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FOREWORD

In one of the most illuminating and dramatic encounters in human history, Jesus said to Pilate: “For this I was born, and for this I have come into the world, to bear witness to the truth. Everyone who is on the side of truth listens to my voice.” Pilate’s reply to this was: “Truth? What is that?”

Pilate knew that Jesus was not guilty of any crime, yet he sentenced Jesus to crucifixion. The “truth” of Jesus’ innocence was staring Pilate in the face, but he ignored it. Instead, he focused on the powers confronting him—the power of Caesar and the power of the Temple. Pilate sacrificed Jesus’ life and the truth to protect himself from the religious and political powers threatening him.

There is a hard, but extremely important lesson to be learned from this encounter: Truth is not defined by political power, nor by religious conviction. Jesus was not guilty of a crime merely because Temple authorities and Pilate’s sentence declared that he was, just as the sun did not revolve around the Earth merely because the Catholic Church for centuries decreed that it did. Truth is not determined by human desire, nor by human decree. Truth is the harmonization of the human mind and heart with what is.

It seems necessary to say these things because all too often power, common opinion, and tradition are taken-for-granted synonyms for truth. The Roman Catholic Church’s teaching on the Holy Family is a striking illustration of this. According to this teaching, Joseph never had conjugal relations with his wife; Mary gave birth to only one child, Jesus, and she was a virgin even at the time of her death; and Jesus never married.

Throughout twelve years of Catholic grade and high schools, plus an additional twenty-three years of Jesuit and priestly education, I was presented with this delineation of the Holy Family. Steeped in this tradition, and reinforced with the notion that “with God all things are possible,” I happily accepted this depiction as wholly consonant with the uniqueness of God’s revelations. In this frame of mind, I looked upon any challenge to the virginity of Mary, Joseph, or Jesus as a serious affront. Very much like Margaret Starbird, who was appalled and shattered to the core by the thesis that Jesus was married, I had regarded the church’s teachings on the chastity of the Holy Family as the sacrosanct “truth.”

But after ten years of research into the historical origins of the church’s laws regarding priestly celibacy, I finally realized that a serious bias, if not to say neurosis, permeated the church’s attitudes on conjugal intimacy. This bias, originating in Gnosticism and Manichaeanism, left a resounding message that conjugal intercourse was, at best, barely tolerable and, at worst, a sinful perpetuation of evil in the world.

Marcion, one of the most persuasive of the Gnostic Christians, allowed baptism and the Eucharist only to virgins, to widows, and to married couples who agreed to refrain from sex. Marcionites regarded nature as evil, and because they did not want to fill the Earth with more evil, they abstained from marriage. Julius Cassianus, another Gnostic, claimed that men became most like beasts during sexual intercourse and that Jesus had come to the Earth to prevent men from copulating. Saint Ambrose regarded marriage as a “galling burden” and urged anyone contemplating marriage to be mindful of the bondage and servitude of conjugal love. Tatian thought sexual intercourse was an invention of the devil and felt that the Christian life was “unthinkable outside the bounds of virginity.” Augustine said that nothing more brought “the manly mind down from the heights than a woman’s caresses and that joining of the bodies without which one cannot have a wife.” Justin Martyr was so suspicious of conjugal intercourse that he could not imagine Mary as sexually conceiving Jesus; he argued instead that Mary must have conceived while a virgin. Origen, who believed that Jesus had made a vow of perfect chastity, castrated himself.

So profoundly entrenched was this suspicion of marital intercourse that the church, starting in the fourth century, enacted laws for bidding married priests to have sex with their wives or to father children. When married priests refused to comply with these un-Christian and unethical laws, increasingly severe sanctions were imposed, including fines, public beatings, imprisonment, dismissal from the priesthood, invalidation of all priestly marriages, and papal directives ordering the wives and children of priests to be seized as slaves of the church.

