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Regulus

	345 AD

	High above, a full moon hung, casting a soft, silvery glow over the landscape, while wisps of white clouds drifted lazily by. It was a tranquil September night when Regulus was jolted awake, his heart racing, each breath unsteady. Sweat dampened his brow and neck, and his nightshirt clung uncomfortably to his skin. For a long moment, he lay still, eyes closed, gathering himself, before rolling onto his right side and propping himself up on an elbow.

	At the window, he unlatched the wooden shutter and leaned into the cool night air. The silhouettes of the Aetolian mountains rose in pale moonlight, while Patrae, nestled at the foot of Mount Panachaikon, lay quietly below. The city, one hundred and ten miles northwest of Athens, was the capital of the western region and among Greece’s larger centers. His gaze drifted to the harbor as he thought of Andrew, the fisherman who had brought Christianity to Patrae three centuries earlier.

	Born in Bethsaida, Andrew once cast nets alongside his brother Simon, later known as Peter, before answering a higher call. He preached along the Black Sea coast, through Scythia, and on into Greece.

	In 60 AD, while in Patrae, he faced a grim choice: be sacrificed to pagan gods or be scourged and crucified. He chose crucifixion on an X-shaped cross, deeming himself unworthy to die upright as Jesus had. Bound rather than nailed, he endured three days of agony, steadfast in faith until his final breath.

	The cross would later be known as Saint Andrew’s Cross. 

	Regulus’ eyes lifted to the stars, silent witnesses to life’s mysteries. The gentle rhythm of the gulf offered brief solace, yet his mind teemed with unanswerable questions. Still, as Andrew had faced the cross with unwavering faith, so too would he heed the call. That much, at least, he knew.

	Regulus thought of Constantine. Eight years had passed since the emperor’s death. His conversion still echoed through the Roman Empire, legalizing Christian worship, ending persecution, and raising the faith to prominence. Constantine had commissioned the Church of the Holy Sepulchre at Jesus’ tomb and funded churches across Christendom, including Saint Peter’s Basilica in Rome. Constantinople had risen on Byzantium’s ruins, and the Church of the Holy Apostles now honored the Twelve Apostles and housed their relics. Andrew’s bones were at the center of Regulus’ own calling.

	The dream had been vivid and unsettling. Constantius II planned to move Andrew’s relics to Constantinople, yet God had given Regulus a different command. He was to carry the saint’s bones to the far northwestern edge of the world and build a church in his honor. Regulus had dismissed the first vision a week earlier, but now there was no mistaking it. Names of others to whom God had spoken flashed through his mind, including Abraham, Moses, Isaiah, and Mary. They must have been startled, too.

	Abandoning sleep, he closed the window and knelt beside the bed with his head bowed. He prayed for guidance, strength, and courage to follow God’s will despite the daunting uncertainty. Gradually, a plan formed. At dawn, he would seek Atticus, a wealthy trader. There was no other path.
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	As morning light flooded the room, Regulus dressed and set out. Standing five feet eight and weighing one hundred and sixty pounds, he possessed smooth, olive-toned skin, thick black hair, and a full, dark beard, giving him a striking presence. His large brown eyes, framed by bushy eyebrows, radiated depth and warmth. A prominent, gently curved nose added character, but his smile defined him. After celebrating Mass at a nearby home and fulfilling his clerical duties, he headed to the market. Brimming with hope, he sought Atticus. His prayers were answered when he spotted the trader, engrossed in conversation at a lively stall overflowing with clothing and textiles.  

	Atticus, with his rugged features and imposing six-foot frame, carried a commanding presence at thirty-eight. His formidable build exuded authority, effortlessly demanding respect and, when needed, instilling intimidation. Always impeccably dressed, he wore a light linen tunic with a high neckline and fitted sleeves reaching his wrists, the garment draped elegantly to his knees. Over it, a woolen tunica in the same style, dyed in rich red and deep blue from kermes and indigo. Simple brown sandals covered his feet, and unlike most men, he did not wear a head covering.

	Though Atticus joined the trading business with the support of a wealthy, influential uncle, his achievements transcended mere nepotism. Highly intelligent, quick to learn, and a skilled negotiator, he paired sharp business acumen with unwavering tenacity to become a prominent trader and a trusted ally. Over time, he cemented his status as a leading figure in Patrae. Regulus approached him, filled with nervous anticipation.

	“Hello, Atticus,” Regulus said, “I was hoping to see you this morning.”

	“Look no further, Your Excellency,” Atticus said. “I’m standing before you in flesh and blood.”

	“How are things?”

	“When the market is operating as it should, I am happy, as is Patrae. Remember, Bishop, great markets make great cities, and great cities make great markets. Unquestionably, it’s a universal truth. No difference from one plus one equals two or the sun brings us light. How may I help you?”  

	“Let’s step aside, so we can talk in private.”

	Following Atticus' lead, they walked behind the stall to the animals’ quarters. Atticus stopped at a waist-high stone wall and turned to face the bishop. Regulus glanced around, ensuring they were out of earshot before speaking.

	“I need your assistance,” Regulus said.

	“What’s the matter?” Atticus said.

	“I must travel afar, by sea, and I must do it soon.”

	“For what purpose?”

	“I’ve been asked by God. It’s a calling.”

	“Where?”

	“I don’t know. He will guide me.”

	“If you don’t know where, then how can I be of help?”

	“Where do your ships travel?”

	“All over. We do business in Corfu, Messana, Panormus, Naples, Genoa, Marseille, Barcino, Cadiz, Olissipo, and Brest, among other places. Trade is expanding in every direction, no matter the distance. We've even sailed as far west as Britannia, docking at a port called Clausentum to supply Londinium, an emerging settlement. It's a place I keep an eye on.”

	“What’s beyond Britannia?”

	“Good heavens, Your Excellency, there’s no telling what lies beyond. Many a ship has been lost at sea trying to answer your question. From what I’ve heard, there’s an island west of Britannia, but I know nothing of it. Beyond that, I cannot say.”

	“I’d like to travel to Britannia. Can you arrange it?”

	“I can, but with all due respect, I would not advise it. It’s an unusually long journey and extremely dangerous. The sea becomes treacherous the further you sail from the coast. I struggle to find men willing to make the trip, so I’m forced to raise their pay significantly, or they won’t take on the risk. I can’t blame them. Most merchants would refuse to service Britannia if not for the pressure from the Roman authorities.”

	“I understand, but it’s a journey I must undertake. Please make the arrangements while I handle matters on my end.”

	“Certainly.”

	“How long will it take to reach Britannia?”

	“A year, maybe more. It depends on the weather. You won’t sail directly from Patrae to Britannia. A coastal route will be followed. The Mediterranean has many ports of call, so there will be stops along the way. You'll travel through calm waters until you enter the Sea of Atlas.”

	“It’s a long time.”

	“Yes, it is. A merchant ship relies on sails, not manpower, so it’s at the mercy of the wind. The sea can be unpredictable. What is normally a three-day voyage can easily stretch to six or more if nature doesn't cooperate. The Sea of Atlas, however, is more reliable for east-to-west travel, with predictable winds. That said, it becomes dangerous when the weather turns.”

	“What will the trip cost me?”

	“We will talk, Your Excellency, after I make the arrangements.”

	Regulus ascended the steep, sun-warmed slopes from the bustling harbor toward the Roman Odeon, an open-air theater known for dramatic plays and musical recitals. Nestled into the hillside, it seated two thousand spectators on tiered stone benches that encircled a grand stage. A Greek traveler once praised its ornate splendor, declaring it “the most beautifully adorned theater I had ever seen, save for that of Athens.”

