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Romans 12 in the Bible says

we must not be proud,

but we should be willing to associate with people

of low position.

[image: image]

This is Selvaraj Lukose:

this book is in memory of him,

for his life is the basis for this novella;

at one time in our friendship he appointed me

to write his story as a memoir,

but when I could handle his disloyalty no longer

(disloyalty being another term for unfaithful behavior),

I walked away and turned his tale into fiction,

which you now hold in your hands.

We helped each other a lot,

but towards the end of our holy companionship

I had to do to him what happened

in Acts 15.37-39.

'Raj', as he wanted me to call him, is dead now,

and I do believe he is living with the Way

in the third heaven.
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Beginnings
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I was born in a city which serves as the Vishnu pilgrimage center. People call this town Jah’s Very Own. My skin color is a brownish color of chocolate, that is why India calls me Mocha. I am the ghost of Raj.

I love to dance among the natural resources of my hometown. I drink the tea, I always order mocha coffee, coconut cake is my favorite bakery item, rubber for my tires, mangos day and night, hiding behind the bananas, pineapples as my bling - after all, what other expensive possessions are worth having in Asia?

Asia, the world's largest continent, with the most people. It stretches eastward and northward from Israel, which sits in the corner of the continent. Asia is famous for its large settlements and open spaces. Billions of people live there. Asia is snuggled inside the Suez Canal, the River Ural, the Ural Mountains, the Caucasus Mountains, the Caspian Sea and the Black Sea. The Pacific Ocean keeps in its pride, the Indian Ocean maintains its beauty, and the Arctic Ocean ties it to the heaven of God’s throne. Asia’s sizzling deserts, arctic regions and polar areas remind its residents that Yeshua will one day return in glory.

The southwestern side of Asia - Basra and Baghdad - supplied India the necessary links for trade with the West, because Babylonia turned into the hip Iraq and never looked back. The British East India Company is a main reason for this: Jews decided to give merry England a chance in world economics by moving to India. In the beginning of England’s luck, those Jews settled on India’s west side, in the port of Surat. It was not long before Indians were seeing financial centurions hailing from Arabic towns like Aleppo.

But those Jews of Surat were called Baghdadi Hebrews by the poor, and Iraqi Israelis by the rich. Those Jews gave Indians new lessons in what it means to be descended from Semitic cultures found between the Tigris and Euphrates rivers. It was not long before Indians began calling any Jew from between those rivers names like Syrian Jews, Ottoman Jews, Aden Jews, Yemen Jews, Arabic Jews, Persian Jews, or Afghan Jews - because it seemed to the average Indian that 97% of the Jews they talked to were tied to 1 book: Torah. The Teaching of Moshe made all Jews west of India to be of 1 fabric. 

But then, the Jews of Surat - eager to spread their 2 competing camps of socialism and capitalism further away from Yerushalayim - decided to make their new financial fortresses in cities like Calcutta and Bombay, turning Surat into a kid’s table in the field of monetary greatness. The British encouraged them to do this to combat Catholic inroads, for at the beating heart of England was a group of Jew lovers among the goyim waiting to start the next great spiritual revolution tapping into the 2nd Temple period of Israel. Meanwhile, the Jesuits handled the stress by tending to their opium trade.

The Jews in Bombay became devoted to a merchant man named David Sassoon, who was the treasurer of hidden concerns. Sassoon’s money empire soon stretched to Rangoon, Hong Kong, Shanghai, and Singapore. His charitable ways ended in the building of the Magen David shul during the year when America was starting its Civil War. The shul included a hostel for sojourners, a baptismal font, and a yeshivah for those inclined toward the study of books which competed with Scripture. Unemployed outcasts of Avraham’s lot situated in Turkey, Egypt and communities 50 miles east of the River Yarden had gotten wind of the job opportunities presented in Sassoon’s firm. To make room for these survivors of the Middle East’s Good Samaritan stories, Sassoon made sure that the new arrivals would find ample food, a soft pillow, good doctors, and education for every child under the age of the bar mitzvah.

Not to be outdone by his Gentile contemporaries, Sassoon made sure that every corner of Bombay showed signs of whose bread was buttered - building social monuments to every lower light of socialistic leaning. When Sassoon died, his children wondered how they could carry on his legacy. They came up with the idea of developing white cloths and blue fabrics. This sort of success turned the memory of Sassoon into a sort of new religion. 

