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Herod Antipas was in an exceptionally exuberant mood, and had been so, since the 

news had been brought to him of the surprising intervention of Vittelius, the Proconsul; 

culminating in the dismissal of Caiaphas, and the recall of Pontius Pilate. Herodias 

viewed his elation with cynical eyes.

“My Lord, I’m happy to see you so pleased, but remember, Annas has in the past 

proved to be just as great an annoyance as Caiaphas - and Pilate will be replaced by 

another Procurator - and who’s to say if he will be better or worse?”

Herod’s smile slipped.

“Always the pessimist and the schemer, my beloved Herodias. I remind you - Annas is 

an old man - no more than a stop-gap, eventually a younger and more manipulable 

candidate will be nominated by Caesar. Tiberius is no fool - the same goes for a new 

Procurator - the story goes that Pilate was withdrawn because of the Samaritan 

incident. Caesar doesn’t like his orders flouted - and we bask under the benevolence of 

his religious toleration.”

Herodias hesitated, then.

“Tiberius is an old man - soon to be replaced by his heir - perhaps earlier than we might 

expect.”

Herod looked at her sharply.

“You didn’t tell me that you’ve heard from your spies in Rome. Did they tell you this?”

She shook her head.

“My latest reports state that my dear brother, Agrippa, still languishes in prison and that 

he’s likely to remain there until Caesar decides to release him - which may be never.”

Herod responded unexpectedly.



“I’ve always liked Tiberius - he’s a man with more than his share of common sense. He 

sees the danger Agrippa poses to the stability of Judaea.”

Herodias didn’t responded. He turned on her sharply.

“You don’t agree?”

Herodias shrugged.

“I agree, of course, my beloved - but I say again - Tiberius is an old man, who soon will 

go into the bosom of his multitude of gods. Never forget that Caligula is Agrippa’s friend 

and companion, and Caligula is the heir to the empire. With Tiberius out of the way, 

Caligula will quickly release his old friend - then, I think, my lord, will be the time for you 

to watch your back!”

Before Herod could reply, she beat a strategic retreat, leaving her partner in incest 

deflated and seething with revived doubts. He growled to the empty room.

“Damn that woman - she does everything to bring me down - what in the name of Sheol

did I ever see in her!?”

He was putting on weight - he moved slowly to the window. His mind raced over one 

option after the other. Herodias might be the manipulative adulteress she undoubtedly 

was, but there was some sense in her warning.

Tiberius was getting old! He made a calculation - he was nearing eighty! The old Caesar

might have pretensions of being one of the tedious Roman gods, but that didn’t accrue 

to him the right to eternal life. Agrippa was out of favour with Tiberius - the result being 

his

imprisonment. In earlier years, Tiberius had favoured him, demanding that he became a

companion of the young Caligula - who had renamed him Marius Agrippa. The nature 

of the companionship was not something Herod wanted to consider. The important fact 

was that Tiberius had turned against him. If the old emperor could be persuaded that 

Agrippa posed a real threat to the stability of the imperial throne, Herod had no doubt 

that Caligula’s friend would be put to death without a flicker of remorse. That Agrippa 



was the brother of Herodias was not a factor for concern - in this case, blood was not 

thicker than water, as she loathed him with a venom which surprising even for her.

The Tetrarch called his scribe and dictated a series of letters to well-placed allies in 

Rome - and also to one on Capri, who could reach the ear of the old man. His 

instructions were simple. Intelligence of the implication of Agrippa in a conspiracy to 

topple Tiberius from his throne had to reach Caesar. If there was no conspiracy, one 

had to be invented! Only with Agrippa dead, would Herod Antipas breathe easily!

His letters passed those on another ship bearing letters from Lucian to Rebecca and 

Joseph. Lucian had written them himself, not caring to entrust them to the gossiping 

tongue of a scribe. The one to Rebecca was full of intimacy and the outpouring of his 

love. The other, to Joseph, put into action the dispersal of assets, as per the 

suggestions of Septimus. Neither letter was written in code, for there was always the 

possibility that they would be intercepted and read before they reached their 

destinations.