My awakening to this sexual neurosis in church teaching and laws left me profoundly shaken. Was it possible that these distorted attitudes regarding conjugal intimacy had in some significant way helped to shape the church’s teachings on the Holy Family? Could it be that the church’s disdain of sexual intercourse had resulted in a delineation of Jesus, Mary, and Joseph that was untrue? What if, in fact, Jesus was not the only child Mary bore? In such a case, would not Mary herself be hurt by being regarded as the virgin mother of an only child? Would this not be a denial of her other children and an affront to the truth of her intimate love for her spouse? Would not this be a tremendous disservice to the Christian faith?

The Gospel of Matthew states, “While Jesus was still speaking to the people, behold, his mother and his brothers stood outside, asking to speak to him.” Mark 3:31 says, “And his mother and his brothers came, and standing outside they sent to him and called him.” Luke 8:19 states, “Then his mother and his brothers came to him, but they could not reach him for the crowd.” Matthew 13:55–56 says, “Is not his mother the woman called Mary, and his brothers James and Joseph and Simon and Jude? His sisters, too, are they not all here with us?” And Mark 6:3 says, “Is not this the carpenter, the son of Mary and brother of James and Joses and Jude and Simon, and are not his sisters here with us?” Saint Paul in I Corinthians 9:5 says, “Do we not have the right to be accompanied by a wife, as the other apostles and the brothers of the Lord, and Cephas?” This evidence from Scripture makes it very difficult to accept the nonscripturally based assertion by the church that Joseph and Mary had no children besides Jesus and that their marriage throughout was virginal.

Mary is not the virgin mother of an only child merely because church teaching says she is. There is a truth regarding her progeny and her spousal relationship with Joseph. It is professing that truth that honors them. If, indeed, Mary had several sons and daughters, as Scripture apparently attests, then we do her no honor by believing or asserting that she gave birth to only one child and that she died a virgin.

Similarly, Jesus is not celibate merely because the church teaches that he is. There is nothing in Scripture that proves that Jesus was married, nor is there anything in the Bible that says that Jesus was unmarried, nor that he made a promise or vow not to marry.

The Jewish scholar Ben-Chorin presents a “chain of indirect proofs” to support his belief that Jesus was married. In the time Jesus walked the Earth, Judaism regarded marriage as a fulfillment of God’s command to “be fruitful and multiply.” Luke 2:51–52 indicates that Jesus, living under the authority of his parents, “grew in wisdom, stature, and favor before God and men,” Ben-Chorin argues that it would have been quite likely that Jesus’ parents, as was the custom, would have sought out a suitable bride for him, and that Jesus, like every young man, especially those who studied the Torah, would have married. Moreover, if Jesus had not been married, he most certainly would have been reproached for this omission by those Pharisees who opposed him. And Saint Paul, in presenting reasons for supporting the value of celibacy, would undoubtedly have cited Jesus’ own life, had Jesus been celibate. But Saint Paul did not. Therefore, Ben-Chorin concludes, Jesus was married.

On the other hand, one has to ask, if Jesus married, why is there no specific mention of this or of his wife’s name in Scripture? Margaret Starbird’s answer to this is that the physical threat to his spouse’s life would have been reason enough to exclude his wife’s name from all contemporary written records. This explanation is very plausible, particularly in light of the severe persecutions of the earliest followers of Jesus. She goes on to say, “I cannot prove that Jesus was married or that Mary Magdalen was the mother of his child. . . . But I can verify that these are tenets of a heresy widely believed in the Middle Ages; that fossils of the heresy can be found in numerous works of art and literature; that it was vehemently attacked by the hierarchy of the established Church of Rome; and that it survived in spite of relentless persecution.”

Questioning the tenets of one’s faith can be extremely difficult and threatening, particularly when dealing with the emotionally charged issue of the sexual identity of the Holy Family. It is far more comfortable to accept the official teaching and tradition as the sole truth. Although the Catholic Church has made numerous and wonderfully positive contributions to the development of spirituality and civilization, its attitude on human sexuality has manifested serious flaws. If these flaws have created an untrue image of Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, then it is incumbent upon conscientious Christians to do everything possible to discover the truth about the Holy Family. Such a quest will undoubtedly require sacrifice and will expose the searchers to abuse and ridicule. Courage and a profound respect for the truth are necessary virtues for this pilgrimage, as the journey is fraught with threats, allurements, and deceptions.

