
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Arimathea's Box

(A beginning)

 


© 2013 Andy Smith

 


Smashwords Edition,
License Notes

 


Thank you for
downloading this free ebook. Although this is a free book, it
remains the copyrighted property of the author, and may not be
reproduced, copied and distributed for commercial or non-commercial
purposes. If you enjoyed this book, please encourage your friends
to download their own copy at Smashwords.com, where they can also
discover other works by this author. Thank you for your
support.

 


More
information: andy.smith@bol.com.br

 


This is a work of
fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and
incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or
used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons,
living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


Arimathea's Box

 


by Andy Smith

 


The storm was
gathering strength, biding its time, waiting for the moment to
strike, and with each beat of his heart, Joseph knew that time drew
nearer.

 


It was mid-afternoon.
All morning the grim storm clouds had writhed above the city,
jostling for position. Now, eerie shapes flickered across the
granite sky as silent flashes lit the belly of a towering, grey
behemoth. He waited, gusts of wind tugging at his cloak and filling
his eyes with sand. It would not be long now.

 


Perhaps it was just
his imagination but he fancied he heard the crowd on the wind, the
cries reminding him of the distant baying of wolves. He knew how
they could be - how they had been - crying for blood, rabid,
tearing their garments in anger when their victim refused to defend
himself.

 


He breathed deeply to
dampen his sorrow. The scent of ozone was strong, and the hairs
rose on his forearms, tingling with static. He gazed upwards,
marvelling as lightning tore across the sky and thunder rumbled
around the limestone hills, crimson in the sombre light.

 


***

 


He saw the boy in the
distance and a sudden, overwhelming sense of loss constricted his
throat. Though the boy was going to tell him what he already knew,
his appearance still struck like a knife in the gut.

 


Not long ago, on the
ninth hour, the clouds had flowed together like drops of mercury
swirling into one in the bottom of a bowl. A monstrous thunderhead
had reared into the heavens, its leaden base spreading to the
horizon like a blanket. There was a moment of calm, of darkness and
stillness and absolute quiet as the air thickened and lay like warm
molasses over the city. Nothing moved. The wind stilled. Even the
dogs were cowed to silence.

 


He remembered the
blinding flash and the thunderclap that left him cringing in fear,
its fury echoing around the hills like a blow from the hammer of
the gods. Then came the sound, a sound that had chilled him to his
core and which he would remember for the rest of his life. A groan.
No, a cry. The very earth crying out in anguish with a rumble that
shook the ground beneath his feet. It was over. He was gone. Like
him, there would never be another.

 


He listened to the
boy, then took a coin from his pocket and handed it to him. The boy
took it, smiling, and skipped away. Joseph did not smile back, for
he did not relish what he had to do. Until this moment he had kept
his admiration secret, afraid of the reactions of his friends and
peers, but now his heart compelled him to act. The time had come to
step into the light. He raised his hand, studying it as he turned
it this way and that before his eyes. It trembled. His life was
about to change.

 


***

 


It was almost dark
when they arrived, Joseph leading the way, Nicodemus following
behind, struggling under the weight of his load. There was still a
crowd. A man caught Joseph's sleeve as he pushed his way
through.

"The king is dead," he
said, grinning.

Joseph ignored him and
shrugged himself free. All around he recognized faces, seeing them
for what they were now, gloating, small-minded hypocrites, present
only to see that the body was dumped in the criminal burial pits.
He stepped forward and presented the centurion with the governor's
order.

"I am to take
possession of the body."

"Let me see!" demanded
one, outraged, trying to snatch the scroll. The centurion brushed
him aside and stepped backwards. Joseph watched the man's scarred
face as he read. There was dry blood on his cheek and shoulders.
After a moment, he looked up and nodded to Joseph.

"He is yours."

 


The crowd surged
forward.

"He's come to take the
body!" yelled one. "He must not take the body!"

Hands grasped Joseph's
cloak, pulling him backwards. Nicodemus struck the offending arm.
Then he too was buried in the mob.

 

 


"Hold them back!"

The centurion's voice
boomed out and four soldiers, casting lots at the base of the
upright, leapt to their feet, grabbing shields and hastae.
Together, they formed a line and beat at the mob with shields and
the shafts of their lances.

 


The crowd was large
and when stones began to rain down on their shields, and the
infuriated mob surged forwards yet again calling for the
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