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Author’s Note


This book is a work of fiction, narrated from the point of view of a man named Joseph, the nephew of Jesus, a Joseph writing in or around 75 CE who in no way has ever existed anywhere except in the author’s imagination. I have conceived of Joseph as a former Essene and now an Ebionite (or the Ebionim), those Jews who followed the Way of Jesus as taught by James the Just, Jesus’ brother and the first leader of the Jerusalem Church on Mount Zion. The Ebionites all but vanished into history after the early Church Fathers selected the theology of St. Paul to be orthodox and declared the Ebionites and other groups heretical. However, as I tell my literature students, even fiction can often reveal great truths. It is up to the reader to discover them.





Note on the Manuscript


For the sake of clarity, I have changed many words or names to their modern-day counterparts: for example, Anatolia becomes Turkey; or I have used a modern-day name as a synonym, e.g., Joseph will write “The Great Sea” but sometimes use “the Mediterranean,” or he will say “school” most of the time instead of bet sefer or yeshiva; or he will use “bath” interchangeably with mikveh, and so on. For simplicity, I also have him writing “Jew” interchangeably with “Judean” or “Israelite” or “Hebrew”; and “Israel,” “Judea,” “Palestine,” etc. for the same basic provincial territory; and “Qumran” instead of “Secacah.” In the same vein, he will write “church” or “church-house,” or “Bishop” or “deacon,” although assuredly those words did not exist at the time. Likewise, I have also called months by the names with which most readers will be familiar (e.g., October, May, etc.) even though the Hebrew calendar is very different (Rosh Hashanah, the Jewish new year or the Feast of Trumpets, most often falls in September, and the names of the month are, obviously, different.) I have also deliberately avoided giving actual years because our modern calendar differs from the various calendars of the time period under consideration. The reader may count the years if he or she pleases. If so, I’m working from the scholarly assumption that the historical Jesus was born in about 6 BCE and died in about 30 CE, although many good arguments (some of which I have also adapted) place his death squarely in 33 CE (hence the “historic earthquake” on April 3rd, 33 CE, which geological evidence seems to support, although the actual dates necessitate a broader window of about 26-36 CE). Where there are errors, they are either intentional for the sake of narrative fiction, or they are a failure of my own scholarship and that of no one else.





The Disciples


James the Just, the brother of Yeshua and first head of the Jerusalem Church


Jude, the brother of Yeshua, who is called Thomas or Didymus, the twin


Philip*


Simon, called Peter or Cephas, “the rock”*


Simon Peter’s brother Andrew*


Nathanael, whose parents were of that land called Nubia*


Judas Iscariot, the treasurer, son of a wealthy Jerusalem merchant, the betrayer


James, son of Zebedee, called Thaddeus, “my heart”


John, son of Zebedee, brother of James and called “the beloved”


Matthew, the tax collector


Simon, the ex-Sicarii called “the Zealot”


Bartholomew, the freed slave


Mary of Magdala, sister of Philip and who replaced Judas Iscariot


*originally followers of John the Baptizer





Prologue


I was at prayer. Then, the pounding of running feet and the frenzied shouts of men outside the church-house donated by Eleazar startled me. I rose, left the courtyard, hastening down the corridor, and emerged, blinking, into the hot street.


Simon Peter’s son, Mark, was with me, and someone rushing past saw us. He stopped, grabbing Mark’s arm, pulling at it, fear in his voice as he addressed me.


“Hurry, Joseph, the priests have James,” he said.


By that, he meant my uncle. Panic throttled me. Mark swore an oath under his breath, and we both joined the crowd hurrying up the hill towards the Temple Mount.


Mark, as Peter’s son, had had his own problems with the High Priest Ananus ben Ananus—another of the Annas family, that same family whose High Priest Caiphas had arranged the crucifixion of my uncle Yeshua—and Mark was about ten years older than I, but he doggedly kept pace with me, the younger man in my thirties, as we sprinted towards the Temple. The dust kicked up in front of us by others running clogged my nostrils and filled my mouth, so I pulled my tallit over my face to keep from choking.


The people were all gathered at the corner of the eastern wall of the Temple, calling up to the priests to stop. You must understand: my uncle James, called the Just, was loved by all, Jew and Yeshua-follower alike; he led our Jerusalem church-house, the Mother Church, and also spoke in many synagogues and was the holiest of men. He never broke the Laws of Moses; he counseled love and humility, kept very little for himself except for what he needed to live on and otherwise gave all his money to the poor, just as his brother, Yeshua, had taught us. He prayed so much that great calluses covered his knees. James had never spoken against the High Priest, except to say that the man was failing in his duty to the Law to not share the Temple tithes with the rabbis of Judea.


Now we could see from the street that the Temple guards had seized James and the priests were hurling epithets at him, some of them beating him about the head and on his body, demanding that he renounce the blasphemy of the false Messiah.


“Stop! Stop this madness!” The cries around us got louder as we saw the guards drag James close to the wall, a half-dozen priests and Ananus following closely.


“Do not interfere! He has blasphemed against God!” Ananus called down to the crowd. “You all know the punishment for this sin.”


“He’s entitled to a trial,” growled Mark. He raised his voice. “Ananus, you know that the prefect must agree with your sentence.”


“But he is not here, is he?” called down another priest, and it was true. The Roman prefect, Festus, had recently died, and the new prefect from Rome had not yet arrived to take his place. I gasped at this realization. There was no one in any official capacity to stop them.


“You must not do this thing!” I called up, but my cries, and those of the crowd, went unheeded.


James, who was nigh near to seventy at this time, was not resisting. I could see his lips moving in prayer, and then it was as if time slowed down, and the next few seconds seemed to take an interminable number of hours.


At Ananus’ order, the guards lifted the aged James, and as the people below, including me, including Mark, shouted in anguish, the guards threw him over the wall. James tumbled, his cloak whipping about him, crying out a most horrible cry, and then his frail body hit the ground with a thud. Everyone gasped. James lay still at first, then began moaning. His right leg was twisted in a most abnormal way, and it was clear the bones of that leg had shattered.


We could all see James lying there, now writhing and crying out in pain, but we could not get to him easily, for the eastern wall of the Temple backed up against the drop-off to the Kidron Valley. Still, Mark and I, and some others, began making our way to him, slipping and sliding on the rocky slope. Mark lost his footing and I grabbed his arm before he could fall, although his knee went down and was slashed by the rocks and pebbles. Choking back tears, horrified by what we had just witnessed, we continued on.


Then the priests, seeing that James had not died from the fall, began hurling stones down from the Temple Mount onto him. Those evil men—the lot all misguided Sadducees—must have planned this sentence for James, just as the Annas family had planned Yeshua’s, and had gathered a pile of rocks in advance for their wicked purpose. Some of the stones came deathly near to us the closer we got to my suffering uncle.


