'@5ﬁn;ﬁpon the
h2athen Romans. He hopéd thé"mastar, Gamaliel,
WS ﬁofh in the cou:ﬁy%gdito hear them. For
never were: the RPN the Halleéel spoken with-
the aching glory.gdwﬁ tongue as théy‘were
spoken Qowi He.%adn his voice grew taller as they
caime nearer and he roge on his toes to be tall as
Cng W duh V ¢ i A.

"Wour idols are silver and gold; the work

&l #en's hands. They have moattis and speak not -

... They that make them are like unto them....'"

and when they tnougnt they had him, he
was ready. e had seen it long ago. He whirl-
ed and his clutching fingers reached the top
of the rampart and he swung him5e1f up. A
hurled javelin clanged loudly against the
stones. The noncom blinking in the doorway,
yelled: "Dont kill him, you fools! Orders are

to take him alive!"
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John Mgrk grinned tightly against his
teeth and leaped from the rampart to the plat-
form and raced towards the stairs, the words:
tumbling from his 1ips.+.  He aimed sgraighf
for the head of the staifs, drawing the dozen
or o 'guaris into 3 move to intercept, then,
less than twenty feet from them he wheeled .
lightly 1;“3 favn and spfinted for the far

side of the wall drawing tﬁem behind him.
Metal ;

" A
v;;i«‘ 1)

& —gtudQLd sandals werdg®ygood for

would have told .

Eanisinge s Eﬁ tuey had aske® ulm fe MEEERREAEY
them. . Tuey floundered ahu s®ipped and they
cc&ldn5t run free ag g, Por they,had to do

At according te 7™ regalations;_sid@wxys

like crabs scuttiimg up the beaoh“aéiGalilee,
for they mus, Ldld their spears at their waists,

arms :
with tRe Right ¥# crooked and holding the butt

Py
aad thdwleft arms across their bellies, clutch-
N T ehart, Glumsy. Cludsyif

Out of the corners of his eyes he watched
the wings pull out and then circle'iqjto en-
close him and he sprinted on, like not knowing,
and allowed them to close; and when they reach-
ed for him, he slid his foot forward under him
and hit the ground with his body 31ready turn-
ing and pushing forward from his hands and
feet, while the men above him collided mailed
chests, grunting for wind and pain as they

staggered.
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His face was pinched 3ﬁd serious. ‘He wsas
out—runhinb a dozen or so of tuem, leaping side-
ways from the restrained thrusts they made at him;
straining nis m&sclcs in sudden halts‘to'wnéel
back the way he had been céming, springing to the
breastworks and-off again, Jjeering at them and

: i N
yelling the Hallel.

They were slowing up Qt the unaccustomed
run in the sun, but-he knew he wag tiring too.
The ache at his knees and the lookéiofvanticif
pation on their faces. He thodght hard. He
had to end it. The Halleld Was so long!

He saw that the #Aonkcom had moved now
from the doorway of the®small-blockhouse and
taken up 2 pesitidm Bt the head of fhe‘stair
leading dowﬁ into#fhe courtyard. The move-
ment Rad \frégd, for p@g chase) the two .guards
he}had‘plaeed there earliers 'His retreat was
stial cut-off except that now there was Jjust one
nM® He sucked in good lungfuls of breath, wait-
ing silently as the men closed in.

I'nere were a few verses left, only a few.
The rule laid down by Saul was that Ehe Hu]loi_
must be completed before reaching the courtyard.
He wailted, watching the soldiers shaffle to right
and left. Straight down the middle was the head
of the staris and they thought he would not make

a break for it since it was specislly guarded.

By the lone non-com. John Mark worked hic toes
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for a grip on the edgye of tne parapet, head down, quick

eyes searching. The legionnaire in charge had said they

had orders to take him alive. But, O, the monkey-men,

the clod-footed apes of Ophir! Trained into use of
their swords and javelins, and clumsy in the gift pos-
sessed by John lMark the Runner. He had been the all-
night Quarry of priests and police, of pilgrims and
soldiers of the Nazarene's apostles and Ben Legion's
crazier, and out-foxed every one of them.

He took off.

Te tore down the straightway, sheillgspiping the
verses. Then, 3s he reached the awkwaedly bracing sol-
diers, he dodged right and dodged Neft while tuey flail-
ed about and dodged betweenthems The noncom was ready
to be roped.

