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Introduction and Acknowledgements

First, I need to say this was a scary book to write.  Everybody and their mum has an opinion about the Book of Revelation.  Even John himself warned to not add or take away a word of the Revelation, and as a devout believer in Christ, I feared crossing that line; something I discussed with my pastor early on.  In turn, I will say that this is a novelized version of the true story of John the Apostle when he was exiled to the Greek island of Patmos for failure to worship Domitian Caesar and for spreading the Good News of Jesus Christ.  It was here as a prisoner of Rome that Jesus gave him what we call The Book of Revelation.  Remarkably, that is just part of the story of John on Patmos.  In turn, this book is not a commentary on the Book of Revelation.  There are already plenty of those, and the Revelation is not received until late in the book. 

First, I wanted to let you know that the name John does not appear in this book beyond this Introduction.  He is mostly called by his Greek name Ionnes, sometimes by his Hebrew name Yochanan, and the Romans call him by his Latin name, Giovanni.  He was around 85-86 years old at the time. 

Similarly, you’ll see other alliterative names.  Jesus Christ is commonly called Yeshua Christos.  James is Yaakov.  Jerusalem is Ierusalem.  Israel is Yisra’el.  Rome is Roma.  You get the idea.  The letter ‘J’ did not exist at that time, so I avoided using it for most of the names.  With that said, the word Jew is still used instead of Iew or Yew.  Iew seemed to me as possibly confusing to the reader, and in English, the word Yew is type of a tree. 

Late first-century Patmos was a society of Christians, Jews, Greeks, Romans and others I did not even try to include.  So, some of the alliterative names changed, depending on who was talking.  For example, the Greek word for LORD is Kurios.  In Latin, it’s Dominus.  Similarly, the names of Greek gods and goddesses were different from the Roman names.  For example, the Greeks would say Aphrodite, Zeus and Hera, versus the Romans who called them Venus, Jupiter and Juno. 

John wrote five books of the New Testament, but we know little about his personal life.  When compared to the Apostle Paul who wrote about himself a whole bunch, John seemed to me to be humbler and much more self-effacing.  Even in his gospel, he does not identify himself by name, but calls himself “the disciple whom Jesus loved.”  He also appears in the other three New Testament gospels as well as the Book of Acts.  Paul mentioned him once in Galatians 2:9.  John also named himself a few times in the Book of Revelation. 

The internet was wonderful for providing additional resources, but the other two books I must acknowledge are the writings of Eusebius, who was the first official Christian Church historian, and a small book written by Prochorus, who was St. John’s scribe and close friend.  Prochorus is listed with Stephen and the other deacons in Acts 6:5, so probably knew Jesus personally.  Most of the miracles accounted in Patmos came from this book which was kept in the St. John the Evangelist monastery on Patmos.  It was brought forth in the 17th century and translated from its original Greek.  I have a Kindle copy I poured over as part of the research for this book. 

From this book and other sources, I learned about some of the people in history who dwelled on Patmos during Ionnes’ imprisonment: 

•  The Roman governor, Laurentius, 

•  His wife, Chryspippe, 

•  Her brother, Apollonides, 

•  Their parents, Myron and Fona, 

•  Kynops the Magician, 

•  Roman Proconsul, Makrinos 

Likewise, the Apostolic Fathers lived at that time, who would carry the torch of Christ’s church into the second century.  Most of the Apostolic Fathers were converts of Paul, John and Peter.  They included Ignatius of Antioch, Clement of Rome, Papias of Hierapolis and Polycarp of Smyrna, all part of this story.  Even Timothy, Paul’s protégé, was bishop of Ephesus at that time, and would be martyred about a year after this book closed. 

With that said, there are characters I had to make-up, including the prisoners and Roman soldiers.  Between 2,000 to 3,000 people, estimated, lived on Patmos at the time.  There were three Greek temples already built, to Artemis, Apollo and Aphrodite.  The island, though remote, was already somewhat developed and not just tribal encampments.  Being biographical, I must acknowledge some works and people who helped make this book what it is: 

	The Bible, the holy and inspired Word of God, certainly provided much to the book. 

	“Acts of John, According to Prochorus”, written by Prochorus, compiled by Margarita Grillis, and edited by Dr. James Corr. 

	The writings of Eusebius, the first, official Christian church historian.

	Keith Green, my favorite Christian songwriter and performer, who died in 1982.  His words and music shone as part of this book throughout.

	Internet research for first century, AD life answered questions like ‘when were crayons invented?’  How to make tallow?  Parts of a loom.  What dog and horse breeds were in ancient Rome, etc.?  Greek gods vs. Roman gods?  Things like that. 

	Special thanks to Martha Ireland, editor.  Her corrections and suggestions were perfect, totally appreciated and re-taught me a few things about English grammar that I’d apparently forgotten or ignored when attending high school and college. 

	My Pastor, Jerry Luengen, in Sequim, WA, who I discussed the project with throughout its composition. 

	The Olympic Peninsula Christian Writers, a wonderful group of believers I am blessed to know. 

	A few others by name who gave me insights and suggestions during the book’s composition.  These include my brother John Stoeckl, whose early readings helped set the direction for the book.  David Merrikin, my musical brother in Christ, who created a sounding board for me as the book progressed.  Also, Ken and Jacquie Bradford, my Aquilla and Priscilla, who suggested some really great edits and feedback late in the project. 

	And, of course, to Amy, my wife who supported the project from start to finish, and to whom this book is lovingly dedicated.  
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It’s also good to mention that there are various old world expressions, including Greek and Roman/Latin and Hebrew words throughout the book, so I put a small Glossary at the end.

This book has brought many tears of joy to my eyes many, many times, both when composing and during the numerous reedits.  I wrote it and it still overwhelms me with emotion as I read.  I learned so much about the early Christian church.  How did the apostles die?  Who else was martyred?  How do their sacrifices contribute to my walk with my LORD today?  What became of the Christian Church after Christ, Pentecost and the Book of Acts?  I hope to continue with more First and Second Century novels about the early Christian Church.

I pray this book blesses you equally as much as I was blessed to read and learn and ponder the early church at the end of the first century. 
Patmos

by David Stoeckl
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Chapter 1
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“Crack!” shouted the matte gray marble sheet.  The men atop, bathed in sunshine and sweat, continued to pound with sledgehammers onto flattened spatula spikes with power and purpose and rhythmic precision.  A fissure formed in the rock and widened as the men nimbly stepped along the solid side of the hill.  Dim, a brick mason from Pergamos stolen away from his wife and two boys, grabbed a quick glance at the Roman guards.  Whips in one hand and the other on their sheathed swords, they watched for any opportunity to use either.  Most of the shirtless workers displayed wild scribblings of scar tissue all over their bodies.  They never did anything without a wary eye out for their captors. 

Dim continued hammering in sync with the others.  The neutral, gray stone, peppered with sparkles and mineral glitter, reflected the harsh, unfettered sunlight to pierce and stab and gouge their eyes with Oedipal intensity.  Squinting to reduce the glare, he focused on the spike, still held up by young Talor, a whipped puppy teen from Knidos who should not even be there.  A miss with that big sledge could certainly injure the youth - even break an arm.  If that serious, he would be no good for mining and the guards would likely beat him until he was no more.  

“Who picked this vein?” demanded Minos, opposite Dim, whacking the spike but making little impact in the marble.  A farm hand from Knosos, Creta, with a countenance commonly moribund, he lacked any ticklish sense of humor.  The Roman soldiers sometimes called him by his Latin name Minus.

