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DEDICATION


 



 



I dedicate this to everyone who has been disappointed with religion and felt that something big and beautiful was missing and that there should be so much more.



I also dedicate this to the Greek fishermen and farmers who were some of my early teachers; to the storms that have almost killed me; to all the free-spirited people I have met, and those I have not met; and to the little children who renew the spirit of innocence in the world.
 And to you, the reader, for the hidden beauty of the Divine in you, your mystery, and the wonder of your awakening here, in this world.



And most of all, I dedicate this to the Wild Christ who so lovingly bears all the projections mankind has made on him, and goes on shining in the eternal beauty at the heart of existence.













 



 



Introduction



 



A New Vision of Divinity and Us



(revised from the back cover of the book)



 



 



 



The Wild Christ
 is a lyrical celebration of life, a passionate love story written for the deep, unknown mystery of our hearts that makes a clear break with two thousand years of unbalanced anti-body, anti-feminine religious traditions. The story spans Jesus’ entire life, and is interwoven with the humor, drama, and tragedy of his family; the profound joy of his sexual awakening, the wild passion and tenderness of his relationship with Mary Magdalene; and the laughter and tears of the fishermen, whores and outcasts who were his closest friends. It delights in the natural innocence of our sensual bodies, the higher, divine potential of sexual energy, and the spiritual light in our core. It is poetic and revolutionary, turning the status quo upside down and deconstructing the very religion built in Christ’s name. It lifts up social outcasts and brings down the moralistic and powerful. It fully affirms women and gives glimpses of a wild, divine feminine pouring through Creation. In short, it is a beautiful and dangerous book: beautiful, because the Universe is mysterious and more beautiful then we can imagine; and dangerous because to reimagine religion is to touch the deepest core of many people’s identities and sense of security. People will crucify you for that. And yet, there is nothing more needed, for the old religions have divided humanity, and this division now threatens life on Earth and holds us back from waking up to a greater unity in the liberating nature of divine love.



     You may well laugh and weep your way through its pages, and perhaps, most importantly, glimpse a way forward for us all — a way of radiant love that turns everything upside down and around in order to melt away inner blockages to being the open, free, enlightened people we most truly are.



 



 



Blake Steele



Molkom, Sweden













 



A Note About the Names of God



 



 



 



Though this story is about
 God
 I do not use the name
 God
 in it. It may come as a surprise to some, but the word God does not come from the original languages of the Bible. It is an English word of uncertain origins. It possibly comes from the Teutonic languages about the 11
 th
 or 12
 th
 century. If so, then it could mean good, or the spirit that fills the worshiper of that “god.”



The ancient Jews had many names for the Source of all. El is a very old name predating the establishment of Israel as a people. It has two meanings: strength or nothing. Elohim is the most used word for “God” in the Jewish scriptures. It is the plural of El and could be translated gods, although it is used as a singular. From its roots I understand this could mean the many who are one in the strength of nothing, or
 no thing
 … implying the unity and transcendence of the eternal. Nothing is also empty openness, or pure conscious receptivity: which is implied in the Biblical term “waiting on God” and is the essence of Buddhist and Zen meditative practices. It is called
 The Great Nothing
 in the Taoism of China.



YHWH, or Yahweh is the other primary name for God. It is translated Adonay, being the term we would call “Lord”, for the Name was considered too holy to speak. It could mean
 will – being – was
 , which implies to me either the creative power of El, or that the image of Yahweh given to man evolves. There is also the name Eloah, which is the feminine of El, and could be translated goddess.



Ruah is the word we translate spirit. It means, breath, wind, or spirit, and is used interchangeably, for the ancients did not separate spirit from nature or our breathing body as we do today. All was interblended as it actually is, for Existence is One. I only use the word spirit in the story when Ruah would seem cumbersome or unclear.



Jesus spoke Aramaic, not Hebrew or Greek, and would have called the One, Alaha. Arabic evolved from Aramaic and they call the One Allah, a very similar name. Jesus then introduced the very tender term, “Abba,” which could be translated “Papa.”



I wanted to give some sense of the interchangeable usage of these various names in the text, which may take a little getting used to at first. I also wanted to avoid the name, g
 od
 for the sake of many people who have negative connotations connected to it for a whole variety of reasons. By using the original names freely and interchangeably I hope to make an end run around connotations that might block some readers from what this story has to share.



For those who truly love the name
 God
 , I want to assure you that so do I. It is not for any negative reason that I avoid using it in the story, but feel it is for the sake of Love. I also capitalize the words Love, One, Light and Life when they refer to the Great Love, One Light, and Ultimate Life.











Prologue



 



 



 



    Mary was young and
 as
 innocent as a cow’s eyes. Her life had been good, for she grew in the sweetness of her love of Life. Perhaps it was this Love shining in her heart and bones that attracted angels and birthed the visions in her that came to be.



     She dreamt many dreams, each fantastic and more alive than day. In one she saw a child riding on winds, laughing and swimming through music as if in a stream. In another she saw the same child with countless different colors in his hair, and with luminous eyes and smile. He held a great sword by which he slew a serpent. And the serpent was as long as the sea, and its skin as rough as desert, and its eyes like coals in the sacrificial fires of Jerusalem. In another she saw a young man with hair the color of the sun, and eyes many times as bright, who sang the stars and rivers, and breathed in water and poured out floods from his belly. Everywhere the waters flowed green life grew and trees flourished: and each tree bore a hundred kinds of fruit; and the birds that flew amongst their leaves had the appearance of women in pleasure who sang songs that made men drunk with Light and brought them into the shade of the trees. More dreams came, which she would not speak of, but would only say when all had come to pass — the things I most feared came true.



