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Introduction

 

 

“Jesus didn’t even really ever live“, an acquaintance recently said to me. I was baffled. 

“Where do you get that idea?”, I asked him. 

“He was just a good marketing instrument of the Church“, was his immediate reply.

This reply shocked me. Yes, many people doubt whether Jesus ever lived, and just as many have no idea what to do with the person of Jesus.  Even I felt the same way until a couple of years ago, although I had always viewed Jesus as a historical personality and had to believe in his teachings.  But he was simply too far away for me and my life.  He was not tangible, a kind of Superman who could walk on water and turn water into wine. This huge distance between him and my normal life caused me to be afraid, and I felt small and unworthy. I still had so many faults, while Jesus was even able to raise the dead! How could God love me in my miserable condition? For years such thoughts and conflicts of conscience tortured me.

But this suffering also led to a source of  motivation. A question arose in me: How strong must the personality of Jesus have been, how authentic must his teachings have been, that nearly 2000 years later around a billion people worldwide prayed to him?

But this too, was again problematic: people prayed to Jesus as a God. And this did not in any way help me to feel closer to Jesus. Just as one of my former, somewhat fanatically inclined neighbors had instructed me: “Martin, Jesus is God. And only if you accept him as your God will you ever have a chance at a window room in heaven.”

But for me Jesus was never God, though he obviously spoke of God and  he always gave me the impression that he had a very good connection to God. So good, that he had special, often beyond human  powers. But I did not know anything more than that about Jesus.

But how was Jesus as a person? There is hardly anything transmitted about him as a person. Who was Jesus really? How was he as a child? How did he feel? How did he live? And exactly for this reason, because I knew too little about the historical person Jesus, he fascinated me more and more with each year.

 

And one day, many years later, my wish came true: I wanted to truly understand Jesus. I wanted to understand his times, also the faith which is the foundation of today’s so-called Christianity. I wanted to describe the life of the human being Jesus, I wanted to get to know him better by recording his life from my point of view. I wanted to lose my fear and my pain. But I still was afraid that a miracle would have to occur for that to happen.

It took nine years until, from the idea of the novel and much research finally the printed work was completed. And the miracle happened: Christ the master became my pal, the high-flyer Jesus became my friend, the intangible hero became my friend, and Jesus became a normal human being. His vast soul now shows itself clearly to me.

 

May this novel bring you closer to the human being Jesus: Jesus, the most glorified and hated, in short the most misunderstood person in the history of humankind. A few connections and incidents may be unknown to you, perhaps even seem impossible or even ridiculous at first. But at the beginning of the twentieth century there also were not any computers, with whose help this book came to be.

 

May this novel bring you closer to the human being Jesus, in case he has not already won your heart with his naturalness. May this book also let the miracle happen in your heart, that closed doors may be opened in your life. May Jesus Christ also become your pal, friend and brother.

 

I wish you much joy in immersing yourself in a world which you certainly have not experienced like this before. God bless you and have a good time.

 

Your

 

Martin Fieber 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In a few chapters of this book words occur which should not be chosen in your normal language use. However the times of old were very direct especially in the culture of the Greeks and people at times used vulgar expressions. I have already adjusted the language considerably, however wanted to maintain a certain authentic character.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The italic paragraphs at the end of the individual chapters express the thoughts that Jesus Christ entrusted to his diary.



Prologue

 

 

Between Khirbet Qumran and Jericho, sometime in the near future

It was hot. Even hell could not be hotter, he thought, shivering despite the heat. And it stormed, as if the world had had enough of humankind’s abuse and wanted to end. The beginning of the apocalypse could not be more abominable, he growled to himself. If he had stayed home, where he belonged, he would withdraw to the coolness of his apartment. But he was not at home, his skin told him, which had to deal with countless tiny stings of the sand which was flying about wildly all over the place. He was somewhere between the excavation  site of Khirbet Qumran and Jericho and weakly gazed out onto the Dead Sea. Sweaty and tired his gaze sought out the cool freshness under him.

He was alone. His mouth dust dry. The only thing about him that still functioned was the carousel of thoughts which he for some time had not been able to stop. Like wild monkeys the countless thoughts sped about his confused mind. What in the world had driven him to travel to the West Bank at this time of year, to... yes, he truly had not been able to tell anyone this .. to look for records from one no less than Jesus himself? If only he had not had that strange dream  a few months ago, then he would not be sweating like a dog in this desolate place now. No dream he had ever had before had remained as vivid in his memory. This sequence of images had a digital quality and each pixel shone in a color, the likes of which he had never seen. It was a color dream. Usually, if anything at all, he saw strange and nonsensical sequences in black and white. But this dream was beautiful. This dream illuminated...

Nonsense. He cursed this dream, for it had knocked over the thought construct which he had hitherto made about life. Even in his thoughts it was still embarrassing for him to think about this dream, for a figure had appeared to him that called itself Jesus. This figure had given him numbers and requested that he seek for personal writings of him.

The storm became even stronger, as if the spirits of the wind were mocking him. In the first weeks following that ominous night he still thought the dream was so ridiculous, that he did not even attempt to check the numbers, which turned out to be coordinates. But the figures stuck like chewing gum in side his head. The more he wanted to forget them, the more they stuck to his mind. The harder he tried to forget Jesus, the more the blue eyes of this dream apparition burned themselves into his memory.

He never wanted to care about such nonsense. Especially, since this nonsense had reached him in form of a dream. Already his father had told him ‘dreams are ten a penny.’ And besides ­– shouldn’t the dream figure have known that he, Michael, had very little interest in God or his son. This was even an understatement. Michael believed neither in God nor in Jesus Christ. Also not in the church nor, as had become fashionable recently, in the fat-bellied Buddha, who was appearing in more and more gardens in his neighborhood. He neither believed in eternal torments of hell nor in singing angels, nor in the possibility of reincarnation on earth, although it was not more logical to him, to only be born once rather than several times. He also simply had spent far too little time considering faith. He neither believed in a universal creative conscience, nor in a bearded father in heaven. And he did not believe in Jesus Christ. Not even now, even if his nose had just caught a salty whiff of the nearby Dead Sea.  

But just this in the end convinced Michael, that he should look into that dream and those numbers a little more intensively. If a James Bond had appeared in his dream, passing along coordinates as he sat next to a blonde co-pilot in some futuristic vehicle, than he would have forgotten the dream quickly.  But it had not been James Bond, but rather a Messiah.

And yes, after endless hours of critical inner dialogue with himself, he finally had figured out that those numbers were not dates, but rather coordinates. These numbers were supposed to communicate a specific place to him. And this place was somewhere in the West Bank, north of the modern day excavation site Khirbet and Qumran. How was he, a happily engaged twenty-eight year old industrial clerk, who had no clue about archaeology, supposed to search for hidden scrolls in the desert? Did this Jesus really think that he, Michael Jansen from Germany, could find anything that legions of archaeologists had missed?

 

It should only be a few more metres before he would have reached his goal. One more quick glance at the GPS, and he was there. The satellite supported navigation system showed him that he had arrived. Michael stopped and looked around. Nothing except red brown cliffs and boulders was to be seen. Behind him the hill chain of the Judaic hill country rose up and diagonally in front of him he had a view of the Dead Sea, the lowest point of surface in the world. A truly inhospitable place in his eyes. He did not like deserts, he did not like scraggy country. And he did not like storms that constantly blew sand into his eyes.

Not a soul far and wide. No prominence in a radius of fifty meters. Just a large rock directly in front of him. And on first glance the rock did not look like it could hide a secret. But the data on the GPS left no room for doubt. This rock was the place that he had sought. Michael carefully walked around it, but it did not seem suitable, too normal to serve as hiding place of possibly important writings. A lot of debris lay all about it, and there was no clearly visible indication of an entrance.

Suddenly, as if an old memory had seized him, he began, with hands accustomed more to a computer keyboard, to remove first smaller, then larger pieces of rock. And lo and behold, he discovered a texture in the rock which encouraged him to continue removing rubble.

At first gingerly, then faster and faster. Patience was truly not his forte. However eventually the certainty dawned in him that he would find something. A narrow horizontal cleft emerged  above the ground, into which he could barely squeeze himself. Now he even had to work hard in this heat. The thought of that alone was enough to cause his forehead to break into a sweat.

He looked at the rock again thoroughly. Directly above the possible entrance many holes were visible, which birds perhaps had left there over a long period of time. There was still a lot of rubble lying about, and one could make out, that the crevice under the rock must have once been much smaller. No grown up person could have crawled in here.

Michael hesitated. Should he really continue looking? How should this Jesus ever have come this way? So far away from any road?

“You and I, we are here now”, Michael admonished the lazy bum in himself. “You would prefer to just have your peace now, and I would prefer to be sitting in an ice-cafe enjoying spaghetti-ice-cream with Susanne. However, unfortunately you do not have your peace and quiet and I am not sitting next to my girl. So pull yourself together. We are here and I am going to continue digging.” He shook his head once he had noticed that he was already beginning to talk to himself. No surprise, considering the heat.

Michael unpacked his shovel, strapped his little headlamp on and began to enlarge the entrance. Then he knocked against the ceiling of the rock. Tack, tack, tack. Nothing unusual. Further right. Tack, tack , tack. Also nothing. Further back. Tack, tack, tack. Maybe he needed to check the floor. It took a while, until he had turned around in the narrow crevice. Tock, tock, tock. Nothing. Tock, tock, tock. Also nothing. Maybe further back. Tock, tock, tong. What was that? Had it really just sounded like there was a cave beneath him? It sounded hollow and somehow wooden. Was this cave only covered up by boards? He dug about in the floor with his shovel and was just trying to support himself when the floor gave way. He almost would have fallen into a little cave that now appeared underneath him. Stones rolled into the depths. Klong, klong, klong, pling. Now what was that? Something in roughly one metre depth sounded different than the rock. It sounded, he could not believe it, somehow... metallic.

Now a sense of adventure overcame him. Michael let himself down into the little cave and first shovelled rubble to one side, until he actually did spy metal underneath the sand. A kind of aluminum suitcase lay there, which however was larger than the hole through which he had entered the cave. A despairing grunt escaped his lips.

There was nothing left for him to do than to increase the size of the entrance. That might take time. Fortunately t was a little cooler underneath the large rock. After about an hour of hard work he had brought the suitcase into the light of day. It was locked and also did not show any way of being opened, but he wanted to look into that later. “First, to get away from here” he said to himself. “At last you have found it again” he heard a voice coming from somewhere.

Michael looked around. No one. No human being far and wide.

 

What is that supposed to mean, I have found them again?” he asked into the storm which was still raging all about. He shook his head as he noticed that he was speaking with himself again. “You have found them again.” The voice spoke a second time. It seemed as if the voice came from somewhere inside him.

Did he now have to worry about truly going crazy? Ah well, nothing was crazier than being sent here by Jesus through a dream anyway.

Michael packed away his tools and considered the suitcase. Good thing that is was a fairly inconspicuous suitcase, which meant that he would be able to carry it fairly easily and it would not draw attention when he reached densely populated Jericho. The suitcase was lighter than it looked. After a brief pause in the shade of the rock and a good swig of water Michael started on his way back. It was a long road – and quite strenuous with the suitcase. Late in the evening he finally arrived in his run-down but cozy hotel in New-Jericho.

 

In his hotel room he threw the backpack and the suitcase unto his bed and first of all took a long shower. After that he settled down in front of the suitcase. But how was he was he supposed to open it? It really was quite light, much lighter than aluminium and looked much sturdier. No lock was visible, not even an edge at which he could have tried leverage with a screwdriver or such. Only the handle was visible. He pressed against the suitcase from every side, shook it, but nothing happened. How was he supposed to open it? Frustrated and downcast he let his head drop onto the surface of the suitcase. He quickly lifted his head in surprise, for an electronic beep sounded and the suitcase opened itself as if my magic and as quietly as the CD-player in his office.

Michael grew pale. Several papyrus scrolls, a robe, a wooden cross – it smelled like olive wood – a couple of sandals and a cup, which had probably served as a drinking vessel for wine. Underneath it all there were three parchment scrolls. Michael shook his head in disbelief. What had he found here? The Holy Grail? Papyrus scrolls? What was so important and interesting about these scrolls, that he had had that dream?

Gingerly Michael took all of the items out of the suitcase and placed them next to himself on the bed.

The papyrus scrolls were numbered. There was one very large one, and several smaller ones. Truly incredible. And they felt like they had been treated somehow, as if they had been preserved. He sorted the papyrus scrolls and opened the ties that bound them. It was amazing. They were truly old. His feeling told them they could not be fakes. Somehow the writing seemed familiar to him. Only now he recognized that they were written in Greek. Greek, not Aramaic or Hebrew, which he would have been able to recognize, but not read. He ensured himself: all of the scrolls had been written in Greek, also the beautiful parchment scrolls. However the rewriting on the parchment scrolls differed considerably from the other numbered scrolls. Also the parchment scrolls seemed to have been preserved. Amazing, he thought.

As he held the last of the parchment scrolls in his hands and wanted to put it down on the bed, he noticed a thin capsule lying in the floor of the suitcase. A capsule which, like the suitcase itself, consisted of very thin metal. He opened it and noticed, that he could crunch the metal like a piece of paper, yet it returned to its original form. Fascinating, Michael thought. But what really took his breath away were the DVDs which were inside the capsule. Exactly three of them. How in the world did these DVDs get inside of this suitcase and how did the suitcase get into the cave underneath the large rock?

He was not able to do anything with the scrolls right now. But fortunately Michael had brought along his laptop. Actually he had wanted to get some work done on the plane. Much to the displeasure of his wife, who always complained that he worked too much. The company could also survive without him for a while, she always said. He almost would have given in and left his laptop at home, but a feeling inside him had told him to take it anyway. Now he knew why.

Michael was excited. He could not explain it himself. It looked like the DVDs should fit. He hastily turned on his laptop and waited till it had started and then placed the first DVD into the drive. Although the technology seemed to come from the future, the DVD worked. He was given several options. Pushing aside his doubts, he started with the first point on the menu, the introduction. He pressed play.

 

A very handsome man appeared on his screen. However he could have also passed as a woman with his gentle and yet striking facial features. His hair was shoulder-length black, with silver streaks, which however did not make him look old, but rather lent him an august and noble aura. His eyes were gold-colored and radiated harmonic warmth. He had a royal blue gown on, which reached from his neck to his feet, leaving only his golden shoes and his hands visible. An amulet on his breast displayed an eight-pointed star within a spiral. The skin of the man was of a bronze hue. The man smiled, and it seemed as if his whole body laughed. It seemed secondary that he was standing in a large futuristic room with many screens and countless small lights – the room reminded him vaguely of the star ship Enterprise – for the man outshone everything else. A joyous energy took hold of Michael as he saw the man standing there. The camera zoomed in closer toward the man, till only his face was visible. No wrinkle, no blemish, no stubble was visible, only pure shining bronze skin.