“Hippocrates,” answered Jack, a Spartan who had been a spice merchant.  He landed another crushing blow with his sledge.  “No one knows more about veins than Hippocrates.”  

A few men smirked.  Most did not get the joke any more than Minos. 

Big Seth, a Jewish fisherman from Cæsarea, came up to check Minos’ spike.  Singing a song of Moses, he brushed away the dirt and dust to expose the layering in the marble, not completely unlike wood grain.  A papyrus thin layer of clay appeared between the marblish layers suggesting the best place to drive.  Seth moved Minos’ spike and held it as Minos gave it a whack.  

“You break my arm and I will break you,” warned Seth.  Minos glanced at his helper long enough to not glance at him anymore.  Already he had enough foul and loathsome sores of his own.  It took a few tries with Seth cursing as each blow rattled the metal spike in his hand, but finally the metal pressed itself into the metamorphic rock. 

The prisoners stood atop a cliff little over a dozen feet high and hoped to separate a section of rock the entire height.  If accomplished, it would be both a dozen or so feet wide and tall and between two to three feet thick.  

Four ropes were secured to spikes, driven in at the bottom of the rock sheet.  The ropes rose topside, up and over, held by many hands to keep the marble from toppling.  Once it started to go, it would take every ounce of strength the men could combine to keep the heavy rock from crashing and breaking into many pieces.  Nobody wanted to again be pulled over the new made cliff - not that it was a serious precipice that would cause injury or death.  Many had made similar jumps, even that same day, but their captors were always quick to bring down the whips if the marble was damaged or wasted. 

Back on top, the men kept splitting the rock until the cliff found its fracture.  As the fissure widened, longer metal pry bars replaced the flattened spikes.  The men applied leverage to further widen the marble sheet.  Sometimes horses were used for additional pull and strength, but horses pulling often caused too much stress and splintered the rock.  The veteran miners could see what was needed to separate the marble and make immediate adjustments. 

“Dim!” yelled Jack.  “Give your side a whack.  It is begging to crumble.”  

“Ho,” Dim answered and glanced over at Jack in acknowledgement. 

Talor grabbed a longer flattened spike made for just such a task and brought it to Dim.  The two men carefully dropped the long spike down into the fissure.  A knot in the rock showed itself. 

“Knot,” yelled Dim, positioning the spike to the outer side.  Another long spike, positioned by Seth and Gallo, was positioned on the inner side of the knot.  Both bigger men then grabbed sledge hammers.  Seth, the stronger, took the inner side and Dim the outer.  The rope tenders prepared to pull back in case the rock suddenly gave way.  It had happened before and they wanted no accidents or mistakes.  Oftentimes, the bored guards would whip one of them if they thought he was not watching. 

Each resounding clang hung in the air like cranky, buzzing bees before your nose.  The fissure widened as the knot let go of the cliff side. 

“Freedom,” called Dim to his coworkers.  “Freedom” - their tongue in cheek code word for such rocky release.  None of the men were free and how well they knew it.  Dim resisted peeking quickly towards a couple of guards who stared back at him intently.  They knew the codeword, too.  Each stood with a hand on his sword ready to chop down even the slightest indication of revolt or rebellion.  

The pry bars were again shoved into the fissure.  The men grunted and strained as they applied leverage to increase their torque and separate the stone from its long, long time mountainous home.  Each small crack echoed forth in declaration as the stone continued to give way.  There was no final, decisive SNAP.  As a whole piece, the rock seldom gave way without continued pressure.  Pushing and prying and such and the large stone eventually surrendered to separate from its ageless home.  Its own weight and gravity took over to finally finish the job. 

“Lines,” directed Pterrkee, a thief from Helikassos on Asia Minor.  The workers already well knew what to do.  They also knew Pterrkee’s common yearning to give orders.  An angry man always ready for a fight, Prerrkee found himself a prisoner after intentionally tripping a drunken Roman soldier in a bar.  Those prying dropped their tools and went to man the lines with the others for the farther forward the rock wall leaned, the heavier it became.  Down, down, down. 

Four men at the bottom pushed against the marble with long poles.  The poles scraped along the ground for added drag.  

The heavy wall approached the flat ground. 

Euæmon, a young adventurer from Nemesis who had been arrested for drunkenly helping a slave escape, stood at the bottom of the cliff with a sledge hammer during the entire process, watching the spikes and ropes.  If one of the spikes gave way or shifted, the wall could fall.  He would keep the spikes driven and the ropes in place.  It was the most dangerous place to be, and well he knew it.  Rock could tumble down from the top or the wall could suddenly give way and fall on him full force to be dashed to pieces like the potter’s vessel.  Even the guards gave Euæmon plenty of room to work.

Ropes and poles did their jobs as the sizable chunk turned on its new, broad side like a slice of freshly baked bread.

Euæmon slipped out from under in the last seconds. 

“Touchdown,” yelled the men from the bottom, arms raised, moving their large poles away to stand on different long poles placed horizontally under the wall atop a fulcrum.  Leverage again would soften the landing plus make it possible to raise and move the wall more easily to move it once flat on the ground. 

Dim stood atop the cliff, looking down at their latest prize.  Not that it was his anymore than it belonged to any other penal colony tenants, or even the Roman soldiers for that matter.  Yet, grasping and rubbing the small, marble carving of a dolphin tied around his neck with a stretch of leather, he looked with tinges of both pleasure and deep mourning as his personal little flames of reason and purpose and fulfillment rolled across his mind. 

The terrible sound of ripping flesh distracted his muse.  Two soldiers kicked Gallo to the ground.  A Roman citizen sent there for possibly sleeping with a Centurion’s wife, Gallo, the new whipping boy, received the most brutal brunt from the guards. 

“Where are the tools given to you?” yelled one guard.  He tightly held Gallo’s hair while the other kicked him down to his knees.  Then the lash, wrapped around Gallo’s face, landed with the couple dozen tentacles attached to the short, woven handle.  The tips had no chance to rest for the soldier ripped away the whip to bring another and another and another.  

“I do not know,” yelled Gallo, his voice a gargle, his hand out to try to stop the sting. 

The guard drew back intentionally just far enough to whip the offending hand.  Gallo yelped and pulled his now throbbing hand away just long enough to feel the whip again across his body.  Head.  Neck.  Back.  Front.  Arms.  Legs.  Feet.  It did not matter.  The guards knew well how to torment and cause pain. 

“Where are they?” yelled the burly guard. 

“I do not know,” Gallo pled, sobbing. 

Dim walked off, head down, as Gallo’s wails continued to echo back and forth, over and over through his ears.  Every convict knew tools, especially metal tools could be weapons.  They were checked out and checked back in for every specific assignment. 

Dim well knew the rules.  He had been there close to three years.  He had already lived through Gallo’s spot - the newcomer who got it from both sides - from both the guards as well as the persons who sent him there.  Patmos.  Little Greek island in the Ægean Sea about thirty-seven miles from Asia Minor.  A person could easily walk its length, top to bottom, in less than a day. 

A beautiful piece of real estate, really.  Remarkable stone structures and beaches against the azure waves - much bluer than the Mediterranean.  Fortunately, it had its own freshwater spring, but also had pale soil that resisted any healthy growth of crops.  Not much to eat certain times of the year. 

Roma had taken it over well before Dimetrius cried his first.  The marble quarry had only been around for the last decade or so.  Not the best marble in the Greek islands, Dim had been told.  Paros was famed to be better with its white stone, pure as ivory, but Patmos still offered decent quality marble for most needs.  

