
 
 

Paul: 
It felt so odd going to the Temple to perform a Jewish rite when I no longer 
believed in the Jewish rites. Walking into the Temple yard with my friends was 
like walking into a museum of outdated artifacts. Jesus had revealed how the 
Temple would soon be destroyed, so I knew the sacrifice system was futile. 
Everyone else saw beautiful gold covered stone buildings, but I envisioned Jesus’ 
prophecy - fulfilled a decade later when Roman soldiers would throw the stones 
to the ground in order to steal the melted gold from the burned buildings.1 
 
I had arrived in Jerusalem several days before, I could hardly wait to share the 
good news of how many non-Jews had turned to Christ, and to share the relief 
fund with James and the Jerusalem church. They were very grateful, but they 
were also very worried about how the Jewish Christians would receive me and my 
non-Jewish Christian friends. In an effort to appease them, James insisted I help 
four other Jewish men fulfill their vows. So, the five of us went to the temple to 
get purified, and to give notice of the date of our days of purification and offering.  
 
Seven days later, the time of our purification was nearly over, and some of the 
Jews from the province of Asia saw me and stirred up the crowd against me, using 
false accusations about bringing non-Jews into the Temple. Men came running 
from all directions and they dragged me out from the Temple and began trying to 
kill me. 
 
The Roman commander nearby, in the Antonia Fortress, saw the commotion and 
brought some officers to stop the disturbance. They arrested me, put me in 
chains and started to take me away. Much to the commander’s surprise, I asked 
to speak to the crowd. They quieted down, and I told them my conversion story. 
                                                 
1 Which is what happened in 70 AD. 
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Things were going well until I mentioned the word “Gentiles.”  The crowd went 
crazy again - they shouted for my death, threw their cloaks, tossed dust into the 
air. 
 
That was the last straw for the commander, who didn’t know what was going on 
since he didn’t speak Aramaic, the language I was using. He took me into the 
fortress and ordered me to be flogged and questioned. They stretched me out for 
the flogging, then, I said, “I am a Roman citizen!” The centurion and the 
commander freaked out, it was illegal to put a Roman citizen in chaines, much 
less flog one. My chaines were removed but I was still detained. 
 
The next morning, the commander convened the Jewish leaders and had me face 
them. I asserted my innocence, and the chief priest had someone strike me on the 
mouth. My mind flashed back to the trial of Jesus and the trial of Stephen. But the 
Holy Spirit had a different ending in mind for me, so I shouted, “I am a Pharisee 
and I stand on trial because of my hope in the resurrection of the dead.” This 
started a huge uproar between the Pharisees and the Sadducees who had a long-
standing feud over the notion of resurrection. Finally, the commander took me 
back to the barracks. Overnight, the Lord reassured me that the trial in Jerusalem 
was only a vehicle to allow me to witness for him in Rome. 
 
The Jews formed a conspiracy to kill me while I was under control of the Romans. 
This would have been hugely illegal, plus it would have ended the career of the 
Roman commander. My nephew told me about the conspiracy, and I told the 
commander. So, he had four hundred and seventy soldiers escort me the seventy 
miles to Governor Felix in Caesarea. The commander also sent a self-serving letter 
to the Governor explaining the basics of the situation. Upon reading the letter and 
learning I was from the province of Cilicia, Felix put me in the marble-clad Herod’s 
Palace as a prisoner. He was waiting for my accusers to come from Jerusalem. 
 
The high priest, some elders and a high-dollar lawyer came five days later, 
accusing me of stirring up riots, being a ringleader of the Christians, and 
desecrating the Temple. I made my own defense. Rather than ever make a final 
judgment, Felix would call me from time to time and discuss my faith and indicate 



he wanted a bribe. After two years of this, Felix was relieved of his duties but kept 
me in jail as a favor to the Jews.  
 
 
Luke:  
Felix was a rather shallow and greedy man, but he did keep Paul safe, and allowed 
Philip and me to feed and take care of him. Philip’s contacts in the city and inside 
Felix’s household continually gave us information that helped Paul know what 
was going to happen next. Paul’s extemporaneous speeches may have been a 
little less spontaneous than many people think. 
 
Things could have been much worse. Paul’s room was near a beautiful beach, and 
he could watch the activities of the harbor. It gave Paul time to write very 
important letters to the Christians in churches he had started. It also gave Paul 
access to the many soldiers and Roman officials who came through the busy port 
city. It was this situation that allowed Paul to understand how soldiers worked 
together in formations, an example he used when he wrote about spiritual 
warfare and unity to the Ephesians. 
 
Porcius Festus took over the duties of Felix.  Immediately, he was asked by the 
Jewish leaders to send Paul to them in Jerusalem. They had been plotting to kill 
him on the trip. When Festus arrived in Caesarea, he listened to Paul explain his 
innocence, and then asked whether he would be willing to go to Jerusalem to 
stand trial. Paul knew that his life would be taken if he went to Jerusalem, so he 
pulled out his trump card. Paul appealed to have his case heard in person by the 
Emperor. Every Roman citizen had that right. Knowing this, Festus rashly agreed, 
“You have appealed to Caesar. To Caesar you will go!”. Unfortunately for Festus, 
he did not really understand the ramifications of his hasty decision. 
 
Soon after, King Agrippa and his sister, arrived in Caesarea. Festus told them 
about Paul in a nearly truthful way. But Festus had to admit that he could not 
happily send a prisoner to Caesar without having very clear and convincing 
charges specified. King Agrippa agreed to hear the case and offer his assistance in 
determining the charges. 
 



