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Joseph waited for the remainder of the day in a fever of impatience for Saul to return. 

When it was long past the time it would take for the short return journey to and from 

Capernaum, and even allowing for a prolonged delay while Simon-Peter attended to 

the crowds who gathered around him, Joseph had to acknowledge that the big 

fisherman had moved on into the countryside and that Saul had set out to find him. 

Saul came very late in the evening, clattering through the dark streets of Tiberius and 

setting the thoughts stirring and the tongues wagging that Joseph's man had been 

away on an urgent mission and had returned halfway through the night. Joseph had 

retired when he could no longer keep his eyes open. The previous might had been 

spent in self inspection and self debate. It took some moments for him to come to his 

senses when Saul came to the door of his room. Joseph ignored the obvious signs of 

fatigue.

"What do you have to tell me, Saul?"

"My lord, Simon-Peter has left Capernaum, it took some hard riding to track him down, 

for there were some I asked who deliberately misled me. I found him close to Selucia 

and waited until the crowds had dispersed. He knew I was there and eventually I was 

able to speak with him and gave your message. His intention is to move slowly towards 

Caesarea Philippi before taking the road to Tyre."

Joseph's eyes widened.

"I'm surprised he goes into Phoenicia."

"The Lord Jesus once travelled in that direction."

Sometimes the depths of Saul's knowledge was surprising. Joseph nodded.

"Get some sleep, Saul - tomorrow we ride again - with Eli also - but not Jonah - 



understood!"

Obviously Saul didn't understand, but he inclined his head. Joseph returned to his 

disturbed rest - excitement threatened to keep him awake, but eventually, sheer fatigue 

allowed him to sleep soundly. So soundly, in fact, that he awoke later than intended. He 

ate a hasty breakfast, Jonah was already occupied with Nathan. Saul and Eli had 

readied the horses and had been waiting for him for over an hour. Joseph felt guilty -  

he had slept and the much older Saul, who had ridden hard on the previous day, had 

cut short his rest.

They rode out before Jonah had a chance to raise any queries, Joseph wasn't in any 

mood to fend off a determined effort to add himself to their company. Recriminations 

and explanations would be dealt with afterwards. Joseph's restlessness had changed 

into urgency, now that he was sure in his own mind the course of action he wanted to 

discuss with Simon-Peter. He schooled himself not to leave the town hastily, as if being 

pursued, nor did he quicken the pace along the coast road which led through Magdala 

to Capernaum. This time he made no attempt to disguise his destination. The Roman 

authorities and Herod could make of his sudden repeat visit to Capernaum what they 

wished. There would be even more conjecture when it was known that he had crossed 

the Jordan at Bethsaida and had taken the road north to Caesarea Philippi.

Saul had found Simon-Peter in Selucia, which was a small village lying in the 

countryside between the two roads leading to Damascus. The advent of the Prince of 

Arimathea and his two armed servants hardly raised a flicker of interest. On the 

previous day, the wonder worker who followed in the footsteps of the crucified prophet 

had paused on his way north, to expound the new teaching and to give healing to those 

who trusted in him. For the most part, they had followed in a growing crowd who had 

gathered around him. Those left in Selucia were, for the most part, uninterested in 

anything, whether it be miracle-working prophets, or princes of Judaea. Joseph literally 

shook the dust off his horse's hooves and cut across country in the direction a listless 



informant had indicated.

There was a mountain spur to be crossed, before they came down the far side close to 

the shores of what the Romans now called Lake Semechonitis, but which was known in 

the annals of the Jews as the Waters of Merom. The Jordan fed it from the north, 

coming down from its source on Mount Hermon, the Jordan continued from the 

southern end, tumbling down to the Sea of Galilee. Here it was that Joshua had fought 

and decisively defeated an alliance of Canaanite kings. It was here that they found 

Simon-Peter expounding the doctrine of the Master to a swelling crowd. It was already 

late in the afternoon, and Joseph knew that there would be little chance of speaking to 

him privately until well into the evening, but he was content, he had found him and that 

was what counted.