This book is a courageous exploration of an extremely delicate question. It attempts to discover the meaning of the Holy Grail and to restore the lost bride of Jesus. Whether or not Jesus was married has yet to be proved, and the author herself admits that her own findings, as informative and significant as they are, do not prove her thesis. But until the church can offer real proof that Jesus was celibate, those who search with their minds and hearts and souls for the truth about Jesus and his family should not be feared or scorned, but greatly commended.

Rev. Terrance A. Sweeney, Ph.D.

Sherman Oaks, California

January 1993
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PREFACE

Institutional Christianity, which has nurtured Western civilization for nearly two thousand years, may have been built over a gigantic flaw in doctrine—a theological “San Andreas Fault”: the denial of the feminine. For years I had a vague feeling that something was radically wrong with my world, that for too long the feminine in our culture had been scorned and devalued. But it was not until 1985 that I encountered documented evidence of a devastating fracture in the Christian story. On the recommendation of a close friend who knew of my intense interest in Judeo-Christian Scriptures and the origins of Christianity, I read a book in April 1985 entitled The Holy Blood and the Holy Grail, which was published in the United States as Holy Blood, Holy Grail. I was frankly appalled.

My first impression of Holy Blood, Holy Grail was that the authors, Michael Baigent, Richard Leigh, and Henry Lincoln, had to be wrong. Their book seemed to border on blasphemy. At its core was the suggestion that Jesus Christ was married to the “other Mary” found in the Gospels. She is the one called “the Magdalen,” the woman shown in Western art carrying an alabaster jar—the saint whom the church calls a penitent prostitute. I was not merely shocked by this suggestion, I was shattered. How could the church have failed to mention this if it were true? So important an allegation could not have been overlooked for the entire two thousand years of church history! Yet the evidence compiled by the authors of Holy Blood, Holy Grail suggested that the truth had been ruthlessly suppressed by the Inquisition for centuries.

Being a faithful daughter of the Roman Catholic Church, I immediately assumed that the authors of the heretical book were mistaken. But their central thesis—that Jesus had been married—gave me no rest. It haunted me. What if it were true? What if Mary Magdalen, the wife of Jesus, had somehow been deleted from the story, and what if the infant church had then continued to develop without her gentle presence?

Pondering the implications of that terrible loss to the church and to humanity became unbearable for me. In tears, I prayed about this heretical version of the Gospel. I knew that I had to find the truth. Armed with an academic background in comparative literature, medieval studies, linguistics, and Scripture studies, I dried my tears and set out to research the heresy, assuming that I would soon be able to refute its tenets. The book had touched on many areas of my own special interest and expertise: religion, medieval civilization, art, literature, and symbolism. I had taught Bible study and religious education for years, so I knew the terrain.

In the beginning, I thought that debunking the heresy would be a simple matter. I went directly to the paintings of artists implicated by the authors of Holy Blood, Holy Grail as having been in collusion with the Grail heresy. I examined symbols in these works, cross-referencing them with watermarks of the Albigensians (heretics who flourished in the south of France around A.D. 1020–1250), which I had found years before in an obscure work by Harold Bayley called The Lost Language of Symbolism. I was disconcerted to discover that the works of these medieval artists contained obvious references in support of the Grail heresy. Unable to refute the heresy based on their work, I continued my quest.

My research eventually drew me deep into European history, heraldry, the rituals of Freemasonry, medieval art, symbolism, psychology, mythology, religion, and the Hebrew and Christian Scriptures. Everywhere I looked, I found evidence of the feminine that had been lost or denied in the Judeo-Christian tradition and of the various attempts to restore the Bride to her once-cherished status. The more deeply involved I became with the material, the more obvious it became that there was real substance in the theories set forth in Holy Blood, Holy Grail. And gradually I found myself won over to the central tenets of the Grail heresy, the very theory I had originally set out to discredit.