He roared: "Adter Diw, you Jjel.y-fingered —---=1!"

ButL;io&e off .

For ue was staging straignt into the eyes of tae
boy. The yeun, Isaac was heading straignt at him. The
littleqstinker was for making a monkey out of him as he
had done With the men. And in front of his own squad
too. Then, by all the gods, he would not pass here!
The dirty little swipe would not pass here! Trembling
with rage, he drew his short cutting sword and awaited
the oncoming boy.

John Mark flew straight at him, his heart pounding.
He could see that the soldiers meant to bring him down,

Aind then £§§£ the courtyard came a rolling roar

of command. It numbed the non-com. e
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Anew it was Janus. He cried at taone top of nis voice:
"Janus!"

But that would be of no use for Janus was too
far away to prevent the soldier using his sword and
he could not stop nor turn back for it was too late
and he had been a fool to believe they would not kill
him and he wished he could stor crying out these s
stupid vords of the psalm for they were taking his
wind and he needed all the wind he could zet. <“nd
then he saw the numb noncom toss hisgfwsapon aside.
The bellow from Janus had done, it JBUT not yet.
For the legionnaire was about foeat him alive.
witn a roar of outra_ e, tud geldicr cime at hium,
Joann dMark, in a swirl of@lc9K twisted and leaped
over the wall. Thd& gpy's cloak settled at tue sol-
dier's sandal.

e leaped clesn over tae wall and the noncom
shouted wWith satisiaction; for it secucd that the

form

boy h4d emly choseu another X¥d# of death. But
Joim lark nad remembered the shelf on which earlier
he had lain. His feet hit the shelf with 3 Jjar that
rattled his teeth. The wall tore his skin as he
spread-eagled and clutched for dear 1ifa. le heard
the gasp and the mighty roar of the Ysbrew voices
in tihe courtyard. A\ mighty roqr*ﬁailing the mighty

war uoeh
Jewish wemeeme cn his mighty f2at. Te jumped from
the shelf to the steps and raced downward, the last
ragged verses Btumbling past his lips.

Ihere was a darkness githering in his head
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but tuere she was coming out of tue dars«, running,
with Janus behind Ler, and Cousin Demwy benind Jauus,
and even tou_.h old Quartus was running to meet hinm

too. o, alrignt.

Janus took the linen cloak from 2uartus who had

carried it, ard tosssd it at Mico
L 4
"Irap bhim up,” he said s*x
iflgo" 2&

"To's ghiver-
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Chapter

It was 2 d4ay of burning beauty. Tae buttercups
yellowed furiously down the long slopes of the hills
that ringed Jerusalem, moobbeobDaopoodoshonanddas [he
0ld storn~s in the walls glowed warmly and where the
masons had repaired the ravages of time and old wars,
the newer bricks a.ed in mellow nall tones of browns
and reddish pink. Atop the walls, tue sun struck
from tuoe weapons of tane soldiers walking the raumparts,
was reflected in flasues from tue peiaws of tueir hel-

tueir
mets each time tue men turned ¥E&¥X¥™head®. ounlight
danced cross the roofs of the city,wd®aping from
domes and setiling for an in@BarWN on balustrades, then
diving into the streets atid pefring curicusly into the
shadows unier the aeniWgsy) Vost of th~ streets were
deserted; but'th-4long Mgrrow lancs from the p2lace
ceurtyard to, fte NaMgscus Gate were receiving a flood
of witnesgegs Revarxr ~cfcre gathered in Jerusalem for

)

an exegu®ion. Tilgrims ard burghers, men, women, 2and

i

children,\Jdews out of every race, colour, 2nd country
eanth ,  a
on HXE¥¥, ¥ tidewater of people pommsmkx tulzed and
as
Iflatieneu against tne walis NEM C..c soldi.rs WHEWEKept
a way open for tue train.
cenind the closed gates of the palace court,

Janus aurelius wad mirshalled his wmen. He heard tue

muaroar from tae ban ry crowd. Ihotaning snowed on his

face. GQuartus, big
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strong, loudmouthed and angry, barked the sullen
:qqud'into two double lines where they now stood,
awalting futher commands. Auartus wheeled'away-
from the men {nd s1luted his captaiﬁ. For
awhile, the courtyard was'still, and, far away
in the Temple, the gongs of the priests struck

v

Ghe hour.