In the old division of Canaan, in the time of Joshua, this area had been allocated to the 

tribe of Manasseh, although it was doubtful whether they took up their full entitlement, 

preferring to settle far to the south in the valley of the Yarmuk River which ran down to  

join the Jordan below of the Sea of Galilee. This area was the Bashan of old, and was 

now called by its new and Roman name of Gaulenitis. It was part of the Tetrarchy of 

Philip, allocated in the strange carving-up of Herod the Great's kingdom after his death 

and the abysmal reign of his son Archelaus. The Romans had ended his kingdom over 

thirty years earlier, replacing it with Tetrarchies and a series of Procurators for Judaea 

and Samaria, of whom Pontius Pilate had been the last, and who, in turn, was now 

replaced by a friend of Vitellius, Syria's Proconsul. Coincidentally, he was named 

Marcellus, the same as the centurion who had crucified the Master.

Joseph listened to the inspired preaching of the Pillar of the Apostolos. He found himself

using the Greek description, for the Jewish brethren had found no name for themselves 

- to them, he was the leader of the Twelve - but the more poetically inclined Greeks had 

acknowledged him as one of those who was sent - and that he was the mainstay of the 

Twelve, the one whom Jesus had told to first become strengthened - and then to 



strengthen his brethren.

From all accounts, Simon had always been a natural leader, for in earlier days, there 

would have been few brave enough among his fellow fishermen, who would have 

dared to question his authority. He was greatly changed, now his leadership was not 

enforced by the threat of physical violence, but by earning the respect of those who 

chose to follow. Joseph smiled to himself, perhaps this was one of the unrecorded 

miracles of the Master!

The day drew to a close, the sick were led forward and touched and blessed in the 

name of Jesus. There were some who asked for the baptism of water - and others too, 

who sought the divine sealing with the gift of the Holy Spirit. Joseph found himself 

caught up in the solemnity, the dignity - and the magnificence of God's gift to his people 

through His Son. Simon-Peter was a name apart, a vessel of blessing in whatever form 

it took. He had helpers of course, those who led forward the infirm and the helpless, or 

who otherwise regulated the flow of people into some sort of order - but none of the 

others of the Twelve were with him, and Joseph supposed they would be doing much 

the same thing where they had been active during the day. They were spread very thin, 

and now he could begin to understand Simon's reluctance to leave Judaea, Samaria 

and Galilee, to embark on activities further afield, and to adhere closely to the 

instruction of the Master, to attend to his Chosen People first - and then to go to all the 

world. Joseph stirred uneasily - Bezar had pointed out that there were so many of 

God's Chosen People, spread far beyond the boundaries of Israel - the scattered ones -

 the Diaspora - the ones who had not returned after the Exile - or those who had 

chosen to join them when persecuted by successors of Alexander the Great, who had 

turned the land of Israel into a battlefield in the time of the Maccabees. There were 

others too, more transient, traders and wanderers, who came and went from the major 

cities beyond the desert.

As the sun descended, the bulk of the people scattered to return to their homes. A 



proportion remained, these, Joseph supposed, were the ones who followed Simon from 

one place to another - some his active supporters, others simply those who chose to 

remain. It was colder in the mountains, even though the Waters of Merom were in the 

trough of the Jordan valley. Fires were lit, but there were no tents or shelters. Simon 

and his followers would sleep on the ground that night, before repeating the entire daily 

procedure on the morrow.

Joseph moved forward into the circle, some eyed them cautiously as he moved towards

where Simon was sitting. The big man looked up, he had surrendered to tiredness now 

that the stimulation of the dispensing of blessings had passed.

"My lord Joseph - I saw you with Saul and Eli earlier on the fringe of the crowd."

There was almost an implied criticism that they were not in the centre of the activity. 

Joseph acknowledged it mentally and nodded.

"I was anxious not to disturb you, Simon - my business could wait."

"Saul told me you had the wish to talk to me again."

"When I left you in Capernaum I was still searching for an answer within myself."

"So, now you come to me to find that answer?"

"Partly - I come with a suggestion, but it requires your approval. My suggestion is tied 

together with the answer the Master gave me to my question: 'What do I still lack to 

enter the kingdom of Heaven?'"

"The Master told you."

"And I went away unable to accept it - it has troubled me since."

