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SIX

Achmed Sa’ad’s seventeen-year-old son, Ibrahim, now assisted
Jon at the stonework he was excavating, and progress was rapid.
Another course of fitted rock was uncovered, but this row had an
oblong stone bridging a pronounced recess below it. Next, they
uncovered three smaller courses on each side, flanking the inden-
tation, which Jon measured at about two feet square. It was time
to summon the master.

“Aha!” Jennings chortled with glee, rubbing his hands
together. “Just as I thought! Have you gone inside yet?”

“What do you mean ‘inside’?”
Both knew that the two questions were idle chitchat designed

to conceal their excitement. Jon knew the oblong stone looked for
all the world like a lintel, and Jennings could plainly see that the
threshold—if it were that—had not been penetrated.

Jon broke the silence. “It does look like a small doorway, doesn’t
it, Austin? But to what? Another sepulcher, like the one above?”

“Or even a treasure trove?!” Jennings winked. “It could be a
natural cliffside cavern that was converted into some sort of stor-
age chamber simply by walling in the front. And I find any of
those possibilities . . . just fabulous,” Jennings murmured.

Jon wiped his forehead in a surge of elation. Then he noticed
that even young Ibrahim was standing tall, drenched in the pride
of accomplishment. Jon threw an arm across his shoulders and
said, “Kwais! Kwais! Shukran, shukran!” (“Good, good, my friend!
Thank you, thank you!”)

But Ibrahim replied in very acceptable English, “And I am
thanking you, Sayyed Weber, for letting me work with you.”

“Wait a moment and don’t touch anything,” Jennings advised.
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The rest of the afternoon saw a lightning storm of electronic
flashes in the grotto as Cromwell recorded their progress at every
stage in liberating the sides of the stone coffin.

That task went rapidly, since there was far less bulk to remove.
At 2 PM, they sent a message that the bus should leave without
them, and they would drive back in the dig’s Land Rover instead.
Some phases of excavation did not brook interruption of any kind.

By late afternoon, the sides of the sarcophagus were fully
exposed. They stood two-and-a-half feet high, and were of the
same limestone as the lid. Attractive rosettes had been cut into
both of the long sides of the sarcophagus, and small seven-branch
candlesticks into the two ends, the menorah symbol.

But it was not the art that transfixed the three as they knelt
before the stone coffin at the most awesome moment of their pro-
fessional lives. It was the inscription. Jon had uncovered the first
lettering in midafternoon, but left it enshrined in dirt caking until
the sides had been fully cleared. Then he had taken a camel’s-hair
brush and gently dusted off the inscription. It had two-inch let-
tering, it was in two languages, and it would evoke the first flour-
ish from the trumpets of destiny:

“That’s Greek on top and Hebrew at the bottom, isn’t it?”
Cromwell wondered.

“Well . . . Aramaic, the later cousin to Hebrew,” Jon explained.
“But what does it say?”
Jon pointed out each syllable with his index finger as he said,

“Here . . . lies . . . Joseph of Arimathea . . . son of Asher . . .
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“Here lies Joseph of Arimathea, son of Asher, Member 
of the Council. His memory be blessed, peace.”



SEVEN

Jonathan . . . Richard . . . I needn’t tell you the implications
here.” Jennings had finally found his tongue while driving back to
Ramallah in the Land Rover. “The sarcophagus may be empty. Or
it may not be. If not, then this could be one of the first biblical
personalities ever discovered. We have inscriptions relating to
people in the Bible—like the Pontius Pilate stone at Caesarea—
but we don’t have their remains.”

“And such a personality! The man who buried Jesus in
Jerusalem!” Jon exclaimed. “This could shape up to be the find of
the century, Austin!”

No one said anything, until Jon added, “But I suppose that’s
exactly the sort of speculation we should avoid at this point.”

Jennings nodded. “We could be building ourselves up for a
huge letdown.”

Cromwell, who was driving, disagreed. “That sarcophagus
alone—empty or full—will make history, believe me. Do we spill
the news to our staff?”

