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Joseph ben Caiaphas, the High Priest, had also placed his own men to monitor the  

movements of the small group of Galileans who had returned to Jerusalem. After the 

execution of their leader, he had entertained the hope that he was rid of them, and that 

the ground-swell of support they had enjoyed while Jesus of Nazareth was alive, would 

soon dissipate. When the leaders had left Jerusalem to go north, it looked as if his 

expectations were realised - but now they were back - with a few additional persons.

The house of Mary of Cyrene became a focal point for his attention, but he was well 

aware that the truculent Centurion who had carried out the execution, had been placed 

in charge of a similar function by Pilate, and so accordingly, he instructed his observers 

to keep well out of the way of the Romans.

He knew nothing of the excursion of the eleven men to the Mount of Olives, simply 

because he withdrew his men during the night hours. His was a more casual function, 

he left the rigidly disciplined approach to the Romans. After a number of days, with no 

apparent activity from the men in the house, he was on the point of withdrawing his 

surveillance - but then, there was a migration towards the centre of the city - and a 

migration into the city of those who were quickly identified as belonging to the followers 

of the dead Galilean.

It was enough to provoke him into action, he was faced with an immense influx into the 

city for the major festival of the Feast of Weeks - Pentecost, and what better time could 

there be for this rabble to instigate unrest? Caiaphas contemplated his next move. The 

Procurator was in Caesarea. Herod was in Idumaea - no doubt visiting the seat of his 

dubious ancestry - he was left with the Commander of the Cohort, who was a relatively 

unknown quantity. He despatched one of the more urbane student priests to arrange 

an interview.

Marius Tertius received the polite request, wondered what in Hades he was supposed 



to do, maintained a disciplined mask, and politely acceded to the request. The ornately 

robed priest departed, leaving Marius to mount his defences.  The Commander raged - 

he was not a diplomat! Pilate had the habit of stripping a place bare of his 

administrators and bureaucracy, whenever he wasn’t in residence. Marius could see 

some sense in it, it minimised the possibility of intrigue if one kept an eye on those 

capable of it. It might make Pilate more comfortable - but it did nothing to reinforce the 

position of the Commander of the Antonia Cohort!

Caiaphas arrived promptly at the appointed hour. Marius had to mentally agree that he 

created a magnificent impression - which was what the wily priest had intended. Marius 

applied the social graces and offered refreshments, which, to his surprise were 

accepted.

Caiaphas came quickly to the point.

“I come to you, Commander, for reassurance.”

Marius maintained his disciplined smile.

“That is the intention of the Roman presence in this city, your Excellency - to provide 

reassurance.”

Caiaphas inclined his head slightly.

“The reassurance I seek is on a specific matter.”

“I can assure your Excellency, if your concern is for the arrangements for security during

your festival - they are more than adequate.”

Again, Caiaphas nodded.

“Sufficient, I hope, to counter a specific threat from the followers of a would be, but now 

dead, prophet, who are suspected on having Zealot sympathies?”

Marius rested back in his chair. His eyes didn’t leave those of the High Priest.

“We are always ready to deal with any potential uprising - particularly one which might 

have a religious origin!”

Caiaphas permitted himself a slight smile.



“I am sure you are aware that the Zealots do not have the support of the priests and the 

Elders of the nation.”

“Your reassurances are very welcome, your Excellency.”

Caiaphas eyed the young man with growing speculation - he had expected a coarse 

boor of a man, used to brutality and the discipline of the army of occupation - instead, 

he was confronted with a sophisticated, quick-witted diplomat - quite clearly, one of the 

Roman aristocracy. The High Priest made a quick change of tactics.

“I feel sure I can rely on you to arrest these potential trouble-makers and nip in the bud 

what could grow into an unfortunate incident - which I am sure will find its way in a 

report to Rome.”

Marius replied smoothly.

“Every incident - and every significant conversation - finds its way in a report to Rome, 

your Excellency! As for the potential trouble-makers, you may rest assured, we will 

move against them when it is appropriate to do so.”

Caiaphas departed apparently satisfied, but Marius felt no impulse of victory - the man 

was dangerous. He dictated another despatch to Pilate - it paid to cover one’s tail! 

Marcellus continued surveillance on the storehouse which was now the new quarters 

for the followers of the Galilean, but there was no particular activity. If one or two left the

premises, it was mainly to visit the markets for supplies. No one seemed interested 

enough to visit them - except for one man with a Grecian cut of dress, who turned out 

to be the owner - Joseph bar Nabas. The days drifted on and the city rapidly filled with 

visitors for the festival. Marcellus maintained his vigilance, but the isolation of the group 

within the building continued.

