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To you,
my Lord Jesus, the Anointed One of God the Father through the power
and grace of the Divine Spirit;
the historians, archeologists, anthropologists, sociologists, scientists,
theologians, biblical scholars both Jewish and Christian, philosophers,
and translators, throughout the centuries and into my lifetime;
the pastors, priests, rabbis, church and public school teachers, college
professors, museum curators and guides, and tour guides;
my beloved family, brothers and sisters in Christ, friends of all faiths and
personal convictions;
my faithful editors – Dawn, Anne, Betty, Karen, Lorena, and Mary;
for inspiring, encouraging, chastising, supporting, praising, humbling,
and giving generously, graciously, and with unyielding truth of your
knowledge and wisdom and love;
with deepest appreciation, I dedicate this story.

Forget what has been done. Forget the old days.
I am going to do something new.
See how it bursts into being!
Can’t you comprehend it?
I will clear a way through the wastelands
And rivers will flow through deserts.
Yesha’yahu (Isaiah) 43:18-19
“De nobis fabula narrator”
Their story is our story
Quintus Horatius Flaccus (Horace)

Contents
Characters
Part 1
June A.D. 22
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Part 2
June A.D. 23
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Part 3
September A.D. 26
Chapter 10
Chapter 11
Chapter 12
Chapter 13
Chapter 14
Part 4
August A.D. 27
Chapter 15
Chapter 16
Chapter 17
Chapter 18
Part 5
March A.D. 28
Chapter 19
Chapter 20
Chapter 21
Chapter 22
Part 6
May A.D. 29
Chapter 23
Chapter 24
Chapter 25
Epilogue
Roman Emperors and Appointees
Bibliography
Glossary
Time Line
Herods of the New Testament Period
Julian/Claudian Dynasty

The Romans and Provincials
Valerio Crassus Marcilius Tullus – Tribune
Marcilius Crassus Antonius Tullus – Valerio’s father
Antonius Crassus Valerius Tullus – Valerio’s uncle
Delphinia Daisus Tullus – Valerio’s young wife
Marcus Licinius Crassus * – Former ruler of Rome with Julius Caesar and
Pompey the Great, Valerio’s ancestor
Lucia Bartus – Valerio’s former lover
Gaius Vincinius – Tribune
Drucilla Tarquinta Vincinius – Gaius’ mother
Gaia Vincinius – Gaius’ grandmother
Lucius Marcus Cato – Physician
Marpessa – Cato’s wife, a Greek
Lucius Philip – Cato and Marpessa’s son
Valerius Gratus * – Prefect of Judea
Cornelia – Gratus’ wife
Pontius Pilatus * – Prefect of Judea
Procula * – Pilatus’ wife
Gaius Julius Caesar Octavianus Augustus * – Emperor
Tiberius Claudius Nero Caesar * – Emperor
Lucius Aelius Sejanus * – Rome’s Praetorian Guard Commander
Klaetus – A Greek merchant
Ekebo – A Nubian slave
Betan – A Syrian slave
Aphek – Syrian centurion of the Roman auxiliary legion in Judea
Rezin – Syrian centurion of the Roman auxiliary legion in Judea

The Jews
Leah, daughter of Azariah
Azariah – Sadducean merchant, Leah’s father
Anna – Azariah’s wife, Leah’s mother
Anna, daughter of Azariah – Leah’s younger sister
Joseph (Yosef), son of Azariah – Leah’s elder brother
Anna, daughter of Gaius Vincinius and Anna, daughter of Azariah –
Leah’s niece
Simon (Shim’on), son of Joseph – Leah’s nephew
Miriam, daughter of Uriah – Pharisee, Joseph’s wife, Simon’s mother
Eliezer – A merchant and Pharisee scribe
Eliab, son of Zadok – Slave of Valerio Tullus
Zadok – Eliab’s father
Zadok, son of Eliab
Ruth, daughter of Eliab
Joseph Caiaphas * – High Priest
Annas * – Former High Priest, Caiaphas’ father-in-law
Judas (Y’hudah) * – Galilean rebel, messianic leader
John (Yochanan) * – Judean prophet known for immersing the repentant