Then there was Calcutta. It was the capital of British India until the outbreak of World War 1. They boasted of 3 shuln, all built close to each other - of those, the worship house called Magen David was the largest in all of Asia. Those synagogues, bless their hearts, were the middlemen connecting Jews and the Indian rulers. But, as in the days of the Pharisees and Sadducees, internal rivalry led to the disintegration of the cozy system set up between the shuln leaders who either sided with the Karaites or with the Ashkenazi rabbis.

But this greed did not stop the shopkeepers, artisans, clerks, or factory workers from resting on shabbat. Some depended on the charity of the community’s funds. 

And God did not allow their minds to waste. Intellectual activity in Calcutta revolved around Hebrew publications, which put forth books specializing in religious, historical, and poetic subjects, as well as tracts defying the claims of Isaiah 53 in Christian circles. This sort of mental prowess convinced those Jews that they did not need to ordain rabbis.

Baghdadi Jews did not care much for Indian politics, but they did have a passion for the law - some were appointed as sheriffs of Calcutta. In Bombay the Jews had even more influence. The government of Bombay offered Sassoon many appointments, but he accepted only the title of Justice of the Peace. His son Albert was a member of the Bombay Legislative Council. This led to Jews serving as mayor of Bombay, twice - a fact relished in the Hindu parts of Asia, but hard to come by in the halls of power in the Catholic nations of Europe.

But racial separation won the day between Indians and Brits, due to the the colonial mindset. The Baghdadi Jews adopted an English lifestyle: the wealthy among those Jews wore European clothes; poorer Baghdadis continued to wear Arab clothing - for as we all know, the love of money is the root of all evil. You cannot serve money and God.

But the assault against pure Judaism did not stop there. Baghdadis joined British clubs which left Indians in the cold.

Those Jews of the wealthy sort did not welcome Indian independence. But the New India and 1947 came anyway. 
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A bright light
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But a bright light during that time shone from the Land of Israel, namely, the findings of a Hungarian Jew named Geza, who was a scholar concerning the Dead Sea Scrolls. 

The Dead Sea Scrolls were ancient manuscripts found at the end of days by a Bedouin shepherd who tossed a stone into a cave close to the northwest shore of the Dead Sea. What he heard was not the sound of rock or earth, but the sound of breaking pottery. I looked into the cave and saw clay jars. With his cousin, he entered the cave, where he found 1 jar containing scrolls. The 2 boys began showing them to people, looking for a buyer. Eventually, they sold some of the scrolls to Kando, a cobbler who dealt in antiques. As word of the scrolls spread, big buyers became interested.

Although hostilities between the Hebrews of the area and Arabs were sure to follow, an archaeologist named Eleazar Sukenik managed to buy 3 for the Hebrew University. The head of the Syrian Church in Yerushalayim, a man whose name was Mar Athanasius Samuel, purchased the remaining 4.

The scrolls turned out to be the most famous archaeological finds of all time, but they were sold for small amounts. The original Bedouin finders only got $34 for the whole thing. Samuel smuggled his 4 scrolls to America and placed an ad in the financial newspaper, offering the scrolls as a great gift to a religious institution. After all, who wouldn’t want a priceless ancient manuscript?

Geza shared with the Jewish leaders in India a list of Bible books represented in the Dead Sea Scrolls. The way he presented the list made some wonder if he embraced Messiah Yeshua. The list was drawn in the form of an execution stake, comprised of each book of the Tanakh, with the number of copies among the scrolls. Geza put the illustration in a form which they understood:


	at the top of the cross he listed the Pentateuch first, since it was the Teaching of Moshe;

	as the crossbeam he listed the Neviim, which is a combination of the prophetic books according to Hebrew parlance;

	and for the lower portion of the cross he included the Ketuvim, which make up the rest of the Tanakh.



In drawing it this way, Geza was staying with the traditional Jewish usage of Bible books in Judaism while honoring the Jew’s Jew of the gospels. This caused the Jews of India to wonder who Geza was. 

An ambassador of religious fervor told them that Geza was Jewish spirit encased in a Hungarian soul, which was heard in a British tone, since he had honed his skills in the libraries of England. Geza was sprinkled as a babe into the Vatican Country Club, which millions knew as the Holy See’s nursery. Geza’s parents died in the Shoah. As a result, he stumbled into a Catholic seminary and became a priest for the pope. He was denied admission into the Jesuit and Dominican groups because of his Hebrew nature. But since God said there is always a way of escape in the face of temptation, an odd group called the Order of the Fathers of Notre Dame de Sion received him. For this act of charity, they became known as Notre Dame de Sion, because true acts of love always show that there is only 1 Father in heaven.

