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Preface

In 331 AD, just after sunset in the desert sands of Egypt, three young monks from a monastery near the village of Nag Hammadi buried an earthen jar filled with manuscripts declared illegal by the Church. There it lay for some sixteen hundred years, when entirely without foreknowledge the jar was stumbled upon and uncovered and opened by a Bedouin nomad named Mohammad Ali. The year was 1945. Found inside the jar was an authentic testament of Jesus Christ, one that early Church fathers had deemed a heretical wrong teaching. The Nag Hammadi document is the only recorded genuine full text of the Jesus document to ever be found, to this date. It is the Gospel of Thomas.

 




Introduction

“Fools make feasts and wise men eat them.”
					—Benjamin Franklin

 

In the latter third of the first century Gentile Greeks, Romans, Syrians, and other non-Jews had captured the seats of power of the Christian Jesus movement whereas most Jews had abandoned it, returning to their roots. Resulting were the canonical biblical texts written by friends and followers of the apostle Paul, who, though a Jew, was also a Roman citizen and had never walked with or physically met Jesus.

“The Incarnation” tells an entirely different story of Jesus, one of the higher-wisdom knowledge and unfolding across several personalities and a time span of centuries.

The popular 1970s era Jane Roberts “Seth Material” told of this very different Jesus story, a physical crucifixion of a son of man and an inner “psychic” imagined crucifixion of the man Jesus, the latter propelling the name Jesus to be remembered above all names in the Western historical canon. For consideration and revelation of this second “psychic” event I enlisted two generous inner sources, incarnations who lived within the events.

 

This historical novel begins a narrative starting with Cleopatra VII in Alexandria, Egypt in the first century BC. Using trusted yet unconventional sources a very different story of Jesus emerges, culminating with the 325 AD Council of Nicaea and beyond.

Within this manuscript, all of the twenty-seven books of the canonical New Testament Bible are accounted for as to where and why and when and by whom each of them were written. I’ve placed maximum legitimacy on the fourteen letters of Paul, the “undisputed” ones that nearly all historians agree were penned by the Apostle and all others of Paul’s letters in dispute among historians, but of which inner sources advise are of Paul in origin. I’ve given secondary importance to “Acts of the Apostles,” which historians generally agree is useful for plotting the travels of Paul but is not fully reliable historically, for Acts is a second-hand source, while Paul’s letters were penned by the author and are the oldest books in the Christian New Testament Bible, preceding even the four gospels: Mark, Luke, Matthew, and John.

Paul’s disputed letters show him to be not the “flat” character as Acts shows him to be, but a clearly dynamic and clever person changing his tactics as he so sees useful, and growing along the way. 

I’ve included a timeline and place and purpose suggesting how all of the books of the New Testament Bible came into being, the twenty-seven books listed in the Table of Contents in UPPER CASE letters to set them apart. And I’ve considered non-canonical gospels and other Christian and non-Christian information that is pertinent and useful.

The canonical Acts was a helpful timeline for rebuilding a full and accurate story of Paul’s travels, greatly refined by Seth as a current inner source for unpublished information. The effort was that my inner sources be congruent with the outer sources, and explainable within the degree of trust that can be afforded to these sources and within logical thought. The outer sources, or elements within, may be myth; reading between the lines is necessary for developing the more probable factual events, and again, Paul’s letters being the exception, that is, always presumed valid.

For scholarly purposes, dialog taken verbatim from Acts are in italics. Long dialog, speeches, and books and letters (epistles) that are from the New Testament Bible are indented and italicized. References to Acts appear regularly and are in parenthesis (Acts n:n) allowing readers to relate this book’s narrative with the canonical narrative of Paul’s journeys. This may include narrative converted to dialog, point of view corrections, and clarifying narrative. Fictitious narrative and dialog is inserted for congruency and reader interest but always within the purview of the inner sources, that the narrative be furthered in a way not unlike the way it happened.

The initial story of Jesus is nearly entirely from inner sources, there being no written record of any accuracy. Prefaces to the Jesus narrative and post-Paul’s journeys are composite from inner sources and the (non-biblical) historical record including the Catholic Church record of Catholic saints.

 

Arthur Telling, November 11, 2020


 




Chapter I

BC 48  Alexandria, Egypt

 

Cleopatra VII Thea Philopater gazed her eyes over the bay, a slight breeze bringing motion to its sparkling bright radiant cresting waves in the morning sunrise. Three Roman ships were rowing into the Egyptian harbor, sails down. Military vessels, warships, it had been announced. Her third day under house arrest, she was adapting, anxious yet hopeful that Julius Caesar, Rome’s new emperor, might rescue her from the mad actions of her brother Ptolemy XII. Rome and Egypt were allies and she had met Caesar briefly a year before, and he was arriving now, on the larger of the three ships, and would soon be at the Egyptian palace. How could she get through to him? Her brother had guards placed at every exit-way.

She had one hope. Her foolish brother, co-ruler of Egypt, he was just eleven years old and had just killed Caesar’s Roman military adversary believing he would find favor with the new emperor. But he didn’t know that Caesar is an honorable man and looks for allies in his adversaries, for Pompey had been defeated and would not again be a threat. Rome’s new undisputed emperor would be furious by Ptolemy’s cowardly action.

 

It happened as Cleopatra envisioned. Her slave-girl gave her the news. Ptolemy had not pleased Caesar; on the contrary, on hearing it he fell to the floor and wept. It was time that Cleopatra act. She summoned for a laundry bag. Her two aides she most deeply trusted brought her through the guards, hidden inside the laundry bag, and she was presented before Caesar who was occupying the main room of the Egyptian palace.

The moment was awkward. Stepping out from the bag, Cleopatra observed Caesar’s eyes: shock, then amusement. Caesar summoned for his aides.

“Have the very small boy pharaoh executed, now!” he bellowed.

 Not pleased but seeing no options, Cleopatra said nothing. Ptolemy had in cold blood murdered one of Rome’s foremost generals and Cleopatra was standing before the most powerful man in the world.

Caesar looked with pleasure at Cleopatra. He reached his hand around her neck, pulled her close and kissed her mouth. She belonged to him now.

“Your younger brother, he is . . .”

“Ptolemy XIII, just five years old.”

“You and he will jointly rule Egypt, as of now this moment. I promised it to your father, and I keep my word.”

