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"Ecce Homo" ("Behold the Man") by Antonio Ciseri, Pilate shows Jesus to the crowd who wants him crucified. Public Domain.  The courtyard of the Antonia Fortress at the Temple Mount; no Jews were present; only Arabian soldiers conscripted by Rome (at that time from Arabia) were allowed into the Fortress.  No Jews, No Romans but Pilate.
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A prutah (bronze coin) of Coponius from the time of the 6 AD Roman census in Judaea (near the time of the birth of Jesus.) ‘typical coin used in the census.
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A prutah of Pontius Pilate

‘Pilate coin’, minted by Pontius Pilate 29 – 36 AD

Heavy everyday use in the time of Jesus.  Coin of the day...

The curled motif or Lituus, was a wooden cult instrument used by Augers who interpreted omens.  Makes you think...
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Image Credit  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OPefjZZxP4I  (DEIL Educations)
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Markus Pontius Pilate was born in Samnium in central southern Italy, in the reign of Caesar Augustus to a wealthy family.  

As a son of a military officer known to the Emperor, Markus is given the finest tutors and at 18, was entered into the Registries as a practitioner of Roman law. 

Come with Markus as he trains with the world’s elite, fights his way through the Barbarians in Spain with his father and is asked by the Emperor himself to become Prefect of the troublesome colony of Judea, where the strictly legalistic lawyer caves into pressure of his greatest fear and he makes the mistake of his lifetime, and the whole world, nay all of history, is changed forever. 

This tale covers the keystone period of history and fills in the blanks with The Rest of THAT Story.

This is a story about the great and the fallen, about the hard working and the lazy, about war and peace, and about good and evil.  There is birth and there is death. There is suffering and there is triumph.  And redemption. It is a story of life.
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FOREWORD By David Pickett
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It seems most everyone on earth has ‘hear something’ about Pontius Pilate; about how he sent Jesus to be crucified.  That he was an evil governor over the little country of Judah / now Israel, that the Romans had conquered, and Pilate ruled it harshly with an iron fist.

I have personally stood, in dim light, alone in the quiet of the dungeon before the recently excavated throne of Pilate in the Antonia Fortress in Jerusalem.  Not far – just steps - from where Jesus was whipped.  (We know from the game of life being inscribed on the stones on the floor there.)

I could literally feel the evil blasting against my face, it was a force, an unseeable wind. This is not literature; I was there.  My skin crawled as they say, I had goose bumps, and every hair stook on end. It was dead quiet, but the noise was deafening. There was no sound; I have never experienced that.  I had an urge to flee. Urgent. I felt that terror was behind an unopened door behind me; I could see in my mind’s eye - a monster, like a dragon.  A black pressing against a locked iron gate behind me; silent but furious, crouching like a spider for its prey.

I was actually frozen as I realized I was standing on the spot marked on the stone floor, where any accused, surely Jesus would stand before Pilate – he the judge and jury. 

Writing here a few years later; I clearly remember standing there; at a literal hinge to the unimaginable massive door to history, a gate to the Bible, Gospel and the Words of Jesus himself.  Without Jesus standing on this spot, there would be no New Testament, no Grace, no Mercy; we would all, All, be lost.  No Hope. Think about that.

That door, with the weight of the universe itself, could only be opened by God Himself. What a gift.  At Christmas I always indeed wonder at how a Creator would give His only Son for those who forever disrespect, disobey and ignore Him.  We only worthy of destruction.  Now I know what Love is.  And Grace.

The Perfect Creator loves His Creation.

I don’t know how long, but I pulled away and hurried out – well maybe I fled.  I was what you call ‘shaken.’  

Since a boy, I have long considered Pilate, as have many Christians and many nonbelievers, I am sure.

Dante Alighieri's 14th-century narrative poem “The Divine Comedy” tells that Dante sees Pilate in Hell.  Coptic and Ethiopian church histories tell a different story.

(Note that I recommend reading Inferno, where Pilate is considered a pinnacle of evil - a Niven and Pournelle novel, for a modern, understandable, vivid and imaginative portrayal of Hell.)

I have been noticing papers proposing that Pilate was ‘innocent’ and that the whole event was stacked against him.  Afterall, prophecy was being fulfilled and how was he to stop that?  Even to his own destruction.  Which it was.  Or was it?  A rebirth?  A repurposing?

So was Pontius Pilate the Prefect an evil man, the causative force in the crucifixion, surely an agent of the Devil?  Or was Markus an ordinary man who simply had a circumstance that fell into his lap at the right place and the right time, and its force, Biblical Prophecy, with the full mass and inertia of the universe, the events took place, and he had no power but to be swept along until it was fully accomplished.  All enabled by his weaknesses and relying upon himself only.