“If we hit one of you, we will not take responsibility!” called down Ananus; and Mark let loose a stream of oaths, promising revenge that I knew he would never take, because our Lord had forbidden it, but Mark, much like his father Simon Peter had been, was a man of great temper and often rashly loosened his lips to vent rage.


And then it happened. A large stone, well aimed, was dropped directly on top of James’s head, crushing his skull.


His groans stopped, and he was still, blood forming a pool around him.


The priests turned and left the edge of the wall as a great wail went up from the crowd.


I finally reached my uncle’s side and knelt next to him, lifting my eyes to heaven, weeping, keening a cry of grief that grew louder and louder until I thought my heart would burst.


“Why, God?”


* * *


James the Just, brother of the Lord, was buried in the Kidron Valley by us that very day, as the Law requires the dead must be buried before sunset. Mark, I, and some others carried his body down the slope into the valley, while others went to fetch a linen shroud to wrap his body in and water with which to wash and purify him. Still others dug a pit for the burial. A rabbi from one of the synagogues, a man named Samuel, who had much loved James and admired his wisdom—although Samuel did not view Yeshua as the Messiah but only as a prophet—came to bless the body. I, as James’s nephew, also said a few words and prayed aloud to God, and inside my heart I prayed that James and Yeshua would reunite in heaven and continue in the afterworld in service to the Lord. We tenderly laid James into the ground with his head facing the Temple then filled in the grave with dirt. The gravesite was marked by a stone, and all those who were there vowed to take up a collection to purchase a small stele and carve the name of James into it to mark his burial site in a fashion more befitting someone of James’s status.


What is not known is that a few nights later, Mark, I, and some other trusted members of the church-house returned well after sunset, about halfway through the moon’s ascent into the heavens, as all in Jerusalem slept, to the site where James was buried. There is, of course, no Law that says a body cannot be moved after it is buried. And there was a tomb for the family of Yeshua, a tomb that had been kept secret ever since it was first hewn at the beginning of my uncle’s ministry.


We placed James’s body onto a stretcher, filled the burial pit back in, then tamped down the soil and kicked stones over all to make the grave appear undisturbed. (Eventually the promised headstone—or stele—was erected, and no one else was any the wiser that James no longer rested there.)


No, we carried James stealthily in the night several miles to the property of the family of Joseph of Arimathea, who had, along with the Essenes, paid to have a simple family tomb constructed for the family of Yeshua. At the beginning of Yeshua’s ministry, since he was to be the Messiah, it had seemed only fitting to have such a tomb hewn into the rock, although it was very humble and small. The only decoration on the outside was carved over the entrance: a pyramid shape with a circle representing the sun. This was done to honor Yeshua as both Messiah and avatar of the Great Brotherhood, a body of mystics representing many lands and religions, to which Yeshua had belonged. He had taken his final initiation before his ministry in the Great Pyramid in Egypt—an honor bestowed upon only the most worthy of initiates.


When we rolled back the stone and brought James into the tomb, we laid him into one of the niches, or loculi. The custom was to let the body decompose, and return a year later to place the bones into a limestone box called an ossuary.


I paused a time as the others waited outside for me, for this was also my family tomb. In it were my grandfather Joseph, after whom I was named, the first to have been laid in, his bones dug up from his grave in Nazareth and moved to the tomb shortly after its construction. The next to go in was Yeshua himself, in secret, several nights after his crucifixion. I walked over to the ossuary in which laid his bones and rested my hand upon it for a moment, my head bowed in reverence.


“Uncle,” I said, “James is now here with you, gathered also to the bones of his father.”


My grandmother Mary was in the tomb, and my other uncle Joses, also my aunt and a cousin, and finally my own beloved wife, who had died of a sickness not long after giving birth to our only child and daughter, Rachel. It was then, and remains, my hope that one day my own bones will be placed into the ossuary with those of my wife. How I have longed to join her!


The remains of Mary of Magdala, although she was not a family member, rested additionally in this tomb, for she had no tomb when she returned to Jerusalem from her travels in Gaul, and it had seemed only right and fitting for her to be laid here with Yeshua, as she had been a beloved disciple and apostle.


Tears streaking my cheeks, I knelt and scratched with my knife the words “James, son of Joseph, brother of Yeshua” onto the side of the ossuary that would hold James’s bones when we returned in a year. I then returned and looked upon my uncle’s shrouded body.


“Bless you, James, and may we meet again in the Kingdom of Heaven,” I said.


I left the tomb, and we all rolled the stone back into place. I did not know then that the next time I visited the tomb would be my last.


* * *


The death of my uncle James, now some thirteen years ago, was the catalyst sparking off all Israel’s descent into utter chaos, when the people had finally had enough of the Romans and their puppet Herodian kings and enough of the Sadducee priests who colluded with them both, so the rebels—the Zealots and Sicarii— stepped up their actions after James’s death, but to no avail. Rome merely further tightened its grip on us. The priesthood, for the most part, became even more corrupt and Ananus positively unbearable, even though the new prefect sent him to Herod Agrippa to depose him for what he had done to James, when the Pharisees complained of this illegal execution on the arrival of the prefect. Yet that was the only action he had taken, so the Annas family still controlled the Sanhedrin. Finally, some four years after James died, the entire province of Palestine—Galilee, Samaria, and Judea—erupted into full-fledged rebellion. During the worst of it, brother turned on brother, and within the walls of the Holy City itself, under siege by the Roman emperor’s son Titus, rebel Jewish faction at last turned against rebel Jewish faction. Jews were killing Jews.


At first I had thought then, including even Simon, the last and youngest of Yeshua’s brothers and who had taken over the head of the Mother Church to replace James as Bishop of Bishops, that finally, the prophesied End of Times had arrived, but that did not happen. No, despite our taking early victories, the Romans destroyed us, carrying away many Jews as slaves, burning Jerusalem, and throwing down the Temple. Titus stole the Temple treasury, the great golden Menorah, the table for the shewbread, and many other holy objects that to him were nothing but gold to be seized as booty.


Our beautiful Temple no longer stands, and only the pitiful western wall that had served as part of the foundation for the Temple platform itself remains.


Yeshua’s prophecy that no stone would be left standing of the Temple, a prophecy he’d made some forty years before, has therefore now been fulfilled. All is destroyed, not just the Holy City, but even remote Qumran, where I was in my twenties as a brother of the Community of the Yahad, and so many held dear to me have now died or been martyred.


Why am I even alive?


I am approaching fifty, considered an aged man. I should be dead. In terrible moments of the blackest despair, I wish I were dead. Yet my uncle Simon still lives, and he is almost eighty, and he forges on, resolutely.


I suppose I have survived because I reside in Pella, in the Decapolis territory, which was to where Simon, we Ebionites, and about half of the Essene Brethren from Qumran fled when the rebellion broke out. We are all Followers of the Way, Jews who are followers of the Messiah Yeshua—and war is never the Way, as our Lord and Master instructed us.