 

“My name is Tai Shiin”, the man began to say in German. His voice was both soft and so energetic, that Michael’s whole body vibrated. “I am a Santinian. We Santinians are at home in the solar system Alpha Centauri and have been taking care of your earth and its inhabitants for over 4000 years. So we have also been taking care of you. Please excuse my direct address, but we Santinians do not know any form of communication other than pure souls to soul communication.”

Astounded, Michael thought, this guy does not need to excuse himself. He was too amazed to even form a coherent thought. This Tai Shiin stood in a large round room, which had an elevated seat in the middle with screens and some holographic elements. This room was completely enveloped in windows, some of which were darkened.

“Before you immediately disregard my words as untrue, I have to tell you, that the following story the story of all stories, is not that which you call science-fiction. For there already are enough fantasy stories and fairy-tales on your Earth. Sadly, you are still lacking the true knowledge of natural laws. You humans are still lacking the knowledge of the true magic of the universe. You are still lacking the knowledge about other star-people that inhabit the endless universe and anti-universe.

Do you truly believe such children’s tales, for example that the star of Bethlehem was a comet which stood in the sky many nights and days and sometimes moved east and sometimes west? Do you truly believe that the prophet Jonas spent three days and nights in the belly of a whale? Not even the smallest child believes this nowadays until it is poisoned by the lies of your theological institutions and wrong historical traditions.

It is not my intention to unsettle you with my words, but they should jolt you into awareness and shed light on your hidden thoughts and feelings, so that a place can be made in you for that, which you are about to see. I want to bring light into your thoughts so that you can explain und decode many riddles of humankinds history by yourself with a little logic. After all, you managed to find these scrolls.” Tai Shiin paused.

Michael paused, feeling confused. He stopped the DVD, for what he needed now was some quiet in his mind. Tai Shiin had mentioned, that he had found the scrolls. If only Susanne were here, she would surely be able to explain everything with her unique farsightedness. And besides, the spiritual world was closer to her than him.

Michael had to smile. He had always been the one who had made fun of her  and her esoteric books and what he called spiritual mumbo-jumbo. He had been the one who never took these things she was occupied with seriously. And now he had to admit to himself that he needed her help? Yes, it appeared quite so, for that, which he had experienced a few hours ago at the large rock and that which awaited him now clearly was part of her territory. But since Susanne simply was not here, he would have to manage this somehow himself. He turned the DVD back on.

 

Now you will see true events in moving pictures, which show original recordings of times past. And this story is about Jesus and Joshua, a friend of his. You knew both of them very well.” Tai Shiin laughed and Michael could hardly catch his breath. “Yes, I know it must sound incredible for you, but we are about 10,000 years ahead of you with our technology. The moving images of this film we recorded with the thousand of cameras which are installed in our space stations. With our technology we are able to read your newspaper although we are many kilometers above you. Various images were spliced together by our specialists and transferred to a medium which, though outdated for us, is familiar to you.

With the help of a telepathic mind-reading device we were also able to record events which from your perspective happened in the invisible realm and convert them into visible images – just as everything really happened back then. At the end of my story you will know what I mean by these words. After all, the whole truth of this friendship had to be told. The circle had to be completed here as well.” Tai Shiin indicated a now, leaving Michael even more confused than before.

Now he was even talking about a spiritual realm. Did he really mean that unknown kingdom, heaven, the dwelling of angels?

“Joshua, the friend of Jesus, was still able to move both his own writings, which he had recorded on papyrus until shortly before his death, as well as the scrolls and possessions of Jesus, into the safely protected hiding place which you have meanwhile become acquainted with. After that we Santinians dematerialized the writings and put them in the metal container – a strong and eternally durable suitcase made of a nearly weightless metal which does not exist on earth – and then re-materialized them underneath the rock, having preserved them with a substance which is yet unknown to humans. We added these memory disks, of which you are currently viewing the first. Normally we are not allowed to interfere in the human wheel of destiny, but in this case we were allowed to make an exception, since the teachings of Jesus were too important than that they should be allowed to become forgotten a second time. In this way Joshua’s life story and especially that of Jesus can live again and tell a wonderful story of friendship.” Tai Shiin paused briefly, as if he was pondering that which he had just said for a moment.

“You are already familiar with my name Tai Shiin. I already see noted on my screen that you will be living in Germany, which was Germania in former times. It seems nearly certainly anchored in your destiny. But do not be shocked. It is as it is and as it should be. Michael, I greet you from soul to soul.”

Michael was startled. How did this Tai Shiin know his name? Tai Shiin had even planned on him reacting in the way he did now, for without Michael stopping the DVD, Tai Shiin paused and only continued many minutes later, after most of his inner turbulence had subsided. Tai Shiin had rocked his world like a snow globe and now the snow was settling back on the ground, so that he had somewhat clearer vision again.

“One of my tasks back then was to conserve these records of Joshua and to secure the entrance of the hiding place, to be certain that the writings would only be able to be found many many years later. Exactly now. And, as you know, exactly you were supposed to find them, Michael. We Santinians have ensured this.” Tai Shiin smiled, as if he knew exactly how Michael was sitting on his bed and could not keep shaking his head in disbelief.

“Joshua had brought amphorae into safety underneath the rock long ago. Those amphorae had served their purpose after a while. They would not have lasted even a thousand years in that environment. Hence this metal suitcase. We Santinians already knew back then that this box should not be allowed to be found before the year 2000 of your calendar, for the ethics of humanity have left much to be desired up until now, but now, there is not much time left. Only now, in this moment as you are reading these lines, has the chance significantly increased that the content of the writings can fall on fertile ground among humans. That is why we earnestly bid you to publish this movie and these lines.” Tai Shiin’s expression became sadder, but still there was no wrinkle, no furrow in his brow, nothing disharmonic to be found in his face.

“The electronic age considerably eases the spread of these true recordings. After all these scrolls must not be allowed to disappear into some secret catacomb of the Vatican or in a safe of the C.I.A.. If you humans only knew, what truths are being withheld from you.”

Oh how right this Tai Shiin was!  Michael sighed and growled into himself for a moment. Only now did it dawn on Michael that he held some very explosive material in his hands.

“Michael, you don’t have to be afraid”, Tai Shiin continued. “Everything will proceed as planned and nothing will happen to you, we Santinians will ensure that. But before we get to history and to stories, we are going to take a little trip through the universe to the beginning of eternity, because it is important that you understand the global implications, in order to grasp the truth in the film which then follows.”

In the next moments Michael found himself in a vast starscape. He loved the BBC productions on TV in which trips were taken through the universe and the birth and endings of galaxies and stars were shown. But the images which he was shown here were not to be compared to those. (In case you wish to get to know the comprehensive remarks of Tai Shiin you may read up on them at the end of the book.)

He felt himself transferred to the beginning of all time, as if he had personally experienced how God self-created. He saw how spiritual realms were born, and how later on the brightest spiritual beings then also let the first material worlds come into being. He could look into the atoms and recognized that atoms were made up on a minute scale like galaxies in a much larger scale. He saw the fall of the spirits, the moment, in which a world whose light was darkened began to exist next to the light, and he also recognized the first spirit, Jesus.

As he slowly ended his journey through the cosmos, and just before Tai Shiin reappeared on the screen, he heard him say: “This is supposed to explain to you, how vast the spirit of Jesus Christ is and how important his life on earth, which you are about to observe, was.”

“I know that this must all sound very incredible to you. The whole content of the box which you found shows the story of a friendship between Jesus Christ and a soul much younger in its development. This story took place exactly as the following recordings will show. After all they are original records which do not allow any room for doubt. This friendship has lasted even up into this day and grows stronger by the second. This narrative is supposed to show you that even Jesus, this first spirit of all, could, no, even had to be a normal person. Joshua, the friend of Jesus, shows the difficult path of a normal mortal and proves that it was possible and always will be possible to have and maintain a friendship with the soul Jesus Christ.

I will occasionally appear during the course of the story in order to describe the role of our star-people. The purpose of this is to elucidate the holy mission of the ‘great holy lineage’, as we Santinians were called by you humans thousands of years ago. Since the early days of earth’s history, up into the present we have been carrying out our divine service far away from our home planet, at the cost of great privations.” Tai Shiin paused briefly. “Or do you truly believe that Jonas was swallowed by a whale?”

Michael shook his head. “Would you like to know what really happened back then?” Michael barely breathed a “yes.” Then he noticed that he was still talking to himself, yet that Tai Shiin had anticipated his reply. “Back then, Jonas had received a mission from us Santinians, which he however refused to carry out. He fled across the sea in a boat. However he got caught in the anti-gravitation area of our spaceship. Naturally an angry storm broke loose. In the end Jonas was cast overboard by the crew of the ship. We Santinians made a rescue effort by turning off the anti-gravitation source of our spaceship and landing on the water. Due to its form and size it was taken to be a whale by the seamen. Jonas was taken into the spaceship and cared for by us for three days and nights until he his health had been fully restored. Quite simple. A logical explanation.”

But Tai Shiin was not finished yet with his remarks.

“Nowadays our activities are even more intensive than earlier, since the conditions on your planet demand our presence under all circumstances. Let me again mention that this is not a science fiction story but rather based on true, unmodified records. They are all original recordings made by us Santinians. The papyrus scrolls contain more detailed information regarding the film which you are about to see. But the scrolls of parchment are most important. At the end of the film you will know exactly what is to be done. I hope that the following moving images will lend you a more comprehensive view of the great soul Jesus than you were given in the past by the church or in school. I am Tai Shiin, space-commander of the near-earth space station Share.” After that the DVD changed to the menu option ‘Play History’.

 

Michael exhaled deeply. He was shocked and speechless. Not because this was about the person whom he had successfully avoided in his life hitherto, Jesus. No, now a kind of Mr. Spock had appeared and explained God and the creation of the universe to him. The idea of the movie “2001 – A Space Odyssey” that an extraterrestrial race had interfered in the events on earth had always fascinated him. But that was a fantasy; it was just a movie, even if a grand one.

Good, he had to admit that that which he had heard and seen so far from Tai Shiin was gigantic and logical enough, but he simply felt more comfortable among numbers, data, facts and normal business letters than in the realm of cosmic origins.

First of all he needed to grab a bit to eat. He was hungry. Should he sleep first and watch the movie in the morning after a good nights rest? His impatience and interest won out. No. He wanted to engage in an all-night viewing if need be. So he set out to the nearest grocery store, which he fortunately found right next to his hotel. He got all he needed there, for instance licorice pastilles for snacking in between. But before he returned to his room, he drank a strong coffee at the bar and enjoyed the hustle and bustle all about him there. He looked around. No secret service far and wide. No one took notice of him. Everyone was occupied with their daily joys and cares.

Eventually he returned to his room and stared at the light brown and green striped wallpaper for about half an hour. His thoughts still were jumping around like wild monkeys, they simply could not settle down. That is why he sat down on the bed of his fairly dark hotel room and put the laptop on his lap. The musty, faded curtains of his room were not a plus for his room, but he had other problems than that right now. And he had something much more interesting to consider and do.

After what seemed like endless moments in which he tapped the table or restlessly swung his left leg back and forth, he took heart and started the film. Although despite the closed windows there was wild honking and deafening traffic noise coming in from the street, he concentrated on the film.

 

A man roughly his age appeared on the screen. He had blonde hair and blue eyes, his skin was lighter than that of Tai Shiin, and he wore a violet robe with golden decorations which seemed oriental to him. This man too seemed timeless, and almost genderless. The man, or perhaps better the being, stood on a paradisiacal meadow of flowers.

 

“My name is Joshua, and I am currently in the spiritual realm. After all I lived in the time of Jesus and already, as you put it, died before my friend.” A new shockwave rolled over Michael. Just a moment ago he was having to get used to the idea that an extraterrestrial was speaking to him, and now it even was one who even happened to be dead. However Joshua truly looked nothing like a zombie. There was something that Michael simply could not grasp just at the moment.

“I was born in Nazareth, in a small village which was consider3ed to be the home of Jesus for a while, the Jesus who, many hundreds of years from now when you will be watching this film and reading these scrolls, will have become more well known than in my own time, which is roughly 30 years after the birth of our saviour Jesus. I was a good friend of his although our paths went their separate ways for quite a while. Back then I wrote down my life and now want to familiarize you with my own life and that of Jesus, as I experienced him, the way he really was. The Santinians have told me about my death on earth and that they have recorded the lives of Jesus and me via moving pictures. They also said that they now desire to make this story available to all of humanity via a certain person. What is still missing and what I will now catch you up on is an introduction to these true events.” Joshua paused briefly. “However what you should know...” Joshua laughed merrily and knowingly.

“What should I know?” Michael was still speaking to himself.

“You should know that, if the divine plan succeeds, then you, Michael are the person the Santinians have chosen. However you already know that. But what you do not know yet is: You are me, and I will be you.”

Michael pressed the pause button and gazed up from the laptop. He let his gaze sweep through the window over the roofs of Jericho. Now what was that supposed to mean? Why am I Joshua? What did he mean by that? What was the point of all of this? Michael was in turmoil. His soul was in commotion. Despite this great restlessness he took a big sip of tea and continued watching the film.

“I am placing all of my hopes in you, for the true events about Jesus are too important than that they might be allowed to be lost forever. Already in my lifetime I experienced how easily records were falsified and how recklessly many people dealt with the truth. I was a scribe in my time and was occupied nearly from morning to night with that. There should be four papyrus scrolls in front of you, one larger and three smaller, as well as three parchment scrolls. The papyrus scrolls show my life, while the parchment scrolls are the eternal teachings of Jesus. His scrolls are considerable more important than mine, perhaps even more significant than any records that exist hitherto in your time, for Jesus wrote these scrolls personally. The words of Jesus, saviour of all human souls, are to be found in these scrolls. However perhaps also the original film-recordings of the Santinians will convince you and many people, since the preference for viewing moving images will be on the rise in your time, whereas the willingness to read will be in decline, as the Santinians have informed me. I wish you and your soul a deep recognition. I am Joshua, a friend of Jesus.”

 

Michael paused briefly, pressed the pause button of his laptop. Could this truly be? He took a licorice. Was it possible that original writings of Jesus could be right here in front of him? Why did this Joshua seem so familiar? Was he really right? And if yes, then he must have already lived before. His girlfriends Susanne had told him this again and again and also given proof for the reincarnation. He just had never taken her seriously.

