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After the supper was finished Joseph and Simon walked alone down to the shore of the 
sea. Some of the boats were already out for the night's fishing. Simon commented 

softly.

"Zebedee's men are busy as always."

"Is John with them - or Thaddaeus.

In the half-darkness Simon shook his head.

"Zebedee hires men these days, he keeps the co-operative going, and sometimes I 

wonder why he does, when his sons and grandson show no interest."

"Doesn't he follow the Master?"

Joseph was genuinely surprised. Simon shook his head again.

"Zebedee keeps his own counsel - despite all he's seen and all he's heard. He's always 

been a man to hold his own opinion - a stubborn man, not easily persuaded to alter his 

mind."

"What about Salome?"

Simon responded emphatically.

"Nothing can shake her faith! We went through much together in Jerusalem in those 

early days when we were hounded by Caiaphas' priests - and of course, Saul of Tarsus 

- but that was a little later.

"Have you heard what has happened to him?"

"The brethren in Damascus tell a remarkable story, and there seems no doubt that they 

are persuaded that he has had a genuine change of mind, now he's left them - they 

think - to go into the desert to meditate."

"What then, do you think?"

"If the Lord truly had a hand in this, then surely He will lead the way for Saul - and for 

us."

"I came from Jerusalem, Simon - I suppose you know already about Mary of Cyrene?"



Simon nodded in the darkness.

"I'm thankful to God that James was there to comfort her."

"I was privileged to be present when she died - together with Jonah, Saul and Eli."

"For that I am also thankful - so, you witnessed the revelation she experienced?"

"I was very moved by it."

"What an incredible blessing - to see Him once more."

"A blessing for her - but also for us all - a wonderful confirmation that the Master is 

always with us - even if he isn't seen - like the empty chair at your table, Simon."

The big fisherman walked in silence for a few paces. He then said softly.

"How often I long to look across to that seat and see him there, smiling as he always 

did. At times I would like to feel his hand on my shoulder as it was in the old days, 

impressing some point on me, trying to drive it into my uncomprehending head by the 

pressure of his hand. I feel so unfitted for the task he's given me. I'm full of doubts - I 

ask myself: 'have I said the right thing - have I shown the proper way?' I tell you plainly, 

Joseph, I struggle under the burden, yet I see the wonders he performs through me. I 

can't doubt the healings he permits, but the question is never far from my thoughts - 

why did he choose me?"

Joseph grappled for an answer, it wasn't something he expected to be asked. Somehow

the words came.

"Who can know the mind of the Lord - but he knows us, Simon. He looked into your soul

and knew that you were the man he wanted. He saw the rock within you, upon which 

he could build his church, and against which the waves of hell would dash and be spent.

He knew he had found the one man who would prevail over the forces of evil which 

were sure to be unleashed. What was it he told you soon before he went to the Father? 

First, you must strengthen yourself - and then you could strengthen your brethren - and 

I see that as meaning me and the many others who know you to be the rock - but Simon

 you must first of all be a rock for yourself, before you can be a true rock for the rest of 



us."

Simon stopped dead in the near darkness, it was hard to see his expression.

"I thank you for your advice, Lord Joseph - now, you mentioned that there was 

something you thought important enough to go out of your way to bring to me."

Joseph debated whether he had received a reprimand for speaking so openly - it was 

perhaps, not his place to lecture the man to whom Jesus had entrusted his ministry.

"The question I bring to you is not specifically mine, Simon, but it affects us all. 

Recently, I entertained Bezar of Babylon - you do remember Bezar?"

Simon's voice boomed out in the dark night, nearly overpowering the rumble of the 

waves on the shore.

"Who can forget Bezar - does he still boast of his incredible city?"

"He never stops - but he slowed down enough to tell me that there are more than likely 

more Jews in Babylon than there are in the whole of Israel!"

Simon laughed again.

"That sounds like Bezar!"

"He wanted to make a point - that the teaching of the Master is reaching Babylon - and 

many other cities where he's visited, such as Antioch - brought there by traders and 

travellers who've heard the Twelve and their helpers here in Israel."

Simon interjected.

"That surely is a good thing - I remember once that one of us complained about those 

who taught Jesus' doctrine, but they weren't one with us - shouldn't we stop them? 

Jesus made the answer that if they weren't against us, they should be allowed to teach 

and that we should leave them alone."

"What if the word they were teaching wasn't true - what if there are other elements 

included which shouldn't be there?"

Simon stopped walking.

"Is that what Bezar says?"



"Yes - in Babylon, in Antioch, and in other places, there are versions of the Master's 

doctrine which are being taught which are not accurate."