To Joseph he wrote:

My dear brother and friend,

I have taken the earliest opportunity to write to you and Rebecca, firstly to set your 

minds at ease about my safe voyage and gracious reception by our revered Caesar 

Tiberius - whom I found in exceptionally good health for a man of his years. Caesar 

was most anxious to hear about affairs in Palestine and was most searching in his 

questions, which I answered to the best of my ability.

Before I continue, I must tell you of my amazement at finding by father, Septimus, 

resident at Caesar’s court, where he has been under the emperor’s protection. Caesar, 

however, didn’t agree with him that I should remain in Palestine, hence his summons 

for me to travel here. He has insisted that I take up residence in Rome to conduct the 

substantial business interests bequeathed to me by Septimus - who intends to remain at

Caesar’s court and under his protection for the time being. To comply with Caesar’s 



wish is my pleasure, and for this reason you will find that I have asked Rebecca to join 

me with the children.

Naturally, having found Septimus so well and secure, has been a great joy for me. I’ve 

taken the opportunity to bring him up to date with our arrangements and those which 

we have made with Bezar. Septimus offered some sound advice with regard to the 

financing of our operations - especially those concerning Babylon and beyond. His 

advice is to create a substantial fund in Babylon, which Bezar will administer - and to 

transfer to his care the major part of our assets in the east. I will make similar 

arrangements with Demas, and other key figures in the provinces who can be trusted. In

this way our operations will suffer no delays when speed is essential.

My dear Joseph, I know you will find it hard to part with Rebecca, but I can assure you 

that she will be among those here who have the same objectives, ways, and life-style 

to which she has become accustomed. Our steward at this estate will receive her with 

great happiness, and you may be certain that she’ll want for nothing.

I am also quite certain that you will have reason to come to Rome on occasions, which 

we will make as frequent as is practicable, so that you can watch your sister’s children 

grow, and at the same time see how content and happy she will be here. Caesar was 

particularly benevolent towards me - and so also was that incredible lady, Julia Augusta 

 who even took the time to interview me.

My dear Joseph, there is some urgency for me to have this letter in the hands of a 

captain of a fast ship which leaves from Ostia at dawn, so I must now conclude. I look 

forward to our next meeting.

With affection.

Lucian.

Joseph set down the letter on a table and stared into space. He had known the 

inevitable moment of parting would come when Lucian would send for Rebecca and his 

children. It had been a foregone conclusion when he had been summoned to Rome - 



unless it had been a summons to his death! Apparently, he had been well received by 

Caesar. It was a letter which had set their minds at ease. The anxiety of the intervening 

time, during which Rebecca had given birth to Lucian’s daughter, had been prolonged 

by the failure to receive any news of him. The anticipated letter hadn’t eventuated, and 

every ship from Rome had been met to see if its captain had one, there had been one 

disappointment after the other, and he was watched the anguish growing in his sister.

At first, he had felt angry at Lucian’s tardiness, but the anger had given way to 

apprehension. Lucian had powerful enemies in Rome, and there was no certainty that 

he had ever completed his voyage. It would have been so easy for him and Tachius to 

have been over-powered on the ship, and thrown overboard.

Joseph picked up the letter again - it was a gloss which told him what others wanted to 

hear. Lucian had anticipated that it would be intercepted and read, he hadn’t even 

bothered to seal it in the convoluted way Septimus had taught him. It was a letter where 

the recipient was expected to read between the lines. The flowery adulation of Caesar 

was atypical of Lucian - it could only mean that Caesar’s friends were taking an interest 

in his opinion. The presence of Septimus at Caesar’s court - where he had been for 

some considerable time ‘under the security of Caesar’s benevolence’ and the fact that 

he had no intention of leaving, despite the fact that Lucian was commanded to return to 

Rome, could only mean one thing - Septimus was some sort of hostage!