Michael stretched out for a moment and started the film again. 

“I would like to begin my narrative on the day, when Rachel and I... yes, see for yourself. You will not regret it, for the events that follow now have the power to change you and your life. I am aware that not many have the opportunity to be so closely befriended with a person who did not come from this world and yet was more human than all other humans. I know that this person will be a very well known personality in your time. I doubt that there will ever be a more exact description of the life of this man. After all you will be seeing original recordings of the Santinians, and I never noticed any other scribe such as myself who would have written down the life of Jesus and his teachings. Unfortunately not many people knew how to write in those days. Actually almost none did. And those who could write did not want to follow the life of Jesus, but rather try their hand as merchants. Believe me, that which you now hold in your hands is unique and precisely documented. After all Jesus was my best friend and also my life, as I now know.

What I now want to tell you began on the day when ....”



Nazareth

 

 



The Blue-Eyed One

 

 

3 B.C. according to the common calendar

“Eeny, meeny mice, who has lice? Eeny, meeny moo, and lice have you! Joshua, you are Jacob, and I am the Lord.”

“Why does it have to be you, Simeon? You always want to be the Lord. You always only want to be the catcher.”

“That’s not true.”

“Yes it is. You always want to be the Lord.”

“Who cares, I simply am. Rachel, tie the cloth around Joshua’s eyes already. Get going.”

Joshua was angry. This idiot Simeon always had to act the big shot. It was not enough for him to constantly put Joshua down, he also had to declare himself ruler and decision maker for the girls. 

Rachel approached him with the cloth. Now all grumbling was forgotten. Joshua liked Rachel and enjoyed it when she bound his eyes with the dirty rag. 

“Rachel“, he whispered, “don’t let it get to you, Simeon is only a dumb Zealot. He can’t help it.” Both of them had to giggle.

The alleyways of Nazareth were always firmly in the hand of the children on afternoons. Most of the time they played ‚Jacob and the Lord’, since it was the favorite game of Simeon, and Simeon was the nearly undisputed King if the children in the village. Bigger than the others, no one dared to take him on. Except Joshua. He could still remember that day a couple of months ago very well, when he and Simeon had fought. There had not been a clear winner then, but a proud one. Since then Joshua had a scar on his left cheek. Simeon had injured him with a knife at the end of the fight. The running blood had ended the fight. He could still remember well how the girls then descended on him and gave him the attention befitting a hero. Simeon on the other hand was awarded with a beating from his father shortly after. Nonetheless Joshua enjoyed playing with the children now and then since he normally had to be learning and studying the torah in the house of his father around this time. For his father Samuel, the rabbi of the small village, did not like it  when he played in the dust with other kids and wandered about. Especially not with Simeon, the brute, as he always tended to say. But Samuel disliked it even more, when Joshua played catch with the girls among the green hills of Nazareth. 

Joshua had to obey and learn to be calm, for his father had ordained that he would become a scribe later on. For then he would be respected man, would serve the faith of his forefathers and would also never have to worry about his future. 

However today Joshua had gotten away to play with the other children, for the rabbi was far far away in Sepphoris to meet with some folks who had journeyed there all the way from Jerusalem. Joshua had heard much about Sepphoris, but had never been there himself.

Eyes bound, Joshua stood in the middle of the largest alleyway and waited for Rachel to give him the sign to go ahead. Since the cloth also covered his ears, he could not hear much and waited quietly for his turn. However there was no sign. Only the wind grew stronger and stronger, until it turned into a storm that swirled up dust and fears and tormented his body as if  with many little pinpricks. The children screamed and yelled as they fled. Joshua would have normally also quickly ran home, for like all other children he was afraid of sandstorms. They were all warned and taught about the dangers of these forces of nature and the demons dwelling in them. However today he remained standing and calmly pulled the cloth from his eyes. All of the kids had disappeared, only Rachel was still next to him and watched the happening with him. The storm became so strong that both of the children had to seek shelter behind a hut. They put their hands in front of their eyes, for the storm was raging and hurt. It felt as if the demons were playing one of their games with the people again. His father always said that only the Messiah could protect people from the demons.

Oh, couldn’t the Messiah come soon? By now he also knew what a Messiah was. After all his father spoke ever more often of the pressing need of the Jewish people for a Messiah, a saviour. He, Joshua, also was urgently awaiting him. The Messiah would surely rescue him from the relentless strictness of his father and from that boaster Simeon. 

“Joshua, look. There are some people coming up the path. They were in the middle of the storm. They survived the demons“, Rachel shouted excitedly in order to come up against the howling of the wind. Only then did he realize that he once again had passage from the torah in front of his inner eye.

“I don’t see anything. Where?”

“Are you  blind? There behind the house of Zephaniah.”

Joshua pinched his eyes together in order to recognize the new arrivals at the entrance to the village. Yes, Rachel was right. Who could that possibly be? They were not Romans, although their soldiers rode through Nazareth often in these days. His father was not supposed to be back till evening and did not own a donkey. For now,  as the figures approached, he discerned a man leading a large donkey on which a woman sat.

 “Who is it, Rachel?”

“I don’t know. Who in our village owns such a large donkey?”

Joshua could not look away from them until he also spotted a child in their age on the donkey, seated sheltered behind the woman. Joshua saw a glowing and froze. There had been something like a bright flash in the darkness, but he could only barely make out the outlines of the strangers. Who was that? Then he saw them. The blue eyes of the child lit up the  darkness which was descending over Nazareth just now. The child looked directly at him. It became quiet about Joshua. The demons which had been audible shrieking and cursing in the storm, could not take away the holiness of this moment. These deep blue eyes dug deeply into Joshua’s soul. He became very warm and he felt sheltered. Who was this child? 

 

∞

 

The sun had risen and shone its golden yellow light on the roughly sixty huts, houses and cave-dwellings of Nazareth. The village lay gracefully snuggled up against the hill behind it, like a panther. A majestic olive tree presided over all of it with its silvery leaves. A few inhabitants strolled comfortably through the alleyways.

 

The prayers had all been spoken, the family of the rabbi was complete, sitting at the morning meal. Finally they could eat. Like almost every morning they were having unleavened bread, cheese, milk and garlic olive oil. Additionally gigs and dates were served. His father had returned very late yesterday evening from Sepphoris and as always sat at the head of table. And besides, everything in the house of the Rabbi had to be the way it always had been. The seating order was a part of this. Samuel’s wife  Sarah sat on the rabbi’s right hand side, to his left Joshua, then came Joshua’s half-sister  Esther, whose mother had been the first wife of the rabbi up until her death, and then his younger sister Judith. It was forbidden for Joshua and his sisters to talk while they were seated at the table. They obeyed that rule, for obedience to the father was one of the most important virtues that existed. Obedience was an obligation. In this way Joshua became a good observer.

“Sarah, did I get this wrong or has Joseph the carpenter returned with his family?” Samuel broke a piece of bread and dipped it in the olive oil. Today he somehow seemed stricter. “A lamp was lit in their house yesterday evening and I heard a child laughing.” 

Joshua glanced over to his mother and noticed her sad eyes. This atmosphere here was numbing him. His mother seemed fearful. She did not say anything. Joshua knew that whenever she had a hard time speaking she had been treated cruelly by his father. And when the Rabbi got angry, he beat her. Joshua was also often beaten, for the rabbi always found a reason to. Joshua hated his father so much, but also revered him in a strange way since he was highly respected in the village and always treated the other people fairly. And for this he hated him even more.

 “Woman, answer me when I ask you a question.” It took a few seconds until Sarah was able to speak. Silence and fear filled the air.

“Yes, they are back again, Samuel.” She spoke very quietly. “Miriam came over to me yesterday evening and greeted me. Then I told her that the village was going to host a celebration in their honor. Joseph wanted to visit you after school and go over some things with you. “ She looked at her husband and awaited a reply that did not come.

 “They were in the country of the Egyptians the past four years and meanwhile even have a son. He is called Yeshua. It must have been him you heard laughing. “

“They were gone for four years. Hard to believe that they even dare to show up here again.” Samuel shook his head angrily. “This village could have used a good craftsman these past years. But it is a mystery to me how they are still able to afford that big house. Oh well, then I suppose I will listen to what he has to tell me.” 

Not a single word was spoken for the remainder of the meal. The strict glances of the rabbi suppressed any further expression. He was the ruler of this family. 

 

Joshua had to let his mother and sisters clear off the table by themselves and followed Samuel across the courtyard into the large meeting hall which was situated across from the three living rooms. Samuel was a big man who took big steps, however he walked so hunched over that Joshua sometimes thought he would tip over any moment due to losing his balance. 

The whole village gathered in the assembly hall when important events were to be discussed, and it was here that the children met for school. The rabbi was especially proud of this assembly room, in which Joshua was taught the teachings of their forefathers together with the other boys.

The family of the rabbi was one of only few in the village that owned a house with several rooms. Other inhabitants hat huts with one room in which the whole family lived and slept. However most of them lived in caves, for Galilee was strewn with caves. These living grottoes mostly consisted of one room, the main space inside of the cave. The living room was closed by a wall of piled up stones except for a space for the entrance. Some caves had an extension room built in front of their entrance which allowed the women more room for cooking and baking. There were also barn caves next to and behind the living areas that gave the animals shelter at night. 

 

Joshua loved studying the torah. Since his fifth birthday that was his life. In the beginning it had been burdensome for him to always have to sit still. His concentration suffered from having to endure the strict gaze of his father for hours on end, and always facing the danger of painful punishment when he made mistakes. But then he found solace in the holy writings of his forefathers. He was lucky in that he learned easily and through this he also gained confidence. Studying the torah gave him courage and strength. In this way his father unintentionally showed him a way to be able bear the tyrant, for Joshua often escaped in his mind into other worlds and prayed to God, his real father. Thus he was able to absorb the teachings well and this was also why he was the best at reciting in school, although he was the youngest in his class. 

For several years already Joshua was being taught Hebrew by Samuel. Although no one spoke it nowadays, it was mandatory for the study of the torah, for the torah was only allowed to be read in Hebrew. Samuel already began with this when Joshua was two years old. The first books, which were about Moses, Joshua found boring. The books of the prophets on the other hand were more interesting. Joshua was fascinated by the book  of Micah. Especially the fifth chapter, in which the Messiah is announced, who is to be born in some small place in Judea. He had however forgotten which the name of that place.

Today once again the study of the torah was on the agenda. Joshua followed his father, who always wore the lightest prayer tunic over his head. Compared to their fathers Samuel was very old. Joshua had once overheard Sarah telling a friend that Samuel was thirty-nine years old when Joshua was born. He knew that other fathers were only half as old. 

“Joshua, come along, hurry up. You are dreaming again.” The old rabbi was angry again and let him feel it. 

That was not fair. Joshua became angry. Sometimes his hatred against his father was so strong that he could not fall asleep at night. Then he would pinch himself in the arm so that the pain chased away his thoughts and he could then get to rest, sobbing quietly. Joshua was safe from Samuel in the synagogue, which was what the grown-ups called the assembly room. Only in this place was Samuel not angry at him, one might almost say that  he conveyed a sense of pride or quiet affection for Joshua here, for he spoke with him here and never beat him. That is why Joshua dug himself deeper into the study of the torah from month to month. Joshua loved the assembly hall, even if he met Simeon there again.

And sure enough, the first person who crossed his path was this demon of a braggart. He was safe from his mocking in the synagogue, for even he dared not speak in this room, but his glances were almost just as painful. If only Rachel were here, next to whom Joshua felt safe. But girls were not allowed to go to school, they had to learn the arts of household duties at home. But no matter, Samuel wanted to read from the book of Isaiah today. At least this would be exciting, even if it would take a long time. Simeon especially needed a long time for translating the texts into Aramaic. Almost all of them had trouble with the translation, but Simeon was completely incapable. And this pleased Joshua.

 

“The people who walk in darkness see a great light.” Samuel read loudly and clearly from the book of Isaiah. “A bright light shines over the inhabitants of a dark country. You give rich jubilations, create great joy. One is happy before you as one is happy at the harvest, as one sings in joy at the splitting of the bounty.” 

Joshua glanced around the room. The twenty-eight boys around Joshua were silent – out of fear of the rabbi and a little out of respect for the writings. Only Simeon, whom he watched from the corner of his eye, was quiet out of sheer ignorance. Joshua knew that he simply could not follow along with what all had heard.  Simeon simply did not understand Hebrew, let alone Greek. His little world was strictly Aramaic. 

“For a child is born onto us, a son is given to us, upon whose shoulders the rulership lies. He is called wonder-council, God-hero, eternal father, prince of peace.” The rabbi looked up from his torah scroll and turned toward the young faces. 

“Who of you would like to translate this part now?” Joseph, a frail boy, raised his hand. Next to Joshua, he was the most talented of the lot.

“Not always Joseph.” Samuel seemed angry. “With him I am sure that he has understood it. How about you, Amos?” The voice of the rabbi was demanding. “I am waiting..”

Amos glanced around the room in fear and eventually took heart and made an attempt. He did not get past a mumbling, but Joshua had to admit it was fairly respectable, since he was the best buddy of Simeon and also not exactly blessed with smarts.

“Yes, not bad, Amos. Show me the passage in the book that is related to this one. Or rather, in which the Messiah is announced.”

However now Amos was at the end of his ability to understand. “Rabbi, I am sorry but I do not know“, he said very quietly.

Samuel looked around among the group. “Who knows it? Simeon?” 

He only shook his head.

“Eleasar?” This one too was being asked too much.

“Ismael, son of Jacob? Do you know it?”

“I think it is the passage in the seventh chapter. I will try to recite it. That is why the Lord will give you a sign: ‚See, the virgin will give birth to a son and give him the name Immanuel.’ Is that right, rabbi?”

“Very good, Ismael. Truly very good.” Samuel nodded briefly. “I see you are making good progress. I will let your father know when I see him again.”

At this moment a sadness passed through Joshua, as if a demon had stolen his soul. He could not bear it when his father was nice to other boys. For he himself was hardly ever the recipient of any such kindness. He wished that the friendly words of his father were only for him. He needed the next few minutes in order to calm himself down and not act out his anger against Ismael. It truly was not his fault. And after all Ismael was one of those with whom Joshua got along best. Joshua did not feel like learning anything else today and let his thoughts drift. Fortunately the rest of the morning passed fairly calmly and he could daydream a while. Would the Messiah really come or was it only an old story in order to give the people hope? He did not know, but he was awaited the saviour joyfully. Someday he could come and save him from his father the rabbi, and then he would feel better.