The Holy Spirit had arranged the situation so Paul would have the unusual 
opportunity to evangelize both Festus and Agrippa.  Paul told his story and tried 
hard to convert both of them! Paul’s speech was so powerful that Festus finally 
shouted, “Paul, your great learning is driving you insane!” (he erupts in laughter). 
I could hardly keep from laughing, we had often joked with Paul about that same 
thing!  
 
King Agrippa offered Festus no solution to his problem, so Festus was forced to 
send him to Rome anyway. Soon, Paul, Aristarchus and some others of us 
boarded a ship for Rome.  
 
Our trip started in the fall when the winds were becoming unpredictable and 
dangerous. Part way through the trip, our centurion found the opportunity to 
shift us from our small boat to a giant grain ship making its way from Alexandria 
to Rome. Bigger ships were safer. These grain ships from Africa were critical to 
Rome because they fed the entire city. But, because of the winds they could not 
sail in the winter. 
 
We made it to the small port of Fair Havens on the island of Crete. The owner 
wanted to move to a bigger and safer port on the west coast of Crete. Paul 
prophesied that the trip was going to be disastrous and might cause the loss of 
the entire ship, cargo, and lives of the passengers, but the centurion and ship 
owner decided to sail on. 
 
Before long, a hurricane force wind came up from the north. It tossed the 
imperiled ship for many, many days in a dangerous sea. Paul prophesied the ship 
would be lost but no one would die. He recommended we eat to get our strength 
back.  Days later, the ship wrecked, all seemed lost. The soldiers were about to kill 
the prisoners to keep them from escaping, but the centurion spared everyone’s 
life. All passengers got to the shore safely, true to Paul’s prophecy, 
 
It turns out we shipwrecked on the tiny island of Malta, where we were treated 
with kindness. The islanders began building a fire for us, when Paul was bitten by 
a deadly snake. He showed no ill effects, so the superstitious islanders were 
convinced he was a god. Paul healed many people on the island, including the 



father of the chief Roman official, which got us even better treatment. After three 
months, the islanders took great care to send us on our way. 
 
We departed Malta on another Alexandrian grain ship. The winds were favorable 
and we quickly reached the Bay of Naples where we landed at the major port city 
of Puteoli. Some Christians greeted us and took care of us for about a week. Then, 
we traveled nearly 150 miles to Rome on the Appian Way, while many other 
Christians joined our group.  
 
Upon arrival in Rome we found that Paul was allowed to live by himself in private 
quarters, with only one soldier to guard him. The soldier was of the important 
Praetorian Guard, and was relieved by another soldier every four hours. In this 
way, Paul got to preach to virtually the entire Praetorian Guard. 
 
Paul: 
I lived in my little rented house with Aristarchus.2 As was my custom, I first 
preached to the Jews of Rome. But when many of them were unbelieving, I told 
them that I would start spending my efforts on the Gentiles. For the next two 
years, I was unhindered in teaching the Gospel. I was fortunate to have many 
visitors such as Epaphras, Timothy, Tychicus, Mark, Luke, and Demas. 
 
Epaphras brought news from Colossae and other churches. I was so thankful to 
hear the progress throughout Asia. I was thrilled to write a letter to the Colossians 
and a letter to the Ephesians. I could envision my friends as I wrote. I even 
thought of Lydia’s and Priscilla’s instructions to me when I wrote about marriage! 
I was fortunate to have the faithful Tychicus to deliver the letters. 
 
One day, Onesimus, my faithful co-worker came to visit me. He finally admitted 
that he was a runaway slave. And not just a runaway, but a runaway from a 
Christian brother, Philemon. I quickly sat down and penned a letter to Philemon 
asking him to gift Onesimus to me so that he could be legally freed, or free 
Onesimus himself. To prove that both of us were sincere in our requests, I had 
Onesimus deliver the letter himself. 

                                                 
2 Col. 4:10 



 
It was costly to provide for myself and my guests, and I had no employment or 
sources of income. When Epaphroditus brought a generous gift from the church 
at Philippi, it brought me to tears of joy. 3 I sent a letter of appreciation and 
encouragement back to that church with Epaphroditus!  
 
Through my rotating guard, I also had the opportunity to teach many important 
Roman soldiers.4 They thought I was a captive, but they were really my captive 
audience. God had arranged a way for me to evangelize the Emperor’s personal 
body guards and many influential soldiers in the Empire.  
 
It had been about two years since I arrived in Rome, as I sat on the porch of my 
rented house and thought about the previous thirty years.  I remembered heading 
toward Damascus to hunt down and kill the Christians there. I had to try hard to 
imagine my old anger because it had been so long since I had felt it. It was 
effortless to remember the Lord coming to me in a flash of light, my blindness, 
and getting baptized. Those were as real to me as if they had happened that very 
morning. 
 
Barnabas taking  me under his wing,  helping me become a part of the Christian 
community, while I learned to make disciples. He and I had so much excitement 
on that First Missionary Journey, and then successfully defending  our work at the 
Council at Jerusalem. Two more missionary journeys filling-up the next several 
years. I can’t even begin to name all of the disciples we made or the churches we 
helped start. It takes hours when I pray for them by name. I have two sons in Titus 
and Timothy, who both make me so proud. A few years of imprisonment and a 
dangerous trip to Rome, where I get special military protection while I preach the 
Gospel. 
 
God took an angry young man and  transformed him into a humbled old man. I 
wonder what God will do next? 
 

                                                 
3 Phil. 2:27 
4 Phil. 1:13 



 
 


