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Demas had a surprise for Lucian two days later. Rather later than usual, he came to the 

office he shared with Lucian.

“I have to tell you, Patron, that it is urgent that I should return home. My son informs me 

of a matter to which I must attend, and which no one else can.”

Lucian was stunned by the abruptness of the announcement.

“Your son?”

Demas smiled slightly.

“I do assure you, I do have sons and daughters and that I once had a wife before she wa

s taken from me by illness. The matter to which I refer comes at a time when I was alrea

dy considering returning to Miletus - I feel the task entrusted to me by Septimus is at an 

end. You are now more than capable of caring for the responsibility entrusted to you. In 

the previous weeks, I have trained reliable men to take the weight of everyday detail 

from your shoulders. From this point on, you can devise a routine to receive their 

reports and recommendations, and from these will flow your decisions. Essentially, this i

s a matter you must arrange for yourself - we all have different ways of working. It would

be wrong for me to impose my way when your own would be more suited.” 

Lucian eyed him with frank suspicion, the message from Miletus was beginning to sound

 fortuitous to say the least. During the previous two days, there had been a withdrawal 

of the energy Demas had previously used to drive a sometimes reluctant Lucian to his 

duty - now Demas wanted to withdraw. Lucian couldn’t make up his mind if he was sad 

or happy.

“Of course, if you have urgent family concerns, you must go without delay - you have no

other option. When can I expect you back?”



”Perhaps - not at all, Patron - as I mentioned, my task here is at an end. I’m sure 

Septimus would agree that you must now stand on your own feet.”

Lucian fired an arrow in the dark.

“I suppose this message wasn’t from Septimus!?”

Demas eyed him without a tremor.

“Knowing your concern for Septimus - if I had received a message from him, you would 

be the first to know, Lucian.”

Lucian mumbled an apology and watched the stiff back of his task-master retreat 

through the door.

In fact, Demas’ departure couldn’t have come at a worse time. The merger of three busin

ess interests required a great deal of skill to avoid overlaps.  Demas would have been in

valuable in those circumstances, but within three days, he was gone - and it was Lucian 

who stood alone on the quay watching the ship bearing him first to Cyprus and then to 

the Greek colonies beyond, receding into the ocean swell.

.....

In the meantime, the brethren in Judaea, Samaria and Galilee, were left in peace to 

build up their strength and to increase their numbers. The threat posed by Saul of 

Tarsus had been removed in one stroke, by his being thrown to the ground on the way 

to Damascus and hearing the accusatory voice of the Master.

The work was done with joy and in the fear of the Lord. The Holy Spirit was their guide a

nd many were the marvels which confirmed the doctrine they were bringing.

Peter saw it as being a good time to embark on a general tour of the towns close to the c

ity, to visit some of those who had fled from Jerusalem during the time of Saul’s 

persecution. Together with a few companions, he brought the message of the Master 

to each village along the way, crossing and criss-crossing the countryside, as the 

circumstances led them. They found many of the brethren, who were overjoyed to see 



those they recognised as being the ones who had been closest to the Master.

Eventually, after many weeks, his journey took him to the small town of Lydda on the 

road from Jerusalem to the coast and Joppa. As always, the brethren were overjoyed 

to see him and gathered to hear him reassure them of that which they had grown to 

believe. One of their number was a man named Aeneas who was paralysed and had 

been bed-ridden for eight years. Peter visited his house accompanied by a great 

number of the believers.

The stricken man looked up at him with an expression which told Peter that he was comp

letely confident in the doctrine he had learned to accept and in the power of the Master w

hich accompanied it. Peter stood by the side of the bed and stared down at Aeneas with

an intensity of expression which separated the two from those who had gathered round.

 After a few seconds, he said abruptly

“Aeneas, Jesus the Messiah cures you - get up and make your bed!”

The crowd was utterly silent and then there was a swelling of sound, as the paralysed 

man threw back the bed cover and swung his legs to the ground before standing up. 

He stood with tears flooding down his cheeks and Peter embraced him before standing 

back, to allow Aeneas to take his first faltering steps. The house was filled with noise 

as the brethren loudly praised God. The commotion spilled out into the street and 

spread throughout the town.