In amassing material for this book, I have operated under the assumption that where there is smoke, there is fire. When so much evidence from so many diverse sources can be assembled to attest to a single hypothesis, there is good reason to take that hypothesis seriously. Thus, there could easily be some truth in the rumors that have persisted for two thousand years, surfacing most recently for all to see in the film versions of Godspell, Jesus Christ Superstar, and The Last Temptation of Christ, movies which depict the relationship of Jesus and Mary Magdalen as one of special intimacy and significance.

Of course, I cannot prove that the tenets of the Grail heresy are true—that Jesus was married or that Mary Magdalen was the mother of his child. I cannot even prove that Mary Magdalen was the woman with the alabaster jar who anointed Jesus at Bethany. But I can verify that these are tenets of a heresy widely believed in the Middle Ages; that fossils of the heresy can be found in numerous works of art and literature; that it was vehemently attacked by the hierarchy of the established Church of Rome; and that it survived in spite of relentless persecution.

The heresy that kept alive the other version of the life of Jesus was ruthlessly hunted down, tried, and sentenced to extinction. But the story of the Sacred Bridegroom/King of Israel proved too virulent even for the Inquisition. It kept cropping up again and again, like a sturdy vine that spreads underground and then surfaces. It appeared in places where the Inquisition and the establishment could not root it out—in the folk tales of Europe, its art, and its literature—always hidden, often coded in symbol, but ubiquitous. It kept alive the hopes of the Davidic bloodline, which was often called the “Vine.”

There are several distinct possibilities regarding this heresy of Jesus’ marriage. Perhaps it was true and survived because its adherents not only believed but knew it to be true (perhaps through some proof, such as the famed “treasure of the Templars,” in the form of authentic documents or artifacts); or perhaps it was promulgated in an attempt to restore the lost feminine principle to Christian dogma, which was clearly unbalanced in favor of the masculine.

This restoration of the balance of opposites, the foundation of classical philosophy, must have been understood as necessary for the well-being of civilization. The cult of the feminine flourished in Provence in the twelfth century. Concurrent attempts of the Jewish Cabalists to restore “Lady Matronit” as the lost consort of Yahweh in Jewish mythology attest to the fact that such restoration of the feminine was considered important, indeed vital. A similar movement is afoot today in the Western world, tapping into Jungian studies in psychology, Asian understanding of yin/yang and Goddess awareness. Also significant are the numerous recent apparitions of the Virgin Mary—“Our Lady, Queen of Peace”—the only Goddess image allowed in Christianity, and her icons, which have been seen to shed tears in Christian churches worldwide. These phenomena have been widely reported in the media in recent years. The church cannot claim that there is no message. Even the stones cry out! The scorned and forgotten feminine is begging to be acknowledged and embraced in our modern age.

The loss of the feminine has had a disastrous impact on our culture. Both male and female are deeply wounded as the second millennium of Christianity draws to a close. The gifts of the feminine have not been fully accepted or appreciated. Meanwhile, the masculine, frustrated by an inability to channel its energies in harmony with a well-developed feminine, continues to lead with the sword arm, brandishing weapons recklessly, often lashing out with violence and destruction.

In the ancient world, the balance of opposite energies was understood and honored. But in our modern world, male attributes and attitudes have dominated. It is a short step from the worship of the power and glory of the male/solar principle to “son worship,” a cult that too often produces a spoiled and immature male—angry, frustrated, bored, and often dangerous. Eventually, unable to integrate with his “other half,” the masculine suffers burnout. The end result of the devalued feminine principle is not just environmental pollution, hedonism, and rampant crime—the ultimate end is holocaust.

This book is an exploration of the heresy of the Holy Grail and an argument for the restoration of the wife of Jesus based on important circumstantial evidence. It is also a quest for the meaning of the Lost Bride in the human psyche in the hope that her return to our paradigm for wholeness will help to heal the wasteland.

In this book, I have recorded the results of my personal search for the Lost Bride in the Christian story. I have tried to explain how she came to be lost and how devastating that loss has been for Western civilization. And I have tried to envision what would happen if the Bride were to be restored to the paradigm.

