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There was one more mission he had to complete before he returned to Jerusalem - and 

to return would become urgent, for news of the conversion of Cornelius and his 

household, would soon become common knowledge among the brethren there. His 

mission was to meet with old friends. He walked from Cornelius’ house to the city with 

his followers. Cornelius had given precise directions, and so he found the house of 

Joseph of Arimathea without difficulty. By this time, the gate-keeper was becoming used

to a procession of strange visitors approaching the house and Peter was admitted 

without difficulty. It was surely no coincidence that Joseph, Rebecca, Bezar and Lucian 

were all there.

He was greeted with delight, especially by Rebecca, who ran towards him threw herself

into his arms. Peter laughed softly.

“If I’d known I would have had such a welcome, I would have come here first!”

She drew back and was suddenly seri

“You didn’t come here to see us then?”

“It’s a long story, but I came to Caesarea to see you too - and Philip who lives here.”

She was puzzled.

“I don’t think I know him.”

“Perhaps you don’t - a great deal has happened since you left Jerusalem.”

“Which you will tell us! Simon - we’re starved for news.”

Peter searched her face.

“Have you decided then - to marry your Roman?”

“I didn’t think you knew.”

“About your conflict? It was common knowledge at the Peraea camp.”

“It’s something I’ve wanted to talk to you about for a long time.”

“I can imagine your conflict - but perhaps my news will answer your questions.”



Joseph emerged from another part of the house, together with Bezar and Lucian.

“Simon-Peter!”

They clasped hands. Peter said softly.

“At last I have the opportunity to take the hand of the man who had more courage than 

I - and who took down our beloved Master from the cross!”

Joseph looked into his eyes.

“And I have the opportunity to take the hand of the man whom the Master entrusted with 

his kingdom! As for me, I couldn’t find the courage to do what he asked - to surrender ev

erything and follow.”

“There are many ways of surrendering everything - perhaps you’ve found another way, J

oseph.”

Bezar coughed, as usual he was dressed in his gaudiest tunic. Peter turned to him and s

miled.

“The man who wants me to give up every other duty and come with him to Babylon!”

Bezar beamed with delight.

“You haven’t forgotten - that’s all I ask - I know! - In time you’ll come!”

“It will be as the Lord wills.”

Peter turned to the fourth, and as yet silent member of the quartet. Rebecca made 

hurried introductions.

“This is Lucian - we are to marry.”

Peter like the look of him - the young man met his eyes confidently, but without the 

usual arrogant disdain that one associated with the Romans. He took his hand.

“So, you are the young man who will steal a flower of Israel and plant it in the Gentile ga

rden.”

The youngster’s eyes narrowed warily.

“I greet you, Simon-Peter - but perhaps she will steal me and plant me in a Jewish garde

n!”



Peter laughed.

“Perhaps - when you have heard my news - you will decide in whose garden you wish 

to be planted!”

Rebecca prompted him.

“You mentioned your news just now - we’re all very curious."

Joseph interjected firmly.

“Curious, yes - but not so curious that we forget to make our guest comfortable - this is 

a Jewish household!”

The servants moved forward and performed the ritual washing of the feet for their 

guests, and then others provided refreshments. Only then would Joseph sit, prepared to

listen to what the Master’s foremost servant had to say.

Peter told the story from beginning to end - Starting with the Ascension, Pentecost and fi

nishing with his tour around the villages, the miraculous healing of Aeneas, followed by 

the incident in Joppa, where Tabitha was raised from the dead.

There was a profound silence when he concluded that portion of the narrative. Peter wat

ched the reaction of the young Roman. His face had become quite pale, and he was wat

ching intently. Peter continued, relating the events of the strange vision of the sheet 

with many creatures which he was bidden to eat - and the commandment that what the 

Lord dictated as being wholesome, countermanded any preconceived ideas Peter might

have.

Then came the summons to Caesarea at the request of Cornelius. There were startled g

lances when Marcellus was mentioned.