Simon smiled.

"When we resist the Master, unrest follows - I know that too well!"

Joseph looked astonished.

"When did you ever resist the Master, Simon."

The smile faded.

"More times than I care to remember. Once I earned a rebuke - not far from here it so



happens - when Jesus told us that he was going up to Jerusalem to die. I - big-

mouthed as I often am - argued with him, telling him that he ought not to talk that way 

and that we would never allow it! Jesus rebuked me and said to me: 'Get away from me,

Satan!' A few moments earlier, he had called me 'Peter' the rock - then, I was 'Satan' 

the tempter!"

"A hard word."

"Sometimes a rebuke has to be sharp, so that the point is made. You told me, you 

suffered unrest after the Master's response - can you appreciate the unrest I felt when 

the Master rebuked me?"

Joseph nodded.

"It would not have been easy."

Simon seemed lost in his memories.

"Then I denied him three times, just as he predicted - can you appreciate the deep self 

loathing I have felt since then."

"Surely not now!?"

"Sometimes still! Jesus rebuked me for that too, but not by telling me so to my face, in 

another way - much more subtle. When once we met on the shore of the Sea after he 

had Risen, he turned to me and asked: 'Simon, do you love me?'. I answered in the 

way one does to a question like that. I said: 'Yes, Lord, I love you.' And he told be to 

feed his sheep. It didn't end there, a moment later, he asked me the same question 

again - and this startled me because it sounded is if he hadn't believed my answer, so I 

paid much more attention. I stared him back in the eyes and said emphatically that I 

did! Once again he told me to feed his lambs. That still wasn't the end of it, he held my 

eyes again, and softly asked the same question. I tell you, Joseph, my heart nearly 

burst, I know I wept. I told him: 'Lord, you know everything! You know I love you!" Once 

again he told me to feed his sheep. Only then did he seemed satisfied. I knew I had 

received my commission. Only after, when I lay awake and thought about it, did I 



realise that I had denied him three times - and he had made me tell him three times 

that I loved him - a gentle rebuke, Joseph!"

Joseph swallowed through a tightened throat.

"Thank you for sharing it with me, Simon."

Simon nodded.

"Now tell me what it is that you need to discuss with me."

Joseph fumbled for the words, it was an unusual sensation.

"When I spoke with you earlier, we discussed Bezar's concerns about false teachers. 

I've given the matter a great deal of thought - and I've discussed my unrest with my old 

tutor in the Law, who told me that as well as my wealth and position, there is the 

question of my inner attitude to be sold off. I confess to you, Simon, that I'm still not 

ready to relinquish everything, and that I still cling to the opinion that my wealth and 

position might be of greater value to the Master, than surrendering it. But, Nathan has 

told me that I have failed to put my wealth and position to proper use. I follow the Master

 but passively. The only courage I've ever shown is to go to Pilate to ask for the body of 

the master. So, I must alter my inner attitude!

For this reason, I have the intention of visiting Bezar in Babylon - outwardly for business

reasons - but in reality, to attempt to rectify some of the false opinions and teachings 

being carried there by those who want only to express their own ideas! I can't do this 

under my own intention - only with your approval - for this reason I've come to you."

Simon rose to his feet and Joseph rose also. The big fisherman extended his arms to 

grasp Joseph's shoulders. If there could be any doubt in the levelling effect of the 

Master's teaching, it was dispelled, for here was a fisherman, clasping a prince of 

Judaea in equal brotherhood.

Simon's eyes blazed with excitement.

"I could think of no one more qualified to speak of the Master's truth than you, Joseph! 

You are a special man, for you have tended to the Master's needs and saved his body 



from corruption upon the cross, where the Romans would have left it to rot. David the 

king prophesied: 'For you will not leave my soul in hell; neither will you allow your Holy 

One to see corruption.' - and again he says: 'That he should still live for ever, and not 

see corruption'. You, Joseph, fulfilled that prophecy by taking down his dead body and 

laying it within your own tomb! I can think of no one better suited to go to the scattered 

ones to bring the truth and to correct distortions.