Cleopatra nodded and bowed. Caesar was a gentle man at heart. Caesar brought her into the bedroom, the bedroom of Egypt’s former boy pharaoh, Ptolemy XII now deceased.

 

Caesar remained with Cleopatra for two months. And he returned by ship to Rome. She was pregnant with Caesar’s child. She didn’t tell him.

 

BC 44   Rome

 

The Egyptian warship, in the night, had quietly slipped into the harbor. Caesar didn’t know that Cleopatra was coming, she hadn’t informed him ahead, she was bringing him a gift: Ptolemy Caesar, his young son of five years. It was to be a surprise.

In her absence from Alexandria her young brother reigned as Egypt’s ruling pharaoh. She made her presence at the Roman Senate, and Caesar made time to see her.

 

At first sight he took her shoulders and kissed her on the cheek. “Who is this little man?” he asked, patting the boy’s head a bit nervously it appeared.

“He is Ptolemy Caesar,” Cleopatra said, as alarm and concern crossed Caesar’s face, noticed fully by Cleopatra.

“My child? Is he?”

“He is,” she said.

“You must leave, you must go away. I’m at issue with the Senate, things are not going well, I cannot have the distraction. Go now and return this child to Egypt. Begone!”

Cleopatra stared at Caesar, but she saw it would do no good, and so stood silently, looking through him at the leaves quivering in the breeze in the window behind him.

 

Three weeks of sailing and Cleopatra arrived home. In another week her worries spiraled as a warship arrived from Rome with a special message to her. Caesar was dead, murdered by his senators. His nephew Octavian had taken the throne, and a Roman centurion personally handed her Octavian’s message: The conspirators are intending to kill her son of the emperor. She must take the child and flee Egypt, there is no time.

Why him? She wondered, he’s just a child. But she had seen the ruthless ways of powerful men, and was already being escorted to her residence, told to pack everything that she could while a legion of Roman soldiers stood guard. Within an hour, she and her son were on the Roman ship, destination Tarsus in Cilicia, a region on the southeastern coast of Asia Minor newly conquered and occupied by Rome and strongly under Octavian’s control.

 

In two days they reached Tarsus. A modest house was provided for her, under continuous Roman guard. And then shortly more bad news came, now from Alexandria. The conspirators in Caesar’s assassination had entered the city and killed young Ptolemy XIII believing he was Caesar’s son. She saw already, Rome would soon rule Egypt. Cleopatra VII was now Egypt’s last ruling pharaoh. She wept, recalling how hard she had worked to keep Egypt free from direct Roman control. But Caesar had kept his word to the end and Octavian had saved the life of her son. She remained grateful.

 

BC 35  Tarsus

 

As the boy grew older a Roman soldier taught him how to make tents for the Roman military. Cilicia was an abundant region for and exporter of the goat hair cloth needed for tents. It seemed a fair trade, Rome was generously providing for Cleopatra and Ptolemy, even during famine.

 

In three years a new commander came to the region, sent by Octavian; Mark Antony who had been Caesar’s most trusted general, commanding the fleets in this region. At Octavian’s request, he invited Cleopatra to meet him. She wondered about his intent. Would Octavian allow Ptolemy to one day restore the pharaoh’s throne?

Cleopatra sent word to Rome to have the pharaohs barge brought to Tarsus so that she could meet Antony on Egyptian “soil” in the waters off Tarsus. A floating palace of former pharaohs, she was intent on demonstrating Egypt’s sovereign history and keep young Ptolemy secure from his enemies.

Antony had other ideas though, revealing his plan in a private meeting and his clear lustful interest in Cleopatra.

“You still command respect in Egypt,” Antony said, setting her on the pharaoh’s bed and massaging her wherever he could.

She pushed back, gently so as not to overtly displease him, for she did want her son to restore the pharaohs’ dynasty. But Antony wouldn’t take “no,” and he revealed he was planning to turn against Octavian.

“I should have been emperor, not Octavian,” he said. “It was an old Will that named him. Caesar had promised it to me.”

Cleopatra again pushed him back and rose from the bed. “What do you want?” she asked.

“Marry me. We will rule Rome together.”

“You’re insane, I will not.”

The evening didn’t end well, and Cleopatra never saw Antony again. But after some time she learned that he had personally taken command of the Egyptian military and combined their warships with his, and with Cleopatra’s flagship leading the Egyptian warships he went to war against Octavian. But Antony didn’t know that her officers were loyal to her even in her absence, and at start of the battle her flagship withdrew, and Egypt’s fleet followed and fled the battle as it was starting. Hopelessly outnumbered having lost the Egyptians, Antony’s plan was doomed. Octavian’s fleet encircled and burned his adversary’s smaller Roman fleet in fast order. A disgraced Mark Antony, having no direction to go, took his life by his own sword.

 

BC 16  Yathrib, Arabia

 

Still hoping that under Roman authority Ptolemy Caesar might one-day reestablish the Egyptian throne of the pharaohs, Cleopatra had asked her Roman guards to deliver a letter from her to Octavian now called Caesar Augustus. His response was that she travel to Yathrib, a remote city in Arabia surrounded by desert, and a Roman ship was readied for the journey.

 

On arrival, she was greeted by a family of wealthy and well-connected Jerusalem Jews, who held instruction for her from the Roman emperor. Yathrib had been an ancient meeting place between Ptolemaic ruling pharaohs of Egypt first appointed by Alexander the great Greek conqueror nearly 300 years ago and of whom Cleopatra was a descendant, and between Julius Caesar in 50 BC when he was in battle over what would become the Roman Empire. It is here that Caesar and Cleopatra’s father Ptolemy XI had met and, Ptolemy being very old, where Caesar had promised he would honor the pharaoh’s dictate and recognize the pharaoh’s daughter and her younger brother as co-rulers of Egypt.

Today it was Emperor Augustus who would be advancing the Caesar mandate. There were some issues to resolve, some strings attached, some needed things from Rome, but Augustus would do it.

