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My life, of what value was it now? Back in the village I could not find any enthusiasm for anything. I would spend hours wrapped up in my cloak lying on the bed, which apart from a storage chest was about the only furniture we brought from Jerusalem with us. If my wife managed to get me out of bed, I would just sit outside the house watching the world pass by, before returning to my bed. I drank water, and ate a little bread, enough to keep me alive, but not enough to stop my wife from worrying about me. 
This went on for a couple of weeks, when a knock came on the door of the house. My wife went to open it, and invited in the young man standing there. When I looked up from the bed, I looked straight into the smiling face of the young man who had held the weeping mother of Jesus at the foot of the cross. He introduced himself as John, and asked whether he could sit and talk. He told me that he had come from Mount of Olives, where he and his fellow disciples had just seen Jesus, they believed, for the last time, as they watched him ascend into heaven. I didn’t know what to make of this statement, so I questioned him closely. He answered well. The story he took me through was in many ways like the story of Elijah ascending to heaven on a chariot. A small ray of hope began to move through me, although I didn’t really know why. Then this fisherman from Bethsaida in Galilee began to take me through Torah, explaining to me all the references to the Messiah and explaining how Jesus had fulfilled them. I must say that he was very well taught, and very convincing. By the time he had finished I was wholly convinced, from what he had said and the evidence of my own eyes watching Jesus at work, that Jesus of Nazareth was the Messiah, and that his death, resurrection and ascension were foretold in Torah. 
John ended by telling me that Jesus had asked him to visit me, and another one of the disciples to visit Joseph, to teach us about the fulfilment of the law and the prophets that they had witnessed in the last three years. I was thankful that he had come, as what he had told me made sense of what I had done, and gave me a new purpose. John ate with us that night, and slept alongside us. In the morning, before he left he asked me to have patience, and wait for a message before doing anything. Jesus had asked his disciples to be in Jerusalem in a few days time, to receive one last gift from him. I could not safely go there any more, so I would wait to hear from John.
It was not John who came to me a couple of weeks after the first visit, but another one of the fishermen, who introduced himself as James bar Zebedee, John’s older brother, whom I recognised as also being one of the disciples of Jesus. He told me that a few days earlier in Jerusalem all of the people close to Jesus had been together in a room, when a great sound like a rushing wind had come upon them, and tongues like flames had hovered over their heads. They had no idea what was happening to them, but when they tried to talk to each other they were speaking in different languages, none of which they had ever learnt to speak. They all rushed outside and began to share stories about Jesus with passers by, and no matter who they talked to in Jerusalem, they all understood them in their own languages. They were making such a commotion that some soldiers had tried to arrest them for being drunk, but Peter the leader of the group had pointed out that it was morning, and they had not yet had time to get drunk, they were just really happy. They had all spent the last few days in the Temple praising God, but they had noticed that what he called the Holy Spirit, was being passed on from person to person by their words and actions and their praise of God for having given them Jesus the Messiah. They had met together and decided that some of them should leave Jerusalem for a while and share this gift with more people. They were daily expecting that Jesus would return, but in the meanwhile they were spreading the message of the good news of Jesus Christ.
Then James asked me whether he could lay hands on me and ask the Holy Spirit to come to me too. I was absolutely astonished, but agreed. I closed my eyes and he laid his hands on my head. He said something in a language I did not understand, and then his hands began to feel warm, and a great sense of relief seemed to flood over me. All the dark places in which I had been living since my expulsion from the Sanhedrin were flooded with a great light and it seemed to me that a great library of books was before me, beckoning me to read them and understand them. I took a step towards them, at least it felt like I took a step, but my body did not move, for when I opened my eyes I was still sitting on the doorstep of my house looking into James’ smiling face. 
     “Are you feeling better now?” he asked. 
I thought about it for a moment 
     “Yes I am!” 
     “Let us eat together. Your wife has prepared bread and wine, olives and fruit. Are you hungry?” 
     “Yes, I am now, for the first time in weeks”
At the table James took bread, and blessed it and broke it. 