The historian Josephus says Pilate (no comments on the man Markus) was “a headstrong strict authoritarian Roman leader who, although both rational and practical, never knew how far he should go in a given case. He provoked both Jews and Samaritans to riot.” 

Josephus tells us that “in order to abolish Jewish laws, and with the intent of diminishing privileges Jews had hitherto enjoyed, to subjugate them to Rome and the Emperor as their god and king and no other, Pilate ordered his troops to encamp inside Jerusalem and sent them into the city to post images of the Emperor attached to their ensigns. When Jewish representatives demonstrated in Caesarea, Pilate’s city of residence, he threatened them with death unless they desisted, but, when they showed their readiness to die, he ordered the images of the emperor removed. “

Josephus states his inferential judgment that Pilate “was deeply affected with their firm resolution, suggesting his own strength of character”.

I am not a Bible or a history scholar.  You who are, forgive the ‘poetic licenses’ I take.  I did do months of research to keep everything ‘authentic’, if fictional.

I am a storyteller – this my 8th book.  I like to think I am getting good at it...

I have wondered about this enigmatic ancient story about the ‘pinnacle of evil’, why all the details, and why it is told, for literally for 70 years now.  Yes.  Since I was 10 in Sunday School.

As I have seen it, this book tells the rest of THAT story before and after the Bible accounts.

10 BC to 36 AD were violent times.  Alexander the Great and then the Romans were spreading their rule of (their own) law with caravans pressing further and further East, bringing in trade goods and changing the age-old practice of barter to the use of coins.  All motivated to exact ever more increasing tribute from their conquered. 

We know from surviving histories that human beings nature is no different now than they were back then.  Most everybody doing what they had to, to care for their family, self and friends.  Greatly depending upon circumstances, opportunity, skill, greed, and hardness of heart to get what they wanted and needed.  

Desperation is checkmate to morals and good sense. 

This is a story about the great and the fallen, about the hard working and the lazy, war and peace, and about good and evil.  There is birth and there is death, there was suffering and there's triumph.  It is about God’s unselfish gift of His Son to us.

Isn't that life?

Tell me what you think.
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And in the end, He is Risen Indeed!!

Tetelestai

Best regards

David Pickett 
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I was in the audience and heard Tracy Ebarb tell a truly excellent first-person story about Pilate.  Or was it about Markus? - see Chapter: Call Me Pilate, By Tracy S. Ebarb.  

https://youtu.be/WqhQne5rTrQ 
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Tracy Ebarb

Tracy’s Ministry experience includes 15 years in full-time Youth Ministry, serving Youth Groups from 20 students to over 150 students, and leading worship at Student Summer Camps and facilitating numerous Youth Mission trips. Tracy’s ministry experience also includes an additional 20+ years serving in bi-vocational pastoral positions in the Central Texas region.  He has served as a Small Group Leader at SYNOD Youth Workshop and Chairman of the Resource Team in Palo Duro Presbytery. Tracy is a Certified Fund-Raising Executive (CFRE), specializing in Church Stewardship.   He has designed and conducted over 75 Church Capital Stewardship Campaigns in 17 states across the USA. He has raised over $100 million, working in many different Denominations, in addition to numerous Annual Pledge Campaigns.  He is an accomplished public speaker and respected ‘thought leader’, past President of the National Organization of Nonprofit Organizations and Executives, and the 2019 recipient of the Robinson Lifetime Achievement Award for service to the Nonprofit industry. Tracy has conducted development work for Missions in Nicaragua, Honduras, and Haiti, as well as the African nations of Malawi and Sierra Leone.  Tracy currently serves the Medical Benevolence Foundation (MBF) as the Director of Partner Engagement for the Central Region of the USA. Tracy’s wife Jacque is a CPA; together Jacque and Tracy have 7 children and 2 grandchildren.  They enjoy boating, camping, and traveling abroad. 

“There is no success without unrelenting persistence “

"I, not events, have the power to make me happy or unhappy today. I can choose which it shall be." Julius Henry "Groucho" Marx

"Stories happen to those who can tell them," Thucydides.

“If you are born poor it's not your mistake, but if you die poor it's your mistake. Life is not fair, get used to it! It's fine to celebrate success but it is more important to heed the lessons of failure”.  - Bill Gates

“Persistence and determination alone are omnipotent." - Calvin Coolidge

"Energy and persistence conquer all things. As long as we are persistent in our pursuit of our deepest destiny, we will continue to grow.  - Benjamin Franklin

“Somewhere, something incredible is waiting to be known.” – Carl Sagan 

And:  read my 8 published books, The Clementine Legacy, Traveler!, Lincoln’s Encore, Jeffersons Encore, Washington’s Encore, Franklin’s Encore, Call Me Ishmael and REWIND.  All on Amazon Kindle, paperback and hard cover.  https://DavidPickett.com .  Watch for new books in 2025 – maybe another ‘Encore’. ?