"It is the eighth hour, Captain," Quartus

‘

said, standing immovable as granite, his arm i
upllully in bthe salute.  "4ll 1d xly." . i A

Janus had never xknow®su gilizstion.
The pulses at nis tenple jks»wrlsts throbbed

strap and bronze
oating in a vacuum in
unreal and he had diffi-

on the facas of the

the eyes of Rome and all
icrs where soldiers stood guard over

s the aspectacular fall, ef the famed

, : LB "
\ureline, woul? ba 2 conversation Mg ¥ for

avery harepackroom anacdocte, oveey rarralods
garrisonneer s

TARRERELBERR 1o ~ver possined ao hel palished
3 gavelin. 411 within 2 night.

%

Mis Xdawt Claudiz bid gaved bhim the final

end =~-= beging seut off to Home in chains.
culb fiercely ke wished the woman uad wot been
50 solicitous over uwer nephew. Living with

i1t would be a greater punishment. For he had
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absolutely (gf) doubt that Pilite would see that
his cup be kept filled to the brim. . The last

time he nad seen Pilate, the governor had been

¥ B

beside himself with rage. White and trembling,

the officer, promising that as long

as he lived, he would remain in Judea and be in
: : Yy S

charge of executions. And below that, no officer .
i y AN

has ever sunk, Pilate reminded him. i

L

"As if he had not known. As if hé did not

ariah
know that now he was M an@ not pro-
2

test even if Guiseppe Zelli sed to drink

wine with him. He had - Myover the job of
crucifier from Guisepfe. e had 'a scarring
moment as the to" se unbiddéglthat 3.6

would make n di;,\gqnce-to his.ecareer if now
he marrie QN&E’?ES. His face prickled hotly
ice

$R coldsunder 2 film of -sweat.

ell,” he rasped”ét Quartus. "Carry
O o .
he thick-waisted cross was dragged from
a corner of the court by a couple of.menials in
the garrison service. At least, they had spared
his men the humiliation of that. Ue.oyed the
monstrous object and wondered whether the fraqil
Nazarene could carry it. But many of these frail
wanderers were surprisingly strong. A diet of
figs and honey and goat's milk could put tough
sinews on a skinny frame. Quartus curtly nodded

to the men and they put down their burden
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between the ranks of soldiers. Quartus bellow-
ed across the courtyard and the guards brought

out the prisoner.

\ = = \

Janus could see he had been brutally

punished. That was to be expected. The Com-
' pariah

pany was not pleised at being made the FEFRER

%\ @« :

Company 3pd‘ﬁhey placed 5he_responsibility

for it on the prisoner. Because his mind was

i -

never far off Mary, Janus was using dJewish

®

\ gy of Atonement.

His squad had heaped t bad luck on the man
i and woulg 8

from Nazareth/the scépef

ness. Outside‘@ wall<where t_hgy held
excutions. Cur?\&» , at close raﬁge;'Janus
inspect %ne Flsoner; the itinerant Teacher
for | qeh&gy and so many of the Jews -had been
‘risk their reputﬁ%ions and worse.

at
THe Nazarene did not look #® him. His

symbols and he likened the Na:z s beating

to the Jewlsn ceremony of

out into the wilder-

£ were on the cross where it lay on the
ground. Rough-hewn timber with the.axe marks
of careless gougings splintering the edges.
Te wore his hair long, framing 2 hwﬁntin@]y
serene face, I'ale but at peace. He had been
terribly scourged. Gome savage jesﬁer had
made a crown of thorns and rammed it down on
nis brow. Fresn streaks of blood still bubbled

like pinpricks on his forehead.
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The NVazarene .raised his eyes from his
survey of the cross. They met'those’of Janus.
The Roman had éxpected the eyes to be:-hate-=filled,
or frightened, br, at least, accusing. They were, .

instead, composed. Tune prisoner had obviously

been brutalised by the soldiers, yet he somehow

seemed Janus had tune modgt peculiar
feeling tuat. the eyes of the wandering Jewish
prophet were conVeying unders%anding.. It was

as if this man on his way to a ¢ sought to

comfort him. To reassure Qli;@his cloudless

countenance that Janus wo e eedlessly.

