
What Others Are Saying about  
Diana Wallis Taylor and Lydia…

“Lydia, Woman of Philippi is a biblically inspired story that, although 
set centuries ago, is a timeless and engaging fictional read filled 
with intellect, courage, and faith that will resonate with today’s 
readers. With rich detail and historical accuracy, author Diana 
Wallis Taylor places readers right in the middle of this moving 
tale. As a single mother who, just like Lydia, faced one unknown 
after another, I cheered for Lydia as she persevered along each step 
of her influential journey, making such an impact that even today 
we view her as an inspiring heroine and a brave woman of God.”

—Roxane Battle 
Author, Pockets of Joy: Deciding to Be Happy, Choosing to Be Free

“Lydia is a compelling biblical novel that paints the backstory of 
Philippi’s seller of purple in rich cultural and occupational detail, 
engaging the reader both spiritually and emotionally.” 

—Eleanor Gustafson 
Author, The Stones: A Novel of the Life of King David

“Biblically and historically accurate, Diana Wallis Taylor brings us 
yet another poignant and adventurous tale, this time in the pictur-
esque novel Lydia. Readers will find themselves temporarily trans-
ported to another place and time—and permanently changed as 
they walk beside this young widow whose faith guides her through 
every test life throws her way…and transforms her into a beautiful 
woman of God.”

—Loree Lough 
Bestselling author of 115 award-winning books



“Diana Wallis Taylor’s novel will draw you into the life of first-century 
Lydia, the seller of purple. Readers will be captivated by the drama, 
and their view of Lydia mentioned in Scripture enhanced by the 
power of this story. Fans of biblical fiction are in for a treat.” 

—Laura V. Hilton 
Author, Patchwork Dreams and Amish Wanderer

“Diana Taylor writes well-researched biblical fiction with utter 
perfection and precision. Even though one recognizes her stories 
as fictional, loosely based on fact, the novels still sweep one back in 
time and make one think it could actually have happened the very 
way which she describes. Lydia, Woman of Philippi is certainly no 
exception. Rich with descriptive detail and well-thought-out dia-
logue and narrative, one is drawn into the story from the start. 
This is a tender story of faith, hope, and love—and certainly not 
one to pass over. I highly recommend it.”

—Sharlene MacLaren 
Author of 18 novels, most recently Summer on Sunset Ridge  

and Their Daring Hearts

“Diana Wallis Taylor once again beautifully weaves together his-
tory and fiction.  As we are invited into the thoughts and feelings 
of Lydia from the time she is a fourteen-year-old girl until she 
becomes a grandmother, we gain a wonderful glimpse into the 
realities of life for women in New Testament times.  Lydia lives as 
a God-follower in a pagan world. We cheer her on as she overcomes 
fear to follow the teachings of Jesus Christ which Paul has shared 
with Lydia’s small group of believers.  We celebrate God’s good-
ness to her in the touching love story that Diana blends into this 
exciting tale of the life of an early Christian.  Diana is an engaging, 
thoughtful writer; I highly recommend Lydia, Woman of Philippi.”

 —Linda Ridley 
Author, The Journey of Lucinda Jane and The Journey of Rosalyn
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To bold women everywhere who are willing to step out in the face 
of all odds and serve our risen Lord. And to my daughter, Karen, 
who herself persevered in difficult times and whose insights have 

greatly helped me in my writing through the years.
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T he day after her fourteenth birthday, Lydia sat in the 
inner garden of her family’s villa on the outskirts of 

Thyatira, watching Yorgos the gardener work among the herbs. 
She looked around at the stone gods placed by her father in 
between the pillars and sighed. While her father was Roman, her 
mother, Sophia, a Jewess, had unobtrusively brought Lydia into 
her own faith. Even as a child, Lydia had wondered how anyone 
could worship a god made of stone who could not speak or see. 

The morning sun warmed her as she quietly committed her 
day to Adonai, the Jewish God she had taken for her own. She 
recognized His peaceful presence from the synagogue where her 
mother was able to take her when her father was out of town. His 
word, read from the ancient scrolls, lifted her heart, and the words 
to the sixteenth psalm read on the last Sabbath ran through her 
mind again. 