The Herods *
Herod the Great – King of Judea
Some of his sons –
Herod Philip I – A merchant
Herod Philip II – Tetrarch of Ituraea and Trachonitis
Herod Antipas – Tetrarch of Galilee and Perea
Archelaus – Ethnarch of Judea and Samaria, banished by Augustus to
Gaul
Aristobulus – Great-grandson of last Hasmonean king, executed by his
father
His grandchildren by Aristobulus –
Herodias – First the wife of Herod Philip I, then the wife of Herod Antipas
Agrippa – Friend of Emperor Tiberius’ nephew Claudius and grandnephew Gaius Caesar (Caligula)
His great-grandchild –
Salome – Daughter of Herodias and Herod Philip I
* Historical persons

Part 1
Chapter 1
June A.D. 22
Valerio Tullus stood on the deck of a merchant ship, the wind from the sea
brisk against his clean-shaven face. He gazed indifferently at Caesarea, a
perfectly modeled Roman city built upon the Judean shore within a
semicircular wall. Though a provincial capital, it did not impress the young
soldier. There’s no escape from Rome, not even from her appearance, he
despaired.
As the ship passed through the man-made harbor entrance, overshadowed
by colossal statues of Neptune and Jupiter, Valerio viewed the larger buildings
of Caesarea’s forum. The late afternoon sun reflected glaringly off their tiled
roofs and marbled walls. Not as grand as Rome, he noted, but still reflective of
her colonnaded pavilions and straight streets in which to bargain for power,
money, and lives.
Eliab, a black-haired youth in a knee-length slave tunic came to his side
and gazed toward the docks. Valerio noted the eager curiosity in his black eyes.
“Is it what you expected – your homeland?” he inquired.
Eliab shrugged, but the eagerness remained in his gaze when he followed
Valerio below deck and into the cramped corner of the hold that had served as
their quarters. Valerio observed it as he undid the straps of his leather tuniccover and the slave laid out his accouterments.
For me, Judea is exile, Valerio thought as he stripped off his tunic and
splashed water from a leather bucket over his face, cropped hair, and muscular
torso. But for Eliab, who handed him a towel, then a clean tunic, this was the
land of his people, his birthplace. And, though Eliab knew nothing of it
personally, his parents and paternal grandmother had instilled a deep desire in
him for this place – thus his eagerness to be arriving in Rome’s most eastern
province.
Valerio picked up his tunic-cover and put it back on. He had made it clear
during their service in Gaul that the slave was not to assist him with it. It was a
peculiarity of his master which Eliab accepted. Something worn so close to the
heart for so many years had come to have a personal meaning.
When Valerio was ready, Eliab lifted his master’s molded bronze
breastplate. As Valerio held it to his chest, the slave strapped the back piece to
the front at the shoulders. Valerio fastened the side straps while the slave
attached the cloak, then kicked off his civilian sandals and the slave helped him
strap on the sandals with iron hob-nail soles worn by Rome’s legions. Valerio
then fastened on his dagger belt and attached the sheath holding his gladius – a

