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RCOMERS

Angus lamented as he lay in the dark
hold of the ship, breathless and in pain from
his wounds, knowing he would probably
never see his home or island again. What
would become of Lachie? He would miss
him. What of his mother? How would she
survive without him? What of his young
brother, the last man of his family remaining
now that he was taken? His father had died
some years ago, and Angus was now the
third son to be taken by the Romans. His
mother—if she was still alive—would be
heartbroken to learn of it. #

What lay in store now? Life as a slave? He
touched his medallion. Little good it ended
up doing me, he thought. Still, who knows,
maybe the gods have wished this so.
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“And they overcame him by the blood of the
Lamb, and by the word of their testimony; and

they loved not their lives unto the death.”
—Revelation 12:11
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FOREWORD BY JESUS

This is a story of people, real people who lived
and died and loved. It was a dark time—a time
when people were stepping out of a life of gods and
goddesses, where life was lived in violence and the
use of the sword was commonplace.

These people were human, with needs, desires,
and emotions. Like all people they lived a life of love,
sex, and even death—men who, since the time they
were born, had learned to survive by dealing death
to others without thought. Slavery was the normal
way of life, and life was hard.

Into this came My disciples, bringing release
from their chains and freedom, but in the spirit—for
often they remained in the bondage they were living,
but served in a newness of spirit. Some stood boldly
and died as a testimony, but some resisted and
fought on in the arm of the flesh.

There is a time to fight and not to stand by and
watch others die, so some in this story fight and
others do not. This is how it was. Like Sergeant
York!, they had to take a stand—not that to fight was
the answer, but in some instances it was needed.

'Sergeant Alvin Cullum York (1887 - 1964): American hero of World War |
whose tale is told in his autobiography, and whose adventures were
chronicled in the 1941 movie Sergeant York. Although reluctant to fight,
York was drafted into the army, where he saw that sometimes it was
necessary to kill a few in order to save many. See also ML#849.
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Yet so it is today among Christians: Many will fight
with force the rise of the Antichrist, while others will
do so in the spirit or with My spiritual weapons as I
empower them.

I try to show people how they are, like Titus—a
man who betrays his friend through fear, for many
who are your friends now while all is good, and
maybe even agree in principle to everything, yet they
are weak and in persecution will turn.

Or others like Decius—a man given to evil
through his wrong choices, yet who turns to Me for
forgiveness and finds it.

The Druid is like the many witches and Devil’s
disciples that are present today and seek to deceive
and lead the people astray.

The fight in the arena may seem to be unrealistic,
to overpower these two great beasts—but so was
John’s refusal to boil in oil.

Yes, I can do miracles, and things that human
flesh cannot do, I can. And in the Last Days I will
do miracles that make these seem like nothing.
These people all learned to come to Me and listen
to My voice. When it came time to give their lives as
a witness, then I gave them grace and power and
strength.

Some I delivered from pain and agony. Others I
gave grace to endure and shine forth. To each it was
according to My purpose as a witness to bring others
to Me. These were My overcomers, and now they are
here with Me to help and assist you, that you too
might find the strength and courage to stand up in
that evil day, to use all the new powers and weapons
that I have given you so that, like Me and like them,
you might overcome this world.

vi
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PROLOGUE
1969

It was a grim day as Angus and Calum stood
on the hillside overlooking the raging North Sea.
Angus was 18 years old and his friend Calum was
19. They’d both spent all their life here on the Isle of
Lewis in the Western Hebrides. They were out near
Callanish where stand the Great Mystical Standing
Stones!. Angus and Calum were out for a hike as
it was Saturday afternoon and there was no work
today. Calum had climbed higher up the hill with his
spyglass to look for birds nesting, while Angus stood
watching the clouds move across the sky.

The clouds were now gathering quickly in the
darkening sky, and the winds howled louder and
louder as the waves swept across the shore. Angus
loved to watch the waves roaring and breaking along
the shoreline.

Aye, it’s going to be a strong gale, thought Angus
Ogg, as he pulled his balaclaver" down over his
ears.

“Calum! Calum Moore!” he cried out, pointing
out to the storm in the distance. “Come down and

'Callanish Standing Stones: Callanish, on the Isle of Lewis has a unique
cross-shaped setting of Standing Stones, erected 5,000 years ago. An
avenue and three lines of stones leads to a central stone circle, within
which sits a central pillar and a tiny burial cairn®.

* Words marked with an asterisk are defined in the glossary on page 291
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look out there!”

“Coming, Angus! Hauld yer horses! A’'m no
deef, ye ken'!” a reply echoed, as Calum started
down the hill towards where Angus stood. Calum
was a runt’ of a laddie but as bauld” as a lion. They
had been friends all their life. They often watched
Angus’ father’s sheep together on the weekend, after
working in the local quarry and on the fishing boat.

“Looks like the gale is going to be hitting soon,
Calum. We need to be getting back to the shieling’
afore we get drenched.”

Soon Angus and Calum were trudging along
through the wild gurley’, as the rain pounded the
boggy ground making their journey more difficult.
The lightning flashing lit the now-darkened sky
and the thunder clapped like cannon roars making
the hills seem even more ominous. These hills
had a reputation of being haunted by wraiths" of
the ancient Celtic Islanders, or so the locals said.
The howling winds were skirling” like a banshee’,
scouring the land as they trampled through the
moor, making it feel all the more eerie.

“We canna make it, Calum,” yelled Angus,
drenched by the heavy rains. “We need to find some
form of shelter or we’ll catch our death.”

“Lord, help us now and bring us to shelter!”

The wild winds were sweeping the stagnant
waters of the moors, making them seem at a glance
as though they were running waters.

“There is a small cove' doon on the machair’,”
shouted Calum over the loud winds. Then as he
suddenly remembered something from his childhood
he exclaimed loudly. “Angus, it’s no far from here!
We can reach it in aboot fifteen to twenty minutes. I
once went there when I was a wee wean'.”

“Is it no far from here then?”

“No, we can get to it by the old path over at the
foot of the high point,” said Calum, pointing down
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to the left where the ancient watch point of the isle
jutted out above the sea.

“Let’s go then,” Angus cried. And soon they were
climbing down the old beaten path.

Calum was droukit’, and was chittering” as the
biting cold winds cut through him. Aye, it had come
so quick they were completely unprepared. Angus
at least had his Harris tweeds on and a balaclaver,
while Calum was only wearing a thick Shetland wool
pullover.

“Ye canna trust these weather reports,” mumbled
Angus. “I always said my grandfather was a better
forecaster than these so-called weather men.”

“There it is, Angus,” called Calum, pointing to
a small opening barely visible just a few feet up on
the side of the cliff. They climbed up and were soon
in the shelter of the cove. They huddled together for
warmth as it was a muckle” gurley and seemed to be
growing stronger.

“Aye, it looks like we’ll be here for some time,
Calum. It’s a godsend that we found this place—an
answer to our prayers. It’s strange, though, that in
all my years living here, I never knew of it?”

“Och, it was an accident I found it. I was
playing doon on the shore with my dog. I'd gotten to
collecting some o’ these shells from doon there, and
then me dog Tam ran off. [ heard him barking and
as I came after him I came across this place. When
I mentioned it to my father after I came home he got
upset and said the place had a reputation of being
haunted and to stay clear of it, so I never returned
until now.”

“Let’s try to get some light in here,” said Angus
as he pulled out his lighter. Then they scrambled
around in the broken flickering light of the flame,
trying to find some tinder. Soon, though, the lads
had a small fire going and huddled around it,
warming their frozen limbs.
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Angus started to look around the cove. It was a
dark cold place, and the dancing shadows cast by the
fire played tricks on his eyes, making him imagine
things. He then spotted something sparkling in the
flickering light. It was lying in the corner of the cove
and looked like an old piece of metal of some sort.
Moving over he reached down and pulled out an old
broken and rusted sword. As he examined it closely,
he noticed an inscription on the blade.

He moved closer to the flames, cleaned off some
of the dirt, grime, and mould. He strained his eyes
in the broken light and was able to make out the
inscription. It was in Latin. He tried to remember all
his Latin from school and with Calum’s help they
had soon deciphered what they believed to be the
inscription:

To Angus, for his loyalty and devotion. A
remembrance of your service to my family.
Claudius.

“It seems to be Roman, and most certainly has
my name on it. It’s uncanny, Calum. I wonder what
story lies behind this. If only it could talk, what tales
it would tell, eh!”

After a few hours the storm abated some but
still showed no sign of stopping. The two lads,
realizing they would be there for the night, prayed
for safekeeping and curled up on the cove floor.
Angus hoped his family would not worry, and that
they would assume he had gone to stay with Calum,
as he occasionally did on weekends. And Calum’s
parents likewise would expect him to be at Angus’
home. So with a prayer that they wouldn’t worry,
they closed their eyes. They soon were off blissfully
into deep sleep.

CODEXI

ANNO DOMINI 61 - 62
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THE RAID

It was a cold, dark, chilly morning in 61 A.D.
Angus pulled his tunic tighter around his shoulders.
He shivered a little, glinting” out into the surrounding
darkness which was pitmirk’. There was something
sinister about the misty darkness of the morning air.
Angus had been on watch all night and was looking
forward to a hot bowl of soup and a bowl of porridge,
or some fresh bannocks” and kebbuck®". Just then he
heard a snapping twig in the still air and went rigid.
Was it his relief? Or was there someone else out
there lurking in the darkness?

His mind thought of the stories of phantoms and
banshees, and he moved his hand to the sword that
was hidden under his tunic. Sweat broke out on his
face as he waited tense and nervous.

“Angus! Are ye there, lad?” came a familiar cry.

A wave of relief spread over Angus as he
recognized the voice of Gilespie. Aye, his relief was
here.

“Over here!” called Angus.

“Here, lad, have a wee dram,” Gilespie said as he
offered Angus a small flask of the local brew.

But Angus was not one for the drink. He’d never
really liked it, so he shook his head as he answered:
“No, it’s all right. It’s not for me.”
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Gilespie was a dour” fellow and always seemed
to have a scowl on his face. Angus squinted as
he stared, trying to see through the haar’. It was
thick, which made it difficult to see properly. Angus
thanked him and then excused himself, as he was
rather peckish'.

It was the same every watch: fear and anxiety.
He was always happy when it was time to return.
The responsibility of the whole village and its safety
is a lot to bear, Angus thought to himself. He then
started to wind his way around the rugged hilltop
overlooking the wild North Sea. The light was
starting to peek through the misty sky and the early
morning rays were sparkling on the sea below and
starting to bring warmth to his cold body. It was the
one thing he enjoyed about being on the lookout at
night, the beauty of the evening sky and the early
morning sky. Yes, the gods were being kind to him
and blessing him with their paintings—glimpses of
the heavenlies.

Then his mind swept back to the reality of his
task. Fear! Yes, always the fear of death and of battle
worried him. The Romans’ forays into the Islands
were becoming more frequent as they searched
for slaves for the expanding empire. The isles had
proved a great source of slaves and they were now
coming more often. Angus had lost his two brothers,
one cousin, and an uncle to the Roman raids. No
matter how much they prepared, still they never
were able to hold the raids at bay. The Romans had
proved to be too skilled and trained in the ways of
war, disciplined and unstoppable. But what else
could one do but resist and fight?

Angus was 18 years old—a man by the standard
of the Islanders; youth soon flees in these wild
windswept isles; the hard life of survival swept the
years of youth far from him. He no longer looked like
a youth, as the hard living of the isles had made him
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look older than his actual years.

Life consisted of working the crofts’, fishing the
sea and warring with their many enemies. For beside
the Romans, there were also the occasional raids
from other Celtic tribes in Erin! and from the men of
the North; also the rivalries of the tribes on this and
other Islands made warriors out of all. If all could
unite on the isles, then maybe they could manage to
be a force strong enough to hold the Romans.

There was no family who had not lost at least
one loved one to the raiders. Aye, it was a rough life,
but what else was there? The men of the Orkneys,
he heard, had built fabled towers that had held the
Romans at bay—brochs? they called them. Some
of the men who had sailed there before had seen
them and heard of how the men of those places had
withstood the Romans and defeated them. Aye, if
only they had men skilled to do such feats here.

Angus trudged through the damp boggy ground
across the moor to the sheltered glen where his
village sat. He could see the smoke rising into the
sky before him now. The light was slowly filling the
land and everything was springing to life. The smell
of the burning peat and the cooking of breakfast was
filling his nostrils and feeding his growing hunger.
Aye, he was looking forward to a nice hot breakfast
of soup and bannocks.

The sound of the early morning hubbub reached
his ears, bringing a smile to his face. The sun was
now warming the cool air and Angus pulled off his
shirt. He enjoyed the summer air; it was one of his
favorite times of year. Some of the dogs picked up his
scent and barked out warning, bringing the attention
of the guards to him for a moment. But recognizing
him, they soon turned back to their blethering’.

'Erin: Ireland
2brochs: pre-historic Scottish towers found in the Orkneys, built by the Picts
as fortified dwellings
1
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Angus smiled to himself, as he figured they were
probably talking about the games of yesterday. There
had been a great time had by all. Fighting with
swords and fist, wrestling and games of skill such
as bow and spear, as well as running and hunting.
Angus reflected with pride on his participation as
he had won the running events—all three, plus
one of the wrestling bouts and came second in the
competition with bow and arrow. He lost the sword
fighting but that was because he was left-handed—at
least he comforted himself with that thought. He had
won one out of three of the wrestling bouts which he
was proud of.

Yes, it was a great day, he thought, pride swelling
up in him as he realized he would be the subject of
talk in the village for months to come.

As he neared the outer stockade, his eyes caught
movement down at the burn’. Angus moved quietly
over the bracken’. He then dreept’ down the rocks
to get a better look. It was Katriona, the daughter
of chief Lochiel. She was having a morning bath.
He glanced back up the hill, over at the stockade to
see if anyone was watching him. Then looked back
down, where he watched captivated as the water ran
down her snow-white skin. Each drop was glistening
like jewels, scintillating in the morning light. Her
raven hair was reflecting the light as the sun shone
on it, giving a supernatural glow to her. She stood
there listening to the singing brook and the wind
rustling through the long grass, as she bathed in the
crystal clear waters.

Angus sighed to himself. Ah! he thought, if I had
only been a bard, I could compose a poem or lilt' about
her.

Katriona was beautiful, sixteen years old and
as yet not spoken for, as her father was chief and a
man of fierce temperament and canny’ with it. No
one had dared to ask for her or presume to approach
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him. Aye, it would have to be a man of great ability
and renowned skill as a warrior to come before him
for her hand. It was also said she was spae’, which
was a gift of the gods. Aye, she was a different lass
from all the rest.

Angus’ eyes were riveted to this stunning
apparition as though under a breef” and continued
watching the water slowly run down her shapely
form. Then as she turned and made her way over
to the bank where her tunic lay, a shout suddenly
broke the spell.

“Angus, over here! Come! I'll get some food for
youl!”

It was Lachie, his friend. Angus broke into a
rather embarrassed smile as he greeted him.

“Aye, great Lachie,” he replied, hoping he hadn’t
noticed what he had been doing. He started to climb
up and head over towards Lachie, who had now
turned and started back into the stockade.

Angus stopped for a moment, and glanced back
over his shoulder to Katriona below at the burn.
Lachie’s call had alerted her that someone was near,
and now she’d pulled her tunic around her and was
looking up directly at him.

Their eyes met for a moment. There was no
embarrassment or blush from her as she looked
boldly into his eyes, but there was a certain exchange
of spirits. He could see the power and strength of
Lochiel in her eyes, but there was more ... something
he could not put his finger on—something special,
an aura.

She'd be a prize worth striving for, he thought.
There’s a fire in her that I've never seen in another. If
only I could get her as my bride.

Angus then turned his gaze from her and made
his way over to the stockade. Lachie was already
ladling out a bowl of soup for him and soon the two
of them were hunkered” down against the stockade,
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with Angus gobbling a hot breakfast as though he
had not eaten in days.

Lachie was a robust, energetic man, much older
than Angus was and with a large bushy beard.
Lachie had taken Angus under his wing at a young
age and taught him all he knew. They both loved
to hunt together, wrestle and dander’ through the
hills and glens. Lachie was a bit given to the clavers’
and was blate’ around the lassies, so Angus always
pulled his leg and joked with him. But they were the
best of friends and it was a great feeling to relax after
a long night’s work. The soup was hot and filling and
Lachie was great company.

Angus was tall, well built and with blue eyes.
He had long flowing hair and a moustache, but no
beard. Around his neck hung a medallion with the
engraving of mistletoe, a gift from a Druid to him for
once saving his life. Ah, that was a tale to tell and
gained him a lot of respect in the village. It would
bring him safekeeping—so the Druid had said—and
he always wore it. He also wore a silver arm bracelet
in the shape of a snake around his arm. It had been
a gift from his older brother just before the raid that
took him prisoner to Rome.