    When Mary was fourteen she was given to marry a young carpenter named Joseph from Capernaum. His hands were calloused and rough, but his heart as tender as the first leaf of a seed. Then a great darkness came upon them; and after it passed they settled in Mary’s ancestral home in Nazareth, and in the first year had a son whose eyes were full of laughter from his birth. It is from here that our story unfolds.











Chapter 1



 



The First Game



Childhood - Age 1



 



 



He was barely over a year old and was sitting alone in the garden, playing a little game he had invented with the bees. He would watch them buzzing from flower to flower, and then carefully reach out and cup one in his hands. After listening to it buzzing and feeling its wings batting against his fingers, he would open his hands and with a shout of joy set it free. Mary sat in the front of their little stone house, husking peas and watching. She always felt nervous about this little game he played; but the bees never stung him. It seemed to her that he was studying something: perhaps the relationship of freedom and enclosure. He did it again and again; and she knew he would do it until he was certain about what he needed to know. Then he would find a new game. Any effort on her part to change his focus was impossible. He would go right back to it.



In spite of all the wild dreams she had before his birth, she had still hoped for a serine little child, tender and obedient, a picture of all the proverbs said was good. But he was stubborn and free-spirited, and seemed to have no tolerance for her or Joseph’s fears. Who was this mysterious little child and what would become of him? She sighed and rubbed the sweat from her forehead with the back of her hand.



Life wasn’t easy. The political oppression never let up, and the taxes of both Rome and Judea were high. They lived in a poor village, and giving so much of their earnings strained everyone. Joseph’s carpentry work consumed him: he worked from early morning until night six days a week just to have enough to pay what the tax collectors demanded and buy the grain and oil they couldn’t produce themselves.



Jesus was growing up fast and Mary felt that Joseph barely knew him. He gave him orders, tried to discipline him when he felt he got too much like a willful little donkey, and would in time train him in the carpentry trade — but she knew something was missing. She wished Joseph was more relaxed and could spend time talking with the boy, get to know him, teach him about the mysteries of life they all seemed so removed from outside of the Sabbath meetings and their customary prayers. Everyone talked about an El that no one seemed to really know. In the old stories Alaha was active, bigger than life, passionately involved, but now he seemed little more than a familiar ache, an ancient unfilled hope of happiness.



But this little boy… what was it about him? There seemed to be some kind of primal knowing in him. He reminded her of a wild little bird fluttering around the coop amongst hens, looking for some forgotten passageway back to the sky.











Chapter 2



 



He Is Here!



Age 2



 



 



Jesus’ independent streak had grown stronger. He was disobedient, but not with the normal surliness of other two-year-old village children. Even Joseph felt the difference. There was something there, a Presence, a freedom that preceded his actions that he demanded the freedom to follow.



Joseph and Mary were eating a midday meal of bread cakes and vegetables when Jesus suddenly came bursting through the door. He had been out wandering by himself around the fields just beyond the garden, and his little cheeks were flushed, his eyes wide with excitement.



“He is here!” Jesus shouted.



“Who is, Son?” Joseph asked.



“Alaha!”



“Yes, Of course he is, “Joseph said, “Alaha is always here.”



“Yes, here, here!” the little boy shouted. “And he is free, Papa, free!” He was caught up in some other place, and his eyes shone with a Light that seemed to be seeing nothing and everything. Mary got up and took him by the hand.   



She was eight months pregnant and it took some effort for her to move. They walked out together into the bare dirt yard. Their house was near the top of a steep hill that rose up above the village. It was a short walk to where you could look to the east out over the blue Sea of Galilee; or to the north and the distant peaks where great cedars grew; or towards the Great Sea of the west from which cool breezes blew, even in the hottest parts of summer. Mary loved to walk these open fields. It is where Jesus played and wandered every day. He seemed to know every rock and hole, every plant and flower. They made their way through high scruffy weeds until she tired and sat down on a stone.



Jesus put his hands on her knees. “Do you love Alaha, Mama?” he asked.



“Yes, of course. We are commanded to love Adonay.”



“That’s stupid,” Jesus said with a shake of his head.



“What do you mean, my child?” she asked. He just shrugged his shoulders and gazed up into the sky. “Why are you asking this?” she asked again. “What happened today?”



“Look at the sky, Mama…” Jesus said, still gazing above them. A few sheep-like clouds were grazing in the vast blue pastures overhead. “Can you feel him?” he asked. Mary didn’t answer. The heaviness of her body and its tiredness was all she actually felt. Jesus waited, then frowned when she said nothing. “Mama, feel from here,” he said putting his hands on his heart. Mary smiled, and then lay down on her back. She put her hands over her heart, took a deep breath and stared up at the sky.



She felt her body relax into a rest that every cell seemed to long for. As she listened to the summer cicadas’ shrill songs her breathing slowed, and she started taking deeper breaths — as if the sky was asking for more room, more free entrance. “Can you feel him yet, Mama?” Jesus asked, his little voice arising out of the busy insect din.