The years I have spent researching this material have taken their toll. I did not take the story lightly. I have struggled with the material in this book, wrestling with it to give it form and substance. The labor was both long and difficult. At times I feared it would turn me inside out. Doctrines I had believed on faith had to be uprooted and discarded, and new beliefs had to be sown and allowed to take root. The entire Roman Catholic framework of my childhood had to be dismantled to uncover the dangerous fault in the foundation and then the belief system carefully rebuilt when the fissure had been sealed. This process has taken seven years. At some point, I gave up being an apologist for doctrine and embarked on a quest for truth. I am excruciatingly aware that my conclusions are not orthodox, but that does not mean that they are untrue.

Many people are becoming increasingly aware of the chasm between the discoveries of modern Bible scholars and the version of Christianity taught from the pulpits of churches. I hope this book will serve as a bridge that spans this gap. While I was a student at Vanderbilt Divinity School in Nashville, Tennessee, in 1988 and 1989, I discovered that many illuminating books written by Scripture scholars lie fallow on library shelves for decades without ever being read or noticed, partly because of the dryness of their style and diction. For this reason, I decided to write in the vernacular. I have included footnotes when necessary, but basically I have told the story in a form that can be easily received and digested. A friend once told me that instead of grinding my offering of grain and baking it, I tend to dump it by the bushel into people’s laps. In this book, I have attempted both to grind the grain and to bake it into a nourishing loaf.

In writing this book, I have taken the liberty of comparing passages in several Bibles and choosing the wordings that best expressed the meanings I was trying to convey. The Bible I have used for years and from which the majority of my quotations are taken is the Saint Joseph New Catholic Edition (1963), only because it is the Bible with which I am most familiar. In several cases, the text chosen was from the New International Version (NIV) of 1978 and is so identified. I have tried to be consistent in using the names and numbering for the books and psalms found in the Protestant canon of the Bible because these are most widely recognized.

It is my hope that this book will inspire others to begin their own personal quests for a most precious treasure of Christianity, a “pearl of great price”: the Holy Grail.


PROLOGUE

MIRIAM OF THE GARDEN

This prologue, “Miriam of the Garden,” is a fictional short story, a plausible setting for the rest of this non-fiction book. It is based on the Gospel narratives and cultural milieu of first-century Judea. Facts gleaned from Scripture and other contemporary sources create a reasonably accurate picture of how that story might have been—the Greatest Story Never Told.

In this fictional prologue, the Hebrew names Yeshua, Miriam, and Yosef are used for Jesus, Mary, and Joseph.

She shivered, gathering her cloak closer around her slim body. It was cool now. The blazing sun had set beyond the garden wall, beyond the Temple on Mount Sion. The fragrances of the garden lulled her, easing her taut nerves as she sat huddled on the stone bench under the almond tree. The silver of the waning moon cast shadows on the path. She rubbed her toe in the soft dust, forming gentle mounds in the loose earth.

A light step on the path startled her. She tried to discern the figure whose face was in shadow and whose form was enshrouded in a dark cloak. The man observed her for a moment in silence. Like a bird, he thought—so vulnerable. He spoke softly, trying to dispel her fear. “Shalom, Miriam. It is I, Yosef”

The slim figure before him relaxed visibly at the sound of his familiar voice. “Oh, Yosef,” Her voice caught. He gazed at her with compassion. She was pale and shaken, engulfed in sorrow. He reached out his hand, an involuntary gesture spanning the fragrant darkness that separated them in the moonlit garden.

“Yosef” she whispered, “I’m not sure I can bear it. He tried to warn me, and I thought I understood” She was trembling, shaking in the darkness.

Yosef reached for her shoulders and held her firmly. He had not realized the depth of his own pain until now. Her long, dark hair gleamed in the moonlight, her eyes glistened with tears.

“Miriam,” he said softly. He hesitated. Was she not distressed enough already? But he had promised his friend that he would protect her. And there was only one way: they must leave immediately, under cover of darkness. There was no telling when the authorities might come looking for her.