Lachie and Angus sat back and enjoyed each
other’s company while they ate. Soon the two of
them were busy discussing the next day’s hunt.

Not many miles away, a Roman galley ship was
plowing steadily through the roaring North Sea.
Claudius, the commanding centurion on board,
looked out over the horizon as he reflected on the
past months during his time at home in Rome. He had
been involved in the battle with the Iceni in Britannia
just before his trip home to Rome and had looked
forward to seeing his family. Some of the Britanni
led by Queen Boadicea had rebelled and caused a
lot of trouble. Later on, though, Nero discovered it
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had been the fault of the Roman governor Suetonius
Paulinus, who had acted too hastily and too brutally
in trying to assert control over her territories after
the death of her husband. The Ninth Legion had
been destroyed and the Romans suffered several
defeats. This had angered Nero severely. There were
enough troubles in Britannia without making more,
Nero raved, but at last the revolt had been put down
and all was once more peace.

Claudius had met the queen a few times during
his time stationed in Britannia. She was beautiful
in a savage way. Twice during the brief war they had
met across the battlefield. He had greatly admired
her courage and remembered her standing in front
of her warriors, her long hair flowing in the winds
and her chariot fitted out with long blades in the
center of her wheels—dangerous weapons that
cut through the Roman foot soldiers like wheat. It
was sad she had taken her life. Still what else had
remained for her but death, or to be brought to Rome
for the amusement of Nero?

He fingered the brooch that clasped his cape.
It had been a gift from the emperor himself for his
great services to the empire in being a part of the
victory over the forces of the Iceni. He had succeeded
in rescuing the standard, which was taken when the
bearer fell. He had rallied the troops and inspired
them. Tribune Marcus had then arrived and
between them they defeated the army. The brooch
was a gold engraving of an eagle, the well-recognized
symbol of Rome.

Claudius had enjoyed his time with his wife
and newborn son in Rome. His wife was of a noble
family and it had been unusual for a centurion to
take a noble to wife. Claudius had worked his way
up as his family had been a mixed one, not pure
Roman. Her father, Lucidus Valerius, a senator of
Rome, had consented amid criticism and even given

15



OVERCOMERS II

them some land as a present before his death. He
was a strange contrast to the other senators; he was
kind and understanding and accepted Claudius as
his own son. It had been a sad day when he died
unexpectedly—murdered by an unknown assailant
on his way home from visiting a friend. No one
found out the reason why. It hadn’t been robbery
as his valuables were intact, and he had no known
outspoken enemies. But that was how Rome could
be sometimes.

Ah, Rome—a place of pleasure and excitement,
but also of lurking fear. Rome had been changing
over the years, and now under the rule of Nero there
was unrest and division among many of the nobles.
Rumors were rampant about a strange group of
fanatics who followed a dead carpenter and were
trying to take over the empire.

Claudius laughed to himself as he thought of
such an idea! No, Rome was the eternal empire—and
even if its emperor was for the moment rumored to
have gone insane, the empire itself was here to stay.
The glorious city of Rome was a gem that would
endure for a thousand years. His own months in
Rome had passed quickly and too soon for him. Now
once more he was off to battle, a raid on some distant
and largely forgotten coast.

He glanced back and saw the three ships
following behind, each plowing through the waves
toward the now approaching isles, their first stop.
The northern isles had proved to be a great source
of strong young slaves who were in high demand in
Rome.

It was time to rouse the men and prepare for
battle. A signal was sent to the other ships. The plan
was to move in from two separate landing sites that
had been determined on maps beforehand, Claudius
leading the first group of two ships, and another
centurion leading a second.

16
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Claudius smiled to himself as he remembered
the last engagement on these shores. It had been
quick, ruthless, and had yielded twenty strong men
and two pretty maids.

The next stop would be harder. Thankfully he
would not be there though, as he was scheduled
to return with the slaves after the raid. Yes, the
Orkneys. If the Islanders there spotted them, it
would prove fierce fighting due to their impregnable
brochs. The only course to win a victory there was
total surprise. Still, Bruno, who would be leading
this force, was skilled in such operations.

Back on the isle a shout from the stockade
brought Angus and Lachie to their feet in an instant,
dropping their bowls of hot soup to the ground.
They looked to the distant point where Domnal was
pointing and saw the warning fire burning.

“Raiders! Raiders!” Lochiel shouted. “Women
and children to the glen over the brae’! Men arm
yourselves and move to the shore! We canna let them
past the shore or we’re finished!” Lochiel grabbed
his sword and rushed to the shore, quickly followed
by a horde of men armed and ready for battle.

Lochiel led the battle, his great sword curving
through the air slicing and cutting his way through
the first Roman troops tramping towards him. Aye,
he was a tough warrior and his men, loyal and
fearless, followed him without thought of their own
safety.

The other two ships had landed unseen behind
a rise in the landscape, and the Romans who
disembarked there soon made their way around and
over the hill. The second centurion, Bruno, smiled
as he looked down on the scene below where the
islanders were battling in the sea and shore with the
soldiers from the first ships.

Within a short time the Roman reinforcements
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had maneuvered behind down the crook of the hill
across the bracken- and heather-covered moor and
down to the battle below. The attack was brutal and
fierce. The Celtae had no chance; and the disciplined
Roman troops soon had them on the run.

The islanders had known that if the Romans
made past the shore there was no chance of victory,
and though they fought like lions they were put to
flight with heavy losses. Lochiel had been wounded,
and Gilespie and Lachie had helped him escape to
the safety of the glens, while Domnal had led the
other survivors to the hills.

Angus had been wounded in the leg, the arm,
and side and was unable to flee.

The Romans soon had him chained along with
twenty others. They were herded into waiting boats
and then taken to the ships that would bring them
to Rome.

Angus lamented as he lay in the dark hold of
the ship, breathless and in pain from his wounds,
knowing he would probably never see his home or
island again. What would become of Lachie? He
would miss him. What of his mother? How would
she survive without him? What of his young brother,
the last man of his family remaining now that he
was taken? His father had died some years ago, and
Angus was now the third son to be taken by the
Romans. His mother—if she was still alive—would
be heartbroken to learn of it.

What lay in store now? Life as a slave? He
touched his medallion. Little good it ended up doing
me, he thought. Still, who knows, maybe the gods
have wished this so.

Angus looked at the others there. Aye, it would be
a hard loss for the village. So many young men, and
so soon after the last raid. A shadow came over him
and caused him to look up. He found himself looking
into the face of the centurion who was examining the
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wounds on his body. The centurion spoke roughly to
a man beside him, but Angus could not understand
the conversation. However the man quickly left and
returned with ointments and bandages, and began
tending to Angus’ wounds. Angus watched with
interest as the centurion continued making his
rounds and checking to see that the prisoners were
taken care of.

Angus thought it unusual at first for a Roman to
show care for his enemies, but then realized at once
that it was because they were to be sold as slaves,
and slaves bring better money if they are healthy and
strong. So it was that the captives were well fed and
tended to for the duration of the voyage—a voyage
Angus thought would never end—and when the
ships arrived in Rome the captives were as healthy
as any of the Romans aboard the vessels.

The slaves were herded together and led ashore,
and brought to a place where they were held for four
days. Although chained, they were fed well and kept
clean. When the day arrived for the auction, they
were bathed and massaged with oils and brought to
the market place where a great crowd had gathered.
Rumor had it that even Nero had his representative
among the bidders to purchase new slaves for the
palace.

Tigellinus, of the Praetorian—who was rapidly
gaining favor with Nero, rivaling that of the
Prefect Burrus—was present. Several senators,
distinguishable by their white and grossly oversized
togas, were also among the crowd of buyers.

One by one the slaves were escorted onto the
platform—men of the isles, of Gaul, of Egypt, and
countless other countries under the iron rule of the
mighty Roman empire. Now it was Angus who stood
tall and bold with his head held high in defiance.

The bids started. Angus watched, eyeing the
crowds, the senators, the nobles, the officers. His eyes
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fell on the centurion who had taken them captive.
The man’s hand rose! He was bidding! Angus looked
at him in wonder. Why was he bidding? Angus was
young and strong, but the wounds he had incurred,
though they had for the most part healed, left him
for the present weak, and thus of little use for
anything but menial tasks. But there were plenty of
more attractive slaves fit for such duties. Why then
was the centurion now bidding?

There were not many other bidders, aside from
some plebeians hoping for a cheap chance at a
potential gladiator. But in the end the bidding
stopped and Angus found himself the property of
the centurion Claudius.

20

-2-
A SECRET DISCOVERED

The following months passed quickly as Angus
found his new master to be a kind one. He was
schooled to learn Latin and trained in household
duties. His master ignored his sometimes defiant
look, and Angus soon found he took a secret liking
to this commander of his enemies. Angus had
decided that his only chance to ever get free was to
cooperate and wait, and in the meantime learn what
he could from these people who had conquered the
world, and pray that his gods would engineer a way
of escape for him in time.

After a period of eleven months, Angus spoke
Latin quite well and could communicate enough
for his duties and trips to the market. He was often
allowed to go by himself, as he had proven himself
faithful to his duties and master.

Claudius soon found out that he was being
called off to sea again, and would be gone for a spell
of one to two years in Britannia. During this time,
the centurion’s wife, Valeria, handled the overseeing
of Angus’ duties. Anthony, whom the centurion had
placed over him, was the housemaster and took care
of all the day-to-day essentials. Angus was his chief
worker.

It was a sad day for all in the household when,
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a year later, word was brought that Centurion
Claudius had been slain in battle in Britannia.
The household was disrupted for weeks and Angus
discovered that Valeria would be moving to a smaller
residence and selling half the slaves—including
Anthony and himself.

Senator Gaius, an old friend of Valeria’s
father who had property in Gaul and other ends
of the empire, had asked for Angus to help with
his household in Rome. Gaius knew of the trust
Claudius had put in Angus, and since he would be
making a trip to his properties in Gaul later in the
year, he felt Angus would be a beneficial addition to
his staff.

Anthony found a new home with Senator
Quinton, another friend of the late Lucidus.

Angus found Senator Gaius to be a very
understanding and kind man. Aye, it would not
surprise him if Gaius were partly the cause of his
former master’s kindness. Gaius always seemed to
be involved in many duties to help the poor. He also
spent time at many meetings with men and women
of all levels of society, quite unusual for a Roman
senator of nobility. People around him felt a great
peace while with him and therefore spoke well of
him.

EX3

It was now three months since Angus had moved
to the home of Gaius and by chance (or was it?) there
were no present duties for Angus to attend to. Most of
the household were away on a trip with the mistress,
Helvia. Aside from three other servants and himself,
Gaius was the only other one home. So Angus found
himself a quiet place in the garden to rest.

There was a nice patch of grass behind a row of
beautiful scented rose bushes and he lay down there
and started to drift off into a blissful sleep. Soon he
was dreaming of the hills of home, of his mother,
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Anu, sitting with him near the Great Stone Cross,
telling him the tales of Samhain, Lord of Death.
Stories of the mischievous kelpies” who played tricks
on those who saw them, or the great goddess Danu
and her battle with the firbolgs and the fomoirans”.

Then the noise of nearby talking awoke Angus,
and he realized that Gaius was sitting on the bench
beside the vines, and on the other side of the bush
where Angus now lay concealed. He easily overheard
the conversation.

“It’s getting dangerous, Gaius. We can’t keep
having those meetings so openly. I've heard rumors
that Tigellinus has a secret hatred for all believers
and is trying to once more stir up trouble. Nero is
getting more demented as the time goes by and I fear
for our safety. I know in a short time you will be off
to Gaul, but what of our work? Who will guide us
now? “

“Dear Justin, you are much given to worry, but
you need not fear,” said Gaius. “Would our dear
Lord leave us comfortless? Did He not promise to
keep us and be with us? Luke and Martha have
been running the church on the west side and have
offered to take care of you while I am gone. There
are rumors that Peter may even come to encourage
the church in Rome. You need not fear. Why, there
are many others in the senate and military who are
coming to our meetings. Quinton, to whom Martha
is bonded, has drawn closer and may even join us in
God’s time. So, my friend, do not fret, but let us hold
fast to the faith in our Lord and Savior.”

Angus lay there listening to this conversation.
What did it all mean? He remembered stories he’d
heard from other slaves and in the market. Could
Gaius be a Christian—one of those strange people
who worshipped some dead carpenter they claimed
had returned from the dead? No! Preposterous!
They were out to destroy the empire. Gaius would
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never involve himself with such people. Then again,
others had said these Christians were kind folk who
helped the poor and weak, and Gaius easily fit that
description.

Angus silently remained where he was and
listened as Gaius and Justin spoke of other details
concerning meetings to come. There was to be a
meeting before Gaius’ departure to Gaul in Claudius’
residence. This piece of information surprised
Angus. He had thought that Claudius’ property had
been sold!

After Gaius and Justin left, Angus returned
to the house, where he engaged the steward of the
house in casual conversation about Valeria and the
estate, and learned that Gaius had persuaded her
to keep the house, and rather to sell her father’s old
villa outside Rome. Gaius managed her investments
for her, and saw to it that she and her son, the young
Paulus, were always well provided for.

Angus was pleased by the news and happy
for his former master’s family. He determined to
somehow find out more about Gaius, and if indeed
he was working together with Christians, and what
sort of people those Christians would be.

EX3

Angus quietly left the compound and made his
way through the narrow streets. Fear rose in his
chest. If he was caught, he would face punishment
as a runaway, which could cost him all the liberty
and trust he had gained over the years—if not more!
Why am I doing this? I could be risking my very hope
of one day returning home, and all to discover the
truth behind the story of a dead carpenter?

He thought back to his isle and the Mystical
Stones of Callanish where the Druids would hold
their ceremonies. He remembered the great power
of the Mistletoe and strong Oak, of the wild winds
blowing through the Great Stones making the
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waefu’ sounds that filled the air with fear during the
sacrifices. He had always wondered in amazement
at their powers and abilities. They would read the
future from the bones of the dead sacrifice and they
could do magical things and curse those who dared
to cross them. Why, they had more power than any
chieftain, no matter how great their clann’!

Aye, Lochiel was one to fear, but the Druids—
even Lochiel made sure to not offend Nielbauld!
Angus could see the Druid in his mind’s eye. Tall,
robed in white, with his long white beard flying in
the strong winds, his mouth muttering mystical
chants and calling on strange powers.

Why am I so curious about the God of these
Christians when I have the gods of my fathers? I have
the great heritage of my Celtic ancestors? What need
have I of another? Angus fingered the medallion
that hung around his neck, remembering the day
Nielbauld had given it to him.

But the symbol of the medallion seemed empty
here. It was as though the love and peace he saw in
Gaius was stronger and more tangible than the fear
and power of the Druids. He had to find out if this
had anything to do with the Christians, and what
was so special about their carpenter that they would
risk their lives and freedom for him.

He managed to avoid the frequent guards who
patrolled the dark cobblestone streets. Twice he was
almost caught but just managed to find an alcove to
quickly hide in. His heart pounded like a drum and
beads of sweat formed on his brows as he made his
way across town. Finally his heart felt lighter and
he heaved a sigh of relief as Claudius’ house came
into sight. He could see some movement at end of the
street near the rear entrance to the compound lay.
Angus quickly surveyed the situation and decided to
climb over the wall near the baths. There was a line
of hedges on the other side that he could drop down

25



OVERCOMERS II

behind, and so stay out of sight while he surveyed
the scene to discover where the meeting was being
held.

Once there, he could see a dim light in one
of the windows. The garden was exactly as he
remembered it, and he easily found his way to
another line of hedges from where he could overhear
the guests inside. He settled down and listened to
the conversation within.

One man had started to speak and a hush came
upon all that listened. “One day while Jesus spoke
to the people, there came along a man who after
listening to Jesus asked Him, ‘Good Master, what is
the most important commandment?’

‘Jesus stopped and looked at him, then
answered, ‘To love the Lord your God with all your
heart, with all your mind, and with all your soul.
The second is like unto it, to love your neighbor as
yourself. On these two commandments hang all the
laws and the prophets.’

“The man stood quiet for a moment as he
considered this then added, ‘Who is my neighbor?’

“‘Jesus then told the story of a Jewish traveler
who had gone to a distant city and was attacked
and robbed by thieves who stripped him and left
him wounded and naked in the road. A priest came
by, and the wounded man called out to him, but the
priest hurried off, lest he also be attacked. Some
time later, a Levite of the temple came past, but this
man also hurried on his way. The wounded man
had almost given up hope when he heard the sound
of a horse. Looking up from the ground, he saw a
Samaritan riding toward him.

