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A few days later, James quietly made his departure. One morning, quite early, he stood t

ogether with a group of men whose dress announced that they came from the far west - 

almost to the extent that the empire of Rome had penetrated. Peter searched their faces

 but he could detect nothing but honesty, and the zeal of their new belief shone out 

from their eyes. Nevertheless, he was heavy at heart about the impending departure of 

the one of the Twelve, and a man who was almost a brother to him. He asked him 

again quietly but insistently.

“Are you sure, James - are your reasons sound?”

James nodded, the normally cheerful smile subdued.

“I’m sure Simon - I feel an inner urge - I can’t resist it. I make the prediction - sooner or la

ter - you’ll all leave Jerusalem and be scattered. The Master will scatter the seed wide, 

and from our seed will come a great harvest!”

Peter nodded.

“What does your mother have to say - and John and Thaddaeus?”

James’ grin returned, he answered ruefully.

“Mother was as forthright as always, but in the end she came round - John understands 

and I think he agrees - as for Thaddaeus - tie him down so that he doesn’t come 

running after me!”

Peter laughed and then clasped his friend in farewell.

“We won’t be complete until you come back to us, James - don’t make it too long. We’ll r

emember you in prayer and plead with the Father to keep you safe. You’ll always 

remain in our thoughts. May our Lord Jesus protect you from the evil intentions of men, 

and keep you safe. May he guide your feet to those whom he has chosen for his own. 



Do as the Master has told us - teach, baptise with water and the spirit - find good men 

to look after what you’ve started - and again I say - come back to us!”

He and the others watched James shoulder his pack and make his farewells, before 

turning and walking through the city gate. They remained for a while before the road to 

the coast turned and the small group of men were lost from their sight. Peter turned to 

Thaddaeus, there were tears in the young man’s eyes. He said gruffly.

“He goes to do the Master’s will, boy - as you will also, one day. As we all will! - ”

Coincidental with James’ departure, a new threat menaced the fragile peace of their com

munity. Those who had been instrumental in bringing the false charges against Stephen 

and had been participants in the stoning which led to his death, now started to take an 

active part in assaulting the believers. They seemed to be acting without restraint, and 

it soon became clear that they had received their commission from the Temple 

authorities.

They were led by a young man whose attitude was even more fanatical than most. Even

tually, they were able to put a name to him. He was Saul, once a student in the Temple u

nder the respected elder Gamaliel. He was said to come from Cilicia - which probably ex

plained his connection with the Synagogue of the Freedmen, who attracted firebrands 

from the Roman provinces. Peter was informed, but the name of the young man meant 

nothing to him, and he could find no particular reason for his brand of vehemence. It 

was soon clear that he had been a participant in the death of Stephen, although a 

passive one. This Saul came from Tarsus, but little else was known about him.

His current activities, however, were well known. Armed with authority from the Temple, 

he was going so far as to break into private houses, especially if it was suspected that 

the occupants had been won over to the doctrine of Jesus. With the same authority, he 

was arresting them and throwing them into prison, so that they could be dealt with by 

the priests - few of those so arrested escaped without being soundly flogged for their 

profession of faith.



Peter realised that there was only one thing to be done. The concept of remaining 

together in a peaceful community and practising the doctrine of the Master, by living in 

peace and by holding everything in common, could no longer be sustained. The death 

of Stephen and the subsequent confident activities of Saul of Tarsus and his followers, 

proved that it was time to reduce the target. The Eleven prayed long and hard about it, 

but came to a speedy conclusion, time was of the essence, there was no purpose in 

delaying longer. With a heavy heart, Peter addressed the evening gathering, knowing 

full well that it was the sheer weight of numbers of those gathered that prevented them 

from being attacked as he spoke.

“Men and brethren - we can see the onslaught that is being directed against us by those 

who have given themselves into the service of the Evil One. As always, he has found 

willing tools to perform his purposes. Many of us have been molested and beaten in 

previous days, and I know that already, some of our number have gone out of the city to

find security in the countryside. I encouraged all of you who are able, to do the same - 

but in so doing, we will defeat the purpose of those who seek to stifle our Master’s 

teaching, for we will preach his word among those we meet. We will spread the 

doctrine of peace to all men. We will baptise those who desire a renewal into the life 

Jesus offers - we will become active workers for the Master - and he will bless us and ou

r efforts!

When you feel the pain of your wounds, remember, he was the first to be wounded for 

us. With that memory, rejoice that you have been found worthy to share in his suffering 

and draw comfort from it. I’m convinced that nothing is permitted to happen to us 

unless it first passes before the throne of God - for Jesus himself told us that our 

Father counts even the hairs which fall from our head. Have courage, my beloved 

brethren - we may be apart physically, but we will never be separated in the spirit!”

