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Preface

I was introduced to Dave Griffiths when he mentioned his Facebook group ‘Progressing Church’ in another group. At the time I was investigating the concept that God is agape love and that all will be well in the end. Discussion within that group, and many others, has convinced me that everyone will be resurrected and eventually enjoy a good relationship with Jesus and their neighbours. 

I suggested to Dave that a book exploring how this might be accomplished should be produced. He agreed to initially help me produce a book but over time it has become a joint collaboration.

The following story describes our vision of how a small part of God’s plan might unfold. Our objective has been to present an interesting story that includes concepts that challenge conventional teachings. We think that the story gives an insight into a possible future, whilst completely accepting that many alternative views can be justified.

Some readers may find the concepts worthy of further investigation or discussion. We welcome such discussions in the social media groups we have set up. These are listed at the end of the book.

We have enjoyed writing this story and hope that it brings reassurance and peace to all who read it.

David Bell

15 February 2021


1

Thomas studied his hands. He looked along both his forearms and swivelled his wrists. His hands felt and looked normal. This both surprised and comforted Thomas. Standing at six-foot one inch, Thomas was a slim man with black wavy hair. He reached up to his face and felt the roughness of a short beard.

Marvelling at how his newly resurrected body resembled his thirty-year-old self, he was pleased to find that he felt like himself, even though he was now alive again, many thousands of years after his ‘first life’. He had been so caught up in the celebrations at the feast that he had not had a chance to really notice his new body until now.

“Wow, that was amazing,” said Anne with a wistful smile.

Thomas looked to his left and grinned at Anne. She stood shoulder-high to him and looked wonderfully familiar to Thomas.

Anne was petite and had the warmest, most amazing dark brown eyes. She had a slightly shy nature; demure even. Anne and Thomas had first met in Anne’s home. Even though this had happened many centuries ago, to Thomas and Anne it felt like just a few years ago. 

“Totally awesome,” replied Harmony.

Harmony was an American woman, with curly strawberry blonde hair and was an extrovert, with a motherly personality. She loved people easily and generously, and wherever she went she enthused others with her zest and enjoyment of life. Her laugh was loud and infectious, and she always seemed to find the funny side of everything. Her frame was thickset and curvy, which complimented her larger-than-life character. 

“The most wonderful experience ever,” said Yan.

Yan was a short Chinese man with thick straight dark brown hair. He had scars on his arms and back from where he had been tortured for leading an underground church in China. Yan had a cheerful personality that made it easy for him to make friends. He had a demeanour which was serene, and he was incredibly wise. He preferred to listen than to talk, and his travelling companions relished his insight. 

“It was so good to see him again,” said Thomas.

Having just left the marriage supper, this small group found themselves sheltering beside the remains of a concrete apartment building. The sun was setting which made the stone buildings dotted around them radiate with a golden hue. 

Harmony reflected on their recent experience. “The food was just exquisite and the wine, well Jesus certainly knows his wine.”

“And there wasn’t a top table. I saw Jesus serving food to some of his guests,” said Yan with delight.

“Everyone was always thinking about how they could help the person next to them, handing them food or listening with genuine interest to what they were saying.”

“I’ve never been in a room so full of love,” said Anne.

“When Jesus asked who was ready to help him show love to the survivors still on earth, everyone stood and asked what they could do,” said Yan.

*

The four had been given a specific destination by Jesus. It was a small community that was scratching an existence in a devastated city. The journey there was a chance for the new friends to bond with each other. They stood enjoying the warm sunshine that would soon make way to the dim light of the moon, heralding a cold night ahead.

“Let’s gather some wood to make a fire,” suggested Yan.

They all selected a different route into the surrounding area. There was rubble everywhere. So many buildings had been destroyed by the earthquakes, and the fighting. Collecting what they needed was not easy, and they were not helped by the fading light, but they each managed to find armfuls of wood and paper.

Yan had found some matches. He soon enticed welcome flames to dance over a tangle of wood. Sitting cross-legged around the growing warmth of the fire, they settled down and talked.