And thig¢f was of cours . - How could this
gtranger know of airs? . The whole thing
was prepootpr‘ouD his heightenéa‘éénse =
danger and poW j ] norll he was imagining

t preacher possessed supernatural

-

ntinue along thigfroad, Janus,and

/e

p placing the one-god he{otic along-
our better Roman gods.

He looked around at his men. The squad
looked back, puzzled at his long silence. He
opened his mouth for another rasped éommand.
He cleared his throat instead.

"Can you carry --- that?" he asxed the
Nazarene quietly.

The Nazarene stooped, his whip-tattered

garment dragging in the mud. He fitted his

shoulder to the cross, bore it up off the
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groundvand rose slowly, the thing with him.
Janus ‘breathed a sigh of relief. He did -not

want problems so early in the ugly affair.

"SQuad, forward," Janus said tonelessly.

e

\.

~ 7 »
Ny

The way§odt”gf the city was ovgrvone of
the lesser stréets in which the@ement stones .-
vere torn up or loose. Tge ould hardly
keep step, what with the aﬁ‘:nm.the crowd. il {Lf:“

"Get them back! them back!" Quartus

incessantly belloged€Nas
*

guagrding tue w«&\t laces sagged™“under the
presdre ofs : owd. Tne whips of the sol-

nd flailed on either side clear-

he line of soldiers

diers
» 4

sage. Thrice chg}prisoner had stumbled

aightened as the whips turned from work-

Jtie edge of the crowd and sent their tongues

at him. : s
marched :
Janus MNSME at the head of the column, his

face stony and eyes fixed straight ‘ahead. Once

the procession had passed some weeping women,

better dressed than the general rabble, and his

eyes had veered to see if Mary Mark was among

them., But she was not. , "e had waited impa-
the

tiently while/Nazarene, struggling under the

burden, paused to speak to tham. He had not
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interfered when one of the women had wiped the
Nazarene's face. Ironically, he thought e

Max Senec2 was somewhere watching, he could be.
reported for ‘this. But técn he remembered

that Tilate had commented that he could sink
no lower. -WQ wished it wns over and done with.

TheR€ *was a yelping roar ‘fréom the crowd .
Behind Him uartus belloWed for the squad to
halt. Janus, turned sharply’, impatiently, his
bleak eyeé seércning. 1t was agzne feared.

The Nazarene was weakenigg faSﬁ,'

”Pick it up! DPicket Q!" monotonously
roared'Quartas above t@é ¢lack of the whips.
'Janus began scanpaaMthe noisy rabble. He'
knew enough abaaﬁ_nis new duties téﬁknow tﬁét
he was witi¥n ks rights to impress someone

to he¥p Qarry the cross. 014 crucifixion
watdhoms in the crowd who knew what was com-
e MPgan sidling gway. A strange anger

cagle upon Janus.

You sick citizens of Jerusalem, I have

been made one of you by my illustrious uncle

the Governor! Condemned to be amohg you for

life! You took green branches and strewed

L2

his path into your city less than 32 week ago!

Now you yell for his crucifixion! You have

no will of your own! Cnly the will of your

priests, and ol monsters such as my uncle!

The only mgn aumonyg you now carries a cross!
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I will not sink hLim any lower by .iving his cross to

be borne by you!

His eyes searcned tue crowd for a stranger. e
must study how to exert loman rule in wae provincess
WR it was now his life's carcer. ilis uncle tae
governvr,lar. e, urbauve, careful oi nis position as
proconsul never to offend Qaesar} what was it Pilate
had guoted yesterday, while he rolled the rings on his
fingers? A man so devoted to staying ahead of his con-
science, he was never still. e liked to quote some
recent poet named Vergil.

"'Remember, Roman, to rule t-e pécple under law,

to estanlish the way of peace, £to\battle doun the

(3™

A

haughty and to spare the meel, fogse are mxk fine arts.'”
Very well. A crucifixIond was not exictly exercis-
ing a fine art but thare\wi3se a portion of the poet he
could use to practiceltase peace of Rome. fle could
s are tie meek.\ e searcned tihe crowd for a stranger.
Tune calimy dark-skinaned, intelliectual [ace and
quiet dress, pPoclaimed tue wan 32 Cyrenian, perhags
one of Uhe reek scholars in to ovserve thne religious
rites. Janus pointed his oificer's sgtafl at him and
a couple of soldiers closed in about the man. Ihe
Cyrenian walked eagerly forward. OQuartus raised his
eyebrows at the stranger's eagerness.
"What is your name?" Janus asked the dark-skinned
man.
"Simon, a2 visitor from Cyrene in Libya, in Africa.”