“No, not yet, my son, but it feels good just to lie here. I think for a long time the earth has been wanting me to lie down on her breast.”



Jesus laughed, and she looked at him with a kind, tired smile. She loved to look at her son, for he was beautiful, with black curls, round dark eyes and smooth olive skin. Then she looked back up at the blue. The sky did seem light, empty and open. She felt her heaviness start to melt away. Her breath came even slower, and its rhythms deeper. She was aware of her body being cradled by the solid earth below her — as if it was alive and knew what was its own. Then as her lungs expanded her breath began to feel lighter and freer in her chest.



He came and lay down beside her; and they both gazed up. Mary sighed as something deep within her that seemed forever tense, let go. Then, for just a moment, a tiny window in the blue opened all by itself, and everything she dreamed of being true for Israel, her family and everyone she loved flooded through. In that brief, sweet moment she touched a palatable substance of limitless freedom. There was no Mary, no Joseph, no child, no earth… only something that cannot be named.



The next thing she knew her little boy was shaking her. “Breathe, Mama. Don’t leave me!” he shouted. She realized she had stopped breathing and was melting into a peace that she wished to remain in forever.



She took a deep breath and pulled Jesus to her chest. “Ah…” she said, “did I scare you?”



“No, Mama — but just don’t fly away yet.”



“What a mysterious child you are,” she said, and smiled as she felt a warm glow flooding her body. She held him a long time and he rested his head on the soft pillow of her breasts.



“Did you feel it?” he finally asked.



“Yes,” she said with a soft smile. “It was perfect freedom. Was that Alaha then? Was that the Ruah?”



“Yes, Mama. Now do you love Alaha?” he asked.



“Yes, by Alaha’s own Love… yes.”



“By Alaha’s own Love!” he shouted and stood up, then jumped around in a crazy dance, and waving his arms ran off into the tall grass. She could hear his laughter ringing until it melted into the cicada’s hum.











Chapter 3



 



Th
 e Dark Seed



Age 3



 



 



       
 Mary had given birth to another boy. They named him James. He was strong and alert and took eagerly to Mary’s breast. She was in the village trading eggs for wheat at the marketplace with James asleep in a scarf over her belly while little Jesus ran around the market by himself. Like most three-year-olds he wanted to touch everything: to smell it, to feel its textures, or see how it worked, depending on what caught his eye. The sellers were patient with him, unless he started to make too much of a mess, for there were always many small children in Nazareth and everyone knew everyone else. But strangers passing through town often had children with them, and the sellers were far less patient with them if they started to touch their wares.



Today there was a large group of gypsy tradesmen from the coastal regions of Phoenicia who were on their way south to Samaria. They had many children with them and the merchants were busy keeping their eyes on them, for it was not uncommon for the children of gypsies to steal.



Jesus ran around the corner of a stall and bumped into a large boy with a soiled face and dirty hair. He grabbed Jesus by the arms and pinned him against a post. Then he leered at him and looked at him quickly up and down, as if he was deciding whether he wanted to eat him. The boy’s eyes began wandering from this to that, but he wouldn’t look at Jesus’ face directly except for a glance. But Jesus gazed at him steadily, transfixed, and when their eyes briefly met a cold chill passed through him. The boy’s eyes were vacant, as if his soul was missing. Then a dense darkness suddenly arose in the boy’s face. He sneered at Jesus, his fidgety eyes looking above the little boy’s head as if he saw something invisible there.



“We know you,” he said. “Yes… we do. We are going to fool you! We will ruin you! You will see. Yes… yes! You are one of us,” the boy said, as he threw his head around and laughed, then started screaming, snorting and choking. Jesus shivered and couldn’t move. He felt his knees start to weaken; then his mother’s hand caught him. The gypsy boy whined and ran from her stern look.



Mary knelt down and looked into Jesus’ eyes. “My son, are you all right?”



He was dizzy and felt a clammy cold, and something twisting and slithering inside. “I feel sick, Mama,” he mumbled. The feeling lasted until she sat him down and gave him a sun-warmed peach; then it slowly faded. But the dark had done as it willed. It had planted its seed.











Chapter 4



 



Life’s Mad Song



Age 3



 



 



Little Jesus lay in a hammock by the garden, listening to the cicadas and bird song, and something else — a high hum, a clear note. He didn’t know when he first heard it. It seemed to be always there, like a distant tremble or song. He heard it in the breeze that rustled the grass and felt it in the stones as well.



Mary had gone to the marketplace and Joseph was making a table in his shop. Jesus breathed lightly, wondering and listened, drifting into the miracle of the tone. It seemed to be pouring through their fig tree, the garden greens, the twisted olive trees, their house: it was singing forms, singing him, singing everything.



He heard the gate swing open and jumped up, running to meet his mother who was returning with little James wrapped close to her body.



“Know what, Mama?”



“No, what?” she asked wearily.



“I like listening to Alaha sing,” he said simply.



She nodded. She was used to this now. He lived in another world than her world of wearily climbing a long steep hill with a child on your back and a sack of grain in your arms.



“Can I go with you next time, Mama? I promise I will walk all the way by myself, down and back.”



“Yes, it is time for that,” she said as he reached down and hugged him. “It will strengthen your little legs quickly enough. You will soon be a big boy, and then a man. Time passes as swiftly as a swallow,” she said as she put the sleeping baby carefully into a little hammock she had woven for him.