“Now the Jews hated the Samaritans and
avoided their lands. There was no hope that this
Samaritan would help. In fact, the Samaritan would
likely finish what the robbers had started, and kill
him. The Jew’s heart pounded with fear as the
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Samaritan stopped and approached him. But wait
... the Samaritan pulled out a flask of water, and
gave it to the Jew. He helped him on to his horse
and took him to an inn. There the Samaritan paid
the innkeeper to look after the Jew until he was well
enough to travel, and promised to cover any of the
innkeeper’s expenses on the Jew’s behalf.

“Now which of these was the neighbor to the
wounded man?’ said Jesus.

“The Samaritan,’ replied the man.

“Go thou and do likewise!’ Jesus answered.

“That, my brothers and sisters, is my question to
you: Who is your neighbor? The poor drunkard? The
harlot? The Roman soldiers who persecute you? The
idol worshippers? Yes. All of these are your neighbor
and more. For we are sent to seek out the lost and
bring them into His fold. Whether he is a slave or a
free man, a robber or a soldier, an idol-worshipper
or an unbeliever—all are called to come to our Lord.
Brothers and sisters, all those you see who are in
need are your neighbors, and God has called us to
help them, to love them as He has loved us.”

The words Angus heard touched him and stirred
his heart with emotions he could not understand.
The seed of faith had been planted.

It was still a good few hours before dawn when
Angus returned to his quarters in the house of
Senator Gaius. It did not appear that his absence
had been noticed, and he had made the journey
home in safety. It would soon be time to start work
and Angus lay down for a moment, to reflect upon
the result of his night’s trip.

What little he had observed of these Christians
and their teachings only made him eager to learn
more—especially about the man Jesus. As Angus
had listened to the words being said, he had felt his
heart lighten. The words of Jesus now sunk deep into
his consciousness and made him think. They were
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not words as he had heard in the meetings of other
religions. Angus had attended Roman ceremonies
with Claudius, and seen the Greek and Egyptian
slaves at worship. And of course there were his own
memories of the Druid services and rituals to his
own gods back home.

He would have to learn more about these
Christians. But how?
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It was early morning and the sunlight was
gleaming through the thick long grass surrounding
the white sands along the shoreline. A rabbit popped
up his head, looked left and right, hesitated a
moment, twitched his nose, and then darted off
into the long grass. A gull gave a lonesome cry as
she swooped down to the nest on the cliff’s side.
Meanwhile, a small boat pulled up silently onto the
sandy beach, unheard for the loud crashing of the
waves. Five rough-looking individuals clambered
out and moved stealthily along the white soft sands.
They walked slowly, their eyes flickering from side
to side eyeing the surrounding hills for any sign of
movement.

These were hardened men of war, Iverni! raiders
returning from a raid on the mainland, with a cargo
of slaves. They were low on supplies and needed
to take on some food and drinking water before
returning home, so they had landed here. They
climbed the brae and glanced through the rippling
waves of rich green grass and bracken down to the
glen below. Their eyes were constantly shifting and
alert for the slightest movement, their ears listening
intently for any unusual sounds.

"lverni: An Irish tribe
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“Whist!” came a quiet but firm voice. Everyone
froze and followed the finger of the redheaded giant
in front.

“There over yonder,” he said, pointing down to
where a small burn trickled down a gully to a lush
green howe” below. The other four men strained
their eyes and made out three people carrying some
packs on their back. They stopped and sat down at
the burn drinking the crystal waters, quite unaware
of the danger lurking nearby.

Aye, it was easy prey and most likely they were
carrying some supplies in their bundles. The tall
leader smiled as he fingered his gullie”.

“We need to strike now as there may be more
of them further along the glen!” He eyed the glen,
squinting against the sunlight, and pointed further
down the burn where the stream turned and winded
around a small hillock into a wee neuk’.

“There, we can scoot down the hill and wait for
them over in the long grass,” he said brusquely.

The men soon disappeared and were quickly
moving through the long grass to the spot below,
unobserved by the travelers.

Katriona, Clohn, and Neil were returning from
a trip to a neighboring settlement. There they had
traded some of their fish and meat for produce.
Lochiel and his clann were hunters and fishers.
The neighboring clann, further inland, was skilled
in tilling the land. Lochiel had arranged a pact
with them where they traded and allied themselves
together in time of war. The two clanns had often
banded together to fight off the Heron—a wild clann
that used to be at constant war with them. But in
more recent years the Heron had signed a truce with
the clanns, and were now allied to them also.

The trip had been very good for the three
travelers. They had gotten many needed items,
and were in good spirits as they walked along,
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unprepared for what was to follow.

But that very morning Katriona had had a
strange vision. She had seen the face of a man. He
was not of Celtic origin. He had a dark skin and long
flowing hair. His eyes were loving and deep, such
as she had never before seen. He looked at her and
she felt filled with love for him. It was as if the man
wanted to speak to her. He was calling her. Then
the vision had passed. She didn’t know what it had
meant, and it had troubled her whenever it returned
to her memory, but now her mind was on other
things, and she was as oblivious as her fellows to
the danger that awaited them.

Within minutes of their turning around the bend
the three were overpowered and bound. Then they
found themselves being herded with their supplies to
the nearby shore and ferried off to the waiting ship.

It had all happened so fast. The three sat in a
state of unbelief as the ship pulled away, bound for
the Iverni coast.

The journey soon took a new twist as high waves
rocked the ship with a ferocity that made even the
hardened raiders wonder if they had displeased the
gods in some way. Gale-force winds blew the ship in
some unknown direction while heavy rains almost
blinded the sailors. Skilled though these men were
in the arts of sailing, they could do little in the face
of such a powerful force of nature.

Katriona eyed these rough raiders as they
worked trying to steer the ship and bring it to some
coast in safety. She then looked at the other captives
on board, who were chained to the ship as she was.
They were a mixed group of Picts and Celts from the
mainland. There were twenty-seven in all—a mixed
group of men women and children. What would befall
them all? Would they live to reach the Iverni lands?
Were they fated to sink below the raging seas?
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Just then she had a vision, and clearly saw the
hills of her home: There she stood above the machair
looking out to the wind-swept sea from the watch
point and beside her stood someone, a man. His
face turned slowly toward her. It was the man she
had seen some years ago as she bathed in the burn
near her home, though much older and with a scar
over his left eye. What could this mean? The vision
passed and she was back to the reality of the storm
and fears of the moment.

Had the gods shown her the future? She felt a
peace come upon her. Yes. It was, she felt sure, a
glimpse into the future. Somehow or other she was
destined to return to the isle and meet this man
again. She thought of that moment when their eyes
had made contact and the sensations that she had
felt being aroused within. There had been something
alluring and magnetic in that gaze. She tried to
remember his name. He had been one of the winners
the day before in the games. Angus! Yes, that was
it, Angus. A memory of pain swept her heart as she
realized he had been captured by Roman raiders
that same day. Did this mean he would live to return
to the isle? Strange how that moment had stuck with
her so long. He was handsome, but it was not that.
The feelings of that memory had grown to feelings
of love, and somehow she knew that the vision had
something to do with the reason for this storm.

o,
EX3

In the cold wet fields of distant Britannia the
Roman legions had won a great victory over an
uprising of clanns in the southwest. Tribune Marcus
had once more led his troops to victory, giving him
a reputation above all in Britannia. He sat on his
horse watching the prisoners being ushered along
by his troops. The leader of these rebels, Garth by
name, was taken and brought to the procurator,
where he was made to kneel in chains before his
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conquerors in the eyes of all the city.

The centurion in charge of the parade was
Cornelius, who at the same time brought news that
the Centurion Claudius Melitus had been discovered
among several Roman prisoners held by the defeated
Celtae.

That night in the Roman camp Claudius shared
his story with the procurator, Tiberius Paulus. He
had been wounded and taken captive along with
some other of his company. The chief had spared
him, believing a centurion might be of some use in a
future bargain that had never come to him.

Tiberius prepared a message for Caesar detailing
the success of the battle and announcing that peace
once more prevailed in all Britannia. Claudius would
be returning with the first ship back to Rome.

The first ship that came stopped for several days
at a port in Gaul, where Claudius received a surprise
visit from Senator Gaius Falco. Gaius had heard of
the rescue of Claudius and immediately came to
see him, telling Claudius all the news of how his
wife was taken care of, that the properties outside
Rome had been sold, and that the business ventures
he was investing in for her were prospering. Gaius
also told of Angus, and how he was working in his
household now and had been of great help in its
organization.

Claudius was thankful for all this information
and to hear about Valeria. It still amazed Claudius
that Gaius would treat him and his family as friends
and equals despite being of a higher station and
birth. Claudius was grateful to Gaius for his help.
Gaius then left Claudius with a message to give to
his wife, and departed back to Gaul. He would be
remaining there for some months before returning
back to Rome. After thanking Gaius for his help, the
two men parted ways.

*,
”n

33



OVERCOMERS II

The Iverni ship, beaten and tossed by the
billowing waves, had strayed far from its course.
Now, as the storm subsided, they found themselves
in greater danger than they had left—in full view of
three Roman warships that were approaching them
at full speed. There was no chance of escaping them.
The only choice was to fight, and hope to inflict
enough damage to convince the Romans to leave
them alone.

The redheaded giant Coilus snapped out a
command and the ship headed out straight into
the approaching ships. The Iverni vessel scraped
hard against the hull of the foremost Roman ship,
and with a wild yell Coilus vaulted over the side, his
broad sword swinging. He was followed closely by
his barbaric hoard of screaming raiders who slashed
and hacked their way across the deck towards the
centurion—hoping that if they could capture him
they would be able to bargain for their safety.

Although the Iverni were good fighters and well
used to war, they were no match for the disciplined
Roman troops. Coilus and his men fought like a
wild animals inflicting as much damage as they
could, yet despite their bravery they were quickly
overpowered and defeated.

Coilus, his crew, and his captives, were soon
chained and being led below deck to join the other
Roman captives.

Katriona watched as the redheaded giant
descended into the belly of the Roman ship, now a
captive himself. Strange how fate can change the
tide of events in a moment, if it was fate? Or was it
the gods unfolding their special plans?

When they were all below deck, Katriona looked
around to see her two companions, Clohn and Neil,
chained near a strong-looking blond man. He stood
out from all the others. He had a certain composure
about him. There was no fear or bitterness or hatred

34

A VISION ON THE SEAS

in his dark brown eyes that, despite the man’s
surroundings, looked soft and caring. His long
blond hair tumbled around his shoulders, and his
appearance was tidy and clean—unusual for the
Celts, yet also not too rare.

She soon spotted Coilus, in a corner. His eyes
brimmed with hate and pride, and his long red hair
and bushy beard glowed like a fire around his face.
Coilus looked around, his deep green eyes flashing
like a trapped animal. His gaze stopped at the blond
man across from him.

“Who are you?” he snarled at the man, sensing
the stranger was somewhat out of place among these
captives.

The blond man looked over to him. His gaze was
firm but calm. It was not a look of hate, pride, or
bitterness, but of a quiet confidence and strength
that came from somewhere within him.

“My name is Aleric,” he answered slowly and
quietly in the Celtic tongue.

Coilus stopped—sensing an authority in the
man’s gaze and voice.

Katriona was shocked to see Coilus pull back
like a dog submitting to the command of its master.
It was as though Aleric had cast a spell on him. Who
was he? Was he a warlock? Was he some powerful
enchanter? Who could he be to exercise such
authority? No, it was not the power or authority of a
warlock or Druid. What she saw emanate from his
eyes was different—an authority of love, peace, and
joy!

“You have reaped what you sowed, Iverni. Now
you will die like the rest of us,” snarled another voice
from near Aleric.

Katriona looked over to a young blond-haired
man about her own age—handsome, clean-shaven,
and strong. He looked similar to Aleric, as if the two
could have been brothers. She looked into his eyes
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and saw cold blue eyes filled with death, hate, and
anger. She shivered a little, feeling afraid. This man
radiated evil as strongly as Aleric radiated peace.

Suddenly she could see a vision. It was an arena
of some sort and the younger man was there. He
held a strange weapon like a spear but with three
prongs. Beside him was a dark-skinned man with
a sword. The young Celt’s eyes were filled with the
same malice. Then the scene changed and the young
man lay still in the sand, dead! Yes, he would die as
he had lived—a man of hate and bitterness.

Aleric turned to face the man. “We are all in the
same boat now, Armirius. What good is it to turn
on each other and fight? The Iverni and we are now
in the same position, for God has seen fit to turn
the tide of events. Let us now put aside this evil of
hate and join together, for only in this will we have
strength to survive and win.”

The young man looked down submissively,
mumbling something to himself.

Coilus glanced once more at Aleric, and then
withdrew deeper into his corner.

Katriona gazed at Aleric, and wondered again at
his power over people. Her eyes shifted to his fingers
as they drew in the dust on the floor of the ship. He
drew a shape that resembled a cross. But no, it was
something else—an anchor. The top looked like a
cross, similar to the great standing stone cross. She
pictured the great standing stones as she leaned
back and closed her eyes. Was this man drawing
some magical symbol? It had been unusual for her
to have so many visions so close together. I wonder
what the gods have planned for us?

It was early in the morning and Centurion
Claudius was again aboard the ship that would take
him back home. The procurator Tiberius Paulus
had given him a message to deliver to his daughter,
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Camilla, in Rome, who Claudius had once met
there.

Along with a legate of officials, Centurion
Cornelius and a company of troops were also
aboard, and they were on deck, speaking loudly
with one another as they waited for the ship to get
underway. Cornelius was due to return to Rome, and
was of course full of stories of his own brave exploits
in Britannia.

The conversation soon came to the subject of the
growing sect of the Christians that was now a topic
of conversation in all parts of the empire.

Cornelius mentioned that several years ago a
landowner who owned property in Britannia had
told him many things regarding this sect. This
landowner had been stationed in Palestine under
Pontius Pilate and had been present at the death of
Jesus, the carpenter-God of these Christians. The
landowner had told of a miraculous healing of his
servant by this Jesus of Nazareth, and of signs in
the heavens at the man’s death.

Claudius was very thoughtful and wondered
after all he had heard. In Rome during his last visit
he had heard much concerning the Christians.
Valeria had always spoken well of them, and even
her father, the late Lucidus Valerius, had at times
spoken in their defense. He suddenly realized that
even Gaius only spoke good of them.

The conversation soon drifted to other matters of
Rome, and soon they were discussing the victories
of Tribune Marcus, of which Cornelius claimed to
be an authority, openly declaring that, while Marcus
was a great warrior, he was also arrogant and
full of self-importance. “His reputation as a great
leader, warrior, and strategist is only rivaled by his
reputation as a womanizer,” laughed Cornelius.

Claudius smiled, and turned his attention to the
captain, who at that moment shouted out the order
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to raise the sails, lower the oars, and prepare to
head out to sea.

CODEXII

ANNO DOMINI 63
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IN THE HALLS OF ROME

Nero was indulging his desires, surrounded by
women, senators, statesmen, poets, philosophers,
artists, and those seeking to prosper from their
affiliation to his power.

Tigellinus, who had now taken the place of Burrus
as Prefect of the Praetorian Guard, sat to one side,
deep in conversation with Aelius Junius—master of
the gladiators and a close friend of Tigellinus.

Senator Quinton and Seneca stood to the side
and were involved in conversations about the
writings of Pliny!, Strabo!, and Cato! as well as
discussing the fates of the Brothers Gracchus?
(They had tried to use their power to help the poor,
only to be assassinated by those who feared them.
Their lesson had stood strong for many years as
proof that you can’t change the way Rome is. Yes,
you have to accept Rome where she is and she will
be kind to you, but she resists those who dare to
change her beauty.)

“Yes, I agree with you Seneca, Rome was not so
kind to those who tried to change the normal way,”
said Quinton.

! Pliny, Strabo, Cato: Roman historians
2 Brothers Gracchus: Two brothers (Tiberius, 163-133 B.C. and Gaius,
153-121 B.C.) who tried to reform Rome. Both were killed.
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“But there are other ways to introduce change,
that bring not the same trouble these brothers faced.
It is in poetry and satirical writings, which do not
incite the masses but speak to the intellect,” Seneca
replied.

“Ah yes, these writers do have a way with words,”
stated Quinton. “But will they change much?”

“They are the only way Rome will ever be
influenced to change,” continued Seneca. “Change
cannot be forced on forceful people. It must be
introduced gradually into their thoughts. There
are many satirical writings which are masterpieces
on the danger of seeking after power and beauty.
Though I would question some of the ideas about
women put forth by Lucretius!!”

