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If I had known it was going to be a late night, 

I would have asked to change shifts, but I got 

the short straw.  It wasn’t like he went out 

late at night usually.  So it was a big surprise 

to all of us who had to go with him.  Still, when 

the High Priest says, ‘Jump’ - you jump. 

I honestly had no idea what the hell we were 

doing; a big party had assembled in Caiaphas’ 

courtyard - senior Sanhedrin members, temple 

guards, hangers-on, and then us lot from the 

Boss’s household.  I was duty servant to 

Caiaphas for that 24 hours, so that meant no 

sleep for me, the way things were looking. 

We all milled around until a man I didn’t know, 

but whom the Sanhedrin and Caiaphas seemed 

to recognize appeared in a bit of a rush.  He 

whispered into Caiaphas’ ear and then we all 

set off at a brisk pace, east across the Kidron 

Valley to the garden at the base of the Mount 

of Olives, called Gethsemane. 

It was dark by this time and we needed to 

light our torches to see our way. 

Not long after we got into the gardens, a small 

band of men appeared from the shadows under 

the trees.  They looked sleepy, but one man 

was ahead of them and seemed to be 

expecting us. 
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The man who had come to whisper in the 

courtyard was shoved forward roughly by 

Caiaphas, who growled at him - ‘Do it - show me 

who it is!’ 

The man almost apologetically went up to the 

guy ahead of the others, held his arms and 

kissed him, saying ‘Rabbi.’ 

Caiaphas made a gesture with his hand to the 

temple guards, and they stepped forward to 

grab the guy.  I was aware of one the men in 

the band getting angry and I heard him draw 

his sword - I couldn’t get my own out fast 

enough what with holding the burning torch as 

well, but I stepped forward anyway in case he 

was going to attack Caiaphas, but the man 

from the group swung at me with his sword. 

I dodged, but he caught the side of my head, 

and when I put my hand up I could feel my ear 

hanging on by a thread.  I was hosing blood. 

The man out front turned to him and said, 

‘Enough - put up your sword,’ and turned to me.  

He reached out his hand, took mine away, and 

gently held the side of my head. 

It seemed like time stood still, but it must 

have been only a moment, and for that time he 

looked into my eyes.  I forgot all about the 

pain and my dangling ear as I looked back at 

him.  No words were said - or if they were, I 
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wasn’t aware of them - and then the moment 

was gone. 

I felt as though I had been to another place 

where there was nothing but peace and love, 

and I wanted to go back there, but Caiaphas 

was nagging at me, ’Malchus, what’s the matter 

with you?’ 

Slowly coming back to the reality of what was 

happening before me, I became conscious of 

the fact that my head had stopped bleeding.  I 

cautiously put my hand up to the side of my 

face and felt - my ear where it should be! 

I didn’t find out until later that night that the 

man we had arrested was the preacher, Jesus.  

I had heard that he was a miracle-worker, but 

I never expected to be on the receiving end of 

his powers.  

Later, I asked myself why he hadn’t put up a 

fight - he seemed to be resigned to come with 

us; and as for his band of followers - they 

vanished into the olive grove and we never saw 

them again, although one of our house-girls 

thought she saw one of the group warming 

himself by the fire in our yard. 

That was all years ago now, and me and the 

wife have long left Caiaphas’ service.  We live a 

very simple life in a one-roomed house, but 

there’s a good well outside and we have a 

donkey too.  He’s a great little worker - good 
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at turning the millstone for flour, and drawing 

the heavier buckets of water up from the well. 

I don’t know if it’s true, but the man we 

bought him from said that Jesus had once 

ridden our donkey one day on his way into 

Jerusalem, the week I had to go with Caiaphas 

to arrest him, and he healed my ear. 

Funny thing though - it’s not the fact that he 

healed my ear that I remember so well about 

him - it’s the way he looked into my soul as he 

touched me.  That was even more special.
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