“The very man who nailed the Master to the cross and was the overseer of the  crucifixio

n, was the one who came with the servants. He said, it was to ensure that they found 

me.”

Lucian interjected.

“I had heard that Marcellus was lodging with a fellow officer from the garrison - I haven’t



seen much of Marcellus recently - I’ve been otherwise occupied.”

Bezar rumbled.

“Most of the time you were here pestering this poor girl to marry you!”

Joseph waited to the laughter to die down.

“Tell us Peter, what happened when you came to Caesarea?”

Peter continued the story, relating Cornelius’ vision of the angelic visitor who told the Ce

nturion to send for him in Joppa. Then he described the events which led to the 

baptism of Cornelius and his entire household.

“I told them - that now I could see that God’s salvation was open to all - to Jew and 

Gentile alike - the circumcised and the uncircumcised! I have no doubt our brethren in 

Jerusalem will demand an explanation, but we can’t deny the Lord’s intentions!”

He turned to Rebecca and asked softly.

“Does that answer your questions, child?”

He turned to Lucian.

“Can you decide in whose garden you wish to flourish, young man?”

Bezar blew his nose loudly. He complained.

“I have a cold!”

No one paid any notice. Lucian’s voice was unsteady.

“Do you know that I was visited by the Master on the morning of his resurrection and  tha

t he drew me back from death and healed a poisoned wound.”

Peter nodded.

“I was told of it.”

Lucian went on.

“I fought against the possibility that a dead man could come to my bedside and perform s

uch a miracle, but now I can declare that Jesus of Nazareth is my Lord and that he  died

on the cross and was raised again. What prevents me from being baptised?”

Bezar blew his nose again, even more violently. Peter answered.



“Nothing! For all who can say that Jesus died and resurrected acknowledge him as 

Messiah and Lord!”

Joseph interjected.

“Then I too acknowledge him as Messiah and Lord over death and Sheol - and that he 

rose from the tomb into which I placed him! I too desire baptism!”

The word spread through the house and most of the servants came forward to share in t

he event. When the water baptism was completed, Peter laid his hands upon them that 

they might receive the Holy Spirit. Immediately, there was a manifestation of rapturous 

tongues, but not to a general degree as it had been in the house of Cornelius. Peter 

explained. 

“The manifestation of the Spirit’s gift takes many forms, the outward display of rapturous 

tongues is no more than a confirmation of the presence of the Holy Spirit. In some 

instances, where those touched upon have already displayed a deep faith, such 

manifestations are not seen. On the day of Pentecost, it drew attention to the 

miraculous presence of the Holy Spirit, but in a closed circle, where such a drawing of 

attention isn’t required, quite often, the rapturous display is not seen at all.”

They changed out of their wet garments - for each had been submerged in a garden poo

l - and returned to the main room. Rebecca came to Peter again, with Lucian not far 

behind.

“Brother Peter, what is there to prevent us from being married straight away!?”

Lucian exploded in amazement.

“You told me I’d have to wait at least three months!”

She answered impatiently.

“That was before - now things are different! Of course - if you’ve changed your mind - 

we can forget the whole idea!”

Peter held up an admonishing hand.

“Children! Children! To answer you - nothing is to prevent you doing what you wish, prov



ided you’ve considered every aspect soberly and properly.”

Rebecca grasped Lucian’s arm.

“Will you then please bless our union!?”

Joseph had returned halfway through the conversation. Peter looked at him and smiled.

Joseph was grinning broadly.

“Very well - if you so wish!”

Lucian put up a last line of defence.

“You said you wouldn’t be thrown under the canopy wearing a bedsheet!”

“And you said I’d look wonderful in a bedsheet - make up your mind!”

There was no canopy, the wedding didn’t take the usual Jewish form. Peter prayed for 

them as they stood before him with clasped hands. He then blessed their union in the 

name of the Master they now all served.

When it was done and they had received the congratulations of the entire household, Jo

seph ordered a feast. He turned to his sister and clasped her in his arms.

“This wasn’t the way I had it planned for you. I had in mind to invite the highest in the lan

d and throw the greatest feast you’ve ever seen.”