And now I sit here, at this table banged together from scraps of wood scavenged from here and there, in the little church-house I oversee. I live here with my daughter, Rachel, who preaches most eloquently, and her husband, Daniel, who farms. And I am thinking about something my uncle Yeshua once said to me when I was but a child of three, almost four, when most of the family and a crowd of followers came with him to Jerusalem to celebrate the Passover. I did not know then that Yeshua would be crucified just two days later.


Yeshua had said to me, squatting in front of me, reaching out to tousle my hair, then looking intently at me with his soft eyes, “One day, my nephew, you will set down my story the way it really happened.”


Perhaps I have lived to fulfill these words as well. And then I can finally die.





Aleph: Birth and Early Life





Chapter One


I am Joseph ben Jude, my father the brother of our Master Yeshua, and, like his brother James the Just, one of Yeshua’s disciples. As Yeshua’s nephew, I am also of the one hundred and twenty. Having now determined to set down my uncle Yeshua’s story, I’ve asked my daughter, Rachel, to procure for me many sheets of parchment made of goat skin—for it is a long tale—and to obtain for me several reed pens. The ink I have made myself out of charcoal, for much of my life I was a weaver of textiles, even though that is considered by most to be women’s work, and ink is easier to make than the dyes I once created. I am proud of my occupation as weaver. In my earlier life I tended a few sheep that provided my wool, or I gathered flax, and I was well known as a maker of garments whose dyes held their color, including even the famous blue dye that no one can copy unless they know its secret; and when I was in Qumran in my twenties, I was weaver of the white linen robes worn there by the Brethren. After my sojourn in Qumran, I traveled the land to preach the Way of my uncle Yeshua, and I sold my textiles—garments, scarves, cloaks, prayer shawls, even mats—in the forums, or marketplaces, to earn my living. Truly, my aging hands are no longer nimble, so Rachel has learned spinning and weaving from me and now does most of that work; but, if I go slowly, certainly I can write. Now, I concede that my Greek is only passable. I am no great wielder of words as was Homer. But, I will use Greek since it is now the common written language. I would hire a scribe to take down my words, for that would be easier, but that seems to me a waste of coins better spent on the poor since I am perfectly capable of writing this narrative myself.


I will confess I’m also using Greek because I harbor a silent wish: if it is the will of God, may these words one day make their way to the Gentile converts brought to Yeshua by Paul, that self-appointed apostle. Paul, may peace be upon him, never knew Yeshua as did my family, and I have heard some letters of Paul’s read aloud in church-houses as I sat there flinching at his words, so I must be clear: Paul did not have authority from either the Mother Church, or James, designated the First Bishop by Yeshua, to serve as an apostle. Paul was given permission by James to preach the Word and the Way to the Gentiles, but James never made him an apostle, and then Paul, sadly, strayed from the path. Even Simon Peter, as stubborn and suspicious as he was, had been willing at first to give Paul a chance, but he ultimately came to consider the man untrustworthy for his distortions and rejection of the Law, and Peter came to speak of Paul most bitterly. This was because Paul began adding his own interpretations and theology to what he’d been told of Yeshua’s teachings, attaching his own meaning to Yeshua’s spiritual Resurrection, and he began teaching that one could be saved through faith alone and not also through good works.


My uncle James and my father, Jude, tried to correct this misperception by sending letters of their own to the various churches, but I am not sure that their words have struck the mark. Therefore, the situation we, the Ebionites (it means “the poor men”) find ourselves in at present lies heavy with irony: some Jews hate us because they think we believe, like the pagan converts, that Yeshua is a god, or the literal Son of God, yet we do not, for there is only one God, one Divine Presence; whereas the Gentile Yeshua followers, now called Christians, think we err, are too Jewish in following the Torah, and they believe we blaspheme by not calling Yeshua a god.


Aside from Paul’s letters and a collection of Yeshua’s sayings written by my father (he resembled Yeshua so much that he was given the nickname Thomas or Didymus, the twin), there are two recent books of which I am aware that tell the story of Yeshua, but they are incomplete, and the second one even makes up a miraculous birth story, added, no doubt, to appeal to the pagan Romans. Their gods are always born in some astounding way, such as Athena being full-born from the head of Zeus: and these miracles are common not just among the Roman pagans— consider Krishna, one of the Hindu gods, said to be born of a virgin. God is great, and God is benevolent, but the Divine Presence assuredly does not break his own laws of nature for no good reason. It is also a custom to attribute works written by unknown persons to persons of authority, and the earliest of these books about Yeshua, Mark, was assuredly not written by my old friend, although he was a frequent companion of his father in his travels, so I can see why his name was chosen; and the other is said to have been written by Matthew, who could not have written it since Matthew the disciple is long dead, and the book only recently appeared. Otherwise, there is much in the two accounts that is true, but there is also much in the books that is missing, and some that is simply incorrect.


So, to set the story aright, I must begin with the beginning, and that is to explain how Yeshua came into this world as the prophesied Jewish Messiah, and as the avatar of the new Piscean Age representing the Great Brotherhood. By avatar, I mean a gifted human being so insightful into his own divine nature that it is not an exaggeration, or much of one, to call him a human emanation of the Divine Presence. There have been other avatars, but this narrative is concerned with Yeshua only: although, as you will see, Yeshua certainly studied the teachings of these others and was inspired by them.


By way of providing needed background, the first piece of information to know is that my uncle Yeshua, and all my family, was raised as an Essene. Our family—aunts, uncles, cousins, all of us—have been Nazarean Essenes for many generations. We Essenes believed Yeshua had been chosen by God even before he was born. Indeed, all the Great Brotherhood—of which the Essenes were participants—had long anticipated Yeshua’s arrival. His coming was foreseen by many prophets, Isaiah and Daniel among them. Therefore most people, even the Romans, knew that a Jewish Messiah had been prophesied for many generations. Word had spread so that even the Persian Zoroaster had confirmed the coming birth of a great savior. Now, the Persians, like the Egyptians, are excellent astrologers, and they shared their knowledge freely with the Essenes in exchange for our wisdom. (Our contact with Gentiles, incidentally, was one of the many reasons the Pharisees and Sadducees disliked the Essenes, although we did not eat of the Gentiles’ food or sit at table with them since that is forbidden.) But well before Yeshua’s birth, from the Persian magi the Essenes knew of a rare sun, moon, and two-planet conjunction (Saturn and Jupiter) that would be occurring in the sign of Pisces, a conjunction said to herald the birth of a mighty king. At Qumran, the Essenes referred to this knowledge as the Messianic Star Prophecy. Also, according to the movement of constellations in the precession of the equinoxes, we were leaving the Age of Aries and entering into the Age of Pisces, the fish; and, since Rome had seized all Palestine—so our land, given to us by God, no longer belonged to us—the time seemed ripe for the promised Messiah to come.