In the subsequent hours all those who lived in Lydda and Sharon saw the restored 

vitality of a man they knew to be helpless and there was a general movement towards 

the small group who had previously been viewed with suspicion, and many became 

new followers.

Peter stayed with them for a few days, at the end of which, two brethren arrived from Jop

pa, which was only a few miles further, on the coast. They carried a message from the s

mall community who had settled there, asking him to come to them urgently. One of the 

messengers pleaded with him.



“Please come to us without delay, one of our dearest sisters has died. She was one of 

the most faithful supporters of the Master’s work. She filled her days with acts of 

kindness and charity, no one was ever turned away who came to her for help - please 

come!”

Peter agreed, leaving the brethren at Lydda, who insisted on accompanying him and his

companions for part of the way before reluctantly letting him go. When he arrived in 

Joppa, he was led to a house, and upstairs to a small room in which they had washed 

and laid the body of Tabitha. Her friends in the community, all the widows and other 

women, came to him in tears to show him the shirts and coats she had made while she 

was still with them. These had been distributed to the poor of the town. Some called 

her Tabitha and others Dorcas - which he learned was the Greek form of her name.

Peter sent them outside, so that he could be alone with the dead woman. He knelt down 

across the room from the bed and prayed intensely. He looked up and turned towards 

the body, saying loudly:

“Get up, Tabitha!”

The room was utterly still - then the eyelids of the woman fluttered open and blinked in 

the light. She saw Peter and sat up. He smiled at her.

“Come outside, Tabitha, and meet your friends.”

He helped her to her feet and called to those outside the room to come back, and the wid

ows and the members of the community at the house crowded in to find her alive and sm

iling at them.

Once again, as it had been at Lydda, the news spread all over the town and many more

became believers and were added to the community. Peter stayed in Joppa for some 

time and lodged in the house of one of the brethren - Simon, who carried on the trade of

a tanner.

…..



In Caesarea at that time, one unit of the garrison, comprising about a thousand men, 

was the Italian Cohort. The personnel had been exclusively raised in Italy, and excluded

the common situation found in the majority of units of the Roman army of that time, in 

that there was no intermingling of other races coming from such diverse areas as 

Hispania and Gaul to the west, or Cyrene and Carthage on the African coast, or from 

Egypt, or from Dacia and the provinces north of Greece. The Italian Cohort was a corps 

of elite archers, and one of its Centurions was Cornelius.

Cornelius was a sociable and amiable man, and he made it his business to befriend the

rather austere newcomer, Marcellus, who always seemed to be in trouble with Pontius 

Pilate. For his part, Marcellus adopted his usual policy of aloofness. He had made the 

mistake of lowering his guard when he had been posted to Capernaum and had been 

absorbed into the structure of fraternisation among the officers and their commander, 

Urban Phobius. Marcellus had made the mistake of falling in love with Phobius’ wife, 

and had been even more unwise in declaring his feelings to her - and suffering an 

outraged rejection. From that time onwards, Marcellus had maintained a rigid defense 

which allowed little room for forming friendships with his fellow officers - or with their 

families. 

He was conscious of the fact that so many men of his age were already established with

a wife and children, who followed them around the various postings, even to such 

outlandish provinces as Judaea. Some families of course, remained in the comforts of 

Rome or some other Italian city, but there was little doubt that those officers who carried

their families with them were more content and stable. Marcellus was alone among his 

contemporaries, he had neither wife nor children - nor did he have a foreseeable 

prospect of acquiring either. He was also not a man to yield to the offers of camp-

followers - his encounter with Jael in Capernaum had nearly cost him his life and it 

wasn’t a situation he intended to repeat.

The friendly overtures of Cornelius were viewed with caution. He was a large, generous



man, perhaps in his thirties. Discrete enquiries revealed that he was a stern 

disciplinarian, but his men gave him respect and obedience. He had very little trouble 

with them, unlike some of the other officers who were always at loggerheads with unruly

elements and who earned silent contempt.

Marcellus tried to avoid him, but Cornelius appeared to take a perverse delight in presen

ting himself when he was least expected, and urging Marcellus to accept his hospitality.