	The bishop greeted the townspeople warmly before taking a front-row seat. He had come to hear Cassandra and Triduana recite poetry. As the final performers, the two young women, both sixteen and as close as sisters, stepped onto the stage. Cassandra, strikingly beautiful, had long dark brown hair, smooth skin, and hazel eyes. Tall and slender, she effortlessly captivated the men in the audience with her delicate lips and graceful nose. Triduana, standing just five feet one inch, had thick black hair and her mother’s plain features. Her slightly asymmetrical face, with a prominent nose bumped along the bridge, was outshone by her vibrant personality. The young women delivered a mesmerizing performance, earning enthusiastic applause, much to Regulus' delight. As he walked back to his residence, he spotted Atticus speaking with a young man by the roadside, about fifty feet ahead. Their eyes met, and Atticus quickly ended the conversation, turning his attention to the bishop.

	“Hello, Your Excellency,” Atticus said. “I presume you were at the performance as well.”

	“I was,” Regulus said. “The last two performers work for me. They’re lovely young women. I’m very proud of them.”

	“As you should be. They were splendid. I have good news. Destiny, a new ship, arrived just minutes after we spoke. I wasn’t expecting her for another week. She’s being loaded as we speak and will set sail tomorrow morning at nine sharp. Her final destination is Britannia, but as I mentioned, there will be many stops along the way. You’re welcome to go, if you’d like. It’s short notice, I know, but I’m not sure when I’ll make another trip there. This may be your only opportunity for some time.”

	“It’s sooner than I expected, but, yes, I‘ll go. I’ll gather my belongings.”

	“You must travel light. Only two bags, three at the most. Bring food for several weeks. You’ll replenish at ports along the way.”

	“I have a small, wooden box. Is it okay?”

	“Of course.”

	“The ship will be captained by Cleopas, my most experienced navigator. It’s new, so you won’t have to worry about lice or rodents. A blessing, to be sure. I trust he’ll have a capable crew. He’ll be expecting you.”

	“All right. What do I owe you?”

	“Money? Nothing. I know you’re poor, so I’ll take the service of the two young women instead. You won’t be needing them.”

	“I’ll discuss it with them, but the decision will be theirs, not mine.”

	“Bishop, you can be persuasive. I know this journey matters to you.”

	“I will speak with them, Atticus. That’s all I can do.”

	“Remember, the ship departs at nine sharp. Unfortunately, I won’t be able to see you off. If you board, I’ll expect the young women to report to my stall in the market at noon for their assignments.”

	Regulus walked away.
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	Regulus hastily packed his personal belongings, unconcerned with material possessions, leaving much behind. As the late afternoon sun cast long shadows, he entered the back room of his residence with solemn purpose. Approaching the sacred storage, he carefully unfolded two white linen cloths on a wooden table, arranging them with precision. He placed a ciborium on one and a chalice on the other, wrapping them securely for safekeeping. These vessels, used in Mass, held the bread and wine transformed into the Body and Blood of Christ.

	Regulus knelt and unlocked a storage compartment at the base of an interior wall. From it, he withdrew a small oak box containing the bones of Saint Andrew. He lifted the lid, revealing the precious relics, which included three fingers from the right hand, a fragment of an arm bone, a kneecap, and a tooth. He closed the box, secured the latch, and stood.

	A knock at the front door startled him. He opened it at once.

	“Hello,” Cassandra said. “I’ve come to thank you for attending the recital.”

	“It wasn’t necessary,” Regulus said, “but I’m glad you’re here. Come in. We need to talk.”

	He placed the box on a side table and turned to address her.

	“I’m leaving in the morning,” Regulus said. “My time in Patrae has come to an end. I won’t be able to say goodbye to all the people who have blessed my life while I served here, but I intended to see you and Triduana.”

	“Where are you going?” Cassandra said.

	“I don’t know, but I’ll be departing in the morning.” 

	“Why are you leaving us?”

	“I’ve been called by God.”

	“How were you called?”

	“He spoke through a dream, instructing me to take the relics of Saint Andrew to a distant place, so they won’t be confiscated by the emperor and taken to Constantinople. I’ll build a church after I arrive. It’s a heavenly calling. I have no choice, just as those before me had none.”

	“How will you get there?”

	“I’ve secured passage with a trader named Atticus. His ship departs tomorrow morning at nine, eventually sailing west across the Sea of Atlas to Britannia. It will be a grueling journey, with many months at sea.”

	“Please, please, take me with you, Your Excellency. I will accompany you. I will serve you.”

	“No, Cassandra. You must stay here with your family. Atticus has work for you and Triduana. Meet him tomorrow at noon at his stall in the market.” 

	“I have no desire to serve a trader. Let someone else do his work. My purpose is to do God’s work.”

	“Cassandra, listen to me, you can still serve the faithful, but your family needs you here. Besides, Atticus will provide you with a steady wage. It will be best for you and Triduana.”

	“Never.”

	“Please, Cassandra.”

	“I’ll pray for your safety, Your Excellency. I must go.”

	Cassandra departed and descended a steep dirt path toward the harbor, where Triduana lived. Triduana, gathering herbs in her garden, spotted Cassandra and noticed a worried expression on her face.

	“Cassandra,” Triduana said, “what’s troubling you?”

	“The bishop was called and is leaving in the morning,” Cassandra said.

	“Slow down. What about the bishop?”

	“I’m sorry, but I’m upset.”

	“Tell me again.”

	“I just spoke with the bishop. He said God spoke to him in a dream and instructed him to take the bones of Saint Andrew to a distant land, where he will build a church in his honor. God does not want the relics taken to Constantinople. He is leaving tomorrow morning on a merchant ship.” 

	“This is terrible news.”

	“He said a trader named Atticus has work for us. I don’t want anything to do with him, or any other trader.” 

	“I’ve heard my father speak of Atticus. He had nothing but bad things to say. The man is driven by money and power while pretending to be pious. He uses intimidation to get his way.”

	“I wanted you to know about the bishop.”

	“It’s awful, but there’s nothing we can do.”

	“I’m brokenhearted. I should be going. It’s getting late.”

	Cassandra walked behind a row of houses toward home, the sun sinking below the ridgeline. She paused to visit her aunt, her father’s youngest sister, who had recently given birth to her third child, then continued her walk. Spotting a figure in the distance, a wave of unease gripped her, but it faded when she recognized Dion approaching. She found him striking, and the attraction was mutual. At seventeen, Dion embodied youthful adventure. Tall and robust, with an unshakable daring nature, he radiated confidence and enthusiasm. His long brown hair fell in soft curls, framing his broad shoulders with rugged charm. His wide, infectious smile captivated the young women of Patrae. Cassandra felt a quiet attraction to him but kept her feelings guarded, not even sharing them with Triduana.

	“Hi, Cassandra,” Dion said. “I see you were visiting your aunt again.”

	“How did you know?” Cassandra said.

	“What other reason would you have for being in my section of town?”

	“Oh, stop it. Many nice people live here, like you and Triduana.”

	“I heard you two stole the show today. I missed it. I was loading barrels.”

	“There’s another recital in a few weeks, maybe you can attend it.”

	“I can’t be there. I’m leaving in the morning for Britannia. I’ve been working on merchant ships, sailing the Mediterranean to deliver and collect goods at various ports. The voyages last a few weeks. I love the sea. The work is grueling, but the pay is good. A captain has asked me to join the crew of a new ship. I’ll be gone a long while, depending on the stops and the weather.” 

	“That sounds exciting.”

	“It’s the maiden voyage of a ship named Destiny. She arrived early today, and we have already laden her with barrels and crates. With twin masts, she’s larger than any ship I’ve sailed. You can see her at the dock, far left. You can’t miss her. She’s magnificent.” 