“l am not so sure, then, Seneca,” Quinton
replied. “Many things have been written, but few
have changed. Look around and what do you see?
Nothing but men greedy for power, seeking beauty to
gratify their desires and lusts. Rome has read such
writings, but the words are as empty as the deeds
that are borne of them. There must be more than the
mere written word to bring a man to change.”

Just then young Arrius Albinus entered with
an absolutely stunning woman beside him. Arrius
was the cousin of Tigellinus and, it was said, just
as powerful and corrupt. He had been living in
Greece and was visiting Rome on the invitation of
Tigellinus.

The woman by his side was Lavinia Metellus,
daughter of Laevinus Metellus, a retired magistrate
and former governor of Greece. She was sister to
Decius Lucian Metellus—Tigellinus’ right-hand
man, and another cruel and ruthless character in
Nero’s arsenal of henchmen.

Lavinia was a beauty to behold, and knew it too.

!Lucretius: 99-55 B.C., Roman poet and philosopher who bitterly
denounced the passion of love.
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Her countenance bore proof of having been raised
as a special and privileged child, who was used to
having her every whim tended to, and every wish
obeyed.

She was dressed with more of an eastern
flair than was typical of Roman nobility, and her
garments were obviously chosen to display her bodily
charms. Quinton could not help but admire the
young woman’s beauty, though he much preferred
the charms of his concubine, Martha, to the painted
face of Lavinia.

But even as Quinton caught Lavinia’s gaze, he
saw something deeper in her eyes. It was as though
she was play-acting, yet all the time looking for
something deeper and more meaningful from life.

Lavinia stepped down to the main room, passed
many admiring glances, yet avoiding the direct gaze
of all who watched her.

Quinton turned his eyes now to Arrius. The man
was tall, handsome, and well built. His countenance
revealed a man who enjoyed living in pleasure and
thinking only of himself. At least they did not have
the cruel and hard gaze of Tigellinus, or the power-
hungry glint of Decius. There was some form of
goodness left in this man’s heart, thought Quinton.

Arrius approached Quinton and Seneca with
a broad smile. “Ah, dear Quinton, Seneca. I have
heard much of you. The praises of the emperor fill
the halls in Greece. They say your wisdom is so great
that it overshadows the greatest thinkers in Greece.
I am honored to meet with you.”

“I have often also been anxious to meet the
cousin of the great Tigellinus,” replied Seneca. “Your
athletic feats in Greece have been greatly noised
abroad here in Rome. I hear also you are a great
lover of poetry and the arts?”

“Ah yes. Poetry is indeed a passion with me,
Seneca. Sport is my life, but poetry is my soul.
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Horace!, Naevius!, Ennius!. But most of all I enjoy
the poems of love. Ah, love—this is the only thing
other than sport that makes life worth living.” He
looked over to Lavinia, who was now talking with her
brother Decius.

Quinton smiled. “Yes, love is indeed a force quite
unpredictable, is it not? It moves man to heights
unattainable in life! Great acts of good and evil have
been committed in the power of love. I also have read
much on the subject and have at home a set of the
writings of Pubius Ovidius?. His book, The Art of
Love, is well read here in Rome, as is Heroides. You
must come to my home someday and we can discuss
the nature of love and the power it wields.”

“It would be an honor, Quinton,” replied Arrius.

Arrius then excused himself and went to greet
Tigellinus.

Seneca leaned close to Quinton’s ear, whispering,
“He is one to watch, Quinton. He may not be as
hungry for power as his cousin yet, but he is not far
behind. And once that hunger has him, he will do
anything to satisfy it.”

Quinton nodded, and knew that Seneca was
right. As innocent as he looked, Arrius was one to be
careful around.

The conversation around Tigellinus was of a
distinctly different nature. Arrius found himself
wandering into a discussion between Tigellinus and
Aelius about rooting out the Christian elements that
were creeping into Rome. Decius had disappeared
from the group for a moment to greet his sister who
had arrived with Arrius.

“Sounds to me like these Christians here in
Rome are multiplying as rapidly as they are in

" Horace, Naevius, and Ennius: Roman poets and writers of satirical
stories on love, beauty, and friendship
2 Ovidius: 234-149 B.C. Wrote books on love, and lovers
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Greece,” commented Arrius.

“But not for long, not if I have my way,” replied
Tigellinus. “You have only to watch one or two before
you discover more. And once you have discovered
a nest, you move in and arrest them for treason
and plotting to overthrow the empire. I have even
had the pleasure of arresting several senators who
implicated themselves in this Christian mess—
whether knowingly or unknowingly. Or if they
cannot be safely arrested, they can be safely killed
by other means, and that is only the start of Rome’s
revenge against their name and families.” Tigellinus
laughed.

“You have a strong hate for them, cousin. What
have they done to you?” asked Arrius.

“To me, nothing, but to Rome ... their words of
love, peace, equality ... they go against everything
that Rome stands for. They seek to destroy our
gods and substitute their own. They pull down the
barriers between the classes and claim to treat all
men as equals, but given the chance, they would
stand up and proclaim themselves masters. That,
my cousin, is reason enough to destroy them.”

Decius now returned to the group. “My good
Arrius, it is good to see you at last back in Rome.
Now we shall have us some fun! You must join me at
the great arena of Rome tonight. I will introduce you
to the life and loves of the city. Lavinia must come
too. It will be her chance to be introduced to many
important figures in Rome.”

“She has already been introduced to me,” Arrius
answered with a smirk. “What other important
figures are there?”

“More than you can count in that silly head of
yours,” Decius answered. “And you would do well to
remember it, my friend!”

“It will be our pleasure,” answered Arrius. “Let
me inform Lavinia.”
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With that, Arrius excused himself from the
group.

“He could be of use to us,” said Decius in a low
voice once Arrius had left.

“Perhaps,” Tigellinus answered. “Now, where
were we?”

“Your plan of revenge on the daughter of the late
Lucidus Valerius.”

“Ah yes, Valeria. The poor woman. She has
but just come out of mourning for the death of her
husband—a cruel twist of fate itself, but one we
could have not planned any better ourselves. Now
fate will strike again, and it is her turn to be the
victim. The evidence and witnesses against her have
been gathered?”

“All is ready,” answered Decius.

“Then we strike tonight.”

Meanwhile, in another part of Rome, a meeting
in Valeria’s home had just concluded. Now that
Gaius was absent, Luke and Martha visited
Valeria frequently to encourage the hearts of the
few Christians that gathered at Valeria’s house for
fellowship.

Angus had watched Gaius carefully and
discerned the pattern for the Christian meetings,
and often returned to Valeria’s estate and his hiding
spot near the window to hear the words these
Christians spoke to one another. The power of their
words and the love they showed each other stirred
his heart.

But it was difficult to accept the idea that all
other gods and powers were false. Had he not seen
the power of the Druids at the Mystical stones?
He remembered the Druid foretell the death of the
Ranaldseh, a cousin of Lochiel. And did Nielbauld
also not place a curse on Chloda for her defying his
words? Aye, and three days later she died. Was this
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not proof of the powers of other gods?

These thoughts and others troubled him as he
walked through the market. He was inspecting
vegetables at a merchant’s stand when he became
aware of a conversation at a stand behind him.

He turned to see Marius—a servant from the
household of Tigellinus—trying to strike a deal with
the wine merchant.

“I can deliver the thirty skins tonight, but it will
cost you extra. What do you need that much wine
for anyhow?”

“Ah, a victory celebration, I am told,” Marius
answered. “Against the house of the late Lucidus
Valerius, with whom my master traded frequent
arguments. It turns out the late senator’s daughter
is a Christian. She and her son are to be arrested,
and Tigellinus will lay claim to the old man’s wealth
and properties.”

Angus, in sudden shock, dropped his basket
and spilled the contents to the floor. Marius turned
around and for a few moments the two men’s gaze
locked. Then, without picking up his basket, Angus
ran from the marketplace.

His thoughts ran with him. He needed to warn
Valeria, but there was a good chance that Tigellinus
would discover that he had warned her. After all,
Angus was known to many merchants in this
marketplace, and perhaps even to Marius himself.
He would be risking his own life and freedom to
warn Valeria. But deep inside he knew he had to. He
had seen her love and known her kindness. There
was no denying the urge on his heart. She had to be
warned, and he had to hurry.

Angus ran through the streets as if a horde of
wild dogs were on his heels. His only thought was to
reach Valeria before Tigellinus’ soldiers could. It took
only a few minutes until he reached the gate, and he
pounded on it frantically.
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Rolf, the new steward of the household, and a
giant of a man, opened it. “Ah, Angus ... how good to
see you. But what is the matter? You look troubled!”

“The trouble is coming here!” Angus blurted. “I
must speak to Valeria. It’s important!”

“Come. Wait in the courtyard. I shall call her for
you,” answered Rolf.

Within a few moments Valeria appeared in the
courtyard. She was dressed in a blue toga and a
white tunic. Her black hair flowed behind her, and
her dark brown eyes sparkled in the evening light.
She smiled upon seeing Angus, remembering the
help and blessing he had been while working for
her.

“Angus, how good to see you again,” said Valeria
as she approached him. “Rolf said you were in
distress. What is the matter?”

“Tigellinus plans to arrest you and little Paulus.
He intends to prove that you are a Christian and are
plotting against the empire,” Angus blurted out, still
a little breathless from his running.

Valeria was taken aback for a moment, but
quickly regained her composure. She signaled to
Rolf, who stood waiting a short distance behind her,
and requested that a drink be brought for Angus.

“How did you come to know this?” Valeria
asked.

“I overheard Marius speaking of it in the
marketplace. I left straightway to tell you of it. I fear
I may have been recognized in doing so. But there is
no time to lose. The soldiers may already be on their
way to arrest you. You must leave!”

“And what about you? If you have been
recognized, you shall be in just as much danger.
What are you going to do?”

Angus was at a loss for words, and looked into her
eyes. They were kind, gentle, loving, and curiously
calm after the news Angus had just brought her.
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“Very well. You must come with me. I know a place
where we’ll be safe, but I shall need your help. I will
dispatch a message to Helvia that I have borrowed
you for awhile. I'm sure she shall understand. Now,
quickly, there is a wagon behind the house. Hitch up
the horses. I shall ready myself and Paulus, and we
shall be out presently.”

Angus nodded and hurried to do his former
mistress’ bidding. Soon they were on their way.

Valeria had dressed in simple garments, such as
she often wore to her Christian meetings so as not to
be recognized as a person of wealth. As the horses
plodded along, pulling the wagon along a small
dirt road, Angus found the courage to speak of the
things that were weighing on his heart.

“Mistress Valeria, I am but a slave, yet you
and your late husband treated me better than a
slave. My master Gaius also has entrusted me
with much. I know that there is something special
about you and Gaius that causes you to be this
way. There is something about you that pulls me as
a bee to honey. There is something else you should
know. I have seen you in your meetings with these
Christians, and listened to the words that were
spoken. They have lodged in my heart and mind. I
long for freedom, to be back in my beloved isles, yet
there is something about you people that makes the
freedom I desire seem but as a trifle compared to the
love and freedom I see in you.

“The words of your Jesus have given me peace,
hope, and strength for the day. Mistress Valeria, I
have felt so attracted to the power I feel in you that I
would risk the wrath of Nielbauld the Druid, or even
the wrath of the gods of Rome. They seem so petty
compared to what I feel from you. When I heard of
the plans to imprison you, my mind was torn and I
knew I could not sit idly by and watch you die.”

“Angus, you have shown great love and now risk
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all to save me. I cannot thank you enough. But I
have one thing I can give you that is priceless, and
that is Jesus. His purpose in coming here was to
free us from the bondage of fear and death. He has
called you and you have heard His voice. Angus,
now He asks you to open up your heart and let Him
empower you. He gave his life here on earth to save
you, Angus. He paid the price of all your sins and
gave His blood to cleanse you.

“He asks one thing in return, and that is that you
give Him your heart and let Him guide your life. You
may never have the riches and power of this world,
but you can store up great treasures in Heaven by
living your life for others. Will you receive Him now
into your heart?”

“Yes, Valeria, I will,” replied Angus.

His body physically shook as he prayed. It was a
decision to put aside the gods of his fathers to accept
this new religion. It was to put himself at war with
Rome also. Yet he knew he could do no other, for the
truth of the words of Christ burned deeply in his
heart. Yes, now would begin a new life and what it
would hold for him he could not even guess.

There was great rejoicing not only in the
household of Valeria as another soul was added
to the church but also in Heaven where the first
step of a great plan was now being unfolded. The
angels rejoiced; they sang and praised the Lord for
His mighty works. This was the start of a great and
master plan that would cover not only the streets of
Rome with the words of God but the far corners of
the empire.

o,
EX3

Tigellinus was beside himself with anger when
he found out that his intended victims had fled.
Someone must have warned them, but whom?

He sent for Alexis, a man of no morals. He was
of Greek origin, although a Roman citizen. He had
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often used him in the past, as he always managed to
get whatever information Tigellinus needed.

“So my dear friend, Alexis, you have been busy
as usual in your various activities.” Tigellinus
smiled, knowing only too well the many crimes he
was involved in.

“Yes, as usual, Tigellinus. How may I be of
service to you?” Alexis whispered. His voice had
been damaged in a knife fight some years ago.

“I wish to find out two things. The first is where
the wife of Centurion Claudius is. She has fled
somewhere and is in hiding. The second is to find
out who warned her of the soldiers’ coming, and
where can I find that person.”

“And how much is this worth to you?” enquired
Alexis, his eyes filled with avarice.

Tigellinus handed him a small leather pouch.

“This is for you in advance, and the same again
when you bring me the information I requested,” he
said.

Alexis opened the leather purse, taking the
coins into his hand and discarding the bag on the
table. He eyed the coins greedily as he dropped them
slowly on to the table.

Tigellinus smiled to himself, knowing he could
count on Alexis. And if he by chance failed?—Well,
there would be plenty of people who would like to
take revenge on Alexis. He watched Alexis pocket
the coins and leave. Yes, no one fails Tigellinus and
lives, Tigellinus thought to himself with a smirk, but
Alexis will not fail.
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THE RETURN OF CLAUDIUS

It was now morning and the early morning winds
were cold and biting. Claudius shivered as he pulled
his robe tighter around him and watched with
interest as the ships moored at the dock.

The centurion on board stood up above on the
deck and waved to Claudius.

Claudius smiled. It was Bruno, who had been
with him when they last raided the northern isles.
The soldiers started to unload the slaves. Since
they would be stopping here for a few days before
they continued on to Rome, Claudius watched with
interest as the giant redheaded Iverni man was led
off, followed by Aleric, the blond Celtae.

Hmm, they will make good gladiators in the arena,
he thought to himself. He had been to a few fights
and had met several of the trainers. He remembered
once meeting the master of the gladiators, Aelius
Junius. He was strong—built like a bull—but a
tangible cruelty, an evil, radiated from the man.
Claudius had not felt drawn to him as a person, yet
the man was a good trainer and he provided Rome
with some of her finest entertainment.

These prisoners made a great sight as they moved
down the gangway and along the street. Claudius
stood by the gate, watching. His attention moved to
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a young woman with long black hair following along
with some other captive women. She lifted her head
and turned, looking directly into his eyes.

The woman had penetrating green eyes. It
unnerved him slightly to think that she was reaching
into some personal part of his soul. Who was she?
She was different than any of the other women he
had ever seen. He determined in his mind to try to
find out more about her later, but for now he must go
see Bruno and arrange for his passage to Rome.

Bruno was happy to be reunited with his old
companion and soon they were exchanging stories
of what had happened during the past years. Bruno
was more than happy to arrange accommodation for
Claudius and his companions and added Garth to
his increasing collection of prisoners.

It was a week before they set sail for Rome. The
journey was a smooth one and Claudius forgot all
about the woman with the deep green eyes. Soon he
would be back in Rome. Little was he prepared for
what he would encounter upon his return.

Katriona watched as the ship pulled into the
port. She had never left her isle before and it was
all strange to her. The prisoners were starting to
be unloaded and it was soon her turn. She was
roughly pulled along by some soldiers and fell a
couple of times as the chains around her legs made
her stumble. As she followed the others along the
street, she turned her head and looked straight into
the eyes of a Roman officer standing in the crowd
near the gate.

She felt a strange sensation and, in a flash of a
second as their eyes met, she received a vision. It
was the Roman officer standing over the wounded
bloody body of a man. In the officer’s hand was a
sword and there was a wound on his head. He held
a small object dangling on a chain—a Celtic amulet
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like the one Angus had worn. Her eyes went back to
the man on the ground at his feet. It was Angus.

What did it all mean? She was pushed again by
one of the soldiers and stumbled along, losing sight
of the vision. It was strange. Was this man destined
to kill Angus? Yet she had seen Angus in her other
vision in the isles with her. It didn’t make sense. Yet
one thing she knew: This man, this Roman, would
cross her path again.