“So, you children of Abrahams“, Samuel continued and brought Joshua back from his daydreams into the house of the assembly, “that is enough for today. You know that the family of the craftsman Joseph is living amongst us once again. This evening there will be a celebration for them. I expect you all to be very polite and demure. Good. May God gift you with insight. The Lord be with you.” 

 

∞

 

Today Samuel was happy, for he saw some progress with some of his students. Yes, a bright one that Ismael, he thought to himself. There was nothing more beautiful than when young souls understood the teachings of their forefathers and recognized the importance of laws and commandments. Yes, this was his life. He no longer thought about Simeon and his gang, for with those stupid souls every attempt to teach them anything at all was in vain. 

A thousand thoughts swirled through Samuel’s head. But the laziness of these children! The fewest of them still wanted to learn Hebrew, because the Greek world was advancing. Galilee was slowly losing its faith because the curse of those Greeks lay on it. And this useless Herod who had declared Sepphoris the capital of Galilee sat in his palace and let heathen slaves construct all those buildings, gave them shelter and even paid them for it. What had Samuel had to see in Sepphoris again yesterday! This town, once beautiful, which had been burnt down a few months ago by the Romans and nearly completely destroyed. The town had burned for two days, until the last fire had burnt out. He would never forget the name of the Roman responsible for that: Publius Quintilius Varus. What had this murderer only done! After this horrible deeds were done in his name in the area surrounding the capital of Galilee. House searches and humiliations, countless inhabitants were sold into slavery or ended up on the cross. People said that over 2000 of them were the victim of this awful torture. The Romans often came through Nazareth often of late. They were searching for the zealot Judas, the son of Ezechias, who terrorized Galilee as leader of various groups of resistance fighters and had let himself be declared king of the Jews. 

The zealots were not Samuels world, these resistance fighters reacted to there enemies with the same ruthlessness. However they were nonetheless Jews. But the Romans? Every few days a couple of legionnaires came through Nazareth and looked for fellowmen of Judas. No, these damned Romans! Now heathen buildings stood everywhere in Sepphoris. A theater had even been completed a few days ago. They were now merely working on completing one of the auxiliary buildings with the dressing rooms. Actors, those damned hypocrites. And the most outrageous thing of all was that works of those arrogant Greeks were being performed there. Just yesterday evening had seen a performance of play by Aeschylus. ‚Orestie’ or something like that. It had been the premiere. This piece was about king Agamemnon, who had returned from the Trojan War. Samuel asked himself how such a play, in which the subject matter was murder, blood revenge and extramarital affairs, could even be performed,. What a superficial Greek world! Those Greeks were false, arrogant and quarrelsome. A folk of thinkers, pah. Yes, they had always been able to think, but they had never been able to trust in God. Ah well, they were not the chosen people of God. What else could one expect of them? But what was worst of all: nowadays many Jews outside of Galilee could not speak Aramaic any more and only spoke the arrogant sounding language of those Greeks. And now even the children were beginning to dream of the Greek towns outside of Galilee. Yes, the Messiah was desperately needed.

Samuel briefly returned from the world of his thoughts to make sure whether all of the children had left the room. None of the brats was there anymore.

And once again Samuel’s restless thoughts returned to the incorrigible zealots. They wanted to cast out the foreign rulership of the Romans by force. On the one hand they were right, for what business did the Romans have here among the Jews anyway? They were even worse than the Greeks. But by force? That was assuredly not the right way. Killing simply was not the way.

This was also the reason why Samuel had been in Sepphoris yesterday. He had met with several Rabbis from the area and with some priests from Jerusalem there. They had spoken about the increasing violence in Galilee and about the influence of the Greeks  on Jewish life. Much was said but there was no result. As usual. One wanted to wait and see how the next couple of months would develop. But yesterday had really upset his frame of mind. How Bealja, his clerical person of trust from Jerusalem, had told him, the unswerving loyalty to the law of the rabbis in Nazareth had even reached the high priests ears in Jerusalem. In a final talk Bealja had told him that one was concerned about a Rabbi in Ephesus. He supposedly no longer was focusing on the transmission of traditional teachings, but rather enjoyed his time with easy women. And if the situation did not improve in the next few months, once was considering sending him , the good Samuel, into this town in distant Greece and have him preach the God of Abraham in this cave of depravity. Samuel had asked Bealja why he of all people was being considered for this. Bealja’s answer was clear and sent a shiver down Samuel’s spine. Whoever had such a good reputation in the faithless and backward Galilee had to possess unusual abilities.

 

At first Samuel was shocked by this idea. Ephesus! He did not know much about this town, only that it was the town of black magic. The whole world had probably heard about the magic books of Ephesus. But to leave his home was out of the question. How could they ask  this of him! But the longer he thought about this news, the better he felt about it. Around 200 people lived in Nazareth, and it was said that around 200.000 lived in Ephesus. And the number of Jews in that town, in which the whole world met, was probably much higher.  There he could bring about something new, there he could bring the errant Jews back to God. He was not afraid of the countless whores that apparently existed in Ephesus. After all he was discipline incarnate. And he knew how to deal with women. They only needed a strict hand. And that he had. Sarah was the best example. She was always at his service and did what he wished. Ephesus was still a long way off though, and thus he let go of those thoughts and placed the torah scrolls back into the shrine. He was satisfied with his lot. The Lord must be satisfied with him. The only thing he was still worried about was Joshua.

His son had repeatedly made a very distant impression on him. That damned dreamer! If he had not been his son and been so talented, he would have thrown him out of class already. At least the dumb could still work on the fields or tend the sheep. But dreamers? They did not even notice when a sheep went missing. O, this Joshua! As the son of the rabbi he was not allowed to engage in such dreamy reveries. After all Joshua might become a good priest or even his successor. Joshua had all of the abilities for this, was not lazy, but often, like today, simply not present. He would even sleep away the Passover celebration if he, Samuel, did not ensure that he did not miss it. He wanted to cast a more watchful eye on his son in the near future and sort out this daydreaming. No matter how, after all he was not afraid of applying corporal punishment when it served its purpose. After all, did not the Holy Scriptures put it quite nicely: “Blessed is the man whom you chastise.”

 

∞

 

Miriam prepared a lentil soup for the celebration which was to be given in their honor today in the village. She stirred in a large pot that she had received from the women of the village. The intense weariness from the long journey made her work harder. Yeshua sat quietly in a corner of the room and watched her while she was cooking. He had just written a few sentences in his diary. The scroll was lying next to him on a small dresser. Miriam was alone with her son, for Joseph had just walked over to Samuel’s place to go over some things with him. 

“Mommy, why are we here?”, her son asked.

“Yeshua, it has been ordained that you grow up here for the next few years. Bakenor, your teacher from Alexandria, gave us this instruction on our way and besides that I had a dream again, in which a heavenly messenger told me that we should return into the hometown of Joseph. You will get used to the little place eventually.” 

Miriam added the finishing touches to the soup and also gave Yeshua a piece of the bread she had dipped in the soup to taste. “And?”

“Yummy.” 

Miriam smiled, for she knew that Yeshua loved this ritual. It would surely help him to feel at home here soon.

“Mother, why am I the only person in Nazareth who has blue eyes?” Yeshua gave her an inquiring glance. 

Miriam was thunderstruck, for she knew that this question had to come sometime.

She could still remember the morning well on which a heavenly being had appeared to her and told her that she had been chosen to bear the future saviour of Israel into the world. At first she had not wanted to accept this message, but the heavenly messenger had been very insistent and convinced her, so that she eventually accepted her mission. She and Joseph had apparently been chosen since they were very pure human beings. And the future saviour could only grow up with pure parents. However there was a more important reason: the genes which she and Joseph carried in each other had to be modified slightly so that all of the preconditions were fulfilled so that the saviour could be born. When she had asked what that meant and what consequences could result from that, the messenger had only replied that the changes necessary with other parents would have been more complex, which however was not possible for a number of reasons. One of the consequences of this change in the genetic structure would be that her son would have blue eyes. 

 

Miriam still flinched at the mere thought of that apparition for she knew what consequences she would face. Defamations, and the worst kind of insults. For how was anyone to believe that hers on was not the bastard of another man, but rather a son chosen by God? She had to learn how to deal with the glances and animosities of people and there words. Adulteress was the mildest of that which she had to suffer being called. Hopefully that would be different here in Nazareth. After all this was the home of Joseph, her sometimes naive but kind-hearted man.

“Yeshua, I think you already know that you are different than the other children, or?”, Miriam answered after a brief pause. “Yes mother“, he said without thinking long, “Yes, I know.”

Miriam had also noticed every day how different Jesus was. She had already noticed when he was two what healing energy the small hands of Jesus had. One day a heavy water bucket had fallen on her foot. Her foot had bled and hurt! Jesus had noticed this and simply stroked his hands over the area. The wound disappeared immediately, the pain ceased. Nothing remained to be seen of the wound. She could have recounted many such stories.

“What kind of dreams have you had in the last couple weeks, my son?”

“There were many but one haunts me. I dream this dream again and again.”

“Tell me about it.”

“It is night, I am walking along a long path with many curves up a hill. The path is shining as brightly as the torch in Bakenor’s garden. Lots of snakes and other icky creatures are crawling along the side of the path and want to pull me down into the abyss, but they do not reach me. Up on the mountaintop these ugly animals are gone and there is only an empty huge wooden cross.”

Miriam was surprised how clearly the soul of her son already now saw his future life path before him, which was not to be easy for him. Animosities and many human snakes would cross his path. Hopefully this dream did not mean that her son would end up on a roman cross, of which one saw so many on the side of the road. She quickly apologized in her thoughts however for presuming to call Yeshua her son. 

“This dream is showing you the life that lies before you, Yeshua.” Miriam smiled. “Our father in heaven has prepared an especially bright path for you, from which, though it leads through darkness filled with many demons, you will not err, for they will not be able to touch you. Look at the children in this village. In their youth they play on the street, but as fathers they will stand on the fields or work on construction sites and maybe ask themselves shortly before their death whether that was truly everything in life. You on the other hand will travel about in the world, help many people and tell those who wish to hear it of another world and thereby create another world here. God has given you special gifts in this life. And for these tasks he also gave you blue eyes. Do you understand my words?”

“Yes, mother.” 

Suddenly there was a knock on the doorpost and a smiling woman appeared at the entrance. 

“Sarah, come on in, I am just finished with the preparations for the lentil soup.” Miriam put her left hand on her heart in greeting the way she always did. “Now I am just preparing the olive paste. I thank you from the bottom of my heart for welcoming us so warmly. “

“It is a joy for us, Miriam.”

“By the way, this is our son, Yeshua.” Miriam proudly pointed toward her son.

Sarah sat down in front of the boy. “I greet you, Yeshua. Just how old are you?”

“I am five years old“, he said in such a calm and lovely voice that it surely must warm Sarah’s heart, Miriam thought to herself. After all that is how she felt whenever Yeshua had a certain expression in his words. “O, then you are only a few years younger then Joshua. You will get along well with him. This evening the two of you will get acquainted.” Then she turned to Miriam again. “The women in the village are all very busy. I think this is going to be the most beautiful celebration that our village has had in the past years. I simply wanted to quickly see how you are doing.”

“That is nice of you, Sarah.”

“Miriam, it is nice that you all are here.” She laughed, briefly waved at Yeshua and then disappeared as happy as when she had shown up a few minutes ago.

“ Sarah is a very nice woman “, Miriam said, truly a remarkably nice woman.”

“But her soul is very unhappy mother. Even her smile could not hide that.”

 

Yeshua was not entirely sure yet whether he would truly feel at home in Nazareth. Up until now they had lived in a big house of Bakenor, who was more of a father to him than Joseph even. He still could remember well how he had stood in front of Bakenor upon their departure and had thrown himself in front of him and was so tearful that he did not want to let go of him. Oh how he missed that quiet, almost holy place in Egypt. And o how much he missed Bakenor. Bakenor, oh Bakenor! Joseph was a good-hearted person who did everything for his son, but sometimes Yeshua had the felling as if he distanced himself from him. Joseph simply could not understand why he had a son with blue eyes.

Yeshua was happy that he had his mother. He often felt a strength and greatness in himself that however also made him afraid. Only his mother could then take away his fear by giving him her time to speak with him. Through her presence she gave him harmony, a feeling of being sheltered, and security. She let him be the way he wanted to be. He was different and she accepted that. She was a wise woman. And she was a strong woman. He recalled an instance when Joseph had scolded him for being so laconic and demanded that he immediately say something. However his mother stood in front of him and did not even allow a discussion about the matter. She said something to Joseph and after that no incidents of the sort ever occurred again.

 

I am very happy that we have finally arrived in Nazareth. But what am I to do here? The journey took too long for my taste. And my pain is too great, not being able to speak with Bakenor anymore. In the beginning I did not want to leave Bakenor, but then he told me that I should write a diary. Fortunately he taught me how to write very well. If I write regularly, he assured me, I would be able to travel to him in my thoughts and write down my feelings and problems. It would be good for my soul and lighten it. Today I am doing this for the first time and am placing all my hope in you, father, that I will like it here in Nazareth. Hopefully I will find friends with whom I can exchange and who can also understand me. Please bless the people and bring joy into their hearts so that Nazareth may become a flowering blossom and so that as little sorrow as possible is in the houses of my new home. So be it. 



A Celebration and its Consequences

 

 

What a lively scene the alleyways of Nazareth offered up that evening! The celebration for the family of Joseph was held in the courtyard of Samuels home. This simply was the largest gathering place in the little village. If all attended, the 300 inhabitants of Nazareth could just barely fit into the place. Samuel, Jeroham, the shepard, and Jacob, the potter, together formed Nazareth’s council of elders, and yesterday they had had a long discussion about where to hold the celebration: whether in the house of the rabbi or rather down on the meadow before the gates of Nazareth. Ample space was an argument for the meadow, for there the children would have room to play. However since the meadow was so large, it would have required thrice as many torches to be lit. And some mothers would have had reservations about letting their children play until late in the night out on the meadow. One was too afraid of the goat-elves, those misshaped nature spirits which wandered about in the area at night and could kidnap small children. Many years ago two children actually had disappeared. However everyone doubted whether the goat-elves really were involved in that. In the end the decision was made in favor of the smaller, more cozy and secure courtyard of the Rabbi.

Evening came. Almost all inhabitants of the village were about. Women were carrying bowls of food to the courtyard of the Rabbi, the children were allowed to play out in the alleys longer, and the men stood around together in groups wrapped up in their important discussions.