“Oh no. Not yet,” Jennings replied, instantly. “First we must
open the sarcophagus. Don’t forget to bring along two chain hoists
and quadripods tomorrow. Several pry bars and flat irons too.”

“And my video camera,” said Cromwell. “All this is too his-
toric to shoot only in stills.”

At Ramallah, the other members of the staff wondered why they
were so preoccupied, and several asked questions about what was
going on over at the escarpment. But they fended off all inquiries.

The next morning they straddled the sarcophagus pit with two
quadripods. Then they inserted pry bars into the seam under the
lid and ever so slowly pried it apart from the ancient clay-mortar
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coffin proved to be a clumsy quartet, since they were constantly
jostling each other. “Enough!” Jennings announced. “Clive and I
will go outside and process your spoil, Shannon and Jonathan.
Pass the material to Ibrahim, and he’ll hand it out to us.”

Jon and Shannon carefully began removing the grave cloths
and fragments of what proved to be matting from the bottom of
the sarcophagus. Although they were passing out rotting wrap-
pings and other debris, the men outside seemed delighted with
each scrap of ancient textile.

Just before midmorning break, Shannon exclaimed, “Oh, oh 
. . . I think I have something!” Turning the gas lamp brighter, she
grabbed a brush and gingerly whisked away the debris encasing
the object. 

“Shannon’s found a lamp!” Jon called outside. “A ceramic oil
lamp—eight or nine centimeters long. Looks Herodian to me.”

“That would be typical,” Jennings commented. “Tombs often
contain lamps.”

“Yes indeed, symbols to shed light for the journey to the next
world, as it were,” Brampton added. “The old Egyptian idea.”

The moment Ibrahim brought the lamp to him, Jennings
exclaimed, “It is Herodian! We’ve seen dozens like it, and it helps
fix a first-century BC/first-century AD time frame. Come out and
sketch it, Shannon.”

Crawling outside, she took a ruler, pen, and pad, and drew this
sketch:

“There’s lampblack at the burn spout,”
she said. “Shows that this one was really
used. Can’t wait to show it to Naomi.”
Then she returned inside the cavern.

Just before lunch, she uncovered
another funerary lamp on the opposite
side of the sarcophagus, similar in size, but
with some ornamentation in contrast to
the first. Jennings pronounced it Herodian
as well.

If he hadn’t switched sides with
Shannon, he would have discovered the
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second lamp, Jon thought, in a moment of pettiness. Then he
reflected on how small humanity’s inner thoughts can be at a time
when they ought to be expansive instead. The gong for lunch at
the mess tent delivered him from further self-accusation.

Crawling outside, he saw Shannon
busily sketching the second lamp.
“That one could be a little earlier
than the first,” said Jennings. “Late
Hellenistic—early Herodian. Let’s see
what Naomi says.”

Over the lunch table, Naomi fon-
dled the lamps with a ceramicist’s
special appreciation, brushing away
the last specks of dust on them.
“Both these oil lamps were formed
from pinkish buff clay, as you can
see,” she told the staff table. “No
glaze or slip was used prior to firing.
And both were actually used at one
time, as you’ll note from the soot marks. The plain one’s a bow-
spouted Herodian lamp. Rather commonplace for the period
from Herod the Great to, say, the Roman conquest.”

“We’re talking circa 40 BC to AD 70?” asked Cromwell.
“Yes, except I’d make that 40 BCE to 70 CE. I’m Jewish, you’ll

recall, and I deal in terms of ‘Common Era’.”
“Of course. Sorry!” Dick’s face was red.
“Now, the ornamented lamp is the Delphiniform type, which is

a little earlier. Quite a few have been discovered in late Hellenistic
strata.”

Jon had better luck in the afternoon. Just after lunch, he uncov-
ered two narrow vaselike bottles or flasks, lying on their sides.
Dusting them off, he showed the creamy buff vessels to Jennings
and Brampton.

“Well, now, you’re finally earning your keep around here,
Jonathan,” said Jennings. “What do you think they are, Clive?”
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Brampton studied them and replied, “Perhaps oil flasks for the
lamps?”