“No, Angus can’t die!” she exclaimed. Then, a
little shaken at her own reaction, she thought on
why she had said that. Yes, she was in love with
him. He couldn’t die by the hand of this soldier,
could he?

Alexis the Greek, true to his reputation, found
out that Angus, servant to the household of Senator
Gaius, had warned Valeria. As of yet he had not been
able to trace her or her son, and Rolf—the household’s
faithful servant—had vanished with them, so Alexis
still had his spies out looking for him.

Upon hearing the news of Angus being the one
who warned her, Tigellinus issued a false report
against him, accusing him of being involved in
criminal activities. He then sent his troops to the
household of Gaius to apprehend him.

Angus had known this was a possible outcome,
but had nevertheless returned to Helvia in the hope
that it would not come to this. He surrendered
peacefully and was escorted to the prison to await
Tigellinus.

Despite the pleas from Helvia that they wait for
the return of her husband from Britannia, it was to
little avail. The power of Tigellinus was next only to
Nero himself.

During his days waiting in the dark cold dungeon,
listening to the cries of the others imprisoned there,
Angus had time to think of his new faith. What
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was it that made him choose Jesus? The Christian
faith was so different from all he had known, yet
deep inside he just knew that it was the truth. He
felt peace, and even if the chance of ever living to
see the sun again was practically non-existent, he
somehow felt that God had called him to this for
some unknown reason.

His mind then flew back over the years to that
moment in the isle when he had returned from
watch and spotted Katriona bathing in the burn.
He remembered the moment their eyes met and the
emotions and feelings he had felt. Yes, he was in love
with her, but now it was too late.

So long ago, and yet it was as if he was there
once again. He could smell the peat burning, feel the
breeze blowing across his face. Ah, gone forever was
the chance to return, to see the sweet heather and
embrace his father. A tear formed in his eye and he
realized there would be no escape from here. At best
he could only pray his death would be quick.

In the other cells he learned that there were
other Christians who were awaiting death in the
arena. Would this be his fate, or had Tigellinus some
other sport in store for him?

EX3

Valeria had made her escape to a small city
outside of Rome where some Christian friends of her
late father, the senator, had provided a place for her
and little Paulus. Alexis had his spies sent out to
many parts of the surrounding towns and it would
be only a matter of time until he had her tracked
down. Although she did not know of Alexis, she
knew very well that Tigellinus would not rest till he
found her—as he had a reputation of always being
successful.

True to his form, Alexis soon had tracked down
Rolf the northern giant, and placed some spies on
him, hoping he would lead them to his mistress.
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Rolf, though, was wise and clever and managed
to elude his followers after leading them far from
Valeria’s hiding place.

Angus lay there in the dark cold cell wondering
about his fate when the door creaked open and in
strode Tigellinus and his friend, Aelius Junius—
trainer of gladiators.

Tigellinus walked up and studied Angus, then
conferred with Aelius, who nodded his head in
agreement.

“So you are the one who would try to foil my
plans,” said Tigellinus. “You will find that I am a
man of mercy.” He laughed coldly, sending a chill
down Angus’ spine.

“You will be given a sporting chance to live, my
friend. Aelius has a special event planned for the day
after Nero’s birthday, and if you survive it maybe you
can have your freedom. Pray to your gods for you will
need their help.”

With that closing remark Tigellinus turned
and left Angus to the cold dark cell, and his mixed
thoughts.

Tigellinus was having dinner later that night
when word was brought to him that a message from
Britannia had arrived for Nero. It brought news
that Centurion Claudius, who had been believed
dead, was found to have been alive and had been
a prisoner of the rebels. He had been freed and was
now on his way home to Rome.

This brought a new aspect to the plans of
Tigellinus. If Claudius was alive and on his way
here, it would upset the plans he had. Claudius had
a good reputation among the people and the military.
Even Nero had been pleased with his success in
Britannia. To hunt down his wife now would cause
problems he was not ready to face. It was one thing
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when Claudius was dead and her father also, as she
was out of the mainstream of society and none would
notice or speak up, but with the return of Claudius
it would be wise to put a hold on his plan for revenge
for the moment.

Tigellinus wrote out a message to send to Alexis
asking him to wait as plans had changed for now.
While Claudius lived it would be best to wait on
his plan, but maybe his rescue and return to Rome
could end with his death? After all, Rome was much
troubled with robbers and murderers these days,
and anything could happen. At least it would mean
Valeria would come out of hiding and Tigellinus
could always explain away what had happened.

He smiled to himself as he dictated a letter to be
sent to some of Valeria’s known friends. In the letter
he explained that the witnesses who had denounced
her had been found to be untrustworthy, that
their reports were without proof and made only to
falsely implicate the household of the late Lucidus.
Tigellinus apologized for the trouble caused to her
family, and those responsible were now taken care
of. Valeria’s properties and titles would be restored.

The charges of treason against Angus, however,
remained in place, and he would be sentenced
accordingly.

o,
EX3

It took three days for the message to reach
Valeria, and along with it came the word that her
husband was found and would be returning to Rome
soon. She realized the connection of these events,
and knew that at least for the time being she would
be safe.

It was with a sad heart, though, that she listened
to the news of Angus’ arrest and his conviction of
treason for obstructing the justice of Rome. There
was nothing she could do, nor Claudius if he were
here. It was one thing to try to help a Roman citizen,
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but another matter to try to help a slave. She felt it
safer, however, to remain in hiding at least until her
husband was home.

Valeria reflected on how she should have
mentioned her beliefs to Claudius before. At the
time of their wedding her father had mentioned that
although love was a gift from God, still Claudius was
of the Roman religion and not as she, a Christian.

Even though her father was a secret believer,
as was she, still to live with one who was not of the
same belief was hazardous. It was indeed one thing
to work with those of a different belief, but to live
that way as husband and wife was a different matter.
Still, Valeria was strong willed, and so finally
Lucidus had given in to his daughter and given his
consent.

It was shortly after the wedding that Claudius
left to go to Britannia; a year later her father had
met his unexpected fate. Now here she was in hiding
and Claudius was returning home. How could she
face him whom she had deceived? She prayed and
asked God to do a miracle in helping her to convert
Claudius.

When the ships docked in Rome, Claudius said
his farewells to Bruno and Cornelius, then made
his way to his home. He enjoyed his walk along
the cobblestone streets, finding a peace being back
once more in Rome. This soon disappeared as he
arrived home to find his house closed and barred.
It had obviously been this way for some time. Fear,
worry, surprise—all passed through his mind as he
tried to grasp what could have happened. What had
become of his house and family? He raced over to his
neighbor Titus who had been a long time friend.

Titus was overjoyed to see Claudius and invited
him in, explaining all that had happened. Claudius
sat quietly, anger filling his whole being as he heard

59



OVERCOMERS II

that Nero had received reports that Valeria was
consorting with traitors and involved in a conspiracy
against Rome.

They had been warned by the servant Angus
that the troops were coming to take her, and Rolf
had managed to help her escape. Valeria had not
been seen or heard of for six weeks now, even
though the charges had now been dropped and she
was free to return home, and so the house remained
unoccupied.

Claudius was furious, but Titus restrained him
from doing anything rash—especially in the face of
Tigellinus.

“Leave it be, Claudius,” Titus said. “You would
but face death to do this. Let us work together to find
your wife and son and bring them back.”

Claudius then inquired about Angus and found
that he had been imprisoned and faced death in the
arena as a traitor to Rome. Claudius was sad at this
news, but there was nothing he could do to change
things. It would be a loss to him and Gaius, but now
he had to concentrate on finding and restoring his
own family.
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At the gladiator training school, Aelius had
returned from the docks where he had been
inspecting the new arrival of prisoners brought in by
Bruno. Four of them in particular were of interest:
three Celtae—Aleric, Armirius, and one called
Garth, and lastly a giant of an Iverni named Coilus.

In discussing it with Decius, who was also a great
lover of sports in the arena, they agreed to purchase
these four regardless of the cost. They had dinner
with the merchant and finalized the purchase.

Aelius also discussed his ideas for the fate of
Angus, and as it would be the day after Nero’s
birthday, it should be a spectacular event.

®,
°

At the palace Nero was celebrating his birthday
with great gusto. There would be a recreation of
some historical war in the arena with two hundred
men fighting to the death. Then, after dinner, a
Greek play, the story of Arethusa and Alpheus the
river god, would be performed in his hall for all his
guests.

Nearby to Nero at the feast sat Tigellinus. He was
not attentive to the talking, though, as his mind was
elsewhere. He was expecting Alexis to arrive as he
had sent word for him to come. His eyes kept moving
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across to the great stairway watching to see all that
entered.

Then he spotted a beautiful woman descending
the stairs. It was Lavinia, but Arrius was not with
her. She wore a beautiful gown with an eastern
flavor. Her father had often traveled in the eastern
part of the empire he ruled over and beyond,
bringing her gifts from the Far East.

Coming behind her, around the pillar at the top
of the stairs was Alexis, followed closely by Maccinus
the poet. Maccinus had come on the special invitation
of Nero. He was short and plump and was known to
be unable to control his drinking. Although he was
undoubtedly a talented man regarding his poetry,
he was drinking himself to poverty and death. Still
Nero, a great lover of the arts, favored him for now
and had requested he come and entertain him with
some of his latest works.

Tigellinus himself was not one for poetry or arts.
He held them all in contempt. Pleasure and riches
were all he lived for. He waited patiently as Alexis
made his way over to him through the crowded
room. He threw a watchful glance over at Lavinia as
he waited. If she had not been the companion of his
cousin, then he would have made advances to her
himself. She was definitely beautiful and had a great
charm about her.

Turning back to Alexis, who had now made it
through the crowds, Tigellinus motioned for Alexis
to sit on the couch beside him, which Alexis quickly
did.

He looks troubled, Tigellinus thought. I wonder
what is troubling Alexis?

“Ah, dear Alexis. It is always good to see you. You
came earlier than I expected. How is it with you?”
Tigellinus could see his eyes twitch nervously.

“Thank you, Tigellinus. I came as soon as I
heard you wished to see me. It has been some time
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since we met. My spies had just located Valeria’s
place of hiding when we received word to drop the
investigation. Since then, she has again vanished.
But we are keeping close watch on the servant Rolf,
in case we discover anything that might prove useful
should you desire for us to take up the search once
again.

“But I have now also discovered that her husband
Claudius lives and is back in Rome, and that Nero
plans to promote him for his exploits in Britannia.
He is a strong man, and powerful. If he discovers I
was involved in his wife’s troubles, he could come
after me.”

“Ah, so that’s the worried look, my friend,”
Tigellinus said with a chuckle. “You fear Claudius?
He may have powerful friends, Alexis, but not as
powerful as me! It is my wrath you should fear, not
his.

“But as for the tidings, yes, they surprised me
also. Claudius is back in Rome for the moment, but
Nero will soon see the benefit of keeping this great
officer out in the field where he can win victory and
honor for the empire, and keep us all safe from
the barbarian hordes. You will see. The next time
Claudius leaves Rome, we will see to it that there will
be no more reason for him to return to it.”

“But what if Nero does not decide to send him
off to the wars?” questioned Alexis. “What if, on the
virtue of his services, Claudius requests a station
here in Rome?”

“Then Rome is known for its murders, is it
not? One dark night our poor Claudius may not
return home. It would not be the first time such
a thing happened in Rome. I am not one who will
be thwarted, Alexis. Mark my words. One way
or another, my vengeance will come against this
household. Thus I wish for you to keep the household
of Claudius under close watch. I want full reports on
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the activities of any man, woman, or child who visits
that house. As for the servant Rolf, he is too careful.
Take care of him. We may learn more by his death
than by watching him alive, if Valeria is forced to
replace him with another. Do this cleanly, and I
shall double your fee.”

Tigellinus handed the man a small but heavy
bag of coins. He could see the greed creep over
Alexis’ face as the man’s eyes lit.

Yes, Alexis would kill his own mother for a gold
coin. He is a man devoid of a conscience, a perfect
tool in the hand of a skilled master such as myself,
mused Tigellinus.

Alexis pocketed the bag and left. Tigellinus then
turned his attention to Lavinia, who was engaged
in conversation with Quinton on the far side of the
room, wondering where that cousin of his could
possibly be.

Just then Arrius entered the room, accompanied
by Poppaea, Nero’s wife, and three other young
women.

Tigellinus smiled. Arrius the womanizer. Beware,
Cousin, that you do not overstep your boundaries.

Claudius, now promoted by Nero to the rank of
Tribune, walked in his restored garden with Titus.
Although Titus was not a Christian, he knew of some,
and had frequent contact with them. He confessed
his own suspicions that the original charges of
Valeria being a Christian could well be true.

This was news for Claudius, who questioned
Titus further about the nature of these Christians
and their beliefs. Titus was clearly sympathetic to
these Christians, and he explained how they were
not trying to destroy the empire, but that the changes
they speak of and try to bring about are changes to
men’s hearts and lives, not their governments or
kings. They were building a spiritual Kingdom, not
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one of this earth.

The idea sounded strange to Claudius, even if
he had heard similar explanations and tales from
Cornelius and others. And if his wife was indeed
a Christian, that might account for several things
about her and her father that had always seemed
odd to him. In view of what Titus was saying, it was
entirely possible that Lucidus could also have been
a Christian, and that this could very well have been
why he was so mysteriously murdered. If that was
the case, he understood why Valeria would keep
such beliefs secret. Still, it hurt him to think that
this woman had married him, lived with him, and
borne his son, and yet all that time had kept this a
secret from him.

Titus excused himself as he had other business
to attend to. Titus was in charge of the docks in
Rome, and all the commerce that passed through.
He was a man of much influence and money. He
was a careful man, and not one to speak up strongly
for or against any idea. Rather, like many in Rome,
he simply tended to his business and flowed with
whatever current happened to pass his way. This
made him trustworthy enough for the moment.
Claudius knew Titus would not risk his reputation
or business by reporting on any man for one side
or the other, and although he doubted that Titus
would stand up for him against Tigellinus, still he
considered the man a good friend.

His thoughts went back to the Christians. Even
Senator Gaius was one who had spoken up for the
Christians, and his actions sounded like he at least
was a friend to them. Things started to clear up in
his mind.

If Valeria’s father had been a Christian, then
Tigellinus was most likely behind his death, and
would not rest until both he and Valeria had met a
similar fate. Claudius considered the possibilities.
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He had many friends in important places, both in
the senate and in the army, but he knew that his
own influence and patronage was no match for that
of Tigellinus, who wielded almost more power than
Nero himself.

His thoughts were interrupted for the moment by
blaring trumpets and cheering crowds. There was
much celebrating in the streets on Nero’s birthday.
Claudius suddenly remembered he had personally
been invited by Nero to attend the feast at the
palace—an invitation best not refused, especially by
a newly appointed tribune. There was still an hour
before the festivities at the palace would begin, so
Claudius decided to visit the house of Camilla and
deliver the message from her father.

Aelius was inspecting his new purchases. They
had the makings of great gladiators, he thought. A
day of hard training proved his original impressions
correct. These four would make a name in the
arena.

He rubbed his hands with glee. “Surely the gods
have smiled on me,” he said to himself. “Now back
to the event at hand: tomorrow’s special event in
the arena.” He had worked out a great finale. After
the usual gladiator battles he would surprise the
crowds. He had planned for Angus to close the
night’s entertainment with a special show that
would delight Tigellinus.

Meanwhile, in the confines of the prison where
the gladiators all stayed, they were discussing their
future. Coilus and Garth were not bothered with
the thought of killing for sport. Their lives had been
spent in war and killing, and this was little different.
They had a sporting chance, and that was all they
needed.

Armirius saw things differently. He saw the
chance to excel and become famous. Great gladiators
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could buy their freedom, he had been told, and even
become Roman citizens. Here was a chance to make
something of himself. He envisioned himself with
all the women he could desire and drinking and
reveling to his heart’s content.

Aleric, his brother, was different. He sat quietly
meditating. For him to have to kill again and again
was not to his liking. Aleric had become a Christian
many years before, when as a slave in Gaul he met
some Greek Christians.

He had since then on several occasions had
to fight and kill in battles. But now he was faced
with having to fight and kill for the rest of his life,
for sport, and against those who he was learning
to like and draw close to. He silently prayed, Dear
Jesus, You called me to follow You. I have tried to be
a sample of Your love in this cruel world. But death
and hate and evil abound here. Now I am faced with
having to fight and kill day by day to stay alive. It
tears my soul apart to do this. I ask, Lord, if it can be
possible, that You deliver me from this somehow!