 Finally, it became impossible to refuse without causing open offense, and he felt obligat

ed to accept. Cornelius beamed with pleasure.

“I can promise you family comforts - which I’m willing to bet, you haven’t enjoyed since y

ou came to Palestine - and you’ll give me the chance to tell a few stories to someone 

who won’t tell me I told them before!”

A date was fixed, and Marcellus took the intervening time to make some quick but 

discrete enquiries about his determined host.

His fellow officers seemed to like him - which was unusual. There was none of the usual

jealousy about someone being promoted over their heads, or being in favour with the Co

mmander of the Cohort and they were not. Cornelius was respected for straight talk and 

straight dealing. When he gambled, he paid his debts promptly and with good grace. 

There was no element of notoriety about him - or hints of bungled campaigns where he 

might have sacrificed men for his own comfort. All in all, Cornelius washed up as white 

as the driven snow. In any other man, it might have made him unbearable to be around,

 but Cornelius was different.

Marcellus’ enquiries took him outside the environs of the Praetorium. Cornelius was a be

nefactor to the Jewish people. Marcellus was immediately reminded of Phobius who 

had reconstructed a synagogue in Capernaum at his own expense. Cornelius was not 

perhaps, as manifestly generous, but he was consistent in his help for those who were 

genuinely in need. He was a religious man, together with his whole family. As far as 

Marcellus could discover, it wasn’t to the Temple of Augustus, or to other Roman 



shrines to their gods, that Cornelius went, but rather, he worshipped the One God of 

the Jews!

It was armed with this picture of the man, and with considerable misgivings, that 

Marcellus paid his first visit to the house of Cornelius and his family. The first thing to 

strike him was that it was an uproariously happy house, with a cascade of children 

running about, so that he rapidly lost count. Cornelius’ wife was Clarissa - and Marcellus

was relieved to see that she was no Cornelia. He had been dreading making the compa

rison; dreading finding the wife of Cornelius to be a copy of the wife of Urban Phobius - 

but she was not. She was vivacious and as quick-witted as her scampering children, 

whom she obviously adored.

The servants who received him were friendly and eager to make him comfortable - not 

out of duty, but out of a genuine desire to set him at ease. He quickly found this was 

not a house without order. One quiet word from Cornelius brought the turmoil to an 

abrupt halt and Marcellus was confronted with three boys and two girls who were 

presented to him - they came forward gravely and gave him greeting, one after the 

other. He was reminded of Phobius’ son Lucius - but these were not like Lucius - these 

were children who knew the rough and tumble of a large family, but they also knew the 

discipline of their father.

Clarissa greeted him with warmth, it was clear that she exulted in her motherhood. Marc

ellus felt a prolonged pang of envy. She and Cornelius were obviously perfectly matched

and shared a generous love. Cornelius took his guest by the arm and escorted him to a 

balcony. This was a sprawling house, surrounded by gardens. It was a little way 

outside the walls of Caesarea, but overlooked the great expanse of the Mare Internum -

 the Mare Nostrum - as the high lords of Rome liked to call it. It was a beautiful setting 

enhanced by the early evening light, as the sun set like a red ball in the direction of 

distant Rome. Cornelius broke the silence.

“This is the time of day when I think of Italy - not Rome mind you - I talk of the hills behin



d the city, from there, you have a view just like this, with the sun setting over the Mare Ty

rrhenum. Makes me homesick every time.”

He gave an embarrassed laugh.

“More wine, Marcellus?”

He filled the cups. Marcellus became talkative, hesitantly at first.

“I come from near to Rome - from the country to the north. Rome is magnificent - but it’s

not a place where I’d like to live continually. Too noisy - the city never sleeps - too much

intrigue, where a man doesn’t know from one hour to the next, if a friend has become an

 enemy. My father has estates to the north, he has influence in the Senate; it isn’t a life 

that suits me!”

Cornelius nodded.

“Much the same with me - the army life suits me better - although you can never escape

the intrigue. So - it would seem we’re near neighbours - but far from home!”

“How long have you been here!”