short, double-edged sword.
Valerio shifted his shoulders, settling the weight upon his body, then held
out his hand. Eliab laid a small scroll in his palm. A large seal impressed in
wax and scarlet ribbon held it tightly rolled. Valerio slipped it into his dagger
belt and headed atop deck.
He stepped off the ship onto a marble stairway spanning the length of the
port’s seafront and walked up toward the colonnaded warehouses, where he
was met by the chatter of merchants bargaining. It’s appropriate, he thought.
He was a commodity, bargained for in Rome, and this was his price –
assignment in Judea.
A merchant directed Valerio to the prefect’s office in the forum, where the
standards of the cohorts stationed in Caesarea, bearing the Imperial images of
Augustus and Tiberius in brilliant gold, were set up in the building’s courtyard.
A soldier on duty accepted Valerio’s scroll. A moment later, Valerio was taken
in.
Valerius Gratus sat at a wooden table covered with parchments and
papyrus scrolls. The elderly, gray-haired soldier was dressed in a tunic, tuniccover, and sandals – no armor or gladius. When he lifted his cold, gray-eyed
stare from Valerio’s scroll, it was clear he was unimpressed by Valerio’s
formal appearance.
“Do you know the contents of this?”
“Yes, sir.” Valerio knew exactly what the prefect had just read – * Lucius
Aelius Sejanus, Commander of Rome’s Praetorian Legion. To Valerius Gratus,
Prefect of Judea. Valerio Crassus Marcilius Tullus is appointed to serve his
emperor Tiberius Claudius Nero Caesar under your command, in whatever
capacity you might find him useful. *
Gratus’ cold stare did not waver. “He sends you with no rank, but hasn’t
discharged you from the army.”
“Correct, sir.”
“How does someone from such a wealthy and illustrious family, one who
has served his emperor well in Gaul and Rome, come to be in such a
dishonorable position?”
Valerio met the cold stare calmly. “I dishonored the wife of Senator Bartus.
Consequently, my father disowned me.”
“So. Your father is at odds with the emperor, but has Sejanus’ favor.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Mm, so, for a man not yet twenty-five, you’ve made life-long enemies.”
“Yes, sir.”
“In this place, you’ll make more,” Gratus stated. “Here, everyone is your
enemy. Believe me and you might survive to return to Rome. Don’t and you’ll
be dead.”
Valerio made no response. How could he explain? In Rome he was already
dead.
Gratus, however, was pleased with Valerio’s silence, as if it spoke
agreement. He stood, dug around in the documents on the table, and pulled out

a map. “What do you know about Judea?”
Valerio leaned over the map. “Jerusalem. The temple mount, the Antonia
fortress, upper city, new quarter, lower city.”
Gratus shoved the map aside. “Do the Jews worship an ass in their
temple?”
“No. Pompey reported their Holy of Holies to be empty, and my personal
slave tells me any image in their temple is forbidden.”
“Your slave is a Jew?”
“He and his family were taken during the Galilean uprising led by Judas.”
“Your knowledge will serve you well. Speak Aramaic or Hebrew?”
“My Aramaic is good, my Hebrew needs work.”
“What about your habits? Do you have your illustrious kinsman’s greed?”
“No, sir.” Valerio knew to what the prefect referred. Seventy-five years
ago, his distant cousin Marcus Licinius Crassus, as governor of Syria, had
come to Jerusalem, where he had robbed the temple treasury of all its gold and
150,000 pounds of silver. Supposedly needed to pay and supply the Roman
army to fight the Parthians, Crassus had kept most of the money for himself.
But he hadn’t lived to enjoy it, for the Parthians had killed him and his son and
captured the gold standards of his legion. Thus his greed had brought dishonor
to Rome, an act Valerio had no desire to repeat.
“Good,” Gratus said approvingly and sat back down. He looked up at
Valerio, the cold glare gone from his eyes. “You can be useful to me. I need
someone I can rely on in Jerusalem, in command of the Antonia. There’s a
cohort there, Syrians and Samaritans. Your duty will be to keep peace between
the Jews and ourselves.” A faint smile passed over the old soldier’s lips. “I’ll be
putting the tribune Gaius Vincinius under your authority. Do you know him?”
“No,” Valerio admitted.
“He’ll be your first new enemy in Judea. He drinks what he can find,
dishonors what women he can get his hands on, gambles when he has money,
kills when he feels like it. His family can’t stand him, but he’s their heir.
They’re almost as wealthy as your family and they support Sejanus. The Jewish
authorities find him offensive. So will you, but you can deal with him as you
like – as long as you keep peace in Jerusalem.”
Gratus began writing Valerio’s orders. “Let’s see, the summer solstice is
due. The next Jewish feast is in the fall.”
“Day of Atonement,” Valerio commented.
“Mm, yes. I bring a cohort with me to Jerusalem for the feasts, so we’ll see
what you can do before the Jews’ most holy day. Report back here in the
morning. Early. There’ll be an escort to ride with you. You’ll ride to Joppa
tomorrow, stay the night with the cohort there, then reach Jerusalem before
nightfall the next day.” Gratus stood as he rolled the papyrus. “For tonight, see
the steward about quarters at my residence.”
“Sir?”
Gratus heated a hunk of wax over an oil lamp. “You’ve come from Rome.
That makes you a rare commodity, Tullus. Dine with me and my wife. Tell us