	“What time will you leave?”

	“Nine, but I have to be there by eight.”

	“I see.”

	“The bishop will be sailing with us. Do you know he’s leaving Patrae?”

	“Yes, he told me. It’s upsetting. I have to go, Dion. Safe travels.”

	As Cassandra walked on, an idea struck her. Instead of heading home, she returned to Triduana’s house. Triduana was surprised to see her. They settled on a wooden bench in the side yard, beneath the sprawling branches of a fig tree. Night had fallen, draping the surroundings in darkness, while countless stars twinkled above, casting a gentle glow over the tranquil scene.

	“I have something I want to share with you,” Cassandra said.

	“What is it?” Triduana said.

	“I met Dion on my way home. He’s been working on merchant ships and will sail to Britannia in the morning, with the bishop aboard.”

	“What am I supposed to do with this information?”

	“I want to go, too. The bishop will need help with the new church. What’s there for me in Patrae?”

	“Have you lost your mind?”

	“Maybe, but I’ll follow my heart, Triduana, just as the bishop is following his. It’s telling me to go.”

	“How can you afford such a long journey?”

	“I can’t. I’ll board the ship in secret and hide among the cargo until it’s far out at sea. I know the bishop will handle things when I’m discovered.”

	“It’s unlawful.”

	“I know. I want you to join me. I think we should both go. He’ll vouch for us. I know he will.”

	“It’s all so sudden, but I don’t see my future in Patrae either. I’d miss my family terribly, but I’ve always felt I was meant for something more.”

	“Beyond Patrae?”

	“Yes, beyond Patrae.”

	“Then, you’ll do it?”

	“We must.”

	The young women packed their belongings into leather satchels and, at dawn, left home to meet at the market. They walked in silence to the harbor, where dock workers, absorbed in their tasks, paid them no mind. Cassandra spotted Destiny moored on the left, its twin masts soaring skyward. She gently tugged Triduana’s sleeve to guide her. Their unspoken resolve grew stronger with each step.

	Cassandra and Triduana cast wary glances around the area when they reached the ship, their senses heightened by the unfamiliar surroundings. The ship was beautifully crafted, with a carved figure of Neptune’s wooden angel mounted on the bow. Without hesitation, they tossed their satchels onto the deck and hoisted themselves aboard. Descending the ladder into the ship's cargo hold, they found themselves surrounded by wooden barrels and crates. The scent of tar filled the air as they crouched behind a row of barrels, holding each other’s hands in the darkness. Their hearts pounded with trepidation as they waited for the ship to depart.

	Regulus walked behind two men he had enlisted to carry two satchels and a crate to the ship. A white star was painted on the side of the crate. Clutched tightly under the bishop’s right arm was a small oak box. When they reached the ship, he instructed the men to place the satchels and crate onto the ship's deck, then pressed a coin into their palms before dismissing them. He opened the crate, placed the box inside, and secured it. He was joined by a middle-aged man who approached from behind.

	“So, you want to go far away, do you, Bishop?” the man said. “I’ll see what we can do for you. My name is Cleopas. I’m the captain of Destiny. It’s owned by Atticus, but I’m responsible for its crew and safe operation. I’ve been told you’re aware of the potential dangers and hardships of the long journey. It may test your faith at times, but I suppose you believe that the suffering endured in this life will be rewarded in the next.”

	“I’ve never sailed.”

	“It’s an exhilarating call to adventure. Few things are as captivating as a well-crafted ship, its sails unfurled, gliding across the glassy water. Surrender yourself, leave the shore behind, and face an endless horizon. The sound of the waves will enchant you, and you’ll treasure the silence of a moonlit night, broken only by the ship’s gentle sway. A destination gives the voyage meaning, but the journey matters most. In many ways, sea travel mirrors life.”

	Cleopas, a seasoned merchant ship captain at forty-four, stood five foot six with a sturdy frame. His strong arms and shoulders, shaped by cargo handling, matched his confident demeanor. His deeply tanned, leathery skin bore faint scars from minor injuries, and his face, etched with crow’s feet and a sharp nose, spoke of hardened resilience. Dark hair, streaked with grey, was cropped short, and a thick beard was neatly trimmed. A silver ring on his finger and a small protective amulet around his neck suggested modest wealth. His knee-length wool tunic, dyed light blue and red with subtle geometric hem patterns, reflected his status. A wide leather belt held a coin pouch, wax tablet for trade notes, and a utility knife. Sturdy sandals with reinforced soles suited wet decks and rocky ports.

	Cleopas gestured for the three deckhands to join him and introduce themselves. Alexander, a seasoned sailor in his early forties, stood tall and lean, his face and neck weathered from years at sea. Confident yet solitary, he kept to himself. Theo, twenty-two, bore the weight of a troubled past. Short and bony, he had endured years of struggle. The bishop knew Theo’s family well. His father, a devout Catholic and generous supporter, had sent him to sea in hopes of helping him find direction in life. The last deckhand was Dion, the youngest and least experienced. 

	“Gentlemen,” the captain said, “meet Bishop Regulus. We’re fortunate to have someone of faith joining us on our long voyage. It will ensure our safe passage. First up is Alexander. He’s as good a mate as you’ll ever find. We’ve been sailing together for many years.” 

	“The pleasure is mine, Your Excellency,” Alexander said.

	“Likewise,” the Bishop said.

	“Alexander has great experience,” the captain said. “He’s a bit quiet. Aren't you, Alexander? Doesn’t talk like the rest of us, but his physical contributions are unmatched. He's very observant. Doesn't miss a trick.” 

	“I know Theo. No introduction is needed.”

	“Welcome aboard, Your Excellency,” Theo said. 

	“Welcome, Bishop,” Dion said. “My name is Dion.”

	“It’s wonderful to meet all of you,” Regulus said. “I look forward to being with you on this glorious ship.”

	“We’ll maneuver her as best we can,” Theo said.

	“He’s modest,” Cleopas said. “These men form a fine crew, and I’m proud to sail with them. Weather will guide our journey, but they’ll maneuver the ship. Greeks, more than any other people, love the sea. Our landscape is mountainous, which limits farming, but fortunately, the vast and plentiful sea is at our doorstep. The Phoenicians used the water to conquer, but to us, it’s a beautiful gift. I believe we were predestined to navigate the great sea.”

	“I don’t doubt your words, Captain,” Regulus said. “Tell me about the construction of this fine ship. As I said, I’ve never sailed.”

	“It’s fifty-four feet long and constructed of oak, though there’s some cedar as well. Beneath the cargo hold, a T-shaped keel provides balance. Two curved pieces of wood are attached to the front and back of the keel, connecting the stem and stern posts and making the ship strong and stable. I marvel at the skill of our shipbuilders. There’s a mainmast and a smaller foremast, both with square sails. Thin strips of rough wool cloth were sewn together to create these large sails. Two masts produce greater speed, with the mainmast rising higher than the foremast. They control the ship's course. Then there’s the rigging, a collection of ropes that hold the sails up and control their movement. When moored, dock lines secure the ship from lateral movement, while spring lines prevent it from moving forward or backward.” 

	“What prevents water from entering the ship?”

	“Tar. It seals the cargo hold, binding boards to keep water out. There are tar pits throughout Greece. They’re filled with pine wood, covered with turf, and set ablaze. Many claim it transformed the world by enabling sea travel, but the sail’s invention was the real breakthrough, replacing human muscle power and enabling ships to undertake longer voyages with heavier cargoes.” 

	“I’ve been told a merchant ship travels along the coast, not venturing too far out to sea.” 