“About five years - I keep applying to extend my tour of duty - so far, I’ve been lucky and 

it’s been granted, but I suppose it won’t be long before I’m sent packing to some 

barbaric region beyond Dacia!”

“Is there anything beyond Dacia.”

Cornelius gave a rumble of laughter.

“If there is - you can be sure Caesar has his eye on it!”

This was the first of many evenings he was to spend at the home of Cornelius and his fa

mily. On that first occasion, he noted many things which confirmed his enquiries. When 

the food was brought to the table, there was no free abandon to secure a portion. 

Everything was done in precise order. First, Cornelius summoned all the servants of 

the house, and when they were assembled, he offered a prayer of thanks for the 

provision of it, and appealed to the One God for a blessing upon it, and for continued 

favours upon his house.



Marcellus stood awkwardly, not knowing what to do with his hands. He bowed his head a

nd listened and felt a renewal of the tension which was beginning to ease. The thought 

came unbidden - one he had been forcing out of his mind. He had no business praying 

to a God whose son he had crucified, and whom he had acknowledged as such. If 

Cornelius or his wife noticed the tension, they said nothing. He was bidden to eat his fill a

nd if he looked like slowing down, he was plied with even more delicacies.  Cornelius 

and his family lived well, and if this was an example of a common meal,  it would have 

had to be bought from a private income. In their earlier conversation, there had been 

the hint of wealth in the family, and Marcellus surmised that his new friend had a 

private source of income over and above that provided by the army.

After the meal, Clarissa shepherded her brood to their beds. They stood before their 

father and received a good-night kiss. Marcellus watched the scene and his feeling of 

lonely desolation returned. When they were alone, Cornelius took his arm and 

propelled him out onto the balcony. The sun was gone and the night was moonless and 

clear, with a breath-taking spangle of stars over the sea. Cornelius topped up the wine-

cups and took his seat. He sighed with sheer contentment.

“Sometimes I wonder why I’m so blessed!”

“The Fates are kind to you - but they can also be treacherous!”

“You might have noticed that I’m not inclined to superstition. The One God grants blessin

gs and he’s supremely consistent.”

“You follow the doctrine of the Jews?”

“Does that surprise you, Marcellus - it seems to me that they’ve struck upon the one 

logical path for man to follow. They long ago turned aside from a brawling family of 

gods such as we follow. The have rejected capricious gods and focused their attention 

on one alone, who is always true in his dealings with them, he gives them his blessings 

when they deserved them, and he deals out a ruthless punishment when they do not. Th

at’s the god for me! Straight, correct, disciplined - like a good general - or a good father. 



He knows what he wants, he plans, he doesn’t change his mind - and he gets things 

done!”

Marcellus was silent for a moment.

“Tell me this - how did the Jews get it so right - and the greater nations get it so wrong!?”

Cornelius laughed softly.

“These Jews have a saying from their Law. It goes: ‘I shall be gracious unto whom I 

shall be gracious, and I will extend my loving kindness according to my will’. Something 

like that - perhaps I haven’t got it totally correct - but you get the gist. Their God 

chooses his people and extends his benefits to them. As I said before - he plans, he 

doesn’t change his mind - and he gets things done!”

Marcellus absorbed it for a few moments.

“What do you make of all their brawling sects, then - Pharisees, Sadducees, Essenes - 

and many more - including this new one which follows a dead Messiah?”

Cornelius leaned back.

“I said their God was One - it’s the followers who create the divisions - and usually on a

form of words - this new one though, it’s different. I’ve heard something of the teaching, 

it has an attraction - it has depth - and it sounds like the sort of teaching the One God 

would set his mind upon!”

Marcellus hesitated.

“They say that this Messiah was the Son of your One God. They also say that he rose 

from the tomb and walked the streets and countryside. Does that fit with your 

consistent God? On the one hand, he permits the death of his son, and on the other, 

changes his mind and brings him back to life!”

Cornelius eyed him speculatively.

“You seem to have done your homework.”

“You forget, I was stationed in Jerusalem and I know what was supposed to have happe



ned.”

“You don’t accept that this man rose from the tomb?”

“What sensible man can accept such a proposition. The man was dead - he couldn’t 

come alive again!”