As a prison, it was not the worst place in the Empire they could send a man, but most Roman penal colonies were probably better. 

Gallo’s screams subsided, either by distance or the guards were done tormenting him.  Dim knew the tools were already gathered and stored.  The guards grabbed any easy excuse to castigate Gallo who had arrived seven, or maybe eight days past.  The Laurelheads in Roma who sent someone to Patmos usually checked up on their quarry over the first couple/few months.  Satisfied he was being adequately mistreated, they usually lost interest and Patmos never heard from them again.  Similarly, the guards regularly tormented all newcomers, to control and break his spirit.  Broken men were much easier to control.  Dim could tell Gallo would not take long to defeat; if he did not kill himself first.  There always simmered that final escape clause, alive and dwelling deeply inside each and every man.  Dim recalled how some had died with a wry, little smile on his face as Dim fingered his own cloth belt.  He recalled his own moments of suicidal contemplation and the very real, hope filled reasons he chose to remain alive. 

He passed a large bucket of drinking water for the workers.  He felt hot and stopped for a long, deep gulp.  He wanted to dunk his entire head in the bucket to cool off but knew all too well to not.  

He had done it once, a few months after he arrived as the first hot days of summer began.  No one had forbade or warned him.  First, they beat him with fists and feet and a dozen odd implements.  Then they half-drowned him, sticking his head in the bucket over and over.  Then, they tied him to a large, deep post for a couple days and nights without food, water, sanitation or anything else.  Neither sitting nor lying down, half on his back with his hands tied a couple dozen inches or so above the ground, he had prayed to the gods for death countless times before they released him, whipped him a few more times, and sent him dehydrated and bleeding to his cell.  

Others brought him water but not much else.  No dressed wounds.  No words of sympathy or encouragement.  Nothing more, for they had already given from what little any of them had and water was the last thing they had to give.  After Dim drank as much as he could hold, he laid on his side, closed his eyes and appreciated the shady rest.  He imagined his life before Patmos with wife and children.  What had happened to that life before the beatings?  Before the pain?  Before the quarry?  Before the prison with gates made of glorious blue saltwater?  Perhaps that was partly why the guards regularly beat them.  If any actually tried to swim away, their wounds would attract sharks with gruesome certainty.  The salt water might burn in the wounds for a few minutes, but even small flecks of dried blood would bring certain death in such waters. 

Opening his eyes from his bedroll, he peered out the open door.  A hedgerow rose before them, and there was not much to see.  He could not see the sky or the town or the Acropolis Kastelli or the fig trees or the Ægean Sea, mottled with emerald sparkles.  He could not see Apollo’s Temple without first climbing the hill.  Lying there, he cursed the god as much as he cursed his own life.  For two days, Apollo had sucked the life out of him with his fiery chariot.  He took another gutful of water before closing his eyes to try to sleep.  It was not yet dark, but he had not slept much either day or night, and despite his wounds, he knew that they would expect him out there tomorrow to cut stone. 

“Roma,” he muttered angrily.  No curse felt worse than to say the word, “Roma.”  It filled one’s mouth with the worst taste imaginable.  The soft R.  The broad O.  The flattened M.  The A with Arrogant Attitude.  It still spewed forth from Dim’s mouth like caustic, bile filled lava and he wondered why Vesuvius could not have buried Roma instead of Pompeii or Herculaneum?     

As the day’s work ended, Dim noted the gentle warmth of midspring breezes as he departed the quarry for dinner.  Just as the sun set, the elements stirred up a little fresh air to announce the oncoming nightfall.  Some others were already eating as he approached.  Entering the large tent, he accepted his scrap of dinner then exited to join the others.  The men always wanted more to eat, but to be honest, were seldom hungry.  Living on such rations, the stomach had adjusted to the personal famine.  Dim knew well his captors.  They were not inclined towards any sense of mercy or compassion, yet their dinners commonly seemed like more than he would have expected for prison fodder.  He had dwelled on the why for some time after arrival.  It became something to think about - a game.  A motivating puzzle to be solved.  Why would they feed us this much?  If they could, they would feed us nothing.  He kept this musing to himself, partially to not draw attention lest the soldiers reduce their rations, and partially just the personal challenge to figure it out by himself. 

He expected they fed them to prevent revolt, but that rationale never settled well.  The guards commonly provoked the men towards revolt.  They often even beat the men just for something to do - to offset their own boredom.  Pressing others to revolt would be a welcome change for some of the Roman guards. 

Then, it occurred to him one day, sitting with the group under an olive tree.  The Romans had marble quotas to meet.  They had to cut marble, and they needed strong men to do the job.  If they fed them too little, the men would famish, and marble would not be hewn.  They needed them to be this strong, however much it galled them.  He felt a personal sense of pride and triumph but dared not share his insight.  Again, they might take away what little the men had. 

He took a small nibble on his bread so it would last longer. 

“SATURN, TAKE MINE!” yelled a surprising but familiar voice.  A screaming figure entered amongst the prisoners.  The guards, ever ready to go to war, pushed back their swords in sheath and exhaled exasperation.  “Apollonides,” one whispered and rolled his eyes. 

“Here they are,” continued the stranger.  “Take them.  They are yours anyway.”  He bounced around with a strange and jerky dance, from man to man.  Gallo screamed when Apollonides slapped Gallo’s legs and knees and feet.  Still licking his wounds after the beating from the guards, he kept to himself, such was his shame and fear and hopelessness. 

Talor sat up to lean towards Dim.  “Who is that?” he asked. 

“Oh ho,” laughed Dimetrius and whispered, “Thas’ Apollonides, the Govner’s brother-n-law.” 

Apollonides leapt away from Gallo to fall back.  He rolled around on the ground, then grabbed a handful of dirt and tried to toss it in the eyes of someone no one else could see.  “Bring your scythe.  The chicks are waiting,” he screamed at the sky, lying back, legs spread. 

“Is he mad?” checked Talor. 

“More than the muses.  Even more than Orestes.” 

Still rolling on the sand, Apollonides tried to make it stick to his arm.  It slid off, so he spit on his arm repeatedly, rolled the sand against it, then loosely wrote his name on his arm. 

“SATURNNNNNNNN!”  

He sat up and looked at Guard Julius.  “Where is a Titan when you need one?”  He raised his arm towards Julius and the sky to display his name, then just as abruptly jumped to his feet. 

“You!” he turned violently towards Gallo, pointing with purpose and menace. 

Gallo’s eyes widened. 

“You have hidden Saturn from me.” 

Gallo knew it was not true.  He knew everyone else knew it was not true.  Even Saturn knew it was not true, but Gallo dared not answer lest he invoke another beating from the guards. 

Then, Phranc appeared unexpectedly.  Phranc, a Roman from Asisium, landed on Patmos a year earlier regarding a dispute over his vineyard. 

“Can I help?” he asked, placing a hand on Apollonides’ back. 

Apollonides screamed and jumped away as though Phranc’s touch burned like a hot branding iron. 

“Holy Zeus!” he beheld, his eyes wide saucers. 

“Can I get you some water?” Phranc asked, and walked over to the bucket. 

Apollonides continued to watch Phranc furtively.  He knew he could be invisible at times, but he also knew Phranc could be invisible, too.  That had to be how Phranc snuck up on him so easily.  He licked his dry lips. 

“Only if it was drawn from Neptune’s hand.” 

“Oh, it was,” assured Phranc.  “He brought it to me fresh this morning.” 

Apollonides cleared his raspy throat and straightened up to his regal best.  “Then, yes, I shalt accept your water.” 