 

 The Jews, who commanded great respect in Jerusalem in Judea — now a territory of Rome — would enroll Ptolemy Caesar, a non-Jew, in Israel’s central most prestigious Jewish university. A militant faction of Jews were revolting against the Roman peacekeepers, and a faction of Egyptian Jewish rebels were smuggling weapons into Judea. Ptolemy was to learn the Jewish culture and command a legion of Jewish Egyptians to cut off the supply line of arms between Egypt and Judea. It would be Ptolemy Caesar’s entry and pathway for restoring the ancient Egyptian throne of Cleopatra and to become ruling pharaoh. On success of the operation Emperor Augustus would appoint Ptolemy to his mother’s lost pharaoh’s throne and return Egypt to self-rule.

Provided the code name “Philemon” for keeping his identity secret, Ptolemy, now called Philemon meaning “one who shows kindness,” studied Jewish culture and religion at Jerusalem’s finest Jewish university for two years, and then entered the Roman military to serve Augustus for twenty years more in Alexandria. But Augustus was up in age and he passed away before he could honor his pledge to Cleopatra, and Tiberius, an ambitious heir to the throne, ascended to emperor of Rome. 

Tiberius was not favorable toward Cleopatra or her son, seeing him as an adversary and threat, and had no interest in restoring self-rule in Egypt. And Jerusalem still was in revolt against Rome. Ptolemy in his role as Philemon had failed to stop the Egyptian supply line, and war continued to rage in Judea.

Philemon, now 51 years old, fled Egypt and traveled to Yathrib, Arabia, to be decommissioned from the Roman military. Informed that Tiberius would not know his mother’s whereabouts, he returned to Tarsus.

There he married a Jewish girl, step-daughter of Annas, members of the well-connected Jerusalem family. Her name was Martha, she was twelve years of age.

Two years later Martha bore her first child Mary, and in 6 AD Philemon and Martha’s second child, a boy, was born in Tarsus. They named him Saul. He too became a master in tent-making, ensuring the family would remain in the good graces of Rome.

 




Chapter II


AD 32

Nazareth

 

Jesus had entered the world cognizant of his mission. For most Jews this was not so. Entering the world as a newborn, fresh memories replace old ones and the child forgets his greater life purpose. It is here in his first years where the former man dies, the old personality replaced fresh and new. This world was today ripe for the awakening and Jesus had entered for that purpose.

Today, early spring, near the ides of March, he was turning 30 in age. Internally he was speaking with ancestors; Isaiah, Daniel, regularly they were assembling, communing and giving instruction. It was God’s promise from long ago, the people would not be perpetually held in the dark, God would not abandon them. The inner knowledge is why Jesus had entered, for bringing the eternal knowledge of an eternal life to the Jewish people. Now was that time.

 

For a birthday celebration, Jesus’ relatives from nearby Capernaum, Peter and Andrew, and John and James, were gathering, having internally planned future events in what a person normally sees as dreams and imagines as visions. But for Jesus and his circle, the inner world was more the real world, the world from which they came and of which they will return, just passersby here. They had come into the world for revealing the purpose to Jews. The others had forgotten, as they busied with gathering food and marrying and such; Jesus had not.

 

“Jesus, your friends are waiting,” Mary said.

“I'm aware, mother.”

Breaking the bread and pouring wine, family and relatives sitting about the table, Jesus looked for an entry to tell father, mother, and brother James what he and the others had planned.

“We’ll be leaving for a while, and for the wiser we’ll return; Peter and Andrew, John, and James. Tomorrow we set out on a mission, a rabbinic mission,” Jesus said.

“Yes, tomorrow,” Peter said.

“Just the five of you?” Joseph said. “What about James your brother?”

“Doesn’t interest him,” Jesus said.

“True,” James brother of Jesus said. “I don’t much care for that kind of stuff. Let me plow the land, water the crops, this is what life is about.”

“You’ve thought this through, you know where you’ll stay and where you are going?” Mary, his mother, said.

“We’ll journey about Galilee,” Peter said. “Friends will put us up, there is no need for worrying.”

 

That afternoon Jesus traveled with the four to Peter and Andrew’s home in Capernaum. The brothers had pulled their boat up to dry land and secured it already. A night’s sleep and they would be off to adjoining towns.

The five sat down on the floor of the main room. Peter’s wife brought and poured wine.

“Tell me, Jesus, how do you describe this God of ours? I see him as our ancestors, all of one mind, directing us along,” Peter said.

“It is something of that,” Jesus said. “But the Father is more than the sum of the parts.”

“And he is of a conscious mind, just like us,” James said, looking as though wanting to hear quick agreement.

“That is so,” Jesus said. James nodded, as though pleased.

“And heaven, where God resides, what is it like?” Peter asked.

“We’ll talk more of this tomorrow, for now let’s rest,” Jesus said. “Tomorrow we’ll be in Magdala, with a synagogue where we can speak and discuss.”

“I’ve been there,” Peter said. “The hall is spacious, 120 meters square, and the walls adorned with frescos, brightly painted. We’ll have much time for talk in the coming weeks.”

“Mary will be glad to see us. She has been waiting,” Jesus said.

“Just like a woman, so eager to talk and tell the Word,” James said.

“This journey was her idea,” Jesus said.

“Who, but her? She’s looking to be closer to the Master,” John said.

“With Jews there are no masters, only God,” Jesus corrected sternly with a smile.

“Yes, only God,” Peter said.

“But we all are God, isn’t that how scripture reads?” James said.

“It is one interpretation. But we here know who the Master is,” John said.

“Not me,” said Jesus.

“Tell us why there is dread all around, why all seems dead, and then you enter and we leap with joy? You hold the spirit wherever you go, you know that.”

“I see only joy and happiness, I don’t know what you’re saying,” Jesus said.

“Some say you healed them from ills by standing among them,” John said.

“Depression does loom over the region,” Jesus said. “But healing is from within. I tell you it is our fathers who are in the spirit, it is they who bring us this good fortune. Yet without the good son born of a woman, no higher spirit will manifest, life will not penetrate and enter the outer world.”

“The good son?” Peter said. “You speak of yourself, no doubt.”

“I speak of he who does the Father’s will, who sees what the Father is doing and takes pleasure in working his fields.”

“That is your brother James!” Andrew said, and they laughed.

“That is true,” Jesus said, “but we are working his fields of sheep.”

 

Next day they rose early and journeyed to Mary’s house in Magdala, the sun low and rising. Mary, a youthful woman of twenty-seven years, had morning food waiting.