“Now it’s your turn to sketch, Jonathan. Meanwhile I’ll go get
Naomi.”

Jon sat down and reached for a pen. “Clive,” he said, “I’ve
never understood this ‘drawing’ bit in archaeology. I mean, with
the precision of photography available, what good is this primi-
tive routine of sketching artifacts?”

“It brings out the highlights and contrasts you’d never find on
a photograph, Jon.”

“Something like a caricature, then?”
“Well, let’s say a caricature without the exaggerations. Get it?”
“I suppose,” he groaned. “An artist I am not, but here goes . . .”

He started to sketch. Five minutes into the first effort, he crumpled
up the page in disgust and tried
again. The next attempt was at
least passable, he thought, and he
finished the sketch just as Jennings
arrived with Naomi.

She took one look at the vessels
and said, “I would’ve expected
those. They’re unguentaria, mid-
Herodian to the Roman conquest.
We find many of those in tombs
from, say, 20 BCE to 70 CE.”

“I thought maybe they were
oil flasks for the lamps,” said
Brampton. 

“One of them could be—the
larger one. But the other would have been used for balsam or
other burial ointments.”

“So,” said Jon. “This is . . . rather typical pottery inside first-
century tombs, Naomi?”

“How do you Americans put it: ‘standard equipment’? Yes,
this is very typical. I’d have been surprised to find a grave with-
out ceramics like these.”
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Oil Flask

both panchromatic and color film. Then he repeated the process
using infrared and ultraviolet light and corresponding film.

Jon scanned the lines intensely under ultraviolet, recalling a simi-
lar effort at the Vatican. Had the parchment been a palimpsest—
written on previously but erased for reuse—the earlier writing
would have left visible traces under UV illumination. “I see noth-
ing else,” he said, finally. “Pontius Pilate, evidently, was no chintz.
He used fresh parchment on Good Friday.”

Late that night, Cromwell delivered a series of maximum-
contrast prints that brought out the lettering more distinctly than
the parchment itself:

“Excellent!” said Jennings. “We’ll work with these right after
breakfast tomorrow.”

The five could barely sleep that night.

“Let’s get on with the paleography, Jonathan,” Jennings urged,
the next morning. “What do you think?”

“Well, let’s start with the top line. The Latin is very similar to
lettering I’ve seen on the election posters at Pompeii, and since
those signs got buried by hot ash in AD 79, a first-century origin
for the Latin here would seem logical enough.”

“So far, so good,” said Shannon. “What about the Greek?”
“Greek lettering style didn’t change that much between the

Hellenistic and Roman periods, so it’s a little difficult to pin it
down to a century. But handwritten notices I’ve seen at Athens
from the first century resemble this quite closely.”

“We’re in the ballpark!” Cromwell enthused. “But look at the
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“Jesus of Nazareth, The King of the Jews”



NINE

What to do?
They felt obligated to report the astounding discovery to the rest

of the dig personnel, but they also knew that, once announced,
word about so extraordinary a find could never be contained.
They decided to finish the excavations at the tomb area first.

“We really ought to take every thimbleful of dust and debris
out of that cavern,” said Jennings. “Armies of archaeologists
will want to comb this place one day, Jonathan, and it would be
dreadfully embarrassing if we overlooked something, now,
wouldn’t it?”

“I think the only rubble left is in the pit. After that, it’s solid
rock. So we should go after that gravelly material. Same configu-
ration? Shannon and I inside? You, Clive, and Ibrahim outside,
sifting what we pass out?”

“Well, we’ve had jolly good luck with that configuration so far,
wouldn’t you say?”

They began troweling away all remaining debris in the pit around
the sarcophagus. Several buckets of material were passed outside,
but no further artifacts were found. Jon hardly minded. Again he
was continually brushing against a woman who intrigued him as
they spooned out the past—the light and fire of a kindling affec-
tion against the dark and cold of death. Love was supposed to
flourish on Mediterranean cruise ships slicing through moonlit
waves, not in a dank cavern digging out a sarcophagus, which,
after all, meant “flesh-eater” in Greek.