The climax day of the festival dawned, and as expected it drew more crowds in the city 

than before. Marcellus knew that Tertius had briefed the other Centurions of the Cohort 

to take action at any sign of insurrection - but he hadn’t shown any inclination to move 

against the quiet group within the building, and Marcellus was certain any potential 



trouble would originate in that quarter.

It had the feel of developing into a warm day. The sky was cloudless and there was no 

more than a breath of wind. It was early morning and Marcellus was personally leading 

his Decade in surveillance. He had a gut feeling, if there was going to be any trouble, it 

would have to be on this day - the climax of their festival!

.....

The group within the storehouse had also been watchful and apprehensive, knowing full

well that both the Temple authorities and the Romans were observing them.  They had 

spent their time in prayer and meditation - laced with a great deal of speculation, which 

Peter was unable to subdue. Another Comforter was to come, but in what form - or even

if it would be the Lord himself in another body, they couldn’t know. They were sure of 

one thing only - Jesus, their Lord and Master, had promised it!

Peter glanced round the large room which had been placed at their disposal by Mary. 

Shortly after their transfer from her house, her cousin, Joseph had arrived unexpectedly 

and for a moment, Peter had thought he might disagree with the arrangement, but she 

had taken him aside privately to give him an animated explanation, and when they had 

emerged, Joseph seemed satisfied to let the arrangement stand.

Peter was happy that those who had remained in Jerusalem and its surroundings after  

the execution of Jesus, had been found and were now sharing the accommodation with 

them. In all they numbered about one hundred and twenty souls. He hadn’t encouraged 

others to join them, sensing that what the Master had in mind was initially for the 

purpose of fortifying the ones who had accompanied him during his ministry. Joseph 

bar Nabas was the exception, he had opted to remain - whether out of a genuine desire 

to join with them, or whether to keep a personal eye on his assets, Peter wasn’t sure. 

He looked across the room, Mary’s cousin was deep in conversation with Andrew, who 

had seized the first opportunity to expound the Master’s doctrine to him. Joseph was 



listening intently, but it was to soon to say whether he was genuinely interested, or 

merely being polite.

In another corner of the room, the two boys, Marcus and Jonah, were deep in some 

conspiracy of their own. Peter’s face softened into a smile, he and Mariamne had never 

been blessed with children - he would have liked a son to follow after him. He brought 

himself up short - to follow after him into what? He knew beyond all doubt, that he 

would never again fish in Galilee’s Sea. At one and the same time he was saddened by 

the thought, but with the sadness was mingled apprehension - what then would his 

future be? He was sailing into unknown waters, and the storms were gathering. He felt a

black moment of despair, he didn’t have the courage for whatever it was that he faced.

He was seated on the ground against one of the walls, with Mariamne beside him. Her 

hand stole into his and he turned to her with a smile.

“So deep in thought, Simon!”

“I was thinking about a lot of things - the past - the future - now.”

“Now - is the only thing we can do anything about - the past is gone - the future is to

come.”

“But the future is built from what we do now.”

She nodded.

“What do you make of Joseph?”

She nodded towards the animated group around their host. She went on:

“Mary tells me that her cousin comes from Cyprus, but that he spends most of his time 

in Antioch, where he conducts his business.”

“What sort of business?”

“She didn’t say, we were interrupted.”

There was another short silence.

“Joanna’s sorry that Rebecca isn’t here.”

“She went back to Caesarea with her brother - and the Roman and his friends.”



There was a trace of disapproval in his voice. Mariamne went on.

“Joanna’s sorry she isn’t here - no matter who she has as friends! She says that 

Rebecca was very active in the camp over the Jordan.”

Peter grunted agreement.

“She laboured as hard as them all - despite her high birth.”

“High birth - low birth! She followed the Master - isn’t that what counts!?”

“You don’t hear me argue!”

They sat in silence for a while thereafter. It was just after the second hour of the day - in

Roman parlance, eight in the morning, when they all paused with heads raised, 

listening.

There was a sound, and Peter was reminded of the sudden storms which came from 

out of nowhere, to sweep across the surface of Galilee’s Sea. His mind had been on it - 

on fishing - on the Sea - and the future - and this was a gathering rush of sound, like a 

mighty wind sweeping off the hills of Moab, but the comparison didn’t hold for long, for 

it soon developed into something beyond all previous experience. The solid stone 

building shook with the force of it. It forced its way through closed windows and doors, 

throwing them abruptly open. Each one within the room was forced to their knees, to 

gaze up fearfully at this sudden onslaught. There were a few cries of alarm, and then 

the room was filled with a haze of golden light which danced and flickered from one to 

the other, like fingers of flame.