“It is good to see you,” Mary said, addressing the group. “People are hurting, they need you, Jesus.” Jesus said nothing, and there was quiet as they ate.

“We’re hoping to visit the synagogue,” Peter said.

“Of course,” Mary said. “My friends are aware you are coming. They want to hear you speak.”

“Speak?” Jesus said.

“We don’t speak, we discuss,” Peter interjected. “And we have some outstanding matters to debate.”

“Like . . . ?” Mary said.

“Yes, like . . . ?” John said.

“Ah, you’ve forgotten,” Andrew said. “My brother has earnest need to know where this place called heaven is.”

“Yes, that’s right,” Peter said, “I do need to know that.”

“Very much true,” James said. “It is a thing that should be known, something we should all know.”

“It sounds good discussion,” Mary said. “The Migdal synagogue is nearby and many will be there today. Let’s go there, my friends will want to hear this.”

 

Negotiating the several steps of the entranceway and entering the synagogue, Jesus looked about at the colorful frescos Peter had spoken of, displaying representations of the ancestral history. The Galilean travelers followed Mary to a central area and they sat down, Mary making introduction to her two Magdalene friends seated. Jesus listened as rabbis and others near to them argued and spoke.

Mary turned toward Jesus. “Tell us, where is this place we call heaven?” All eyes turned toward Jesus.

“Before answering, we must first find this place we call earth, for heaven and earth reside together as one,” Jesus said.

“How do we find what is here, right here with us?” James asked, waving his hand about, his voice indicating disbelief.

“Yes, what is this that is here with us?” Jesus said. “If you can find it then you have found the Kingdom and with the Kingdom you find heaven, for the Kingdom is in heaven and is on earth.”

Peter scratched his head and clasped his hands, rubbing his thumbs. “What is heaven?” he asked.

“Yes, Master, what is heaven?” John said.

“Oh, you asked me where it is, now you ask me what it is,” Jesus said. He purposely sat quietly for a moment, testing what response he might get, and framing in his mind how best he should respond.

“Heaven is within us,” Peter said.

“Oh, now you again ask where it is; that was visited already and it came to nothing,” Andrew said, and some chuckling was heard.

“Peter is correct,” Jesus said. “Heaven and earth are one, but people don’t see it. We go about from day to day doing tasks, eating and sleeping. Within us, within the mind of each, is the world we don’t see. This is heaven.”

“Where do we find our ancestors? Where does God reside?” Andrew asked.

“If we look and search we will find them in heaven,” Jesus said. “If we don’t search we will find only dead objects among us and in time we will go the way of these objects — we will die. The tree of life lies within and it is here, within, where we find God and heaven.”

The others talked among themselves. It was enough for the moment. And talk turned to more conventional rabbinic ideas.

Jesus turned toward Peter who, by his facial expression, appeared restless. “This chatter is useful to us,” Jesus said, and Peter nodded. His expression was turning contemplative.

 

 Ptolemais, Phoenicia

 

At mid-summer Jesus, Mary and the others traveled to the coastal region of Phoenicia and entered the ancient city of Ptolemais. Mary had friends who worshiped at their home, the only synagogue of the city, where the Jews, here small in number, worshipped.

Making introduction, Mary’s friends warmly embraced and kissed Jesus and the others.

“We had heard of you, the man who has come to restore Israel.”

Mary interrupted, “Jesus brings with him the inner knowledge of a Kingdom to come; a place not of this world but of a higher world.”

“We are small in numbers in this city. The Romans spit on us and call us Jews. Our hope is for restoration of Israel. We are looking for David’s return.”

“The Kingdom will be restored, just as God has promised us,” Mary said, “but Jesus and Peter tell of a new Kingdom that is within. Romans and Syrians cannot penetrate the Kingdom that is within us.”

“An inner kingdom, others have said such; but of what use is this imaginary kingdom when we suffer now?”

Peter looked at Jesus and shrugged his shoulders. There seemed nothing to tell these people. But Jesus looked intensely at the woman speaking. She felt his gaze and studied him. “You are he who we are looking for.”

And Jesus said, “The Kingdom you yearn for is not far from here. It is closer than hands and feet. Hope not for the Kingdom, rather trust in the Self who is within, and the Kingdom we long for will emerge here without having looked for it.”

Visibly shaken, Mary’s friends said nothing more. And the travelers stayed at the synagogue of Mary’s friends for a week and a half.


 




Chapter III


AD 33

Jerusalem

 

The expedition of the five travelers lasted nearly a year, six months more than they planned. Jesus was receiving friendly audiences all about the region and many with illness and physical deformities were healed.

At each city a crowd gathered, and dispersed in the days following. Some of the people were healed of their infirmities, others were not. And each time, Jesus and his companions moved on to the next city. As the time of Jewish passover celebration was near, Jerusalem became the coronating final goal in their journey. They entered the walled city at dusk and were given a place outside the city to stay for the festival, by Simon the leper.

 

Morning in Jerusalem, the temple glittered in sunlight far off, the travelers entering by the East gate. The high priest, Caiaphas, kept a room near the Temple. Jesus, Peter and the others followed Mary and she called out for Caiaphas at his door.

“Mary, so good to see you,” Caiaphas said, and Mary kissed him.

“My friends have all come from Galilee, we’ve been traveling about for nearly a year,” Mary said.

Caiaphas hugged each of them. “I’ve heard many things about you, many good things,” Caiaphas said, holding Jesus’ hands.

“We have come to teach and discuss the ways of the Lord here at the Temple,” Mary said.

“These are troubled times,” Caiaphas said. “Our doors are open. Come in, come in, I will fix you something to eat.” He motioned with his hands for the travelers to enter.

 

Jesus, Mary, Peter and Andrew, John and James each day entered the Temple, arriving always at late morning. Caiaphas sometimes joined with them to inquire of their knowledge.

 

“Passover is upon us. There are people you must meet,” Caiaphas said.

“We’re here for the celebration,” Mary said.

“Good,” said Caiaphas. “Families of the Sanhedrin will prepare an upper room near the Temple for the younger ones. You, Jesus, are their guest of honor. I’ll have Judas Iscariot, our treasurer, coordinate the gathering.”