In consequence, knowing the time was now at hand, the Essenes tasked themselves with finding a suitable husband and wife to be parents to the child who would be the Messiah. This sounds, perhaps, presumptuous, but the Essenes read Scripture carefully and meditate and speak with God, and we practice various arts of divination and reading signs, so we saw ourselves only as carrying out the will of the Lord. If it turned out the child was not the true Messiah, then the child would not be the Messiah. Truly, God knows all, and in this sense all things are predestined, but the gift of free will adds a variable to humankind’s knowledge of the future, so that it is more correct to say that human beings are potentialed. We choose to act on our potential, or we do not.


The Essenes thus set out to create the circumstances in which Yeshua might be helped to reach his full potential as Messiah. The Nazarene Essene community at Mt. Carmel was selected to do the primary work of nurturing and teaching the child, instead of the community at Qumran, because another prophecy stated that the Messiah would be of Nazareth in the Galilee, a land already seething with rebellious cutthroats and bandits who despised the Romans and hated their own poverty, although the child would be born in Bethlehem (being from the House of David). Mt. Carmel is but an easy day’s walk from Nazareth. Indeed, from the hills above Nazareth, Mt. Carmel can be seen, with a most glorious view of the plain, which is lush and green and is the best farmland in all Israel.


Abiding in the village of Nazareth was a righteous Essene named Joseph, schooled at Mt. Carmel, and by trade an artisan or tekton (a contract builder—since most houses are built of stone, which is ample, whereas good wood is harder to come by, my grandfather Joseph worked mostly as a stonemason, although he did occasionally work in wood when larger projects weren’t available, making doors or door frames or fashioning plows). My grandfather Joseph was widowed, his wife having died in childbirth. He had never married again, so he was childless. He was also of the House of David, and thus a son of Joseph would fulfill that portion of the Messianic prophecy. Joseph traveled to Qumran to be examined by the Essene Council of Elders, and they were satisfied Joseph had no self-serving agenda in being father to the Messiah and wished only to serve the Divine Will.


Choosing the mother of Yeshua was not as easy. Twelve Essene maidens, one to symbolically represent each of the twelve tribes of Israel, were selected to be taught and trained in the Mt. Carmel school, of whom Mary was one. Her mother, Ann, had dedicated her daughter to this work when Mary was just four years old. Now, all of the virgins were worthy for various reasons, but since Mary was ultimately the one chosen by a sign from God, the reader of these words will perhaps indulge me in a digression about my grandmother Mary.


She was a miracle herself! I will try to not wax rhapsodic, especially since I knew her best only when she was aged, but even then I could plainly see she was a beautiful spirit in a glorious vessel, like Sarah had been to Abraham. Even with a careworn face and streaks of gray in her hair, she remained— well, a vision of beauty. The very face of Love. Yet there was a determination about her as well, and a playful seriousness—I recall a time when we all lived in Capernaum, when I was a child, that I climbed a tree to retrieve a trapped kitten and froze in fear when I turned to come down and realized how high I had gone. My grandmother did not hesitate when she heard my panicked cries. She climbed that tree as nimbly as a cat herself, and, reaching me, began backing down the tree so I could follow her route; or if my foot would not reach, making a foothold for me with her own hands. Once her own feet were back on solid ground, she reached up, said, “Let go,” lifted me, and set me down safely. “So, Joseph,” she said, now that I and the kitten were rescued. “What do you think? Is it wise to risk your life to save another creature?”


“No, Savta,” I said.


She ruffled my hair. “How can you say that, when both you and your kitten have been rescued? God saves all those who do good in His name—even if your old grandmother is the one He sends to do His work.”


It is a good lesson.


So, I imagine my grandmother as a young girl, and I picture her as fearless yet pretty, loving yet strong, all at the same time. I can see why, when Joseph and Mary reached Bethlehem for Mary to give birth, some men in the inn are said to have taunted him, the old man in his thirties, for having such a sweet young wife who embodied so many different qualities. Some of what they implied was outrageous—“What, did he offer to pay her dowry himself?” and “Seems as if a father has taken his own daughter as a wife” and things such as that—but Joseph ignored them. The Divine had smiled on him, and he knew it. We should all be so blessed.


I never met my grandfather—he died before I was born—but I think I would have loved him very much.


Back to Mary and how she was chosen of the twelve virgins.


All the maidens were schooled, protected, raised in purity, and were devout. The Nazarean Essenes prayed for guidance, then simply waited for God to make His choice. It happened on a normal morning when Mary was fourteen, as the maidens were climbing the temple steps at Mt. Carmel on the way to greet the sunrise for morning prayers. Let me hasten to explain that the temples at our schools and communities are not intended to be replacements for, nor modeled after, the Temple in Jerusalem. Our temples are places of worship, and though they do contain an altar, anyone may approach the altar, and we do not sacrifice animals. Essenes did not accept this ancient and barbarous practice. Instead, many burned incense upon the altar, especially sandalwood, which is said to open the body’s centers and make one more receptive to God.


That morning, Mary happened to be the maiden leading the way. As she climbed the final step to the platform, a descending dove appeared and alighted on her shoulder. Stunned, Mary held still for a moment, waiting to see what the dove would do. It stayed, content to rest a short time, then moved closer to Mary’s face and perched there, where it tarried for some minutes. This was a clear sign: the dove of Noah, the dove of peace; a white bird long revered even back to Egyptian times and the birth of the Great Brotherhood.


The Divine had chosen my grandmother Mary. Oh, what a blessed miracle! The dove stayed a while longer, then simply took flight. Mary fell to her knees and thanked and blessed the Lord, as did everyone who bore witness to the scene, including the eleven other virgins. The choice of Mary over the others made even more sense when one considers that, although through her father she was of the tribe of Levi, through her mother’s father she was of the tribe of David. So Yeshua would be twice of the Davidian line, a true King of Kings.


And now I am tired. Writing these things down, and recollecting, then joining together all these scattered tidbits of information, is like painting with a very small brush, and my aged hands can do only so much at a time. I must ask Rachel to apply a soothing balm, and I will rest my eyes for a while. I do not know why I am all of a sudden adding a record of my own days to this narrative. I suppose these are the things one goes back to strike out before copying out the next scroll. I confess, I have never written my own book before. Until now, I have only copied out the words of others, and that was at Qumran, in the scriptorium.


But I did pause just now to look up, briefly, at my daughter Rachel, who arrived here with refreshment. She knows me so well—knows when I tire, keeps a careful watch on her old father. She pleases me very much, is learning my profession as I have said and also teaches others in the Church and is devout in our ways. Her husband, Daniel, loves her as well as I do, for I do not think it is possible for anyone to love her any more.


* * *


I have put down much information to take in and digest, to be sure; and for this I express sorrow; this knowledge has been kept secret among the mystics for so long that it flows from my mouth as if by rote and I forget that all the world has not heard these things. I pray I do not rush through things too quickly. But it is a glorious morning, and I am well rested, ready to continue the story.