Phranc lifted the ladle.  Actually, not much water lined the bottom of the bucket, but enough to give Apollonides to quench his thirst.  The madman slurped it gladly.  He wanted more but restrained himself.  He knew the dangers of too much water, and never wanted to drown in his thirst. 

“What brings you to our camp?” asked Phranc, replacing the ladle with a thud in the wooden bucket. 

Apollonides looked around the evening sky as he mindlessly answered, “Music.” 

“What music?” challenged Minos with his usual cynical spirit. 

“The music of the chain,” answered Apollonides, closing his eyes to feel the melodies, then he looked at Phranc, smiled and placed a hand on his shoulder.  “Yours sings so pretty.”  

“Yes, it does,” agreed Phranc, somewhat sadly. 

Looking at Gallo, he declared, “Yours is clatter.” 

Gallo seized up but feared moving lest his chains make more noise. 

Apollonides looked around at all the men.  Drooling, he reported, “Saturn sent me to Vulcan to forge him the musical chains.”  Drool was good.  The leaves liked it enough to stick to it. 

“And, did you make them - the musical chains?” asked Phranc. 

Apollonides closed his eyes and dropped his head.  Tears appeared, mingling with his spittle.  “No,” he admitted, ashamed and broken.  “Vulcan was not home.”

“Was anybody home?” asked Phranc.  

“Was anybody home?” mocked Pterrkee. 

“Was anybody home?” imitated Dim.  Pterrkee shot him a mean glance.  Dim smiled. 

“Just Venus,” answered Apollonides, “but she knows not the chains.” 

“Well, we have chains here,” jingled Phranc.  “Perhaps Saturn would like our chains.  I would be glad to lend them to him.” 

Most of the men chuckled.  Minos spit.  Pterrkee wanted to strangle him. 

“Tell him to leave,” said Guard Julius.  The Roman guards were not allowed to forcibly remove Apollonides except to save his life, being Myron’s son and the governor’s brother-in-law.  Apollonides jiggled Phranc’s chains, then Dim’s, then Talor’s and others, sometimes licking them.  Again, he told Gallo, “Yours are clatter,” then to the rest, “I cannot bring these to Saturn.  Your chains need tuning.  Their music has gone sour.”  “Perhaps we just do not play them as sweetly as you,” suggested Phranc. 

Apollonides fell forward to his knees beside Phranc and uttered, “Sometimes things are so sweet, they are sour.  Or bitter, like a bittern, or porcupinecone.”  He took Phranc’s chains in hand and examined them up close, studying each link, enthralled at the beauty of the workmanship and wondered which link he would be.  “Many parts are edible,” he added, still talking about the porcupinecone, but everyone thought he meant the chain. 

He peered up at the twilight sky and sighed.  Fatigue reminded him he had not slept the previous night, perplexed with wondering what happened to the sun.  He brooded on the question throughout the long night until it dawned on him... 

Then, the sounds of horses and hooves arose, approaching the camp.  Some of the men slipped back into twilight shadows to avoid notice until they saw who came up at so strange a time.  Even Apollonides tried hiding behind a tree until he remembered that he was invisible. 

Three men rode up, a sort of nobleman, and two Roman guards.  Guard Octavius attended to the leader’s horse, holding the stallion steady as the man dismounted.  The leader, wearing a white linen tunic and long, black cloak, nodded to the guards before moving towards Apollonides, his face dark with intent and totally put upon. 

“Who is that?” whispered Talor to Dim. 

“Kynops, the Magician.” 

“Why does he wear makeup?” asked Talor, “especially around his eyes.”  

“No idea,” admitted Dim.  “Perhaps t’ look more like an Egyptian.” 

“Apollonides.  Let us go,” ordered Kynops, his eyes afire. 

Apollonides remained invisibly seated. 

“Let us go,” ordered Kynops.  “Your father awaits.  He is very unhappy with you.” 

Apollonides almost spoke but held his tongue.  He did not want to give away his position and he definitely did not want to go home. 

“Move it,” said Kynops.  “On your feet.”  He approached the young man with plodding, indignant purpose.  He was Kynops, the Great Magician of Patmos.  Who was he to play nursemaid, even if it fulfilled the governor’s wish?  He still had not admitted to himself his motives to regain the governor’s good grace and favor after the last debacle. 

Apollonides remained still and in his mind, undetected. 

Kynops bent over in front of Apollonides, practically nose to nose, and said in his deep voice, “You are not invisible.  I can see you.  Now move it.” 

Apollonides remained stone. 

“I assure you, if I could make you disappear forever, that would be my greatest wish.” 

Apollonides finally moved, his eyes making contact.  They can always see you when your eyes make contact.  He rose from his hiding place behind nothing, walked around Kynops and took hold of Kynops’ horse. 

“No, you do not!” yelled Kynops.  “Do not let him mount,” yelling to Guard Octavius.  The guard responded, leading the horse in a spiraling circle to keep Apollonides from mounting.  Apollonides hopped around behind the horse, one foot in the air and one hand on its mane.  Men laughed to themselves.  They all remembered the last time when Apollonides took Kynops’ horse and rode off in flight. 

“You walked up here.  You can walk back.  In irons if I have to.” 

“Why do not you just send him there,” suggested Guard Octavius, flipping his head back and forth towards the sorcerer as the horse continued its gyrations.  “...With your magic?”  Octavius always hoped to see Kynops perform some magic.

Kynops shoved Apollonides aside as he took hold of his horse to answer the impudent guard, “If you want to see some magic, I will turn you into a skink.” 

The guard backed away, his eyes widening. 

Phranc wanted to help.  He stood idly, uncertain what he could do.  Even he feared Kynops’ sorcery and temperament to some degree.  Phranc knew magicians, sorcerers and shamans to typically be unpredictable and moody creatures. 

Dim, Talor and a few others, including the other guards just sat back to mutely and cautiously enjoy the show.  This was a good one as they go.  Usually the guards made the prisoners leave or turn their backs, but even they were more so distracted.  

“I will have Diana on you,” threatened Apollonides to Kynops.  “My sister knows your ways.”

“Your sister and I broke fast this morning.  She wants you back at home, too.” 

Apollonides stalled, a hand on the horse’s haunch.  “Then, I shall go,” he decided, “if only for Diana,” and he bounded down the hill towards home. 

“Follow him,” ordered Kynops to his escorts.  “Make sure he does not stray.” 

The two guards complied and rode off down the hill behind Apollonides who was singing a song of unrequited love to the tortoise he had just skipped past. 

Kynops turned towards the Roman guards with a vengeance. 

“Why did not you tell me he was here?” 

“What is that?” questioned Guard Ernesto, standing taller, but still ready to take a quick step or two back. 

“Why did not you get me?” 

“We did not know it was your turn to watch him.” 

“It was not.” 

“Sir?”  The soldiers suddenly did not know where the conversation strayed - nothing unusual with Kynops the Magician.  Everything about him had to have mystique, or at least a confounding. 

“Have you not been instructed to contact Governor Laurentius if Apollonides showed up?” 

The guards all looked at each other.  The truth was not always the best option at times like this. 

“It is our duty to carry out the governor’s orders,” opened Guard Julius.  “To the best of our knowledge, if he ordered us to report the whereabouts of the governor’s brother-in-law, we were not informed.” 

“Impudence!” yelled Kynops and still holding the reins, raised his left hand menacingly. 

Guard Julius led the others as they all took a leaning step back. 