But such a stunted love! Shannon seemed to have no feelings
whatever for him, and he could thank not only Ben-Yaakov but
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the general ambiance for that, to say nothing of their age differ-
ence. Blast such one-sided attractions!

“Are you both blind in there?” Jennings’s stentorian tones con-
veyed some sense of urgency. “Come out here! Immediately!”

They crawled outside, Jon following Shannon, to find the three
men clustered about some object Jennings was holding in his
hand. “It’s a bronze quadrans, I think,” he said.

Jon took the coin, rubbed it clean, squinted at the inscription,
and said, “It’s from Nero’s time!”

Over lunch in the mess tent, they passed the coin around for all
staffers and students to enjoy. As it went from hand to hand, Jon
explained what they were seeing. “It’s a bronze ‘mite’ minted by
one of the Roman governors here, either Felix or Festus. St. Paul
stood before both of them when he was in prison at Caesarea,
you’ll recall.”

At that moment, the coin was in Scott Ferguson’s hand. He
looked up and said, “I don’t see either of those names on it.”

“Aha! But whose name do you see?” Jon probed, ever the pro-
fessor. “Look carefully.”

“Well, on one side, the Greek is ‘LE KAISAROS.’ Well, the last
is ‘OF CAESAR,’ obviously, though I don’t know what ‘LE’ is.”

“In a moment. Now the other side.”
“‘NERONIS’ . . . ‘OF NERO’.”
“Exactly. Now the L is simply a warning that what follows is not

a letter, but a number, even though it’s the Greek epsilon: E. If you
number the letters in the Greek alphabet, what number is epsilon?”

He counted: “Alpha, one; beta, two; gamma, three; delta, four;
epsilon, five. Okay, five.”

“Now you’ve got it: ‘The fifth year of Caesar Nero.’ And since
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“The fifth year of Caesar Nero”

ultraviolet on the Sinaiticus in London showed nothing more at
the end of Mark,” he wrote. “The Holy Father now gives full
approval to your proposal for scientific tests. Feel free to assemble
your panel at any time.”

Jon filed the letter, amazed that what had seemed so “earth-
shaking” in Rome some weeks ago now seemed much less press-
ing. Rama was the reason!

Just after dinner that night, the same fivesome gathered around
the work table at the hotel. After washing and drying the bottom
and sides of the artifact, Jennings put it under strong light and
inspected it with a large magnifying glass, giving Shannon a run-
ning commentary to record in the campaign log:

This date, Area 15, Registration Number 027: one oblong vessel—
a juglet or small flagon with handle—18 centimeters in height, 9.5
centimeters in diameter at its widest, tapering to 7 centimeters near
its mouth, giving an elongated pyriform configuration. The mouth
is occluded with unfired clay molded into the orifice, resulting in a
rather tight seal. Color is pinkish beige, and there was no glaze or
slip used prior to firing.

“I hope you’re sketching this thing, Jonathan.” 
“Must I?”

“You found it; you sketch it!”
Jon groaned and got out his pad. A

graph grid underneath it helped him
with the general dimensions, and soon
he produced the drawing, passing it
around for all to mock.

“Rather acceptable for now, Jonathan,”
said Jennings. “Give us time. We’ll make
an archaeologist out of you yet!” He then
resumed his dictation:

The juglet base is flat, the fired clay of
fairly uniform consistency, with a few
flecks of white. The unfired clay seal is
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Oblong Vessel – a juglet

TWELVE

C laude Montaigne’s version of the papyrus so closely matched
his own that the problem of translation was nearly surmounted.
That of authentication was not. Jon debated the testing strategy
with Jennings.

“The biggest mistake in the Shroud of Turin affair,” said Jon,
“was their spending years doing every possible test on it except
the right one: carbon 14.”

“True,” Jennings agreed. “Think of the forests that were lost
to paper pulp for the hundreds of worthless articles and books
‘proving’ the Shroud genuine, when in fact it turned out to be
a medieval forgery, thanks—finally—to your efforts and radio-
carbon.”