 

Passover Supper

 

Among those gathering for the supper were the Galileans: Jesus, Mary, Peter and Andrew who were brothers, John and James brothers also, and eight from the Sanhedrin: Judas Iscariot, Simon of Cyrene, Judas son of James, Matthew a tax collector, Philip, Bartholomew, Judas the twin also called Thomas, and James son of Alphaeus.

Simon of Cyrene, left of James, turned to face Jesus; from across the table, Peter’s eyes followed. “Jesus,” Simon said, “I’ve heard you at the Temple, and I am confused. You say the power of knowledge is your sword. When I hear and am listening you almost convince me, but can mere words drive these loathsome Romans from Judea? That, I think, would be the miracle of miracles.” The Galileans laughed as Simon took a drink of wine.

“I think Simon may be in need of yet more wine,” Judas Iscariot exclaimed. “Nothing short of strong drink will convince him that he not play the great hero who slays the barbarous villain.” They all laughed.

Simon listened, wondering, amused. “Perhaps,” he said, grinning, and he looked curiously about those at table.

”Judas’ words do ring so true,” Peter said. “Exclaim outrage for some cause, though it perhaps be entirely justified, you play the hero; but anger begets anger, as does kindness beget kindness. Even Romans may give respect in kind when respect is given them, even to a Jew.”

“You are learning the way of God,” Jesus said, looking at Simon. 

“I and my brother were not so forgiving either at first,” Peter said, addressing Simon of Cyrene, “though I confess we then hadn’t much regard for your radical Zealot cause that has brought upon us yet more Roman wrath.”

“Quite so,” said Andrew. Simon sat back on his pillow, grinning broadly, appearing to be amused.

“We too!” John said, moving to embrace his brother James.

 Bartholomew, sitting at the middle table, raised his hand, preparing to speak. “Jesus, we’ve all heard of the wonders that follow you, and today I celebrate our getting acquainted and coming together.”

Jesus took the bread and broke it in half, breaking off another part of the loaf, splitting it again, and handing a piece to Simon of Cyrene, another to Judas Iscariot, Thomas, and then James.

“The Kingdom is all around us,” Thomas said, as Jesus was pouring the wine.

“We are a single body,” Jesus said as he passed wine to each of the guests. 

“I do sense it today with the masters here present,” Bartholomew said, “it is most difficult to realize, but easy to say. With you here in the flesh I more feel it,” he said, addressing Jesus.

“Our fine Jerusalem educations are no match for reality,” Judas Iscariot said. “Here assembled are the finest in all Judea, and we are eclipsed by a small group of Galilean fishermen,” and all of the Sanhedrin laughed as the Galileans nodded nervously, none but Mary being used to such praise.

“I hear you are of the seed of David,” Judas son of James said.

“I am, but Elijah is my teacher,” Jesus said.

“You speak with him?” Bartholomew said, moving his head closer to more clearly hear.

“We communicate,” Jesus said.

“Where do you think we are heading, I mean as a people?” Judas the twin also called Thomas said.

“Rome brings us security and allows that we worship, but it’s difficult, we’re walking a fine line. The people of Judea need learn the inner knowledge,” Jesus said.

“You are here for that,” Bartholomew said. “You’ve heard that our Jewish cousins in Egypt are feeding arms to our brothers here. As a people we’re not far from annihilation, you know that. It is this every day. We receive warnings from Rome daily.”

“But with God with us we cannot lose,” Simon of Cyrene said.

Most of the group laughed, Jesus did not.

“We’re under a higher law,” Jesus said. “I received it from within and am here to see it materialize. God is with us when we’re at peace with others. The old world has ended, a new spirit is here.”

“Why is that? Who are you to say? You’re not God.” Simon said.

“Easy with our guests, be respectful,” Bartholomew said.

“It’s okay,” Jesus said. “At Rome’s inception some many years back a new incarnational round began.”

“This comes from Elijah?” Bartholomew said.

“Yes,” Jesus said. “It is not intended that we fight for land. In heaven we all are brothers.”

“Jews and Romans both?” Bartholomew said.

“This cannot be,” Simon of Cyrene said. “Our occupiers spit upon us, they despise us, we are dogs to them.”

“I thought you had changed,” Judas said.

“Words are cheap, the problems are real,” Simon said.

Mary who was quiet during the discussion raised her hand and opened her mouth to speak, but Andrew interrupted and spoke over her. “You heard what Jesus said, we are brothers in heaven, ethnic origin is without distinction.”

Mary again started to speak but was again interrupted.

“Allow Mary to speak,” Jesus said, and the group fell quiet.

“I can answer Simon’s question, I can resolve the conflict he is holding in his head,” said Mary.

“You have the floor,” Andrew said, fiddling the fingers of his hands.

Mary sat quietly for a moment and looked about at the guests. “We are imperfect, we know we are imperfect, it is in our scriptures.” She paused, apparently for emphasis. “Simon, the Roman occupiers are here to keep the peace throughout the Empire. You say yourself that you loathe them. Why do you find them spitting on you? It is because they return back to you the hatred that is in your head. They loath you because you loath them. This is the greater knowledge.”

“Galileans! Fishermen! You know not what you profess to know,” Simon of Cyrene cried out. “You’re not under the occupation that we are here in Jerusalem. You don’t know!”

“My home is Magdala but I’ve lived here in Jerusalem, and attended your same fine learning centers,” Mary said. “Don’t tell me what I know and don’t know.”

Simon was clearly seething and he stood up and walked from the room down into the center courtyard.

“My apology,” Bartholomew said. “Simon was with the Zealots and has seen grotesque destruction and death come from Roman hands.”

 

After the supper, Mary took Jesus and the others to see Caiaphas at his home. “He has some important things to tell you,” she said, whispering softly.

All sitting at his house near the temple, Caiaphas looked about at the Galileans. “As you surely know, we are having some trouble with the Zealots. There is unrest throughout Judea, because of the Roman occupation. I’m in contact with the regional government. We’re working together to keep the peace.”

“Emperor Tiberius?” Peter said.

“The regional government, Rome has little interest in us,” said Caiaphas. “And they’re aware of Jesus.”

“What?” Peter answered.

“The Zealots speak of war while Jesus speaks peace. ‘Love your enemies’, such charitable words have reached our occupiers. The Sanhedrin is coordinating with the regional officials, tell this to no one. Jesus, I want you to travel to Egypt where you will meet our Jewish counterparts. Will you do this?”