"In what way?"

"Particularly, that Gentiles must first be circumcised and become Jews, before they 

could accept the teaching of Jesus, and before they could be baptised and receive the 

Holy Ghost!"

Simon responded after a while.

"That has never been stated as a requirement - although Jesus came first to the lost 

tribes of Israel - and even told us that we should teach no others than those who were 

Jews - I suppose, by implication, it meant that the question of circumcision wouldn't 

arise."

"But your own experience with the vision and with Cornelius the centurion, surely 

showed that the Gentiles are to be given the same grace and would be accepted 

without circumcision!"

"I was taken to task by the Twelve and James the Lord's brother, for baptising Cornelius

and his family - but when the matter was explained, they accepted the fact that the Lord 

had extended his grace to the Gentiles."

"So, it follows, that those who preach otherwise, are preaching their own version of what

the Master taught?"

"It would seem so, Joseph."

"Bezar is greatly concerned, he knows of several cases in Babylon where those who 

wereprepared to accept Jesus as their Lord and Master, were told that they would have 

to endure the rite of circumcision - and for this reason, many who were unwilling to do 

so turned away. He implores someone to come to Babylon to preach the true doctrine, 

which will put these false teachers in their place - and this must also apply to Antioch 

and other cities."

Simon responded soberly.



"The work in Israel takes every hour and every man we have. It takes time to teach the

teachers, Joseph. In every community, we try to place a man who will lead the little 

flock of the Lord. You must understand that we want those who would be such leaders, 

also to be accurate in their teaching. Everything takes time - and the Lord Jesus gave 

the time-table himself - first Judaea, then Samaria and then the rest of the world. We 

can't do everything at once!"

"What of these other places - a false version will become established and then, when 

the true version is taken to them, they will reject it - and might even be hostile to the 

messengers."

"There you touch on the problem, Lord Joseph. I must talk with the Lord on this - 

perhaps he will show the way."

Joseph left Capernaum early on the next morning. The parting with Simon and his 

family was as warm as the greeting had been. If Simon had received any answer to the 

problem during the intervening hours, he gave no indication. As they left the house, 

they pressed through a crowd who had gathered there to hear the words this 

messenger of the Lord had to give them. Once again, there was a proportion of those 

sick and afflicted. There was something else - at the edge of the crowd, reined in, was 

a small troop of Roman soldiers - he supposed, a patrol to keep an eye on what was 

happening. Joseph knew that he and his companions were observed leaving and that 

this intelligence was sure to be relayed back to the governor in Tiberius - and perhaps 

then, to Herod. He was untroubled by the thought.

Before they left the town, they rode through one of the back-streets to the house where

Jonah had been reared before he was beaten nearly to death by his father. It hadn't 

remained unoccupied. On the front steps, where his father had repudiated him, a group 

of young children squabbled and brawled. Their mother scolded them inside at the 

approach of the four riders. Jonah stared at her and she at him, but there was no 

recognition. If they were kin, it wasn't apparent. She asked with a show of truculence.



"Do you have business here?"

Jonah cleared his throat.

"I seek Shamuel and Shulamith."

She eyed him suspiciously.

"What do you want with them?"

Jonah stammered.

"I want to know how they are."

"You're too late! They're both dead! Two years ago."

Jonah swallowed and managed to ask.

"Are you sure?"

"Should be - I'm the daughter-in-law of Gershom, their son! Why do you ask?"

Joseph interjected softly.

"He knew them once - when he was a child."

She stared at him with hard eyes. He returned the stare steadily without blinking. She 

dropped her gaze. He said to Jonah.

"Is there anything else you want here?"

The boy shook his head. Joseph turned to the woman.

"Thank you for your help - may God be with you."

The benediction of the deity didn't seem to impress her. She stepped back through the 

door and slammed it shut. Joseph said softly.

"The past is closed, Jonah, the present is with us, and the future holds great promise.

…..

Lucian glared at the ice-covered peaks and shivered. Two days had passed since his 

interview with Honarius and since that time he had ridden reluctantly further away from 

Rebecca and the situation she had been left with in Rome. The entourage had started 

to climb into the mountains, passing the gem of the Como Lake, to which he had given 



an indifferent glance, when its beauty had been remarked upon by their illustrious 

leader. Honarius had raised his eyebrows slightly at his philistine reaction and they had 

continued their trek into the snow-filled pass.