In this way, the great concentration of believers in Jerusalem was scattered around the c

ountryside of Judaea and Samaria. Peter watched the numbers dwindle and reflected 



how quickly the prediction of James had been fulfilled. He tried to visualise his brother 

of the Twelve, no doubt, by this time on the waters of the Great Sea, in the company of 

those who were returning to their homes. He knew it would be a long time before he 

knew what had happened to him. 

The Eleven had decided to remain behind in Jerusalem for the time being. They once 

again lived in the house of Mary of Cyrene and her son, Marcus - with them was her 

cousin, Joseph bar Nabas, and Mary the mother of Jesus and her sister Salome, 

together with Mariamne. The other women had gone with one of the groups into the 

countryside, together with the boy, Jonah.

They were untroubled in the haven of Mary’s house, and Peter surmised it was caution 

on the part of Saul of Tarsus, because Mary was a Roman citizen, and therefore her 

home could call upon the protection of the garrison. Some weeks passed, and during 

this time the persecution died down to a certain degree, but it didn’t cease. Saul of 

Tarsus remained aggressively active, seizing on any opportunity to arrest and ill-treat 

those suspected of following the new teaching. The followers were forced to adopt new 

tactics to meet together - and did so in the evenings quietly, coming in ones and twos 

to the venue, and leaving with equal discretion. The Eleven circulated among them, teac

hing and healing and maintaining the cohesion despite the menace.

Philip, one of the seven men who had been called to assist the administration of the com

munity in Jerusalem, had left with some of the others and had made his way north into S

amaria. In whatever town or village he stayed, he would eagerly expound the teaching 

of the Master. It seemed, that the more he penetrated into Samaria, the greater became

the crowds who were willing to listen to him. In one city he had a particularly warm 

reception, the crowds, to a man listened eagerly to what he was saying and brought 

their sick forward to be healed. In deep faith and conviction, he touched them and they 

were healed, and the more this happened, so the greater the encouragement of others 

to come forward to be cured of their physical ailments, but also to be cleansed of 



unclean spirits. The spirits would come out of the afflicted person with a great shriek. 

Many who had been paralysed or crippled were cured.

A man named Simon had lived in that particular place for some time. He claimed to poss

ess magical powers, and he had impressed his fellow citizens with his activities. He

claimed to be someone great, and the greatest and the lowest listened to him eagerly. 

He had them in the palm of his hand and the general opinion of him was:

“This man is that power of God, which is called ‘The Great Power’!”

Simon didn’t deny it, and they listened because he had practised his arts among them 

for a long time, and he had been able to convince them by his magic. This changed 

when the people started to believe in Philip and his message about the kingdom of 

God, and when he proclaimed the name of Jesus the Messiah. They were baptised, 

men and women alike and became devoted followers. Even Simon appeared to believe 

and was baptised, and thereafter was continually in Philip’s company. He was carried aw

ay when he saw the great signs and wonders taking place.

Philip sent a messenger back to Jerusalem to inform the Eleven of what had taken  place

 and how the Samaritans had accepted the word of God. After some discussion, it was d

ecided, despite the danger from Saul of Tarsus, that Peter and John should travel back 

with the messenger.

When  they arrived, they found Philip still busy baptising a stream of followers in the 

name of the Lord Jesus. Peter and John joined in the activity and at the end of a long 

and exhausting day prayed earnestly that the Holy Spirit should be provided for those 

who had been baptised with water. There had been no indication that the Holy Spirit 

had yet been bestowed, and it wasn’t until Peter and John laid their hands on the 

heads of the believers that the signs and manifestations that the spirit had fallen upon 

them became apparent.

Simon the Magician had watched all this in great wonderment, and had placed himself 

under the hands of Peter also. He was carried along with the excitement around him,  an



d had joined in the chorus of speaking in tongues which had ensued. Later in the day, 

he sought out the two newcomers from Jerusalem, who were deep in earnest 

discussion with Philip. Peter looked into the eyes of the man who was approaching him.

 This Simon was deferential but there was an element in his expression which was soon

confirmed by his speech. He said to Peter without preamble.

“I’m greatly impressed by what I’ve seen happen as a result of your activity. It seems to 

me that you have a secret which could make you very rich. Give me some of the power 

you possess - I’m willing to pay you well - so that when I lay my hands on anyone, they’w

ill receive the Holy Spirit too!”

Peter rose to his feet and glowered at the gaudily dressed Samaritan, who was 

exposed for what he was - a cheap trickster. The big fisherman growled.