Joshua was excited in a strange way this evening. He did not know why, but a kind of giddy anticipation filled his being. For surely Joseph would share the story of what his family had experienced in Egypt. Joshua loved stories and was looking forward to seeing Yeshua, the boy with the interesting eyes which had pierced him so deeply the day before. The children were still playing in small groups although it was already dark and not much of the light in the houses reached the alleyways. Joshua was playing hide and seek with Rachel, Ismael und Joseph. He constantly had to think of Yeshua, although he had not even had a full view of him yet.

“Joshua, you’re daydreaming again! Come on, you’re supposed to come and search for us.” Rachel’s voice brought him back from his thoughts.

Too bad that he would not be able to sit  next to Rachel this evening,  for as usual in Nazareth the men would have their own area and the women too after they had tended serving up the feast. “Umm, yes, true, I was just thinking of something else.”

“Either go sit down or play with us.”

“All right, then you had better go on and play without me.” Joshua gave Rachel the blindfold, turned around and walked through the little village on his own. He loved taking walks toward the end of the day when the first stars appeared in sky. Normally he was not allowed to do this, but this evening he used the time he still had before the celebration was to begin. Torches were already lit everywhere and illuminated the village.

And so he walked past their house and up a steep slope until he reached his favorite place. It was a beautiful majestic olive tree which throned on the small hill. Joshua always had the feeling that this noble tree guarded the village. Gazing down upon the horizon he could not see the village below from here. Joshua loved leaning up against the trunk of the gnarled old tree and feeling its bark. The view was splendid. In the west Joshua saw the Carmel Mountains, in the south he could see all across the Jesreel plains and even all the way to the Samarian hill country. He could see snow-clad Mount Hermon in the north and Mount Tabor in the east. He especially enjoyed the view of Tabor, whose majestic silhouette drew everyone’s attention, like a king.

What was that? In the distance he briefly saw a star blink. Then the light moved along the horizon, paused above the harmoniously rounded right peak of Tabor and blinked again. At the same moment a wonderful sense of comfort and love filled his being, in a way that he had never felt these before. He heard a voice in his head: “We are always with you. And do not forget that you are loved, even when life sometimes is a little more difficult.” Then the voice was gone along with the star, and Joshua became very quiet inside and simultaneously sad. Who in the world had that been? Who had just spoken to him? He looked around but could not discover anyone. 

Joshua remained there for a while and listened to the wind and the leaves of the olive tree. Today he could not hear either of those tell a story. He was simply too excited. Too restless. He could think of nothing other than those beautiful blue eyes.

 

∞

 

When Joshua reappeared in the village everyone was just settling into their place, for the celebration was to begin any moment. He sat down next to Samuel, who was seated near Jeroham, the shepard. Jacob the potter and his son Ismael sat down to his left. The seats across were still available, however, as they appeared out of the shadows, he quickly realized that these were reserved for Joseph, his two older sons Jossi and Judah who had not left Nazareth, and for Yeshua. There they were again, those wonderful eyes. His excitement was so great that he was not able to say a thing. He wanted to say hi to Yeshua, but was only able to voice a silent kind of croak. So he simply nodded since he was not capable to do anything else. Yeshua’s eyes had touched him so deeply again. “I greet you too, Joshua“, Yeshua quickly said and smiled at him. Joshua returned the smile. This holy moment was however abruptly interrupted by Samuel, who stood up and requested the quiet attention of all.

“Friends, men and women of Nazareth.” Samuel’s loud words did not allow even the slightest noise from the audience. His deeply set dark eyes even increased this powerful presence. “May the peace of God descend upon you and may you sense his blessing upon you. I am happy that we today are allowed to celebrate our reunion with Joseph, the craftsman and his family in our humble home. Many years have passed since they left for Jerusalem. Let us lift our cups in honor of this reunion and in honor of God our Lord. Joseph, Yeshua, and Miriam. Here’s to you. Be blessed and let us praise God our Lord for this gift.”

The cups were lifted toward the heavens, the blessing was spoken and then the sweet wine of Galilee was drunk. The children were allowed to toast with grape juice and giggled merrily.

Then a second strong voice rang out. It was Josephs.

“Samuel, friends, people of Nazareth. My wide and I want to thank you for this wonderful celebration. We are happy to be so welcome, even though my then pregnant wife Miriam and I left on such short notice about five years ago and had to leave both my sons Jossi and Judah with their aunt Anna.” Joseph paused briefly to wait until the murmuring of the audience subsided. “We were not able to return earlier because destiny showed us another direction. Accept our thanks from the bottom of our heart. Now let us enjoy this feast together. Afterwards we will gladly report what we experienced in the last couple of years. God and his loving wisdom be praised for all eternity.” Again the cups were raised.

Now was the moment that all had been working towards on this day. All of the delicacies were served. There was warm sesame bread, cheese in olive oil spiced with garlic, fish fried in coriander and lamb roast with mint. Additionally grain and lentil soup, diverse salads, pastes and honey. Naturally the barley cake was not missing nor the wheat grain roasted in olive oil. There was something for everyone. And now everyone was smacking their lips, laughing, giggling, and some even singing. Joshua glanced over to Yeshua often, who always gave him a smile when their eyes met. Other than that the new arrival was quiet and absorbed in the meal. He looked very hungry. As it seemed to Joshua sometimes Yeshua even made a rather sad impression instead of a happy one.

 “Joseph, please tell us where your destiny led you.” Samuel gave Joseph an intense look after he had set down the jug of wine on the low table next to himself and adjusted his garb. 

“We are all very interested, or no?” Samuel’s jolly laugh raised the volume so quickly that Joshua nearly had a piece of lamb get stuck in his throat.

 “Yes Joseph, tell us your experiences“, some called out and clapped their hands. Joshua looked over at Yeshua, who from that moment on kept his gaze downcast almost the entire time. Joshua could almost sense how embarrassing it was for Yeshua. Or was he even afraid?

“Good my friends, then I would like to begin.”, Joseph started, after he had removed the last remains of food from his bowl with a piece of sesame bread. With a glance across to Miriam at the neighboring table he could see that she was already well into sharing her stories, for the women were all laughing. 

Joseph had a good-humoured face. He had dark and slightly curly hair that had taken on a slight greyish sheen. He had to be a little bit older, perhaps as old as Samuel. But was really nice about Joseph were his smiling eyes. They were not blue, but they were happy. 

“Back then, when my wife Miriam was well into her pregnancy, she had a dream in which a messenger of the Lord appeared who told her that we should set out to Jerusalem.” Joseph had closed his eyes in order to better recall his memories. “That was the reason why we left Nazareth and went to Jerusalem. In the beginning I was opposed to it, since it was very dangerous in her condition, but she said that the child would not see the light of day until we reached the capital of Judah. I was not to be worry for she knew what she was doing. I let her convince me, for we all know who is in charge at home.” 

Loud laughter of the men interrupted his narrative, only Samuel did not even break a smile. 

“That was the last you heard of us for a long time. My sons Jossi und Judah from my first marriage found shelter with my sister Anna and were to continue my small craftsman workshop in the meantime. So we left for Jerusalem about two weeks before the Passover celebration. We had made arrangements that we would meet in Jerusalem if possible since Samuel and some others from the village also made the journey to Jerusalem every year. Unfortunately that did not work out for our son simply kept on not wanting to be born yet. “Joseph laughed toward Yeshua and sought eye contact, which his son however denied him. “After a while my wife heard another voice, after we had found shelter in a little house of an old acquaintance. We were to leave Jerusalem toward the south, toward Bethlehem. You all know that Miriam owns a small piece of land in Bethlehem that she leases out. And do you know what happened then?” Joseph looked around the group triumphantly.

“No, how are we supposed to know that. Go on with your story!”, Zephaniah shouted.

“You will not believe it.” Joseph stopped briefly in order to raise the level of attention even higher, though that was hardly possible at the moment since all were eagerly awaiting his story, some of them even almost forgetting to breathe. 

“When we left the village, we could hardly believe our eyes, for a ray of light fell upon us although the sun was shining. But the light was much brighter than the sun. And the funny thing was that the ray accompanied us for our next few steps. And then, after the light had vanished, about fifty to sixty happy but excited people from all over the world received us and led us directly to a cave in Bethlehem, which had already been prepared for the birth of Yeshua. And do you know that?” Again Joseph paused and smiled at the group. His eyes flashed as if he were telling a joke. “This barn cave was on the land owned by Miriam. And that was good, for we had barely arrived in the cave when her contractions began. A midwife whom the tenants had called was also there. Everything, truly everything was prepared. Then the many men blocked off the cave entrance so that no one would be able to disturb the birth, as they told me later. The men began to pray. Despite the many different languages it became a quiet singsong that accompanied the entire birthing and gave especially Miriam much strength. Despite the many strange faces I felt strangely moved and a deep joy filled my heart..”

It had become quiet at the table of the men, and only quiet laughter was audible from the women’s table. 

“Who were the men that received you in Bethlehem?”, Jeroham asked.

Before Joseph could give an answer, he was not sure at this moment whether he should tell the truth or invent a story, especially since his son was giving him an intense look just now. But in the end Joseph thought that he was in his home village, with his friends and his family. They would understand everything. So Joseph continued with his story.

“These men were wise people and seers from all of the countries in the world. Some came from Babylon, Rome, Greece, Media, Hispania, Arabia and Mesopotamia, from the legendary kingdom Wa, a German was among them, a few Egyptians, one seer even came from India, one from the Ch’in Empire in Asia. A mage of the Zapoteks was also present. He told us he came from a country across the great ocean. “

“Across the great ocean?” Samuel wanted to be sure he had heard correctly, since he could hardly believe his ears.

“Yes, exactly. I can still hardly believe it, even now as I am telling it to you. And all these men told the same story. Each of them had had the same dream, in which a voice told them that they should travel to Jerusalem. There in Jerusalem a bright star would show them the way. And this star would cast its rays on a very pregnant woman, who would then give birth to a king. A saviour, who would free all of humanity from its bondage. The wise people from those many countries said that they had to protect the birth since the demons of darkness wanted to prevent the birth at all cost.” Joseph took a sip from his cup of wine. 

Joshua looked around. He could see that the eyes of the listeners were wide with surprise. In fact they all looked as if they had just seen a lion. 

Joseph continued: “the presents that they brought served  to create a holy vibration. Frankincense and myrrh were burnt to protect the birth, for as the wise told me, demons do not like those smells. Others brought some coins that we would need at some point they said. One wise man had brought a goat and another a donkey who was to bring us and especially the Messiah back to Nazareth in good health, which it did as you can all see.” Joseph smiled when he had finished telling the story. Yeshua gave him an intense look, and everyone looked at Yeshua. 

Then a silence fell over the place Nazareth in the countryside of Galilee. At first it was a silence of wonder, yet just a few moments later it turned cold as ice. And then this wonderful evening of celebration was over abruptly. Discussions, arguments, curses and verbal attacks erupted. Samuel sought to gain allies in the shepard Jeroham and the potter Jacob, who shared in his indignation. Some of the men went to their wives and children in distress, pulling by away by the arms and quickly leaving.

 

Joshua had understood and was happy. Sarah had also understood and gave Miriam a smile and a nod, who now knew that she at least had one friend in the village. There was still silence until Joseph turned to Samuel. 

“Samuel, Rabbi of Nazareth, didn’t anyone of you here in the village have a dream that announced the birth of Yeshua?”

Samuel was so stunned that at first he did not seem to know whether to hate, or damn Joseph or merely laugh at how naive he was. 

“Joseph, do you realize that you are presuming to be the father of the future Messiah? The saviour of Israel? And what is worse, that you are pulling your son into this nonsensical and false story? Do you truly believe that your son, a son of a small construction craftsman in Galilee, is the king of the Jews? Are you so presumptuous or so dumb?” 

Joshua was angry about the arrogance of his father. He knew that if he opened his mouth now he would be getting a beating for it. But he could simply not remain still. Up until know he had always carefully considered when he should say something in order to avoid being beaten for it, but now, gazing into the telling eyes of Yeshua, all of that did not matter to him. Joshua saw from the corner of his eyes that Sarah wanted to stop him, but it was already too late.

“Father, is it not written in the book of Micah: “But from you oh Bethlehem in Ephrata, tiny among the districts of Judah, shall one come forth who is to be ruler in Israel. His origin reaches far back, into the days of the beginning. Thus …“ 

Joshua did not get any further for Samuel had just given him such a hard slap in the face that he fell into Jacobs lap. 

“Now you will go to bed and lie down. We will talk soon. Then I will show you who is your lord.” 

Three days later Joshua still had difficulty hearing and two weeks later the wounds that Samuel’s rod had left on his bottom were still not fully healed. Would he ever be able to love Samuel as a son should love his father? 

 

O, God. Where have I landed here? Today was the celebration in honor of our arrival. It was very heart-warming until Joseph opened up his mouth again and got into his story-telling mood, as we had to experience so often in Egypt. Then I experienced the rabbi, with whom I probably will have to deal more often. What a rigid and brutal man! The bad entities that I saw in his vicinity seemed to be very delighted that they are able to influence this man so much. Unfortunately he is one of the most important people in Nazareth and his influence is very large

I feel very sorry for his son Joshua. I do not want to have that kind of a father. I even prefer Joseph to that ... Maybe I should give Joshua a gift. I am sure that will make him feel better. He does not seem to have received many presents yet. Father, please take away the sadness from the hearts of the people and let them recognize your love. And let the Rabbi soon recognize how you really are! Amên.

 

∞

 

How dare that damned construction craftsman! Samuel cursed. The Rabbi was still upset even a couple days after the welcome celebration. Did this useless Joseph really believe his son could be the long awaited Messiah? 

Since the family of Joseph had arrived in Nazareth, Samuel was not able to form a clear thought. But worst of all was that his own son, Joshua, his first born son, whom he in his innermost core regarded very highly, had exposed him, the rabbi of the village, the head of Nazareth’s, in front of other people. Why did that dreamer do this to him? Sarah had not spoken a word to him since that event and spent much time with Joshua in bed, who was still whimpering in pain. At least his son now had enough time to think about his impertinence. He, Samuel would take him on later.

Samuel often wandered about the area alone after school these last few days. He loved to walk around without a goal while delving into his conscience. Today he met the potter Jacob at the well. They greeted each other exuberantly. Together they walked across the meadow. Samuel was pleased that he had just met his friend Jacob for they often had the same opinion. And this was considerably easier than always having to deal with some know-it-all.

