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“You are a chosen people, a royal priesthood, a holy nation, 

God’s special possession, that you may proclaim the praises of Him Who called you out of darkness into His wonderful light.” 

(1Peter2:9)
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Part One
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The Follower
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‘“Come follow me,” Jesus said,’ 

(Mark1:17)

––––––––
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Preface


[image: ]





When we were young we learnt to read, and once we had grasped the fact that language consisted of words we were then taught to write. It started with grasping a pencil and tracing the shapes.  Then we learnt how to join these letters to form words.  For some these processes were relatively straightforward, for others they proved quite taxing.

Then, through the years of education in school, college or university we came to terms with the fact that written assignments were the basis of the assessment of our academic ability, for better or for worse. It is perhaps little wonder, then, that some people choose to opt out of writing for choice when they are able.  So why, then, do some people continue to write into adulthood?



Some do so to earn a living, maybe in media journalism, script writing or to add to the wealth of knowledge contained in libraries, full of non-fiction information.  Others write diaries, either for their own satisfaction or as a legacy to leave for future generations in the family. And then there are the folk, with minds full of creative narrative, who feel compelled to recount their stories in many differing styles.  Plots unfold and imaginary characters spring into life.  



There are writers who also know a compulsion to write and each will have their own reasons for this.  In the early 1970s David Kossoff brought much of the new testament of the Christian Bible alive when he wrote ‘The Book of Witnesses’. Marguerite’s book, ‘Peter’ is in this tradition. The reader is taken back into biblical times and meets a very human Peter.  We can ‘see’ his world, ‘hear’ the voices and sounds of his life and ‘smell’ the smoke of the fire used in cooking and heating.  We can also feel for him when life’s issues become complicated.



Older generations possibly feel that they know the Bible and are familiar with the characters that have a part to play within its pages.  Younger generation probably know rather less, as church attendance has declined and school syllabuses don’t include much Bible study.  This is a book which honours and respects the truth of Biblical narrative.



When you meet Peter in these pages you will discern the passion of Marguerite’s story-telling and know that she belongs to the group of folk who believe that they have a commission to bring Bible stories to life.  In doing this, it will enable the reader to better come to know the Biblical Peter as a disciple of Jesus, and appreciate the sheer humanity of the man.  



The author has taken great care to preserve Biblical accuracy whilst employing her undoubted enthusiasm for the life story as it unfolds.  This is very much a ‘labour of love’ and the result is a book to savour with enjoyment.



Alan Webb, Cert.Ed, B.Ed, Former Headmaster at Maldon Court School,

Former Senior Master at St. Cedd’s School
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Chapter 1
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“Fishers of men!”

The sun was rising fast over the horizon on the Sea of Galilee in the town of Capernaum. A huge, gigantic, golden orb full of warmth and effusion, smiled upon the serene blue waters of the enormous lake. Streams of light and colour waltzed across the sky - pink, red, orange and yellow - as sunlight turned the lake into a shimmering silver sheet, casting scintillating beams upon pebbles enveloping the entire landscape into a riot of radiant glory. Rays of light sparkled on the water like crystal diamonds and twinkled on the golden grains of sand. 

A solitary figure walked towards the shore. He was John the Baptiser, Elizabeth and Zachariah, the Levite’s only son – the son of their old age, given to them by the grace of God. He was wearing a tunic made of camel’s hair with a leather belt around his waist. His long, black, unkempt hair was strewn all over his face by the wind. He ate a diet of locusts and honey. He lived alone; no one knew where. He was a hermit. He had no friends, only disciples and followers. He strode towards the deserted beach in a purposeful manner like ‘a man on a mission’. 

As the sun rose higher in the sky, people in the surrounding area began to stir, and soon, a small crowd had gathered on the shores of the lake. John the Baptist started to preach to the people.

“Repent, for the kingdom of heaven is nigh!” he shouted to the crowd. 

“Who is he?” asked a man in the crowd. He was standing next to two young men, who were John’s followers.

“He is the one who was spoken of through the prophet Isaiah,” answered one of the young men. He was tall and handsome, with short, curly hair and a stubble of a beard. He was called Andrew. “The prophet Isaiah said he will be: 

––––––––
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“‘A voice of one calling in the wilderness,

prepare ye the way for the Lord,

make straight paths for him.’”