Kynops stood erect and menacing for a few seconds, then brought his loaded hand back down.  No spell would be ejected this time, but they never could guess with certainty what he might have done.  He had been known to turn people and even animals into other objects.  That always seemed like a lot of trouble to Guard Julius since it was typically easier just to kill something.  If you are going to take it out of commission anyway, might as well be the permanence of death. 

Kynops separated the reins to mount his horse.  Just as he prepared to jump up, someone flipped a sharp rock against the horse’s nose.  It reared up suddenly and backed away.  In course, Kynops was thrown onto his back atop the hard ground.  Stifled laughter filled the air.  Kynops scampered to his feet, looked around from face to face, settled on Dim, and walked forward as into a headwind. 

“You did it,” he accused. 

“Did what?” defended Dim, still amused by the fall. 

“You spooked my horse.” 

Dim looked at his compadres.  “Not me, Mr. Nops.  I do not even know what happened.”

Kynops pressed him.  “So, you are a worm?” 

Dim looked surprised. 

“Cowards like you always make good worms.” 

Dim rose and looked at him questioningly.  He glanced over at Talor, brow furrowed. 

“Worms,” said Kynops, getting louder and louder and louder, repeating the word, “WORMS,” and moving towards Dim with each ominous step.  Dim stood his ground, not out of revolt as much as out of curiosity and puzzlement.  Kynops yelled, “WORMS!” one more time, his deep voice shrieking, then he suddenly pushed against the prisoner’s chest with all his might.  Dim was much stronger, but already leaning back an inch or two, still fell back, hit the ground and vanished.  Only a small earthworm slithered where Dim had crashed. His shackles fell over, empty. 

Everyone gasped except Guard Octavius who had waited so long for such a moment.  He had often wished the Grand Wizard would teach him how to do that. 

“Hmph!” declared Kynops, then turned towards his steed with gale force authority. 

The small group of men parted quickly and fearfully.  Gallo’s sobs could be heard behind them.  Kynops fancied himself as not one with whom to be trifled.  He mounted and rode off down the hill. 

Talor and Phranc turned first to seek Dim.  Talor picked up the earthworm next to the shackles.  It wriggled in his fingers as they do.  He looked around for a place to store the critter but saw nothing.  Even in his short time there, he well knew to keep the worm from the guards if possible.  They would make a game of it, toss it around and eventually kill it.  He did not know how long Dimetrius would be an earthworm, but needed to give him every consideration, just in case... 

Phranc took the worm from Talor. 

“I have a place for it,” he assured, and placed it in his breast pocket. 

As the last rays of daylight slid away, the guards sent the men to their quarters. 

“I told you Dim would get it some day,” barked Minos as they entered their hold.  “He always had a little too much spark for Roman swine to handle.” 

“Quiet!” ordered Seth.  The Jewish fisherman from Cæsarea had an idea to help Dim. 

“Take him to Yosef.  The Rabbi may have an answer.”  Entering their dirt floor shelter, Talor and Phranc saw the old Rabbi Yosef.  Talor, a Greek kid from Knidos knew little about the Jewish faith or lifestyle.  Phranc knew much of Jewish ways.  Plus, he personally loved all creatures as flowed his nature, despite the brutal, tormenting Roman guards.  He had been a compassionate man in his former life, and only imprisoned on Patmos because he owned a small vineyard wanted by a land baron named Cato.  When Phranc would not sell, the baron formally charged Phranc with robbery of his niece and bribed the magistrate to get rid of him.  Phranc saw the writing on the walls and signed a quit deed over to his uncle in Roma who could not be so easily intimidated or pressed by Cato.  Of course, the one condition was to never, ever sell the vineyard to Cato.  His uncle was not a particularly giving or compassionate man but was a sensible businessman.  He would take good care of the vineyard and possibly return it to Phranc when and if he returned.  And, best of all, Cato would not reap its rewards. 

Cato shrieked with fury, of course, but still mocked and laughed as he saw Phranc board the boat in chains for Patmos.  Phranc had sent him a bottle of bitter wine vinegar as a parting gift to be delivered after he sailed away.  Cato found it on his dining table as he entered his villa.  The inscription on the bottle read Aceto di Cato. 

Yosef had just retired to his bed when Talor and Phranc found him.  He looked at both warily, then relaxed when Phranc presented the earthworm.  They explained what happened.

“What can I do?” asked Yosef, throwing his hands in the air.  “I am but an old man.  What do you expect me to do?”  

Talor was not shy with his answer.  “We were hoping you could change him back.” 

“Why me?” 

“Are not you like a holy man of God?” asked Phranc.  “We pray your patience that you could ask this God of yours to help.”  Yosef felt a tad beside himself but closed his eyes in a holy nod.  Talor felt tears rising for Dim.  He swallowed them back hard.  Tears always invited mockery with this group.  He went over to his bed and laid down, saddened and alone in his thoughts; the worm next to his head.  He feared falling asleep and the worm be gone in the morning.  Even more, he feared the worm burrowing underground then changing back to a man.  He would never survive in such a tight spot, void of air space.  

Phranc and the others let him be.  They did not have any answers anyway. 

Better part of an hour later, against the quiet, the door opened to their barracks.  The men looked and saw Guard Octavius enter holding a torch.  Most turned away, so did not notice the man with him in chains.  Those that did look were amazed. 

“DIM!” yelled big Seth, sitting up. 

The others looked.  Guard Octavius pushed him towards his bedroll then left the room, scowling, and relocking them all inside for the night. 

“What happened?” asked most of the men.  “We saw you changed into an earthworm by Kynops.”  Talor checked.  The earthworm was still next to him moving slowly away.  It would find the dirt floor and make its final exit. 

“Know not ‘bout any earthworm,” admitted Dim, “but when I fell down, I sudd’nly found meself in an olive tree on Gov’ner Laurentius’ estate.  I had t’ grab any branch t’ keep from fallin’ out.  After I got back my wits, I was gonna jus’ hop down & walk out, but there were guards ‘round the grounds, & there was no way they were gonna believe I was sent there by Kynops.  Perhaps that is the very reason he sent me there.”  

“Astral projection?” asked Euæmon. 

“No idea what that is, but that explains it ‘bout as well as anythin’ else.” 

Dim held up his manacles.  “Man, it felt good t’ be out o’ chains.  Yeah, we don’ usually work in them, but it was totally different.  So, I watched the guards for a spell, saw a chance t’ make my break, slipped out over the wall & walked right int’ Octavius.  You would o’ thought he saw a ghost.  Also, a good thing I was not shackled.  No way I coulda snuck off the property with chains jinglin’ all over the place.” 

“Did you see Kynops?” asked Pterrkee? 

“Nope,” answered Dim, glad for the avoidance.  Before that moment, he had forgotten that they were heading for Myron’s estate.  Good chance they would have passed. 

“Apollonides probably took ‘em on ‘nother goose chase.  For that matter, he pro’bly thought he became a goose.”  The men laughed. 

“An invisible goose,” added Euæmon who rose honking and waddled like a shackled goose around the gloomy room.  More laughter, though not too loud, lest the guards on watch happened by. 

“By the way,” said Dim.  “What spooked the horse?”  None of the men knew.  Or, were not admitting it.  Probably the former. 

“Maybe Gallo?” Dim thought aloud.  No.  He was behind the horse and too far away.  

“Octavius,” suggested Mothcrates, an aging Athenæn who fancied himself a colleague to the philosophers of old.  “He always wants to see Kynops do some magic and what better way than to anger him?”

“He could have tossed something at the horse,” suggested Seth.  “I have seen that rat flick a pebble with one finger sharp enough to make it skip on water.” 

The men nodded and muttered affirmation, but most knew they would never really know. 