“Samuel, try not to be too upset about Joseph“, Jacob began, after they had walked side by side in silence for quite a ways. “There is no point in that and it does not serve you well. Joseph is a naive man. He does not know what he says. He is not intelligent enough to damage our village nor its reputation. He will be working in Sepphoris a lot in the future and due to this you will not see him often. Samuel, don’t let this get to you anymore.” 

Samuel stopped and turned around in order to look at Nazareth, which was nestled up against the fertile hill like a cat. Truly a lovely village.

“Jacob, how can you remain so calm regarding this insolence! Do you truly believe that the saviour of our race is currently playing with kids his age in this backwater?”, he ranted. “And even with girls, who normally belong next to their mothers in order to learn how to cook and bake?” Samuel was in full swing now. 

“Calm down, Samuel.”

“Don’t you think that we could be able to recognize him if he were the saviour? By his nobility, by his intelligence? Doesn’t Yeshua instead look rather like flour, so pale and sunken in? Believe me, this boy doesn’t even dare to say anything in school. Whenever I ask him the simplest of questions he says that he can’t make much sense of my explanations and that he still has to get used to his new home some. Very well, I am going to give him some more time, but soon I will tend to him more closely.” Samuel spat on the ground. “And besides he is a bastard, as anyone can see. That in and of itself should be proof that he can not be the saviour.”

“Samuel, you are right of course. “ Jacob took his arm from Samuel, who always walked as if he was running from a desert storm. “He truly can not be the Messiah. Besides, I believe that our saviour will grow up in Jerusalem and perhaps be one of the descendents of the noble priesthood, the Sadducees, if he ever comes at all. However, unlike you and your strong faith, may the Lord bless you Samuel, I do not believe that the Messiah will ever come.” Jacob took a big step in order to avoid some cow dung.

 “Where were we?” Jacob looked at Samuel questioningly.

“Speaking of your lack of faith.”

“Ah yes, the Messiah. If there truly were a Messiah, then he would have already arrived long ago and saved us from the bondage of the Romans. You know how things look in Sepphoris. First came the Greeks, then the Romans. What once was the most beautiful city in Galilee was completely destroyed months ago.”

“You’ve got a point there, Jacob. And now it is being rebuilt in the spirit of the Greeks. Pah.” Samuel spat again.

“Exactly, and today it is even under the rulership of the stupid Herod Antipas. May he die of a foul illness soon, that son of a bitch.” Jacob snorted deeply through his large nodular nose.

“May God hear your words. “ Samuel nodded. “But I…“

“Samuel, I believe in God, our Lord, but I believe that we ought to free ourselves from the oppression through Rome. In this regard I am rather on the side of the zealots, on the side of Judas, their leader. The zealots could kill all of the Romans in my opinion, after all, don’t their crosses on which innocent Jews die horrible deaths stand everywhere on the hills of Judah and Galilee? Where is he, our saviour?”

“Jacob, nothing can be reached by violent means. The peaceful path is the right one.”

“Excuse me“, Jacob was a little confused about the statement of the rabbi, “then why did you beat up your son? He has not been to school in more than a week as I have heard, and people say that he has not spoken for days due to your slap in his face.”

Samuel was shocked and affronted. How could even his best friend now backstab him so wretchedly?

“Jacob, you yourself heard what Joshua said and how he exposed me, the guardian over the laws of our faith in our village.” Samuel had the feeling as if his head must explode any minute. “Every real man would have had the duty to punish his son as I did. After all Joshua was supposed to learn a lesson from this. And that he has, believe me. That dreamer will not risk a big lip again the way he did that evening. And in the future I will have a very watchful eye on my son. I will never let him get away with something like that again.”

After that they both went back to the village in silence. Samuel did not say anything anymore because he felt betrayed by Jacob, and Jacob remained silent because he did not feel understood by Samuel.

 

∞

 

“Joshua, please say something.” Sarah was desperate, for her son had not spoken for over two weeks. Not a single word. “Are you o.k.? Are you still in pain?” 

A barely noticeable shaking of his head, followed by a stronger nodding. The desperation of the loving mother was interrupted by a gentle knocking on the door. Sarah quickly went to the door.

“Greetings Miriam, please come inside.” Sarah’s soul always smiled, whenever she saw the new female inhabitant of the village.

“I just saw how your husband took the path down to the meadow. And since he has been walking around among the hills for many hours the past few days, I thought I would quickly come around and say hi to you and to Joshua.” Miriam hugged Sarah closely to her heart. 

“How is Joshua doing?”

“He simply is not speaking. The ear pain seems to have passed. Now only the wounds on his bottom are still worrying me. Miriam, why does Samuel beat our son?” As soon as Sarah had asked the question, she was surprised at her own natural openness when dealing with Miriam. She trusted her.

“Samuel loves your son, but he expects too much from him.” They both went into the room next door, in which Joshua was lying motionless on his stomach and staring at the ceiling. He seemed to have crept into another world.

“Joshua, I greet you. How are you?” Miriam bent over his body a little. No answer, just a little shake of the head. Sarah was obviously deeply moved by the reaction, and tried to change the subject.

“Miriam, please tell me everything that you did not tell on the evening of the celebration. The birth in Bethlehem seems to have been something very special. Who is your son?”

“Sarah, I know that he is a prophet. Yeshua was chosen. He has a difficult path ahead of him. He is prepared for his future, since he is ahead of it.” Miriam paused for a moment to reflect upon the truth of her words again. “Yeshua is not like other children. He is more serious. And simultaneously he is also like a normal child, for he does a lot of nonsense and silly things at home. And this combination enables him to fulfil his task. But sometimes his physical condition worries me. He often appears to be much weakened.” Miriam winked at Sarah and nodded in the direction of Joshua. Both noticed that Joshua was hearing every word and hardly breathed due to suspense.

“Miriam, I am now going to tell you something that I have never told anyone else before.” Sarah took a deep breath of air and slowly exhaled. “And it happened around the time of the birth of your son. Samuel was in Jerusalem with other men and their sons while you, as I have know heard, were barely an hour away in Bethlehem. Miriam, I had a dream. Or rather a vision, for shortly before waking up I saw an angel that told me that the Messiah was going to be born that night. I could hardly believe it, however I wanted to, for our land urgently needs a saviour.” Sarah looked deeply into Miriam’s eyes. Miriam had doe brown eyes that gave her a love and a sense of comfort that she had never before received in her life. Not even from her mother. “Miriam, is Yeshua the Messiah?”

“Yes“, Miriam whispered and underlined it with a nod. “When we had travelled to Egypt after the birth we lived with Bakenor, a wise man residing in Alexandria. Bakenor was also present at the birth. He said that a messenger of light had told him to take us with him to Egypt for a while. There Yeshua would be taught and gain some strength. He said that he would only speak with Yeshua in Greek, since he had to learn  that language. Greek is the language of trade and of the future, he said. Yeshua was also instructed in the wisdom teachings at a very early age. After all he required this knowledge for his life. He would not have been able to receive these teachings if we had returned to Nazareth directly after the birth.” Miriam raised her shoulders. “There is no one here who could teach Jesus the real things.”

“I can imagine that.”

“Not even Samuel.”

“Miriam, I know Samuel is very strict and stuck in his ways. He closes his heart off from other people through his strictness. Even a goat reaches their hearts better than my man.” She smiled. “Who doesn’t smile when looking at a bleating goat?”

“Oh how right you are. God bless your sense of humour.” Miriam placed both of her hands on her heart. 

“He will not be able to learn much from Samuel here,“ Sarah added, “at best he will realize how stuck in their ways and strict rabbis tend to be. You too are aware of how my husband is by now. He certainly has knowledge, but unfortunately that is not the most important thing in life.” She winked at Miriam.

“It’s a good thing that Yeshua’s heart is stronger than his spirit.” Miriam gazed in the direction of Joshua, who still seemed to be eavesdropping. “As saviour Yeshua will hardly be able to learn much from most of the grown-ups here in the village. But from the children who play with him in order to distract him from the premonitions of his future life which sometimes catch up with him. Sometimes he feels so heavy, as if he had to fight with thousands of demons in his mind. “ 

Miriam had not completed the last word when there was a quiet knocking on the door. 

“That ought to be Yeshua. He wanted to catch up with me here. As far as I know he has a little surprise for Joshua with him.” At this instant Joshua turned his head to both of the women, his eyes began to shine and he sat up straight in bed in no time at all.

This was the first time that had happened in two weeks. Sarah went to the door full of wonder. A moment later she returned with Yeshua, who was full of joy. He seemed to be hiding something behind his back.

“Greetings, Joshua. I have brought you something.” He took the right hand from behind his back and handed Joshua a roughly hand-sized piece of wood. It looked like a cross and at the same time also like a figure. The upper part featured a face emerging from the grain of the wood. The lower part of the cross became wider, so that it might just as well have been a gown. It was not carved evenly, but was sanded very smooth, so that it was easy on the hands.

“This cross will take away your pain and brighten your soul. It is a symbol of our father in heaven. It is still too early to understand this, but I know that the time will come eventually when you will recognize the whole meaning of this.” Yeshua put his hand on his shoulder.

“Yeshua. I thank you so much. However I see a figure in this cross. You are that figure. And this figure will give me strength and always remind me of you. I thank you.” A tear rolled down Joshua’s face while Sarah and Miriam looked at each other full of joy and wonder.

“I will come by again tomorrow.” Jesus smiled at Joshua. “I want to tell you and your mother that I prefer to be called Iesous, or Jesus. It is the Greek version of my name, but since that is how I was called in Alexandria it is also my preference here. I have gotten used to that name now.” He brightened the dark room with his smile. “By the way, Samuel will be back soon, for I saw him at the well hurrying up here quickly. I think we should go.”

The words of Jesus had a convincing power that did not allow for any contradiction. Then Jesus took his hands from Joshua’s shoulder. Miriam and Yeshua said goodbye and left behind a marveling Sarah and a moved Joshua.

 

The evening meal went by without a word except for the prayers spoken by Samuel. For the first time Joshua could take part in the family gathering again, for his pain had miraculously vanished. Jesus’ hands were very warm and afterwards Joshua had the feeling as if his behind was well again. Then his mother took a look at it and indeed the wounds had vanished. 

Samuel did not look at his wife or his children. He only ate a little bread with olive paste, stood up after a short while and informed Sarah that he still had to take a walk outside for a bit. Then the disharmony vanished from the room and love entered again. Sarah cleared off the table with Esther and cleaned the bowls. Judith put her head in the lap of her brother and smiled at him. Joshua’s soul had become brighter again, just as Jesus had said. He was feeling better. And Judith, who had not wanted to leave his side in the last weeks but had had to let him sleep in peace, also noticed this.

“I love you, Judith.” Joshua petted her head and was angry at the same time. 

Sarah joined the two of them and put her hands on their heads. “Judith, help your sister with the bowls.” 

Judith jumped up, gave her brother a kiss on the scarred cheek and teased her sister as so often instead of helping her.

“Joshua, don’t be sad or angry toward your father. He does not know what he does.” She kissed him on the forehead. “I know that you have pain in your soul and can not understand that you have a father like that. He does not intend to be that way, he loves you, even if he is not able to show it.”

“So love is pain?”

“No, that’s not the right way to put it.”

“I don’t understand that.”

“Your father just has a rather unusual way of expressing his love. He only wants the best for you.”

“He praises the other boys in school and beats me. This is supposed to be in my best interest?” 

“Sometimes love has to be strict.”

“Mother, I don’t understand that.” Joshua wanted to be angry, but was too tired for that. He simply felt exhausted. “Our writings say that children should honor their parents. But how am I supposed to honor him like this?”

“Joshua, go to bed now. You do know that I love you?” She kissed him on the forehead again.

“Yes, I love you too mother, but I still do not understand it. “

“Don’t let it get you down my son“, she whispered to him before he disappeared into his bedroom.

Today Joshua only wanted to be alone. He lied down and took the wooden figure into his hand. It was olive wood. He loved the smell of the olive and of the oil that was prepared from it. Was the cross a piece of the olive tree up on the hill? 

Then he recalled the talk between his mother and Miriam. What had Miriam said today? He had heard that Yeshua was the Messiah. His soul believed it although it was an unheard of presumption. He wanted to keep his thoughts to himself from now on. Yeshua was to be the only exception, for he trusted him without reservation although he did not know him at all. He looked forward to tomorrow, when his new friend would visit him again. No matter whether Messiah or not, Jesus was a nice person. Joshua fell asleep with these thoughts, and dreamed of a quickly moving star over Mt. Tabor.

 

∞

 

“Mother, why does Joshua have such a difficult father?” Jesus had become very sad once they had returned home. The atmosphere in the home of the rabbi had clearly deeply moved him.

“I saw how dark his soul was. And I am afraid that the soul of his father is even darker.”

“Jesus, everyone has chosen something very special for their life.” Miriam was preparing the evening meal, but loved it when her son spent time with her then and asked questions as he did now.

In these moments it seemed to Jesus, that the answers were simply given to her thoughts, without her knowing where they came from. Her expression revealed to him that she was sometimes surprised about what she said herself.

 

“No person before and no person afterwards will be able to live this life the way one has chosen to. The life of Joshua may be somewhat harder than that of other children, but you know that God our Lord puts thought into everything that happens. And at some point in time Joshua will have grown through the suffering that he momentarily has to endure through his father and then he will realize that the suffering was the best thing that could have happened to him for the development of his soul.”

Jesus had a wise mother. He could seldom observe this among women. Women could love deeper than men, but love paired with wisdom fascinated him and he was grateful that he had Miriam. After all his father was not always an easy case to deal with. Although Joseph was not as brutal as Samuel, as one could observe at the welcoming celebration, he often was too naive and simply started talking without considering whether it was appropriate. Jesus still had a hard time accepting that Joseph was the way he was. His idea of a father was someone whom he could lean up against, who gave him wise advice, that he was loved, and sometimes also disciplined, but such a father who told the whole village that his son was the Messiah, that was truly very short-sighted. Ah well, now it had happened.

His older brothers Judah und Jossi, who had lived with Samuels sister up until now, now always joined the rest of the family at the shared meals. They were already fifteen and sixteen. However there often was not much time to get to know them for this evening, as he frequently did, Joseph went to the workshop with them to complete some jobs.

Since their return to Nazareth they had more work. The jobs all come from Sepphoris, for there was an enormous amount of construction activity going on there and every construction worker was urgently needed. Thus Joseph, Jossi and Judah where in Sepphoris several days each week, as the Romans were building more and more temples for their idols. Shortly before their arrival in Nazareth a theater had even been created in the capital of Galilee. The stone works were done in Sepphoris, but Joseph could prepare the woodworks at home where he had all of equipment. There were no jobs to be done in Nazareth. Almost all of the inhabitants still took care to avoid the construction worker family. After all the end of the celebration had left many a trace of horror and many were still shocked, for even those less strictly religious had never experienced such a presumption. 