Towards one of the last years of Herod the Great’s life, Mary was wed to Joseph in the month of January. I regret I cannot be precise about the year and day because the Essene calendar (which is solar, based on the calendars of Enoch and Jubilees) differs from the regular Jewish calendar (which is solar-lunar, based on the Persian calendar adopted during the Babylonian Exile). This is why sometimes Passover and other Feast days fall on different days for the Essenes, as opposed to other Jewish groups—yet another of the many reasons the Sadducees and Pharisees disliked us. Mary was sixteen, a maiden, and after they wed, she and her husband commenced conjugal relations, as is natural. Shortly thereafter, Mary found herself with child.


No, an angel did not appear and inform my grandparents that Mary, a virgin, would conceive a child by the Holy Spirit descending upon her. Neither was she like Leda and impregnated by a swan. Nor was she like Isis, turned into a kite and impregnated by a false phallus attached to Osiris, whose dismembered body Isis had otherwise been able to collect back together. Yeshua was made in the normal way: and this is miracle enough, for do not miracles reside in everyday things? I have too often forgotten this myself, worn down by the cares of the day.


Now, to back up a little and explain a thing that was occurring simultaneously. Elizabeth, my cousin (thrice removed), was my grandmother Mary’s cousin, albeit considerably older than Mary since Elizabeth was the daughter of Mary’s great aunt; Elizabeth was also with child. There is one story circulating about Elizabeth that is incorrect: that she was raised in the Temple of Jerusalem. That idea is somewhat logical since she had married a priest, Zacharias, but Elizabeth herself was an Essene and “raised”— really, just raised and taught in our ways, in Ein Kerem, the same place where I took my schooling, which is four miles to the west of Jerusalem, in the hills. How, you may ask, is it that a Temple priest can marry an Essene, whom the priests hated?


Indulge an old man in another digression. Women are not officially Essenes. They are referred to as “associates.” Or, this is how it was. I’m afraid I keep going back and forth between past and present when describing the Essenes. It’s because I’m not sure what to call us anymore. Now the survivors are followers of Yeshua—well, at least most of us are; the last hold-outs not killed at Qumran went to Masada, where they perished—and many call us “Nazoreans” today. Or Ebionites, as I have written. And already followers of Yeshua are as diverse and different as the various sects of Jews.


Essene women are schooled, trained, study, and are members of the community just like any man except that they do not officially go through the initiations into the upper degrees—at least not so in Judea or Galilee. In Egypt, they do. I think this is simply out of respect for Jewish custom and also so that we don’t call additional negative attention to ourselves. Jewish women, considered one step up from Gentiles, were not even allowed beyond the second court in the Temple in Jerusalem. So people would not understand women being initiated into the highest degrees and serving on the Council of Elders. And yet, their opinions, intuitions, visions, dreams, and insights are highly valued. We do not in practice consider them “lesser” than men. Yeshua was right when he later called all of this hypocritical, of course, by saying they are equal yet not allowing them to be formally initiated. I will say one thing: if it hadn’t been for my grandmother Mary intervening in the family when Yeshua diverged from the expected path early in his ministry, Yeshua may very well have been rejected by even us as the Messiah. There was a brief time my uncles feared he had lost his mind. It was my grandmother’s persuasion that put us onto Yeshua’s new path.


I see I have strayed far, far away from the story. Well. Elizabeth and Zacharias bore a son late into Elizabeth’s life. Since she was already beginning to cease her menses and as yet had been childless, the pregnancy was a surprise. Both she and Zacharias felt their prayers had been answered, so they dedicated their child to God. He could, of course, have been a priest in the Temple, and this was Zacharias’ first thought when a healthy son was born. Elizabeth, however, had dreamed a dream in which an angel of the Lord indicated the child would have a higher purpose. As prophesied, a person was needed to herald the coming of the Messiah. The Essene High Council agreed, since Elizabeth was Mary’s relative and Mary was by then already pregnant with Yeshua. It was quite perfect, actually. So Elizabeth and Zacharias—for a Temple priest, a humble man and a true servant of the Divine, a genuine Levite, not one of those who bribed the Romans or the Sadducees for his position—agreed to send their son to an Essene school—in this child’s case, Qumran—and train him in this most special of missions. He is, of course, the man now known to us as John the Baptist, called the reincarnation of Elias.


Having referred to the angel, I should be wise—I do not wish to be misunderstood—and digress once again to write down an explanation of them. These beings are guardians and helpers. Scripture always has people falling down in fear at the sight of one, but that is not how the Essenes viewed angels. According to Scripture, Enoch took his place among the celestial beings as heaven’s scribe, so like human beings they are servants of God, only closer to Him. They may appear in dreams or in the waking state as visions of light, mostly to convey messages. Often the communication is shrouded in mystery and it is left to the human being to interpret it. This, of course, is one way the Lord may intervene without removing free will. For although the Divine is all-knowing and all-powerful, thus making predestination a truth, as I have written, free will inserts a variable. We may choose as God does not will us to choose.


The Essenes believe that an angel is assigned to each incarnating human soul at birth, for guidance and protection; for special persons, they may indeed have more than one angel given to them. I suspect Yeshua had many. I believe my angel calls for help assisting me at times. I feel his presence at my right shoulder if I quiet my mind; and during times of trouble, I sense the others.


This is, again, difficult to explain to those uninitiated in the mysteries. Perhaps I sound like a rambling old man who has lost possession of his senses.


Nevertheless. This is the story of how Yeshua’s parents were chosen, how his cousin John the Baptist was chosen, and how the Nazarean Essene community was charged with Yeshua’s education. Now I must gather some old letters from my father and Uncle James and read over them. Then, in a few days, I will set down the story of Yeshua’s birth and his flight into Egypt.





Chapter Two


For the first six months of my grandmother Mary’s pregnancy, Joseph, by all accounts a rough man although pious—and by “rough,” I mean his face and hands were burned by the sun, his beard ragged and graying, his hands gnarled from some of the knuckles having been smashed from dropped stones or other accidents in his work—Joseph cared tenderly for his young wife.


Mary told us later that she had teased him: “I am perfectly capable of fetching water from the well,” but as she suffered bouts of nausea during her first three months, Joseph asked a neighboring Essene’s wife if she would not help her, and she gladly did. However, no one but the Council of Elders at Qumran, the leaders at Mt. Carmel, our extended family, and a few others—as needed—at this time were told that Mary was carrying the Messiah and that Elizabeth, great with child, was carrying his herald.


When news reached my grandparents in Nazareth that Elizabeth had given birth to John, a healthy son, Mary and Joseph packed a few things, shut up the house, and traveled south to Jerusalem, to Ein Kerem, to be with the small Essene community there as Mary’s own time approached in a few more months, and for Mary to assist her cousin with the babe. All of this had been prearranged.