Lucian wanted to bring Rebecca into such an environment - perhaps he had no choice!

Joseph was tempted to try to forbid his sister to go - but he acknowledged the futility of 

doing so - she would certainly defy him!

He carefully reread the portion where Lucian had described the environment into which

she would live. It was guarded, but the implication was that she would find people of a 

similar mind to herself. Joseph stared again into space. Could it be remotely possible 

that the Master’s teaching had reached Rome!? Was it equally possible that Lucian had 

made contact with them so quickly? The reference to the steward he didn’t understand, 



but the man appeared to be an ally.

The guarded references to the disposition of the treasure of their enterprise was 

something he would have to ponder over. Clearly, Septimus had warned Lucian to be 

on his guard. Was the situation in Rome so precarious that Septimus feared 

confiscation!? Babylon was outside the Roman empire, and for this reason, the 

suggestion that the major portion of their assets should be sent there, made a great 

deal of sense - but could Bezar be trusted with such a responsibility? Lucian seemed 

intent in scattering his assets among reliable people like Demas - but was it altogether 

wise? Rebecca burst into the room, she looked radiant.

“Lucian wants me to come to him on the next ship!”

Joseph forced a smile.

“It’s good to see you so happy again.”

She laughed in sheer joy.

“It only took one letter!”

“And one to me too - let me see yours!”

She blushed.

“It’s not for you to read!”

“I’m very broad-minded.”

“If you need to read the things that are in my letter, you’d better take a wife!”

Joseph was solemn.

“Perhaps that’s a good idea - especially if I’m going to lose you.”

“You won’t be losing me! Lucian says you must visit often.”

“We have a business to run.”

“Then, come on business!”

Joseph gestured surrender.

“So, you want to go tomorrow - can’t I have you for a few more days?”

“Lucian wants me there as soon as possible.”



“You have to make proper preparations for such a long journey.”

“Anything to cause a delay!”

“I won’t have you out on the ocean on some worm-eaten hulk which might take you and

the children to the bottom when the wind gets up! - In fact, I have a mind to come with 

you - and see you settled!”

She answered mischievously.

“Aren’t you afraid the business might suffer!?”

“This is business - I need to talk to Lucian - his letter leaves a few things unclear.”

“I thought you wanted to come for my sake!”

Joseph threw his hands in the air.

“Why are women so perverse!?”

“It makes us interesting!”

Joseph leaned back in his chair and watched her animated face, the thought of being 

parted from her filled him with secret dismay. There could be no doubt that her place 

was with her husband, but he would face a lonely existence without her. She animated 

their home, she brought it to life. She ran his domestic life, these were matters to which 

he would now have to attend. Above all, the loneliness of her not being there would 

have to be endured. 

Rebecca had suggested taking a wife - he supposed it was high time that he did, but he 

had never encouraged the worthy Jewish matrons who had been only too eager to 

make a match for their daughters with a rich and influential prince. Their approaches 

had been too calculating, too shrewd. Nathan - when Nathan had still been with them - 

had raised the question of taking a wife a few times, but Joseph had always evaded the 

issue. If their father had still been alive, there would have been no argument, for he 

would have seen to it that Joseph would have been married long ago - but he would 

also have prevented his daughter from marrying a Gentile!

Joseph asked himself in all honesty - had he done the right thing to allow Rebecca and



Lucian to unite? Then he asked another question - could he have prevented it? What 

was done was done, and now he would have to reap the consequences of loosing his 

sister and his nephew and newly-born niece. Suddenly, he was aware that she was 

watching him intently.

“What is it, Joseph?”

“If you must know, I was thinking about likely candidates to take as wife!”

She gave a shriek of laughter.

“I’ll help you to choose!”

“No you won’t!”

“What about Shulamith bar Zephah.”

He looked horrified.

“She’s ten years older than me - and she’s built - generously!”

“Always the gentleman! She chokes herself on sweetmeats most of the day.”

