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Peter raises Tabatha from the dead...
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FOREWORD By David Pickett
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Anyone who has read the Bible knows the story of Tabitha, or Dorcas / Gazelle.

Why is this little story in the Bible?  What happened before?  And what happened AFTER?

Was she raised from the dead?  Really?

Who was she?  Weren’t there many philanthropic women at the time; and many who sewed for the poor?  Did she buy the cloth? Spin the thread?  Were Tabitha’s garments common homespun or quality for royalty?

Was she a widow?  How did her husband die?  Sickness?  Violence?  If so how did she respond?

How did she die?  What brought on that fever? An infection? But how?

What do we know?  Question is, based on real written histories, what was it really like in those times? “Real” life...

Desperation is checkmate to morals and good sense. Good people get in the crossfire in many ways.

This is a story about the great and the fallen, about the hard working and the lazy, war and peace, and about good and evil.  There is birth and there is death, there was suffering and there's triumph.  Isn’t if about God’s unselfish gift of His Son to us?

Isn't that life?

Tell me what you think.

And in the end, He is Risen Indeed!!

Tetelestai

Blessings,

David Pickett 

“There is no success without unrelenting persistence.”

"I, not events, have the power to make me happy or unhappy today. I can choose which it shall be." 

Julius Henry Marx

"Stories happen to those who can tell them," Thucydides.

“If you are born poor it's not your mistake, but if you die poor it's your mistake. Life is not fair, get used to it! It's fine to celebrate success but it is more important to heed the lessons of failure”.  - Bill Gates

“Persistence and determination alone are omnipotent." - Calvin Coolidge

"Energy and persistence conquer all things. As long as we are persistent in our pursuit of our deepest destiny, we will continue to grow.  - Benjamin Franklin

“Somewhere, something incredible is waiting to be known.” – Carl Sagan 

And:  read my 9 published books, The Clementine Legacy, Traveler!, Lincoln’s Encore, Jeffersons Encore, Washington’s Encore, Franklin’s Encore, Call Me Ishmael , Call Me Pilate and REWIND.  All on Amazon Kindle, paperback and hard cover.  https://DavidPickett.com .  Watch for new books in 2026 – Call Me Ike; and maybe another ‘Encore’. ?

Hopefully, a movie producer or screenwriter will read one.
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DEDICATION
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JD King; my brilliant friend with a heart of gold and always acknowledged what the Lord has done for us.

My dear friend, I miss you... rest in the arms of Jesus.

[image: enhance the uploaded image as a black and white illustration suitable for a page in a book. Make the image a little brighter to improve clarity and contrast.]

July 12, 2025

Jerry Don  King (J.D.)

Agra, Collinsville, Oklahoma

Jerry King stepped into the arms of Jesus on July 12, 2025, surrounded by the faith, family, and love that defined his life.

Jerry was a man of deep, unwavering faith. He loved the Lord with all his heart, leading Bible studies and witnessing to others wherever he went. He was unashamed of the Gospel and steadfast in his walk with Christ, a spiritual rock to many who knew him.

A proud United States Marine and Vietnam Veteran, Jerry served his country with honor and courage. After his military service, he pursued a distinguished career as a brilliant physicist. He retired from the Federal Aviation Administration on December 31, 2008, but his love for his work brought him back as a contractor with Leidos, where he continued contributing to the FAA—his life's professional passion.

In his retirement, Jerry found joy in the simple pleasures: tending his garden, working with his tractors, and discovering hidden "hole-in-the-wall" restaurants with his beloved wife, Kim. He had a sharp mind, a playful sense of humor, and a love for clever puns that kept everyone on their toes.

More than anything, Jerry cherished time with his family. He adored his grandchildren and lit up in their presence. His love was deep, constant, and felt in every interaction.

Jerry's legacy of faith, service, brilliance, and kindness will live on in the lives he touched. He finished his race well and is now in the presence of the Savior he so faithfully followed.

JD was my brilliant electrical engineer, physicist, Certified Energy Manager, and friend.  We worked on many products together; many are being sold today.
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“I WILL REPAY”, sayeth the Lord.

Romans 12:19
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CHAPTER 1: I AM BORN
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Mother, Miriam bat Ezra, or as all respectfully called her, The Weaver, was at the Joppa docks ‘supervising’ the loading of a bundle of her best fabric to date of fine Egyptian linen cloth that she had worked so very hard on.  It was wrapped in scrap cotton and then a layer of scrap cotton rubbed with melted bees wax to keep it waterproof and yet another layer of foolscaps coated in pitch. 

Mother was not going to let a month’s work get wet; ruined by sea water and fish and who knows what else in the hold of that ship going to Rome.  

Ah Rome, THE big market, the best prices.  May I be there some day...

She glared at the cowering hulk of a man, the boat owner, K’houla and his poor load master and scolded, ”...and I paid a fortune for that dye – and this is the first roll of wide cloth from the new Egyptian loom that cost me a year’s wages.”