This propelled Geza into studies at the Catholic University of Leuven in Belgium, which curiosities sent him to France. After doing research in Paris, he left the Vatican’s grasp, reasserting his Jewish identity. The gravitational pull of the spirit of David drew Geza into becoming a member of a shul in London.

But all of this talk of Geza and his cross had little bearing on the determination of most Indians to assert their rights to life, liberty and the pursuit of thousands of Hindu gods. The new national Indian government controlled foreign exchange, thereby retarding the business of wealthy Baghdadis. And so the Jewish upper classes packed their bags, destined for places like England, Canada, America and Australia. The poorer Baghdadis left too, but most of them turned the State of Israel into their new home, because the Messiah had said that the meek shall inherit the earth. But that was the story of the Baghdadi Jews - the other Jews of India called Bene Israel and Cochin Jews maintained their identity in the subcontinent.

***
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Many countries have been attracted to my part of the world. Avram, the first Jew boy, heard of it. That is why his king in the Middle East traded with India. His descendant Shlomo sent vessels to Kerala to buy elephants and gems.

Then there is the dark side of our hood, a doctrine which teaches that there are certain men who stay low to the soil and whose touch could defile those who live in the mountains. This prompted a guru to say that those of low existence were as slaves. He called their abode the place for the insane. Their suffering was known since the time of Avram. They could not partake in real estate nor build edifices. The sidewalk was forbidden to them. They were not allowed to learn and could not be treated by doctors. They were molested and murdered by those of the mountains. The lowly women could not wear bras.

The lowly could not enter the temples belonging to the religion of the Aryans. For this reason many of the lowly entered the assemblies brought to them by men who embraced Messiah. This angered the royalty belonging to the mountain men, so the mountain devils decided to open the temples belonging to the Veda books to the lowly. That is, the devils only welcomed the lowly when Christendom seemed to be a threat.

All the while the avatar of Vishnu consented to the death of the lowly.

I heard tales about the lowly. When the sailors of London came to my shores, many men of Rome bearing madonnas also joined the landing. These woman-bearing priests compelled the lowly out of their caves. They offered them soap, gave them Italian hats to wear, put on their backs the garments of England, built inns of learning like the ones seen in the British countryside, taught them from the catechisms of Liverpool, and offered them the liberty of Britannia. This allowed the lowly to feel like they were indeed members of the heavenly tribe, of the sort which looks down upon the mountain devils.

I myself have been saddened by the whole system here, one which places men into categories. Categories which smell of the Bhagavad-Gita. Categories which make life complicated by promoting 4 levels of existence. Within these 4 levels are 3 chambers of attitude: fake holy men, fighters, and gatekeepers of the lowly. The holy considered themselves masters, the fighters considered themselves rulers, and the gatekeepers were farmers.

An obscure group calling themselves the Redemption Fighters sailed into my land and they raised a banner proclaiming their offerings: we will clean you, we will feed you, and we will give you a mild version of the Messiah’s message. These cleaners from England saw the lowly and so decided it would be nice to give the poor souls an assembly hall named in honor of Germany’s favorite Protestant. The hall teachers made it their duty to bring the lowly down to the river so that liberty from the soil could be gained. That was a custom which started in Israel. 

The Israeli custom was based on the story of a man who sojourned, and on his way was met by stealers. Those stealers thrashed him, and left him in the gutter. The third man who saw the man in the gutter helped him by giving him the best drink in the land. Then he put the wounded soul into the best hotel.

I could not see many men today like that man who shared the good drink. That is because most men love money more than Jah. 
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A tale
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I have a tale too. I got shot, then I moved to Big D. In that town of California transplants I joined an assembly which worships fine clothes more than God. They gave me a little bit of compassion. They were aware of how the city fathers on the East Coast of America ignored me. I was ignored in the way of monetary compensation. That is, I could not convince the rich to put money into my hand in a way that would satisfy me. Most Americans sat back and watched as I struggled to find food. Republicans watched with no care in their heart as I scraped by with inadequate health care. Rick Perry - the governor born in Haskell, enslaved to bad Baptist traditions and Methodist opinions, the man beholden to the fads of nondenominational crowds - looked on as I begged for a place to live. Congress did not look out for me. Supposed charities told me I lived on the wrong side of the tracks. Some said I must work 9 to 5 before I would qualify for any compassion. I was broken in the winter and they did what James said not to do, they said, ‘Be well and stay warm.’