“And you suggest her as a wife!? I’d be a pauper in no time, all my money would go to 

making the sweet merchant a rich man!”

“Look upon it as an investment, Joseph - she’s very keen to make your acquaintance - 

perhaps I could manage it before I go!”

“One more suggestion like that - and I’ll forbid you to go - and lock you away in 

Arimathea!”

She looked at him solemnly.

“You tried that once before, remember?”

He nodded dismally.

“Very well, we’ll forget Shulamith.”

“I’m trying very hard to do so!”

She put her arms around him.

“Poor Joseph - I do love you, you know. Even if you are a bully, I’ll miss you when I’m 

in Rome.”



His voice was a little unsteady.

“And I’ll miss you, disobedient, wilful - lovely little sister! The house will be so very 

empty.”

“I won’t go.”

“I’m being selfish - you will go - and you’ll go with my blessing. I have an idea! You 

could travel with Pilate, rumour has it that he leaves for Rome in three days.”

She jerked away from him.

“Now I know you hate me! You know how much I can’t tolerate that odious man. He 

ordered the Master to be crucified!”

“Pilate’s ship will be secure - that was the only reason I suggested it. I know you don’t 

like him - but you can take comfort that he’s now stripped of power. They say that he’s 

still white with fury at the way he’s been treated.”

Rebecca said softly.

“The Master once said: ‘As you sow, so shall you reap.’. Pilate’s starting to reap the 

reward for what he did to the Master - Caiaphas too! I can’t make up my mind who has 

the greater guilt.”

“About equally shared, I would say - and both have equal justice - both stripped of their 

power and authority. Caiaphas might try to use Annas, but I don’t think he’ll succeed - 

Annas can be as unbending as a rock when he sets his mind to it. From all accounts, 

Caiaphas isn’t well. You know the story - on the day the Master was crucified, the veil 

in the Temple was ripped from ceiling to floor, exposing the Holy of Holies to profane 

eyes. From that moment on, Caiaphas has been a sick man - not in his body so much, 

but in his mind.”

“It didn’t stop him from ordering Peter and the others of the Twelve to be whipped.”

“Be content - he’ll never give that order again!”

Rebecca was decisive.

“I won’t go with Pilate to Rome - even if his ship is unsinkable. On the other hand, there



might be those who would be happy to see Pilate at the bottom of the Great Sea!”

Joseph shrugged.

“I suppose you’re right - which brings me back to my original idea. I won’t send you to 

Lucian unescorted. I’ll take you to him - and ask my questions where he’ll give me 

some straight answers!”

The next few days were a frenzy of preparation. Joseph meticulously instructed his 

stewards on their duties and responsibilities during his absence. Demas of Mellitus had

chosen good men for Lucian, these too were instructed for the short-term running of his

affairs, until Joseph could return with fresh instructions. The problem was that he had no

idea what Lucian had in mind. The change of direction had been abrupt, and if 

Caesar’s command hadn’t been involved, he would have accused Lucian of 

recklessness. The major change of focus from Palestine to Rome, would have far 

reaching effects throughout the vast business empire Lucian controlled - and now, 

Joseph’s interests were intricately intertwined, as well as those of Bezar in Babylon.

That was, perhaps, incorrect, he had no idea where Bezar was to be found. He could 

have been as far afield as India, or any other place between there and Jerusalem. 

Bezar couldn’t be informed of the change of direction, and therefore his reaction to the 

responsibility Lucian had suggested, couldn’t be assessed.

Rebecca, for her part, instructed the household servants in their future tasks, she was 

not helped by the fact that most of them were weeping at the prospect of losing their 

mistress.

Naomi wasn’t going to lose her mistress, because she was going to accompany her 

and the children, but she was about to embark on the most terrifying adventure of her 

life. The thought of being on a small ship on the Great Sea, surrounded by seamen and 

slaves - totally at their mercy - was enough to keep her eyes streaming in anguish. She 

would also be leaving her land of birth for the first - and possibly the last - time. She 

doubted whether she would ever return.