Jesus ran after a brown hen that was passing. It thrashed its wings and scampered, half flying over a log into the garden where other chickens were scratching, looking for worms and bugs. Jesus laughed at its antics. “Why can’t chickens fly, Mama? Do they wish they could?”



“Oh, I don’t think chickens make wishes,” she said as she came to him. “They are probably happy enough as they are. Everything seems content to be as it is except we humans. We are always wishing for more than we have.”



“Why, Mama? Everything is here.”



“Here? What do you mean?”



“All this,” Jesus said, and spun around in a circle with his hands open, as if he wanted to run his fingers through all of Life at once.



Mary watched him happily. His little face shone with the Light of his open spirit. When he smiled his eyes smiled, his hands smiled, his feet smiled: he was one big smile and you couldn’t help but feel his joy wash over you. She went over and tickled him. He squealed and twisted away, then jumped over a log into the garden, flapping his arms wildly as if he were a chicken trying to find refuge from a fox — fluttering noisily away to hide amongst the cabbages and leeks. He squatted down behind a sunflower stalk. It just hid his nose, and his eyes looked at her from either side. “Bet you can’t find me now, Mama,” he whispered.



Mary shook her head and laughed, then sighed and looked up into the blue sky. “That really is Alaha’s heaven up there, isn’t it.” she said.



“Yes!” Jesus said, and ran over to her.



“It’s strange how memories of the things of Ruah can grow so dim. Yet right now the sky feels open to me again, and free.”



“That’s what my name means,” Jesus said. “Yah makes me open and free.”



“Yes, open,” Mary said, and opened her arms as if to welcome something she dimly sensed.



“And free: free like Ruah, free like wind. Ruah is free…” he said and joined her, his little arms spread wide like a hawk’s wings when it rides the wind skyward. They spun around together, slowly in silence.



Two neighbor women
 ,
 working in a small field
 ,
 looked up at the woman and her child silhouetted on the ridge. They raised their eyebrows at each other; and one of them mumbled, “Joseph’s family is mad.”



An old man walked by them on the steep stone path, cursing a little donkey as it stumbled down the hill with a load of sticks. The woman who had said nothing looked at the man, then back up the hill to the woman and child gazing up with their arms wide open to the sky, as if they were welcoming the sun itself into their hearts. “I wonder who is really mad,” she said to no one in particular.











Chapter 5



 



Who Can Know Their Fate?



Age 4



 



 



It was the summer of his fourth year. At this time, in the town of Chorazin, just north of the Sea of Galilee, there lived a two-year-old girl by the name of Rachael. Her father was a shepherd; her mother a weaver. She was free-spirited, with ink black hair and innocent eyes. She loved to dance, play with animals, and climb trees.



While in the city of Tiberias, on the western side of the Sea, lived an eight-year-old girl by the name of Salome. She was tall for her age, and beautiful. Her father was a wealthy copper merchant, ruthless in business. He was an angry, boisterous man, and when drunk would beat the little girl’s mother. Then Salome would hide in the shadows of her room, holding herself and rocking, afraid and watching, wishing with all her heart that her father would somehow soften into kindness.



And in Capernaum, at the north end of the Sea, was a seventeen-year-old boy by the name of Peter and his brother Andrew, who had just turned fifteen. They were big and strong, and loved nothing more than to go out to sea with their father. It was there, with the wind and waves that they felt most at home.



In the town of Magdala, north of Tiberias, were two-year-old twins by the name of Phillip and Mary. Phillip was quiet and sensitive while Mary was full of energy and explored everything. Their father was also a shepherd, with many goats and sheep, and their mother a nomad girl, barely fifteen. She was doing the best she could, though having twins often overwhelmed her. She favored her quieter child, and secretly wished that Mary was more like him. Even at her young age, Mary sensed her mother’s displeasure; and it confused her.



And in Jerusalem a Chief Priest had a one-year-old son. The little child was somber and contemplated every new impression with keen interest. His mother was satisfied with him, but his father had many duties and little time to spend with his children. The boy seemed to sense this absence, which in time made him withdrawn and moody. He often sulked. His name was Judas.



The young cannot guess their fate, nor can anyone in heaven or earth really know it. A decision here or there, or any number of events might turn a life in completely unexpected ways. And yet…











Chapter 6



 



Solomon’s Trout



Age 4



 



 



It was the beginning of the Sabbath, Joseph’s one day of rest, and he was preparing himself to walk down the hill to the Synagogue for the meeting. Here he would take off his identity as the village carpenter and become a brother amongst brothers, praying with the whole Jewish family. He had gone to Synagogue since he was a small boy and loved it. Here he could give voice to his yearnings and pour out his sorrows, hopes and fears. Here was strength and communal comfort. Here was a kindredness that seemed to hold his soul in its place in the fabric of Jewish life and in existence.



Jesus came and looked quietly up at his father’s warm and worn face. He watched his thick fingers smooth his robe and put his prayer shawl carefully around his neck. “Papa, you look beautiful,” Jesus said, and Joseph looked down at him for a moment without responding. Jesus’ eyes were round, like two little cups that held a silver shining tea.



“You know, Son, you have a way of either trying my patience or melting my heart. I wonder if you understand what I mean?”