“Joseph - we had the highest in the land - Simon-Peter, the Master’s greatest servant - a

nd he will give us the greatest feast of all - a share in the body and blood of Jesus!”

Bezar added his congratulations, he was practically incoherent and weeping openly. 

Lucian grinned in response.

“Your cold is getting worse!”

They feasted well into the evening of that incredible day, and Joseph invited his 

servants to sit with them at the table. The elite in the eyes of society were absent, but 

these were the brothers and sisters of the bride and groom. They shared in the beauty 

and solemnity of the moment when Peter brought their petitions to the Lord, and then 

he took the bread and blessed it and broke it, giving a portion to each one, and then 

took the wine cup to bless it and share it among them all.



When it was finished, Lucian took his bride by the hand and led her away.

…..

It took very little time for a confrontation between Marcellus and Cornelius. Marcellus ma

de no attempt to avoid him, knowing that it would be an inevitable meeting.  Cornelius m

ade the first overture.

“Greetings, Marcellus.”

Marcellus stood stiffly and responded.

“Greetings, Cornelius.”

“We missed you at the house in recent days - did you have a duty taking you from the cit

y?”

“I was at the Praetorium - as you well know, Cornelius!”

Cornelius nodded.

“It was by choice then?”

“With regret, I no longer find your house a comfortable place to be - now that you’ve 

taken leave of your senses and thrown in your lot with the followers of the new sect. I 

find it demeaning to see you bow and scrape, as a Roman Officer, to a mere peasant - 

a fisherman - with inflated ideas of his own importance!”

Cornelius met his gaze without blinking.

“You were present when the Spirit of God touched us - you saw the result - the joy - the p

eace. Is your heart so hardened that there isn’t room for a little joy and peace!?”

Marcellus snarled.

“My heart has been hardened - as you put it - since I first saw the charlatan performing 

his tricks in Capernaum - it grew harder still when I followed him over the years, 

watching him for any sign of sedition, as he went from jurisdiction to jurisdiction - first 

into Herod’s domain, and then back into ours, and then to Herod again. My heart grew 

harder still when I heard of his riding into Jerusalem like a king - which any Roman 



would see as an affront to Caesar at the very least.

My heart hardened into rock when I took him, I flogged him, I plaited a wreath for his 

head - a fitting crown - and I nailed him to the cross and watched him die!”

Cornelius watched him with compassion.

“And you were forced to say the words: ‘For certain, this was the Son of God!”

Marcellus’ fists clenched, he mastered his desire to smash the sympathetic face to pulp.

 He ground out.

“My regards and my thanks to Clarissa! I’ll send for Phillus and my gear!”

“As you wish my friend - as you wish.”

Cornelius watched him stalk away. Surely, there was a man beset by devils. The peace 

in his own heart was so indescribably deep. His contentment supreme in the new 

doctrine he had received from Simon the Rock - aptly named Peter. It was a peace he 

wanted to share with all men, but Marcellus was a clear example of the fact that all 

men would not wish to share it if offered. Cornelius was on his way to meet another 

man who would never share that peace - the man who had used his power to have the 

Master executed.

Pilate’s command for him to present himself, had been expected. The Procurator kept 

him waiting - perhaps with the intention of unnerving him. If that had been the intention, 

it failed, for Cornelius arrived, spick and span, with every detail of his uniform correct 

and precise. He had saluted smartly and waited for the response. Pilate decided to 

change tactics.

“At ease, Centurion - at ease.”

Cornelius became a little less stiff. Pilate leaned back in his chair.

“I have received a most extraordinary report which I refused to believe, until I was 

assured that it wasn’t a joke, or something issued by a fellow officer with a hangover!”

He smiled at his own humour. He went on

“The report has the ridiculous statement that you have become an adherent of a 



dangerous Jewish sect!”

Cornelius answered confidently.

“That is indeed ridiculous, your Excellency. I have not joined a dangerous Jewish sect.”

Pilate’s eyebrows twitched.