Out of the chaos - eventually - order prevailed - but before they could set their feet on 

the deck of the ship, there was still one more unexpected matter with which to deal. 

Late on the day before their departure the gate-keeper announced visitors. He had long

since learned not to turn away those he considered unacceptable for entry to the house 

of Prince Joseph of Arimathea. The standards of acceptability had been drastically 

changed during the previous three years - it was something with which he privately 

disagreed, but he had learned not to incur the displeasure of his master and mistress - 

especially his mistress!

His acceptance was tempered, he no longer left unexpected and uninvited visitors in 

the dust of the street, but he wouldn’t go so far as to allow them unchecked entry into 

the house. He reported the matter to the one of the house-servants, ushered the two 

men into his gate-house, and waited for a response. It was swift in coming. Rebecca 

came herself, gave the gate-keeper a baleful glare and turned to her guests.

“Brother Matthias, you are doubly welcome! Can this be Jonah!? It isn’t possible - he 

isn’t a little fish anymore - he’s become a man!”

“I’m sixteen, Sister Rebecca!”

Matthias laughed.

“And that’s one of the reasons why I’ve come to see you and Joseph. I do hope he’s 

here!?”

Rebecca took his hands in hers. The man who had replaced Judas of Kerioth in the 

Twelve, superficially looked the same as the young man who had been her friend in the 

camp beyond the Jordan - but it was only superficial. Matthias had matured, he had an 

air of authority, but his eyes were serene. Rebecca nodded.

“The Master has prompted you to come on the right day - one more, and we wouldn’t 

have been here. Tomorrow, we sail for Rome! Oh! Matthias, there’s so much we have to

tell you! I’m almost tempted to delay our journey for a few days!”

Matthias smiled.



“I can’t afford to stay for days either, Rebecca - as you say, our Lord and Master has 

prompted us to come today and not tomorrow.”

She led them into the house, and the gate-keeper heaved a sigh of relief. With any luck 

he’d avoid criticism.

Joseph greeted the two visitors enthusiastically.

“This is wonderful! To have you come to us on the night before we start a long journey, 

and when both of us face a change in our lives - you couldn’t have chosen a better  

time!”

Matthias smiled once more.

“I think Rebecca and I have agreed, we were well prompted by the Lord! I’m almost 

persuaded not to put my request to you - but more of that later. You’re both going to  

Rome? You’re full of surprises, Brother Joseph! I thought your business kept you in 

Judaea.”

Rebecca interjected eagerly.

“Lucian’s in Rome - he’s been received by Caesar, and as a result, he’s decided to 

conduct his affairs from Rome - and he’s sent for me!”

“And I’m going, to make sure Rebecca and the children arrive safely - and are well 

settled.”

Matthias looked at Joseph intently.

“So - we are to lose Rebecca. I didn’t realise that Lucian had the intention of going back 

to Rome - I understood it was dangerous for him.”

Between them, Joseph and Rebecca told the story, and Joseph produced his letter from

Lucian. Matthias exclaimed.

“So! You have another child - to whom you must introduce me - and Lucian doesn’t 

know whether he has another son or a daughter!”

Rebecca nodded, she was radiant.

“But within a few days, I shall place her in his arms.”



Matthias nodded.

“That will be a proud moment for him - for you both.”

He turned to Joseph.

“How long will you stay in Rome?”

“Not long - sufficient time to see Rebecca settled - or to listen to her plea to come home 

with me!”

Rebecca declared emphatically.

“Which will be never - my place is with the man I love.”

“I thought you loved me.”

“You can see why he’s so good in business, Matthias - he twists every word to suit 

himself!”

Matthias held up his hands and laughed.

“Peace, children! Make the best use of the time remaining to you.”

He caught the look of desolation before Joseph could mask it. Matthias continued more 

gently.

“You’ll be sure to see a great deal of each other in the coming years - there’ll be visits 

between you - as Lucian says in his letter - much to look forward too.”