"Mick it up," he s1id4 tonelesgsly.
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"I'll bet, you were afraid," a Committeeman .
said. |
"And I say I was not!" John Mark cried.

.The Committeeman was his own“height and weight
and John Mark thought he could take him. He felp
very able fbday. y

4 "Qur little rooster has gromm his spurs, Dan,"
Saul said, a full head tallep”Bhamsthe rest of his-.
Committee,* staring up the rising ground. .'"He has}
a right. to crow. Why,sHe 1s even enjoying it out
here téday at Golgotha with ué."

John Marke gulped nervously.;3Hg&did not foliow
the direct;on og Saul's eyes. The three crosses

were toodwplainly etched against the darkening sky.

"Wherevare his fishermen, young Mark?" Saul

.

asked., "Hiding under a rock?"

Mark swallowed again, felt hot and confused.
He‘pulled the blue linen cloak away from his shoul-
ders.

"It is going to thunder," said. Dan, looking.
at the lowering sky.

"Oh --- look!" Saul said with quickened
interest. "Look -- the soldiers are going to use
the spear!"

John Mark whirled and ran as fast as he could.
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Chapter

A wind stole into the room, brushing past the
heavy window curtains, a soft-walking wind that lightly
stirred the rouses on the carvedgidgptian table at tee
far corner, tiptoed around tfie ,oom bent double, cautious
as Ben Legion crossing § M oRedourt, and finally slipped
under the couches and tig ottomans, and Mary never knew
wnaf became of it afterdards. ohe was startlingly tae
look-alike John)\Maek's mam wnen she worked at the idesa
of a soft4walking wind, miming the glides and twists of
the smart Wittle wind hiding ahead of whatever was
after it9

She smiled fleetingly at Miccdemus.

"You say we are safe now, Demmny?"
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Nicodemus nodded. His face was gloomy. "Annas
was not pleasedwith me. "Was not pleassd at all. I
had Satan's own time. But I suppose since he had
the Nazarene, it atoned somewhat."

"He was the sacrificial lamb, eh Demmy?" Mary
acsked, smiling still.

"I suppose, if I overlook your blasphemy, you
may call it that."

"Quartus called him that. I have merely chipped

the tablets, as John Mark would say. JMHe, Quartus,

came in to see me after the -- afterwards. He want-

ed me to know he wasn't angry at us that his - boss

- had been --- kicked down thenladder, he said.

He said he made his boss standsaside while he ---"
she swallowed "--- @drove the nails. ©Said he hadn't
minded, for he krew tha% this meant Johnny was safe.
Te had liked the 1it¥le runt --- that's what he calls
my son. Aad thenbhe said, 'The ﬁellow wasn't tough

Lika
at all4 T, bhought he would kick,your lambs at the

A

sacr&ficeq'”

"S¥8p it, Mary!" Nicodemus said loudly. "No
use brooding over it!"

"But I am not brooding, Demmy," she said, look-
ing up at him. "In fact, I fee} strangely --- freel"”

"Free? Did he nave that ﬁégg of a hold on you?"

Her look puzzled. "Hold? I dont know. I dont
feel as if I am in an e¢scape. Nor a release either.

Ratuner, I guess 1 feel freed of - encumbrances. No,

not a release. Nor av¥escape. lNore like an arrival.
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I know it does not sound sensible. Vot to me. Yet.
I guesz T feel content to wait until it does."” She
gave a dubious smile. "ind tLhis puzzles me. I am
not usually so content. You know that.”

Nicodemus settled back on tiue couch and his
long fin_ers trailed relaxedly along the cushions.
"Talk to me, Mary. 1 want to know, to help you."