Hopefully, a movie producer or screenwriter will read one.
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To my Mom and Dad. 

Mamie Lee (Burleson) Pickett and 

Charles Lewis (Charlie) Pickett III

Married together 1935-1990
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50th Anniversary...

I was blessed to have wonderful parents.
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CHAPTER 1: I AM BORN
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I was born Markus Pontius Pilatus, my military name being Pontius Pilate (Latin: Pontius Pilatus; Greek: Πόντιος Πιλᾶτος, Praxeis Pilatou, Romanized: Póntios Pilátos) but you only remember me as the fifth Prefect of the Roman province of Judaea, serving under Emperor Tiberius from 26 to 36 AD. 

I was born in the small village of Bisenti, a Samnite Provence in Central Italy. And does not my house still stand in the village?

Pilatus is the word for a javelin; my father was an expert with the weapon, in battle, in competitions and in sporting events.  Even the Emperor Tiberius had noted his prowess in Spain where father’s companies overran local rebellions with few losses.

Javelins for war had a metal tip and head that weighed up to 6 pounds; the idea was that the javelin could be thrown from beyond the enemy’s sword and pike range and could pierce the enemy's shield whether he was holding it in front of him or a group was trying to perform the ‘turtle’.

Later, the Emperor invited Father to games in the Colosseum to represent Rome – the Emperor’s champion, father won all the javelin and several other events. In the games, the javelin had fine shaft and a lesser point for sport throwing.  For games, the javelin had specific standard dimensions and weight.  Sometimes all the contestants threw the same one for fairness. 

My father legally earned the name ‘Pilate’ from his championship with the ‘pilate’ – the javelin.  The name was granted by Emperor Tiberius himself.  That made me well known wherever I went; but only known for Father until I became a Prefect of a province; I served as Prefect of four provinces; Judea was the last. 

Mentally unstable Emperor Tiberius showered Father with lands and gold and then never spoke to him again.  His usefulness had passed.

I earned the Roman title of Equestrian Knight -the Knight title won in the many battles in Spain - of the Samnites of the Pontii clan (hence my name Markus Pontius). I was appointed Prefect of Judaea through the intervention of Sejanus, a favorite of the Roman emperor Tiberius. (That my title was Prefect is confirmed by an inscription on a stone of the Coliseum I built in Caesarea Mauretania in Palestine.) 

Protected by Lucius Aelius Sejanus, I incurred the enmity of the Roman Emperor Tiberius Julius Caesar Augustus by – not my words, “...slaughtering a group of Jewish men whose construction tools he determined were terror weapons.  He was careless and reckless.”

That is NOT my side of the story.  Sometimes instant action is required when dealing with terrorists.  Who is to say they were not??
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CHAPTER 2: MARKUS - THE MORNING STUDENT
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As was the custom when I was 6 years old, then considered weaned, and no longer a ‘child’, now a ‘boy’, every morning – dawn to noon - and before the noon to dusk battle training session, I went to a private tutor, with 7 other lads.  This ‘squad’ of same age middle class to wealthy boys would be together through our Roman army service. 

The idea was that groups like ours, hundreds of them, would form an exclusive cohesive officer corps for an army with the advantage of war and battle training and schooling together which would greatly reduce the confusion – fog – of war. You can imagine the advantages.

Early on our elderly ‘school’ teachers taught us the basics; reading, math, writing, history, geography, science, Roman language, and the Roman gods we were to worship.

We also learned some languages of Rome’s conquered.  Not just the basics.  Conversational language. Necessary for administering conquered territories, and more necessary because Rome's armies were conscripted from the conquered territories.  The only Romans in the armies were officers and non-commissioned officers and administrators.  The fighting core was always foreign conscripts who had decided to take a gold coin-a-month and a fine guaranteed retirement at 20 years instead of the sword.   Dispensable.  Disposable. ‘Dixie cups’.

There was great advantage in posting a conscript army into a territory were the inhabitants were ancient enemies or so very very different that there could never be any pity, friendships or collusion.

Such was the case of the conscripted Arabian army posted in Judea (Israel) in Jesus’ time.  The army was NOT Romans.

The ancient Arabs believed in a number of gods and goddesses, whom they believed to have ultimate authority over everything, in addition to worshiping idols and spirits that were found in plants, animals, rocks, and water. Among these, Al-Lat, Al-Uzza, Manat, and Hubal were the most well-known.