It was evening again, and once again it was his intention to absent himself from the 

interminable sessions of dicing which seemed to be the main preoccupation of the 

Imperial Legate - although Lucian had little doubt he had other preoccupations, if the 

string of beautiful courtesans which attended him were any indication. Lucian had 

carefully avoided any entanglements, even though some of the other fellow-travellers 

had blatantly acquired female company for the long, cold night hours. Honarius didn't 

seem to mind, and Lucian quickly realised that the women were there precisely for the 

purpose of keeping the retinue happy, and also, that he was a great personal 

disappointment to Honarius in that he refused their attention.

The mountain scenery was incredible, but his mind was hundreds of miles to the south,

trying to visualise his wife and children at the busy town-house. He was so preoccupied 

that he didn't hear Marcellus' approach through the soft snow. He looked round 

abruptly and defensively as soon as he became aware that someone was moving from 

his rear to stand next to him.

"Easy to see you're not prepared for assassins, Lucian!"

Marcellus' low growl was almost contemptuous.

"The thought never crossed my mind - we're so well guarded!"

Marcellus nodded and his lips twisted into a smile that looked a painful effort.

"These mountains are safe enough, we tamed the Helvetians a few years ago, and now

they enjoy the undoubted benefits of our Roman peace!"

"Fortunate people! They were given our Roman peace whether they wanted it or not."

Marcellus shrugged indifferently.

"They either accept our peace, or they get wiped out - not a hard choice. They tried to 

move west into Gaul some time ago, we drove them back into the mountains - and 



tamed them!"

"If you call taming them sending someone like Pilate to govern them."

Marcellus face tensed.

"The Helvetians are lucky, Pilate's been sent to the Augusta Vindelicum - where we're 

bound from all accounts."

Lucian looked at him sharply.

"I wasn't aware of that - for what reason?"

Marcellus shrugged.

"I thought you might know - after all, you ride close to the great man!"

"Not from choice!"

"Who twists your arm?"

"Gaius Caesar!"

"Ah! Interesting."

Lucian retaliated.

"Who twists yours - the army?"

"Family!"

"Vespasianus is you cousin?"

"Correct - and my path was set for me before I left Palestine."

There was a short silence, as each gazed out at the snow-covered peaks. Lucian 

askedquietly.

"How is it with you otherwise, Marcellus?"

The silence was prolonged and Lucian sensed he might have ventured into forbidden 

territory.

"Not as well as it is with you, Lucian. You've married, you have children."

"From whom I'm now separated against my wishes."

"A man can always say no!"

"Not to Caesar!"



Marcellus shrugged.

"I suppose not - To answer your question I go where the army sends me - I live in a tent 

for the most part - I freeze when I'm told to freeze - I sweat when I'm told to sweat. I'm 

surrounded by men doing exactly the same thing - some enjoy it, most don't. I can find 

nothing to say to them - or they to me."

Lucian groped for a response.

"You have your cousin."

Marcellus snorted.

"Vespa! He's my commanding officer, he's inquisitive about matters I don't choose to 

discuss. We have nothing to talk about, because we haven't shared Palestine or any of 

the years before that."

Lucian ventured cautiously

"We shared Palestine - up to a point."

Marcellus stared at him.

"Are you offering me a sympathetic ear, Lucian!? I wouldn't think so! Remember, I'm 

the one who crucified your holy man and chased his followers! Your wife despises me 

for it - and so do most of your new friends. You don't hate me of course, instead, you 

pray for me - can I tell you something, Lucian? I'd sooner be despised than forgiven! I'd 

sooner be hated than pitied! I killed your holy man - yes! - because Pilate ordered me 

to do it - but, I did it because I believed then, and I still believe, that it was the proper 

course of action. It was a preventive strike, for I have no doubt that there would have 

been an uprising if he hadn't been killed! If he didn't lead the way himself, others would 

have taken him and forced him - think back to when he entered the city on that 

ridiculous donkey, if he had so much as lifted his finger then, the cohort in the Antonia 

would have been hard pressed to put down the uprising!"

Lucian shook his head vehemently.

"It was never his intention."



"Not the point! Others would have used him! He would have had no choice!"

"You have no idea what motivated him. He would never have allowed himself to be 

used."

Marcellus shrugged again.

"Have it your way."

Marcellus was right - the subject of Jesus would forever be a gaping chasm between 

them. Lucian eyed his companion's gaunt, grim face. Marcellus was a man waiting to 

erupt - and one day there would be an incident which would cause it. He genuinely felt 

sorry for him - and he felt no hatred of him for what he had done to the Master - 

perhaps, because the Master felt no hatred either, and had pleaded for forgiveness for 

those who had placed him upon the cross.