 

When Jesus disappeared into his bedroom in the evening he was very sad again and felt drained. Jesus had much to think about. Sometimes he was not able to do anything else, for he also picked up on many thoughts that wanted to enter his soul from outside. He also at times saw dark evil creatures that mocked him, spat at him and gave him evil grins. Why oh why did he see those entities? He had often asked his mother why he saw such demons but she could not give him any answer except that  it belonged to part of his life experience. 

This evening the attacks of those demons were very strong again. The day had robbed him of a lot of energy, and especially the short visit at Joshua’s had been very draining. There he had sensed that his father in heaven transferred powers onto Joshua through Jesus’ pure presence that were so strong that his friend would certainly be free of his pains by this evening. He felt an overwhelming energy flow through his hands when he placed them on Joshua’s shoulders. But he had been so weakened by this that he only was able to ward off the pursuant attacks through prayers. He needed quite some time before his prayers showed any effect. This showed in the light around him becoming brighter and brighter until the demons could no longer remain in that brightness and eventually had to leave him alone. Then he wrote down his thoughts from the day and blew out the oil lamp. Not a minute later Jesus had fallen asleep and dreamt of a star that quickly moved across the horizon above Mt. Tabor.

 

What a day yesterday! If these battles with the demons continue like this, I don’t know if I will make it to my next birthday. These grotesque faces that I always see seem to be very evil. Fortunately I have learned from Bakenor how to deal with that. Prayers always help, even if I become very tired and exhausted that way. I am even still very tired this morning. I would most like to simply stay in bed. Father, why does this all exhaust me so much? At times I feel as old as Joseph. Do these battles cost me so much strength? Will these battles always continue? Are they important for my future life? Why do I not observe this dark energy as much with other people as with me?

It was nice at Joshua’s yesterday. He was really happy about the cross. Hopefully he is doing better now. Father, have a watchful eye over him. He needs your love. So be it. 



A Representative of the Great and Holy Lineage

 

 

It was night again in Nazareth. As usual a peaceful yet serious atmosphere pervaded the spaceship which was stationed somewhere in the area between Nazareth and Mt. Tabor. Tai Shiin, the deputy commander of the entire space fleet of the Santinians and simultaneously the one appointed to watch over the soul which was to become known as Jesus Christ in the future all over earth, looked at two screens with great concentration. He was sitting in the middle of the commando room. Arranged around him in a semicircle were two large screens, several keypads that could be used whenever a certain thought concentration could not be maintained. Though this had never yet happened, the Santinians had to be prepared for everything when they approached the influence of the darkness.

The larger of the screens showed Jesus’ sleeping body, whose soul was currently recuperating from the difficult day in a sphere of the spiritual realm that had been chosen for this purpose. The smaller screen showed the sleeping Joshua, whose soul, like those of all other people, was also recuperating in the spiritual realm. In the so-called dream each soul changed over into the spiritual realm and spent time in areas there where it felt drawn to energetically. The soul could then recuperate in these areas when the stresses and strains on earth were too great. However they spent most of the time in training sessions where they where instructed on their learning aspects. Shortly before the person awoke again the soul returned into the earthly body in order to be ready to implement the teachings received in daily life. 

It was possible for the Santinians to look through walls and other barriers on earth and make everything invisible through their highly developed technology. Tai Shiin made a relaxed impression, for everything was going according to plan. Normally the supervision of the souls was the job of co-workers in the spiritual realm, but this was different with Jesus and Joshua. They both shared something: Their first incarnation ever took place on Metharia, the home planet of the Santinians. They had gotten to know each other there. Their souls were energetically bound to that planet through those shared experiences on Metharia and were subject to the care of the Santinians. Yes, for this reason Jesus was a  Santinian, if one wanted to put it that way.

But everyone did all they possibly could for Jesus, the Santinian. The mission of Jesus was not comparable with any other mission that he had experienced in the long time of his existence. This mission of Jesus, this first spirit, who had already existed as a soul before any planet in the entire universe had been created, entailed the return of fallen souls into the spiritual light, their true home. Through the enormous energetic difference between his spiritual realm and the earthly one it was impossible for Jesus to have his soul incarnate directly into a human body without preparation. An intermediary step was necessary. This consisted in incarnating on a planet that was far advanced in terms of the level of development of the humans living on it, which however was still considered to be of the material realm. Thus he was able to adjust to a kind of materiality. This planet had been Metharia a long time ago, the home of the Santinians. Thus Jesus was a Santinian.

Incarnation! A completely normal idea for Tai Shiin, and a word which the Santinians had integrated into their language thousands of years ago. But most of the people on earth considered incarnation, and even more so  reincarnation, to be impossible. Very few people here knew about the eternal laws of the central consciousness, among which the repeated embodiment of a soul in a material body happened to be one. Reincarnation was the origin of all divine laws that played a role in the earthly realm, it was fundamental.

Tai Shiin still could recall this incarnation well, when Jesus had incarnated on Metharia. This life brought with it the great mission he and thousands of Santinians had committed to who were to meet in person in this incarnation and were allowed to experience Jesus firsthand and learn much from him. 

All of the nearly three billion Santinians in existence were however involved in the mission in some way, even if they were on their way in another area of the universe or responsible for the power supply of Metharia back home. At least in their thoughts they supported this difficult task of Jesus. And thoughts of Santinians were strengthened and concentrated light rays, and they had enormous power. Humanity would discover lasers in a couple thousand years, but even laser power would not be comparable to the light which the thoughts of the Santinians emitted. In comparison the thoughts of people on earth were like wildly flickering oil lamps, whose light cast blurry and spooky shadows on the wall. The possible effect of so many billion bright thoughts became apparent to Tai Shiin again with each new day. He and the thousands of other Santinian space farers who were doing their duty far from home in the area of Earth felt protected and supported  by the love that they received from their sisters and brothers some 4,3 light-years away.

Tai Shiin concentrated on the invisible fields on the screen, until the images of both of the sleepers disappeared and were replaced with some current news in the form of short films about his home planet Metharia. A humanity of a distant galaxy had joined the confederation of all space faring humanities to which the Santinians also belonged. Furthermore a group of scientists had developed a telepathic amplifier which allowed for even greater precision in the transference of thoughts, which was especially beneficial for the Santinian space farers. But then the happiest news for him appeared: his sister Almia had become mother of a very sweet daughter. Tai Shiin laughed, but he was also overcome by a bit of wistfulness. 

Especially in moments like these Tai Shiin missed his home, for he had been travelling a long time in the spaceship and would not see Metharia for a long time. He missed being together with Santinian community, especially the morning rituals where nearly all of the inhabitants of the planet met in large natural outdoor areas at the same time and praised the greatness of God and his creation at sunrise, thanking him for having been created. Metharia had two suns, it never was completely dark on the planet. Nonetheless it was always a magnificent spectacle when it became light and the light spread out more and more to encompass all beings in it. He missed all of the celebrations– for example the weddings, where several hundred Santinians would gather and bless the freshly wed couple with their joy. Or the celebrations for children who where accompanied by all family members, friends and acquaintances into new phases of their life through holy rituals or small tests. But also the exalted moments, in which the Santinians bade farewell full of gratitude and love to older Santinians who consciously wished to return to the spiritual realm as their wheel of destiny had preordained. He recalled how his grandfather Manthor had changed over to the spiritual realm many years ago. Manthor’s life was shown via films. In those he reported on his insights, how he had contributed to Gods evolution – just as every other incarnated soul –, but also which questions regarding the development of all creatures in the universe and anti-universe he still could not answer. Humorous moments in his life were shared, there was much laughter and celebration, until Manthor had retreated onto a green meadow where his soul had consciously returned to his true home. The remaining body then was dematerialized. After that his family had bid farewell to soul in the form of  a pray and the children were told of the insights which Manthor had collected in his life and what legacy he was passing on to the following generations. 

Tai Shiin smiled, for his grandfather had been a courageous space farer who had discovered a new galaxy with his crew and had made a divine peace contract with the inhabitants of a planet.

He himself was not such a courageous space voyager, however he had other abilities. This consciousness, with which the Santinians honored their life, filled Tai Shiin. The Santinians blessed everything that they did with thankfulness and love. This consciousness was also practiced here in the space station, in living together with the many other space farers. Compared to this the earth was a no-mans land. The people on earth whiled away their lives, did things that they sometimes did not want to do at all, and had conversations without really listening. In short: they eked out a miserable existence. But this was not so important right now. He sent his sister a loving thought greeting and returned his attention to the present. Both of the sleepers reappeared on the screens.

As Tai Shiin thought about the previous day, when Jesus und Joshua had gotten to know each other a little better for the first time, he had to smile. It had gone well. Joshua had unconsciously remembered the task which he had set himself. And Jesus, who was to meet some mature souls on his life’s journey, now had also found a soul in Galilee that could share a certain familiarity with him for a while. After all a friend with whom one had a good understanding was something important and not to be compared to a mother, even if she loved him more than anything else.

Tai Shiin knew about the enormous importance of the coming years. Again and again he was happy that like all Santinians he could recall the past lives of which some had taken place more than 8,000 years, but also recall the times that were between those lives. He was allowed to see himself as a student of Jesus when he had lived on Metharia. It hade been a holy time, a moving time, which still kept him in awe, for he had been intensively trained by Jesus. And being trained by Jesus meant to keep spirit and soul in harmony in each second and not to flag in ones concentration. It also required focusing ones thoughts toward the task without losing love and lightness in the process. This had been an enormous challenge even for an experienced space farer like him who controlled all directions and processes of an interstellar voyage mentally.

Some time after this time with Jesus Tai Shiin had in turn been entrusted with younger Santinian as students who were interested in the upcoming mission on earth. Thousands of Santinians had been trained and then jointly took on the task of supporting the mission of Jesus. Nearly all of them acted out their duty in the spaceships which orbited earth. Only very few had the courage to incarnate on earth and by doing so follow a path in which they would come into direct contact with the spiritual darkness. One of them was in Nazareth just now and was the son of a strict Rabbi. Yes, Joshua was courageous; one had to give him that. Tai Shiin nodded appreciatively to himself. Not every Santinian wanted to expose himself to the difficult conditions on earth. Joshua was still blessed with a certain naivety due to only having incarnated a few times so far on earth. Normally this was not the worst of qualities, however on earth one also had to experience negative things and eventually learn how the negative force in its destructiveness worked against the human soul, and especially how one could keep this force away from oneself. Through this naiveté Joshua displayed a tendency to not recognize or to underestimate this negative force that cavorted on the cathartic planet earth.

Each incarnation was associated with a certain risk. To be honest, with an enormous risk. He could not show these courageous souls enough respect. One of these souls was Joshua. Before his incarnation Tai Shiin had taken on the task of inspiring and protecting him as well as possible. After all they had once been brothers on Metharia.

 



The Chosen Rabbi of the chosen People

 

 

Joshua was sitting at the morning meal with his family. Samuel was still in a bad mood which his son had to endure once again this morning.

“Joshua“, Samuel began, “just so you know, you will be coming to school again tomorrow. You have been lazing about long enough. And tell the son of Joseph that I expect to see him in school tomorrow too. That kid has also not been in school for a while.” Then the rabbi got up and made his way to the synagogue. 

Joshua gave his mother a quick glance, who smiled at him lovingly. 

“Joshua, he does not mean it that way.”

“You bet he does!” Ever since the evening of the celebration he was afraid of his father. He was happy that did not see Samuel often at the moment.

“Joshua, before our meal I saw Miriam in the alley. She told me that Jesus can not come today after all since he is feeling very weak. “Then I will go to him. I still have time this morning.”

 

Joshua was happy to see his friend again. Even though Joshua had not known Jesus for a long time yet, he had already grown on him so much that he was really astonished about it. Joshua walked along the main road toward Sepphoris. Jesus lived only about three hundred feet away from his home. Jesus’ house was pretty. Like all of the few houses in Nazareth it was built of limestone. Next to it there was a huge cave barn that served as workshop. Joseph worked there with his elder sons. The construction company was located exactly in the middle of Nazareth. Joshua knocked on the door and looked at the truly beautiful estate expectantly. He had not known that Jesus had such wealthy parents.

 

Miriam stood before him full of joy. “Jesus will be very happy to see you. He already told me this morning that he hoped you would come by. Jesus is back there in his sleeping area.”

Joshua walked across the small inner courtyard and toward an open door. “Joshua, it is so nice that you have come“, Jesus greeted him directly, although he was still a step away from the entrance. 

Jesus looked very weak; nonetheless, a smile appeared on his face.

“I am alas not a very good carver or craftsman. However I brought you a small flower from the wayside.” Joshua handed him a small narcissus.

“A flower bears great wisdom in itself. Joshua, I thank you for your kind gift.”

“I heard that you are not doing well. What is wrong?”

“Nothing too bad, but I often feel very drained and weak. An Egyptian doctor once told me that I would be able to deal with such periods of weakness better once I am older. “ 

Jesus became very quiet all at once. “May I ask you something, Joshua?”

“Yes, sure.”

“Do you also see those scary ghosts and demons?”

“What do you mean by that? What demons am I supposed to be seeing?” 

“There are all of these ugly faces around me that stick out their tongues at me, try to grab me, curse me and invade my thoughts. This costs me so much energy that I always collapses into bed from exhaustion each evening. If I am then able to fall asleep quickly it is good. However most of the time I also see them when my eyes are closed and thus have a hard time switching off. Then I have to pray. By doing so it becomes a bit brighter around me and then those horrible figures disappear.”

“I don’t see them so clearly, Jesus. At times I dream of  black dogs and other dark creatures that chase me. But I don’t see them during daytime. What you speak of sounds horrible.”

“Yes, it is horrible. I know that I have  difficult life ahead of me and that I have an important task to fulfil here. It must have to do with that.”

“Jesus, I believe that you are a very special boy.”

“Joshua, it is nice of you to say that, but I think that every person is a special person. With your father you don’t have an easy lot either. I on the other hand can’t complain about my father.”

“By the way I am supposed to let you know from the rabbi that he expects both of us to be in the synagogue tomorrow.”

“Sounds like we’ve got a hard time ahead of us then.” Jesus had to laugh at this thought. However Joshua was struck by fear, which Jesus noticed right away. 

“Joshua, don’t worry about it. It won’t be as bad as it perhaps looks right now. And don’t forget the Lord our God. He will help you in these coming times. Don’t let fear devour your soul.”