“Yes, Papa, but I don’t mean to trouble you. I’m just being me.” 



“I know S
 on, and I thank Adonay for that and you.” Joseph knelt down and took the little boy’s thin arms in his rough hands. “I wouldn’t have it any other way,” he said gently. Jesus hugged him for a long time.



“Come with me to Synagogue,” he said as he stood up and put his robe over his shoulders. “We will talk as we walk down the hill.” Jesus smiled and took his hand. Joseph smiled at Mary as they went out the door and she smiled warmly back at him, happy to see them together like this. The chickens scattered as they walked around the front of the house, ducked under a fig tree’s low branches, and started down the steep stone path.



“Have you ever heard of the story of Solomon’s Trout?” Joseph asked.



“No Papa,” Jesus answered. “Will you tell it to me?”



Joseph nodded, “Well, the legend of Solomon’s Trout has been passed from father to son for countless generations. So it’s my time to pass it on to you now. A long, long time ago King Solomon himself caught a silver trout with golden speckles on it that shone like the sun. He was so enchanted by its beauty that he put it back in the water and blessed it to bear the whole weight of his power and wisdom. The fish received his blessing to such a degree that from that day on there was no death in it. And so it has lived through all the ages of Israel: through all the kings and wars, and eras of dispersion and regathering, and the rise of the Greeks, and now the troubled times of Roman occupation. And in every generation the young men of Israel have tried to capture that fish, for the story is told that the man who catches and eats it will become as wise as Solomon and gain wealth and great honor. He’ll become wise in counsel; wise in powers; able to talk with animals; knowing well the language of birds; wise to settle disputes; wise to make peace or war; wise and powerful enough to become the Messiah and lead our people into freedom. But though many have sought it, none have found it yet.”



“Where is it Papa?” Jesus asked excitedly. “Is it in the Jordon River, or the sea of Galilee, or the Great Sea beyond us?”



“Perhaps in one of these.”



“I think it is in a little stream somewhere, in a place no one would think of looking. Maybe here in Galilee.”



“Ah, that’s the thing, no one knows. You can’t find it, really, even if you hunted day and night for a thousand years. But if you are worthy, it will find you.”



“And in all these years hasn’t there been one worthy, Papa? Everyone goes to Sabbath meetings. Everyone says their prayers…”



“Well, this kind of worthiness must have to do with something more than human goodness. There have been many holy men and women through the centuries, and yet it still do
 es not reveal itself. You know S
 on, I may be a bit mad, but somehow I feel that if it reveals itself to anyone, it will be you.”



Jesus stopped, and looked up at his father’s face. Tears shone in his eyes. Joseph kneeled down next to him. “What’s wrong son?” he asked tenderly.



“Nothing, Papa. It’s just, well… I’m happy that you love me.”



Joseph felt a great tenderness. “I love you the best way I know how,” he said, then took the little boy in his arms. He felt so small and frail to Joseph, and yet… there was something else there, something transparent and almost invincible.



An old man, with long white hair, came down the path with his donkey. It was Simon, a widower who lived alone in a small house by them. He greeted them with a nod and motioned for Jesus to sit on the little animal’s boney back. Joseph smiled his thanks and lifted Jesus up. Jesus grabbed its scraggly mane and waved his little hands shouting, “Lets go!” The donkey clattered down the stones towards the gaggle of village huts called Nazareth, and Jesus started singing, “Ah la, la, lee! Ahlalaleeee…” The old man glanced over at Joseph with a bemused look on his face.



“It’s his way of praising Adonay,” Joseph said. “It’s what he calls him. He made it up,”



The old man’s face darkened. “Hmm. I’m sure you’ll teach him Adonay’s true name,” he said. “We must honor the sacred name and all the ways that have been handed down to us. Adonay knows, it’s only the traditions that hold us together. What would we be without them?”



“I sometimes wonder. But are you truly happy Simon, with how we are?”



The old man didn’t answer. He just clucked at the donkey, and with his eyes fixed down on the path kept walking.











Chapter 7



 



The Radiant Gaze



Age 5



 



 



Mary took Jesus to the Synagogue for his first day of schooling. At first he resisted it, like a little goat, even though she told him that learning with other children would be fun. Then Joseph told him quite sternly how important it was to gain knowledge, and though still quite reluctant he finally agreed.



The little room was packed with boys. Mary paused at the door and waved good-bye. He lifted his hand instinctively, then scowled and put it back down in order to be true to the young goat in him. Mary nodded knowingly, then left for the market place where she would trade eggs for cheese, and leeks for wheat. The Rabbi was busy talking to a group of parents about practical matters so Jesus walked out of the room into the courtyard where a group of boys were standing. Some looking a bit bored and others bewildered.



Jesus knew them by name. He had played with some in the fields and others in the marketplace when he came to town, but he had spent most of his childhood alone. The birds were closer friends to him then these boys. Jesus went up to a small boy named Eli, who had large brown eyes and milk chocolate skin. He stood directly in front of him and looked in his eyes. The boy stared back, as if Jesus was challenging him to a staring contest. Jesus watched until something shifted as both of them began to really see and feel.