L one looked seriously at anim. "You know you
dont fool me a bit, Demuy."

fle dropped the pose and loocked a% alertly,
curiously. "Mary, wany had you nev

terest in politics, or religion\u e the coming

of this man from Nazareth? @ re-all did he
offer? O, I know at the t& hey s2id he had pro-

claimed himself the QK od. I thought that
is

n 3an in-

shiould have gone h redit. Not to have claimed

€!~§;hm ry before him had done, but a
Rt What were his politics? vas he a

18 the Zealots? L\ compromiser as the

to be a Go?,

son of God

Cf the Sicarii, arguing violence against
the Romans? Jilling to make the square mile of Jeru-
salem into a holocaust for every Hebrew? #hat?"

ohe answered him quickly. "all I know is tuat
he was born into tue clean-limbed, clear-eyed, urutal
human race and tuey killed nim!™

"l RKuow nhe is one of us," Nicodemus said dryly.

"Yes," she si3i? bitterly. "The same knees and
Kuuckles, tue sawe mouilu and nose."

"The Romans say we are a nation of noses," he
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said in an atﬁéébt at raillery.

"No. A nation of eanpty ears and mouths full
of sham rightcousness.”

"Mow, ifary," he said cautiously.

Sue got ap aud walked across the room, stood
for a woment staring at tus wall and returned, G
e

"You say it is wen iilke Annas who secure the
world against unsiableness. But might it not be
the other way around: Isrhaps our dj€€ _would ve

legs in a3 wobile if aer 1ike Annag @oud not try
to stop changes in direction. @ERITCaer, cease

raking adjustwents in direcfipu.¥ She tossed her

he-1. "Ag time moves on.§
Te grinned rad®lye Piot a disc, my ancel. A

sphore, fratost@ensssNof Cyprene measured it and

iristotle t=\GreekWroved it several conturies ago."
'

B
“ihatey~g. ®ind stop grinning lisze a monkay

]

with but®e\on its mouth.”

"‘oflkeys do not eat butter," hne said firmly."They eot

® whatevesr
Canaxpaxiaex we eat, except meat and butter.”

she sat down and took up tn» snawl wnich had
fallen frow ner suoulers and ran the tassles
througih her f{ingers.

(3 VS 1243 Fu : 3 t

¥hat Jdid he say. siie asKed in an anﬂﬁapne.

":ho? he answered, too quickly.

one locked at nim levelly. He shrugged.

"I could not hear. I wasn't near enough."

"The same safe, old breed,"” she said qui=stly.
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"Good Loid, Hary, did you expect me to stand at
the foot of tue cruss: 1 did wnat I could. I asked
Janus to be as mexcifgl as he could =--- to - to use
the spear as soon asiliwfully could!™"™

She sauddered and hugged hersell. She turned
away. fHer snoulders went high and teused. le waited
for her to be steady again. He asked in a quieter
voice: "Where is Janus? 1s he coming?"

She answered him in a matter-of-fact tone.

"I - I think so. He - he h:'s asiked me%marr-y him."
9

He said lamely, "It may not 1& u know.
L 2
Unless you go to Rome. But not sal~m."

She turned a crinkl~d g &rin on him. "And
then, dear Demmy, you know{i; y. You are the
historian. Isn't itep8 @

Persian consort, a I\ s Jewish Estner? Having
k/ ‘

him here in Jetus living with us may hold
Tiger Anua c 8"

the day was the thirteenth. A

that Janus may be my

luckymp dayNor the Jews, 3s provided by tnat fine

Jerusal girl, Esther.
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He nad got awase several minutes bofeore. The
quiet in tne room wis fat all around hiam and it was
as 1L ne was sinking into it. He liked tae sinking,
and now thne tireduess slipped down uis limbs and out
at Lis fingertips and the feel at the back of his
neck as he sougut tue pillow-softness. A wind blew

in at tce window and ballooned the dra%es. Cutside,

the day was browning. Soon his ‘nct
<18

to night-latch the windows. ?Ee{\

want to see her when she cam% Te wouldn't want
to see her tearful. He tiTew mself around and

burrowed his face vi&%;gh into the pillous.

But there wag\i;';? ovingit. Wis mind sat
stubbornly wi the ™¥ing he 3id not want to rem-

Orew himself on his back again and

14 be in

he wouldn't

giember and
gazed s up at toe ceiling.

t be over by now. They took tunem down
before we Those wno uad watcined, such as tue iam-
ily and t.e soldisrs, would be coming vacw. into the
city now. They would be suelliug of Golgothna dust
and nheat, and scrubbing tihe backs oi their necks
with tue end oftueir robes to _eot the 3irt and the
sweat ofi. And the soldiers would ve maccuin

camel-footed back into Antonia, not kicking Lind-

leg ed, pegeging the 1ohidesEX cobbles,
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as they had gone out. But they would be loud-mouthed
in the taverns tonight.