Joseph switched the subject.

“How is it with you, Matthias - we hear a few crumbs, but there isn’t much news and 

Philip is often away, sometimes for months on end.”

“Philip’s a busy man - as are we all, Joseph. Sometimes we can only be astonished at 

the numbers who flock to hear the word of the Master. Our days are full, sometimes 

from the dawn until well beyond nightfall. The Spirit of God moves in us and prompts us 

to perform many marvellous things in the name of Jesus, the Master. The Twelve are 

particularly active in those cities with a Jewish population. As you know, in places such 

as Caesarea, it’s harder.

The Romans watch us and they’re particularly wary in places where they have their 



garrisons - and the population of such places are wary as well, because the Romans 

watch them. Many of them remember what happened to Cornelius, who lived here in 

Caesarea. He was demoted and disgraced because of his faith, and posted to some 

remote corner of the empire.”

Joseph nodded.

“The numbers are small in Caesarea, but often we meet together here or in other safe 

places.”

“All honour to you for showing your faith, Joseph!”

“I tried to read between the lines of Lucian’s letter - he makes obscure reference to 

Rebecca fitting into an environment which she has grown to accept and with people of 

similar views. Is it possible that Lucian has found followers of the Master in Rome?”

Matthias shrugged.

“It’s possible, Joseph - on the day of Pentecost, there were thousands who came from 

every corner of the empire - even from Rome. They could have carried the teaching 

back with them - but I suggest they would have to be very careful under the nose of the 

Roman authorities. Occasionally, the Twelve receive word of a small group here and 

there - lately, we’ve heard of Antioch and Cyprus - so why not Rome - or Cyrene - or 

Athens?”

“Why not indeed.”

Matthias leaned forward.

“I’m here with a purpose, Joseph.”

“Please state it, if it’s within my power, it shall be done!”

Matthias smiled again.

“You haven’t heard yet what it is.”

“It makes no difference!”

“Very well. I’ve told you that the Twelve and the followers are extremely active 

throughout Judaea, Samaria and Galilee. We are like the Master, we have no place to 



lay our heads - except under a hedge more often than not! As you know, our little fish, 

Jonah, has been with us for the past four years. He has no home, he has no family - 

except us. For the better part of these last four years he’s been my companion - except 

for the time when he wandered around with Nebet, the story-teller - and learned some 

very dubious standards!”

Jonah’s mouth gaped open in protest. Matthias continued before he had a chance to 

interrupt.

“Nebet is a good man - but he’s over twenty years older than Jonah and was once a 

rogue - and old habits die hard! Now, he’s a good man with a sincere heart - but there’s 

only so much he can show a boy of Jonah’s years. Jonah also gets neglected by me 

because of my commission. For this reason, we have had a long discussion and the 

outcome is that we’ve decided to come to you.

Your proposed journey perhaps makes this an inopportune time, and I hesitate to 

impose on you - but I would like to place Jonah under your care - to work for his 

lodgings and perhaps learn something useful as he does so. He knows how to fish, but 

I think he has greater talents.”

Joseph looked at Jonah, who returned the gaze with apprehension. He was developing 

into a handsome young man, the gawky boy was almost gone. He was still boy enough 

to swallow and look close to tears under Joseph’s searching gaze. Joseph said softly.

“I’ve spent all these years trying to thrash some sense into Rebecca - and now she’s 

deserting me! I’d be glad to keep my talent for doing so alive! Certainly, Matthias - I’ll 

make him a prince of merchants!”

A look of relief flooded Jonah’s face. Joseph smiled.

“I’ll be away for some weeks, I’ll put him in the care of my most trusted steward, who is 

to take charge of my business while I’m away.”

He sent one of the servants to find him, he returned soon, followed by a tall, older man 

clothed in a simple Greek tunic. Joseph introduced him.



“This is Sophas.”

He turned to him.

“Sophas, I have an extra responsibility for you - this young man is entrusted to my care. 