“Go to damnation - you and your money with you! Do you imagine that you can buy 

God’s gift - that it’s for sale? You have no part in what has happened here because you’a

re dishonest with God! I advise you to think again - and to repent of the evil which 

prompted you to try to pretend with God! Pray to God to forgive you for suggesting his 

gift of grace could be brought! I can see that you’re doomed to taste the most bitter fruit 

and wear the fetters of sin!”

Simon started to shake and clenched his hands together.

“Please pray for me to the Lord, that none of the things you’ve said will fall upon me!”

Peter nodded curtly, his anger still roused by the suggestion. They stayed for a while in 

the town and gave their testimony and the doctrine of Jesus. After that, they took the 

road back to Jerusalem, but stopped in many Samaritan villages on the way to bring 

them the teaching and doctrine and to baptise with water and the spirit as the occasion 

demanded.

.....

“Your highness honours me with your visit.”



Pilate manifested a look of innocent surprise, which didn’t fool Herod. Pilate knew well en

ough that his visit could be expected.

“Friends should take the opportunity to renew ties.”

It didn’t sound sincere and it wasn’t.

“For my part, I am pleased that the ties between us have always remained strong.”

Herod nodded curtly - he wasn’t good at this type of sword-play. He was at the disadvan

tage and he knew it.

“I wouldn’t have it otherwise, Pilate.”

“That’s not only pleasing to me - but also to Rome.”

“I’ve always been a good friend of Rome.”

“And - I am sure you will agree - Rome has always been a good friend to Herod.”

Herod moved restlessly in his seat, while his wine-cup was refilled by a silent slave. He b

lurted out.

“All the more reason to be puzzled by a report I’ve received that a Roman citizen 

appears to be involved in raising a private army!”

Pilate looked blank.

“You have me at a disadvantage - a private army you say - and the involvement of a Rom

an citizen?”

Herod eyed him steadily.

“I’m quite sure you are aware of this matter, Pilate. My sources tell me that you’re well in

formed of the activities of Joseph of Arimathea!”

Pilate permitted himself a thin smile.

“Oh! You’re referring to the strengthening of Joseph’s security force? I can assure you th

ere’s nothing sinister in what he’s doing. The Roman citizen you’ve mentioned is being w

ithdrawn - at my request.”

Herod response was acidic.

“I assume that there’s no other army being raised!”



“None of which I’m aware, your highness.”

Herod continued to glower suspiciously. Pilate continued.

“I understand you’ve just returned from Idumea.”

“You’re well informed.”

“I try to keep abreast of what I should know.”

“As do I!”

Herod rose from his seat and crossed to the window facing over the city.

“Idumea and Peraea are my responsibility when it comes to defence.”

“Quite true! With the understanding that the Roman Legions are available if some 

situation should arise threatening Caesar’s interests. I’m certain you can reassure me 

on the situation in that area.”

Herod grunted.

“Aretus is making his usual threats - and there’ve been several border incidents - when 

we gave as good as we got.”

Pilate joined him at the window.

“The Nabaeteans are supposed to be pacified, Herod. King Aretus has a treaty with 

Rome - now you tell me he’s making threats. You tempt me to suggest that it’s time for 

the Legions to become involved. We have every excuse, the road from Alexandria to 

Damascus is a major supply line. I can’t permit a disruption to trade, or place our 

strategic position in jeopardy because Aretus finds something to annoy him - perhaps 

you could enlighten me as to why he’s - I think you used the word - threatening?”

Herod was dourly silent.

“You know well enough - don’t play games with me! I sent his useless daughter back to h

im after our divorce!”

Pilate sighed.

“I wasn’t aware, Herod - so this is a domestic matter?”

“It’s a matter of outraged honour - the Nabaeteans have a prickly pride.”



“Prickly or otherwise, they can’t be permitted to disrupt the empire’s trade - or impede 

the flow of military traffic. I’ll bring the matter to the attention of Proconsul Vitellius.”

The last thing Herod wanted was to hear the tramp of Legions through his Tetrarchy. He

brought the subject back to the raising of Joseph’s security force.

“Tell me, Pilate - why does Joseph think it necessary to increase his strength? - I 

wouldn’t have thought his trading interests to be threatened.”

Pilate laughed.

“Perhaps he’s as much concerned with the Nabaeteans as you appear to be, your 

highness! I’ve asked him the question - his answer was vague - he’s unable to identify 

his enemy, but he feels himself threatened.”

“Threatened?”

“You will really have to ask him yourself - perhaps you could make more sense out of him

”

Herod’s response was grim.

“I’ve every intention of doing so!”

Pilate paused delicately.