Jesus said, “I’ve come to bring the inner knowledge to a spiritually starved people. I am here for that purpose.”

“You have powers,” Caiaphas said, “all know it, even the Roman Prefect of Judea. Some say you are the Messiah who is to come, you know that, don’t you?”

“We do,” Peter said. “Jesus chooses not to say.”

“Jesus,” Caiaphas said, looking intently at him. “Should not the Romans too be given such knowledge?”

“I’m here for the Jews,“ Jesus said, ”but knowledge is for all.”

“So you’ll go.”

“I’ll go to where I’m sent,” Jesus said. “I have no mission but of revealing the inner knowledge.”

A wide grin crossed Caiaphas’s face. “You’re being sent,” he said. “Mary, you’ll take your friends to Tell Basta in Egypt near the Judea border where we can introduce them to our helpful allies.”

“We bargain with Rome for Israel’s salvation. Jews and Romans need your medicine, Jesus,” Mary said.

Jesus, Peter and the others looked about each other. They trusted Mary. “We will go,” Jesus said.

“Be ready at break of day,” Caiaphas said, looking pleased.

 

The following day, Judas Thomas of the Sanhedrin arrived at the house of the Galileans and, with escort by others of the Sanhedrin and with a donkey, took foot on the road leading to Egypt. In about a week they came upon the ancient city of Tell Basta.

 

Tell Basta, Egypt
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Arriving in Tell Basta, Thomas brought the group to Philemon, a wealthy Egyptian working with the Jews. It was a mixed agreement, but peace and stability was the interest of both.

Philemon looked to be eighty years old and had the dark skin of an Egyptian yet facial features of a Roman or Greek. Seeing Mary, he embraced her.

“Philemon is my father,” Mary said, smiling and placing her hand on Jesus’ arm.

Jesus embraced Philemon.

“You were asked to come here for a reason, to help us in Egypt.” Philemon said. “We are trying to bring peace to Judea, to stop the flow of weapons from Jews dispersed there. We want to end the fighting. The future of Israel depends on it. No Jew can be forcibly conscripted into the military by Rome but can by the Sanhedrin. We are asking for your help,” Philemon said.

“What can I do in a nation I know nothing about?” Jesus said.

“Thomas has traveled throughout Egypt and Arabia, and recently to India. He will assist you. You and he will get along; he thinks like you, and take that as a compliment.”

Jesus nodded.

“He’s a man of knowledge; Thomas is,” Philemon said. “You are walking into the very heart of the Sanhedrin.”

 

Jesus agreed to go, and they stayed another week in Tell Basta before leaving for Set Maat, a village further down Egypt on the Nile River, where Philemon was to escort them. Peter and the other Galileans, all but Mary, prepared for return to Jerusalem.

 




Chapter IV


Peter in Jerusalem

 

Peter, Andrew, John and James returned to the Temple area and to the house of Caiaphas.

“Some things have happened,” Caiaphas said, addressing Peter. “We had an incident with Simon of Cyrene, you met him at Passover feast.”

“Oh yes, that is right,” Peter said.

“Judas Iscariot is here, he will give you the news, it is important that you know.” Judas entered the room, a stern look on his face.

“You have returned from Egypt? And Jesus? Did he stay behind?” Judas said.

“He did,” Peter said.

“Good; Jesus will not be returning to Jerusalem, there are issues with the Roman occupiers.”

“What do you mean? Jesus was fine when we left, what is the problem?”

“There is no problem with Jesus,” Judas said. Caiaphas turned away from the Galileans and stared out through the window.

“Something is amiss, what is it?” Peter said.

“Tell them,” Caiaphas said, still facing away toward the window.

“Yes, of course,” Judas said. “Simon was with the Zealots and was advocating violence against the Romans. But he, like others here in Jerusalem, responded favorably to Jesus’ non-violence words. But Simon, like some of our other strong young men, imagined himself as Israel’s coming savior and had amassed maybe a hundred followers and they were encamped outside the city. At the Temple he listened to Jesus’ non-violence ways and Simon had something of a ‘rebirth’ and so changed tactics. Jesus had become center of the attention at the Temple but Simon thought he looked weak, for Jesus was not fulfilling the ancient prophesies in the way Simon thought and expected. Others too felt the same; the prophesies were not being fulfilled.

“The day before Passover, Simon of Cyrene came into Jerusalem riding a donkey. It was to fulfill the words of the prophets.”

“The prophets? The Messiah coming into the city on a donkey?” Peter said.

“Yes, to fulfill the prophecy told by Zechariah: ‘Rejoice Daughter of Zion! Your king comes to you and riding on a donkey.’” Judas waved his arm down low as though greeting this imagined king.

 “That’s madness!”

“But he did! And he came right to the Temple grounds and made a scene in the gentile courtyard, overturning the moneychanger tables and disrupting a marketplace bustling with Jews from all throughout the Empire here for Passover celebration. He was bent on fulfilling every  prophecy. He came into the city intending to be brought before Pilate, to be flogged and crucified. But he ran off quickly and was not identified, and some in the marketplace said he was Jesus the Nazarene who had been teaching at the Temple.

“This alerted the Roman Prefect Pontius Pilate, that Jesus the purported Jewish Messiah was in Jerusalem, and he made demand that Caiaphas arrest and hand him over to Pilate.”

“This all happened before Passover?” Peter asked.

“Caiaphas learned of Pilate’s demand on the very day we assembled for Passover. We had heard of the marketplace commotion but didn’t yet know it was Simon. He didn’t tell us.”

Peter nodded, allowing Judas to continue.

“Temple priests approached me during the supper. I talked to Simon, he is, or was, my cousin. I brought him aside so that others couldn’t hear. He said these things need happen, and he recited the  Prophecy of Isaiah:

 

‘My servant will act wisely; He will be raised and lifted up and exalted. His appearance so disfigured that He did not look like a man, and His form did not resemble a human being —  so He will sprinkle many nations. Kings will shut their mouths because of him, for they will see what had not been told them.’

 

“I told Simon the High Priest needed to question him. He said he was going back to his camp outside the city but he would surrender to the High Priest for the price of thirty pieces of silver.”

“He asked for money from the Temple?”

“It was for fulfilling another of the prophecies of Zechariah: ‘they weighed out for me, thirty pieces of silver.’”