Talor started to speak, then held back. 

“What?” asked the others. 

“Um, I never saw Kynops before today, but I never want to get on his bad side.” 

“We are already on Kynops’ bad side,” hissed Pterrkee.  

“Uh huh,” agreed Talor, “but he still scares me.  When I saw Dim disappear...” 

The men all muttered and/or indicated their personal responses.  Dim cleared his throat the loudest.  “I agree he is someone t’ avoid, but lemme tell you, he is not the big shot he pretends t’ be.  Yes, pretends.  He is the Master Magician - on Patmos.  Little, ol’ Patmos.  That is it.  He would be at most a Class Beta hustler in Athenæ, Sparta or even Ephesus.  That makes him no more than the big frog on a small, small pond.  More bluster & bluff than blood or blight.”  

“Blimey!” exclaimed Euæmon. 

“Exactly,” smiled Dim.  “But, like I was sayin’, Octavius brought me back up t’ the barracks, locked me in some shackles and brought me here.” 

“Too bad you did not get away,” judged Minos. 

Dim looked at him through the gloom and answered, “If I ever aim t’ make a break for it, I will have a clear plan.  T’ go without a plan is t’ get caught & punished & beaten & prob’bly killed.” 

Minos knew it to be true as did all the others.  Still, he might have followed the temptation to its limit. 

“Not like I could not outrun Octavius,” boasted Dim.  “One against one, we might have a chance.  But he starts yellin’ & the whole town comes out.  Would not have a chance.  Again, I needed a clear hole t’ get through their webs.” 

He sat down on his bedroll and laid back, turning towards the wall.  The ‘maybes’ and ‘what ifs’ started replaying through his mind like they tended to do.  He did have a chance to escape.  The perfect diversion.  They maybe think you are dead already.  Even turned into a worm, and the blowfish Kynops would never claim his magic was anything less than the best.  Maybe he should have found a boat to steal.  It is only a couple/ few hours to the next island, depending on wind and wave.  Maybe he could have found what happened to his wife and children... 

The others returned to their beds as well to share the same dream.  Freedom.  They always wished it but seldom actually said the word. 

“But that is not the worst of it,” Dim added, turning back toward the others.  “We were walkin’ back up the hill.  We stopped by the barracks where I was chained again, so we are ploddin’ along.  The sun is gone and the moon has risen, mostly full, so the trail is pretty easy t’ see.  Octavius wants t’ push me forward every now & then but he is huffin’ & puffin’ a bit himself climbing the hill.  Then, I sees somethin’ & I stop.  Octavius pushes me, but I look at him & point t’ the sycamore tree.  We see a man hanging there, his belt around his neck.”  

“Who?  Who?  Who?” most asked. 

“Could you tell?” 

“Yes,” answered Dim.  Tears shamelessly filled his eyes. 

“Gallo?” asked Rabbi Yosef from his bed. 

“Gallo,” Dim nodded to the invisibly black ceiling. 

Solemn silence quickly filled each head.     
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Chapter 2
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Aphrodite, the bright and morning star, shone starkly in the early morning sky as dawn’s twilight leaked over the Taurus Mountains across the water on the Asia Minor mainland.  Dim always liked seeing the planet in the mornings and evenings.  He had been told the morning and evening planet was the same one, but he had never felt sure that was right.  One appeared in the east and the other in the west.  One brought the morning and the other closed the evening leading into night.  Two totally different functions for the same wandering planet?  How could Pythagoras know?  Did he shoot an arrow into Aphrodite at evening and check the next morning to see his arrow still stuck out of her? 

The Roman soldiers tended to call her Venus.  Dim did not know why and definitely did not like the name as well as Aphrodite.  Dim knew he was not the brightest dye on the urn, but he never found his Roman captors to be all that sharp.  Heading to the quarry, he spied a new ship in the harbor.  Probably arrived overnight.  Nothing unusual.  He noted it only briefly - a Roman craft made for crossing the Mediterranean.  The Romans called the Mediterranean Mare Nostrum - “Our Sea”, such displayed their arrogance. 

She probably held upwards of eighty people plus oarsmen.  He was not that close, but she looked anchored without much activity happening on deck as yet.  She disappeared from sight around the next turn and Dim thought nothing more about her.  They had a huge stone slab to try to move today. 

He saw Minos and Phranc ahead - a common pair, silent, but total opposites.  Minos always head down to face the day.  Phranc looked around, taking in the cool breeze, the feathery sounds of trees and the sight of pelicans flying over.  Filling himself with the sweet morning air, perhaps he could be any and all.  It seemed always so funny that the two became friends. 

Jack chattered from behind Dim. 

“Put it back in the cave, child,” he said to young Talor.  “There be no use for your manhood here.  The maidens are forbidden to even talk to us, much less mingle.  And, beware.  Those Roman swine can gawk at the dancers all they want, but if they see you enjoy it, you had better turn into a celtic vertragus and flee.” 

“Or, better yet, a bird - a seagull - or cuckoo...like Zeus...,” added the teen, “...and just fly away from here.” 

“Then, do not change form when the archers are practicing.” 

Talor sighed.  “Zeus became a cuckoo to woo Hera.  Maybe I should insult a few gods.  They might turn me into a bird.  Or a warthog.  Or, even a bug.” 

“You would do better to learn to throw lightning bolts,” laughed Jack. 

“Quiet!” ordered Guard Mucius as the prisoners stood in line to have their irons removed.  

“Work!” 

Heading to the rock, Talor whispered to Jack, “If I could chuck bolts, I would get us all out of here.” 

Jack planted a supporting hand on the youth and grabbed hold of a large pole to start raising the heavy block of rock.  Others joined in.  Most knew their roles throughout the day, including the guards who lashed workers at random as it suited them.  The pain was never welcome but considered a regular part of the routine.  They stayed the course, whip or no whip.  Thus, the prisoners mostly tried to avoid the mistakes that would bring down wrath, torture, extreme correction and other madness. 

The block was placed upon rolling logs.  The workers knew if someone wanted the entire chunk intact, it would be a face of wall for some temple or large public building and would take a ship to transport much larger than the one they saw in harbor that morning.  On the other hand, the block could be cut and shaped into thinner sheets and used as a veneer over brick and mortar.  Domitian’s palace on the Palatina Hill had been made that way. 

The long poles again worked together to push the block whatever direction they needed.  Some manned the rolling logs.  

Some kept the ground as clear and flat as they could.  Some pushed the heavy stone inches at a time with leverage and teamwork.  As the sun rose, the heat pressed against them with increasing pressure and hindrance.  It was always amazing how welcome a tiny breeze or shade could suddenly feel.  Water was brought often by a prisoner.  The guards, however brutal, still wanted the work done. 

Strangers entered the quarry.  Dim glanced at them briefly; apparently long enough to invite the whip.  He writhed with trained theatrics and pressed all the harder against his pole, not even looking to see which guard whipped him.  Most of the inmates who had been there some time knew well each Roman guard’s way of whipping.  As unique as a man’s ears.  Some things in life definitely did not matter or require a second look, and in that fashion all the guards were considered repulsive equals. 

The newcomers approached.  The quarry workers pretended they were not there and kept to their tasks.  Lucius, the Captain of the Guard, met the visitors. 

“Got two more for you,” opened Cap, the sea captain, as his deck hands pushed two men in irons forward. 

Lucius eyed the two prisoners quickly, sizing them up as was his habit.  One was prime-of-his-life tall and slender.  Probably strong and agile.  The second was older than the old Rabbi Yosef.  Lucius spit.  Why send such an ancient to mine rock?  They had no strength or stamina.  They were surely the first to die under the lash - likely Roma’s intent. 