“Well, not just mine,” said Jon. “But let’s not make the same
mistake. What I propose is this: we’ll have to test our papyrus
and parchment with C-14 at some point, so I suggest we bite that
bullet now. It would save us endless grief if they turned out to be
forgeries.”

“Fine, Jonathan, though we have precious little of the papyrus
to spare.”

“Granted. But we’ll use the same tandem accelerator mass spec-
trometer method we used on the Shroud. TAMS requires samples
only one-thousandth of the sizes we brought to the Weizmann.
Now, remember that large papyrus fragment that broke off during
the unscrolling at the Rockefeller? It’s just large enough for TAMS,
and we could also take one of the larger scraps of unlettered parch-
ment from the titulus.”

“Where would you take them? Arizona?”
“Yes, but first I’d stop off at the Smithsonian and have Sandy
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to paper pulp for the hundreds of worthless articles and books
‘proving’ the Shroud genuine, when in fact it turned out to be
a medieval forgery, thanks—finally—to your efforts and radio-
carbon.”

“Well, not just mine,” said Jon. “But let’s not make the same
mistake. What I propose is this: we’ll have to test our papyrus
and parchment with C-14 at some point, so I suggest we bite that
bullet now. It would save us endless grief if they turned out to be
forgeries.”

“Fine, Jonathan, though we have precious little of the papyrus
to spare.”

“Granted. But we’ll use the same tandem accelerator mass spec-
trometer method we used on the Shroud. TAMS requires samples
only one-thousandth of the sizes we brought to the Weizmann.
Now, remember that large papyrus fragment that broke off during
the unscrolling at the Rockefeller? It’s just large enough for TAMS,
and we could also take one of the larger scraps of unlettered parch-
ment from the titulus.”

“Where would you take them? Arizona?”
“Yes, but first I’d stop off at the Smithsonian and have Sandy

115

00-01-Skeleton in Gods Clst RP2012  2/23/12  5:31 PM  Page 115

00-01-Skeleton in Gods Clst RP2012  2/23/12  5:31 PM  Page 119



SEVENTEEN

The White House limousine delivered Jon to the address he had
specified in Georgetown. Sandy McHugh wouldn’t hear of his
staying at a hotel, though Jon did have one proviso: that evening,
when he would be fighting jet lag, they would simply enjoy them-
selves, sipping the margaritas for which Sandy was famous.
Maybe for one night only they could forget Rama and its tyranny
over their lives. Sandy cheerfully indulged the scheme—his wife
and children were visiting her parents in Philadelphia—and that
evening he recited so many ribald limericks that Jon, already
punchy from jet lag, was reduced to tears of laughter.

But it was all business the next morning. McHugh had assem-
bled a panel of twenty of the nation’s foremost scientists at the
Smithsonian, and he introduced each of them and their specialties.
Jon now unloaded his attaché cases onto the large, mahogany con-
ference table, explained each item, and passed the photographs
around for all to study. Next he gave a color slide presentation of
the Rama dig that focused on the cavern area and its artifacts, after
which he detailed the carbon 14 tests that had already taken place
in Israel and Arizona. Then he fielded technical questions from the
scholarly specialists.

After a break for lunch, they reached a consensus on testing
procedures. “As to the specific samples,” Sandy announced to the
group, “we’ve agreed on the following schedules. Let me read the
list again so that we all concur:

For the two jar handles inscribed “to Joseph”: magnification sur-
vey of the inscribed seals to determine if they were fashioned by
ancient or modern tools, followed by optical emission and X-ray

191

00-01-Skeleton in Gods Clst RP2012  2/23/12  5:31 PM  Page 191

“Give me some further examples of the extreme left,” Jon
asked. 

Heinz von Schwendener, the renowned New Testament scholar
from Yale, replied, “Well, you recall those theologians who’ve
been claiming that the discovery of Jesus’s bones wouldn’t surprise
them?”

“Yes.”
“Well, they’re now issuing genteelly worded ‘I-told-you-so’

statements in seven languages. And, of course, way-out sorts like
Harry Nelson Hunt are claiming that your discovery really favors
the conservatives, Jon.”