One enveloped Peter, but there was no heat. He had an instant to think - ‘it’s a flame

without heat!’, before he was enveloped within it, and he felt himself consumed, but yet, 

he remained in his mortal form. As quickly as it came, it was gone. They scrambled to 

their feet and stared at each other, and then there bubbled out of their mouths the most 

incredible phenomenon. There was an explosion of voices, even the most timid - those 

who rarely spoke above a whisper, started to loudly proclaim something. The sound 

was melodious, but to the ear of their neighbour, it was unintelligible. It wasn’t the 



ravings of madmen, but it was declamatory, like the orators in the market places who 

sought to capture the ear of the people. Peter was no exception to it, he cried out with 

the others, knowing that he proclaimed the doctrine of Jesus, but also knowing that his 

words were in a language he didn’t know himself.

Such was the state of excitement, that all caution was thrown to the winds and they 

spilled out of the main doors on the front of the building, still proclaiming loudly. Peter 

gradually came to coherence, suddenly aware that they were exposed to the critical 

stares and comments of a large crowd which was beginning to gather, attracted by the 

commotion. He looked at his fellow followers, who were lurching about as they 

mouthed their message in unknown tongues. From the crowd came a sneering shout.

“Look at them, they’re drunk, or they’re possessed by devils!”

There were others, who stared at each other.

“What’s happening here? By the cut of their clothing, they’re all Galileans, they’re 

uneducated men, but they’re not speaking Aramaic, or even Hebrew - I can hear Greek 

and other languages.”

There was a murmur of agreement from those around them, whose dress proclaimed 

them as coming from much further afield. They were some of the many visitors who 

had flowed into Jerusalem for the festival. There were Parthians, Medes and Elamites, 

from the north in Mesopotamia. There were others from the provinces of Cappadocia, 

Pontus and Asia, Greek colonies north of the Aegean. Others were from Phyrgia and 

Pamphilia, beyond the headwaters of the Euphrates, and as well, from the south in 

Africa - Egypt, Libya and Cyrene.

Some of the Jewish colony in Rome were there, as well as Cretans and Arabs. Each 

nationality confirmed it.

“We understand what they are saying in our own tongues!”

But still, the mockers shouted:’

“They’re drunk!”



Peter gathered the Eleven around him on the steps of the building. He held up his hand 

for silence and gradually, the comments died away. His voice boomed out confidently.

“Fellow Jews from afar off, and all you who live in Jerusalem, pay attention to what you 

see happening here and give me a hearing. These men aren’t drunk, as some of you 

are trying to accuse. It’s only nine in the morning!”

He paused, now he had their full attention.

“No! Not drunk! This is what the prophet spoke about, and what’s recorded in scripture: 

‘God says, “This will happen in the last days: I will pour out upon everyone a portion of 

my spirit; and your sons and daughters shall prophesy; your young men shall see 

visions, and your old men shall dream dreams. Yes, I will endue even my slaves, both 

men and women, with a portion of my spirit, and they shall prophesy. And I will show 

portents in the sky above, and signs on the earth below - blood and fire and drifting 

smoke. The sun shall be turned to darkness, and the moon to blood, before that great, 

resplendent day , the day of the Lord, shall come. And then, everyone who invokes the 

name of the Lord, shall be saved.”’

There was a murmur of debate from the crowd. Peter held up his hand again.

“Men of Israel, listen to me: I speak of Jesus of Nazareth, a man singled out by God 

and made known to you through miracles, portents and signs, which God worked 

among you through him - as you are well aware!

Despite this, he was given up to you, by the deliberate will and plan of God, and you 

used heathen men to crucify and kill him! But I declare this - and it’s no lie - God raised 

him to life again, setting him free from the pangs of death, because it couldn’t be that 

death should keep him in its grip. For David says of him. ‘I foresaw that the presence of 

the Lord would be with me always, for he is at my right hand so that I may not be 

shaken; therefore my heart was glad and my tongue spoke my joy; moreover, my flesh 

shall dwell in hope, for thou wilt not abandon my soul to death, nor let thy loyal servant 

suffer corruption. Thou hast shown me the ways of life, thou wilt fill me with gladness 



by thy presence.’

Let me put it to you plainly, my friends. The patriarch David died and was buried, and 

his tomb is here to this very day. It’s clear therefore that he spoke as a prophet, who 

knew that God had sworn to him that one of his own direct descendants should sit on 

his throne; and when he said he wasn’t abandoned to death, and his flesh would never 

suffer corruption, he spoke with foreknowledge of the resurrection of the Messiah. The 

Jesus we speak of has been raised by God, as we can all bear witness. He has been 

exalted with God’s right hand, he has received the Holy Spirit from the Father, as was 

promised, and all that you now see and hear flows from him.

