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The afternoon was hot once again.  Not even a breeze could be coaxed onto the receiving porch of Emperor Tiberius’s palace on the island of Capri.  The emperor himself was growing drowsy after all the tiresome numbers from his orchard keeper about olives and grapes and apples and...who knows what else.  He was just about to send everyone away for the day when his chief steward appeared.
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“Hail, Caesar,” he said with a crisp, careful bow.  “You have a visitor to see you.”

Emperor Tiberius balked.  The entire point of being on this island was to avoid visitors.  “Who made the trip all the way out here?”

“It is the special audience that Flavius Maximus requested.  You granted it to him as a part of his triumph after his victory in Germania,” the steward replied, not quite meeting the emperor’s eye.

The emperor rubbed his chin.  Oh, yes, he had been in an unusually good mood after that battle.  He supposed he would have to honor his word.  “Well, send him in, then,” he said, straightening his robes.

“Sire, that is a bit of a difficulty,” said the steward, looking uncomfortable for quite possibly the first time ever.  “It is not Flavius who is here.  He sent a woman to meet with you.  And she is...quite poor, by the looks of her,” he added with a sniff.

Emperor Tiberius could not have been more surprised if he had seen the king of the Orient flying through the window on an eagle.  A poor woman?  What kind of madness had gripped Flavius that he would send such a person for his own personal audience?

“Do you have any idea what she could want?” asked the emperor.

The steward pursed his lips.  “It appears, sire, that she is here to tell you about her God.  She is some sort of religious zealot from the East.”

Tiberius frowned.  These mystical religions again!  It was bad enough that all the freedmen in Rome were overly enthusiastic about them.  Flavius Maximus must have fallen in with these ridiculous beliefs, too.  He made a mental note to punish his general at the next possible opportunity.

Emperor Tiberius composed himself as well as he could.  “Best to get it over with.  Send her in.”
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A woman was shown onto the balcony.  She was dressed in the simple tunic of a peasant, with a wrap covering her long dark hair.  It was customary to present a fine gift to the emperor, but this woman dared to come with only a basket of eggs.  Tiberius pressed his lips together, irritation creeping onto his face.

“My name is Mary Magdalene,” she said in a thick accent.  She bowed humbly, but there was a fire in her eyes that made the emperor sit up a bit straighter.  She held out one of the eggs from her basket with a smile and said, “Christ is risen!”

Tiberius let out a short, cold laugh.  It was even worse than
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