the news. It’ll be your last chance to speak much Latin. I should have asked
about your Greek.” He stamped his ring into the hot wax on the scroll and then
handed the scroll to Valerio.
“My Greek is excellent, sir.” Valerio saluted. He didn’t bother to explain
that he would continue to speak Latin with Eliab. He had taught the slave Latin
and improved his Greek during their years in Gaul. In turn, the slave had taught
his master Aramaic and some Hebrew. In Gaul they had spoken Aramaic when
they hadn’t wanted others to understand them. In Judea, they would speak
Latin.
Valerio stepped out of the office to find Eliab waiting. After obtaining
directions to the Herodian palace, where Gratus was living, the two headed
across the forum.

***
At the palace, Valerio bathed and changed into a long tunic. He was uneasy
about dining with his new superior, having revealed all he wished to of his
dishonor in Rome.
Eliab noted his master’s uneasiness, even as he took in the palace’s
grandeur. The old Herod had built the impressive structure on a finger of land
jutting out from the shore. It was like a Roman villa, yet more finely furnished
than many homes of the wealthy on Rome’s Palatine Hill. Built about an inner
colonnaded pool, the rooms were lushly decorated with frescoes and mosaics,
and, at the western end, a semicircular, colonnaded garden provided a splendid
view of the sea.
At the opposite end from the garden was the triclinium – a dining-living
room. Three couches were arranged around small tables and lamps hung from
tall stands to shed light in the room as the sunlight faded. This room – from its
vaulted ceiling to its vividly colored mosaic floor, from its open view of the
inner pool to the semicircular fountain in the back wall – was built for the
leisure of the powerful. It only added to the unease of Eliab’s master, but a
glance at the food set on the tables made the slave smile.
“Simple dishes, Master, as if in the field,” he whispered. “The prefect is an
old soldier and lives like one.”
Valerio made no response and the slave stepped back toward the wall as
Gratus and his wife entered with their attendants.
“Valerio Tullus, my wife Cornelia,” Gratus introduced them.
“I am honored,” Valerio said. “Have you been in Judea with your husband
long?”
Cornelia led Valerio to the couches. She was like her husband, in her late
forties with gray streaking her hair. “Only two years.”
Eliab crossed the room to stand behind the couch upon which his master
reclined, passing Cornelia’s attendant. She was no older than himself, about
sixteen or so. He thought her beautiful – dark haired, her skin a warm copper
brown, her breasts well-rounded. She met his stare, then lowered the gaze of
her black eyes to the floor.
Gratus reclined opposite Valerio. “I’ve been here six years. I asked to be