It wasn’t David who went up to heaven! His own words are: ‘The Lord said to my Lord,

“Sit at my right hand until I make your enemies your footstool.”’

Let all Israel now accept as certain that God has made this Jesus, whom you crucified,  

both Lord and Messiah!”

Peter paused and waited for the reaction. The crowd had been stunned to silence, but 

the reaction wasn’t one of immediate repudiation as he had half-expected. Someone 

close to the front of the crowd called out shakily.

“Friends - what are we to do?”

Peter looked at him intently, he was a man from one of the provinces, but he couldn’t 

be sure which one. That he was troubled was apparent from his white face - That the 

words had cut to the heart was evident. Peter cried out loudly.

“Repent! Repent and be baptised, every one of you, in the name of Jesus the Messiah -

 for the forgiveness of your sins - and you will receive the gift of the Holy Spirit. The 

promise has been given to you, and to your children - and to all those who are far away 

- everyone whom the Lord our God may call.”

He went on to relate the many instances of divine power they had experienced in the 

company of the Master, and then concluded with the words.

“Save yourselves from this crooked age!”



Some turned away unconvinced and arguing fiercely among themselves. Those who 

accepted his word were baptised. They went to the nearest pool and a steady stream 

were plunged within it during that long, hot, incredible day. At the end of it, the Twelve  

returned to the storehouse and slumped down to the floor, leaning back on the cool 

stones. There was a weary silence before Matthew suddenly said.

“I estimate that we baptised over three thousand souls today!”

There was a chuckle from his brother James.

“Matthew’s been crunching numbers again!”

The former tax concessionaire was notorious for it. There was a general surge of 

humour.

Matthew insisted.

“I’m sure of it - someone has to do it!”

He found an unexpected ally in James the brother of Jesus.

“Brothers - he’s right! Someone should keep a tally - and if possible find out where 

these people come from. What good is it if you baptise thousands of people and then 

they go away and that’s the last you’ll see of most of them?”

Peter nodded and conceded.

“You have a good point, James. The Master told us we were to spread the word and 

baptise in Jerusalem, Judaea, Samaria - and to all people afar off. I think we can say 

that we have done this today - but when those who are afar off go back to their own 

lands - what then?”

Philip interjected.

“Many of them want to stay with us.”

Peter glanced around the room.

“Not too many, I would hope - this place won’t be large enough!”

Simon the Zealot suggested.

“Perhaps we should go out of the city and make a camp on the Mount of Olives - like 



we did in the old days.”

Thomas growled moodily.

“And have a ring of Roman soldiers all around us - not to mention the priests!”

There was another surge of humour.

Nathaniel suggested slyly.

“I see what happened to us today hasn’t dampened your enthusiastic outlook, my friend.

”

This time, there was a shout of laughter.

The rest of the followers looked startled at the exhibition of levity. Peter sighed and 

raised his voice a little.

“Because we want to be holy, doesn’t mean we have to be sad. I’ve said it before - the 

devil didn’t make laughter, he can make nothing but mischief - it was our Father who 

gave us a sense of humour - and I remember the times when the Master laughed loud 

and joyfully!”

He turned back to the rest of the Twelve.

“Today, something was added to us - but that hasn’t changed the people we are inside. 

If we want to become like the Master, we have to work on our own natures and wrestle 

for our blessings. We have been given a priceless gift - the Master spoke of a 

Comforter, which we know we have received, because now we can already see that 

many of our fears have gone away and we had the courage to stand before the Romans

 the priests, the mockers and the scoffers to declare the death and resurrection of the 

Master. We baptised those who wanted it - and I have no doubt that tomorrow we shall 

be called upon to do the same.

We shall testify of the Master, we shall expound his doctrine - it shall become our 

doctrine, but it shall still be his! We will baptise in his name, and we will convey the 

Holy Spirit by the laying on of our hands - as we did today. We were touched upon by 

tongues of fire, but those who shall come to believe through us, will be touched upon 



by our hands - the result will be the same - the Holy Spirit will comfort, will strengthen, 

will give life and create a new being within us which will be worthy for a place where the 

Master is.”

Without realising it, he had raised his voice again, and it echoed around the silence of 

the chamber. Another impulse caused him to scramble to his knees. He waited while 

the others followed suit. Once again, his voice was raised loud enough for all to hear.