“With the One God, everything is possible, Marcellus - don’t write off the proposition that

this man rose from the tomb - perhaps he wasn’t even dead! There was a rumour that 

the crucifixion was botched!”

Marcellus leaned forward.

“Forget the rumour - the man was dead - I should know - I crucified him and followed all

the rules - he was dead, I tell you!”

Cornelius had also leaned forward.

“You were in charge of the execution?”

Marcellus nodded bitterly.

“I was - and it followed the usual course - except that the man died more quickly than so

me. I was suspicious so I ordered the lance to be struck in under the heart - blood and 

water came from the wound, and I’m sure the lance struck the heart, as it was 

supposed to do.”

Cornelius leaned back.

“Sounds convincing - why would the rumour be spread that it was botched?”

“Politics and intrigue - what else. Pilate couldn’t be convinced that a dead man could 

walk the streets - so the man couldn’t have been dead in the first place and the 

Centurion botched the execution. The man’s followers stole the body - or brought it 

back to life - whichever version you choose to believe. All very simple to an intriguing 

politician like our esteemed Procurator!”

“He’s not so clever as he might think, Marcellus. Rumour has it that the Proconsul 

Vitellius is watching him closely - the next time he fumbles, might be the last! Going 

back to your walking dead man - his following is growing quickly. Reports are coming in 



of miraculous happenings - healings and even raising the dead, if you can believe that!”

“The followers copy their Master, he was supposed to have done the same.”

“You discredit it?”

“What else? Only the simple minded could be convinced by trickery.”

“Not the simple minded only, I think - there are some influential people who are 

following - or so I’m told.”

“People like Joseph of Arimathea and his sister, you mean.”

Cornelius raised his eyebrows.

“You move in exalted circles my friend!”

“Joseph and Rebecca are followers of this Jesus of Nazareth - Pilate is watching them!”

“That doesn’t surprise me!”

On subsequent evenings, Marcellus became more an more relaxed with Cornelius and 

his family, and the frequency of his visits increased, so that in the end, he protested.

“Your wife will soon either throw me out - or you - if you insist on inviting me every evenin

g.”

Cornelius slapped a hand around his shoulders.

“Rubbish! Clarissa even suggested that you might like to lodge here! The children would

 love it! I like your company - and the place is big enough for us to avoid each other 

when we want time for ourselves - what do you say!?”

Marcellus raised a few convincing arguments which were quickly destroyed. Cornelius’

smile faded. 

“Of course - if you prefer the comforts of the Praetorium, we’ll say no more.”

Marcellus protested.

“It isn’t that, Cornelius - You’ve a wife and family - I’m a lone soldier you hardly know. Yo

u need time with your family and I would soon become a third wheel on the chariot. You 

might find the idea’s a mistake, and then you’ll have to ask me to go. Clarissa might 

decide she prefers her husband to herself in the evenings - there’s a hundred good 



reasons why I shouldn’t accept.”

Clarissa had joined them quietly.

“I told Cornelius you would try to find excuses! None of those you mention hold water. W

e would both like you here!”

Marcellus gave a helpless gesture with his hands.

“I’m surrounded! I surrender! Be it on your own heads!”

Cornellius clapped him on the back and roared with laughter.

“I’ll send a servant to collect your gear.”

“I have a slave - Phillus.”

“We’ll collect him too!”

Everything was happening fast and Marcellus could think of no good reason why a man 

like Cornelius should want to open his home to a comparative stranger. He had to take 

it on face value. Cornelius had a big heart and he was shrewd enough to see that 

Marcellus was a desperately lonely man. It was towards the end of the first week 

Marcellus was under Cornelius’ roof, and at a time when he was beginning to enjoy the 

new arrangement, that Cornelius joined him one evening for a ride into the countryside 

before the evening meal. He was uncharacteristically silent and preoccupied, 

eventually, when they had gone some distance along the road, Cornelius reined in his 

horse.

“I want to talk to you!”

Marcellus sat upright.

“You have no need - I’ll move back to the barracks right away!”

Cornelius glared at him.

“It would help if you allowed a man to speak what was on his mind!”