relieved two years ago, but, as you know, politics complicates everything.” He
poured wine and commenced the meal without ceremony. “All Sejanus sends is
his petty plans. Make the Jews more submissive to Rome. That man. Doesn’t
know what it’s like outside Rome. So I wrote my wife. She came and we live as
if I’ve been relieved.”
Cornelia smiled, passing the bread to Valerio. “Are you married,
Commander?”
“I was. My wife is dead.”
“Pardon me – was her death recent? Or have you thought of remarrying?”
Valerio dipped his bread in the lentils and herbs served with the roasted
chicken. He chewed slowly, preparing to answer with caution. “Delphinia died
six years ago and I went to Gaul after that, so it wasn’t convenient to remarry.
Perhaps you knew my wife or her father, Senator Daisus, before their deaths?”
The conversation drifted into a search for a common acquaintance and,
from their inability to find one, into their class differences – the prefect and his
wife being of the merchant, equestrian class and Valerio a higher ranked, land
owning patrician.
The meal continued for an hour or so. Gratus let his wife chat with Valerio
about commodities prized in Rome, uninterested in probing his new officer for
personal news, to Valerio’s relief. Eliab listened to the conversation, but his
gaze remained on the slave girl. Occasionally she looked back, annoyed by his
attention, but also perplexed. Her dark eyes asked – why are you staring at me?
Eliab wondered himself. He’d seen beautiful women, but he had never wanted
them. This one he wanted.
“Betan, you stupid girl,” Cornelia scolded. “Bring water for my hands.”
Eliab saw resentment flash in the girl’s eyes as she hurried to the couch
with a water basin, and it pleased him, this glimpse of the unbroken spirit
within her.
He moved to wash his master’s hands, unaware that Valerio saw the
direction of his gaze. He followed Valerio out of the triclinium, uncertain of
what to do.
Valerio decided the issue. He paused beside the pool, which reflected the
stars that had come out during the meal. “Go talk with her if you want.”
“Master?” Eliab stared in surprise.
“I’m not blind, even if Cornelia is. Go, but stay out of Cornelia’s way.”
Valerio walked on to their quarters. Quietly, Eliab walked to the other side
of the pool, where he had seen the slave girl go. Within moments, he heard
Cornelia’s voice. Its angry pitch carried in the quiet of the palace. A door flew
open and Eliab saw Betan’s attempt to flee, but Cornelia grabbed her tunic.
“Insolent bitch.” Cornelia struck the slave’s face, then let go, letting her fall
to the mosaic floor. “You’ll do as you’re told.”
Cornelia stormed back into her room and slammed the door. The bang
thundered in the quiet, making Betan’s soft whimper nearly inaudible.
Eliab waited, listening to be sure Cornelia wouldn’t return, then stepped out
from the column shadow that had hidden him. Betan sensed his approach and

drew back in fear. Then, seeing who it was, she sniffed to still her tears and
allowed him to lift her up.
“Your lip is cut,” he said in Aramaic.
She turned from him. He followed since she made no objection. She paused
by an oil lamp hanging outside the dining room to light a wick, then led him
into a narrow hall with several doors in it.
One door led to the kitchen, Eliab guessed from the clatter of utensils and
chatter from slaves. The others led to tiny rooms for the slaves. Betan opened
one and lit a lamp by the door, then poured water into a bowl and began to
wash the blood from her face.
Eliab glanced about the room – a low cot, a table with the water basin and
jug, a small trunk on which the lamp and feminine items sat – but he stood near
the door. He didn’t know what to say to her. He wanted to comfort her, but how
could he? Her mistress would beat her again when he was gone and he could do
nothing for her.
The girl looked at him as she dried her face. There was as much
uncertainty in her eyes as there was in his. “You’re the one who’s paid
tonight?” she asked in Aramaic.
Eliab looked at her, puzzled. “I have no money. I’m a slave like you.”
“Then your master has paid,” she snapped. “Close the door.”
She started unlacing her tunic. Suddenly, Eliab understood and reached out
to touch her arm. Her body tensed and he withdrew his hand.
“My master hasn’t paid,” he said softly. “I didn’t come to lie with you.”
She stared, confused. “What’s your name?”
“Eliab, son of Zadok.”
She closed the door. “A Jew. Born in Rome?”
He shook his head. “In the Galil – but I only know what I’ve been told of
it,” he admitted as she sank onto her cot. “Where are you from?”
“Damascus. I know nothing of it.”
“Syrian,” he said, more to himself than to her, “like the auxiliary legion
here.”
She spit out an angry laugh. “Yes, like the bulls my mistress breeds me
with.”
Cautiously, Eliab sat on the cot, but didn’t touch her. “I wish I could help
you.”
“No one can help me.”
Eliab felt foolish in his ignorance. He knew she was hurting, but he was a
man who had never laid with a woman and she was a woman who’d been
stripped of her virginity by force. She had been treated worse than a whore, not
even paid, and he was acting like other men, motivated by his desire for her.
“What will you do?” he asked.
She shrugged. “What I must.”
He glanced at the door. Yes, she would submit to whoever came, for she
was a slave and a small woman who couldn’t fight off a man trained as a
Roman soldier. She had no choice. Looking at her, he knew why Cornelia