Tne friends of tue dead would not be loud-mouthed.

They woulid be mumbling the psalm from dry mouths as
they mortared up tue sepulchre. The women would be
there. But he did not tuink tue poor little apostles
would be there. They were now Quarries like he had
been. He wisned he nad taken tne time to teach them
how to run and be a very good Juarry.

A Quarry had to learn how to bid%i hide and

run. The poor little country agos@

the city. Not one of them wasQ rusalem. They
ay down in soft

would be afraid. They coalﬁ%
beds tonight as he could. W o to school tomorrow

with everything alr¥ in 3s he could. Ah, not

tomorrow. ilmos Qgs*ki forgotten. Tomorros was

Fassover. A W prayers in synagogue. But
ether. He knew of some rocks less

than a €3k day's journey up the Sinai road., Ile

d not know

maybe not
wou ade Cousin Demumy. Cousin Demuy might not
mind golng less thin a Sabbath day's Jjourney on Fass-—
over if une told him tuere were coneys among the rocks.

But tuen, day-after-tomorrow. Day-ailter-temorrow

tie could look forward to being 2 king. A king when
be faced Saul and locked him up and down and said,

Could you have taken the %all as I 4id?
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And Saul, a worm seeking a place to burrow, but
you giving him no quarter, but following him close

and asking down your nose, Could you? Could you have

taken the Wall as me? Could you —--=7

He shook his head guiltily. No.

No. Not now. Must not think of that now. Should

be remembering my friends and be sorry for them. Es-—

pecially poor Judas. Judas is doubly a Quarry.

He hoped Judas got away. That even now he was
on his way to the far border country eof Tyre and Sidon.
There was some talk he had overhespdy thmt Judas was a
traitor. He hoped it was not trle.wJudas was very
good with boys and a smart mem In the wilderness. He
could see Judas going now'2s(heé and the 6thers had
goue the last time.qy BA11lY Stridiug up the Bethanany
road and then tuzning $0"look back and waving at him
Just before he disipgeared over tue hump of Olivet.
And all tae otueks turning too to wave back at him
as he had stood bare-headed on the viaduct outside
theqcityy and Judas and big Simon bellowing it so
the echees returned.

"So long, Cox! See you next Spring!"

And then turning to follow the Nazarene down

the other side of QOlivet.
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He must remember them now. One by one. It was
a good way to remember them. OCne by one. And then
he could put them out ofhis mind and think of Saul.

He would think of them one by one. It was a
duty. He wished he had made time to teach them how
to run and hide in the city. How to elude the priests,
the Temple polices and the Roman soldiers. They knew
so little about anything except praying and preaching.

He would think of them now. First, he would think of

Judas. %

He settled himself c-omfort;ab@ ink.
Poor little J,@
them. Judas is mar\ wonder what is poor little
Judas doing W?V

8

Father,

he will get away from

Judas the Ishcariot said, turning his agonised
eyes up to the darker loom of rope he had fashioned
above his head.

Forgive them, for they know not what they do.
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And I must think of poor little James. dJames the

Thunderer. I wonder if Jimmy Thunder has got over the

time when the Nazarene made them catch so much fish,

the net split? Jimmy Thunder said he did not know

whether to give thanks for the fish or swear over

the net! Good thing they hadnt needed the net any-

more, him, his brother Jonn nor sSimon.

And I must think of his brotanesy poer littlie

John, ruled by tonat hungpry-lookiil bady who, dJudas

told me, once caused such a gassywhen she asked the

Nazarene to make her sons¢ Jamegs and John, his chief

ministers wnen he camelNto power. I wonder if Johnny

Thunder is stillqtalking big?

dehng huddled in a3 corner ofi the room where they
had taken refuge, stared blindly at the wall.

The master had not forgotten. Even up there, on
the cross, torn and bleeding from nail and spear, he
forgave the weakness of our mother and give uis own
gentle mother to our chiarge.

Son, behold thy mother....!
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John uark pulled tne covers irom his head. He

was thinking of Peter.
named
Poor little Simon Feter who MXX¥¥ me the Cox.