They were at enmity with the Jews and other religions as well as the gods of the Romans, whom they as paid soldiers, served.  

The Romans tolerated the conscripts’ and conquered peoples’ gods and customs, as long as they swore loyalty to Rome and Caesar.  Many did so disingenuously – just to avoid punishments and reprisals and to join the well-paid army. 

Languages were taught from 6 to about 12 years, when learning was easy.  We were supposed to be as fluent as possible in the languages of our allies, Egypt, Cush, Greece, Macedonia.  And we had up to three months’ introductions to the languages and cultures of conquered peoples.  Note here that we had no training for the smaller provinces like Juda, which was only conquered for its considerable gold and jewels, mostly mined in Africa by Solomon.  And natural resources and agriculture, like boatloads of sheep to feed Rome’s citizens and armies.

I excelled in Roman language and literature and when I became 12, I progressed to the school of law.  Every morning teachers of the various forms of law taught my new little corps of 8 in law.  At age 18 I graduated, was entered into the Registries as a practitioner of general Roman law and began specializing; my choice was logistics business operations law.  Which I continued to study until I was too old to read.  

As Prefect over four territories, I wrote a number of papers on law specific to each territory, including Judea where I was Prefect from 26-36 AD.  Which is what you know me for.

The teaching was relentless.  Starting at the young age of 6, we were drilled in memory and recognition.  There were no slow learners.  We just started as children to memorize and learn effective study skills.  It was unthinkable to fail to grasp or memorize the subject.   Any failure, even the smallest, could get your comrades or possibly a whole army killed.  Everything we learned was a deadly business - the end point for everything was performance in strategy and planning for, and tactical performance in actual battle. 

One of our main subjects was civil engineering.  It was critical to choose your own ground for battle and to choose not just wisely, but perfectly.

Civil engineering was also necessary for building roads and bridges to the front.  There were officers’ schools for those that showed great promise but not noblemen.  The entire school of civil engineering had its main emphasis in rapid access for armies and logistics to selected battlefronts.  The strategic function of the roads was to bring food and necessities to Rome from the outlying provinces.  

And of course, Rome’s excellent roads to and from almost everywhere bolstered commerce and trading for Rome and all the locals along the way - beyond everyone's imagination at that time. Cities literally sprung up each day's travel along the Roman roads; cities not on the roads just disappeared.  Agriculture and animal husbandry flourished with easy access to the markets in Rome, which seemed insatiable.

Roman roads led to most every seaport, making export of goods even faster and cheaper, and exports not just to Rome with scores of ports on the Mediterranean, but to a myriad of ports around to the Western coasts of Africa and Europe.

Even at the time everyone knew Roman’s success depended upon the roads.

Enemies were clever and always knew to send as much as a division around to our rear to destroy bridges.  To destroy an actual Roman road was a daunting task; having to dig out tens of thousands of 5-pound bricks one at a time, and somehow carry them to a great distance or bury them where they could not be found for easy repair.

As a consequence, sentries with fast horses were kept on mountain tops and even hilltops - and in some cases at major bridges that might be very difficult to replace.

Rapidly clearing a 12-foot road suitable for wagon traffic was critical to adequate supply and even planning.  And of course, carefully planned traps where Roman armies would withdraw into, and then encircle possibly an entire enemy army where they could be whittled down at our leisure. 

The best source of conscripts was an encircled army.  Most were not fanatics and would rather become paid Roman soldiers than be needlessly slaughtered.  Once their cause was lost, they felt empty, making it easy to embrace Rome which offered them gold, food, shelter and basically a good life just for the service of building roads and the heated battle every now and then - if rarely. 

The conscript soldiers’ life was almost always better than what he had as our enemy.  Rome's success in defense and expansion was by constant addition of conscript armies who were almost always surprised by how well they were paid and fed.  Most enjoyed the predictable structure and good treatment by Roman officers who considered them valued property, like a fine horse. If disposable.  And conscripts enjoyed being feared everywhere they went, even on leave to home, which were actually generously granted as rewards for exceptional behavior or accomplishments.  Few were stupid enough to try to dessert.  Rome would sacrifice an entire division for years to recover just one deserter, who would be publicly crucified in front of, and in the midst of their own entire army.  

Now in my studies in Roman law, did I mention that conscripts were branded like slaves but with the symbol of Rome.  Conscript soldiers were property of Rome just like cattle.

Harboring or aiding a deserter was likewise death by crucifixion. 

Desertion was just impossible.

The law on conscript soldiers (well here
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