	“Mostly, yes, but not always.”

	“Why?”

	“To avoid pirates. They hide along rocky shorelines, waiting until it’s too late for their victims to escape. I’ll steer clear of them by heading out to sea in certain areas.” 

	“Doesn’t it add time to the trip?”

	“It’s better than the alternative. Let’s board. It’s time to depart.”

	The silence in the cargo hold was broken by the sound of footsteps on the deck, followed by the murmur of voices. The young women prayed that they would remain undetected. A wave of apprehension gripped them when they heard someone descending the wooden ladder. Their fear grew as the person walked toward them, shifting barrels and restacking crates. Just as he was about to drop a crate onto them, Dion noticed the young women.

	“What are you doing here?” Dion said.

	“We want to travel with the bishop to Britannia,” Cassandra said, “but we knew he’d disapprove, so we’re hiding.”

	“You’ll be tossed to sea when the captain finds out. You must leave.”

	“Please, Dion, please don’t force us to leave.”

	Dion returned to the deck without responding.
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	With the sails billowing in a strong tailwind, the promise of a favorable voyage filled the air. Cleopas skillfully guided the ship, delighting in the ideal conditions. As it sliced through the waves, he started to sing, as he had done many times before, providing a soothing comfort. His deep baritone rose above the rush of the sea:

	Weigh anchor now, let hearts take wing,
The sea’s old hymn shall ever sing.
By starlit skies, our course we chart,
Through endless waves, our tale shall start.
The ocean calls with voice profound,
Her mysteries to the bold are shown.
Defy the gales, let fears be drowned,
Her boundless heart shall be your own.

	Song echoed across the deck as the crew joined in: 

	Beautiful sea

	Waves wide and tall

	The winds of fortune will guide us

	To the next port of call.

	The captain sang louder:

	Through tempests fierce, we carve our way,
Where shadows dance and breakers roar.
No storm can break the soul’s bright flame,
That seeks the sea’s uncharted shore.
Her siren song, both wild and deep,
Binds mariners through joy and pain.
In every crest, our vows we keep,
To sail until we meet again.

	The crew sang louder:

	Beautiful sea

	Waves wide and tall

	The winds of fortune will guide us

	To the next port of call.

	The lively singing ceased with the sudden appearance of Cassandra, the first to emerge from the cargo hold after four hours of anxious seclusion. As she stepped into the open, her presence caught Cleopas' attention. He looked at her, his expression a mix of surprise, curiosity, and anger.

	“Do my eyes deceive me?” Cleopas said.

	Regulus, Alexander, and Theo turned, just as Triduana emerged.

	“What are you two doing here?” Regulus said.

	“Do you know these stowaways, Bishop?” the captain said.

	“Yes. They worked for me in Patrae. I can’t believe what I’m seeing.”

	“Are they aware the punishment for their action is death at sea?”

	The young women wore stunned expressions as they looked at Regulus. 

	“Captain Cleopas,” Regulus said, “I assume full responsibility for their presence on this ship. They followed their hearts, not their heads. Please forgive their misjudgment.”

	“I’m running a business here. This will be a difficult voyage, and the last thing I need is unnecessary drama. A merchant ship transports cargo for pay. You and these two are no different to me than a barrel of wine and two bags of barley. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

	“I do. I’ll settle with you for accommodating their passage.”

	“It’s up to you to manage them, not me. If they’re not up for the rigors of the trip, then they can disembark at one of the ports along the way. There will be many opportunities.”

	“I’ll discuss the matter with them, including their poor judgment.”

	The young women thanked the captain sheepishly as they passed him on the deck, but he ignored their gestures. After reprimanding them, Regulus asked the question weighing most on his mind, “Did you bring food?” He knew the answer before they spoke. “No,” they said. 
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	Corfu, an island in the Ionian Sea, off the northwest coast of Greece, came into view as the sun dipped below the waterline, marking the ship's first port of call just three days after departure. The stop was brief. Three barrels of olives were swiftly offloaded, and then the journey resumed. For the next week, Destiny sailed through calm waters along the southeastern coast of Italia, finally reaching the port of Messana in northeast Sicilia. Four crates and a barrel were unloaded, then two barrels were brought aboard. With the wind in their face, they continued westward beneath a sky heavy with clouds.

	The next stop was the bustling port of Panormus, in northwest Sicilia, on the Tyrrhenian Sea. The crew unloaded several barrels and crates, staging them on the dock. Five crates were then loaded onto the ship and secured in the cargo hold. The captain released the crew from duty with orders for their prompt return in three hours. Regulus and the young women took the opportunity to explore the open-air market, marveling at the diverse array of goods on display. Triduana expressed her delight at being on solid ground, relieved to be away from the constant motion of the ship. The bishop reminded them the journey had only just begun, his concern growing over their ability to endure the many months at sea.

	Regulus felt a quiet confidence with Cassandra and Triduana by his side, despite his outward disapproval of their decision to accompany him. Knowing how invaluable their assistance would be upon arrival gave him a sense of reassurance. The trio relaxed on a wooden bench at the edge of the market after purchasing an assortment of breads and meats and enjoyed warm chicken broth. They purchased extra provisions for the ship's journey. Mindful of the dangers of scurvy at sea, Regulus insisted they stocked ample fruits and vegetables, salted beef and pork, hard biscuits, and dried soup.

	Regulus sought out a man to transport ale, wine, and fresh water to the ship. Cassandra and Triduana wandered toward the section of the market where jewelry was sold. Cassandra’s eyes were drawn to a magnificent gold necklace adorned with multicolored glass beads, each glowing in vibrant hues with gold and silver specks within. She inquired about the price, but it was far beyond what she could afford. Undeterred, she tried to negotiate a lower price, but the merchant refused. Disappointed, she turned to leave and collided with Theo, who was standing behind her. 

	“Oh, excuse me, Theo,” Cassandra said. 

	“I was listening,” Theo said. “The merchant was being unreasonable.”

	“It’s fine. It wasn’t meant to be, as with so many other things in life.”

	“I like your attitude. You’re mature for your age. I’ve been watching you. Please forgive me, but you’re exceptionally pretty. Are you looking for a man?”  

	“I plan to live a religious life, as does Triduana. I’m sorry, but I must return to the ship.”

	Cassandra saw Triduana talking to a merchant at a nearby stall and hurried over to share the details of her encounter with Theo. To her surprise, Triduana did not offer any comment as they made their way back to the ship. Theo lingered at the stall as three men from Gaul arrived. They inspected several pieces of jewelry and haggled with the seller. As the men quibbled over prices, Theo took a necklace from the table, concealed it beneath his shirt, and slipped away into the crowd, unnoticed.
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	346

	Many weeks had passed since the ship departed from Panormus, and the journey northward along the west coast of Italia felt interminable to Cassandra. At times, she was weak and disoriented, but fervent prayers brought solace amid the turmoil of the sea. The ship had stopped at several ports, including Neopolis and Genua, before the captain announced an extended stay in Marseilles in southern Gaul. After the welcomed respite, they departed southwest for Barcino, a Roman settlement located on the northeast coast of Hispania.

	Once back at sea, the bishop offered Mass, as he did every day, and afterward, the young women returned to their usual spot on the deck for quiet reflection. Cassandra preferred a corner of the aft on the starboard side, where she kept a blanket and a few personal belongings. Her gaze fell upon a shimmering object resting on her blanket. It was the gold necklace from the jewelry stall in Panormus. A sense of unease washed over her. Her discomfort deepened when she turned and saw Theo smiling at her. She looked away. The wind suddenly changed direction, and the sky darkened, signaling an approaching storm. The captain called the crew to work, and they feverishly adjusted the sails. Moments later, rain lashed the ship with relentless force, prompting the bishop and the young women to seek refuge in the cargo hold until it subsided.