The new fine linen loom from Alexandera was her pride.  It wove as fine as spider silk. She had designed it.  It was WIDE; nothing like it in size and quality in any market.  And it was fast - she had two hands free while she kicked the next-to-the-floor shuttle back and forth with her feet.  The shuttle was quick-change with little effort.  What a prize.

Nothing like it.

Spared no expense.

For her dealer at the Roman market, she had one bolt died Tyrian royal purple; yes she had a license to dye in purple for royalty.  Only royalty recognized by Rome of course. The dye was only available in Tyre, Sidon, Damascus and you had to go there to get it with gold in your purse.  A long dangerous journey for a bag of powder.  After a long dangerous journey there with a bag of gold coins, albeit easier to hide sewn into the camel saddle.  

The dye-blender prices for the Tyrian purple was a point-of-the-knife robbery.  Yes it was made from a maddening process from thousands of tiny shells from lake Kineret, but still, just enough for a large, long robe would buy a house.  

BUT in the spider-silk- fine thread wide cloth only her new Egyptian loom could make, robes and more could be made in one piece and that would fetch prices from the very rich to pay for the dye over and over again.  You could be rich from just a few bolts of such cloth.

The other bolts being loaded were in other coveted colors from impossible to get dyes; from her last shipment of bolts to Rome two months ago, the money and reviews had just arrived on K’houla’s ship.  Stacks of orders at any price.  Deposits in gold.  She was sold out already and now on heavy backorder.

Distracted, mother was hurrying home with the sack of coins to send to husbands’ agent in Tyre to buy up all the Tyrian purple dye the sack would pay for.

Very pregnant and off balance, holding a thick purse designed to look like a vitals bag, Miriam was off-balance, and her weight make her feet heavy.  She tipped forward, and then overcorrected back, unable to recover her balance, she fell backwards on a flight of 12 steps from the docks that dropped down to the residential street.  

Later described as a miracle, her shoulders hit climbers behind her in midair, and she fell on her hiney, into the crowd going up behind her.  She fell on top of them.  They broke her fall.  She said it was, “Like falling on warm soft pillows.”

It took a while to untangle all the arms and legs and bags of goods, but Mother only had a painful tailbone.  Others had painful knees, shoulders, bleeding stone rash skin abrasions from the stone steps and some cracked heads that she hoped were not ‘commotion’ or ‘shaking’ of the brain.

The Roman soldiers who guarded the docks of course knew her (they made it their business to know all – regulars and strangers) called a physician and he looked at the pupils of the fallen, did some eye and other tests and pronounced them sore but whole.

He send a little girl running for a midwife for Mother.  And commandeered a donkey to take Mother home, commanding the owner to lead her gently.  A bystander returned Mother’s purse, and off they galloped.  Or sprinted.  The donkey seemed to know there was an urgency.  Donkeys are more sensitive than people give credit.  Many donkeys were like family members and can sense when something is amiss, or danger.  Or illness.

[image: A person riding a horse
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Just in time to meet the midwife. At my home.  And my Father.  And me.  Squalling of course but perfect and screaming.

I was named Tabatha, because the gazelle was beauty, grace, and swiftness.  After all, I had lept, flown down the steps gracefully, swiftly and to no harm.

Thus, Father, Eliezer ben Mattityahu אֱלִיעֶזֶר  ’God is my help’, immediately decided to call me Tzvee (like ‘tsvee’), his ‘little doe’.  I did not shake ‘Little Doe’ off until after I was married.  I was Tabatha bat Mattityahu. Tabatha - the beautiful, graceful, and swiftest Gazelle.  The Gazelle was the Queen of the Negev, the arid lands from Israel to Cush in faraway Africa. Untamable, and uncatchable.  A fools’ errand to hunt.

Such arrogance made my matchmaker’s job very difficult. But indeed, the Lord brought me a husband who expected - wanted me to be strong, after Debborah, the Judge of old Isreal.  His mother was no sissy, and he did NOT want one.
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CHAPTER 2: A LITTLE GIRL IN JOPPA
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I was born in the year of the death of Emperor Arcadius, who was replaced by Theodosius II (5 AD), and by the time I was 5, I was the terror or the town.  

Joppa was a bustling port city on the Mediterranean coast, it was a major trade and cultural exchange for ships from Egypt, Greece, and Rome that all docked here, bringing goods and ideas.  Actually, we saw ships from around the world, literally.

Our home city was one of the oldest functioning harbors in the ancient world. Its natural anchorage and elevated promontory made it a vital maritime gateway for the southern Levant, serving as a conduit for trade, conquest, and cultural exchange since the Bronze Age through the early Roman period.

Joppa’s origins were the 18th century BCE, with Egyptian records referencing it as a fortified Canaanite city.

A notable Egyptian tale, The Capture of Joppa, in the reign of Pharaoh Thutmose III, recounts a cunning military conquest of the city, establishing its strategic importance.  

The teaching Rabbi at my school, liked to tell The Capture of Joppa; he said it was formative to what Joppa is now; this is how I remember how he told it:

“The city of Joppa had rebelled. Its prince, proud and defiant, had closed the gates against Pharaoh’s authority. From Egypt came the general Djehuty, a man known not only for his courage but for his cunning. He did not march with siege engines or battering rams; instead, he carried with him a plan.