Marcellus shrugged and waited. Cornelius danced around the subject, almost as 

restless as his usually docile horse.

“This afternoon I had a vision.”



Marcellus laughed softly.

“You mean a bad dream.”

Cornelius insisted.

“I mean a vision - I wasn’t sleeping. It was three in the afternoon - and - and an angel of

God came into my room!”

Marcellus’ smile faded - the man was serious.

“Go on!”

Cornelius fumbled.

“I was more frightened than I’ve been since a child! I just stared at this brilliant being in te

rror. I think I stopped breathing for a while!”

Marcellus felt the need to say something - he hoped it made sense.

“What did this - angel - want?”

“I managed to ask him: ‘What do you want, my Lord?’ - he answered: ‘Your prayers and

acts of charity have gone up to heaven to speak for you before God. Now, I tell you to 

send to Joppa for a man named Simon - also called Peter - He’s lodged with another 

Simon, a tanner, whose house is by the sea.’ Then the angel disappeared!”

Cornelius fell silent, Marcellus groped for something constructive to say.

“Have you told Clarissa?”

Cornelius nodded.

“She thought I was having a dream - but I tell you, Marcellus - I wasn’t sleeping! I was

wide awake - I wasn’t even having a daydream!”

“All right! I believe you! So - what do you intend to do?”

Cornelius urged his horse forward before he answered.

“I intend to send two servants to Joppa to find this man.”

“You do realise who he is?”

Cornelius reined in again.

“No!”



Marcellus’ mouth twisted in disapproval.

“He’s the leader of the followers of the dead prophet! He was his first lieutenant! I would 

tread very carefully, Cornelius!”

“You know him?”

“I’ve been watching him for nearly three years - I know him! He comes from Galilee - mo

st of them did in the early days - now they’re spreading like a mould over cheese!”

Cornelius nodded again and was quiet for quite a while. They rode abreast along the 

track, now heading back towards the villa.

“I intend to send for him - but I’m reluctant to send the servants alone. You know him! 

Can I prevail on you to go with them? You’d know how to handle him!”

Marcellus was silent before he responded.

“He has no love for me - I crucified his Master! He might refuse to come if I’m with your m

en. Nevertheless, I’ll go, if only to see that there’s no trickery involved. Pilate has given 

me a standing order to watch the followers of the Nazarene - especially those they call 

the Twelve."

Cornelius took his hand and nearly crushed it in gratitude.

“Good man! I feel more at ease now I know you’re going! I’ll cover for you at the Praetori

um!”

Marcellus and the two servants started early on the following day, all three were 

mounted and it would take only a few hours to cover the distance to Joppa along the 

main highway which hugged the coast. Marcellus calculated that they would come to 

Joppa about noon, which would give them plenty of time to find the tanner named 

Simon - and to confront his guest.

.....

At noon on the same day, Peter went on to the roof of his lodgings to pray. After a while,

 he grew hungry and asked for something to eat. While those below in the house were p



reparing a meal, he fell into a trance. He looked up into the sky and it seemed as if a 

great rift formed, from out of which something started to descend which looked like a 

great sheet of sailcloth. It was slung at the four corners and was being lowered to the 

ground. In it, he saw creatures of every kind, whatever walked or crawled or flew.

Then he heard a voice which said to him:

“Get up, Peter - you are hungry - kill and eat what you want.”

Peter answered in protest.

“No, Lord! I’ve never eaten anything forbidden, profane or unclean!”

The voice came a second time:

“It isn’t for you to call profane what God counts as being clean!”

The vision was repeated twice more - and then the sailcloth and what was in it was 

taken up into the sky again.

Peter was still trying to puzzle out the meaning of the vision, when the messengers of Co

rnelius, together with Marcellus, finally came to the house. They had asked for 

directions as soon as they had entered the city. They called out while Peter was still on 

the roof.

“Does Simon-Peter lodge here?”

Peter paid little notice, he was still deeply engrossed with the meaning of the strange

vision. The Spirit said within him.

“Three men are here looking for you, hurry down to meet them - and you may go with the

m without any misgivings - for I was the one who sent them!”