I know the Lord is always with me.
I will not be shaken, for he is right beside me.
Her reverie was interrupted by an angry voice from inside 

the villa. It sounded like another tantrum from her ten-year-old 
brother, Cassius. Instinctively, she rose and entered the main room 
of the villa. Cassius stood with his feet planted in front of their 
mother, his chin lifted in defiance. 
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“It is foolish to follow a god one cannot see. I am going to be 
a soldier like Tyrimnos and have a horse. Tyrimnos is the god of 
soldiers.” He glared, daring his mother to disagree with him.

Seeing the anguish on Sophia’s face, Lydia wanted to shake 
her brother for causing their gentle mother such grief. Cassius’s 
temper tantrums often got him his way. If their mother tried to 
discipline him, he prevailed on his father, Atticus, who seldom 
sided with Sophia where his son was concerned.

Lydia drew back into the shadow of a pillar. Sometimes she 
resented Cassius. She had been the only child for four years before 
her brother was born, indulged by her father. But now, with a son 
to carry on his name and business, her father was beside himself 
with pride, and spoiled Cassius outrageously. Her mother’s gentle 
remonstrations were ignored. 

Cassius was terribly self-centered, Lydia decided. Not even six 
months ago, her father had proudly taken his son to the dye works 
to show him the family business that gave them their wealth. 
Cassius had balked, complaining loudly about the smell of the 
vats, and made such a scene his father quickly brought him home. 
Lydia overheard her father relate the incident to her mother, but 
his conclusion was that Cassisus was just too young. “Surely,” he 
had said, “my son will react differently when he is older.” 

This morning after breakfast, Cassius and her father had 
gone to the temple of the ancient sun-god, Tyrimnos. When they 
returned, her brother talked nonstop about the impressive statue 
of the god sitting on his horse while holding a double-headed 
battle-ax. Now this outburst.

Sophia listened, but her gentle voice was firm. “We will speak 
of this at another time, my son.”

A pleased smile crept across Cassius’s face. He had gotten 
away with his bluster again.

When he turned and swaggered from the room, Lydia went to 
her mother and put her arms around her. Reverting to the tender 
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Jewish term for her mother she used only when they were alone, 
she murmured, “Ima, I’m so sorry. He has hurt you.”

“No daughter, he has hurt himself. I cannot change him, 
though I have tried. He will follow your father’s Roman gods, 
though your father gives them only token worship. I have taught 
both of you of Adonai, from the time you were very small, but his 
Roman tutor, Sophos, holds sway over his mind.”

“Cassius always does what he wants. Papa doesn’t see it.”
Lydia looked up into her mother’s face and saw her eyes mist 

with tears. “I will not forsake our God, Ima. He hears my prayers. 
I feel His presence when I am praying.” 

A smile slowly spread across Sophia’s face, softening the sad-
ness in her eyes. “You are a blessing to me, Lydia. Yes, He hears 
your prayers and has a purpose for your life. I have always felt that.”

Warmth filled Lydia at her mother’s words. 
They went out into the outer garden and sat on one of the 

stone benches. The warm spring sunshine flooded the plethora of 
flowers in every hue and shade. Butterflies in small bright flashes 
of color flitted from blossom to blossom. They sat quietly for a 
moment, listening to a bird trill his heart out from a tree nearby. 

“Ima, now that I am fourteen, my father will be choosing a 
husband for me, will he not?”

Sophia turned to her and smiled. “Is that what occupies your 
mind these days?” 

Lydia knew that, now she was of age to be betrothed, it was her 
father’s duty to choose a husband for her. She let her mind dwell 
on a young man by the name of Stephen who smiled at her in the 
synagogue and even stopped to speak to her on occasion. When 
her mother noted this one Sabbath, Lydia blushed. She didn’t tell 
her mother how much the young man was in her thoughts.

“My friend Nita is betrothed, but she has not met her hus-
band-to-be. He is from a part of their family in Laodicea.”
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“I’m sure your father will choose someone from here in 
Thyatira.”