“You deny it then - that you’ve been entertaining the leader of the new sect which is caus

ing a great deal of turmoil in the circle of the priests - and even, or so I’m led to  believe 

- even in the circle of Herod, our loyal Tetrarch?”

“That I readily accept - I have been entertaining the leader of the new movement based 

upon the teachings of Jesus of Nazareth - however, I disagree that it is a dangerous Jew

ish sect.”

Pilate eyed him steadily.

“We are not debating semantics here, Centurion. We are both referring to the same 

group and the same man. I ask you again - have you become an adherent of a sect of 

the Jewish religion?”

“I have - together with all my household - we previously followed the Law and the prophe

ts of the One God - now, we have accepted Jesus of Nazareth as the Messiah!”

Pilate breathed.

“That is practically admitting to sedition, Centurion! You are aware of the meaning of the 

term ‘Messiah’? Correct me if I’m wrong, but I understand it to mean an Anointed One - 

a king! Does your adherence to this Messiah mean that your oath of loyalty to Caesar 

is in question? I warn you that your reply could have dramatic consequences!”

Cornelius didn’t allow the prospect of immediate arrest and imprisonment to intimidate hi

m - recognising that this was clearly the objective of the Procurator.

“My loyalty to Caesar is solid and cannot be questioned. My loyalty to Jesus of 

Nazareth is to one sent by the One God to establish a kingdom which is not of this 

world, and therefore is not a rival of the Empire of Rome.”

Pilate nodded slowly.



“A remarkable distinction which might cause some of our lawyers indigestion - but we 

will accept it for the moment. You are aware that Jesus of Nazareth was executed by 

my command?”

“I believe that he was executed, that he died of the cross and that he resurrected on the 

third day, and has subsequently ascended to his Father in heaven.”

Pilate emitted a roar of laughter.

“A Centurion of the Roman Army admitting to fairy-tales given to frighten children into su

bmission! Now, I’ve seen and heard everything! If this man walks the streets and the cou

ntryside, it can only mean that his execution was botched by your good friend Marcellus 

 isn’t that so? Which is it to be? Shall we put Marcellus to the torture to finally get to the 

truth - has he perhaps admitted to you that the man wasn’t dead? Or, can you accept 

the ridiculous position into which you’ve led your household by asserting that a man 

died, but then was miraculously brought to life - he walked the streets and country for a 

while - and then he was conveniently taken up into the sky to be with - what was it you 

said - to be with his Father in heaven!?

Cornelius had stiffened to attention.

“I accept the truth of Marcellus when he insisted Jesus died. He carried out the regulatio

n tests - the lance into the heart was the final proof. I also accept that the One God is 

master of all, and that he could cause his Son to be brought back to life, even if his 

heart was sliced in two by the lance! I accept that he was able to perform many 

miraculous events, which are testified to by many witnesses, and that he appeared to 

others and taught them. I also accept that it was within the power of the One God to 

elevate his Son above the earth and draw him into the heavenly realm. We are not 

dealing with the logic of man here, your Excellency - we are dealing with the power of 

God which defies all human logic!”

Pilate shrank back in his seat in the face of such an adamant defense. He felt a twinge 

of apprehension and a glimpse of what the Empire could become if men like Cornelius 



could be caught up in such a fervour. It was a matter with which a higher authority than 

his would have to deal. He responded uneasily.

“You are fortunate that we have a tolerant attitude on the part of Caesar, but you should 

also remember that Tiberius is an old man and soon another man will replace him - and 

he, I can assure you, will have less time for your wild ideas. He will regard them as a 

threat to the authority of Rome. He will move ruthlessly and quickly, and the sword will 

be his answer! I ask you, are you prepared to place yourself, your wife and your 

children in such jeopardy, for the sake of supporting such stupidity?