“Mighty Father, we thank you for the priceless gift you have bestowed upon us, which 

we know was sought by your son so that we could receive another Comforter as he 

promised. You have given us courage for the small beginning we have made, but we 

know that we face greater challenges and that we will need even greater courage and 

strength for that which will be your purpose. Loving Father and Lord, show us what we 

are to do. We are weak men who don’t know the way - lead us! Let us feel the 

presence of your son always. Let him walk with us, as once he did in the flesh. Let him 

show us your will as if he was still with us. As always, Father, thy will be done.

Our Father, which art in heaven, hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come, thy will be

done in earth, as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us those 

things we have done wrong, as we forgive those who have wronged us. Don’t allow a 

test to come upon us which we don’t have the strength to meet, and deliver us from evil.

 For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, forever. Amen!”

They had all joined in this prayer which Jesus had taught them. When it was finished, 

Peter took a loaf of bread and a cup of wine.

“In the name of Jesus and in his words, I make holy this bread and this wine. This is my

body, broken for you unto death, this is my blood, the blood of the covenant, shed for 

many.”

He broke a piece from the loaf and ate it, and sipped the wine - and then broke further 

portions from the bread, giving it to each of them. He passed the cup from one to the 

other. None rejected the bread or the wine, not even James and Judah, the Lord’s 



brothers, or Joseph bar Nabas, the newcomer. They were all in one accord in the 

teaching, in the fellowship, in the breaking of bread, and in prayer.

Later that night, when the room was quiet and most slept after an exhausting day. 

Mariamne whispered to him in the darkness.

“Today - when you spoke to the people - “

She paused. Peter murmured.

“What about it?”

“How could you quote scriptures like that? You’ve never been a man to read scriptures!”

Peter answered after a moment.

“I suppose it was something I remembered from when I was taught in the synagogue 

as a youngster. Someone must have told me then, but I forgot it until today.”

He hesitated again.

“I can tell you this, Mariamne. It wasn’t me that spoke, but I could no more stop what 

was being said than I could stop the waves washing on the shore in Capernaum. 

Something seized my tongue and I was made to speak - and I felt no fear, for the Lord 

was with me!”

On the following day he was confronted by a large man, in the gaudiest robes 

imaginable, which pronounced that he came from the east. He had asked to speak with 

him, and Peter had agreed, breaking off from the steady flow of souls waiting for 

baptism.

“You wished to speak with me?”

Peter eyed the enormous man. The man nodded eagerly, his eyes sharp and 

unwavering.

“I am Bezar - I am from Babylon!”

Peter echoed.

“Babylon!”

The man nodded.



“I’m a merchant - I travel to Jerusalem at least once a year, sometimes twice - usually I 

go on to Caesarea and sometimes beyond that up the coast to Tyre and Sidon.”

“You have a busy itinerary.”

The man laughed, it was more a belly rumble.

“So, I think, do you!”

He gestured to the large crowd waiting in the sun. Peter smiled, Bezar was a man one 

couldn’t help responding to.

“So - what do you want to talk to me about.”

Bezar fumbled for words.

“I come from our community in Babylon, where we hold to the Law and the Prophets as

vigorously as you do in Jerusalem.”

“I’m sure you do.”

“I’ve listened to your words - they are powerful and they are enough to convince me that

Jesus is indeed the Messiah, and that our God has raised him up from the dead! 

Yesterday, I was baptised with the first ones who listened to you. I witnessed what 

happened, I heard the teaching spoken in the tongue of Babylon, and that of Elam and 

Persia - even in a tongue of those much further away across the sea in Socotra and 

beyond, in India!

I heard this I can testify to it!

You spoke of those who were afar off! You told us that the Master said for you to 

baptise

all nations!

You spoke in their language!

You must come to them!

In Babylon there are thousands who are descended from those who were taken away  

from Israel in the time of Nebuchanezar - he gave you the Samaritans instead!”

He broke of to emit another rumble of laughter. Then he became serious again.



“They have never forgotten Israel - then, they hung their harps on the trees by the 

rivers of Babylon, and they wept for Jerusalem, so far away! Now, I plead with you not 

to forget them - come to Babylon, and I will guarantee you a hearing. Bezar is well 

known in the city, I’m an influential man - come to Babylon and thousands will listen 

and believe - and they’ll follow the Messiah of the Lord our God!”

There were tears in his eyes, and Peter gripped his hands.

“When the Lord permits it - I will come!!”

He watched the big man walk away through the crowd , and wondered where the 

words had come from. The thought of leaving Jerusalem, even to go out into Judaea 

and Samaria, hadn’t entered his head - and now he had undertaken to visit a distant 

place which he only knew in his imagination. He resumed his task of baptism, all the 

while expounding the doctrine of his Master, but the thought of Babylon wouldn’t go 

away.