“You were able to choose your husband, Ima.” 
“Those were unusual circumstances, Lydia. Your father’s 

father, Thanos, was a prominent citizen and my father worked for 
him, selling the beautiful purple fabrics.”

“But when my father came with my grandfather to the shop 
that day, you met him.”

“True. But I was rarely in the shop. I stayed in the background. 
Thanos did not know I kept the books for my father. After my 
mother died, Papa needed the help, so I quietly did the bookkeep-
ing. People only knew me as Ezra’s daughter. 

“That day there were no customers in the shop and I came out 
from the back room to ask my father about something. I heard a 
sound and turned to find Thanos and your father standing there. 
Atticus was staring at me.” Sophia’s voice was wistful. “He was 
tall…and handsome…it was as if a storm struck both of us. Love 
was something I was told came after marriage.”

“I’m sure he found you very beautiful, Ima.”
Sophia smiled. “His open admiration made my father 

uncomfortable. Perhaps he sensed trouble even then. After that 
day, Atticus’s pursuit of me was relentless.” She shook her head, 
remembering. “My father wanted me to marry someone of our 
faith, and Thanos did not want his son to marry a Jewess.” 

“That is what is so wonderful, Ima. You and my father were 
able to marry in spite of the reluctance of your father and his 
father. I don’t remember the rest. How did my father win over 
Grandfather Ezra?”

There was a deep sigh from Sophia. “Papa was angry that I 
would even consider a Gentile. Yet he depended on Thanos for his 
living. He knew his decision could cost him his livelihood, but still 
he stubbornly refused Atticus. Then your father began to study 
Judaism and professed to believe in the Jewish God. He seemed so 
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sincere that my father, somewhat mollified, believed Atticus had 
embraced Judaism.” Sophia lowered her voice. “Atticus did not tell 
his father what he was doing.”

“So Grandfather Ezra gave his consent.”
“Yes, I was so miserable at his decision to deny Atticus, he 

could not stand my unhappiness. He finally agreed.”
“But my father never speaks of your faith.”
“There was no need. He’d gotten what he wanted and aban-

doned all pretext of studying Judaism.”
Lydia shook her head. “Grandfather Ezra must have been 

upset.”
“Oh my, yes. Your grandfather was furious at being duped. 

He would have nothing to do with us. It took your birth to bring 
about some reconciliation. Your grandfather loved you, and in 
turn, Cassius, when each of you were born. You were the delights 
of his life.”

Lydia thought of her Grandfather Ezra. Although he died 
when she was seven, she remembered his smile when she came to 
visit, a smile that crinkled his eyes. And his story-telling. When 
they went to see him, he gave them kosher candy he kept on hand 
for her and Cassius and always insisted that her mother make the 
special candy apples for the holiday of Sukkot, the Jewish Feast of 
Tabernacles that came in the fall.

The face of Stephen came to mind again. “I wonder, if I wanted 
to choose someone my father did not approve of, would he con-
sider the marriage?”

Sophia shook her head. “Your father loves you dearly, Lydia, 
and he has indulged you on many things as his only daughter, but 
on that matter, I doubt that he would bend. He likes things to go 
as he plans.”

Stephen was Jewish. If his father came to their home to ask for 
her, her father would refuse him. She shook her head. A daydream 
was one thing, reality another. She liked Stephen but he had not 
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indicated in any way that he wanted to choose her. Stephen was 
Orthodox and Stephen’s father would choose a girl from a proper 
Orthodox family for him. Still, she had her dreams. Once she had 
dreamt that she and Stephen were standing under a canopy. She 
pushed the troublesome thoughts away.

Her mother was looking at the garden, and Lydia interrupted 
her thoughts again. “Ima, your father gave his consent, but how 
did my father get Grandfather Thanos to agree to the marriage?”

Sophia contemplated the question. “I suppose it doesn’t matter 
now that I tell you; it’s been many years.” She looked Lydia full in 
the face. 

“Your father threatened to go into the army instead of taking 
over the dye business if he could not marry me. He was the only 
son and heir and his father was furious. When Atticus held his 
ground, Thanos finally gave in and reluctantly gave his consent.”