You have a promising future in the Legions, Cornelius - but any chances of promotion 

will be quickly nipped in the bud if news of this madness reaches higher authority. You 

may well find yourself relieved of your prominent position with the Italian Cohort, 

perhaps to find yourself and your family in a less auspicious locality, far away from your 

new-found doctrine - perhaps shuffling documents from one hand to the other - simply 

another cipher, another scribe, another junior official - there you will exist until the time 

comes that you are too old for further duty and you’ll be pensioned off - your career cut 

short before it had a chance to mature, with a pension from an indifferent government, 

for an indifferent nonentity!”

He watched Cornelius’ face as he recited the scenario. Nothing seemed to shake the be

atific expression. Pilate shook his head and changed his tone.

“I therefore order you, Centurion Cornelius - to publicly repudiate this doctrine which 

you seem so eager to adopt. You will bear yourself as a Roman soldier and you will 

declare before your peers that you are no longer to be considered an adherent to this 

dangerous sect.”

Cornelius stood rigid.

“Might I ask the consequences if I should decline to accept this order, your Excellency?”

Pilate surveyed him coldly.

“The consequences which apply when any order is disobeyed, Centurion!”



Cornelius stood stock still for a further few seconds.

“Then, sir, I decline your improper order and appeal to the Proconsul Vitellius in Antioch!

”

Pilate jerked to his feet and his chair was sent hurtling backward. His face was red with f

ury.

“You dare to defy me!?”

“I appeal my case to the Proconsul, your Excellency.”

Pilate quietened down, he didn’t want Antioch involved - perhaps a few days would 

allow the blood to cool and wiser counsel to prevail.

“Your request is noted, Centurion - in the meantime, you are relieved of all duties with 

the garrison. I will give you time to contemplate your future - Dismissed!”

Pilate didn’t allow his temper to cool before demanding the presence of Marcellus. Once 

again, a Centurion stood before him, smart, well-turned out, the epitome of Roman exce

llence. Pilate casually returned the impeccable salute.

“It would seem that you are once again keeping bad company, Centurion - and once 

again I am confronted with a hard decision!”

Marcellus maintained a rigid stare over the top of his tormentor’s head. Pilate continued 

softly.

“First, this business with the Zealot woman - coupled with the unfortunate death of a valu

ed Roman official - now, you consort with the enemies of Rome in the less desirable sha

pe of the leader of the new sect!”

Marcellus eyes flickered downward and met the amused, cold eyes of the Procurator, wh

o continued.

“I am informed that you left your duties in Caesarea and made a sudden visit to Joppa, re

turning with Simon the Galilean fisherman - who now goes by the remarkable 

appellation of Rock - or is it the Greek form - Peter? I am further informed that you led 

him to the home of a fellow officer, who now, it would seem, has become corrupted by 



the new doctrine. I’m quite sure that you will have a convincing explanation to offer.”

The contemptuous, mocking drawl ceased. There was a protracted silence.

“Well, Centurion - what do you have to say - I’m waiting on the edge of my chair!”

“At the request of the Centurion Cornelius, I accompanied his servants to Joppa to 

identify and return with this man - also in accordance with your standing instruction to 

observe the followers and particularly the leaders of this sect at every opportunity! As 

for Cornelius being corrupted by the doctrine of this new sect - that is a matter for him to

answer!”

Pilate eyed him silently.

“I knew you wouldn’t disappoint me with a clever answer, Marcellus. So - you were 

asked to find and identify this man - for what purpose.”

“To return with him to Caesarea to the house of Cornelius.”

“And there - of course - your responsibility ended?”

“No, your Excellency - I continued my observation and witnessed the events which follow

ed.”

Pilate leaned forward with awakened interest.

“You witnessed the events which followed - how fortunate - a first-hand witness!”

Marcellus was savage enough not to mince his words.

“After an obsequious greeting, this man Peter was invited to discuss the new doctrine - w

hich he did at some length. During the course of it, he described the sentencing and 

death of the Galilean prophet, in a tone which implied injustice on the part of Rome! Befo

re he could finish speaking, there was an outburst of disorder, with Cornelius,  his wife a

nd children, and the ones he had invited to listen to this charlatan, starting to rave 

loudly in strange languages, while others proclaimed the might and glory of their One 

God. I was appalled by this behaviour and I left!”