Outside the walls, Djehuty sent word to the prince of Joppa: “Come, let us speak as friends. Let us share bread and wine, and perhaps we may find peace.” The prince, curious and overconfident, agreed. He left the safety of his walls and came to the Egyptian camp. There, amid the feasting, Djehuty struck swiftly. With a hidden blow, the prince was seized, bound, and silenced. The heart of Joppa’s resistance was now in Egyptian hands.

But the city still stood, its gates barred. Djehuty devised a ruse. He ordered two hundred of his soldiers to climb into great sacks, as if they were nothing more than tribute or spoils of war. These sacks were loaded onto donkeys, and the caravan was sent toward Joppa’s gates. Messengers ran ahead, crying out: “Behold! Djehuty has been defeated. He sends gifts to the prince of Joppa!”

The guards, deceived, opened the gates. The donkeys plodded in, burdened with their strange cargo. The people of Joppa gathered, eager to see the tribute. But when the first sack was opened, the Egyptians burst forth, swords flashing in the sun. Chaos erupted in the streets. The defenders, leaderless and unprepared, were overwhelmed. The gates were thrown wide, and Djehuty’s army poured in.

In an hour, Joppa was Pharaoh’s once more. The rebellion was crushed not by brute force, but by guile. The tale would be told for generations: how Djehuty, servant of Thutmose III, captured a city not with siege towers, but with sacks and cunning.

We had asked the Rabbi why the story matters:

He said this story is often compared to the Trojan Horse legend, though it predates Homer by centuries. It reflects Egyptian admiration for clever strategy as much as for military might, and it shows how Joppa—now a key port in world and Roman history—was already a stage for dramatic encounters of empire and resistance.

He told us many facts and stories about our Joppa:

Hundreds of years ago, timber from Lebanon was floated to Joppa for the construction of Solomon’s Temple in Jerusalem.

And we all know our Tora; The prophet Jonah fled from God’s command by boarding a ship at Joppa bound for Tarshish.

Our port city served as a key access point for Phoenician trade, making possible the movement of cedar, wine, oil, and textiles inland via caravan routes.

But now the Romans are our captors; however, we were used to being occupied; Over centuries, Joppa fell under the control of Egyptians, Philistines, Israelites, Assyrians, Babylonians, and Persians, each leaving architectural and cultural imprints.  Greek influence was evident in urban planning and trade practices.

The Roman occupation, since 63 BCE - Joppa was incorporated into the province of Judea, a key node in the imperial trade and occupation network. Joppa was relatively small; we were overshadowed to the South by the port of Caesarea Maritima that was built by Herod the Great.  

Joppa linked Judea to the Mediterranean world, enabling the flow of goods, ideas, and people. Its small harbor made it indispensable in the Roman world.

Yes, small but indispensable and we knew it. Virtually impervious to invasion or conquest.  Rome would not let its tentacles go of Joppa.

Joppa had Jewish and Hellenistic influences which shaped my daily life with a mixed population of Jews, Greeks, and Romans, and sea farers from countries literally no one had ever heard of.  Strange fierce people, always picking fights, who had red hair (a fearsome fire within?) and blue eyes, others, small people with eyes that were only slits.  Thin blacks that were almost twice as tall as father.  Stocky huge brown people strong as oxen and taller that a doorway.

There were boats that looked like they could not safely sail on a gentle lake; many were tiny.  Some huge, like those from Indi, where traders brought coveted silks and spices.

Trade was barter because the sign language of the one was always foreign to the other.  Somehow, deals were made.

In Joppa, you could not help but learn Aramaic, Latin, Greek, and some Arabic and even Egyptian languages.  And even the writing of some. 

The Roman soldiers who inventoried everything in and out to be taxed, were always hovering somewhere nearby. Whenever a disagreement got hot or violent, a soldier, usually an officer, would stand between the arguing parties and force them to sit down closely facing each other.  With arms crossed he would stand there until the deal was made.  

Rome always offered to bring in high level mediators.

It was in Rome's best interests for negotiations to proceed and for deals to be made - for all ships to be emptied and then filled again and off to another port.  

The docking fees, import and export taxes were small compared to the end total economic value of commerce.  

Sometimes the goods of the far-flung had no use or interest in Joppa.  

When a master or a crew were troublemakers, the Roman soldiers would drive the foreigners to their ships, cut their ropes and push them off with poles and then call the archers as a sure threat to finally drive them away.

That same day and for a week or so, ships going in every which direction caried descriptions of the driven-off ships. If the miscreants did not go off and away into the direction of their home ports, a Roman warship with Greek fire would burn the threat to a cinder.  Keeping the peace sometimes meant eliminating the threat.

If the foreigner was determined to be a present threat (like the fierce Northern Men) the crew was impressed as slave laborers on a Roman warship and their craft sold to a Roman merchantman.  This is how father got his little fleet of ships.  

Now, Father had to send every one of them to the shipyards to make them sailable to Roman merchantman standards.  A few were good only as wood.  The shipwrights had
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