“How in the world?”
“Because it proves that there was a historical human being

named Jesus after all! Hunt had his doubts.”
“Predictable. All right, colleagues, you’ve reported on the the-

ology out there. Give me a little more on the grass roots.
Anecdotal stuff.”

Jon almost wished he hadn’t asked. A potpourri, prepared in
hell, seemed to boil over in tales told by symposium members: a
country parson so choked up in his pulpit that he collapsed and
died halfway through his sermon. Trappist monks who had taken
a vow of silence now screaming their disillusionment. Fall registra-
tion at seminaries and divinity schools down a catastrophic 85 per-
cent as trend pundits promised they would close altogether, along
with monasteries and convents. Futurologists predicting the con-
version of empty churches into restaurants or beer halls. Suicides,
mental and moral breakdowns, vastly increased crime, and the
reduction of world Christianity to cult status.

“Enough!” Jon threw up his hands. “For my money, the most
tragic thing I’ve heard this afternoon is how the dying had the
hope of the Resurrection torn away from them when they needed
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TWENTY-FOUR

G lastonbury whisked Jon through customs at Heathrow Airport,
and they sped along M-4 to London in a service Jaguar festooned
with Scotland Yard’s coat-of-arms. Sandy McHugh had flown in
from Washington on an earlier jet and now joined them at the
University of London Institute of Archaeology in Bloomsbury.
Gladwin Dunstable and Tom Paddington were also there, awaiting
his arrival. Cordial hellos were exchanged around the conference
table, after which Jon turned to Dunstable and said, “Do forgive
us for our sudden intrusion into your busy career!”

“Not at all. Glad to be of service,” said the ruddy, lanky,
flaxen-haired archaeological scientist, whose gaunt features
melted into a warm smile.

“Were you able to find that bake oven in Pompeii and bring us
a sample?”

“I was. It took a bit of doing—the authorities there were just a
shade perplexed—but here it is.” He reached into his attaché case
and put a plastic packet onto the table. “But I do have a question
for you, Professor Weber. Why on earth did you want me to do
this? Oh, I have some inkling, of course, but Reginald said you’d
give me the full detail.”

Jon proceeded to expose the rationale that had led to his assault
on the titulus, and concluded, “Since only a small part of the origi-
nal soot you sent Jennings from Pompeii was tested at Weizmann,
might the rest conceivably have been used to make ink for the
papyrus and the titulus? Since carbon from Pompeii would test out
to no later than AD 79, it could have served as an admirable pig-
ment base. So I thought that a C-14 test of materials scraped from
the titulus could be compared with what you just brushed off the
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used in ink. I’m also glad to say that we have enough carbon left
from both samples for TAMS testing at Oxford.”

“Great!” said Jon.
“But the ceramic comparisons are . . . quite remarkable indeed.

PIXE indicates three trace elements as showing up in almost iden-
tical congruence in both samples.” He handed out copies of a
graph and said, “This pinpoints the exact relative proportions of
strontium, rubidium, and lead in each sample.”
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SEVENTEEN

The White House limousine delivered Jon to the address he had
specified in Georgetown. Sandy McHugh wouldn’t hear of his
staying at a hotel, though Jon did have one proviso: that evening,
when he would be fighting jet lag, they would simply enjoy them-
selves, sipping the margaritas for which Sandy was famous.
Maybe for one night only they could forget Rama and its tyranny
over their lives. Sandy cheerfully indulged the scheme—his wife
and children were visiting her parents in Philadelphia—and that
evening he recited so many ribald limericks that Jon, already
punchy from jet lag, was reduced to tears of laughter.

But it was all business the next morning. McHugh had assem-
bled a panel of twenty of the nation’s foremost scientists at the
Smithsonian, and he introduced each of them and their specialties.
Jon now unloaded his attaché cases onto the large, mahogany con-
ference table, explained each item, and passed the photographs
around for all to study. Next he gave a color slide presentation of
the Rama dig that focused on the cavern area and its artifacts, after
which he detailed the carbon 14 tests that had already taken place
in Israel and Arizona. Then he fielded technical questions from the
scholarly specialists.