(Isaiah40:3)

“WHAT does he do?” persisted the man again.

“He baptises people and tells them to repent of their sins,” replied the other young man, who was smaller and slimmer than his friend, Andrew. He was called Philip.

At that moment, one of the Pharisees who had been sent to spy on the Baptiser, and probably to trap him, started to question him, “Who are you? Are you Elijah? Are you the Messiah?” The sarcasm in his voice could not be mistaken.

John replied in the same words spoken by the prophet Isaiah, “I am the voice of the one calling in the wilderness. Make straight the way of the Lord.”

“Why, then, do you baptise if you are not the Messiah?” the Pharisee countered in irritation.

“Or Elijah, for that matter?” scoffed another. 

“I baptise with water,” John replied undeterred, “but among you stands one you do not know. He is the one who comes after me, the straps of whose sandals I am not worthy to untie. There he comes!” he exclaimed swirling round to watch Jesus walking along the beach towards them. “Look, the Lamb of God!”


The Pharisees were aghast, and expostulated in indignation. 



“He’s a radical revolutionary, if ever there was one,” said the man, who had befriended Andrew and Philip, stroking his beard pensively. 

At that moment, Jesus passed by the crowd. Andrew and Philip hastened after him and caught up with him. When Jesus saw them following him, he turned around and walking slowly back towards them, he asked them, “What do you want?”

They answered with another question: “Rabbi, where are you staying?”

He smiled at them, a dazzling smile that lit up his entire face and crinkled the corners of his eyes. “Come and see!” he said cheerfully.

It was an invitation that the two young men could not resist. So they followed him.....

...♣...

A few days later Andrew returned to his brother’s house in Bethsaida bursting with excitement.

“Cephas, I have seen him! I have met him, spent time with him!” he cried scarcely able to contain his feelings.

“Who?” Cephas asked totally bewildered by his brother’s announcement.

“The Messiah, of course! He is called Jesus, the one the prophets talked about. He is here in Galilee. Philip and I have spent time with him these last few days.” Andrew was as eager as a schoolboy.

“Oh, that’s nice,” Cephas, son of Jonas, was unimpressed. He was as different from Andrew as chalk is from cheese. The name ‘Cephas’ means ‘rock’ in Hebrew and so does the name Simon in Greek.  Simon was stocky, unkempt, tough and as gruff as could be, with bulging muscles hardened from pulling in heavy nets laden with fish from the sea, and weather beaten skin darkened by the scorching sun. He had a fiery temper, swore indiscriminately and picked fights in the market place at the drop of a hat. He had a bad reputation and most people knew better than to mess with him. 

“Now, I am going fishing. I have work to do,” Cephas responded curtly. “Are you coming or are you going to stand here all day raving about the ‘Messiah’?” 


“I will come with you,” Andrew replied, quickly pulling himself together, and grabbing some buckets.



The two men walked briskly to the shore of the Sea of Galilee. Cephas went ahead dragging the boat over the pebbly beach into the shallow waters, while Andrew pushed it further along from behind. When they got into slightly deeper waters, they both jumped in and rowed towards the middle of the lake. There they let down their nets, and waited....

They caught nothing. 

They swung the nets over to the other side and settled down to wait again, but not a single fish ventured along. 

The sun rose in the sky, and though a cool breeze blew up over the lake, the sun still burned bright on their faces. The waters lapped against the sides of the boat lulling them both into complacency. 

It was almost halfway through the morning when the two brothers decided to give up their quest for a catch, and retire for the day. Depressed and disconsolate they rowed back to shore, beached their boat and started to wash their nets.

There was a large crowd on the shore of the lake. Andrew looked with curiosity at the crowd and gasped when he discovered the reason for it. The Rabbi was standing speaking to them, and they were listening enraptured to the Word of God. 

Andrew called out to his brother. “There he is, the Rabbi,” he said.

Cephas didn’t take his eyes off his nets, but merely shrugged his shoulders looking really glum.

Suddenly, Jesus stopped speaking and walked straight towards them. He got into Cephas’s boat and made himself comfortable. Then smiled up at him and said, “Please will you put out a little away from the shore?”

In silence, Cephas complied. Then Jesus sat in his boat and calmly continued preaching to the crowd. 