I want you to teach him our way of trading - he can start by running messages. You are 

allowed to thrash him if he misbehaves!”

It was said with a smile, Sophas’ face twitched in response. Joseph continued.

“His name is Jonah, and when you get to know him, he has an interesting story to tell 

you.”

He turned to Matthias.

“He is one of us - baptised with water in the name of Jesus - Philip saw no reason to 

withhold it after what happened between Peter and the household of Cornelius - but he 

has not yet received the Holy Ghost.”

Matthias nodded. Joseph turned again to Sophas.

“This is Matthias, one of the Twelve.”

The Greek’s knees looked as if they’d turned to water, he looked in danger of sinking to

them. Matthias interjected sharply.

“You will not kneel to me - we both serve the same Master!”

Sophas swallowed and whispered.

“Apostolos!”

Matthias looked puzzled and echoed.

“Apostolos?”

Joseph laughed.

“You must get used to new terms, Matthias - our Greek brethren have all manner of 

them. Jesus is Chrestos - a rough translation for Messiah. The men who look after the 

community and make sure they get their fair share, are called ‘Diakonos’ which literally 

means ‘one who serves at the table’. The Twelve are called ‘Apostolos’, which means 

literally ‘he that is sent’. Those - such as Philip, of this city - who tour the country 



teaching and bringing the message of salvation are called ‘Euaggelizesthai’, meaning 

‘those bringing the good news’ - the ‘good news’ is translated as the ‘Euaggelion’. The 

worshipping community they term the ‘Ekklesia’, meaning ‘those called out’ - the ones 

who form the congregation separated for perfection.”

Matthias responded.

“In Jerusalem we only use the word the term ‘elder’, and that is especially within the 

Jerusalem community. It’s modelled upon the synagogue and Temple practice and used

in the context of a council. We had need of a guiding hand to lead our large community. 

The Twelve are more often than not away walking the towns and villages, teaching, 

healing and dispensing the Holy Ghost. We saw it necessary to form a council and put 

a reliable man in charge. For this responsibility we chose James, the brother of Jesus. I 

see you’re surprised, but there can be no doubt that James has become a changed 

man, very different from the one who once suggested to his mother and brethren that 

they should take Jesus - by force if necessary - and put him away quietly, for the good 

of the family’s reputation!

James has around him in Jerusalem sober-minded men, who have been invited to 

advise on the day-to-day running of the community, while the remaining six of the 

seven men - your ‘Diakonos’ - help them.”

Rebecca brought her child to meet the ‘Apostolos’, she had one simple request.

“Judith hasn’t yet been baptised - we would be honoured if you would give the 

blessings - before we leave for Rome.”

For the first time she looked doubtful and vulnerable. It would be a long time before she 

could once more come into the company of one of the those selected and sent forth by 

Jesus. It came home to her how much she was leaving behind - and how little she 

would find when she reached the centre of the empire. Matthias read her doubts.

“Have no fear sister, the Lord has his intentions by leading you into the heart of the 

unbelievers. The time will come when Rome won’t only be the centre of a pagan 



empire, but it will become a mighty bastion for the work of the Master.

Yes, gladly, I will baptise your little Judith - and any others in this house who can believe

- and they shall receive the Holy Ghost!”

There were a few to be baptised, but a greater number to be sealed with the Holy Spirit.

Matthias laid his hands upon them and intoned the message.

“Receive the Holy Ghost - the Spirit of Truth - given by the love of the Father and the 

Son. Receive the gifts of the Spirit - of the most High God, and know his blessings. You 

are now incorporated into God’s own family and are one with Him and the Son.”

From some of the servants, there was an eruption of ecstatic tongues, and surely it was 

no more than the imagination, but it was as if the house shook. It was the last night 

before Rebecca was to leave Israel - perhaps for ever - a feast had been planned, but 

now it was expanded, and all the servants of the household sat at the table with the 

‘Apostolos’ and their master and mistress, and shared in that final benediction of the 

Breaking of Bread.


