
Somebody told me about Jesus 

 

An old barman and his customer Titus 

Somebody told me about Jesus. 

It was my customer, Titus. 

I work in the Legionnaire’s bar in Fortress Antonia, near the Temple in Jerusalem. It's 

the 10th Legion that's in occupation there right now, you know, the one called 

“Legion of the Strait”! One of the toughest! 

Not that I care which one they are, I mean, as a Jew, I have no liking for any Romans. 

But they’re good employers. They pay me well…and I can drink as much as I like.  

I drink too much, tell the truth. 

The Romans say I am useful to them because I tell them what the Jews are thinking. 

But I also tell the Temple lot what the Romans are thinking. And since both sides 

know that I talk to the other, everyone leaves me alone.  

So, all’s good! 

Well the soldier I was going to tell you about. My customer, Titus. He’s a regular in 

my bar. 

Regularly in here. Regularly gets drunk. And regularly ends up telling me what a 

miserable life he has. 

I do have some sympathy for him. He’s not really soldier material. He’s actually quite 

well educated. But it was an impulse decision. His girlfriend had run off with 

someone else, and so he ran off into the army. I’ve heard that story many times. 

But it doesn’t do to be a soldier, not if you're sensitive, like Titus is. …and so, every 

night, it seems, he comes into my bar to get drunk and forget about what he has 

seen or done that day. 

Well, today was a particularly bad day for him because there were three executions 

– and not just ordinary ones, but crucifixions, the worst sort. Not that Titus was in 

the execution squad. It takes a different sort of soldier to actually do crucifixions. 

They’re nasty. The sort of men who enjoy, I don't know, I can't say it.  The sort who 

lost their souls a long time ago, if they ever had any. Don’t get me wrong, if an 

officer told Titus to stick me with his sword, he would obey him there and then. 

That’s what they’re trained to do. That’s what makes them soldiers, and Titus would 

do exactly the same. But afterwards Titus would get very drunk because of what he 



had done. The guys who do the execution squad would hardly give it any thought. 

They simply don’t care.  

So, Titus was on prisoner guard duty today, and crowd control. Which meant that, 

this evening, he came into the bar in a right old state. You’ve probably heard what 

happened to the latest false messiah today. Jesus. Yes, it was him who was 

executed. Mercifully, crucifixions don’t happen very often. Nobody deserves to end 

their life that way. But just for good measure, I heard the Romans also beat Jesus up 

and flogged him, before crucifying him. 

Anyway, Titus said he’d never seen anything like it before. I said, “You mean the 

crucifixion?” Well, as it turned out, he hadn’t seen a crucifixion before…but that 

wasn’t what he meant. He was talking about this Jesus bloke. He said, “I know that 

this man, Jesus, could never have escaped his execution, not even if the whole mob 

had changed their minds and tried to rescue him, they wouldn’t have stood a chance 

against us. So, here this man was, in unbelievable pain, stripped naked before a 

crowd of people baying for his blood, and facing the world’s worst way of dying. Yet 

he had a look about him…as if it was really him who was in control of events.” 

Then he heard Jesus forgiving people, after he had been nailed up… but he wasn’t 

sure if Jesus was forgiving the Romans, or the priests, or, well, everybody.  

That troubled Titus quite a bit. But then, to top it all, just after Jesus had died, the 

Centurion in charge of the whole business turned to the lads and said this Jesus 

hanging on the cross was a totally righteous man. At this point, as Titus was telling 

me the story, he started blubbing. He said, “What kind of world are we living in that 

can do such things to good people?” 

Well, I didn’t really have an answer to that. 