“By the way I wanted to thank you, Jesus. Ever since you gave me your carved figure my pain has gone away. Whatever you did, it was a miracle.”

“Joshua, I did not do anything. If anyone did anything, then it was our father in heaven. Thank him.” Jesus paused for a moment and turned his head to the side, as if listening to an invisible person. Then he continued. “I am going to rest some more now. My friend, I thank you for visiting me. It has mad me feel much better.”

“Maybe you will be feeling even better later on Jesus. If so, then come and join us for playing ‚Jacob and the Lord’. Everyone except the braggart Simeon will surely be pleased.” Joshua had hardly said those words when Jesus had already closed his eyes.

Joshua returned from the sleeping chambers on the way with which he was now familiar. The living areas seemed to be even larger those at his home. Miriam was in the courtyard backing bread. He greeted her, waved goodbye and went home, deep in thought.

Jesus remained awake for a few moments, for he was overjoyed that Joshua had visited him. Joshua was one of the few who accepted him the way he was. Since the celebration Jesus had noticed how he was stared at by the inhabitants of Nazareth, of whom some laughed behind his back and made derogatory remarks about his family. That is why he had not let himself be talked into playing with the other children so far. He had rather carved a flute in that time, which he now had within reach next to his bed. Just a few more adjustments and it would be finished. He would rather wander about alone with the flute in the next couple days. Truly alone, he hoped. He did not want to see another person except for his mother and Joshua. At the moment it was not easy to live. He noticed how his heavy thoughts were weighing down on him.

He thought of Bakenor, the Essene, his fatherly friend in Egypt. Yes, he would like to be there now. There he was respected. There one had spoken with him and prepared him for his great task. It had been so natural for him to ask Bakenor the questions that arose in his soul. Bakenor had told him much about the creation of the world and of peoples that lived on other planets. It was fascinating for him to learn all of this, for it seemed as if he had always known it already. Nothing was new for him, none of what the Egyptian spoke sounded incredible to him. These talks with Bakenor were so fulfilling that he even enjoyed the rather boring lessons about the content of the torah. On the one hand the torah was read to him in Hebrew back then, so that he already understood the language very well by now. And then Bakenor also read to him from the torah in Greek, which also led to him understanding this language and his ability to already speak it fairly well. Jesus recalled how Bakenor had once tired to convince him that ha had to learn much in his early years since he would not have as much time for it later on. Additionally, Bakenor instructed him on the divine laws, the universal rules of life. He instructed him that the earth was a large school for unwilling and backward spirits which lent themselves a body for the duration of their life here. The Essene had also explained to him that he would feel older than even the oldest humans he would meet. He would have to realize this as soon as possible. He was only to meet a few people with whom a soul connection and a deeper understanding would be possible. 

Yes, one of them he had already found, here in this village. This made him feel better. The joy he felt chased away the heavy thoughts and made him very happy. He noticed that he was becoming tired, and this time was able to fall asleep peacefully.

 

∞

 

When Joshua noticed Jesus, Simeon was just searching for Rachel. Both of them were blindfolded. Once again the children were playing Simeon’s favorite game, who, if he played at all, always had to be the Lord. 

 

“Jacob, where are you?” Simeon shouted across the square. 

“Here“, Rachel replied with a gentle voice. Amos, the best friend of Simeon, usually tried to give Simeon secret hints on how to find Jacob as quickly as possible. But today he didn’t, for he had spied the newcomer. Jesus stepped up into the circle next to Joshua and watched the children play.

“Ah, our Messiah has come!”, Amos laughed mockingly. “Don’t you all want to fall on your knees before him?” Amos continued laughing until he got the support of Simeon who had taken of his blindfold.

“Yes, you are right Amos, it is the Messiah, our saviour who wants to free us from the Romans.” 

“Amos, Simeon, be quiet“, Rachel interrupted them. “You are just full of yourselves again. Let him play if he wants to.”

“All right blue-eyes, then show us what you can do.” Simeon’s dark eyes flashed at Jesus. “I would suggest that our Messiah plays the Lord. He must know him well.” Simeon laughed. 

Whenever Simeon laughed, his face took on the appearance of a rat due to his eyes being so close together. His pointy nose increased this effect.

“And I will play Jacob today, his honorable slave. “ Simeon made sheep sounds. 

Many of the children screamed with merriment.

Simeon tied his blindfold around his eyes. “Scarface, don’t give the Messiah any hints. And Rachel, you friend of the blue-eyed one, secure him with the blindfold. 

Amos gave her the blindfold. 

Jesus, who had not said anything until then, knew that he had to restrain himself if he did not wish to evoke even more animosity from the children. “Rachel, thank you for your help.”

“Blue-eyes, don’t bother with your holy babble. Get started and look for me instead. Ready, set, go!” Simeon was in his element. He felt good when he could verbally attack others. Both of the children were about thirty feet apart, and each of them was rotated a few times to lose any sense of direction. Now the greatest game that had ever existed in Nazareth could begin. 

“Jacob, where are you?”, Jesus called out in his calm manner.

“Here, oh my saviour“, Simeon aped Jesus. 

Most of the children screamed with delight. Joshua and Rachel gave each other concerned looks, but said nothing.

“Here I am. Lord, my saviour, find me.” The hatefulness was increasing, however Jesus became calmer and calmer. He had closed his eyes.

But then Jesus always saw what he could not see with open eyes. He saw the contours of the children. They were very bright, and had different colors. Today he also saw other, dark entities standing among the children. He saw Simeon, standing opposite him. 

He wanted to walk directly towards him when he suddenly heard a very insistent voice: “Do not find Simeon. Pretend to be completely clueless. Do not tell anyone that you are able to see even with a blindfold on.” 

Jesus was surprised, for this voice did not come very often. And whenever it had, the situations had always been difficult ones. However this situation did not seem difficult, though it was uncomfortable. However Jesus did as the voice had recommended. He knew exactly that the mocking would increase in the next few moments, but he trusted his intuition.

“Jacob, where are you?” Jesus went in the wrong direction on purpose.

“Here, my Lord.” Simeon’s croaking was atrocious. Jesus turned around and went in his direction. After all he should not act too conspicuously. He spotted two very colorful harmonic contours outside in the circle. One of them had to be Rachel, whom he had taken into his heart from the first moment on. The other was probably Joshua.

The game went on and on. The children laughed about the hatefulness of Simeon and Amos and about the stupidity of their new Lord. They admired how Simeon seemed to escape from seemingly difficult situations again and again. The game had never gone on this long before.

Jesus often approached the children in the circle. Most of the time he was pushed back into the circle rather roughly. However he once approached the two beautiful colors on purpose. When he was gently turned around so that he could return into the circle he was certain that it was Rachel. This was  immediately confirmed. She whispered in his ear where Simeon was currently at.

“Oh well blue-eyes, looks like there is no point in continuing.” Simeon was quickly losing interest, for he was not very patient anyway. “I would say that we will end the game now. Boys and girls, now I would say it is proven that our Messiah is none at all. He is even more stupid than Jeroham’s donkey.” 

The children laughed. Simeon spat on the ground spitefully and disappeared with his pals and most of the children toward the meadow outside of the village. However all of the girls as well as Ismael, Joseph and a couple others stayed with Jesus. 

Joshua felt like lending Jesus his support, but was surprised to see that his eyes were beaming and that he smiled when he had taken off his blindfold. Jesus had nothing in common with the Jesus he had visited just a few hours ago in his chambers.

“That was not very nice of the others.”, Rachel began. “Don’t let it get to you. Whoever has little in their head, has all the more stupid things to say about others. I thought you did a good job Jesus.” her face shone when she smiled. “Joshua told me that you prefer to be called Jesus. “

“And there I thought I had been a total failure at searching.” Jesus was still smiling. He would have liked to say something about her beautiful colorful radiance, but that would have given him away.

“Yeschua, em, Jesus“, Ismael stammered. “Did your father really mean what he said? Are you the Messiah?”

“Ismael, it is not important who that is. The main thing is that he comes some day. You will be able to remember the Messiah later on.” He smiled from the bottom of his heart, so that all of the children around him were enveloped in a cloud of pure divine love before they returned home.

In the evening, when the children were lying in their beds, they heard a gentle flute melody that drifted over Nazareth and spoke of the greatness of God. This melody was more beautiful than any psalm in the books. Much more beautiful ...

 

∞

 

“May the power of our Jewish God enlighten our human spirit of little faith, so that we perceive all of his glory and the gifts that God gives us in his glory.” Samuel stood in front of the children and had closed his eyes. It seemed like he was in a trance when he spoke his prayers.

“May you all pay close attention to the writings of our forefathers again today and recognize their meaning.” 

Samuel loved going into the synagogue in the morning and teaching the wisdom of the torah to the children, the future of his people. Even if only a few of them would recognize the depth of this wisdom, he would be happy. Today he wanted to deal with this Yeshua, who preferred being called by his geek name. That damned worthless lout, Samuel cursed. He had been in the synagogue only rarely so far and yet was already so impudent. This Yeshua denied his Jewish roots and took on such a horrible sounding pagan name. Pah! Well, he would see who is boss here!

Samuel had to call his thoughts back into order, for they had swerved far from his topic this morning. First of all he wanted to see what this bastard had learned in that cesspool of sin Alexandria. He would deal with Joshua later. The new one had priority first.

“Today we will speak about the faith. I will read from the scriptures and ask you questions about them.” Samuel, the proud rabbi, began to read the story from the torah in which Abraham is supposed to sacrifice his son Isaac to God. Samuel loved this story, for to him obedience was the ultimate symbol of a God-fearing individual. When he had ended, an icy silence filled the synagogue.

“What does this story want to teach us? Joseph, what do you have to say about this?”

“The story wants to show us that God is the most important thing in our life.”

“Yes, very good Joseph. Eleasar, what do you think?”

“God saves one from all difficult situations.”

“Yes, not bad, Eleasar. And what about you, Simeon?”

“That I should never climb up on a mountain alone with my father.” Some of the children laughed.

“Silence!” Samuel was once again speechless. That dumb dog! Well, unfortunately not much good could come of this one if one took a look at his father. 

“Not quite. But now I would like to know what our Greek has to say about it, Simeon.” Samuel was full of suspense. “Jesus, what are we supposed to learn from this story?”

Jesus thought a while and tilted his head to one side. Was another child trying to whisper something to him? No, Samuel saw nothing of the sort. He almost wanted to begin speaking again when an answer finally came from the one he had asked.

“Rabbi, I have a problem with this story.” Jesus was calm and glanced around the rooms with wide eyes. “I agree with Joseph and Eleasar, I even agree with Simeon, for I would not go up on a hill alone with someone. But…“

“What, but“, Samuel interrupted him.

“But this story teaches me that it is difficult in this world to distinguish between good and evil intuitions. Demons can hide behind beautiful words and logical thoughts. Good angels can hide behind simple and poor people. This story teaches me that I still must learn even more to check my thoughts and my intuitions in order to determine what power they belong to. Whether to our divine father or to the lord of darkness. In this story is it very simple: God would never demand such a sacrifice from Abraham. A sacrifice is not the intention of our Lord, our one God. And thus those words came from the lord of darkness. “ 

Samuel was speechless. He did not often fall speechless like this. How dared this lout …? What had this Jesus said there? After a short while he had regained his composure.

“Jesus, how can you say something like that! Even a blind man can see that these were the words of God and not those of a demon. Do you know the lepers that drool out of their mouths as if they were rabid dogs? When you first come to Jerusalem you will recognize them. These people are the demons. Bad things come out of those mouths, not from the torah. You have just denied, no, even slandered the holiness of the scriptures.” Samuel was so full of rage that he was shaking.

“Honourable rabbi, I have seen the kind of people that you describe. They are not demons, they are merely possessed by one. I only said my opinion which you had asked to hear. What am I supposed to do when I read and hear things that go against the sensibility of my soul?”

“Excuse me?” Samuel was boiling with rage.

“Honourable rabbi, one also does not pour new wine into old wineskins, for then the old wineskins would tear and the new wine would spill on the earth. No, one pours new wine into new wineskins, or no?”

Samuel’s horror increased. This boy was eminently intelligent. His choice of words also did not match those of a five-year-old. But what he said was unacceptable.

“I forbid you to speak of the personal records of God in this way. The old scriptures are holy. Do you think that you can act big by speaking the way you do? Do you then also believe what your father says, namely that you are supposed to be the saviour?”

Hit. Now Samuel was curious to see how Jesus would escape from this dilemma.

“Rabbi, much is spoken. Much is right and much is wrong. I would never claim such a thing of myself. After all the true and truly faithful people would recognize the saviour.”

Samuel was placated. This Jesus did not view himself as the Messiah. At least something good there. Now maybe some peace could be restored in the village. 

He, the rabbi of Nazareth, would surely recognize the saviour of the Jews. The chosen people could only be saved by a true Jew. And not by a lout who preferred the Greek language over his own roots. Samuel was going to deal with his father later.

“Good, good, good. Let us continue speaking about Abraham. Joshua, what is your opinion? Joshua?”

“Umm, excuse me? What did you say, father?” Once again Joshua was daydreaming.

“I will talk with you later on.” That rotten dreamer. Barely back in school and he was already up to his old tricks. And yet he had so much hidden potential.

After that the rabbis feelings calmed down again, for most of the boys whom he asked about the story of Abraham made the impression that they had understood God’s message. Samuel had regained confidence. Not as much was lost as had seemed at first.

“May the blessing of our almighty father be with you. May he guard and protect you, may he let you recognize that Gods ways and messages are clearly visible. May the saviour appear soon to protect us from evil. See you tomorrow.” He had taken a little dig at Jesus there. After all the boy had to recognize quickly who was the boss in the synagogue.

 

I don’t like it when Simeon calls me blue-eyes, as if I had any choice in the color of my eyes. It happened again today in the synagogue. I get so angry then  that I would like to slap him, but unfortunately I am weaker then he is. I would not stand a chance. But I also know from you that violence and revenge is not the path that I am supposed to take. As I recognize later on these feelings are not mine at all. They are transferred onto me by those grotesque faces. And I know that you are not angry at me for having such thoughts, but I believe that I can return those thoughts to you and share them  with you, thereby relieving my human heart some, by regularly writing down my thoughts and impressions. And then the lesson with that rabbi. Samuel truly is a very stupid person. He does not recognize the divine revelations even when they are lying open right in front of his eyes. Instead he considers false messages to be the words of God. Do all rabbis not see this or is only Samuel this dumb? Looks like the task that I am here to do may get gnarly. Fortunately I can always think of something to say, but it will not be easy for me in the future. I can sense that.
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