Peter descended to the lower floor and confronted the men. He recognised Marcellus 

and was immediately wary.

“You are looking for me? Well - here I am - what brings you here?”

Marcellus remained silent. One of the servants responded.

“We are from the Centurion Cornelius in Caesarea - He’s a good and religious man, and 

he’s acknowledged as such by the whole of the Jewish citizens of the city. He’s told us 



to give you this message: ‘I was directed by a holy angel to send for you, so that you 

could come to my house, and we will listen to what you have to teach us!”

Peter asked the trio into the house and they were given a night’s lodging. Marcellus had

remained in the background, not saying even a word in greeting. Peter confronted him.

“I know why the servants are here - but why are you here?”

“I was asked to identify you to the servants.”

“By Cornelius?”

“I lodge with him.”

Peter eyed the stiff-faced Roman standing before him.

“I’m surprised you consented.”

Marcellus stirred restlessly.

“I owe Cornelius a debt - which I choose to repay by watching you for any trickery!”

“You are blunt - but you won’t find trickery among the followers of Jesus of Nazareth!”

“That I find hard to believe! Your whole movement is a trick! You persuade the gullible an

d the weak-minded that a man lives whom you know died - whom I know died, for it was 

my duty to see he did! You say he lives, that he rose from the tomb and walks the 

streets and countryside, but you dare to try to tell me that your whole teaching isn’t a 

fraud and a trick!”

Peter eyed him with compassion.

“Does it still tear at your heart that you were the one who nailed him to the cross and wa

tched him die? Can’t you get free from the eyes which looked down at you and forgave y

ou because you didn’t know what you did? Are you still trying to call back the words that 

came from your lips: ‘Surely this man was the Son of God’!?’”

Marcellus was ashen-faced, for a moment he was on the point of striking the man who 

so accurately could tell what was burning in his mind. Peter stood his ground and didn’t 

drop his eyes. Marcellus turned away, he barked.

“Be ready at dawn - we leave before the heat of the day!”



Peter watched him mount the stairs to his allocated room.

On the following day, they set out for Caesarea. Peter was provided with a horse, 

which he rode with the unease of a man not used to the saddle. Those he left behind in 

Joppa were apprehensive, especially when it became known that the Roman soldier 

leading the party was the man who had nailed the Master to the cross and watched 

him die. Peter quelled any misgivings.

“The hand of the Lord is very clearly to be seen in this venture. His voice has spoken to 

me and he told me I can go without misgivings - you can be at ease. As for the 

Centurion, who can tell what the Lord has in mind for him?”

To completely put them at ease, he agreed with their pleas that some men of the commu

nity at Joppa should accompany him. The ride to Caesarea was uneventful. Marcellus ro

de in isolation, and for their part, the group from Joppa kept their distance. When they 

came close to the city, they turned off from the coastal highway for a short distance, 

and then entered the grounds of a large villa. Cornelius was waiting for them anxiously. 

Marcellus watched critically as he greeted Peter. His fellow centurion bowed low, 

almost to the ground, as if the man was a king rather than a simple fisherman. Peter 

drew him up to his feet.

“Stand up! I’m just a man like everyone else!”

Cornelius led him into the house and Peter found a large gathering. Cornelius had 

invited his relatives and his close friends. Peter stopped just inside the room.

“I have no doubt you’re aware that a Jew is forbidden by the Law of his religion to visit 

or associate with a man of another race. We’re both aware also, that in this day and age

 this instruction is freely ignored. God has shown me clearly that I mustn’t call any man 

profane or unclean. That’s why I came here without argument when you sent for me. 

Now - I ask why you DID send for me?”

Cornelius answered eagerly.

“Four days ago, just about this time. I was in my room saying my afternoon prayers, 



when suddenly a man in shining robes stood before me. He said: ‘Cornelius, your 

prayer has been heard and your acts of charity remembered before God. Send to Joppa

to find Simon Peter, and ask him to come. He’s lodging in the house of Simon the 

tanner, by the sea. So I sent for you!

It was kind of you to come - and now we’re all here before God, to listen to all the Lord h

as instructed you to say.”

Peter smiled a little, the manner of speech was that of a soldier used to giving and taking

 orders.