So-called friends closed their hands and directed me to the poor house. I talked with government men and they showed me the door. I asked, ‘What then?’ 

An officer said with a fake smile, ‘The Indians have fat wallets, so go to them and beg.’ I could not get myself to beg at the feet of my fellow countrymen. I was unversed in begging and at the same time was experienced in showing compassion and preaching the Good News. My suffering opened my eyes and I saw the glory America saw in its early days.

In South Asia, years before this episode of my suffering in America, many missionaries of the iron cross did a fantastic job, but their efforts did not translate into modern life. Today, when the dollars, yen and euros come to the leaders of Christianity for the sake of the poor, the bishops use the goods for themselves. They erect fancy houses, drive a Lexus, invest in private farmland and put their mammon in hidden banks. Meanwhile, the lowly and the brokenhearted are swept under the rug.

Folks who receive gifts to help the poor have to one day give an answer. I will say that there are those who go against the grain and end up doing the will of Jesus. I commend them.

Holy Writ says Christ commissioned his students to go and proclaim the gospel all over. After Jesus arose, he dwelled with his earthly soldiers. 

The scroll called Mitzvot of the Apostles said that Jah in the flesh showed himself alive after his suffering by many proofs, being seen of them for over a month and speaking of the things that relate to the activity of the Messiah.

Thomas could not believe that the Son of God had risen from the dead. He is known as the emissary who had doubts. Jesus showed his hole in the side, where the Latin soldiers pierced him. Only then did Thomas the Jew believe. Thomas came to India to preach the everlasting message inspired by this.

The annals of history show that Thomas established 7 churches in my home state. Thomas was walking near a body of water and he saw people in the water, playing an ancient version of Marco Polo, and someone was throwing water in the air. He asked them if they could suspend the water in the air. ‘No one could do that!’ they thought. Thomas declared that the God he served could do that, sort of like when he did that at the Red Sea. The people told him that if he indeed could do so, then they would have faith in his God.

Thomas cradled the water in his hand and threw it into the air and said, ‘Cease!’ The H2O stopped in the air and 18 Hindu families received Messiah as their Redeemer as a result. That was the beginning of true religion in India.

Marco Polo was one of the travelers who came to India and saw Hebrews and Nazarenes. Marco Polo wrote about how followers of India’s most ancient pagan religion got along with Christians, who in turn got along with Judaism.

Many monarchs ruled in my state. Portugal, the Netherlands, France - they all came and ejaculated their seeds in the subcontinent.

But London won out. They sailed in and took over Indian politics, and ended up ruling for over 3 centuries. 

There is a dark and light side in the southern tip of India. Everyone in Kerala can read. Shuln dot the landscape, though they might be empty. There were myriads of Jews who lived in Kerala unmolested. When they first walked on the shores the king hugged them and aided them in business. I think my native nation is the only country where Jews were not kicked in the arse. The followers of Trimurti, the believers in Allah, and the adherents of the Trinity pitched their tents in Kerala, but most of the Jews followed the voice of Hashem and returned to their homeland, Israel.

I was born in a family somewhere between rich and poor. I lived in the core of the city, but most of my people from my maternal grandmother’s side hailed from a village far from the city. My maternal side embraced Christianity for a few generations, belonging to a mix of Protestant and Catholic sects. In latter days we embraced those who emphasized Acts 2. My mother’s family was held to the Church of England, which morphed into a group called the Assembly of the Subcontinent. 

My Mom received a fine education. In her puberty her Dad expired. He was laboring for the hospital. My grandfather was a nurse and many pagan families were his friends. He passed into the heavens when he was in his fourth decade of life. My mother was an only child.

My Dad knew my mother’s family, so he wedded my mother when she was in her teenage years. I was born when my Mom was considered too young to have a baby in America.

My grandfather’s house was huge. He was a giant and full of life. He served the Lutherans, so maybe because of them he was able to build a middle class house. He put together a temple later beside that house. He clung to a strict Hindu background. My Dad hated this. He used to cast down his idols, so my grandfather was angry enough to want to murder him. He sent angry spirits to my Dad, so my parents left the abode and rented a house. I was very little. My Dad did whatever jobs he could to put curry on the table and pay rent. My parents became fine Christians. When I was a baby my father got a secure job with the authorities.
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