“Miriam, I have received a warning. We must leave Jerusalem—tonight. It is not safe for you to remain here. Pilate and Herod Antipas may be searching for you.”

She turned away, gazing off into the shadows. Slowly she turned again to look at him. “You think it is necessary for me to flee?” Her whisper was barely audible.

He hesitated. “Yes, Miriam. It is the only way. I promised Yeshua that I would protect you with my life. There is no choice.”

She nodded. “Yes, Yosef. I know. He read to me the words of Micah, the prophet. I understand. It is for the promise. I will do as you suggest. But what of Martha and Lazarus?”

Yosef shook his head. “I did not even tell them where we are going. I have told them that I will hide you in the city. No one is to know that we are gone until the danger is past. For now they will remain here. They will say that you are ill so that perhaps you will not be missed. We will send for them later.”

Yosef had it all planned: they would travel as father and daughter, attracting as little attention as possible. No one must guess the identity of the young woman traveling at his side. The authorities would expect them to escape by sea, so the ports would be the most dangerous. Instead, he had chosen to flee by the land route across the desert. He had packed a few necessities for the journey and would rely on friends to supply their needs at their destination. They would flee into Egypt—to Alexandria.

He smiled a wan smile. Her youth and beauty were so appealing. The Magdal-eder, daughter of Sion, “the tower of the flock.” She must go into the fields, to live in exile, just as the prophet Micah had warned. But through her, dominion would one day be restored to Sion. Again he marveled at his friend who had shown them the verses in Micahs prophecy telling of this exile and the ultimate return and restoration of David’s royal house. He, Yosef of Arimathea, had been charged with the responsibility for her safety. He would not fail his friend.

“We will go now,” he told her softly. “I have our donkeys tethered at the gate. I have spoken with Lazarus and Martha. We will send for them when the danger is past. I promise.”

She knew he was right. She had known all day that it would be necessary to flee from the jealous hatred of Herod Antipas, so insecure on his throne that he could tolerate no rival. And from the Romans, too; they feared an insurrection of the Jewish nation. The hatred of the Jews for the Roman forces of occupation was intense, and their love and enthusiasm for the Son of David who had been so brutally executed could kindle a revolution at any moment. Better that she flee, lest rumors of the body’s disappearance spark a suicidal confrontation of the people with the power of the Roman legions. She understood, young as she was. Her husband had explained it all to her, holding her gently afterward while she buried her tears in the warmth of his shoulder. He had tried to comfort her, and she had tried for his sake to be brave. But she had failed, and she had seen in his eyes the anguish he felt for her.

“I am ready, Yosef. Let us go.” Silently she gazed around the garden, breathing in the scent of lime and lilies, the dust in the air. I am leaving my home, she thought—probably forever. My brother and sister, the house where we grew up, the garden where we played. The garden where I first met my Lord. Our enclosed garden. She paused, remembering.

Taking Miriam by the hand, Yosef walked slowly toward the gate, the cool dust of the path pressing against their feet in open sandals. He helped his friend’s widow mount the waiting donkey and untied it. Walking slowly, his staff in his hand, he led the donkeys away from the villa. Occasionally he glanced up at Miriam. She appeared to have lapsed into an internal world of her own and no longer seemed aware of him. He walked beside her in silent communion, leading her out of the village and down the winding road, away from the home of her youth, away from Bethany and the Mount of Olives and out into the desert, their path brightly lit by the moon.

She could smell and taste the grit, windborne on the desert. Her lips were parched, her eyes burning; she kept them half closed to protect them from the blazing sun and the stinging sand. She drew her cloak closer, shielding herself from the hostile elements in a cocoon of white wool. Yosef walked silently by her side, lost in his own thoughts, occasionally seeking assurance that she was not too tired or parched—careful for her comfort, yet knowing that they must continue quickly on their way.