Pilate responded silkily.

“You were wise enough to beat an orderly retreat in the face of an unknown enemy.  How



 commendable! Of course, you were not affected by this display of hysteria?”

“That is correct.”

“You are still residing at the house?”

“I have declined the invitation to do so further - I’ve returned to the garrison.”

“Again - a strategic retreat - very wise to show such caution. I have interviewed 

Cornelius. I have instructed him to publicly repudiate the new doctrine. He has 

questioned my authority, subsequently he is relieved of all duties and will await the 

pleasure of the Proconsul - which, I might add, is at his own request.”

Marcellus stared at him mutely. Pilate continued.

“It pleases me that I do not find it necessary to duplicate the procedure where you are co

ncerned - I would advise you not to tempt me to do so! The man, Peter - is he still in Cae

sarea?”

“I don’t know, your Excellency.”

“I’m surprised - I expect you to keep him under observation - perhaps, he’s visited the ne

wly married? I see from your expression that you are not aware that your good friend Luc

ian has taken himself a wife - the fair Rebecca.”

“I was not aware, your Excellency.”

Pilate laughed without humour.

“You’re slipping, Marcellus - two important matters which have escaped your attention! I

am aware of the marriage because Lucian has applied for registration before a 

magistrate - it appears that the casual union under the auspices of the new sect is 

insufficient. Lucian, it would seem, wishes to regulate the position under Roman law - 

very wise of him, of course.”

Marcellus was dismissed. He left the Procurator with his thoughts reeling. Lucian had ma

rried! Apparently, he had done so before Peter, the leader of the new sect. The 

implications were that he had accepted the new doctrine himself. Marcellus felt his 

relationships melting away from him like ice under the sun. First, Cornelius and his 



family, and now Lucian. Rebecca had never fully accepted him since he had executed 

her so-called prophet. Joseph had maintained a coolness, especially since he had 

become involved with the executed prophet. It all came back to the one man! How could

it be possible that such an insignificant peasant could have such a profound effect on 

the minds of sane men, so that they were driven to throw all caution to the winds and 

follow blindly some impossible dogma, and in so doing, separate themselves from 

reality and their friends?

Marcellus made it his first mission to find out where Peter was lodging, but enquiries 

soon revealed that he had left the city in the company of those who had come with him 

fromJoppa. Marcellus didn’t follow them, he had no specific orders to do so, and he felt 

the insecurity of his own position. Pilate was waiting for him to make the definitive false 

move. The reference to the Zealot woman and Aelius Verus during their interview, was 

a pointed reminder that the Procurator still had the whip hand - the threat of an enquiry. 

The Centurion kneed his horse to return to the Praetorium, where Phillus was once 

again setting up his quarters in the cold, bleak room which faced a small patch of blue 

sky. Marcellus shivered involuntarily, it was like a prison cell - perhaps that was what his

life had become - a prison cell without hope of release.

…..

Peter returned to Jerusalem, but took the precaution of taking the six men from Joppa 

with him, who had witnessed the events at the house of Cornelius. He was immediately 

faced with the searching questions of the others of the Twelve and the brothers of 

Jesus.

“We’re told that you’ve been visiting men who are uncircumcised! You even been eating

with them!”

Peter smiled, it was no more than he had expected. He looked into their outraged faces 

- how little they really understood of the Master’s purpose! He explained patiently, going



over every detail of the events in Joppa and the vision of the unclean creatures and the 

admonition to accept what God declared to be clean. He described the arrival of the 

three messengers and his journey to Caesarea and his reception at the house of the 

Roman Centurion.

He related the story of Cornelius’ vision and the subsequent events which culminated 

in the pouring out of the Holy Spirit on the Gentiles. Peter continued.

“I recalled what the Lord had told us: ‘John baptised with water, but you will be baptised

with the Holy Spirit’. God gave them no less a gift than he gave to us when we put our 

trust in the Lord Jesus, the Anointed One - now, how could I possibly stand in God’s 

way?”