Then the boy’s face began to change. He suddenly appeared old and beat up, tired and scarred — and Jesus felt like weeping. His gaze went deeper, through the boy’s eyes into a substance of his life that was like a dark weaving: something pulsating and mysterious. Then there came a deeper opening, and Eli felt it. It was as if some great El came and wrapped luminous arms around the boy, holding him against his transparent chest. The boy’s eyes opened even wider as he flooded with Light and gasped. What he felt in himself and saw in Jesus’ eyes at that moment he struggled the rest of his life to put into words.



The other boys could feel something powerful had happened. One of the bigger boys pushed Eli aside and stared into Jesus’ eyes. The same thing happened, yet the soul-flavors in him were different. Pain, grief, old face, old eyes dulled by too much pain gazed out at Jesus, then going deeper, into the black substance and through to the Light. The boy gasped as the great El of his being welled up behind him and looked through him into the luminous depth of the infinite opening in a child. Another boy took his turn, and by the time the Rabbi came out to call them, three young boy’s lives had been changed forever.



They put their arms around each other, and followed the Rabbi into the room to sit on the rough-hewn chairs at the tables that would be their own for the months and years ahead. The Rabbi led them in prayers, and then they read from the Torah, chanting it to take it into their hearts. Jesus enjoyed it. Chanting together made him feel like they were birds singing in trees, and he loved the sound and feel of the words as well as the music their voices made.



After class he hugged the Rabbi, then wandered for a while through the marketplace. Everywhere was the good fruit of the earth: carrots, leeks, wheat and melons, and in one corner was a man with salted fish. Geese, tied up by their necks, cried out to him about their lost freedom, while hens in cages clucked mindlessly about what they did not know was happening.



He knew now there was so much more to people than appeared, and wondered what Adonay was doing. Old wrinkled faces looked up at him and held his eyes in theirs for longer than the usual glance. ‘Nothing is as it seems,’ he thought, ‘and yet, could it be that this is how it is meant to be? Are we here to forget and then remember?’ It was as far as his five-year-old mind could take him. An old woman gave him an orange. She was round and looked like somebody’s good guardian angel in disguise. He smiled at her and found himself staring. She saw something beautiful enough to make her cry shining in this little boy’s face, started to open, then pulled herself back. It was too much to mix into the swirling soup of her mind with its many cares. The Light must wait for some other, happier time… that might not ever come.











Chapter 8



 



A Touch of Light



Age 6



 



 



Mary was sick. She was pregnant with their third child and the constant work and drain on her body had taken its toll. Joseph had insisted that she rest all day. She lay with little James beside her on a matt underneath the green canopy of the grapevine covered arbor. He was peacefully asleep. Jesus squatted in the garden looking at her. She felt his gaze and opened her drowsy eyes to smile.



He was six years old now, and something in him that seemed to be a brother of starlight was growing too: not older or taller, but more courageous and clear. He felt the Light in him move towards her and followed. She rolled a little so she could reach out a hand to welcome him. He knelt next to her. “Ruah wants to bless you, Mama,” he said quietly. Her smile broadened.



“I love you, my son,” she whispered and then closed her eyes as she felt her great weariness again.



He put his hands on her, took a deep breath and relaxed, as if he was a flower whose only purpose was to turn upward and drink Light’s freedom. Warm oil flowed through his heart, down his arms and out his fingers. Mary softened into a deeper rest. She didn’t know if she was going to sleep or waking up.



She felt
 a tingling warmth spreading through her: her body drank it in as if it was the rain a parched land had dreamt of through countless scorched summers. Then she road her peace deep into sleep… and when she awoke, she was better. She fed little James and started picking greens from the garden. Joseph saw her through his workshop window and came up behind her. As she stood up he wrapped his arms around her. The afternoon breeze from the Great Sea to the west had started to blow. She leaned back against his chest and swayed gently from side to side. “You are well now…” Joseph said softly. “I can see it in your eyes and the color of your face.”



“Yes, I feel wonderful, as if I have just slept from spring to fall.”



“Thank Adonay,” Joseph whispered in her ear. “I was worried for you and prayed that Adonay would touch you.”



“Oh, he did. He did,” she whispered and closed her eyes to better feel his warm body against her, her feet on the earth, the wind in her hair… and sun shining over everything.



Jesus felt her wholeness in his own body and laughed as he chased summer locusts through the wild flowers of the fields.











Chapter 9



 



Ahlalaleeee



A
 ge 7



 



 



The passage of time is measured by the growth of our children. It happens imperceptibly, but occasionally the realization of how quickly they are changing catches you by surprise. Mary had borne a beautiful little girl with yellow hair whom they named Abigail, which means the source of spinning joy. Jesus loved her and spent more time with her then he had with James. He seemed to delight in her feminine innocence, smiles and laughter.



Joseph was training him in carpentry now. He loved to work with wood and excelled in it even at his young age. He had grown strong from lifting logs and limbs out of the donkey carts of the wood gatherers. The other boys of his age had become more disciplined and subdued through the consistency of synagogue studies and work with their fathers, but Jesus seemed to find more wonder, more to celebrate in what he saw as the miracle of everyday things. And, though he worked much, he still found time to roam Galilee’s dry hills.



Today was the beginning of the Sabbath; and Joseph quit work before the sun sank into the western haze. There was a strong wind blowing from the east that intensified the heat of summer. Instead of coming in to prepare for the Sabbath meeting Jesus had gone out onto the hill above the house so he could feel the freedom of the wind. He stood for a long while with his arms wide open, letting the wind open him as the breath of Life blew through his body. A large flock of swallows flew up the hill from the distant plain that lay at the north end of the sea. Jesus saw them coming and felt the play of their rising, dropping movements.