After a break for lunch, they reached a consensus on testing
procedures. “As to the specific samples,” Sandy announced to the
group, “we’ve agreed on the following schedules. Let me read the
list again so that we all concur:

For the two jar handles inscribed “to Joseph”: magnification sur-
vey of the inscribed seals to determine if they were fashioned by
ancient or modern tools, followed by optical emission and X-ray
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“Give me some further examples of the extreme left,” Jon
asked. 

Heinz von Schwendener, the renowned New Testament scholar
from Yale, replied, “Well, you recall those theologians who’ve
been claiming that the discovery of Jesus’s bones wouldn’t surprise
them?”

“Yes.”
“Well, they’re now issuing genteelly worded ‘I-told-you-so’

statements in seven languages. And, of course, way-out sorts like
Harry Nelson Hunt are claiming that your discovery really favors
the conservatives, Jon.”

“How in the world?”
“Because it proves that there was a historical human being

named Jesus after all! Hunt had his doubts.”
“Predictable. All right, colleagues, you’ve reported on the the-

ology out there. Give me a little more on the grass roots.
Anecdotal stuff.”

Jon almost wished he hadn’t asked. A potpourri, prepared in
hell, seemed to boil over in tales told by symposium members: a
country parson so choked up in his pulpit that he collapsed and
died halfway through his sermon. Trappist monks who had taken
a vow of silence now screaming their disillusionment. Fall registra-
tion at seminaries and divinity schools down a catastrophic 85 per-
cent as trend pundits promised they would close altogether, along
with monasteries and convents. Futurologists predicting the con-
version of empty churches into restaurants or beer halls. Suicides,
mental and moral breakdowns, vastly increased crime, and the
reduction of world Christianity to cult status.

“Enough!” Jon threw up his hands. “For my money, the most
tragic thing I’ve heard this afternoon is how the dying had the
hope of the Resurrection torn away from them when they needed
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TWENTY-FOUR

G lastonbury whisked Jon through customs at Heathrow Airport,
and they sped along M-4 to London in a service Jaguar festooned
with Scotland Yard’s coat-of-arms. Sandy McHugh had flown in
from Washington on an earlier jet and now joined them at the
University of London Institute of Archaeology in Bloomsbury.
Gladwin Dunstable and Tom Paddington were also there, awaiting
his arrival. Cordial hellos were exchanged around the conference
table, after which Jon turned to Dunstable and said, “Do forgive
us for our sudden intrusion into your busy career!”

“Not at all. Glad to be of service,” said the ruddy, lanky,
flaxen-haired archaeological scientist, whose gaunt features
melted into a warm smile.

“Were you able to find that bake oven in Pompeii and bring us
a sample?”

“I was. It took a bit of doing—the authorities there were just a
shade perplexed—but here it is.” He reached into his attaché case
and put a plastic packet onto the table. “But I do have a question
for you, Professor Weber. Why on earth did you want me to do
this? Oh, I have some inkling, of course, but Reginald said you’d
give me the full detail.”

Jon proceeded to expose the rationale that had led to his assault
on the titulus, and concluded, “Since only a small part of the origi-
nal soot you sent Jennings from Pompeii was tested at Weizmann,
might the rest conceivably have been used to make ink for the
papyrus and the titulus? Since carbon from Pompeii would test out
to no later than AD 79, it could have served as an admirable pig-
ment base. So I thought that a C-14 test of materials scraped from
the titulus could be compared with what you just brushed off the
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used in ink. I’m also glad to say that we have enough carbon left
from both samples for TAMS testing at Oxford.”

“Great!” said Jon.
“But the ceramic comparisons are . . . quite remarkable indeed.

PIXE indicates three trace elements as showing up in almost iden-
tical congruence in both samples.” He handed out copies of a
graph and said, “This pinpoints the exact relative proportions of
strontium, rubidium, and lead in each sample.”
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