Cephas and Andrew listened attentively; Cephas reluctantly and against his better judgment.

When Jesus had finished speaking, he said to Cephas again, “Put out into deep water and let out the nets for a catch.”

A little exasperated, but not wanting to seem rude, Cephas answered, “Master, we have worked hard all night and haven’t caught anything. But because you say so, I will let down the nets.” He shrugged his broad shoulders as he thought to himself that they had nothing to lose by humouring the Rabbi. 

Andrew and Cephas threw their nets back into the water and, within a matter of seconds, the nets were heaving and teeming with shiny silver fish leaping about in them. Together they tried to pull the first net in, but it was so full of fish that it was too heavy for them to tackle. So they signalled for their partners, James and his brother John, the sons of Zebedee, to come and help them with their catch. The two young men hurried along and filled both boats with so many fish that they started to sink.

When Cephas saw this, he fell at Jesus’ feet, broke down and cried, “Get away from me, Lord. I am a sinful man!” He was not worthy of such a favour. He had doubted the Rabbi and even resented him a little. How could he have done that, he a lowly sinner?

“Don’t be afraid, Simon,” Jesus said kindly. “From now on you will fish for people.”

Overwhelmed with love and wonder, Cephas gazed into the beautiful face of Jesus and knew without a shadow of doubt that Andrew had been right: he was the Messiah.

The four men pulled their boats back to shore, left everything just as it was, and followed Jesus.
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Chapter 2
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The Healer

Jesus and his disciples, Cephas, Andrew, James and John, travelled to Capernaum together and went to the synagogue where Jesus taught the people there. Everyone was amazed at his teaching because he spoke like one who had authority, and not like the teachers of the law. In the synagogue, he healed a man who was possessed by an impure spirit and the people were awed by his presence. They feared and revered him for the miracles that he so effortlessly performed, and followed him like sheep after a shepherd. News about him spread rapidly all over the whole region of Galilee. 

After they had left the synagogue, they went to Bethsaida, the home of Simon and Andrew. Cephas was married to a wonderful woman called Sarah and they were blessed with three sons and a beautiful daughter. Their eldest was twelve years old and their youngest was three. They lived with Cephas’s mother-in-law who cooked and kept house for them while Sara was busy looking after her precocious toddler who was the spitting image of his father.

When Jesus entered the house, the little one rushed up to him gazing in awe at his beautiful, gentle, smiling face. The child smiled back at the Master and immediately held up his arms to Jesus indicating that he wanted to be carried. Laughing, Jesus picked him up and he promptly climbed on the Lord’s shoulders thumping the ceiling with his little fists, gurgling with delight.

His mother rushed in with arms outstretched to take her child back.

“Don’t trouble the Master, Joshua!” she exclaimed. “Come down at once, you naughty boy!”

Jesus gently shook his head at her and said, “He is no trouble at all. I love children. They are so innocent, sweet and natural.”

Sarah stepped back apologetically and made her way to the kitchen. Jesus brought the little boy down from his shoulders and sat on a bench in the large room. He placed the child in his lap and started to tell him a story. The other children gathered around and sat on the floor. Jesus talked, the children listened and asked questions, which he answered. Cephas and Andrew were in the kitchen helping Sara prepare the meal.

After Jesus had finished the story, the youngest child asked him to tell them another one. Jesus said to them, “I will, but first, you must tell me your names, children.” He looked at the eldest boy. “We’ll start with you, young man.”

“I am Noah,” the twelve year old replied. He was well built like his father and quite handsome as he was fortunate enough to inherit his mother’s good looks. He had curly hair and his eyes were bright and intelligent. Noah was going to become a man of action.

“Rachel,” chirped in the little girl smiling gleefully. She was eight years old.

Jesus turned his gaze to the tall, slim, quiet child who spoke his name softly. “Daniel.” Jesus nodded. How appropriate, he thought. Here is a five year old lad who will grow up to be wise and a man of few words. 

“And what is your name, little one?” Jesus asked turning to the youngest.

“Hoshua,” he replied with a baby lisp. 

Jesus smiled and thought the name certainly suited him. “I shall tell you another story now,” he said. They sat around him gazing at him expectantly, but before he could speak, they heard loud coughing and spluttering sounds coming from the adjoining room. Jesus looked questioningly at Noah, who promptly said, “That’s my grandmother. She is sick.”