“Ahlalaleeeee!” he shouted and the birds swerved over towards him. “Ah la la leeeee!” He shouted again and started spinning in circles on the crest of the hill. The birds circled, bobbing and twirling as they joined his dance. Joseph had come up the hill to call Jesus to go with him, and he stood in amazement at what he saw. The birds seemed like an extension of Jesus’ own free spirit — or was he the one who had fallen into some magical harmony with them? Jesus saw Joseph and ran to him. The birds kept swirling around everywhere.



“It is beautiful to see you like this, Son. It is almost as if these birds have become your angels.”



“They are my angels, Papa: angels of Alaha’s freedom.”



“Alaha is so alive to you,” Joseph said as the birds swirled in closer, swooping by with a shimmer of sound, like fish in the air, in a tight circle around them. They were almost too fast to follow with your eyes. Joseph hunched down next to his son, watching and feeling the wildness of the birds. “Alaha…” he muttered quietly. Jesus put his arms around his father’ neck and hugged him. Joseph gazed into his boy’s face. “Alaha isn’t just old stories for you, is he?” Jesus nodded no. “I love you for this,” Joseph said slowly, then smiled. “And I think many others will too in time.”



“Adonay is a freedom that is always happening,” Jesus said started dancing again. The birds swirled around him three times more, then scattered into a chaotic interweaving and rode the wind further west.



Joseph sighed as he watched them disappear. “Do you think you could have made them stay longer if you wanted?”



“Oh no, Papa. Why would I want to do that? They are free creatures and must always be free. They are a gift of Adonay to cause us to love him more. Isn’t that wonderful, Papa?” Jesus asked, then laughed and took Joseph’s hand. “Let’s go to Synagogue now,” he said. Joseph nodded and they walked together towards the house where Mary stood outside with Joseph’s prayer shawl in her hands. She had been watching them, and when Joseph came her eyes shone with peace.



“Do you think those visions I had about the boy before he was born were something more than just idle dreams, Joseph?” she said with a smile.



“Yes, maybe… maybe much more than a young girl’s fantasies,” he answered and put his hand on the lad’s head. Little James ran out to join them. He grabbed Jesus around the waist and wrestled with him. Then the three of them walked hand in hand down the path to celebrate the Adonay of their fathers… and their sons.



 











Chapter 10



 



A Scowl Like Ice



Age 8



 



 



Winter in Galilee was mostly mild, with occasional arctic storms, born in the Alps far to the north, that burst across the sea with freezing waves of wind. Many who labored long days during the planting to harvesting seasons, took time after the olive’s were pressed to repair what was broken in preparation for the season to come. Joseph’s work therefore remained steady, as there were plenty of plows to fix, or tools to remake, as well as the usual doors, furniture, and coffins.



A merchant from Nazareth had come to talk about trading goods for new tables he would use for his market stalls. Mary was excited about the possibilities, for the merchant had the best locally woven cloth as well as some fabrics brought on camels over the trade routes from Persia. As she listened to them bartering she envisioned new clothes for her family as well as colorful cloths hung from the grape vine on their veranda.



Jeremiah was one of the most prosperous men of Nazareth, which wasn’t saying much, for the village was too small to generate much surplus wealth. He had only last year began to bring in a few better quality fabrics, and had sold only half of what he had hoped to, so trading them with Joseph was something desirable if Joseph was willing — which he wasn’t. Why would a poor carpenter want to dress in fine garments, or give the impression that he had more money than he did? Any show of increased wealth wouldn’t go unnoticed by the tax gathers who often traveled through unexpectedly and kept a sharp eye on everything.



Jeremiah received the tea Mary offered him with a slight nod of his head to acknowledge her hospitality. Then he turned back to Joseph who was sanding a small cabinet door and engrossed in his thoughts. “You worry too much about things, Joseph,” he said somberly. “Life is short. Praise be to Adonay, give your wife some joy. You saw how her face lit up when I suggested the trade.” Mary raised her eyebrows and looked over at Joseph with her lips pursed and hands on her hips.



“Women love beauty,” Joseph answered quietly without looking at her, “but beauty has too high a price tag. What if they raise my taxes? No… we can use some of the homespun goods. I’ll consider such a trade, but only for part of the work, nothing more.”



Mary huffed and went over to the window that looked out on the little hard dirt square in front of the entrance to their house. She remembered when her father had decorated it with bright flags and streamers hanging from poles, for he loved color… and the old pain began to arise. So she shook herself and called for her boys.



Jesus and James came in the door. James picked up one of the family cats and sat on a roll of sheep hides procured in another one of Joseph’s trades. Jesus came over to Jeremiah and stood in front of him, gazing at his face. Jeremiah nodded to him, but felt uncomfortable and turned his eyes away from the boy. Jesus stepped a bit closer to him and Jeremiah glanced back. “What are you looking at, boy?” he said, a bit irritated.



“The Light and shadows I see in your eyes,” Jesus answered.



Jeremiah looked over at Joseph who was watching them both carefully now. “What is it about this boy of yours?” he asked.



“What do you mean?” Joseph asked, a bit defensively.