 Peter felt ill in his stomach and shook his head.

“I approached Caiaphas and said I could deliver the self-anointed Messiah to him for the requested thirty pieces.”

“So, what happened?”

“Caiaphas wondered why just thirty pieces for a man’s life. And I said it was for fulfilling the prophecy of Zechariah. He laughed and looked at his fellow priests and they too laughed. And he sent a man into the treasury to gather the thirty pieces, and he tossed a bag at me containing the silver, and I caught it in my hands.

“Then he said, ‘Woe to the worthless idol shepherd, who leaves the flock!’ He too was quoting from Zechariah, from that same text.

“Temple authorities followed me to Simon’s camp. He was in a meadow. I handed his disciples the bag of silver. Simon, a detached look, his eyes glazed, said, ‘Friend, what brings you here?’ They took him and brought him to the Temple.”

“He was arrested?”

“He came willingly.”

“So, what did he do?”

“He questioned him for a long time, but Simon could not speak, for his disciples drugged him before we arrived, to spare him the probable coming pain. He questioned him more harshly and Simon finally spoke, saying he would come with all power and glory to judge the earth, and this brought a gasp among the people listening, and Caiaphas slapped him, yelling blasphemy, and had him delivered over to Pilate. I had hoped it wouldn’t come to that.

“He was taken to Pilate’s residence, and the soldiers harshly treated him, laughing as they beat him. Then at early morning he was brought before Pilate.”

“Did they say who he was?”

“They said this man had created the marketplace disturbance, and that satisfied him.

“He asked Simon if he was King of the Jews, and as I said, he had been drugged, and he couldn’t easily answer. He stared at Pilate in a stupor, and Pilate kept demanding that he speak. But the other Romans, Pilate’s administrators, they started pushing Simon. I think they suspected he was an imposter, that he wasn’t Jesus the Nazarene. They said some words to Pilate, and he became angry and slapped Simon and grabbed him by the arm, and he took him before the crowd and said he was releasing him.

“A crowd had formed, for rumor was circulating that Pilate had arrested Jesus. But some of the Jews had seen Jesus in the temple and it was whispered that it wasn’t Jesus. Laughter and cheers turned the mood of the crowd festive!

“Seeing how unruly they all were, and with more arriving with every moment, Pilate took the man back into the palace and demanded that he say who he was. But still he said nothing. So again, Pilate tried to release him, but the crowd demanded he be crucified. Pilate washed his hands and said the blood of the man would not be upon him. And he ordered the crime be put on the Cross: ‘This is Jesus, King of the Jews.’”

“And that was it?”

“There is more. Late at night Simon’s family took him down from the cross and laid him in his family tomb inside the city walls. His followers came the next night and opened the tomb under the darkness, and carried his body off to their encampment outside the city. Wild rumors are circulating that Jesus was resurrected from the dead. Simon’s Zealot friends left the tomb open and started the rumor.”

“Jesus? You said Simon,” Peter said.

“Yes, Simon, but the name being said is Jesus.”

“What are we to do?” Peter said.

“Go back to Galilee, and wade this out.”

“And you?”

“I’m leaving for Egypt tonight. Like Jesus, I’ll have disappeared,” Judas said. “We’ve bought some time. Simon’s little stunt was for sparking his long sought Zealot revolution. Instead we have a King of peace and no violence has yet manifested. Jesus said, love your enemies. Weeping and wailing — not swords — rule Jerusalem today.”

“What of the Zealots?” Peter asked.

“Their arrows are spent, for the moment.”


 




Chapter V

Road Back to Galilee

 

 

At break of dawn Andrew and Peter prepared for their journey home. John and James would follow the next day so that they not be seen as a group and recognized. Peter was anxious, wanting to see his wife, for he had forgotten how long it had been.

The trail to Galilee led along a high mountain ridge. The Dead Sea far down off to his right, was hidden by the hills and vegetation, the Great Sea in clear view a long distance off on the other side, its blue sea sparkling in the bright morning sunlight, the sky cloudless, the surrounding trees and brush alive with chirps, caws and screeches of birds of many kinds.

 

Sheerah could not have seemed more beautiful when Peter entered the house in Capernaum in Galilee. His wife of just six years, he well remembered their tearful parting. Yet he knew he could not be staying long, though he had crafted no plan for the mission given. Sheerah had shown understanding from the beginning from the time that Jesus had ministered to her mother and made her well.

“You are exhausted,” Sheerah said, and she brought him into the bedroom to sleep. Brushing his head with her hand, her long black hair dangling over his eyes, the fine ends of her hair delightfully tickling him as they danced upon his forehead; she kissed him, and caressed his head until he fell asleep.

 

 “I will go,” Peter cried out, jumping up in his bed.

“You are dreaming.” Sheerah placed her arms around Peter and guided his head back to the pillow. “Sleep,” she said. “You’ve had a rough time. You will need your strength.” In Peter’s dream Simon of Cyrene had come to Peter and said he needed him in Jerusalem.

 

Late early morning, two months after arriving in Galilee, John appeared at Peter’s door. 

“Come with me to Jerusalem,” John said. Peter nodded, and invited him in.

Sheerah embraced Peter. “I know you must go, and when you are settled, when you have found comfort there and security, then you shall send for me and I will come.”

Peter nodded. “I will,” he said.

John remained there for a day as Peter prepared for the journey.

At sunrise next day, Peter and John set out for Jerusalem. He gave Sheerah his farewell and did not glance back for fear he would change his mind and stay.

 

AD 36

Egypt

 

 

Late spring along the Nile River, Jesus and Mary were living at an Egyptian military encampment near the village of Set Maat. It was a special day. Jews from the Sanhedrin prepared a feast and festivities were beginning. Caiaphas, High Priest of Israel, had arrived the day earlier to perform the marriage ceremony. A room in the village, specially prepared, would tonight be the home of Jesus and Mary. Egyptians from the village came to dance, as did soldiers who were mostly Jews.

After the ceremony the feast was presented. Caiaphas and Philemon sat down with the newly married couple.

“It is good that you are part of the family of Annas,” Caiaphas said, embracing Jesus. Annas and his relatives were Jerusalem’s Sanhedrin.