	The stop in Barcino was meant to be brief, but Cleopas found himself waiting for the arrival of a trader friend of Atticus, who was returning from a trip. The extended stay was welcomed by all on the ship. Regulus secured lodging for himself and the young women and used the time to further their understanding of Christianity. Their respect for his vast knowledge and devotion to Jesus grew, strengthening their desire to follow his example.

	On the morning of departure, Cassandra visited a flower garden west of the market to meditate. She returned after lunch to spend more time there. While leaving for the ship, her right arm was grabbed. She turned to find Theo scowling at her.

	“I expected some expression of gratitude, Cassandra,” Theo said. “It’s not every day a person is given a beautiful gold necklace.”

	“Forgive me,” Cassandra said. “It wasn’t something you needed to do.”

	“I do kind things for people I care about.”

	“As do I.”

	“Is that so? Then I’ll await your act of kindness.”

	“Theo, I’ve already told you I’m not interested in a relationship.”

	“We both know people change their minds.”

	He tightened his grip, and she winced as the pressure increased. 

	“Stop, you’re hurting me,” Cassandra said. 

	Theo drew her closer, sending a chill down her spine.

	“You need to start showing some appreciation,” Theo said.

	“I didn’t ask for the necklace,” Cassandra said. “It was your decision. You can have it back.”

	“It’s yours to keep, but you owe me for it.”

	“I owe you nothing. Leave me alone.”

	Theo tightened his grip, making Cassandra cry out in pain. Dion, having just bought provisions, was leaving the market when he heard her plea and hurried to them.

	“What are you doing, Theo?” Dion said. 

	Theo released Cassandra, and she went to Dion’s side.

	“It’s not your concern,” Theo said. “We were having a conversation.”

	“Why is she crying?” Dion said.

	“You’ll have to ask her.”

	Theo walked away, leaving Cassandra shaken but grateful as she thanked Dion for his help. He warned her to steer clear of Theo. She nodded, and they returned to the ship together. Soon after, the sails were raised, and the ship departed the harbor. Dion knew it was not good for crewmates to be at odds, so he approached Theo after the ship was at sea. 

	“Theo,” Dion said, “I’d like to talk about what happened.”

	“What’s there to say?” Theo said. “It was my business, not yours.”

	“You were physical with her. She was frightened, so I wanted to help.”

	“She didn’t need your help.”

	“Can’t you see she’s disinterested?”

	“No, I don’t see it that way at all.”

	“Really?”

	“Yes, it’s how some women act.”

	“You’re fooling yourself.”

	“Leave me alone. Do you understand?”

	Dion turned to walk away.

	“I’m not joking, Dion,” Theo said. 

	The ship sailed south along Hispania’s eastern coast, stopping at several ports. They neared the Pillars of Hercules, where eight miles separated Baetica to the north from Mauretania Tingitana to the south. Passing through the strait, they exited the Mediterranean and entered the Sea of Atlas, heading north toward Cádiz in southern Hispania.
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	After an extended stay, Destiny departed Cádiz, continuing north to Olissipo and Portus Cale in the province of Lusitania. As the journey stretched on, each additional port of call seemed one too many, and the captain and crew grew mentally fatigued. A week of relentless storms had slowed their progress, intensifying their exhaustion and testing their resolve. The crew worked tirelessly, day and night, battling fierce winds and rough seas, pushing themselves to the brink of collapse. Regulus, who had occasionally helped with the sails, now found himself immersed in the daily rigors of maritime labor as the crew battled to keep the ship near the coastline. His hands, blistered for the first time, bore the marks of his efforts. Despite the severe fatigue, he drew on his inner strength while fulfilling his priestly duties with unwavering devotion.

	Cassandra and Triduana, overcome with fear as the storm roared, suffered seasickness from the ship's violent rocking. Dion, seeing their distress, advised them to fix their eyes on a distant point to lessen their discomfort. Soon after, Triduana sighted land, prompting a collective sigh of relief that eased the crew’s tension. The storm cleared, the sun broke through, and the captain and crew finally relaxed. Cleopas signaled for Regulus to join him.

	“If you need something to pray for, Bishop,” Cleopas said, “then I have just the thing.”

	“What is it?” Regulus said.

	“We’ll soon be approaching dangerous waters, where merchant ships are frequent targets of pirates. They’re ruthless men, every last one of them. The Sea of Atlas is filled with them.”

	“I’ll pray for our safe passage.”

	“I don’t pray, but I’m thankful for my life. My heart belongs to the deep blue sea. It nourishes my soul. I can’t quite explain it, but it’s true.”

	“Water plays an important part in scripture, Cleopas. It appears throughout the Old Testament and in many accounts of Jesus’ teachings.”

	“In what way?”

	“The Scriptures were written in lands where water was scarce, so it is no wonder it shaped the people’s lives. When drought came, it was seen as God’s punishment, just as Elijah and Jeremiah foretold. And water itself was not only life-giving. It was dangerous, even deadly, as the Flood reminds us.”

	“Noah?”

	“Yes, and the drowning of the Egyptians in the Red Sea. An Egyptian plague turned the Nile River's waters to blood, making it undrinkable.”

	“I don’t believe those tales, but we can agree about the power of water.”

	“Yes, we can agree.”

	The ship moored in Olissipo. The crew had a heavy workload, unloading barrels and crates and staging them on the dock before loading other containers into the cargo hold. The captain, ever mindful of his crew's dedication and hard work, showed his gratitude by paying them extra money before leaving the ship. When Cleopas returned, he instructed Theo and Dion to unload a barrel of fine wine he had purchased in Barcino and carry it to a building in town. He had sold it to a wealthy man for double the price he had paid, a clever maneuver he had learned from his father.

	Theo trailed Dion down the ladder into the cargo hold to retrieve the barrel. His thoughts had lingered over their encounter in Barcino. Feelings of disrespect and anger simmered within him. He was convinced Dion had his eyes on Cassandra. Why else would he meddle in another man’s affairs? As Dion reached for the barrel, a cold knife pressed against his throat. He froze.

	“I haven’t forgotten what you did in Barcino,” Theo said. 

	“We’ve already discussed it,” Dion said.

	“I’ll have the final word. You disrespected me. Stay away from Cassandra, or I’ll kill you. She’s mine. Do you understand?”

	“Yes.”

	“I thought you would.”

	Cleopas shouted at them to hurry. Theo slid the knife back into his boot. They lifted the barrel onto the deck and carried it to town. The incident was over, but Dion silently vowed he would be the one to have the final say in the matter, not Theo.

	Later in the day, Dion saw Theo near the entrance to the market.

	“Theo,” Dion said, “I’ve thought about what I did in Barcino, and I agree. I was out of line and disrespectful. I apologize. It won’t happen again. As for Cassandra, I have no interest in her. You needn’t worry about me. She’s yours.”

	“Thank you,” Theo said. “Misunderstandings occur. I felt disrespected, and a man who doesn’t stand up for himself won’t stand up for anything. We’ll put it behind us.”

	“It’s over. I could use a hand if you’re willing. I’m going to spend some money the captain gave me on fine wine and will need help carrying it to the ship. We’ll drink our way to Britannia, toasting a renewed friendship.”

	“I’ll be glad to help.”
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	Following a lengthy stay in Portus Cale, Destiny was ready to sail when another vessel blocked her departure. After a brief exchange, Cleopas waved the other captain on. “Go ahead,” he called out. “I don’t know why you’re in such a hurry. There’s plenty of water out there for both of us.”