Lydia laughed. “I didn’t know that part, Ima.” Then realiza-
tion came. “It is like Cassius. You can see the same thing happen-
ing. Is that what makes you sad sometimes?” 

“Your brother’s tutor has built the army up as glorious occu-
pation.” She waved a hand. “Cassius sees himself in uniform riding 
into battle. Like your father, he is the only son. He must realize his 
duty lies with the family, since your father has no one else.”

“Perhaps my brother could serve his term in the army when he 
is old enough and then take over the business.” 

Sophia turned to watch a small bird hop along the wall and 
then soar off into the blue sky. 

“Cassius will probably serve his time in the army when he 
reaches maturity, but I fear there is more holding him back from 
taking interest in the business, and your father does not see it.”

Lydia considered her father. She loved him deeply and with 
abandon. Yet her father could be as willful as Cassius. He, too, had 
grown up as an only son and while he had finally assumed the dye 
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business from his father, she wasn’t at all sure that would be the 
case with her brother. 

They sat there in silence for a while. Lydia knew her parent’s 
marriage was extremely difficult for her mother at times, but Lydia 
had seen her father look at her mother when she was busy sewing. 
It was a look of love.

“I pray my father will choose someone I can be happy with,” 
Lydia suddenly blurted.

“So it is marriage that occupies your mind these days.” Her 
mother’s voice was teasing. Then, more seriously, “I’m sure your 
father will choose wisely for his only daughter. But enough of this 
now.” Sophia rose and turned toward the doorway. “Let us see how 
Iola is doing on the weaving. You must continue your lessons on 
the loom.”

Lydia frowned. “Iola is always so cross. It is hard to pay atten-
tion when she instructs me.” 

Sophia raised her eyebrows. “You are the daughter of the mis-
tress of the household and she is a servant. You must show her that 
you will not allow her attitude. However, I will speak to her.”

Lydia reluctantly followed her mother to the weaving room. 
Iola sat at the loom, her face dour and lips pressed together as she 
moved the shuttle back and forth. 

“Iola, my daughter tells me that you are not happy teaching 
her the skills of weaving.”

The woman looked up, her eyes open in surprise. “I do not 
mind teaching her, Domina.”

“Then can you explain your attitude?”
The older woman bowed her head. “It is the pain.”
“The pain?”
“My head. The headaches seem to come so swiftly and I can 

hardly bear them. Perhaps it causes me to sound cross.”
Her mother was instantly alert, for Sophia ministered to the 

needs of her slaves and was known for her healing skills.
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“How long have you had these headaches, Iola?”
“For the last year, Domina. They come and go.”
Lydia studied the slave woman’s hands, fingers bent and wrin-

kled with age, and wondered how old Iola was. 
“You need to be alert and precise as you insert the colors, Iola. 

If your head is hurting you cannot be your best and the fabric shall 
suffer. I am removing you from the weaving room and will assign 
you to the kitchen. You can help Delia there. I will consider what 
herbs may be helpful to you for your headache.”

Relief flooded Iola’s face. “Thank you Domina. I do not deserve 
your kindness.”

Sophia put a hand on the shoulder of her servant. “In the eyes 
of God, we are all deserving of kindness.”

Iola started to speak but closed her lips. It was not for a ser-
vant to speak to her mistress about spiritual things. The staff was 
well aware of the conflict of religions in the master’s home.

When Iola left for the kitchen, Sophia sat down at the large 
loom and patted the bench beside her. Lydia, instantly repentant 
for her hasty judgment of the slave, silently asked Adonai to for-
give her. Then she sat down and watched, fascinated, as her mother 
skillfully sent the shuttle through the warp and woof, pushing the 
thread tight against the fabric that was being woven.

After a few moments, Sophia moved over and indicated the 
loom. “Now you show me what you have learned.” 

They worked together for over an hour before stopping to have 
lunch. “You have done well, child. I am pleased. We must begin 
making more things for your wedding chest.”