You have done great miracles to free Your people
and to deliver them from their enemies and from the
hands of those who imprisoned them. I ask for such
a miracle—that You deliver me from the hands of my
enemies. I give You my life, and promise to spend
what time I have proclaiming Your name. Grant me
this desire Lord, and I will proclaim Your name from
the hilltops.
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Katriona found herself sold to the house of a
certain merchant called Philip—a Greek who had
been passing through Rome on business. Philip
was a secret Christian converted in Corinth by
Stephanas, and since he was a man of influence and
had business in all parts of the empire, he had been
able to spread the faith quietly around the countries
as he traveled. He was often used as a messenger
to go to Rome and other areas where the church
was budding. At the same time he would bring also
financial help to those churches in dire need. He
had just brought a message to Martha that John the
apostle was planning to establish a school to teach
the Word of the Lord in Ephesus.

While he was there in Rome, just before leaving
on another of his trips, he had felt the urge to go to
the auction of slaves, where he saw Katriona. As she
stood there on the platform his eyes met hers and
he heard the Lord speak clearer than ever he had in
his whole life. Philip, this is My servant. She knows it
not as yet, but I have called her to be a witness to Me.
Free her and bring her to Me.

Katriona stood there, her head held high, proud
of her heritage as daughter of a chief. As she had
glanced around at the crowds who were assembled
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there, her eyes locked with one who seemed different
from all the rest. He was an older man, but his eyes
were kind and gentle.

Then she saw, in a vision behind the man, a
glowing figure. Light and love radiated from this
figure. She looked into his eyes and recognized the
man she had seen in the vision the day she was
captured. Above him in the clouds lay a cross. There
was a sword piercing the cross and blood all around.
Then the vision was gone!

This man—the kind-looking man—was bidding
for her. She watched with interest as the bids went
back and forth, but the kind man could not be out-
bid, and so Katriona was purchased and became the
property of Philip of Greece.

Philip was to leave for Athens the next day and
arranged for Katriona to come. They left early in
the morning along with twenty other returning
merchants.

Katriona followed her new master, wondering
what her future would hold. Greece, she had heard,
was a place of learning and arts. She wondered if
it would be the start of some great adventure. She
thought of the face of this man with the loving eyes
she had now seen twice in vision, and reflected on
her other visions—of Angus, of Armirius, and of the
Roman officer in Britannia. Some said that to be
spae was a gift of the gods. Others said it was their
curse. She could not help but think it was the first,
and that the gods were blessing her with glimpses of
the future to guide her.

Claudius entered the hall of the great palace and
made his way down the stairs, it was bustling with
people and the poet Maccinus was in the middle of
one of his spellbinding recitations.

Claudius glanced around the room until he saw
the great Seneca and Nero busy in conversation.
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Nero spotted him and raised his hand acknowledging
him, then returned to his discussion. Nearby sat
Tigellinus, deep in conversation with Decius, his
faithful right-hand man.

Claudius was soon mingling with the guests.
There were a few he knew, so he tried to spark
up some conversation here and there. As he was
discussing his time in Britannia, Camilla came over
to thank him for delivering the message from her
father earlier, and to apologize that she had not been
home at that time. She then asked him how Marcus
was.

Claudius was happy for the opportunity to
converse with the beautiful Camilla, and discussed
at length his time in Britannia. He praised Marcus
and his victories that had led to his own release and
could see the glow in Camilla’s eyes at this mention
of the one she loved.

A lucky man, he thought, to have such a woman
waiting for him.

Camilla excused herself for a moment and
returned with another rather stunning woman who
she introduced as Lavinia, the daughter of Laevinus
Metellus, magistrate in Greece. She was also, as
Claudius well knew, the sister of Decius, who was
talking with Tigellinus. Despite all this, Claudius
found it relaxing and enjoyable to be with her. They
spoke of many things together, and continued their
conversation even after Camilla excused herself and
left them.

They moved to a quiet spot near the window
overlooking the gardens below. Lavinia was more
than just a pretty face. Claudius soon found out she
was a woman of education, deeply versed in politics
and religion. They discussed many ideas of the great
philosophers together.

Claudius was glad for the many times he had
listened to the great orators and discussions of
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men of learning. He was not as most men of war,
only versed in the writings of history and war. No,
Claudius was well educated in all the ideas that were
the talk of the learned men of Rome.

It fascinated Lavinia that here a great soldier was
discussing with her the works of Aristotle and Plato.
Soon they moved onto the more common discussion
about the infamous sect of Christians.

Claudius, more on guard now as he knew
the danger of such talk, was very vague in his
conversation, not committing himself to anything
that would seem favorable to them. He was surprised
to hear Lavinia question what was wrong with the
Christian belief, as Christians generally spoke of a
love for all regardless of their belief. They spoke of
respecting the order and power of the rulers, and of
living in peace.

It surprised Claudius how much she knew about
them—far more than he did, even if she confessed
to never having met any Christians personally. It
seemed Christians were the topic of almost every
conversation throughout the empire these days.

Their discussion was interrupted by the arrival
of Arrius with Camilla.

“So Lavinia, I see you have kept yourself busy.”

“Oh, let me introduce you,” Lavinia answered.
“This is Tribune Claudius, son-in-law to the late
Senator Lucidus Valerius, recently promoted after
his adventures in Britannia.”

“Ah, I have heard of you. I am sorry to interrupt
your conversation, but we are leaving for the arena
as the games will soon be starting. I have come to
call you, Lavinia, and Claudius, you are welcome to
join us.”

“Thank you, but I have other plans. It has been
nice meeting you, Lavinia and Arrius. Maybe some
other time we can continue our discussions. I wish
you both a pleasant evening.”
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Arrius made his way towards Tigellinus, followed
by the others. Tigellinus then stopped talking. It
was plain that he had just found out about Claudius
being there, and his eyes scanned the crowd until he
found him, and their eyes met.

Claudius could see the hate in Tigellinus’ eyes
smoldering within, and a chill went through his
whole body. Tigellinus then turned and left with the
others, and Claudius went and poured himself some
wine and sat down wearily.

The cheer went out across the arena as the
armies marched in and saluted Nero. Two hundred
gladiators formed two armies that were to battle to
the death. To the victors, each man left standing,
would go a prize of one bag of silver.

The war commenced and carried on for several
hours. It was a terrible thing to watch, but the
crowds were fascinated and spellbound by it.

Camilla excused herself after the second hour, for
although she had enjoyed many a fight in the arena
before, there was something about this slaughter
that turned her stomach. It was not a contest of skill
but just plain butchery.

Lavinia stayed to the end, but even she had felt
disgusted by it all. Nevertheless, she wanted to stay
in the element of Tigellinus and the others, who
seemed thrilled and enthused by the carnage and
savage killings the spectacle offered. At the same
time, she could not keep her gaze and thoughts
from wandering along the rest of the crowds. Was
this “The Great Rome”? Was this what life was all
about? Murder! War! Hate! Was this all Rome now
stood for?

She thought back to her conversation with
Claudius, and another before that with Quinton.
These two men were different. They had a different
outlook to life. If only people like them could define
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the life of Rome, she thought. Her thoughts again
turned towards the Christians. She was curious to
meet some and see what they were like first hand.

It was late in the evening when the spectacle
was finally over, and too dark for any further
entertainment. Lavinia left Arrius at the gate of
the arena and walked back with some friends of
Camilla’s. As she walked through the garden to her
room, she thought of how she had always dreamed
of coming to Rome. Now that she was here it did not
hold the same power and fill the longing she had
thought it would.

She was staying as a guest in the house of Camilla
tonight. She had enjoyed Camilla’s company, and her
tales of Marcus, the great conqueror in Britannia.
Camilla’s father, the procurator, was also a subject
of much of their talk, so Lavinia felt she knew them
both intimately.

She could not settle down and decided to go for a
walk outside in the garden. While there she sat down
near the pool and watched the birds splattering
around in the water, and mused on how simple life
as a bird would be.

A long creak interrupted her thoughts, and she
turned to see a secretive figure enter a gate that
had been opened by Anna, one of Camilla’s maids.
Lavinia stepped back into the shadows to watch the
exchange.

Lavinia listened as they spoke about a meeting,
a man called Rolf, a fight, the arena and ... Yes! ...
the word “Jesus”! They were Christians! This was
getting interesting.

Lavinia moved closer and made out something
about a meeting at the house of someone named
Martha. Anna nodded, responding that she would
do her best to be there.

Lavinia saw her chance. If she followed Anna
tomorrow wherever she went, she could perhaps
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finally discover some Christians, and see what they
were really like.

Angus was moved from the prison in the great
palace to one in the gladiator school. There he would
stay for the rest of the night, to await his turn in
the arena, which had been delayed until the next
afternoon, since the great war in the arena had
taken longer than anticipated.

The gladiator prison had been quiet, except for
some more recent prisoners that were brought into
his cell. Angus was glad for the company, especially
when he discovered that three of the new prisoners
were Celts, and the fourth an Iverni.

It was along night and one of strange unbelievable
tales for Angus. He discovered that Centurion
Claudius had been the prisoner of the largest of
the Celts, a man by the name of Garth, and that
he had returned to Rome with them, and was now
a tribune, and how others, from his own tribe, had
also been taken captive and brought to Rome aboard
the same ship. As he pushed for further information,
he learned that Katriona, daughter of the chief, had
been among the captives, but none knew where she
now was.

But even though the Iverni in the room had been
responsible for her capture, strangely enough, in
these circumstances, Angus felt no hatred or desire
for revenge against this man. Instead he felt only a
kinship with a fellow captive. And yet his heart was
deeply pained at the news of Katriona’s capture.

Then his eyes caught something in the light.
Aleric was drawing with his finger in the dirt. It was
the shape a fish—the symbol of these Christians!
He remembered seeing it at some of the meetings at
Valeria’s house when he used to spy on them!

He waited his time patiently and when the others
had drifted of to sleep he moved over to Aleric and
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started to talk with him. Aleric was also, it seemed,
waiting, and when they started to converse, he
explained that when he had first entered the cell,
he could hear a voice speaking to him, telling him
that he needed to talk with Angus alone. So it was
that a bond was made that night between Angus and
Aleric—both Christians doomed to die in the arena.

Aleric told Angus his story, one of being
kidnapped and sold as a slave, of being converted,
and of a kind noble man who bought his freedom
and helped him return home, only to be taken
prisoner once more.

Despite of all this, and their coming fate, Aleric
seemed to be cheerful and full of faith. He spoke
of Jesus as his closest friend, as one who meant
more to him than life itself. Aleric then laid hands
on Angus and prayed that he would be filled with
the power of the Spirit. Whatever the outcome of his
coming fight, Angus knew that he had that night
been filled with the power of God. He would never be
the same again. His time with Aleric had given him
a strong faith that God could do a miracle, and that
even in this moment of seeming defeat there would
somehow be a great victory.

There was a commotion down the hall and
suddenly the door burst open and two more prisoners
were pushed in. Angus instantly recognized them as
Clohn and Niel from his own clann. They had also
been purchased by Aelius and had just arrived.

It was a joyful reunion, but they soon grew
somber as they spoke of all that had happened since
they had last seen each other. The two newcomers
listened in silence as Angus spoke of the Christians
and his new faith. Although neither Clohn or Neil
could understand his new faith, they still felt bound
to Angus by kinship and friendship, and told him
they would pray to the gods that he would find a
victorious way out of his current circumstances.
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Angus asked Clohn to exchange clothes with
him, so that he could die as a free man, rather than
as a Roman slave.
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Arrius had been out with Decius drinking and
womanizing after he left Lavinia, and was now on
his way home alone. He had not been spending as
much time with Lavinia since their arrival in Rome.
They had been lovers and enjoyed many pleasures
together but had drifted apart since they arrived.

Arrius looked around at his surroundings. The
area was a poor area and he did not often travel
this way. The streets were quiet and gave him time
to think, as he saw all around him the filth and
squalor that people must live in.

Suddenly the silence was broken. A scream rang
out just as he passed a small alley. Pulling his sword
from its sheath beneath his toga, he swiftly ran down
toward the sound. There he saw in a narrow alley a
man lying on the ground, seemingly wounded, and
a girl being assaulted by two men. Should he ignore
it? Rome was full of such happenings in these areas,
and it was none of his business.

Something stirred within Arrius. For once he
thought not of himself, or of money or power. Here
was a woman in danger; who she was mattered not,
but it was in his power to do something and he felt a
surge within of something noble. He ran toward the
men, his sword in hand.

79



OVERCOMERS II

One of the men, hearing the running, turned
and let out a yell of warning to his companion. It
was too late.

Arrius was upon him and with one stroke felled
him to the ground. The other man took to his heels,
as it was one thing to attack a helpless man in the
dark unexpectedly, but to engage an armed man
who was obviously skilled in the art of fighting was
a different matter.

Arrius laughed as he watched the terrified man
run down the alley. Turning to the woman he asked
how she was. A soft foreign accent betrayed she was
from the eastern part of the empire. He took her
hand and pulled her to her feet.

As her face came into the light he was stunned at
her beauty. It was not beauty like that of Lavinia, or
like the many other women he had known. No, this
was different. She was fresh, natural, and there was
something pure about her.

She asked how her father was, and Arrius,
realizing that there had been a man lying on the
ground, moved over to examine him.

He was alive, but unconscious, and bore a deep
wound to his arm.

Arrius lifted the man and, following the girl,
carried him to their home, where he was invited to
come in.

As he sat there in the house talking with this
girl and her family, he felt a strange feeling growing
in his heart, and realized it was love—not lust or
desire, but love! Something had reached down under
all that egotism and greed and desire for pleasure
and power. Somewhere under his carefree image
was a tender heart, a longing for something greater
than himself, a longing for true love and acceptance.
He had read much on love. He prided himself as a
great scholar on the subject. But now, for the first
time, he felt he had actually found it.
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The girl was called Ruth. Her father, Jacob, was
a merchant from Palestine. They had moved to Rome
some twenty years ago, just after her birth, and now
owned a thriving business dealing in gold and silver.
They had been out visiting some poor families and
sick people when they had been attacked.

Yes, Arrius felt drawn to these people, and would
find the power of their simple influence greater than
all the influence of his cousin, Tigellinus. It was a
meeting that marked the point when the paths of
these two men would separate.

Tigellinus was looking forward to the day, for
this afternoon would be his much-awaited revenge
on Angus for helping his enemy escape. There was
much do to today, though, before he could relax and
enjoy the moment.

Decius had planned a swoop on some suspected
Christians, and had heard of a meeting taking place
later that evening in the house of a merchant named
Jacob. Alexis was also due to report to him about the
movements of Tribune Claudius.

Nero had also requested that Tigellinus dine with
him, for he wanted to discuss some problems and
troubles in parts of the empire. Tigellinus looked
forward to this, as it would be a good opportunity to
suggest the possible return of Tribune Claudius to
the fields of Britannia.

A guard entered the room and saluted.
“Tigellinus, Alexis the Greek is outside desiring to
see you.”

“Show him in.”

Alexis entered and made his way over to
Tigellinus. “Good morning. I bring good news! My
men have prepared an ambush for the servant Rolf.
They will strike tonight during the games. The watch
on Claudius has thus far produced no results. He
has only visited known friends, and as yet his wife
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has not turned up.”

“It is but a matter of time, Alexis. We will have
our results. Now I want you personally to make sure
Rolf is taken care of. Report to me the moment the
deed is done. You will find me at the games.”

Titus was busy in his office at the docks when
word was brought to him that an officer from the
Praetorian guards was outside to see him. Titus
admitted the unexpected visitor, curious as to what
sort of business a Praetorian would have with him.

“So how may I be of assistance to you?” asked
Titus

The Praetorian, a rough-looking individual more
suited to be a keeper of dungeons than an officer of
the distinguished emperor’s guard, glanced at Titus
and saluted. “I have been sent by the great Tigellinus
to inform you that your household is under watch for
collaborating with the Christian conspirators who
are trying to destroy the empire.”

Titus was shocked at the news and fell into his
seat. A cold sweat broke out over his body as he
imagined the horrors of deep dark prison cells. “It
must be a mistake,” he spluttered. “I would never
do a thing like that! I am a loyal subject of Rome
and have always been a true believer in our glorious
empire!”

The officer, smiling at the effect he was having on
the man, continued. “Then, to remove yourself from
any and all suspicion, Tigellinus trusts that you will
prove your loyalty by reporting to him any contact
or word from your friend Claudius or any members
of his family that may or may not involve Christians.
If you prove loyal and your reports prove truthful,
you shall find yourself handsomely rewarded, but if
you are caught in a lie”—he paused a moment for
effect—“then you will suffer the torments of Nero’s
dungeons until the end of your days!”

82

THE FIST OF ROME

Titus visibly shook with fear as the tone of the
officer’s voice lowered, and a smile gleamed across
the soldier’s face.

Yes, this officer was probably one of the guards
who worked in the prisons, where Tigellinus kept
many of his enemies deep down in the lower cells of
the great palace.