	The incident faded from Cleopas' mind after Destiny set sail. He charted a northward course toward the western shores of Gaul, maintaining a steady pace through mild weather, and then Cleopas made a sudden decision. With no explanation, he ordered the crew to alter the sails as he changed course away from the coastline. It was not long before the crew spotted a ship under attack by pirates. The same ship that had blocked them in Portus Cale. A slow, satisfied grin crept across Cleopas’ face as he took in the unfolding scene.

	After two grueling weeks at sea, the ship reached its next port of call. The crew feasted on fish, dried beef, ale, and wine, while Dion shared his own wine as they gathered on a grassy hillside at sunset. Their respite was brief. By morning, they set sail again. Their next stop was Brest, a trading post in northwest Gaul. The small port lay in a sheltered bay at the tip of a peninsula on the western edge of the Roman province, bordered by hemp fields used for making sailing rope. Brest was known for trading fine goods, including diamonds, delicate cotton, silk, gold, and silver. 

	After the ship was secured at the dock and the cargo unloaded, the crew brought aboard seven small, unassuming crates, their valuable contents veiled in secrecy. Cleopas managed the transaction, staying vigilant and close to the ship until the cargo was safely stowed.

	 “You have four hours in town,” Cleopas said, “and then we’re pushing off for Britannia. I’ll see you when you get back.”

	Theo went straight to the market, and Dion joined him. After making their purchases, they sat beneath a large oak tree, drinking wine in the shade. Theo was liberal in his consumption, uncorking a second bottle before Dion had even finished a quarter of his own.

	“Theo,” Dion said, “I expected the worst when the women climbed out of the hold, but I must admit it has gone well, all things considered. It won’t be the same on the return trip after they leave us in Clausentum.” 

	“I had the same concern as you,” Theo said, “and no doubt the captain did, too. Although I haven’t been with Cassandra yet, I still have time. I have a strong desire for her, and I’ve come up with a plan to make it happen.”

	“I get the impression she may not be interested.” 

	“Sometimes a woman doesn’t know what she wants or needs. It’s up to a man to show her.” 

	“I see.”

	“We better head back, Dion. We can’t keep the captain waiting.”

	“We have time. I’m going to buy more wine. There’s a stall along the way. Follow me.”

	Not long after they returned to the ship, it set sail. The winds were mild, and the crew was relaxed as the journey got underway. Cleopas and Dion, stationed at the helm, spoke in hushed tones, while Regulus and Triduana were standing at the foredeck, gazing out across the open water. Cassandra was seated alone on the starboard side of the aft until Theo joined her.

	Alexander stood near midship, knotting a rope while keeping a close eye on Theo. He could see from Cassandra's reaction that Theo was pressuring her. Despite her rapid shake of the head, signaling her rejection of his advances, he persisted. Theo grasped her chin, forcing her to face him as he leaned in to kiss her. She responded with a resounding slap across his face. Enraged, Theo shoved her head backward, causing it to strike a post before he stormed down the steps into the cargo hold. Alexander watched with sadness as Cassandra buried her face in her hands and wept. Cleopas, unaware of what had happened, walked to the foredeck and joined Regulus.

	“I’m curious, Cleopas,” Regulus said, “how many days to Britannia?”

	“I’ve only made the trip once,” Cleopas said. “I suspect it will take a week or so. I ask for your intercession, Your Excellency, for good weather and strong winds to aid our progress.”

	“I’ll put in the request. We’ve been to many ports along the way. What goods are aboard, if you don’t mind me asking?”

	“An assortment. Gold, silver, jewelry, silk, pottery, metalwork, weaponry, and tools. Various foods, too, including grains, dried meats, olive oil, almonds, pine nuts, figs, olives, grapes, safflower, black cumin, sumac, and coriander. Those kinds of items. And wine. Lots of fine wine.”

	The captain left the bishop and returned to the helm of the ship.
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	The bishop's prayers appeared to have been answered as the westerly wind strengthened, propelling the ship at a comfortable speed. Gaul’s coastline had long vanished, and the sun was sinking low, painting the water in soft orange hues. Cleopas leaned against the side rail, a content smile on his face. He was pleased with the ship’s progress and motioned toward Regulus, who was pacing the deck to stretch his legs.

	“This is my favorite time of day when I’m at sea,” Cleopas said. “Have you ever seen such a beautiful sky? It won’t be long before twilight fades, and we’ll face the darkness of the night. But don’t worry, my experience will guide us.”

	“Therein lies the value of an experienced sailor,” Regulus said. “It must be satisfying to be an expert at your craft.”

	“Time is the greatest teacher, to be fair, but night sailing is dangerous. We need more lighthouses, like the one on Pharos Island at Alexandria.” 

	“I trust more will come with time.”

	“I’ll be dead before they’re built. Will you miss the homeland, Bishop?”

	“Without question. Greece is special. It is the birthplace of the world’s greatest philosophers, including Socrates, Plato, and Aristotle, as well as poets such as Homer and Hesiod, and mathematicians such as Pythagoras and Euclid. There are others, too. I could go on.”

	“You always speak the truth. I have a question. What evidence do you have that God exists?” 

	“Evidence? The cornerstone of religion is faith, Cleopas. It’s the belief in God based on spiritual matter rather than physical proof.” 

	“Is there anything I can see, hear, taste, touch, or smell?” 

	“There are many truths we cannot prove. When you search for God, you will find no physical evidence of His existence within the limits of space and time. It’s a pursuit that goes beyond the material world.” 

	“So, it’s impossible to demonstrate that God exists?”

	“No, we must have the right means, just as a magnet is not the right tool to find a piece of wood. We must use other tools to address the question.”

	“What tools?”

	“Philosophy. It addresses life issues, from morality to the meaning of God. It enables us to explore realities beyond the reach of our senses. Would you agree that everything that exists must have a cause, and that nothing simply comes into existence without reason?”

	“Yes, of course.”

	“The kosmos exists, but its beginning is known only through faith.” 

	“I suppose that’s correct.” 

	“If we accept that all things have a cause, the kosmos must have one too, but that cause cannot originate within the kosmos itself. Self-creation is impossible. Thus, the cause must transcend it, existing beyond matter, energy, space, and time. And to create something as vastly complex as the kosmos, it must be immensely powerful and intelligent. This is what we mean by God.”

	“I may be a non-believer, but I’m a curious man. Tell me, if God exists and He created the world, then why would He allow evil?”

	“God does not restrict the free will of any man.”

	“I must hand it to you, Bishop, you make quite a persuasive argument. I will think about it.”

	“I hope you do. Salvation is a gift from God, received through faith in Jesus Christ. Those who die in God's grace and friendship will enter heaven. Look at the sky, Captain. Count the stars, if you can. As immeasurable as they are, even more souls dwell in heaven. I’d like to give you something, Cleopas, as a token of our friendship.” 

	The bishop reached into his pouch, removed a silver chain with an intricately carved wooden cross attached, and handed it to the captain. 

	“This crucifix is a reminder of the sacrifice Jesus made during His earthly life,” Regulus said. “Christians believe His death by crucifixion brought about the redemption of mankind. It’s worn around the neck to offer protection. I’d like you to have it. May it remind you of the grace that awaits us all.”

	“I will accept it out of respect, Bishop, but nothing more.”
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	Several hours had passed. The water lay eerily calm, and the dark clouds parted to reveal the brilliance of the moon and stars. Alexander and Regulus rested near the entrance to the cargo hold, while Cassandra slept beside Triduana on the port foredeck. Cleopas and Theo lingered midship, deep in conversation. Dion emerged from the cargo hold with two terracotta cups and two ceramic bottles of wine. He offered a drink to Cleopas.