Handing two papyrus scrolls to the Captain, the sea captain continued, “This one’s Arion.  He’s from Thorikos.  A thief.  He was caught stealing weaponry from the armory.  Apparently, this one loves anything armament, so watch him. 

“The old man is Giovanni, also known by Ionnes.  A religious zealot.  We brought him from Roma, but he was already a prisoner, from Ephesus I hear, though he’s not from there, either.  Says he’s originally from Capernaum in Galilee.”  

“A zealot, eh?” noted Lucius. 

“Talk your ear off,” assured the sea captain. 

“They usually do,” grumbled Lucius, studying the old man who looked back at him straight and true as the finest crafted arrow.  His gray-brown eyes stood out from his weathered wrinkles and thinning white hair.  Lucius stared intently at the old man, eye to eye for a few seconds.  Neither man spoke.  Neither man flinched - until Ionnes’ facial features slowly metamorphosed into a deep and genuine smile.  

Lucius, the Roman soldier, felt repulse.  Obviously, this man was deeply disturbed. 

Lucius, the man, felt a softening stir aroused somewhere deep inside. 

His well-practiced coldness remained as he turned to carry on his duties. 

“Join the prisoners,” he ordered Arion with a flip of his head.  Arion lifted the shackles towards the Captain.  In response, the Captain clubbed Arion side the head with a metal bracelet made for such a moment.  “I said join the prisoners,” repeated the Captain sternly.  Arion straightened up, wiped some blood from his throbbing ear and shuffled towards the team of workers. 

Lucius watched him as he then heard Ionnes muttering something.  A prayer of praise?  A petition to some foreign deity?  The old man’s lips quivered and flowed with each whispered word.  It sounded like gibberish to Lucius who had an ear for most languages in that region of the Mediterranean.  He glanced at the prisoner.  His eyes were closed calmly in total trust - something so uncommon on Patmos.  The Captain noted it, considered also clubbing him, withheld his attack, then looked towards the workers. 

“Teos.  Side.”  A man turned from the pack of prisoners.  “Front and center,” ordered the Captain.  Guard Octavius smacked Teos or Side as he headed for the Captain to hasten him along.  Arion approached and was directed towards Seth, Jack and the other pole bearers. 

Teos was from Side, or was it Side from Teos?  Nobody could quite remember.  He was a bit of a simpleton either way and did not much care what anyone called him.  For Teos or Side, the fact that they called him by his name most of the time pleased him as an improvement. 

“Take this one down to the salt ropes,” ordered Lucius.  “Then, get right back up here.”  

The two men departed, shuffling slowly towards the coast, slowed by Ionnes’ chains. 

“Be aware,” warned Cap, motioning towards Ionnes.  “That one’s gonna be your greater challenge.” 

“How so?” smiled Lucius, amused by the sea captain’s caution.  “He looks well harmless enough.” 

“Oh, he won’t put up a fight.  He’s not a killer.  Wouldn’t even spit on the deck.  Not a violent bone in his body, but he’ll weave his flesh and blood deity into this island faster than you can say, ‘Patmos,’ I tell you.” 

“Made you a member of his sect, did he?” chided Lucius. 

“Tried to.  Some of my crew and other passengers had better part of a month with nothing else to do than listen to that old man tell story after story about some fellow named Yeshua.  He made his impact on some of them.” 

“A Christian zealot,” cursed the Captain of the Guard.  “I have dealt with them before.” 

“Perhaps,” agreed the sea captain, “but he’s one of Yeshua’s first followers.  I doubt it’ll take long for you to see how dangerous he really is.” 

Lucius unrolled Ionnes’ tallow sealed scroll to read the report.  He read it over a few times, his brow furrowing deeper and deeper. 

“This cannot be right,” he declared. 

Cap wanted to move around to see what Lucius read, but knew that could be his last bold act on Earth.  He waited and smiled, then spouted, “If it’s what I hear’d, I don’t believe it, neither.” 

“It says the man was boiled in oil in the Flavian Amphitheater before Titus Flavius Domitianus Cæsar.  Now they have sent him to me.” 

“That is what I hear’d,” acknowledged the sea captain.

“And, he did not die?” 

“Not even scalded as far as I could tell after our weeks in close company.” 

Lucius reread the words in the scroll another time.  Same meaning.  There was no date when the attempted execution occurred. 

“Do you know when he was dipped?” 

“No,” admitted the sea captain.  “But, couldn’ta been long before I arrived in port ‘n was commissioned to bring ‘im to Patmos.  It was all anyone could talk about in Roma that week - on the docks and in the town.  I wasn’t even going to Patmos, but some centurion chartered my boat to bring him here.  They paid me well.  Apparently, twas that ‘portant to them.”  

“Anything else?” questioned Lucius. 

Cap paused for quite a spell, looking up and twiddling his fingers on his chin. 

“Well?” pressed the Captain of the Guard. 

“Sorry sir.  Jus’ don’t wanna bore ya with the chatter of old ladies.” 

“I noticed no women on board.” 

“They unloaded in Creta.”  

Cap still appeared quite hesitant. 

“Out with it,” order Lucius. 

“I ain’t sayin’ anythin’ happened,” started Cap, hands moving for emphasis.  “I been on the sea my whole, sorry life and I seen more than my share o’ weird.  This one jus’ be another one, sir.” 

Lucius showed his patience wearing thin.  He knew how to get information out of people when he needed.  He wasn’t about to torture the sea captain, but it didn’t make him all that much more patient. 

“You saw that storm a few nights back?”  Lucius nodded. 

“Well, weze got caught by it.  It weren’t the worst I’d had, so I weren’t too worried, but it tossed us around a bit.  Well, we sent the passengers below, but some kid jus’ hadda be on deck.  I twas too busy tyin’ sails to tell him to get below when a big wave washed over the deck.  Dumb kid.  He didn’t know the sea and it took ‘im overboard.” 

“What did you do?”

“Me?” Cap looked surprised.  “I didn’ do nothin’.” 

“Nothing?” checked Lucius. 

“I didn’ see ‘im, Cap’n.  I twas still tyin’ the line, but my hands started yellin’, ‘Man overboard.  Man overboard.’  Then, I sees an old man come up on deck yellin’ and screamin’ and grabbing hold a the rail to look for his son over the side.  That grabs my attention and I don’ see his boy no more.  The storm’s still pouring its wind and wrath on my little boat and I keep tending the line.  Then, I sees old Giovanni come racin’ up, chains and shackles and all.  Now that really grabs my attention.  All that metal he haulin’, he’d sink faster than one a your rocks.  He runs past me and goes to the stern, and yells over the side.  I can’t hear nothin’ he’s sayin’, not that I thought it mattered, when suddenly another wave rose like a blow hole and washes right over old Giovanni.  I see the old man still holdin’ on but, then I sees another - the kid, floppin’ around on the deck like an old fish catchin’ its last breath, and I said, ‘No way!’” 

“So,” Lucius checked, “you are saying Giovanni magically brought the kid back on board?” 

“I dunno,” admitted the sea captain.  “I jus’ knows what I seen.” 

Lucius looked perturbed as he glanced again at the still open scroll.  If Giovanni had been that magical, he could have stopped the storm with just a word.  For that matter, perhaps he could have walked to Patmos over the water.  That would have been the best trick of all for someone trying to escape.  Lucius mused, if someone could walk to Asia Minor atop the water, he would not even try to stop him.  