Titus answered, his voice shaking a little, “You
may tell Tigellinus that I will prove to be his most
loyal servant, and that I intend to comply with all
his wishes.”

“Tigellinus shall be most pleased with your
decision, and I pray you live up to it, for if I have to
return to this place, it will only be to escort you to
your doom!”

The soldier turned and marched out, leaving a
shaken and frightened Titus sitting in his office.

It was midday when Decius arrived to collect his
new orders from Tigellinus.

Decius, although having a reputation as a
womanizer, was not a man of beauty. If anything,
he looked quite repulsive. He was built like an ox—
strong, burly, and with a scar across his face. When
he grew angry, it would grow red and glow, adding
to his fearful countenance. Decius was wearing his
uniform instead of his usual toga, and was escorted
by three of his trusted men: Secondus, Vitus, and
Junius.

Tigellinus was quick and to the point. “I have
here the orders for you to arrest Jacob the merchant,
and all within his household, including any who are
visiting at the time of your arrivall The charges
against him are treason and conspiring with
Christians to overthrow the empire. You have full
authority to kill any who would stand in the way of
these orders.”

Decius took the orders from Tigellinus, looked
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them over, and smiled with glee.

“By Mars! I will see to it immediately. This Jacob
once refused me on some business, to the end that I
lost two hundred gold coins. I bore it patiently then,
for the sake of the man’s daughter. May I have this
one request now, to be given the man’s daughter
for my own pleasures of vengeance before she is
sentenced to the arena?”

Tigellinus nodded, knowing only too well the
kind of desires that beat in Decius’ breast. Within
moments Decius and his three companions were on
their way.

o,
EX3

Arrius was finding the company of this humble
family very relaxing, and a refreshing change from
his regular encounters with Roman society.

Jacob was a man of some wealth, although you
could not tell from his meager surroundings. He
gave, it seemed, most of his profits to helping the
poor and needy around the city. This was something
quite strange to Arrius, who had always lived for
himself and not cared about others. He found that
he was feeling quite drawn to these humble folk, and
especially to the man’s daughter, Ruth.

There was a sweet innocence about her, and
he could feel his emotions stirring within him. His
decision to intervene and save her and her father
was the first unselfish thing he had ever done. This
in itself had brought on an unusual feeling of peace
and satisfaction. He was beginning to understand
how what they were saying could be true, that one
could find joy and happiness by giving to others,
rather than just trying to live for selfish pleasure!

Jacob excused himself as some other guests
had come and left Ruth, her mother Dinah, and her
brother John to keep Arrius company.

After about half an hour Arrius realized it was
time he should be leaving, as it was now midday and
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as yet he had not gone home. Sleep was beginning to
catch up with him.

Suddenly there were the sounds of loud shouting
and banging of the door. Arrius and Ruth moved to
the window of the upper room where they were all
seated, and looked down. There were four Roman
soldiers—one of whom he instantly recognized as
Decius.

Thoughts flashed through his mind. What were
they here for? Why would Tigellinus send Decius
here?

Of course! They are Christians! That was what
was so different about them, and now Tigellinus had
sent to arrest them! What to do? He felt his emotions
pulled and twisted within. Shouts from downstairs
and the sounds of furniture being smashed drove
the reality of the situation home.

John took his mother out a side door that led
down to an alley on the side of the house. Ruth ran
to the stairs going down to the rooms below. She
screamed as she saw a soldier rushing at her. She
turned and moved quickly back. Not wanting to
draw attention to the way by which her mother had
fled, she headed up to the roof, followed closely by
the soldier.

Although Arrius had been momentarily frozen,
he suddenly snapped out of it and realized Ruth was
in danger again. He darted up the stairs behind the
soldier and came out on the roof in time to see the
soldier holding Ruth against the wall, twisting her
arm behind her. She screamed in pain.

Arrius moved in quickly behind the soldier. The
soldier, hearing the approach, turned and let go
of Ruth—only to be met by a fist in the face from
Arrius.

The soldier reeled, but quickly recovered and
pulled out his sword, only to be taken aback to see
that his attacker was a Roman. “Who are you, and
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what are you doing here? You are interfering with
the orders of Tigellinus himself. Stand aside, fool, or
share the fate of these traitors!”

“I'm afraid I cannot let you arrest either of us,”
Arrius said calmly.

“Then I'm afraid you’ll have to die,” the soldier
retorted, and lunged forward.

Arrius quickly pulled his sword out from under
his toga, and deftly parried the soldier’s first blow.

The man dove at him again with sword swinging.
This time Arrius ducked, swung up under the
advancing soldier, and launched him over the edge
of the roof, sending the man plummeting to the
pavement below.

Arrius looked down and in a glance could see
the soldier was dead. He took Ruth by the hand,
returned to the room below, and led her through the
same door John had taken her mother through.

Ruth was dazed by all that had just happened,
and followed like a docile lamb. Arrius looked back,
making sure they were not followed or seen as they
moved deftly down the alley. As he turned onto the
next street he glanced back again just in time to see
Jacob and four servants coming out of the door in
chains, closely watched by Decius and two other
soldiers.
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It was the afternoon after Nero’s birthday,
and Camilla had made herself ready for the day’s
entertainment at the arena.

Lavinia had declined to go with her, as she had
other plans for the evening. After everyone had
left, Lavinia prepared herself by dressing in simple
clothes and removing her expensive jewelry. She
washed off all her makeup, and found a shaded
and hidden spot in the garden to wait. She smiled
to herself as she thought how she must look. No one
would recognize her like this. She laughed. What
would her father have thought if he could see her
like this, hiding in the shadows of the garden like a
little girl playing hide and seek?

The creaking door soon caught her attention
as it had before, and she saw Anna making her
way furtively through it. She would not be missed.
Priscilla and Vestus were still on duty, and the house
was largely empty since most had gone to the games.
Lavinia, careful to keep her distance, followed Anna
through the streets. Although there were quite a few
people around, they were all busy going to the games
and no one seemed to pay any attention to either of
the two women.

The air was full of excitement and the hubbub of
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the streets added to the excitement Lavinia felt. She
was full of mixed feelings of fear and excitement;
she had never in all her life done anything like this
before. If she was found or spotted in the presence of
Christians, she knew her life and reputation could
be in grave danger. And yet she knew she could not
rest until she had done this thing.

Soon Anna neared a turn and went down into
a quiet side street, which opened to a nice-looking
villa. Lavinia moved behind some bushes and
watched as Anna knocked at the big gate.

An old man came and opened the door, looking
Anna up and down. Anna then picked up a stick,
drew the picture of a fish on the ground, and then
erased it with her feet.

The old man smiled and stood back to let Anna
in.

After a few moments Lavinia moved over to the
gate. She could still make out parts of the sign of the
fish on the ground and in spite of the fear welling up
in side of her she boldly knocked on the door. A few
moments later the same old man opened the gate
and asked her what she wanted.

Lavinia, her heart beating like a drum, quickly
traced the symbol of the fish on the ground with her
sandals. Then, looking back at the old man, she saw
him smile as he stood back to let her in. She felt a
wave of relief wash over her as she quickly erased
the picture and then stepped inside and made her
way confidently to the main building in front of her.

At the door a young girl greeted her with a “God
bless you, sister,” and then directed her into a large
basement room where there were about fifty people
either standing around or seated on the ground.
At the far end of the room sat four men and a girl,
quietly talking together.

Lavinia moved over to a far corner from those in
the front, and hid as much as was possible in the
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shadows. Just then one of the men up front arose
and started to talk. He led the crowd in some sort of
prayer and then started to tell a story.

“There was a great and important man. He was
a very rich merchant and traveled the world buying
and selling. From these journeys he had amassed a
considerable fortune and wealth. On one journey to
a far-off eastern country he came across a rich man
who showed him a large pearl he had found many
years before.

“When the merchant saw the pearl he was
stunned at its great size, and purposed to have it at
any cost. But the price was so tremendous that the
merchant realized he would have to sell his entire
fortune—all his family’s wealth, houses, businesses,
everything—to be able to purchase this great pearl.

“He made his decision, and departed to his
homeland where he sold all his great treasures.
Then he returned to the rich man to buy the pearl,
and when he held it in his hand, he rejoiced inside,
cherishing this greatest of all treasures.

“This, my dear brothers and sisters, is as the
Kingdom of Heaven. What we give up here in this life
to obtain it is nothing in comparison to the riches
we will receive. All this world has to offer is fleeting,
and will pass away, but the Kingdom of Heaven will
last forever.

“Our dear brothers, those who are captured
and who pay with their lives, have only set aside
the burdens of this world, and go on to inherit a
greater and eternal reward. What this world can
offer in treasures and worldly pleasure is but a
trifle compared to what Christ offers in return,
as even Moses chose the reproach of Christ over
the treasures of Egypt, choosing rather to suffer
affliction with the children of God than to enjoy the
pleasures of sin for a season.

“One day Jesus was conferring with some of
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His disciples when a rich young nobleman came by.
‘Dear Master,” he said, ‘wWhat need I do to inherit this
eternal life?’

“‘Jesus looked at him, knowing that he was a
man of great wealth, and said, ‘Thou knowest the
commandments. Thou shalt not kill. Thou shalt not
steal. Love thy neighbor as thyself.’

“The young man smiled. ‘This I have done since
my youth. What else need I do?’

“‘Jesus replied, ‘Go, sell what thou hast, give to
the poor, and come and follow Me.’

“The young man paused and his face fell. He
turned away and walked back sorrowful. Jesus,
with sadness in His eyes, turned to His followers
and said, ‘It is easier for a camel to go through the
needle’s eye than for a rich man to enter into the
Kingdom of Heaven.’

“The life of faith is not one that is easily chosen.
There is a price to pay, a price of laying aside the
things and love of this world. That is why so few
great men of riches and wealth are willing to take
up the cross of Christ, for their hearts are with their
treasures, and their treasures are upon earth. They
can hardly perceive the riches of Heaven.

“What comparison, my dear brothers and
sisters, can there be to the treasures of this world,
that corrupt and rust and are taken by thieves, to
the treasures of our heavenly Kingdom which abide
for ever?”

Lavinia listened with great interest to these
words. They pricked her heart as she thought of her
life and the empty things that filled it. She looked at
the people listening to this man, and saw that there
was light on their faces, and peace in their souls.
They were truly free—man and woman, rich and
poor, free and slave, all were one in this gathering.
She could see no barriers between them, no rules
of society that kept one person from another. Each
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was free to be as he was, and there was a feeling of
contentment, of peace, and of love about the whole
room. Yes, there was something here, like that great
pearl, that was worth any risk to be obtained. But
how?

It was as planned. Shortly after noon Rolf had
finished his shopping at the market and was making
his way home down a quiet narrow street. Alexis and
three of his cronies were hidden in the shadows near
the bend waiting for their victim to arrive.

As he neared the turn in the alley they jumped
out, taking him by surprise. Alexis struck out with
his dagger delivering the first blow and driving the
dagger deep into Rolf’s back.

Rolf responded by swinging around and
knocking his attacker with his elbow, sending Alexis
flying against the wall, where he fell senseless to the
ground. Spotting a sign overhead, Rolf leaped for
it, ripping it out of its hold and using the pole as a
weapon to defend himself.

He swung it around and hit one of his assailants
in the face, sending him sprawling to the ground
next to Alexis.

The other two were more wary now and circled
Rolf—one with a sword in hand and the other with
a long dagger.

Rolf hurtled the pole towards the nearest man.
It hit the man square in his chest with great force,
knocking him down.

The second man now quickly struck out with his
sword. Rolf turned, but the blade aimed for his heart
now struck deep into his side.

The other man had by now recovered and both
started moving in for the kill.

Rolf then noticed a large rock on the ground near
his feet. Diving down, he rolled over, picked up the
rock, and threw it towards his attacker.

91



OVERCOMERS II

The unexpected rock hit the thug directly in his
forehead, rendering him unconscious.

The other assailant, now seeing his companions
scattered on the ground, turned and ran into the
shadows, disappearing out of sight.

Tigellinus sat behind the emperor watching
the games as the last fight drew to a close. He was
impatiently waiting for the final event—the special
revenge he had planned for Angus.

At last the announcement was made that the last
event would be starting. A loud trumpet sounded
and a great cheer went out from the crowd.

Angus stepped into the arena escorted by two
Roman soldiers. They marched up to the emperor’s
box and saluted.

Angus eyed the box, making out the figures
of Tigellinus and Decius behind the emperor, and
Senator Cassius who he had once met at Gaius’
home.

The guards unchained Angus and gave him two
javelins. Then they left the arena as a hush came
over the expectant crowd.

Angus turned and surveyed the stands,
wondering what motivated such people to sit
enjoying bloodshed and gore. He had in his own
country seen the Druid sacrifices, but those were
nothing compared to the bloodlust that raged among
these Roman citizens.

The noise of a gate being pulled open brought
him back to reality. What was in store for him?
Gladiators? Lions? Bears? He knew of Tigellinus and
his twisted ideas. The ground started to shake and
tremble and a loud roar brought fear to his heart.
Out of the gate raced a huge beast such as he had
never seen or imagined. Large as a horse but much
broader, gray in color and looking almost like it was
armor-plated. It was ugly and had a huge horn on
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the end of his nose.

Angus stood, looking on with a mixture of
fascination and horror. He moved to the side of the
arena and watched this strange creature as the
crowds went wild with excitement, envisioning the
spectacular end of this fight.

Angus watched nervously. How could he fight
this fearsome creature? His mind raced as fear
started to well up inside of him, until suddenly he
remembered Aleric and his words of counsel.

Yes! Prayer! He could commit it all to the Lord
and trust in Him for the outcome. Help me, Jesus. I
am lost and can do nothing in the face of this monster.
You are all powerful. You promised, Aleric said, to
care for Your children. You can do miracles if need be.
I claim Your power, O Lord. If it be Your will, deliver
me from this end, that I may yet be used as a tool for
Your glory.

The rhinoceros had stopped and was stomping
on the ground with one foot as it looked around.
It panted and shook its head, then saw Angus! It
started for him at a great speed.

Angus started to run alongside the wall as fast
as he could, but it gained quickly on him. He could
hear it closing in and feel the ground trembling
under him and the hot breath of the rhinoceros on
his back. The crowd was shouting in anticipation.

Just then, as if directed be an unseen force,
Angus swerved around and dove between the
creature’s legs, rolling under and coming to his
feet on the other side. With one strong throw he
let fly one of his javelins, burying it into one of the
creature’s sides.

The rhinoceros stopped and shook itself against
the wall, breaking the javelin. It turned round and
watched Angus, more wary now of his opponent. It
started gouging out the ground with his foot, then
burst into another run toward him.
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Angus was desperate now, zigzagging as he ran.
His heart was racing, feeling as though it was ready
to beat out of his chest.

He was hoping the javelin would have slowed the
creature down somewhat, but the beast continued
charging with as much force as it had before. Angus
reached the other wall just in front of the beast and
swerved again, changing direction.

The rhinoceros swerved too late, and ran into the
wall with a loud thud, its great horn gouging out a
chunk of rock and plaster.

Angus turned again and ran as fast as he could
around the beast, where he drove the javelin as far
as he could into the beast’s neck, and forward into
its head, rolling aside just as the beast collapsed
beside him.

There was a moment of stunned silence and then
the crowd realized that Angus was alive and the
great beast was dead. There was a tremendous roar
from the crowd as they went wild with excitement.

Angus stood trembling, and voiced a prayer of
thanks to the Lord.

Meanwhile, in the emperor’s box, Tigellinus had
risen and moved over to speak to Decius, who soon
vanished out of the box. Tigellinus then returned to
his seat behind the emperor in time to hear Poppaea
commenting on the great skill of the fighter.

Tigellinus smiled and spoke quietly. “Let’s wait
a few moments, my lady, for the entertainment has
only begun.”

The noise of another opening gate brought a
hush to the spectators.

Angus had meanwhile struggled to his feet and
was standing beside the great beast when he heard
the rumbling of the gate. As he looked around to
locate which gate his new enemy would appear from,
a roar broke the silence and a huge tiger stalked
stealthily out into the arena—its eyes flashing like
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fire as it scanned the arena for its victim. As soon
as the tiger’s gaze reached Angus, it started to move
almost silently towards him, watching him like a cat
with a mouse.

Angus looked around for some means of defense
and spotted the remains of one of the javelins that
had broken when the great beast had fallen. He
moved over to it and reached down, his eyes never
leaving those of the great cat approaching him.

Then, as if sensing danger, the tiger broke into a
run toward Angus, who ducked and held the broken
javelin up just as the tiger leapt on him.