Simon Peter had'returned thsamane.
Now he crouched at the foot of @rled, olive tree,
his back to the Jerusalen { Ys was shaken

with sobs. He had denie Master. How was he
*

different from Judas \ 1 acted, at least,on the

courage of his conWictins? And at the trial, not

one of them ENQ:?od up to witness for a guiltless

man.
his powerful oar-hardened fists.

My strengtn!" hne cried hoarsely,

"Why have you forsaken me!"

He was pgetting drowsy again. It was the
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warm bath and the rub his mother had given him with
her nice-smelling olive berry oils. But he had others
to think about.

Like poor little Thomas with hig jokes. Heavy

stuff. But I like him for he tells you what he thinks.

Thomas spoke thickly to the huddled back of Peter.
A moon-cloud shed a ghostly light in(the) rock-shadowed
garden. Anger and agony was in)his voice.

"He said, I thirst, and wé looked the other way.
For we remembered that oncd heWwfed five thousand and
then four thousand, andaitywas unbelievable now that
he should entreat mefh Bop’a drink. So we looked the
other way when tYey gave him vinegar. lie needed new

evidence th4t “he was the son of God."

And then there 1is poor little Matthew, a sharp

one, but still a village fellcw. Not used to big

city ways at all. Where will he go¥
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Matthew rubbed his nose with tue back of inis
hand and shrugged. Tomorrow the roads would be
clear. There was nothing to wait for in Jerusalem.
Perhaps elsewhere. But not here. It was finished.

It is finished.

The Rabbi had said it.

He had a friend in Phillipi w @@i hands

for the Customs there. It coul anged.

would wait awhile of course e what the others
would so. FEspecially old& |

ﬁ!h‘g there is poor little rhilip. I

rhilip was always williang to talk.

Tne cough was really in good fettle. It racked
him and creased his chest with fire. But he was
not afraid of it. He was ready. He had been ready
since he left the charnel house ;23 Jerusalem savages
called the Place of Skulls.

“Into tiy hands," Philip murmured, remembering.

He tightened his arms over his chest and waited for
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the paroxysm to pass. "Into thy hands I commend

my spirit," he said to whatever tnere was.

John lMark closed hiseyes to recall the names
of the others.

"And there is poor little Andrew, and Bartho-
lonew, and Thaddeus, and the other Simon, a Zealot,
like Judas, but 2 quiet man, and the oqther James,
Alphaeus, wherever they have fled te,.

"There, now I have thoughg Q{”thgm all."

Today had been a big dayg But if what Philip
told him was true then day aftgr tomorrow would be
even bigger.

Fassover Sabbath“premised to be a long day.

The longest sabbatiy ifi tue world wide world. But

he would go Bo Bed early on rassover night. He
hoped he, wOuldonot oversleep. All tue aches and
bruises Would be gone by then. By morning of the
first “@ay of the week, he would be fit, he was sure.
He hoped he would not oversleep. He was always over-
sleeping for Rabbi Gamaliel's classes and had to be
awakened by his mother. He had everything planned
in his head. He had marked where the tomb lay. He
had followed Uncle Demmy and his friend, Joseph the
Arimathean, to the Sepulchre. e would go out early
to be there before the women came to spice the body.

Today had been too near to the Sabbath for them to
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spice the body.

Not that he believed it. Nobody rose from
the dead. Thomas had rolled his eyes and shaken his
head at old Fhilip, as if he had never neard any-
thing crazier from tne Legions. 0ld Pnilip had
shrugged away tne belief of Thomas. He would
rather wait and see. Not that it mattered. It
was Saul he wanted to stun. Saul would wide-open
his eyes and dog-hang his jaw, listeming to him

telling the Little Sanhedrin he Jo lark, nad
been at the tomb and had seen tLégng!

He heard footsteps appr 3“' e half-opened
his eyes. Under the lash%saw his mother enter,

Janus with her. Te feiBuedwsleecp.

He had to se® 7 s tomorrow. WHWe had to
thank Quartus e 2lWpwing him to walk home on his
own two fe rZEEQ”;ban letting him be carried by
the soldi r\

stened to Lis mother and Janus go out,

;i were talking about him on the #wall. How
fine d brave and a little Maccapbees he had been
on the Wwall. He breathed in deeply and swelled

his chest tneun let it out again.
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