When they heard this report, their doubts were put to rest. They gave praise to God and

said.

“This means that God has granted life-giving repentance to the Gentiles as well as to 

the Jews!”

.....

Joseph found his palace a lonely place after the departure of Rebecca with her new husb

and. Without any doubt, the couple were rapturously happy, and Joseph had to exhibit a

 cheerfulness which he wasn’t inwardly feeling. Rebecca had added some indefinable pr

esence to the household, which she had directed with a brisk efficiency, so that Joseph n

ever had cause to complain. She had presided over his table as hostess on the many oc

casions he had been compelled to entertain boring guests. She had been present 

during many long sessions of negotiations, adding a charm and a lightness, when 

matters looked about to become bogged down in tedium. Joseph had suffered a great 

loss - and Lucian had gained a great asset in his new bride. Joseph had known the day 

would come when he would be left alone, but it had come abruptly, even though the 

concept of her marriage had been in the air for a long time.



After Rebecca’s departure on the hand of her new husband, Joseph settled down to a ro

utine of work which left little time for pleasure or thoughts of his loneliness. He didn’t allo

w himself to dwell on the lost opportunities, where he might have gained himself a wife 

if he had been more diligent in trying to win one. His business affairs had always taken p

recedence. His natural reticence had kept him apart from the social activities which 

might have provided him with a possible consort fitting for a Prince of Israel.

He spent the evenings in meditation - this was especially of interest now that he had  acc

epted the Master, and he found a great deal of pleasure exploring the old texts which sp

oke of the coming of the Messiah and all that would surround that event. He saw little of 

Nathan, although they came together for the evening supper - and then there was 

generalised small talk in which the subject of his conversion wasn’t raised. Several 

weeks after Rebecca’s departure, Joseph was surprised one evening to find Nathan ling

ering after the meal.

“I have a matter I wish to discuss with you, Lord Joseph - when you can spare the time.”

“Nathan! You’ve never needed to make an appointment to speak with me! I’m always 

glad to talk with you!”

Nathan smiled slightly.

“In which case, now would be an opportune moment.”

They sat down facing each other. Nathan took his time - but then, he always did and 

Joseph was used to it.

“The time has come, Lord Joseph, when I must leave your household!”

It was totally unexpected and Joseph stared at him incapable of answering. In the end 

he managed:

“You wish to leave my household!? Nathan! My house is always your house. There 

should never be any reason for you to leave. I ask nothing of you except for wisdom 

and your counsel from time to time. You’re at an age when you should be left in peace 

to study the Law and the prophets and see out your years. Why could you suddenly feel



the need to leave me?”

Nathan stared at him gravely.

“Because I can no longer fill the place I have always filled - in the time of your father first

ly - and more recently, with you and Rebecca. As you rightly say - I have tried to give co

unsel and to call upon whatever wisdom has been granted to me, to advise you and to 

lead you in the way of the Law and the prophets - this I can no longer do! You have left 

the way upon which I have been set to help - and now you have other advisers who 

can counsel you in the new way you have adopted. I am of no further use to you! I 

therefore propose to go into retirement in some quiet place, where indeed, as you 

suggest, I can see out my years contemplating the might and majesty of God, by 

studying his Law and his prophets!”

Joseph stared at him helplessly.

“Can’t you do that just as easily under my roof? On the other hand, is it so impossible 

for you to accept that Jesus of Nazareth is your saviour too? Didn’t you once ask him a 

question and he told you how close you were to the kingdom of God?”

Nathan nodded gravely.

"Once I did ask him a question - and he gave the perfect answer - but to my closeness 

to the kingdom of God, that surely depends on my faith. You have acted on an impulse 

to become a follower of the new way. You haven’t considered the options and the 

possibilities which might arise because of your decision. A tide of emotion has gripped 

you - you who were once so stable and sober in your thoughts and actions. I no longer 

recognise the boy and the man I instructed in the faith of our fathers! You have been 

caught up in a whirlwind - but beware, Joseph - the whirlwind can take you up suddenly,

but just as suddenly, it can cast you down!