     “On the night before he died Jesus shared a meal with us. He took bread, just as we are doing now, he blessed it and broke it and gave it to us saying ‘Take eat, this is my body broken for you. Eat this in remembrance of me. The he took the cup of wine and blessed it, and passed it around the table saying ‘This is my blood which is shed for you, drink this in remembrance of me. Whenever you meet together take bread and wine as I have done, and think of me.’ We did not understand what this was about, for he was there eating with us. Now we know, and in the days after his resurrection he appeared to two disciples, on the road between Jerusalem and Emmaus. He stopped at their house for a meal, and in the breaking of the bread and blessing of the wine revealed himself to them. Now we do it whenever we eat together.
Then I asked James the big question that had been on my mind since I was arrested on the morning of Jesus resurrection.
     “What must I do now? I am an old man, I cannot travel much now, and I am forbidden to return to Jerusalem, so I cannot join you there.”
James smiled at me.
“What do you want to do now?”
I thought for a minute, but the answer seemed really obvious.
“I want to go out and tell people about the good news of Jesus of Nazareth.”
“Then go and do that. There are plenty of people in this village, and the next, and the one beyond that that you can tell. Gather them together, share bread and wine as I have done with you, and tell them to wait for the second coming of Jesus.”
So that is what I did. I went out into the market place and talked to the people I met. I walked to the next village and talked to people there. I took my donkey and rode to the village beyond that. Those of us who came to believe that Jesus is the Messiah daily waited for his second coming in glory, but as time passed and nothing happened, we began to gather in peoples houses where we broke bread and drank wine together, and talked and prayed. People from Jerusalem would come to see us, and tell us what was going on there, so like the community in Jerusalem we sold what we did not need for our immediate use, and pooled our resources so that everyone could eat. 
Weeks turned into months, and months have now turned into years. It has not been easy to be a Nazarene, a follower of Jesus of Nazareth. Within weeks of Pentecost the Sanhedrin had begun to arrest, try and kill people who talked openly about Jesus. The gathered community in Jerusalem began to scatter to travel wider to talk about Jesus as it appeared that there was going to be time to do so. A Pharisee called Saul began a great persecution of the wider community of Nazarenes, and we were lucky that he never came to us, for on the road to Damascus, we are told that he was struck blind by Yahweh. He was cured by Ananias, a member of the community in Damascus, and has since become our most vigorous preacher and teacher. Here in my village I have begun to collect the words and sayings of Jesus and write them down. I have begun the huge work of re reading Torah and discussing and debating it with other scholars, to look at its meaning in the light of the life and death of Jesus of Nazareth. I share these new thoughts with the community when we gather to break bread, which is at the heart of all we do, as we wait for the second coming. I hope I will live to see it, but if not, I hope to see Jesus again when I come before Yahweh in the place he has prepared for me with him in heaven.
NOTE
What we would now call the Christian community was seen, to begin with, as yet another sect of Judaism, rather like the Sadducees, Pharisees or the Essenes. It drew its membership from all of the other Jewish sects apart from the Sadducees, and began to be very influential in the Judean countryside. Members of the community began very rapidly to spread to the Greek speaking world, through the Jewish diaspora first , but very quickly to Gentiles as well. It was in these Greek speaking communities that the followers of Jesus began to be called ‘Christians’ by the pagans there. The centre of ‘Christianity’ remained in Jerusalem for some while, and was a thorn in the side of the conservative ruling Sadducee elite, but over time there was a great rift between the Jewish Christian communities, and the Gentile communities being planted by people such as Paul. The Jewish communities held to Jewish laws around food, Torah and were all circumcised. They did not agree with Peter’s separation of the practice of Judaism from Christianity. These Jewish Christians called themselves the ‘Ebionites’ meaning ‘the poor’. Within a few generations they had become an heretical sect, and within about 200 years they had almost disappeared, overwhelmed by the majority view of the Gentile Christians. 
We have no definitive knowledge of what happened to Nicodemus after Jesus resurrection, so the stories I have written about him have necessarily drawn on what happened to those around Jesus after the resurrection. Nicodemus is venerated as a saint in the various Eastern churches and in the Roman Catholic church. In the Catholic Church, he is commemorated along with Saint Joseph of Arimathea on August 31. The Franciscan Order erected a church dedicated to Saints Nicodemus and Joseph of Arimathea in Ramla, in central Israel in the 19th Century in the place supposed to be biblical Arimathea.