Rereading the Latin words for the nth time, he continued to ponder the report.

“He-WmmmNmmmKmmmmm,” mumbled the soldier, reading. 

“What’s that, Captain?” asked Cap.  “Did you say something?” 

“Nothing,” uttered Lucius, not much louder than his mumble.  He reread the scroll one more time, dwelling on some of the last words near the bottom. 

“He would not cook.” 

<>< ><> <>< ><> <>< ><> <>< ><> <>< ><>

Ionnes and Teos (or Side) slowly moved towards the coast.  Chains and shackles slowed a man’s movements pretty much the same as old age.  Ionnes had both and complained about neither.  The morning clouds contributed to a slight chill in the air.  Most expected the low clouds would burn off by mid-morn.  With Ionnes’ shackled, he plodded along slowly but felt no hurry.  He had visited some of the Ægean islands over the years, but never Patmos and breathed in his new digs.  His ragged, dirty clothing, seldom washed since he had entered captivity, along with his unkempt hair and beard added to his appearance as being a new prisoner, but his demeanor seemed more like a visitor on holiday. 

“Well,” thought Ionnes, “my passage and board were paid for by the generosity of the Roman government.”  It was not the first time he had been in chains for the everlasting gospel and his miraculous performance in Roma made the trip to Patmos all that much sweeter.  He might be expected to ‘pay the bill’ now that he was here, but he knew that worked both ways.  Always!!!!! 

“Where are you from?” Ionnes asked his chaperone.  

“Side,” answered Teos.  

“Which one?” asked Ionnes.  He knew of at least five or six. 

“I dunno,” admitted Teos.  “It is just across the water.”  

He pointed out east of the bay.” 

“Near Mylasa?” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“I have been through there.  I lived in Ephesus for many years.” 

Teos did not even try to shake off the feeling of loss and sadness that filled him for that moment and every other time he thought of his long, lost home. 

“Why are you here?” asked Ionnes. 

“I stole’d some bread,” he uttered, still lost in his memories. 

Ionnes thought that quite a severe punishment for petty thievery. 

“How much bread did you steal?” 

“Oh, just a couple of loaves.  My mama died.  She always took care of me, but she could not make me dinner, so I went into town.  Nobody I knew could help.  I asked some other people for help, but they could not help me, either.  Then, I saw the bread in the window, so asked the man if he had any bread for me.  He got me the loaves.  It was so good.  I was so hungry.  I ate them down right there.  Then, he said, ‘Where is your money?’ and I did not have any.  So, he started yelling at me and calling me names and pushed me out of his store.  He found a Greek soldier and told him I had stole’d the bread and had me ‘rested.  And, now I am here.” 

Ionnes felt rising compassion for the young man.  

“How long have you been here?” 

Teos thought long and hard and finally answered, “I dunno.  Long time, I guess.”  He kicked a rock, one of many, along the footpath. 

“He said I stole’d it with a knife.  I dunno what knife he meant.  I never owned a knife in my life.  He had a big knife right there on the table.  Maybe he meant that knife.” 

“Robbery,” thought Ionnes.  The crime and punishment made a little more sense. 

Walking along, they saw four men in a field - two prisoners and two Roman guards.  The prisoners worked diligently, digging a large hole.  

Ionnes stopped. 

“What is that?” wondered the elder.  Teos did not know.  Ionnes left the trail to investigate. 

“No, no, no,” urged Teos, trying to block Ionnes.  “The guards will beat us.” 

“Then, stay here,” said Ionnes, still walking towards the scene with chain music to announce his approach.  Teos followed, but at a distance.  He also noticed a white horse, alone, prancing across the sloped field. 

Approaching, Ionnes saw the limp body lying on the dirt, obviously dead for some hours.  No burial wrap.  Just a naked corpse lining the ground. 

“Gallo,” Ionnes could hear Teos say from behind him.  Ionnes wondered how he died.  The marks on his neck suggested strangulation but could not tell the whole story.  

“Move on,” ordered Guard Octavius, actually removing his sword.  Guard Mucius followed suit.  The diggers stopped for a moment.  Bloodshed appeared imminent.  Talor started to move forward with a shovel.  Dim placed a hand out to steady the young man. 

Ionnes smiled at the two guards - an old man in chains.  Not like he presented any sort of threat. 

“I came to pay last respects,” he told the guards.  The guards both laughed and were incredulous.  Dim and Talor looked at each other questioningly. 

“I said, ‘Move on,’” Guard Octavius re-commanded, raising his sword. 

Ionnes seemed to not hear him nor notice the guards at all.  He knelt on the dirt beside the deceased and closed his eyes for a long minute.  His mouth muttered what sounded like Hebrew to the guards.  The guards were not big on patience, but this held some intrigue.  Then, Ionnes touched the dead man.  Almost immediately, his chest moved as it refilled with air.  Gallo gradually turned his head towards the sky, slowly exhaling and drawing in another deep breath behind little gasps.  The sickly blue colors throughout his body started to fade and change to red.  He gulped another breath, and another.  The other five watching gasped with horror and disbelief. 

“Gallo,” greeted Ionnes. 

Gallo peered at Ionnes, perplexed, then after a spell saw the others there, settling on Dim.  “Wormmm?” he mouthed.  His eyes closed wryly.  Pain filled his thoughts.  “Letmedieagain,” he uttered.  “Thereisnothingformehere.” 

Ionnes wanted to invite him to sit up and even to stand, but his discernment suggested otherwise.  Listening to the Spirit, he said, “Yeshua, the Jewish Messiah, has raised you. You are brought back to Earth by His holy name.” 

Gallo looked at Ionnes.  He understood but said nothing.  Ionnes continued, “He does not want you to die in darkness.  Ask, and He will give you eternal life.” 

Gallo closed his eyes.  A tear appeared on the lower left side.  

“ThankYouYeshua,” he whispered.  “Forgiveme.  Bringme home.”  Then, he turned his head away and his breath again left him.  

Ionnes watched him a moment longer as his pink features waned.  The old, bound man then struggled to stand, and saying a final, “Amen,” turned to go. 

“What was that?” demanded Guard Mucius, smacking the old man side the head with the flat side of his sword blade.  

“I did not want him to die to eternal darkness or Hellfire.”

Mucius responded angrily, swinging his large sword across Ionnes’ gut, running him through.  Ionnes cringed, spilling his entrails on the ground before him, then gasped as the pain filled him to overflowing.  He crumpled into a heap, in total pain but praising God in everything.  Then, he rested in lifeless relief.  Mucius pushed the dead body beside Gallo’s. 

“Keep digging,” he shouted towards Dim and Talor.  “Looks like we will need a bigger hole.” 

About that moment, Mucius awoke from his daydream and with Guard Octavius, watched the old man in chains and Teos return to the trail to continue on their way.  

Speechless is Speechless, and that is all a person can say about it. 

Passing through Phora, the town was now alive and open for business.  Ionnes greeted various shopkeepers and shoppers throughout the Acropolis Kastelli.  Their response was typically cold and barely civil if at all.  Most folks parted to let them pass with ample room on the narrow streets.  He spied a lame woman across the square, begging near the gate.  He started to go towards her when some adolescents raced around him, taunting him and spitting on him.  He thought of Elisha and held his tongue.  There probably were no bears to be summoned on Patmos, female or otherwise.

He then recalled Yeshua and the twelve heading for Ierusalem.  They passed through a part of Samaria.  It always seemed odd for Ionnes, back when he walked with Yeshua, to keep his judgments of Samaritans in check.  Yeshua, growing
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