There is a story that circulates in which Mary and Joseph traveled to Bethlehem when Mary was great with child, just days before Yeshua’s birth, due to a census called by Caesar, which was said to require men to return to the cities and towns of their births. But this is false. Yeshua was already at least a dozen years old when this census took place. Besides, the Roman census takers were merely collecting information about families’ land holdings and other property so that they would be able to calculate the taxes that caused so much hardship among the Jewish people. Joseph was not required to go to Bethlehem for that—the census took place wherever one resided, for that is where one’s property and goods are. No, the truth is, Mary and Joseph were already near Jerusalem, and when Mary’s time approached, they took the short trip to Bethlehem, for Yeshua was to be born in a prepared Essene grotto there. This was done strictly to fulfill the prophecy of Micah, for did he not prophesy that out of Bethlehem would arise a great king, a king greater than David?


Let me pause to describe the typical Essene grottoes. These are caves, but they are in no way uncomfortable. Although the Essenes at Qumran isolated themselves by choice, others scattered about the land did not. And unlike the more apocalyptic Brethren at Qumran, many of whom were trained as soldiers in addition to being scribes—other Essenes would never raise a finger to harm any other person—customarily, not even animals did we eat, and as I have written, we certainly did not agree with sacrificing them. Essenes followed very seriously the principle of “care for your neighbor.” It is better to suffer yourself than to abide the suffering of others. Hence, the Judean and Galilean countryside is spotted with grottoes where we stored medicines and herbs (the usual kinds, such as stinging nettle, rhamnus, bollata, willow bark, mallow, lavender, ginger, and so forth). For the superstitious who believed their illness was caused by a demon, we did have incantation bowls and would speak the ritual words, but this was more to help ease the mind of the afflicted, for as a general rule we believed—and the remainder of us still believe—demons are more maladies of spirit rather than genuine evil entities. (But to believe in them is to give them power.) We also made rooms available to weary travelers, to whom we offered food and gave rest. In every major city, there was what we called an “Essene gate” with nearby lodgings for the same purpose—to offer healing treatment, solace, rest, and to welcome visitors to the city. We even had an Essene gate in that now-destroyed city of strife, Jerusalem.


Now, in the heat, the grottoes are cool and pleasant; in the cold, they remain warm and cozy when the fires are lit. They are also generally rather large. Part of the cave may be natural, but it is normally extended by further cutting into the rock and creating several rooms—not unlike the underground tombs hewn out of stone for the Pharaohs in Egypt. The surfaces of the rock walls are covered with a mud plaster throughout, and in some of the main rooms, the walls may be further painted over with various decorative scenes: but no idols. The floors of habitable rooms are laid with stones and sanded down or burnished, although storage rooms or upper rooms where animals are kept are usually part of the natural cave and have dirt floors. Ample light is provided by oil lamps that burn in carved-out niches in the walls, and ventilation is achieved by inner windows and doorways that connect rooms and by airshafts cut through the rock to the surface. I have not personally visited the grotto in which Yeshua was born, but I have been inside the one near Mt. Carmel on one occasion, and it was as comfortable, safe, and secure—perhaps even more so—than any house above ground.


And this comfortable place with its privacy is an additional reason the grotto just outside Bethlehem was chosen. Joseph knew well in advance which inn in the town to enter and to speak to the innkeeper, who was the Essene in charge of hospitality, his home near the Essene gate, and he anticipated Joseph’s visit. This brother merely left the inn with Joseph and Mary following and led them to the prepared cave where the midwife was quickly summoned to assist, for, as it turned out, the baby was coming too soon.


The true wonder of this story is that Yeshua’s birth did indeed coincide with the conjunction in the sky of the four heavenly bodies. It was as if Yeshua himself in the womb knew when to be birthed, because he was born a month early, in October— although this premature birth would later lead his enemies to accuse Mary of being with child before marrying Joseph, so they would call him the son of a fornicator. Some went so far as to say Joseph was not even his father but that Yeshua was the son of a Roman soldier—a Roman, one of the Kittim: such sacrilege! As it was, our nearby Brethren from Qumran and Ein Kerem, watching from the hills, had been able to track the stars and planets approaching each other in the nighttime sky over the course of that month. When they all converged as one, they say, the night was as lit up as the day, and the great star was visible even in the morning. Yeshua was born that very morning, thus fulfilling the Messianic Star Prophecy. If this was not a clear sign from the Divine of a holy birth, I do not know what else could be.


My uncle, Yeshua, the Messiah—Jesus the Christ—had been born.


* * *


After eight days, as is the Jewish custom and the Law, Yeshua was circumcised and given a name. The name Yeshua—a rather common Jewish name—was chosen because it means “savior” or “deliverer.” When the days of Mary’s purification were completed, she and Joseph took the babe to the Temple in Jerusalem as is also the Law, for it is written that every firstborn son that opens the womb shall be holy to the Lord. There, although as I have said, the Essenes did not approve of animal sacrifices, Joseph and Mary offered the two required pigeons, for the family was very poor in those days and could not provide a lamb. Also, pigeons are considered by many to be vermin. Indeed, upon the Temple (when it stood) there were golden spikes along the top walls and roof of the sanctuary to prevent birds from alighting and dropping their waste all over the place. Such a holy place, built to slaughter creatures of God in every way! Of course I am being ironic, and perhaps bitter as well, and for this I apologize. I will strike this last part out when I go back to recopy this narrative.


Anyway, Joseph, Mary, and Yeshua the babe then returned to the grotto where they were to tarry until Mary and the child were strong enough to return to Nazareth.


However, three members of the Great Brotherhood had been meanwhile making their way towards Judea, seeing in their own lands the heavenly bodies in the sky converging, and wishing to greet the new avatar. Actually there had been four, but the fourth met with some trouble and never arrived. This was the sage from the Far, Far East. The other three, a priest from Upper Egypt, a mage from Persia, and a Hindu priest from India, were to meet in Jerusalem and from thence travel to Qumran to find out the site of Yeshua’s birth. As is customary when someone of status or means enters a new country, he goes to offer respect to the king to let it be known the visit represents no threat. So the three wise men bore gifts for Herod, who was in Jerusalem at the time for Sukkot, or the Feast of Tabernacles, and also gifts for the babe. What these men did not know—what none of us then knew—was the true extent of Herod’s paranoia. Herod was practically on his deathbed from living a life of great luxury and overrich food and too much strong drink and was said to have some ghastly disease of running sores and itching all over his body, yet when the magus mentioned the birth of a new king, Herod overreacted. I write “overreact” because it was clear to all he was dying, so what threat could a child be to him? Of course, in hindsight, this should have been no surprise from Herod, that half-Jew-by-marriage-only usurper king who had slaughtered three of his own sons, his most favored wife, her brother, and their mother, all to protect his throne.


Herod rearranged his expression to one of benevolence, feigned interest in this new king and asked the men where the babe was, so that he, too, might go himself to pay homage. Of course they, at that time, did not know the exact location of the grotto, so they could not divulge this information, or else all may have been lost within that very week! Wise men, they also sensed Herod was a dishonest man and not to be trusted—neither he nor his remaining sons, his heirs. They paid Herod his homage as required and took their leave, promising to return to Herod’s court to tell him where the Messiah was before departing Judea.