Wherever you go, my brother, baptise with water - for you are one who shall carry the 

good news of the Master's doctrine! With them, break the bread and drink the wine of 

the new covenant which Jesus instituted. Bring consolation to the broken-hearted, tell 

them that Jesus loves them - if the Lord wills it, heal their sicknesses - do not be afraid 

to petition the Master on their behalf, cover them under the Lord's blessing!"

Joseph looked at him stunned, he felt tears running down his cheeks - this was more 

than he had ever expected - but the aching burden of his restlessness was gone, and 

he knew, when the time was right, he would fulfil the ultimate instruction and gladly 

relinquish all he possessed and give it to the poor!

…..

Lucian took the earliest opportunity to retreat to his own draughty quarters. Balthus 

followed him bearing the scrolls clutched to his chest. Pilate's final words had been:

"Be sure you return them to me in the morning."

The hostility had returned, as if he was already regretting his sudden impulse. Lucian 

resigned himself to a sleepless night - which would probably have been the case, even 

without the reports. He first of all sorted them into numerical order, and then he took the 

first, which was a report from Tertillius to his master.

To Pontius Pilate - Procurator

A brief History of Agrippa's first sojourn in Rome

"I am sure you are aware that Marius Agrippa is the son of Aristobulus, the son whom 



Herod Magnus put to death because he was suspected of treason. Shortly before the 

old king's death, Agrippa, his grandson, was sent to Rome - it is believed to keep a 

possible rival out of the way of the king - the pretext was his education. It should be 

remembered that Herod Magnus was on good terms with Caesar Augustus. As a result 

Agrippa was received very generously - he was virtually attached to the household of 

Drusus, who was Tiberius's son.

Agrippa was quick to form advantageous friendships, one in particular with Antonia, the 

wife of Drusus.

Agrippa travelled to Rome in the company of his mother Bernice. Antonia formed a 

close attachment to Bernice, and Bernice was always anxious to push forward the 

prospects of her son. Agrippa was by nature over-impulsive and squandered a great 

deal of their resources on presents. While his mother was alive, she tried to keep him 

under some kind of control and there were many occasions when she forcibly 

expressed her anger at his extravagance; but when Bernice was dead, and he was left 

to his own devices, and without the restrictions of his mother, he became wildly 

spendthrift in the way he lived, especially in the expensive presents he made - chiefly 

to Caesar's freed-men, so that he could rely on their influence with Caesar. 

By this time, Augustus had died and Tiberius ruled - and Drusus, Tiberius son was also 

 dead. Agrippa was quickly reduced to poverty, and couldn't continue living in Rome. His

poverty was so extreme that Agrippa sailed for Judaea, embittered with the loss of his 

fortune, and attempting to avoid his numerous creditors. Tiberius had also forbidden 

Drusus' friends to come anywhere near him, because if he saw them he would be 

reminded of his son, and his grief would be stirred up."

Tertillius

Lucian took the second report. Once again, the author was Tertillius.

To Pontius Pilate - Procurator

The relationship between Agrippa and Antipas



Agrippa does not know how to recover the situation, and so he has fled to Idumea to 

the tower of Malatha. I am told on good authority, that he has the intention to kill himself 

 but his wife, Cypros, realising what he intends to do, tries every way she can to stop 

him. I am told that in desperation, she has sent a letter to Agrippa's sister, Herodias. I 

have obtained a copy of the letter, in it Cypros tells Herodias of Agrippa's suicidal state 

of mind and the reasons. She pleads with Herodias, as his sister, to help him, and to 

ask Antipas to do the same, assuming that Herodias is on good terms with her husband 

and can persuade him to help Agrippa despite the bad blood between them."

Lucian read further, clearly the report had been written in two sections.

"I am surprised to report that Herod and Herodias have sent for Agrippa, and that Herod

has appointed him to be a magistrate of the city of Tiberius, providing him with an 

income."

Tertillius

Lucian took the third scroll

To Pontius Pilate - Procurator

Agrippa and Antipas in dispute

The arrangement between Agrippa and Antipas has not lasted. Agrippa has not altered 

his habits, and even the support of Antipas and Herodias is not sufficient for his needs. 