Harmony was excited to hear everyone’s story. “My name is Harmony. I know Yan from conversations we had over Zoom many years ago, but I don’t believe I have met the two of you before.”

“My name is Anne. I was privileged to have Thomas stay in our house for a few nights and tell us of his experiences walking with Jesus,” said Anne.

“You must be the Apostle Thomas!” exclaimed Harmony. “I am so honoured to be in your presence.”

“Please don’t consider me to be anyone special,” said Thomas. “I was helping the fishermen in our village when Jesus asked me to follow him. The experiences with him were incredible, but you already know so much about those three years with him from the gospel accounts. I would like to hear your stories.”

Being resurrected was just like waking from sleep. Whatever had happened to their bodies had happened before they regained consciousness. It was like finding oneself in a perfectly healthy thirty-year-old body without any aches or pains. 

The conversation between them flowed without the hinderance of ego. These men and women had been moulded by their life experiences to have empathy and compassion for other people. They were united by their love for Jesus, and the immeasurable honour of being among the first humans to be resurrected. 

Thomas naturally seemed to provide gentle direction. He had been close to Jesus during his life and ministry. He had seen the things that the others had only heard and read about. The others were happy to defer to him. This made him uncomfortable as he had never considered himself a leader. He deeply trusted Anne, who had led a fledgling community in the decades after Jesus ascended. 

“Go on Anne, share your story,” Thomas gently coaxed Anne. 

“I lived in a small village just north of Lake Galilee. I had a happy childhood. My father worked with horses and my mother knew how to make things from wool. When I became a woman, I married Benjamin, a kind man from a nearby family. Shortly after we were married, we heard the good news that God had come to earth as Jesus of Nazareth, the promised Messiah. When Thomas and his friend Bartholomew came to us on their journey, they told us all about their years with Jesus.”

Thomas pursed his lips as he anticipated the next part of her story. He remembered the news reaching him all those years ago. 

“We saw many come to believe in Jesus, and we met regularly at our house to discuss the good news, but the local leaders of the synagogue hated us meeting together. They arrested Benjamin and found him guilty of blasphemy.”

Anne fought back tears as she recalled those painful memories. 

“They had him stoned to death. I was so distraught that for a few days I could not eat. I was encouraged and comforted by all who visited and supported me. We continued to meet, so they came for me.”

Thomas, Yan, and Harmony were gripped by Anne’s testimony. Only the crackle of the fire could be heard between her sentences. 

“One day three men came into my house in the middle of the night. They dragged me out of bed and into my vegetable patch. The first rock hit my shoulder, the second hit the side of my head and stunned me. I don’t remember the third. I must’ve died quickly. The next thing I knew, I was standing with all of you, in a crowd that included Jesus!”

“You were very courageous,” said Thomas, wrapping his arm around her shoulder.

Yan and Harmony nodded with understanding. 

“What about you, Harmony?” asked Anne.

Harmony glanced sideways and gathered her thoughts.

“You were very brave,” she said. “Well, I grew up in a strict religious house. You know, no TV, no radio except religious radio. I wasn’t allowed to go to the cinema or the mall. I was told all sorts of things about God as a kid that scared the crap out of me. My folks wanted me to be a housewife, but I had other ideas. 

I worked hard at school and got a place to study medicine. As soon as I moved out of the family home, I went a little crazy! At university I embraced my new freedom like a bat out of hell! Drinking, drugs, sleeping around. I just wanted to do all the things that I thought God would hate me for, because I hated God, you know? 

But I could not shake Jesus offa me. He just seemed to keep turning up. I made some good friends who were believers but weren’t religious. They liked to drink and talk about Jesus until the small hours. They liked to party, but it never got out of hand. They invited me to join a Facebook group and my eyes were opened to loads of ideas about God that I had never heard of before. It really changed everything for me. Soon I was talking to Jesus more than I ever had, and not because it was my duty, but because I loved to!”
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