For myself, I refuse to be carried up by a storm of emotion. The Law is my foundation, 

the prophets are my inspiration. If I come to accept the doctrine of Jesus of Nazareth, it 

will be at my own pace - slowly, methodically. It is for this reason that I have in mind to 



go to Galilee - not to Tiberius, but to the grass-roots of this new doctrine. I wish to live 

quietly among the peasants from out of whom came Jesus and the leaders of this new 

movement - perhaps then I will understand - and possibly, even accept.

I have no pleasure in the Grecian palaces and cities built by Herod Magnus for his own s

elf-elevation. I have no desire to live in Jerusalem, nor to worship at the Temple in the co

mpany of corrupt priests. I will avoid Samaria and the temple on Mount Gezirim. I will 

live quietly and take my place in a small synagogue in a small village, and there I will 

listen and I will observe, and I will touch the pulse of life.”

Joseph stared at him in anguish - if Rebecca had been there, she could have talked the 

old man out of his determination - but she wasn’t there, and he was left to confront the 

man who had served his father and himself for years he couldn’t count.

“If you must go, Nathan - I want you to know that Arimathea is always your home. There 

will always be a quiet place for you there, which none will touch. When you’ve finished 

your pilgrimage - whatever the outcome - come home to us to end your days!”

Nathan bowed solemnly.

“I gladly accept your offer, Lord Joseph.”

It looked as if the interview was over and Joseph had lost, but Nathan lingered further.

“There is another matter, Lord Joseph.”

“Anything you wish, Nathan!”

The old priest hesitated.

“I wonder if you would be kind enough to come to my room. I wish to show you somethin

g and ask your advice before I dispose of it.”

Mystified, Joseph followed the old man to his small room, which was cluttered with 

scrolls of the Law and other treasured texts. Nathan crossed to a small chest and 

opened it. He stood aside without comment. Joseph peered in. It contained a bundle of 

cloth and something else not easily identified. He turned to the priest.

“What is it?”



Nathan reached into the chest and drew out the cloth. It was a linen sheet which had 

clearly been used. He reached in again and drew out the other object. Joseph drew a 

shuddering breath. He whispered.

“I thought it had been thrown aside - I didn’t think to ask!”

Nathan nodded slowly.

“At the time, you were concerned about sensation seekers who might wish to secure a

trophy. I rolled the two together at the tomb.”

The cloth had been the one in which they had draped the naked body of Jesus when  the

y had released him from the nails holding him to the cross. The other object was the 

wreath of thorns, contemptuously woven by the soldiers of Marcellus’ Century, and 

thrust in mockery on the condemned man’s head as a crown.

Joseph shrank from touching either. Nathan observed him.

“I give them to you, Joseph - they are not mine! If you won’t accept them, I shall burn the

m before I leave! I make the observation that there might be some, in future times, who w

ould wish to treat them as being objects of veneration. I cannot counsel you strongly eno

ugh to prevent this from happening. The Law of God - which you still profess - specificall

y prohibits the worshipping of idols, or the veneration of things made by the hands of 

man! How you will do this is your decision!”

Joseph took the linen cloth with shaking hands. It was such an ordinary piece of 

material, but it had been put to an extraordinary use - Nathan was right, it didn’t make it 

holy, nor did it make it an object to be venerated because of its use. He took the wreath 

of thorns, the lance-like spikes were streaked with congealed blood. It had been taken 

from a plant somewhere - he supposed from the yard of the Antonia. A Roman soldier 

had fashioned it, and it had been slammed down on the scalp of a man already 

flogged into a bloody mess. It didn’t make it holy either.

Neither were objects of veneration - but both were objects to treasure!

On the following day, Nathan left the villa riding on a donkey, with his few possessions lo



aded onto the back of another. Joseph parted from him and they embraced.  He 

watched the old man ride down a track which bypassed the city walls to the west, and 

when the track turned and Nathan paused to look back and wave farewell, Joseph 

could hardly see him, for his eyes were flooded with tears. 