The village of Set Maat in contrast to Jerusalem, with just a hundred or so residents, reminded Jesus of the rural Nazareth town of his upbringing. Mary, born in Tarsus, spent her early life in Yathrib and Jerusalem, and at twelve years of age her parents brought her to Magdala, a predominant fish processing city alongside the Sea of Galilee. 

 

“It’s time that you know,” Mary said. “My father Philemon is, was born out of, royalty. He is Caesarion, ‘Little Caesar’, the lost son of Julius Caesar and Cleopatra. “

Jesus had long heard the rumor of the child king of the two great rulers; the “official” Roman narrative was of Cleopatra’s suicide and little Caesar’s assassination by the conspiratorial Roman Senate, but Jews didn’t believe it. Rumors abounded of Cleopatra and her son being many times seen in Jerusalem, and that he had long ago been conscripted into the military. Mary had not before revealed the background story. It was true, even Romans knew of it, just that it was not spoken aloud in company.

“We’re taking you to see more of the family, in Yathrib across the water in Arabia,” Mary said.

“We’ll be leaving tomorrow,” Philemon said.

 

At early morning, Jesus and Mary saddled horses provided by the Egyptian military with Philemon and Thomas beside them, and reached the Red Sea in a day, boarding a military vessel to Yanbu, a port city in Arabia. It was to become a familiar trip for Jesus; for Mary it was somewhat routine.

 

Yathrib

 

Across the sea in Arabia, the Egyptian escort of the newlyweds brought them to Yathrib, a hundred miles inland. And they were greeted by an aging man.

“Annas, this is Jesus,” Mary said, and the two men greeted and hugged.

Looking at Jesus as though sizing him, Annas opened his mouth. “I’ve heard much of you, welcome to Yathrib, our point of contact between the Sanhedrin and Egypt and Rome.”

A modest size home, the entranceway leading into a room set for gathering, pillows and tables scattered about, Annas showed his guests to a sunlit place.

“Jesus, Philemon is the last in the Ptolemy dynasty of Pharaohs,” Annas said.

“Ah,” Philemon said, “I barely achieved that honor, I think I might have been Pharaoh for a day or two, or was it hours.”

“Yes, and a proud one at that,” Annas said, glancing toward Mary in effort to include her in conversation.

“Jesus knows little of our mission,” Mary said. “I was waiting for him to hear it from you.”

“Probably a good idea,” Philemon said, “we even use code names here, or well, I do I guess. Maybe it’s just me.”

Annas laughed. “Yes, just you. We’re all fully visible, we’re not discreet.” He embraced Jesus.

“Jesus, in spite of what you just heard, some of us must use code names,” Philemon said, grinning broadly.

Jesus knew Ptolemy had lived a treacherous existence, having supposedly been assassinated as a young child. Emperor Augustus had sheltered him and kept it under wraps; rumored in oral tradition among Jews and Syrians.

“I am proposing a mission for you and Mary,” Philemon said. “My son Saul is living discreetly in Egypt. You’ve just returned from Set Maat, have you?”

“Yes,” Jesus said.

“My son Saul is in Alexandria.”

“Mary’s brother?” Jesus said.

“We were separated early on,” Mary said. “I went to Jerusalem for study at an early age.”

“We’ll be returning to Set Maat?” Jesus said.

“Not right away,” Philemon said. “You have contacts to make, people to see and things to learn. This desert outpost, it’s our meeting place: Jews, Egyptians and Romans. Tiberius had not been privy to our little operation. He thought me a threat. I am a Ptolemy and a Caesar. But I cannot help that, it is how I was born.” Again his gentle and pleasant demeanor made him a quite likable person.

Mary stepped into the conversation. “Tiberius is coming around and with his age he’s become more amiable. Rome is sending Ptolemy, um, Philemon, to Ephesus to manage the unrest among Jews dispersed there from Judea. He’ll control a legion of Roman soldiers in Ephesus.”

“Ephesus?” Jesus said.

“It is the seat of the governing province,” Philemon said. “Saul is from a bloodline of Roman royalty. He’ll be working with us from afar. We are building a church, Sanhedrin and Romans.”

“A church, Jews and Romans?” Jesus said, feeling puzzlement.

“A church of peace between us, of the higher knowledge,” Philemon said. “Thomas can tell you about it.”

Jesus looked at Thomas who was sitting among them. “My interest also,” Jesus said, “but pagans do not embrace the God of Jews.”

“It is why you are here,” Philemon said. “I’m of the same mold. I’ve been doing this for a while. Rome wants peace, Jerusalem wants peace, yet we have no peace. You and I are going to bring peace, even if it kills us,” and he laughed loudly.

“What do you want?” Jesus asked.

“We want you to do what you do, tell the world to put down their arms, tell them of a better way.”

“And where is this to happen?” Jesus asked, thoroughly perplexed.

“Here!” Philemon said.

“Yathrib?” Jesus answered.

“Here! Arabia! We want you to travel about the desert, visit every little town and teach this good news of peace and goodwill everywhere,” Philemon said.

“What of Set Maat?” Jesus said.

“Our current problems are not in Arabia, it’s with the Egyptian Jews who are feeding revolt in Judea and spreading it to the diaspora, to Syria and Asia Minor,” Philemon said. “Ephesus is where I will command from.”

“It’s in Asia Minor,” Mary said, appearing to be reading Jesus’ mental confusion. “It’s the Roman governing seat in that region.”

“Jerusalem,” Jesus said coyly, “what about Jerusalem?”

“Rome is dealing harshly there. The Prefect is a cruel man. He is stirring the pot; nothing we can do there.”

“I suppose we should tell him,” Philemon said, referring to Jesus.

“What?” Jesus said.

“Something very unfortunate has come about there,” Philemon said, again in his usual lighthearted way. “A man professing to be the Messiah was crucified on Roman authority.”

“What? Who?” Jesus said.

“You!” Philemon said, busting out in a laugh.

“It’s true,” Mary said. I wanted my father to tell you.



OEBPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}





OEBPS/images/image.png
Tarsus e

jﬁj,{ﬂ -

Mediterranean Se?
(Great Sea)

«\" S P
Alexandria Basta

Egypt N

®
Set Maat

.Antioch

Syria

.Ptolemals

e Jerusalem

Arabia

)

Yathrib
®

@® Yanbu





OEBPS/images/CC_Katharine_Wheel.jpg