She sat rocking gently back and forth on the back of the donkey, her thoughts drifting again as they had off and on for days. Her reverie was unbroken by outside distractions, for the landscape was unchanging. She remembered when she had met Yeshua. She had been sitting alone on the bench in the walled garden of her home in Bethany. Her brother Lazarus had brought Yeshua into the garden and had walked with him there in the cool shade, unaware of her presence. She had heard of this man Yeshua—who had not? He was acclaimed throughout Judea. She knew how much her brother admired him. Now, seeing him, she had felt drawn to him as well. He was taller than average, with long, lean lines and beautiful hands. His hair and beard were neatly trimmed, his eyes dark and intense. But the most compelling aspect of the man was his calm assurance, an air of authority and integrity that enhanced his stature.

Then Lazarus had looked up and discovered her, silent under the almond tree. He had drawn Yeshua toward her and spoken her name. But no introduction had been necessary, because as they looked at one another for the first time, she had realized that he knew her already.

He had smiled: “Shalom.”

“Peace and well-being.” She had answered his time-honored greeting, and in his look she had known herself to be beautiful. She could feel it in his eyes. She knew then that she would always love this Yeshua, her brother’s friend. She had looked down in confusion, blushing, her long, dark tresses falling forward to hide her face.

“I will find Martha and prepare something for your refreshment,” she had murmured. And she had fled from the garden, almost tripping in her haste.

Several months later, they had married. She smiled now, remembering how surprised she had been when Lazarus had come to her with the news that he had accepted the Galilean stranger as his brother-in-law. An heiress of the lands bordering Jerusalem, she was to be the bride of Yeshua of Nazareth, born of the lineage of David the King.

The marriage had dynastic importance, uniting the families of those true friends—David, son of Jesse, and Jonathan, son of Saul. Their friendship was a story that had been told for centuries in every Jewish home. Her marriage to Yeshua was political, Lazarus had explained to her, but it was also a fulfillment of prophecy. Lazarus and his Zealot friends were convinced that the Herodian tetrarchs who collaborated with the Romans had usurped the throne of David. They were also convinced that God would send them a Davidic Messiah who would deliver the nation from the tyranny of Rome and bring about the era of peace and prosperity promised by their prophets. The stranger from Galilee had the correct genealogy; and was he not also a worker of miracles and wonders, healing the sick and casting out demons? Clearly he was God’s choice. Now he must choose his bride from the tribe of Benjamin, for it was written in the first book of the Torah that the silver chalice was hidden in the sack of Benjamin. According to their inspired teachers, this meant that a woman from Benjamin’s tribe would be the instrument for the reconciliation and healing of Israel.

None of this had mattered to Miriam. The elders could give any reason they wanted for their decision. They could not hear her blood singing in her veins, could not hear her heart’s silent song: It does not matter why he chooses me; it matters only that I am chosen!

Pondering all these things, she had sought refuge in the walled garden, her shaded bench under the almond tree. Later Yeshua had found her there. Standing silent before her, he had held out his hand. She had looked up, hesitating, then shyly reached out to accept it. And every wound she had ever known had been healed.

They had celebrated their marriage at the house of Simon the leper. Only a few close friends and their families had attended. It was considered necessary to keep the marriage as quiet as possible lest Herod Antipas discover that an heiress of Benjamin had been united in marriage to an heir of David. Miriam had not cared that she would not be acknowledged in public as the wife of Yeshua. It had mattered only that she was the bride of the tall Galilean whose dark eyes caressed her, making her joyful, making her whole.

The wedding guests had been jubilant, believing that David’s line would be restored and Sion liberated. All nations would then flock to Jerusalem to worship the Holy One in his Temple, and God’s Word spoken through the Hebrew prophets would be fulfilled. The stone water jars of Judaism had today been filled with a new wine, the messianic hope for the future.

Miriam had sat quietly at the side of her husband, slim and lovely, her dark eyes shining. She had understood the political objectives of her brother and his Zealot friends, but they had not seemed relevant. All that had been important to her was the tall, handsome husband to whom she was now committed. The promise of the psalmist was tucked away in her heart: “Thy wife shall be as a fruitful vine in the recesses of your home.” Amen. Shalom.
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