	“No,” Cleopas said. “Alcohol and a ship’s deck are a deadly combination.”

	“I understand, Captain,” Dion said. “But the sky is clear, and it’s too splendid a night to pass without celebration.”

	Cleopas shrugged. “Hard to argue with that. Enjoy your drink, but mind my words. I’m retiring for the night.”

	Theo accepted gladly, and the two moved toward the aft, drinking and laughing beneath the moonlight. Dion repeatedly refilled Theo's cup while sipping sparingly from his own. He was confident in his assessment of Theo. The man was driven by lust, willing to impose his will on others to satisfy his human desires. What kind of man relentlessly pursues a young woman against her will? Or casually brandishes threats, pressing a cold blade against another man’s throat? Theo was troubled, perhaps irreparably so. Dion was convinced that Theo needed to be dealt with before he harmed Cassandra. 

	Soon, Theo was intoxicated, singing loudly.

	Beautiful sea

	Waves wide and tall

	The winds of fortune will guide us

	To the next port of call

	The singing stopped abruptly. Theo's head drooped, and his chin rested on his chest. The cup slipped from his grasp, spilling wine on his lap before landing on the deck with a loud clatter, jolting Alexander awake. Theo laughed at the sight of his stained garment. Alexander rose and walked toward the men.

	“Theo, my friend,” Dion said, “you look splendid, bathed in red wine.”

	“It happens to the best of us,” Theo said. “I’m drunk.”

	“What would Cassandra say about your ungentlemanly behavior?”

	“Yes, Cassandra will be mine. She will not reject my advances.”

	“I have my doubts.”

	“You will see, my friend, you will see.”

	“Come, let’s get some sleep. You’ve had a full day, and another awaits us in the morning.”

	“Allow me one more cup of wine, Dion.”

	“You’ve had enough wine, Theo. Come with me.”

	“Get him more wine, Dion,” Alexander said. “Can’t you see the man is thirsty? I’ll buy you more in Clausentum. I could use a drink myself.”

	Dion complied and went into the cargo hold to retrieve another bottle as the wind intensified, tossing the ship from side to side. Theo struggled to stand, faltered, and pitched forward, landing in Alexander's arms. In one swift, forceful motion, Alexander shoved Theo backward, sending him overboard into the cold water. Alexander alerted the captain to Theo’s death. Cleopas said, “There's nothing we can do about it. It’ll mean more work for you and Dion at Clausentum.” 
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	Cleopas let out a sigh of relief as the shore of Britannia came into view. The port was situated at the confluence of two rivers. He planned to rest for several weeks, perhaps even visit Londinium, the capital, before returning to Greece. As he reflected on the journey, a sense of satisfaction washed over him. He regretted the loss of the young man but had warned him of the dangers of drinking alcohol on a ship at sea.

	Once ashore, Regulus was unsettled by the crowded streets and bustling activity. His instincts urged him to find a more secluded place to build a church. Though he knew his request would upset the captain, he sought him out to request a journey further north.

	“Cleopas,” Regulus said, “we need to talk.”

	“You’re something, Bishop,” Cleopas said. “We’re at sea for over a year, and there’s still something you need to discuss. What could it possibly be?” 

	“You’ve been extremely good to me, so it’s difficult to ask this of you.”

	“There’s no need to stammer. Spit it out.”

	“Clausentum is not the place.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“It’s not where God intended me to go.”

	“My word, if this isn’t something. What location did He give to you?”

	“I don’t know, but this isn’t the place. Can I trouble you to take me further north? I’ve spoken to a few people, and they told me of unsettled land north of Britannia, with some islands. I’d like to travel there.”

	“It’s not on my itinerary. Atticus would disapprove.”

	“Please, Cleopas.”

	“I will do it on one condition.”

	“What is it?”

	“I will travel no more than two weeks north. I’ve never gone beyond Clausentum, so it’s uncharted water for me. I won’t risk going any further.”

	“Thank you, Cleopas.”
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	The ship left Clausentum, sailed south, turned east, then north along Britannia’s east coast. On the eighth day, fierce rain battered the ship, and strong crosswinds hindered progress. Cleopas’ deft maneuvers kept the coastline visible. As darkness fell, storm clouds hid the stars, and the wind grew fiercer. Cleopas sent the passengers below deck and ordered Alexander and Dion to tie ropes around their waists, securing the ends to wooden cleats. His voice carried a tense edge as torrential rain lashed the ship and howling winds strained the masts.

	The captain and crew, weighed down by exhaustion, battled the relentless storm as the ship lurched violently in the raging tempest. Cleopas, gripped by fear, clung to the main mast. With a sudden, jarring crash, the ship struck the jagged coastline. Cleopas was flung toward the bow, his head striking Neptune’s wooden angel as he went overboard. Alexander slammed onto the deck, pressing against the bulwark for shelter. Dion was hurled from the port side, rope tethered to the ship, keeping him from being swept away, dangling mid-air, shaken but conscious.

	Cassandra and Triduana huddled among barrels and crates unscathed, cold seawater lapping at their feet. Regulus tried to comfort them, but his words fell flat. A heavy crate wobbled precariously atop two barrels overhead. With a grunt, Regulus shoved it aside, freeing just enough room to stand. He climbed to the deck, bracing against the howling wind and stinging rain. He helped Alexander, grimacing from a severe leg injury, into the cargo hold. Dion scrambled aboard, untying the rope from his waist. He called for the captain, shouting into the storm, but no answer came. Moving to the bow, he peered down and saw Cleopas’ lifeless body sprawled on the rocky shore, pelted by the relentless rain. Dion descended into the cargo hold to join the others. 

	“We must stay in the hold until the storm subsides,” Dion said.

	“Where’s Cleopas?” Regulus said.

	“He’s dead. His body is lying on the rocks.”

	The bishop wept aloud as he began to pray, guilt weighing heavily on him, a regret he would bear forever. The others sat in silence within the dark, battered cargo hold, their hearts and minds heavy with grief and uncertainty. 

	Three grueling hours passed before the storm subsided. Alexander, limping severely, joined Regulus and Dion on deck. Dion lowered himself off the ship first, followed by Alexander. They confirmed the ship was firmly aground and stable, but a large crack marred the bow, and the main beam had snapped like a twig. It was beyond repair. Regulus lowered himself onto the shore and approached Cleopas’ body. He knelt, placed his right hand on the captain’s head, and prayed. He was startled to find the silver chain around Cleopas' neck, the crucifix visible.

	The men climbed back to the deck, where Cassandra and Triduana stood waiting. Dion hesitated to guess their location, uncertain of their bearings. Cassandra thought they might be on the Nordic coast, home of Freya, Odin, and Thor. Triduana disagreed, insisting they were north of Britannia, likely on some uninhabited island. Regulus offered encouragement, assuring them of God’s protection, while Alexander noted the ample food supplies aboard, ensuring they would not go hungry soon. Talk turned to Cleopas, and Alexander swore to give the captain a sea burial, certain it would have been his wish. Triduana wept, and Dion went to her side, gently clasping her hand. The weight of their reality pressed heavily on them all.

	At daybreak, it was evident they had shipwrecked on an eastern coast. Regulus went into the hold to find the crate marked with a large white star. It was wedged behind a row of shattered wine barrels. He sighed in relief upon opening it. The wooden box holding Saint Andrew’s bones was undamaged.

	Dion left the ship, ventured onto the beach, and climbed a large dune. Pale grey-white smoke rose from a settlement in the distance. Relief and worry surged through him as he rushed back to the ship to share the discovery.