“She has been ill for quite some time, and has not left her bed in days,” Rachel volunteered.

Jesus looked at her and smiled. She was a delight to behold - pretty with big, bright, brown eyes in a perfectly oval shaped face, and soft, curly, brown hair that flowed onto her shoulders in a glorious cascade. 

“Take me to her,” Jesus said to the children.

“Are you going to heal her, then?” asked Daniel who had been silent and attentive the whole time.

Jesus nodded and got up. Rachel and Daniel held his hands and walked on either side of him, while the toddler skipped in front of them leading the way. Noah, the eldest, followed behind. 

Sara’s mother, Cephas’s mother-in-law, was sitting up in bed coughing uncontrollably. Her greying hair was dishevelled and her face was red with the effort of coughing. There was a jug of water on a table beside the bed, but there was no cup. Jesus told Rachel to go and get a cup for her grandmother to drink some water to clear her throat.

When the child returned, she poured the water into the cup. Jesus helped the sick woman to sit up and prop herself against the pillows, while the two older children plumped them up for her. Jesus offered her the cup of water and she drank thirstily.

“Thank you,” she whispered hoarsely, still coughing and spluttering. She gave the empty cup back to her granddaughter.

Then Jesus took her hand in his and helped her to get up. As soon as he did this the fever immediately left her, and the coughing stopped. She was healed! The children clapped in delight and gathered around her hugging and kissing her. She promptly hurried into the kitchen and chased Cephas and Andrew away. She quickly prepared some food with her daughter and soon set a delicious meal before their honoured guest.

“When you boys left, Zebedee took all the fish and sold it in the market place that same day,” she explained. “He brought the money to me. It was a lot. So I gave him some for taking the trouble and for being so honest.”

“That’s good,” Cephas said, his mouth full of fresh grilled fish. 

“I bought things for the children and stocked up on food,” Sarah said. “That’s why you’ve got this lovely meal today.”

“Well done, mother and wife!” Cephas said humorously, his mouth stuffed with food.

After they had cleared away the dishes and plates, they all sat down together and talked and talked and talked. There was plenty to talk about. The family were getting to know the Master and he was getting to know the family. 

That evening, as the sun set, the whole town assembled at their door. They wanted to see the Rabbi and ask him to heal them. Jesus healed several people who had various diseases. He drove out many demons, but he would not let them speak because they knew who he was. This was because he wanted the people to look into their hearts and recognise him themselves – that he was indeed the Messiah, the Chosen One, the Anointed One, the Son of God. The miracles he performed fulfilled what the prophet Isaiah had written:

“He took up our infirmities

And bore our diseases.”

(Isaiah53:4)
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Chapter 3
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The Storm

As Jesus went around the Sea of Galilee, he taught and healed thousands of people. Everyone was amazed at the knowledge and wisdom he displayed in one so young. He also chose more followers apart from the first five – Cephas and his brother, Andrew, James and his brother, John - the sons of Zebedee and Salome - who were all fishermen, and Philip, who had formerly been a follower of John the Baptiser. Philip in turn brought Nathaniel to Jesus. Nathaniel was humbled, and believed. Then one day, Jesus saw Matthew, also known as Levi, sitting in a tax collector’s booth. He looked straight at him as he passed by his stall, held out his hand and said, “Come, follow me!” Matthew stared back at him in surprise wondering if his ears were deceiving him, but he only saw love and understanding in Jesus’ eyes. His heart melted. He immediately left what he was doing and followed Jesus.

The followers were a pretty eclectic crowd. This group included some fishermen, a tax collector, and a Zealot. Matthew, the tax collector who colluded with Rome as the occupying power in Israel at that particular time, and as most people believed, lined his pockets with their taxes which was ‘blood money’ or ‘tainted money’ to say the least. 

Simon, (not Cephas or Simon, the fisherman) was a Zealot who was dedicated to the violent overthrow of Rome. Known as the ‘sicarii’¹, or ‘dagger men’, the Zealots would often conceal curved daggers in the folds of their robes; they would sneak up on Roman soldiers and politicians, and stab them in the back. The Zealots were also known to burn or destroy Roman targets in Judea then retreat to the Galilean countryside to hide. 
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