“I now see how true it is that God has no favourites, but that in every nation,  the man 

who is godfearing and does what is right is acceptable to him. He sent his word to the 

Israelites and gave the good news of peace through Jesus the Messiah, who is Lord of 

all. I need not tell you what has happened lately throughout Judaea, Samaria and 

Galilee. It started from Galilee after the baptism proclaimed by John. You know about 

Jesus of Nazareth, how God anointed him with the Holy Spirit and with power. He went 

about doing good and healing all who were oppressed by the devil, for God was with 

him. And we can bear witness to all that he did in the Jewish countryside and in 

Jerusalem.”

Peter paused and looked across the room to Marcellus who stood stiffly in the 

background.

“He was put to death like a common criminal; but God raised him to life on the third day,

and allowed him to appear, not to the whole people, but to witnesses whom God had 

chosen in advance - to us - who ate and drank with him after he rose from the dead. He 

commanded us to proclaim him to the people and affirm that he is the one who has 

been designated by God as judge of the living and the dead. It is to him that all the 

prophets testify, declaring that everyone who trusts in him receives forgiveness of sins 

through his name.”

While he was still speaking, the Holy Spirit came upon all who were listening to the mess



age. The believers who had accompanied Peter from Joppa, who were men of Jewish b

irth, were astounded that the gift of the Holy Spirit should have been poured out even 

upon the Gentiles.

Marcellus stood apart and aghast at what was happening, for the household of 

Cornelius had erupted into a medley of different languages, while others were moved 

to proclaim in ecstatic voice, the greatness and goodness of God. He stood alone, 

whatever had prompted the outburst, hadn’t touched him. Cornelius, Clarissa, their 

children, servants and slaves, friends and relatives, were all caught up in what he could 

only deduce as being mass hysteria.

He stared across the room at Peter and found the fisherman’s eyes on him. Marcellus 

didn’t drop his gaze, this man was dangerous, for he possessed the ability to turn the 

minds of sober and earnest men - even Roman soldiers - into the minds of madmen! 

Marcellus turned on his heel and marched away - this was no longer a household in 

which he chose to remain!

Peter turned his attention back to the joyful and excited people, after a moment he 

turned to the brethren who had accompanied him from Joppa.

“Is there any one among you prepared to withhold the water baptism from these 

people? They have received the Holy Spirit, just as we ourselves have done.”

He then instructed the brethren to baptise them in the name of the Lord Jesus, which 

was done within the grounds of the villa, in one of the pools usually reserved for 

bathing.

When this was done, Cornelius asked him to remain with them for a while, and to this

Peter agreed. The Roman soldier, Marcellus, troubled him. The man had been in the 

midst of them, but the Holy Spirit hadn’t touched him. It was clear that despite the 

exposure of this man to the events of the previous years, and even to the Master 

himself, he was totally prejudiced against the brethren. He could pose an even greater 

threat than had Saul of Tarsus. Peter was concerned for Cornelius and his house, for 



the news of what had taken place, and that now a Centurion of the Roman army had 

openly submitted himself to the new doctrine, would undoubtedly reach the ears of the 

authorities - whether through Marcellus or some other agency - it didn’t matter. He 

raised the prospect with Cornelius, whose answer was typical - abrupt and military.

“Caesar has a policy of tolerance towards all religious beliefs - If I should be questioned,

 I could point to the fact that many of those who serve at the Praetorium have been 

caught up with the followers of Mithras, and this is generally known. If they are 

tolerated, then certainly, I shall be tolerated!”

In the course of the following days, Peter taught the eager new converts the doctrine of 

the Master - of his death and resurrection, and of his promise to return. The questions 

were many and Cornelius in particular needed every detail to be made clear to him. It 

wasn’t any lack of faith, for the household was joyfully immersed in the new teaching, 

his questions were again a product of the military mind, the need to assess every 

aspect and therefore be in a position to mount a successful defense. Peter 

remembered the words of the Master. He had told them:

‘You will be persecuted for my name sake. They will bring you up before magistrates, 

but give no thought to what you shall say, for I myself, shall give you the words you 

shall speak.’