They traveled to Qumran, were told of the innkeeper in Bethlehem, to whence they traveled, and he led them to the grotto. The wise men gifted Yeshua with incense, among it the highly valued frankincense; and myrrh; and then added some gold on second thought, while giving a warning.


“You must depart here,” they said. “Herod your king seeks to do the child harm.”


This was enough for Joseph, who had been visited by an angel the night before in a dream and who had said the same thing.


Mary and Joseph gathered their scant belongings and made haste with the three men, who wished to leave Judea in secret to avoid Herod, to the Community of the Yahad at Qumran, which was where Joseph and Mary at first assumed they might hide— for Qumran is a desolate place, in the desert near to the Dead Sea, or the Sea of Salt. The Council of Elders there considered the issue very seriously, prayed on the matter, and consulted Scripture. There they found the answer. The prophet Hosea had given the words of God: “When Israel was a child, I loved him; and out of Egypt I called my son.” Now, these words had always been taken to refer to Moses and the Exodus, “son” being the Hebrews, but if Yeshua was Moses reincarnated as an avatar, as some believed would be true of the Messiah, the prophecy could take on a deeper, richer meaning, for was it not also Akhenaten, Pharaoh of Egypt, land of many gods, who first conceptualized of God as one Divine Presence? Also, communities related to the Essenes, called the Therapeutae, were scattered all about Egypt, a land of great learning. Would it not be good for Yeshua to receive his earliest education there? The Egyptian priest offered to lead the family to his homeland.


It took another day or so for the community at Qumran to gather together provisions for the family’s journey and to select a few other Brethren to accompany them for protection. The other two wise men departed in secret to their own lands, and Mary, Joseph, Yeshua, the priest, and the Brethren commenced the journey to Egypt one evening, after the sun had sunk well behind the horizon. They traveled under cover by night until they reached the border of Egypt, for this method of travel was safer for the child.





Chapter Three


The Judean desert is hot and stifling, but it is said the sands of Egypt can become so hot the soles of your feet would scorch should you take off your sandals. And then there are the sandstorms, or even just blowing sand thrown by the gentlest of breezes. Unless your face is covered, the sand gets into your eyes and can scratch them badly, for it is not a fine sand easily rinsed out with water, but a gritty sand with sharp edges. Farther along the route, as you reach the Delta, the desert turns into marsh. So Joseph and Mary, led by the priest, turned to the southwest, skirting the marshes, until they reached the Nile; then the priest departed south towards his own land in Upper Egypt (south is Upper in Egypt, and north is Lower, for that is the direction the Nile flows, north to the Great Sea), and the family and Brethren turned thence, following the course of the river on the rich farmland beside it, which is much easier than traversing desert.


It took many days for them to cross this great land and to reach the Nile, so I will leave the family in this narrative as they made this journey; and the reader of these words, I hope, will indulge me meanwhile in a digression about the history of the Essenes and the Great Brotherhood of mystics—for already they have played a large part in this drama that I am setting down, and to properly understand the rest of Yeshua’s story and his later teachings, one must know at least some of this history.


I beg the reader’s patience and will try not to make it tedious.


I will tell you the truth: the Essene Jews originated long, long ago: in Egypt, of an ancient mystical stream, although of course they did not then call themselves Essenes. (We did not even name ourselves Essenes; this was a label given us by others; we merely referred to ourselves as brothers and sisters of the Yahad.) We trace our origins to Pharaoh Thutmose III, who was inspired to join all the ancient mystery schools in the known world into a single body. Thus was formed the Great Brotherhood of mystics, philosophers, and initiates to which I have referred (and Sisterhood—whenever I say “Brotherhood,” I am normally including women, for women were considered largely the equals of men in Egypt, and they are certainly our spiritual equals, as I have said.) Many women have been great teachers and High Priestesses. Yeshua learned much from the Essene High Priestess Judith and, even earlier in his life, from his teacher Salome. Yeshua would say towards the end of his life that one day there may even be a female avatar, if the world is ready and if we have not yet recognized the True Reality and turned from our selfish, materialistic ways. Simon Peter and Yeshua disagreed vehemently on this point regarding women. My father Jude would laugh when telling us the story. Whenever Peter said something that denigrated women, Yeshua’s habit was to go share a special teaching with Mary of Magdala to put her in the position of having to teach Peter, which would greatly upset that man. He struggled to tolerate her as one of the inner circle, and having to learn from her was a test of Peter’s stubbornness that he often failed.


Back to King Thutmose III. A few generations after him came the great Egyptian avatar, Amenhotep IV, who later took the name Akhenaten to honor the Aten, or sun disk. The Master Akhenaten, a Pharaoh of peace, was inspired to conceive of the Divine Being as one spirit. Yes! As I have written, One God. The one divinity was symbolized by the sun disk, but unlike worshiping the disk as an idol, the disk was merely a metaphor for God. God was not a person but a creative force, an energy, a consciousness, the bestower of Life itself. All are contained in God, and God exists in all of creation.


Naturally, in a country full of many gods, the Egyptian priests of Amun-Re, who wielded much power, would have none of it, and the Heretic Pharaoh, as they called Akhenaten, was eventually poisoned by an assassin; he died even as he was praying in his holy sanctum. However, Akhenaten had foreseen his betrayal and demise with great clarity—just as Yeshua was to see his. Akhenaten’s star pupil, Ahmose or Moses, who had been brought up as his half-brother, rallied what followers he could— mostly others of his own people, the Hebrews, as most Egyptians were only too happy to return to the old religion and customs— and, at Akhenaten’s request, Moses escaped Egypt so that their religion could perhaps grab a foothold elsewhere. The famous Jewish story of the Exodus is therefore only half true (although the Essenes love the tale of the Exodus: it is a good story!) The Israelites were never literal slaves as a people in Egypt, although some were certainly slaves; our ancestor Joseph of the coat of many colors held a high position in Pharaoh’s court, and even the Torah will tell you that. But the Torah states that the Hebrews remained in Egypt some 430 years after Joseph’s arrival until the Exodus. I think this was a copying mistake, for it was more accurately about forty-one generations. People try to say that Ramses II was the Pharaoh of the Exodus, but that is impossible: he reigned almost a thousand years after Joseph arrived. (But the story is improved if we claim the Hebrew God defeated a man as powerful as Ramses the Great!) Besides, there was more than one exodus: one took place not many generations after Joseph, but the largest one took place with Moses at Akhenaten’s request. They chose Palestine, then called Canaan, for the simple reason that there were already Hebrews there, though they were not at the time all worshipers of a single god; and Akhenaten’s grandfather, Yuya, was in fact a Hebrew descended from Joseph’s line. Akhetnaten himself had Jewish blood. Canaan was the logical choice.