Her wedding chest. Lydia had happily anticipated this event 
one day in the future, but now a shadow crossed her mind. When 
would her father choose her husband, and who would it be?
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Lydia and her mother sat alone at the table, for Cassius was 
with his tutor and sometimes took meals with him. Lydia dipped 
her bread in wine diluted with water and ate some figs and a piece 
of goat cheese. A small platter of poached fish sat in the center 
of the table and Lydia reached for some. Her father was seldom 
present at lunch, for he was usually at the dye works and took his 
midday meal there with the workers. He would join his family at 
dinner and Lydia looked forward to that all day. She wondered if 
her mother was ever lonely. Atticus kept his family in seclusion. 
Sophia went to the baths but seldom to other homes for social 
activities. Only very close friends came occasionally for dinner. 
Her father’s comments led her to believe he was jealous of Sophia’s 
beauty and did not wish to parade her before other men. Still, her 
mother never complained.

Sophia bore her beliefs and taught her daughter to do the 
same. Atticus would not permit Hanukkah to be celebrated in 
the house, nor would he agree to a Passover Seder. But as long as 
Sophia’s religion was not visible to her guests, she was allowed to 
practice what she believed.

When Atticus was out of the city or otherwise occupied, Lydia 
was happy to go with her mother to the synagogue. She listened 
with her ears and her heart as the Scriptures were read from beau-
tifully decorated scrolls handwritten by scribes many years before. 
She took part in the prayers. She loved the scroll of Isaiah and each 
time it was read, she felt the words spoke to her.

Behold, God is my salvation, I will trust and not be afraid.
For Yah the Lord, is my strength and song. 
He has also become my salvation.
When evening came, Cassius, as usual, dominated the dinner 

conversation with what he had been studying with his tutor and 
begging his father petulantly for one wish or another. Lydia bided 
her time. When Cassius finally went to join his tutor, Lydia and 
Sophia had Atticus to themselves. Lydia sat at his feet while 



18  Diana Wallis Taylor

Sophia worked on embroidery. He told them about his day—who 
had come in to buy fabric, and what he had learned at the forum. 
Sophia was often more aware of the news of the day than he for the 
women gossiped liberally at the baths and their slaves knew even 
more than the owners concerning what went on in the city. 

This evening Atticus made a casual announcement. “Sophia, 
you must prepare our table for guests tomorrow evening.”

She looked up. “As you wish, my lord. Who are the guests to 
be?”

“My friend, Claudius, brings his wife, Nona, and his son, 
Plinius.”

Lydia sighed inwardly. Plinius. He had come with his par-
ents many times before and she found him insufferable—vain and 
self-centered. Though Plinius was older, he and her brother were 
much alike. While some would call Plinius handsome with his 
tall, muscular physique and auburn, curly hair, his mouth turned 
down more than up. His eyes were like dark pools, brooding under 
heavy brows. 

Sophia must have sensed something more to the coming eve-
ning. “And there is a reason for this visit, my husband?”

Atticus waved a hand expansively to encompass his wife and 
daughter. “I have agreed to a betrothal between Plinius and Lydia.” 
He smiled indulgently down at his daughter.

“Plinius, Pater?” 
“We have known the family for years. Now that you are of age, 

Claudius has agreed it would be a good match and to unite our 
families. He is a childhood friend—are you not pleased, Lydia?” 
He frowned at her, waiting for her response.

She took a deep breath and glanced at her mother. “We are not 
the best of friends, Pater.”

He waved a hand. “Nonsense. You always got along well.”
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How could she tell him of the mean pranks Plinius, who was 
four years older, had played on her? She bowed her head, holding 
back the tears he wouldn’t understand.

He patted her on the shoulder. “Friendship has little to do 
with marriage. You have been an obedient daughter; you shall be 
an obedient wife. It is settled.”

He was not going to listen to any protests. Lydia knew her 
father would select her husband for her…but Plinius? For a 
moment the face of Stephen came to mind. She willed it away and 
gave an involuntary shudder. Tonight she must pray fervently. She 
realized that her only hope in the intervening year before the wed-
ding was that Plinius would die of a plague, but immediately felt 
guilty for the thought.