“I’ve heard that he’s become very interested in this new sect which appears to be 

gaining ground rapidly. I’m told that Caiaphas and his friends are quite concerned - and 

have taken severe measures. As you are aware, Rome’s policy is not to interfere in the 

religious observances of any people within the empire - Unless! - Unless they become 

a threat to public law and order. Caesar shows extreme indulgence in such matters, 

and we, as his administrators, are obligated to do the same. The thought has been 

offered that Joseph is raising his fighting force to aid this emerging sect. There is 

another school of thought which suggests the new sect to be a cover for the Zealots. 

This coincidence of suggestions, I am sure, will interest you, your highness!”

Pilate was well satisfied with the result of the interview. His policy of keeping the various

rival factions off-balance and in mutual suspicion of each other, had been furthered by 



the ideas he had planted in the mind of the superstitious Tetrarch. The Procurator 

could be assured that Herod wouldn’t let it rest - and that Joseph of Arimathea would 

soon be confronted with a much more difficult interview with his nominal sovereign lord.

In this, he wasn’t wrong, within an hour of Herod returning to his palace, a messenger 

was despatched to Joseph requesting his attendance on the Tetrarch. Just as Pilate 

had been expecting Herod, so Joseph was expecting the summons. It was worded as 

a request, but it was certainly a demand.

The greetings between them were strictly formal. Herod’s eyes were bleak when his 

stared at the young prince who stood before him. Joseph looked relaxed and returned 

the stare with one of his own - his was enquiring.

“Your highness requested an urgent interview - in what way can I be of service?”

Herod’s answer was curt and to the point.

“You can be of service by explaining why you are conspiring against me!”

“I’m in no position to conspire again you, Herod! I have neither the time, nor do I have 

the energy, nor again, do I have the inclination!”

Herod glowered at him, Joseph was supremely confident.

“I suppose you’re going to reassure me that you’re not raising an army?”

His sarcasm was laced with uncertainty.

“If you call one hundred men being trained to increase my security, an army, no I can’t re

assure you!”

Herod’s eyes narrowed. He asked softly.

“Now - why would you need to increase your security?”

Joseph paused.

“A man makes many enemies. I’ve learned to trust no one.”

“You sound paranoid!”

“I think cautious is a better description.”

“Ah! Yes! Caution - I understand caution. I understand listening to my own instinct 



when it smells a conspiracy!”

“That’s the second time you’ve mentioned conspiracy, Herod - perhaps it’s you who’s be

ing paranoid!”

“In your own words - I’m being cautious - I have every reason to be, with Agrippa 

working against me in Rome!”

He watched for Joseph’s reaction - he saw only a momentary puzzlement.

“Agrippa? Why do you have to be concerned about Agrippa?”

“In a few words - my dear nephew wants my throne - he wants all of Judaea - he wants w

hat my father had!”

“He’s in Rome.”

“He has friends in Judaea!”

Joseph glared at him, his anger rising.

“You suspect me of being one of them!?”

Herod’s eyes were like needles.

“I take it you’re not his enemy?”

“I have no reason to be - nor do I have reason to be his friend - nor do I have reason to r

aise an army on his behalf - even if it is no more than a hundred men!”

Herod nodded.

“A hundred men here - and a hundred somewhere else - multiply that by a hundred - 

and you have ten thousand men!”

“Your arithmetic is impeccable!”

“Your insolence is insufferable!”

Joseph’s rage spilled over.

“I’ll remind you, Herod - you are - by the permission of Rome - Tetrarch of Galilee and P

eraea - I am a prince of Judaea. I have no reason to answer to you, but in courtesy I 

have done so.

I’ll reiterate - I’m not raising an army against you, nor am I contributing to one. I have no



communication with Agrippa, direct or indirect. I’m not interested in your petty politics, 

nor your dynastic manoeuvring - I hope I’ve made myself clear?”

Herod responded softly.

“You make yourself very clear, my dear Joseph - I hope you’ll not have cause to regret y

our words when the situation changes and I’m once more the king of a united Israel!”

Joseph answered stiffly.

“In that unlikely event, I’ll bow my knee to you in submission!”

Herod nodded.

“Don’t be so sure, Joseph - I will assume my father’s place one day. When that day com

es, I’ll form an alliance with the priests and I’ll purge all that’s unclean from our society, 

both material and spiritual. I’ll not be tolerant of those who follow after new cults and 

further the blasphemy which is now troubling our nation!”

Joseph felt a cold chill ripple up his back.

“I am sure our God will respond in his own way to the king and to the priests!”

Herod watched him.

“Pilate has the opinion that you’re raising an army to support the followers of this new 

cult - either that, or you’re secretly supporting the Zealots!”

“He should make up his mind - the followers of the new cult preach peace - the Zealots

preach war!”

“I’ll make sure the distinction is made clear to him.”

Joseph bowed and made his exit without waiting to be dismissed. Herod watched him 

go and knew he would have to take steps to contain him. It would take thought, but 

there would be a way. 