Angus rolled to the left as the spear sliced into
the tiger’s hide, his side and face now bleeding
where the claws of the tiger had caught him. Angus
grimaced in pain as he quickly got up on his feet and
moved around the dead rhinoceros, still keeping his
eyes on the now wounded and angry cat.

There was no way he could now win over this
creature unless by some miracle of God.

Just then from the crowd above a large man
stood up and pulled out a huge sword, twirling it
‘round his head in a circle and letting it fly with all
his might. It flew into the air in an arc and landed in
the arena just two feet from Angus.

Angus did not delay for a moment. He ran to it,
grabbed, and swung it around his head with a great
yell while charging towards the tiger.

The same instant the tiger charged towards him,
roaring in fury, and leaped into the air.

The great sword and the tiger met in midair, the
sword slicing through the tiger before both landed
on top of Angus with a heavy and lifeless thud.

All was quiet, and then as Angus crawled out
from under the great tiger the entire crowd burst
into exclamations of approval and delight in the
great spectacle.

*,
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Rolf had made use of all the events in the arena,
while everyone was watching the fight after he had
thrown in the sword, to make good his escape out of
the stands.

One man, however, had not missed the action—
and that was Decius. He immediately set off with
some men to apprehend him.

By the time Decius had forced his way over to
where Rolf had been, it was too late. Rolf was now
gone. Decius, though, was not to be robbed of his
prey and he was soon in hot pursuit of him.

Rolf was running through the quiet streets, but
the wounds of the fight with Alexis had weakened
him and he was losing a lot of blood. He staggered
a bit and ran into a small alley where he collided
with a group of merry makers, and then everything
around him went black.

It was a shock to his pursuers when they came
upon Rolf. He lay on the ground motionless, his huge
form mangled with dirt. One of the Praetorians bent
down to examine the body. Rolf was dead.

“There is a great wound in his side,” the soldier
remarked. “He must have escaped an earlier fight,
but I do not see how he could have come this far,
or even done what he did in the arena with this
wound.”

Decius looked with amazement at this giant of
a man, and for a brief moment he was filled with
respect for this dead enemy.

Back in the arena Angus was the hero of the
night. The crowd was ecstatic and Tigellinus knew
he would have to give him his life or see the crowd
go mad. He whispered to Nero who stood up and
hushed the crowd.

“Citizens of Rome, tonight we have seen this
great warrior, as if born of a legend, defeat two of the
greatest beasts to prowl upon these sands. Angus
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the Britanni, we pardon the wrongs done by you,
and release you from the death you would rightly
have received. The clemency of Rome releases you to
live and train in the school of our greatest gladiators,
that by distinguishing yourself among those, you
may in time earn your freedom as a citizen of our
great empire.”
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Lavinia had left the meeting early and made her
way home. Her mind was filled with more questions
about these Christians. There was something
special about being with them that she had never
experienced before. Their words were alive and
real, and had penetrated deep into her very soul.
They were not as the cunning words of Plato, or the
frivolous words spoken in the parties and gatherings
of her friends.

As soon as she reached home, she went quietly
to her room, closed the door, and put off her clothes,
hiding them away so no one would see them. When
she had donned a toga, she called a servant to make
ready the bath. Soon she was lying in the sweet,
perfumed waters relaxing and reflecting on the
night’s events.

It was not long afterwards that Camilla returned
from the games and joined Lavinia in the bathhouse.
She was so full of excitement from the games, and
as she undressed in front of Lavinia, she told of the
man who had defeated the great rhinoceros and a
tiger, and of some man who had thrown a sword to
the unarmed man in the arena.

Lavinia only half-listened to the account. Her
mind was still pondering the words of the Christians
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she had heard that afternoon.

When Camilla had finally made an end to her
tale, and was sitting in the water, Lavinia smiled
and commented, “I guess I chose the wrong day to
miss the games.”

“Most certainly you did,” Camilla replied. “It’s
a good thing I was there for you, or you wouldn’t
have known anything about it, and just imagine
how embarrassing that could have been at our next
party.”

Lavinia considered responding, but decided not
to, and simply laid back in the pool and closed her
eyes.

It was with a sad heart that, two days after
the games, Valeria received news of Rolf’s death.
She listened to how he had helped Angus, and had
perished in the attempt to escape. Still, she knew
God had received him, and that he was now in a
better place. Angus was alive, and that was good
news—even if he faced life as a gladiator.

So much was happening. She decided it was time
to see Claudius and tell him all. She called to her
servant to prepare some traveling clothes. She would
return to Rome.

There was so much to do. She had to arrange
for Paulus to come also, and let all her Christian
friends know so they would not worry. Was this all
a mistake? Was she acting too quickly? She did not
think so. It was now or never. She had to deliver her
soul before Claudius so that she could stand before
him with a clear heart.

Angus had given his freedom to save her and her
son. Rolf had given his life to save her and Angus.
It was the least she could do, and she knew that it
would somehow work together for good.

EX3

Tribune Claudius had been summoned to the
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palace by Nero. Between many other words, Nero
had mentioned a possible posting for Claudius back
in Britannia. Claudius sensed the hand of Tigellinus
behind the idea.

His thoughts on the way home were interrupted
as he spotted Clarinda—one of several new servants
he had purchased to restore his household—running
towards him.

“What is it?” he called. “Is there trouble at
home?”

“It’s the mistress—your wife, Valeria,” Clarinda
stammered. “She’s at the house—with your son,
Master Claudius!”

Claudius was overjoyed and ran ahead of
Clarinda back to his home. Gone were any thoughts
or worries from his meeting with Nero. He only
thought of once more being in the arms of his loved
one.

Arrius arrived back at his villa and entered by
the back gate as he often did when coming home
with female friends. Ruth followed behind in a daze.
She had been shocked by the whole affair at her
house and seemed to be in a trance.

Arrius knew it would arouse no suspicion if he
were seen, as he often came home with women at
late hours. After bringing Ruth to his room he went
and fetched her some spiced wine and returned to
the bedroom. He sat next to her and handed her the
wine.

She drank it slowly, seemed to pull out of her
daze, and then began to cry. Realizing what she had
been through, Arrius put his arm around her to
comfort her and reassure her that all was all right.

Ruth stopped her crying and calmed herself. A
voice spoke to her heart, and she knew it was the
Lord encouraging her. I am in control. Trust in Me. I
will let nothing happen to you or your loved ones that
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will not work together for a greater good.

Her attention returned to her surroundings, and
she saw Arrius beside her, his protective arm around
her. Her eyes made contact with his, and a flutter of
emotion swept over her heart.

“You ... you saved my life,” she finally managed
to whisper.

Arrius said nothing, but there was something
deep and searching in his gaze.

Ruth lowered her eyes, feeling suddenly shy to be
alone in the bedroom of this powerful man.

The voice in Ruth’s heart suddenly spoke again.
Fear not this man, for he is one of My own, and I have
brought him to you for My purpose. There is no need
to hide your feelings, or the love I have put in your
heart for him.

Arrius looked long and deep into Ruth’s dark
brown eyes, and felt himself sucked like quicksand
deep into her very soul. He pulled her close to him
and gently kissed her lips. His senses reeled and
he felt intoxicated by the emotions he felt stirring
within as he gently began kissing her neck.

Ruth responded ardently to his touches, and
they soon moved to the waiting bed.

It was some time later that Ruth arose and went
to wash, leaving Arrius lying upon the bed reflecting
on the moments of love and tenderness that had
passed between them. She was not like the others
he had loved. She was different. He had not just
partaken of her body, but of her spirit—a spirit of
peace and love, a spirit that seemed to fill her being
with a radiant glow.

“Tell me, Ruth, of this man called Jesus. I wish
to hear of Him, and how He can bring into a life and
family what I have seen in yours, for truly, if these
things come from Him, then I can see why there are
those who are ready to die for His name.”

Ruth smiled. The Voice in her heart had not
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misled her. Hours later Arrius knelt down and
opened his heart to confess Jesus as his Lord and
Savior.

Valeria was pacing the room, worried as to
how Claudius would receive her. She was filled
with a mixture of feelings and emotions. She was
happy and excited to see Claudius again, but also
apprehensive about how he would receive her. Would
he be angry? Even worse, what if her faith scared
him and he reported her to Tigellinus?

She looked around the room at the scrolls of her
father’s library. Claudius had been an avid reader.
Would he be as ready to receive the true words
of life as he had been to draw on the conjectured
philosophies of these scrolls?

She stopped and closed her eyes. Jesus, You
promised to help us in time of need. You said You
would give wisdom if we ask of You. I need Your
words to explain all these things to Claudius. You
have put us together. You must have a plan for
Claudius as surely as You have one for me. Please,
Jesus, help me to reach his soul, so that together we
might be one with You.

Just as she finished her prayer she heard the
gate being opened and saw Claudius entering the
garden. He looked well and she could see he was
excited. He hurried down the path, and soon came
rushing into the room. He stopped for a moment to
look deeply into Valeria’s eyes and then rushed over
and grabbed her, holding her tightly in his arms.

“Oh, Valeria, you don’t know how much I have
missed you,” Claudius said.

Valeria started crying, and Claudius brushed
her cheeks with his hands. She looked up at him
and kissed him.

2
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Back at home Titus poured himself a drink.
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He was still shaken from his encounter with the
Praetorian, and been carefully keeping watch on his
neighbor’s house. Now, to his delight, he had spied
Valeria coming home, and had sent a hasty message
to Tigellinus.

As Titus waited for what would inevitably
happen, he was filled with a wave of guilt. He was
betraying his old friend. His father had been a man
of honor and great standing in Rome. Now here he
was, a traitor, selling out his friends for fear. He felt
overwhelmed with shame for what he had done, and
was trying to drown the feelings in drink.

Earlier that day, at the docks, he remembered
that as he had been going about his business, he had
spotted someone who appeared to be following him.
When he turned, the man, who looked somewhat
familiar, ignored him and passed by.

He plucked his beard nervously at the memory
of walking home in fear, and jumping at shadows.
Yes, he had done the right thing to report Valeria’s
return. He had recognized her in spite of the cloak
she had worn, and if he had not been watching,
he could have easily missed the quick and furtive
way that she and her child came to the house and
entered it. And after all, loyalty to the empire was
the greatest and noblest loyalty, was it not?

But in spite of his mental attempts to justify
his deeds, Titus still felt torn to realize that he was
betraying the trust of Claudius, his friend, for the
fear of Tigellinus, who he had never met, and this
thought troubled his soul. He felt sick with shame at
his cowardice. He knew Claudius would be overjoyed
with the return of his wife and child, and here he
was trying to end that and destroy his friend’s
family, just to save his own life.

His goblet was empty. He filled it again.
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It was early morning and Arrius sat on the edge
of the bed with Ruth sitting between his legs on the
floor. Her head rested in his lap and he stroked her
long black hair. She reached up and felt his powerful
arms, wondering at how one who was so strong
could be so gentle. They were looking out into the
garden through the window. The birds were singing
and playing around a small fountain outside. It was
beautiful, peaceful, and relaxing. The wind rustled
through the leaves in accompaniment to the birds.

Ruth had been telling Arrius stories about Jesus
and His love. Arrius seemed to be very open to all
she had to say.

“You don’t know, my sweet one,” said Arrius,
“how much these stories of Jesus bring a peace to my
heart. I lived for selfish lust and pleasure all my life.
My only thought in life was to fulfill my own desires
and needs. I have enjoyed life to the full, excelling
in sport and love, yet never finding fulfillment or
happiness. Now I see how lost I have been—lost to
the true riches of giving and sharing and helping
others. I now find strength in the words of Jesus.”

A loud knock on the door interrupted them.
Arrius gathered his toga from the floor and wrapped
it around him as he rose and went to the door.
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One of his servants stood there, and the man told
Arrius that Senator Cassius was outside wanting to
meet with him.

“Show him to the garden and serve some
refreshments. I shall be out shortly to attend him.”

After his servant left, Arrius turned to Ruth. “My
love, I'm afraid my duties call me. You are free to
remain here as long as you wish, and I promise that
so long as you are within these walls no harm shall
come to you. I cannot promise the same if you step
outside. But I look forward to speaking more of these
things, if you choose to remain here.”

EX3

“Cassius, it is good to see you. What brings
you to my home at this early hour? How may I help
you?”

“I am sorry to come at this hour, but I come
as the bearer of sad tidings. A messenger recently
arrived from Laevinus Metellus, bringing news to
me, and also news of your family. Your younger
brother has been killed in a fight, and your mother is
sore ill over it. She has gone into a daze, and refuses
to come out of it, or even to acknowledge or speak to
any who come to her. She is growing more ill by the
day, not touching food or drink.

“Laevinus requests that you return to attend the
burial, and to see to your mother. I believe he hopes
your presence will instill in her some hope and fight
so that she will pull out of this.”

“Thank you, Cassius. 1 appreciate your
promptness in delivering this news. I shall make
arrangements immediately. But please, come in and
rest awhile.”

“No, no,” Cassius protested. “I must be on my
way. [ am delayed already in going to the senate.”

“Then I thank you again for your trouble, my
friend. Good day.”

Arrius returned to his room and sat wearily
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down beside Ruth.

“You have received bad news?” she inquired.

“Yes, my love. My brother is dead and my mother
is ill. I must go visit them in Athens.”

Ruth could see worry in his eyes. “But there is
also something else troubling you.”

“You have seen through me into my thoughts, my
love. I worry for you. You will not be safe here in my
absence. You must come with me to Athens.”

“Oh, Arrius, I would love to, but I could not bear
to leave without knowing the fate of my father and
mother and brother. I have other friends I can hide
with and who can help me here. I must stay and do
what I can to find and help my family.”

“I expected and feared as much,” replied Arrius.
“But I understand your desires, and will not try to
persuade you against them. Nevertheless, let me
help you as much as I can. I have a small villa on
the outskirts of Rome. A trusted servant of my father
tends it. No one has used it for many years and it
will be the perfect place for you to stay. I will give
you Lucilius and Sabina, my own trusted servants
who need not make this journey with me. They will
care for you and see to it that you have everything
you need.”

*,
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“So, my friend, this once you failed! And to
make matters worse, your failure to kill Rolf ruined
the spectacular vengeance I had planned against
Angus, and cost me a great sum in dead beasts of
terror that should have lived.”

Alexis shivered as he felt Tigellinus’ cold glare
eating into his very soul. Decius stood nearby,
listening with a sardonic smile on his face, relishing
the sight of Alexis squirming.

Tigellinus paused as he looked at the cringing
figure of Alexis with disgust, then he relented and
broke into a smile.
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“However, you were partially successful. Rolf is
dead after all, from wounds inflicted by you. As for
Angus ... well, he may have avoided my vengeance
for the moment, but he is safe within the compound
of the gladiators where he may yet find other
opportunities to face my vengeance.

“I will therefore give you a chance to redeem
yourself. There is a merchant whom we arrested.
Alas, he died under questioning. But he has a wife,
a son, and a daughter, and these escaped arrest and
have gone into hiding. We caught a few other small
Christian fish in the bargain, who are to be fed to
the lions tonight. But I commission you to find the
wife, son, and daughter of this Jacob, who escaped
the hand of my Praetorians.”

At this, Tigellinus turned towards Decius with a
glare. It was Decius’ turn to suppress a gulp in his
throat. Then he turned back to Alexis and continued.
“If you succeed in this, you will receive twice what I
promised you for Rolf. But if you fail, you shall go to
the lions in their stead. Do you understand?”

Alexis nodded.

“Good, because it is a sad thing when my
Praetorians and my Alexis disappoint me on the
same day. Now go—both of you, and leave me
alone.”

Alexis gave a short bow while Decius saluted.
Then they both turned and left the room.

.
EX3

Philip had not spoken to Katriona since he had
bought her. During the journey to Athens he had
been involved with his companions, leaving her
with the servants and other slaves who traveled in
a group together.

It was a pleasant trip and Katriona enjoyed the
comfortable weather and scenic views along the way.
Once they reached the great city of Athens, they
passed by it along the outskirts and continued until
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they reached a nice villa that was Philip’s home.
There Katriona was shown to a room that was to be
hers.

Helena, who was in charge of the household,
explained as best she could that Katriona was to
stay in these quarters until the master called for
her.

Katriona looked with surprise at the room. It was
much larger than any room and even many homes
she had known back on the isle, and in contrast to
how she had been welcomed to Rome, here she was
treated with great friendliness.

It was two days before Philip called for her.
Just the evening before she had received one of her
visions—this Man she had seen a few times now
appeared to her. He looked at her and held out his
hand beckoning her to come. “I have called you. You
are Mine.” Then she saw that His hands were pierced
and his feet were marked with blood. “I have opened
the door for you,” said the Man, and then vanished.
This vision troubled her. What could it mean? She
drifted into a restless sleep.

Katriona came to the room