thought her suitable for breeding. She was young, attractive, skillful,
intelligent. Her children would bring a good price, especially if they were fullblooded Syrians.
“I meant, what will you do – if you conceive?”
Fury filled her eyes. “What I must! I won’t bear children to be taken from
me.”
He looked at her in puzzlement again. He didn’t understand, just as he
hadn’t understood about paying for her. “You’ll kill yourself?”
Betan met his tender gaze and her anger subsided. She didn’t know what to
think of this stranger. He wanted her, was concerned for her, yet knew nothing
of her. “I don’t want to die,” she said wearily, “but I took fennel when I got
with child last year. I’ll use it again, if I must.”
He gazed upon her with compassion. “May Adonai help you.”
Her black eyes brimmed with tears. “I’ve prayed, but no god has helped
me.”
“My grandmother told me how Adonai helped a woman, a brave one like
you.”
The girl wiped her eyes. “A story?”
“No. The woman’s name was Ruth. She was the great-grandmother of
David, a great king. She wasn’t a Jew, but she married one. He died and they
had no children. She had nothing to hope for – no husband or children, not even
acceptance by her husband’s people – but Adonai accepted her and she gave
her life into his hands. And, one day, she went to glean in fields that belonged
to a relative of her dead husband. His name was Boaz. I guess she was beautiful
because he noticed her and took care of her.”
Eliab blushed as Betan’s moist eyes fixed on him attentively. “The Torah
says that, if a man dies without children, his nearest male relative should take
his wife and have children for him. Ruth’s mother-in-law explained this and
she told Ruth that Boaz should obey Adonai. So Ruth prepared herself and
went in where Boaz was sleeping, risked being thought a whore if she was
seen. When he woke up, he was shocked, but she told him she was willing to
obey Adonai and have children for her dead husband. Well, Boaz did what
Adonai required. He made Ruth his wife and they had a son.”
Betan pondered the story when Eliab finished. “So, your god helped her to
a husband and children?”
“More than that.” He reached impulsively for her hand and she didn’t resist
him. “He helped her to have hope, that he would bring good out of her
suffering.”
She lowered her gaze to their hands and said nothing. She was tired and
needed sleep, but she was reluctant to let this man go and face the one who was
to come.
“Perhaps I can help you tonight,” he offered.
“You have, you know.”
Eliab looked into her black eyes. “How?”
“By speaking to me as a living thing, not as a thing to be used.”

“I’m glad, but I was thinking of giving you another place to sleep.”
Betan pondered the offer as she had the story. They were what he could
give and were given honestly. No false hopes, no promises he couldn’t keep,
just human comfort. Did he know, somehow, how she longed for just such
comfort?
She accepted with a nod. Quietly, they left the room and hurried around the
pool to Valerio’s quarters. In the room’s darkness, Betan could hear Valerio’s
quiet breathing as Eliab led her to his cot. He offered it to her, but, when he
moved to leave her, she gripped his hand and sat on the cot’s edge.
For the third time since their meeting, Eliab was uncertain of what she
meant. She laid down, pulling him with her. She reached for the blanket and
covered them with it, then drew his arm about her. He breathed in a warm scent
from her skin as he drew her close to his chest, wondering what he had done to
deserve her trust.
He felt her go to sleep as her fear dissipated. She was secure for the
moment in the arms of a stranger. Had she guessed he had never known a
woman? Perhaps. She had sensed his desire, yet trusted him not to act upon it.
And, perhaps, it doesn’t matter, he thought as he also drifted into sleep.
Tomorrow I go to Yerushalayim and Adonai alone knows if I’ll ever see her
again.
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