The hearer of these words must understand: Joseph’s bloodline had remained one of status, since he had been vizier to the Pharaoh, and indeed I have also heard it speculated that the commoner (of high birth nonetheless) Queen Tye, who was Akhenaten’s mother, was also of Joseph’s line. Moses himself was beloved of Akhenaten. It was not Akhenaten’s army that chased the people across the desert and perished in the Sea of Reeds (people on foot could traverse that area with relative ease; soldiers in chariots, on the other hand, were trapped in the marshes, where the wheels of the chariots became bogged down in the muck). No, it was the army of Akhenaten’s usurpers who chased them, to destroy all the heretics, and who wished to set his son Tutankhaten on the throne—which they did, and the boy changed his name to Tutankhamun. This boy Pharaoh was forced to return the land to the old religion of many gods. And yet the Torah does not lie. It is still true to say the people of Egypt, both Egyptian and Jew, were enslaved. They were enslaved by false gods and capricious, corrupt priests. They were enslaved by materialism and rituals that had lost their meaning. They were enslaved by beliefs in magic and charms and meaningless gods carved out of stone.


I have always supposed that those who finally set down the Torah during the Babylonian Exile fashioned the story of the Exodus in the present way to encourage our people to take heart, and because the real story had long since been lost, but it is only a supposition. It doesn’t explain the long-standing custom of the Passover. Yet every new nation needs its holy days and stories and customs to unite the tribes, and originally there had been twelve tribes, along with a few other followers of Akhenaten, who converted to the religion of Moses. Aten, Yahweh: the single god was the same One God, the Divine Presence, the creator, the light of the world. This has always been one of the great secrets of Essene knowledge and tradition.


Moses spread the idea of this single god in Canaan. Later on, others carried the teachings of the mystery schools across the Great Sea to the world of the Greeks, where Pythagoras one day founded his famous school in that land called Italia. The Essenes consider both Pythagoras and Moses as Masters. There have been other great Masters as well, in the Near and Far East, Persia, and India. Together, all these streams converge, still even to this day, to form the Great Brotherhood. This is not to say the Great Brotherhood is perfectly cohesive by any means. Different cultures call for variations, but they are all variations on the same idea: God is one, and God is within us all. God surrounds us and animates us. I think about it as each of us being one of God’s thoughts. He conceives us, so to speak, and we take material form as a realization of that thought. We live many lifetimes, first incarnating, then reincarnating, experiencing, evolving, and those who but seek within will find God and begin to remember they are of God—if that person is an earnest seeker. When one remembers he is of God, all things are possible. That person evolves beyond the material-human state and no longer needs to incarnate here. He continues in some other form, perhaps an etheric form, on a higher plane, or at least on a different plane, vibrating at a higher rate (I am thinking of Pythagoras here and his musical octaves), so that he would be unseen should he visit the physical-material plane, unless he chose to be visible, like the angels, or as Yeshua was miraculously able to do after his death.


I confess I tire. These abstractions are difficult to articulate to the uninitiated, especially in writing. And I again apologize for my poor Greek. I fear it plods.


The important thing to know is this: these are the underpinnings of the beliefs of Yeshua, called the Christ, for these are the things he was taught as an Essene. And to properly understand his teachings, one must understand that these are the views he held, the tradition from whence he arose. You must understand these things in order to have, as Yeshua so often put it, “ears to hear.”


Beyond our Egyptian roots, the history of the origins of all the mystical streams is like a great mountain shrouded in clouds. There is a time told of when all the world was at peace and answered to a High Council of thirteen Elders. I do not know whether this is the same as the Atlantis of which Plato wrote or the people some of the Qumran Essenes refer to as the ancient Qualou. Mythologies collide. It is said that mankind’s pride and selfishness began to corrupt the world and the Lord, dismayed, sent forth the deluge that forever altered the maps so that we would have to begin anew and relearn—or remember—how to reach union with the Divine, only this time to not abuse those powers attained. Of course that is the view of God as Punisher. I do not believe that. I believe he merely allows us to punish ourselves because of our own foolishness. We have the freedom to choose, and how else can we learn, if not from our poor mistakes? If we misuse power, misuse nature, there will be consequences, for the Great Nature that God has created has its Laws, and human beings are tasked with being nature’s stewards, not its master. In any case, the story goes that the people who survived that great flood came down from the high mountains of Turkey into Egypt, where flowed the Nile, and where the lands were black and fertile and the harvests abundant near this river, and they passed along the knowledge they had in founding the mystery schools there. That is as much of the history as I know.


I will stop writing now that you know all of the necessary background, and move along with Yeshua’s story in Egypt tomorrow. For now, I need to rest.


* * *


Mary, the babe, Joseph, and the Brethren were making their way towards Alexandria, the city founded by the Macedonian conqueror Alexander the Great, and a city of great learning, with its famous library that contained even copies of the Hebrew Torah, prophets, and writings translated into Greek a hundred or so years before by a group of seventy-two rabbis. So many Hebrews lived in Alexandria that there was a sizable Jewish Quarter in the city, but it was not to the city itself that the family traveled. At Alexandria, they would turn west and go the short distance to Lake Mareotis, where they would abide with the community of the Therapeutae in that place. (To make matters simple, think of the Therapeutae as Egyptian Essenes, although some became like monks, departed from the communities altogether, and were ascetics.) Today, some storytellers say the family went only as far as Zoan, or Tanis, in Egypt, which is not so. By this time, Zoan had long ceased being the capital city of Lower Egypt, which had been moved to Memphis, still during the time of the Pharaohs. Most of the Essene community from Zoan had relocated to Lake Mareotis to join the Eygptians.


Along the way the family passed near to Gizeh and saw, from afar, the three pyramids of that plateau. My grandfather Joseph, rough as he was, was still an Essene and therefore knew his Scripture well: he had himself attended the yeshiva at Mt. Carmel. Upon seeing the pyramids, my grandmother told me later, Joseph brought them to a halt and quoted Enoch:


“Observe you everything that takes place in the heaven, how they do not change their orbits, and the luminaries which are in the heaven, how they all rise and set in order each in its season, and transgress not against their appointed order. Now behold you the earth, and give heed to the things which take place upon it from first to last, how likewise constant they are, how none change. Take heed you, then, of how all the works of God appear.”


This passage has been interpreted by many to mean “the laws of the heavens are as of those on the earth.” The Divine Will is observable in His creations. Consequently, it is said the pyramids at Gizeh honor the Creator by mirroring on the ground the position of Orion’s belt in the sky—Orion, that constellation that disappears for seventy days but reappears right at the time of the Nile’s life-giving annual inundation. To the left of that constellation is Sirius, said to be home to departed Pharaohs. One never knows how true these old mythologies are, but who is to say where we go after death until we reincarnate? In any case, the Brethren, Mary, and Joseph, were interested to see, if only from a distance, the greatest of the pyramids, for that is where— if all went well—Yeshua would one day be initiated into the highest degree of the Great Brotherhood before commencing his ministry in Judea.
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