	 

	St. Andrews

	1160

	More than seven centuries had passed since Saints Regulus and Triduana were cast ashore at Muckross, the headland of pigs, a rugged expanse of forest and moorland. There, they formed bonds with the Picts, the Painted People, whose bodies were adorned with vibrant tattoos of animals and sacred symbols. A peaceful society closely attuned to nature, they embraced the teachings of Jesus. A shrine was erected to safeguard the bones of St. Andrew, preserving the sacred relics for veneration. Around this holy site, the settlement of Kilrymont, the Church of the King’s Mount, flourished. 

	Kilrymont was situated on the eastern coast, perched atop a sandstone plateau fifty feet above the sea. To the north, the River Eden wound gently toward the bay, while to the east, the jagged cliffs of the German Ocean formed a natural barrier. To the west and south, the land stretched flat and open, with a burn cutting through the southern terrain as it made its way to the ocean. 

	Legend told of a goddess who sanctified the land with each step. This belief drove the Picts to fiercely defend their homeland. Despite the Roman Empire’s grip on much of Britannia, the northern territories remained unconquered. The Picts, adept in the rugged terrain, skillfully repelled Roman invasions. They would retreat at the onset of battle, luring Romans into complacency before striking swiftly. The Romans, accustomed to conquest, faced an unmatched foe whose resilience and tactical brilliance foiled every incursion. 

	In the 6th century, thirteen Celtic monks, known as the Culdees, a term derived from the Celtic Ceile-De, meaning Friend of God, and symbolizing Jesus and His twelve apostles, settled in Kilrymont. Two centuries later, a monastery was established, its community was guided by the Monastic Rule, which shaped the abbot’s leadership and the monks’ spiritual lives. Over time, the settlement came to be called Kilrule, the Church of Saint Rule, in honor of St. Regulus.

	In the 9th century, Pictish King Hungus faced turmoil as Saxon forces ravaged his lands. He forged an alliance with Dál Riada, a Gaelic-speaking people to the west whose king sent ten thousand men to bolster the Picts’ defenses. On the eve of battle, Hungus prayed for divine intervention. In a vision, Saint Andrew appeared, promising victory and inspiring the soldiers’ courage. During the battle, the saint’s X-shaped cross shone in the sky, striking fear into the Saxons. Disheartened and confused, they were decisively defeated.

	Upon his return to Kilrule, Hungus placed turf from the battlefield on the altar in gratitude. From that day, the town was renamed St. Andrews in honor of the saint, and St. Andrew’s Cross, a saltire, became the symbol of the Picts. Soon after, Dál Riada conquered the Picts, merging their lands into the Kingdom of Alba and erasing the last vestiges of Pictish culture.

	In the 11th century, Alba united with Cumbria, Lothian, and Strathclyde, forming Scotland. The name originated from Scotia, the Latin term the Romans used for the Gaelic-speaking people of Alba. The ruler was henceforth titled the King of Scots.

	St. Andrews slowly transformed, giving rise to a bustling marketplace. Fishermen sold their catch, farmers brought produce and livestock, and hunters delivered game like boar, deer, and rabbits. An annual fair attracted distant merchants, enhancing the town’s wealth and reputation. 

	The Church of St. Regulus, built in the early 12th century to house St. Andrew’s relics, was constructed from grey sandstone ashlar. It featured a western nave, twin turrets, and an imposing spire rising one hundred and eight feet. Visible for miles, the spire served as a beacon, guiding Christian pilgrims to the sacred relics along converging roads. The pilgrimage symbolized life’s journey, fraught with hardship yet leading to salvation and the end of earthly suffering. Later known as St. Rule, it became a cathedral. Shortly thereafter, the Culdees built the Church of St. Mary on the Rock, dedicated to the Virgin Mary, near St. Rule, overlooking East Sands Beach and the German Ocean.

	[image: Image]

	Arnold, the newly appointed Catholic bishop of St. Andrews, rubbed his hands briskly to fend off the cold as he walked the rutted dirt road to Blair Baxter’s estate. Small and lean, his long grey beard was his most striking feature. Soft-spoken yet commanding, he exuded quiet strength and natural leadership. He was accompanied by an older man, distinguished by a white wool cap perched loosely atop his bald head.

	Bishop Arnold envisioned a bolder path than his predecessors. Rather than expanding St. Rule to accommodate the growing number of pilgrims, he aimed to build a monumental cathedral. Partly motivated by a desire for papal recognition as an archbishop, he sought to transform the Church’s regional presence. 

	The two men, last to arrive, took their places at a sturdy oak table beside a crackling hearth. Bishop Arnold claimed the head, his companion settling to his left. Scanning the room, the bishop met each person’s gaze with a warm smile, easing the tension in the air with a sense of calm.

	“Gentlemen,” Bishop Arnold said, “we have an important matter to discuss, so let’s begin. I’ve formally launched the construction of a new cathedral in St. Andrews. This path diverges from Bishop Robert’s, yet I’m convinced it serves our diocese’s future best. I’m deeply grateful to Colin MacGregor for joining us, given his busy schedule. Mr. MacGregor, please share the design.”

	“Pardon me, Your Excellency,” Harris Donnell said. “You have confirmed the rumors of a new cathedral. Why is it necessary? St. Rule, with some expansion, would seem adequate. Our countryside is serene, dotted with farmhouses and grazing sheep. Summer pastures and wheat fields gleam like emeralds and saffron. Won’t a grand cathedral disrupt this peaceful harmony?”

	“Mr. Donnell, St. Andrews has always embraced progress. Centuries ago, a monastery housed Celtic monks, then Bishop Cellach established his See. St. Rule’s Church was built, then an Augustinian priory. With pilgrims flocking from across Europe, St. Rule’s is now insufficient. It is easy to envision the Cathedral of Saint Andrew as the heart of Scotland’s religious life and a premier pilgrimage destination. It will serve as a divine conduit, drawing countless Christians to seek blessings and healing at St. Andrew’s shrine. Its aesthetic grandeur will profoundly enhance the spiritual experience. This investment will bring centuries of economic and political influence to St. Andrews as a royal burgh. I have met with the king and can confirm that our beloved Andrew is now officially Scotland’s patron saint. The cathedral will be built beside St. Rule. The decision is final. Some estimate construction will take over a century, but I believe it can be finished sooner, ultimately becoming Scotland’s largest church and one of Europe’s most magnificent structures. Plans for a nearby bishop’s castle are also being carefully considered.”

	“It’s wonderful news, Your Excellency,” Blair Baxter said.

	“Colin, you may address the group.”

	“Thank you, Your Excellency,” Colin said. “It’s an honor to be the architect of your new cathedral. I studied under Abbot Suger, the renowned French builder. His masterpiece, the major reconstruction of the Basilica of Saint-Denis, north of Paris, was completed sixteen years ago. Suger pioneered Gothic elements like pointed arches and ribbed vaults. I had a minor role in its creation but gained profound insight into his architectural vision and techniques. I’m confident we’ll build a cathedral of equal grandeur. We’ll begin this spring. Mr. Donnell, I ask for your trust. Beauty, like love, is undeniable. It moves you. Millions of people will feel its impact, leaving an enduring legacy.”

	“What will make it so special?” Blair said. 

	“Its sheer size, for one. It will be colossal, commanding the horizon, with a length approaching three hundred and sixty feet and a floor plan designed in the shape of a crucifix. Its grand stone structure will dominate the skyline. Towering stained-glass windows will cast vibrant colors, framed by intricate masonry showcasing the craftsmanship. The exterior will be adorned with statues of saints, animals, and gargoyles, each enhancing its awe-inspiring presence.”

	“Can you give us an idea of the scope?”

	“It will require millions of pounds
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