He has been full of complaints about their parsimonious attitude. Matters came to a 

head when they were feasting together at Tyre, and when they were in well into their 

cups. They have had a bitter quarrel, throwing vicious accusations at each other. 

Agrippa couldn't bear being sneered at for being a pauper, while Herod threw his 

poverty into his teeth, telling him that Agrippa depended on him for even his daily food. 

The outcome has been that Agrippa has gone to the Flaccus, Proconsul of Syria, with 

whom he was well acquainted in Rome, when Flaccus was consul."

Tertillius

Lucian took up the fourth scroll



To Pontius Pilate - Procurator

A report on Agrippa and Flaccus

"Flaccus has received Agrippa with generous hospitality inviting Agrippa and Cypros to 

live with him. The house must be crowded! Flaccus has also living with him Aristobulus, 

who is Agrippa's brother, but their relationship is not harmonious. The situation 

between them hardly makes for peace, however Flaccus treats them equally and their 

hatred towards each other doesn't get in the way of his friendship to both of them. 

However, Aristobulus can not forget the past wrongs he had suffered at Agrippa's hands

 and in revenge has eventually brought his brother into bad terms with Flaccus. The 

reason will amuse you - Agrippa can never keep his fingers out of intrigue - or away 

from a profit! At this time, Flaccus has a difficult problem of demarcation to settle. The 

Damascenes are arguing with the Sidonians about their borders. Flaccus is on the 

point of hearing the case.

The Damascenes have learned that Agrippa has a powerful influence upon Flaccus;  

so they have offered him a large bribe to petition in their favour. Aristobulus has 

learned of it, and has told Flaccus, who has instituted a thorough examination. The 

charge has been clearly proved to be correct, and Flaccus has thrown Agrippa out of his

house! Agrippa is once again reduced to the utmost poverty, and is travelling to 

Ptolemais. 

Tertillius

Lucian drew the bedding closer around his shoulders, he was beginning slowly to 

freeze!

He took the next scroll. The diligent Tertillius supplied yet another summation of what 

his spies had brought him.

To Pontius Pilate - Procurator of Judaea

On matters concerning Agrippa and his creditors.

Agrippa has arrived in Ptolemais and is searching for support, but because he is 



unlikely to get it, he has plans to sail for Italy. He is without funds for the journey. He has

employed Marsyas, his freed-man, to find some way of raising money on his behalf, he 

is so desperate that it becomes a scandal, he importunes from anyone. Marsyas has 

approached Peter, who was the freed-man of Bernice, Agrippa's mother. Bernice left 

him in her will to Antonia. Marsyas seeks to arrange a loan on Agrippa's own bond and 

security; but Peter accuses Agrippa of having previously defrauded him, and insists 

that Marsyas shall take twenty-five hundred drachma less than the bond of twenty 

thousand Attic drachmae, that he has requested. Marsyas has been forced to agree. 

Now that Agrippa has obtained the money, he has travelled to Anthedon, and arranged 

passage.

I'm sure the following will amuse you!

He was about to set sail, but Herennius Capito, the procurator of Jamhis, sent a band of

soldiers to stop him and to demand the three hundred thousand drachmae of silver, 

which were still owed to Caesar's treasury while Agrippa was in Rome. He forced him 

to stay in the harbour. Agrippa pretending to follow these instructions, but as soon as it 

was dark, he cut his ship's cables, and sailed to Alexandria.

Tertillius.

To Pontius Pilate - Procurator of Judaea

A despatch from our friend in Alexandria.

Today, Herod Agrippa has arrived here. He has immediately asked Alexander, who is 

the governor of the Jews here, to lend him two hundred thousand drachmae, but 

Alexander has refused him. Agrippa went away disappointed but has sent his wife, 

Cypros, whom Alexander can not refuse,for he hold her in the greatest respect 

because of the affection and loyalty she has for her husband. She has undertaken to 

repay the loan. Accordingly, Alexander has paid them five talents at Alexandria, and 

promises to pay the rest at Puteoli. He takes this course of action, knowing that Agrippa 

is likely to squander it. Cypros has made it possible for Agrippa to go on to Italy, but 



she and her children are returning to Judaea."

Tertillius