“I mean, he isn’t normal; he makes me nervous — and I’m not the only one who feels this way. Do you know many consider him a bit… well you know.”



“No, I don’t know,” Joseph said sharply.



Jesus looked over at his father, then back at Jeremiah with questions in his eyes. James scrunched down further into the wool, feeling himself getting smaller inside.



“Ah… never mind then,” Jeremiah said with a wave of his hands. “Mary, talk some sense into this man, for Alaha’s sake! You can dress your children in bright colors. They will be the prettiest children in Nazareth.”



“But, we don’t want to be the prettiest children,” James said.



“No,” said Jesus. “for real beauty is Alaha’s, and is shining just behind the dark veils I see in your eyes.”



“What’s that you say? You don’t make any sense,” Jeremiah said and scowled at the boy. He looked over at Mary who felt her dream of beauty unraveling. Jeremiah stared at her for a moment, then back at Joseph who was glaring at him. He huffed, got up abruptly, and without another word left. The cat jumped out of James’s arms and followed the man out.



Mary’s face showed her disappointment. Joseph came and hugged her, then glanced over at Jesus who was gazing out the door up at the gray sky. James felt Jeremiah’s scowl seeping into his chest and freezing his face like ice.











Chapter 11



 



Crazy Like Dogs



A
 ge 8



 



 



Jesus and James were chasing each other through the streets of Nazareth, howling and being wild as boys often are. Two other boys joined them, and they touched things they shouldn’t touch just to annoy the shop keepers, moved things just enough to get the merchant’s to cry out, ran in circles around placid shoppers just to see if they would frown or smile. They were in a crazy mood, like a dog sometimes gets when running with too many other dogs.



Tumbling around a corner they ran into a beggar and almost knocked him down. He scowled at them and waved a stick to shoo them away. He was badly crippled on the left side of his body, with a foot that he could only drag, and an arm and hand curled up like a dried leaf against his side. James and the other boys started howling and taunting him, as if he were an animal trapped by coyotes. James curled his arm up and snorted, then huffing, drug his foot along in mockery of the man’s plight. Jesus suddenly shouted, “No! Stop this! Stop this now! Get out of here you devils!” James was shocked. The other boys kept laughing, thinking Jesus was playing until they saw the flames in his eyes. This is the first time the Glory Light shone with such brightness on the boy. Jesus took the man’s stick and waved it at the boys to drive them back, and then turned to the old man, who in his bent shape was no taller than him. Jesus looked steadily into his eyes seeing the mysterious dark worlds of pain he saw in so many eyes. The man’s anger stopped in a rush of inner silence.



Jesus reached out and stroked the beggar’s cheek with the back of his hand. The old man tilted his head to the side and lifted one ear to the sky as if to better listen to some sweet music he had heard once but had long forgotten. Then Jesus ran his fingers over the man’s eyes and down his face, following the deep lines of care etched in the old man’s skin. The man’s face softened, and dim light shone up through his cloudy eyes.



A shopkeeper was watching. He was a big man with a long mustache and bushy grey beard. He took two figs and gave one to Jesus and the other to the beggar, then put two coins in the old man’s hand. The beggar looked at the merchant, and then back at the fiercely kind eyes of the boy. He smiled, then glanced down at the money in his leathery hand. It was enough to buy bread for a week.











Chapter 12



 



The First Taste of Death
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They never needed to be told when someone in the village died, for the wails of mourners echoed through the hills like the eerie cries of half starved wolves. In small villages everyone knew everyone, and each one had their part to play, so when someone died the whole village was affected and they all gathered to share the grief. There is strength when many bear the shock of death together, and the Jews were good at it. They had lots of practice.



“Come,” Joseph said quietly, reaching out to Jesus. Mary took James and Abigail by their hands and the little family walked solemnly down the steep stone path, every crack and bump familiar to their feet. The wails grew louder as more and more of the village gathered.



“I wonder who it was this time,” said Mary quietly.



“Alaha knows,” replied Joseph, “Obviously not one of the beggars.” The passing of a beggar was accepted like that of a dog found dead in street. His body was quickly gathered up into its rags and buried in a hastily dug grave with little mourning.



All Jews were buried. Even a beggar should be honored with a proper grave. It was in their laws. The animals only ate the bones of the unburied who were cursed — and burning was only for idols and uncircumcised pagans… or the unfortunate caught in a Roman conflagration.  In hot countries bodies must be buried as quickly as possible because of the festering rot and odor if you delayed. So when the wailing went up everyone dropped what they were doing and came.



A young shepherd sat on a stone wall, fingering a long, thin wooden flute. He nodded to the little family as they crossed the last narrow drop onto the main path to the village. Jesus met his eyes with curiosity, for the boy was not from Nazareth. Mary put her hand on Jesus’ shoulder to urge him on. They walked through an olive orchard, weaving between the many sheep that grazed, serenely oblivious to all human drama. Jesus looked back over his shoulder again, for something in the shepherd’s eyes seemed to be calling him. The boy tapped his flute against his forehead and smiled.



Here and there small groups of people crossed the market area and disappeared between the jumble of small white houses. Mary picked up little Abigail who was tired from the walk and had begun to cling to her dress. Joseph led, and they followed the sound of the wailing through the narrow streets that wound haphazardly like a maze. Only small doors broke the tedium of bare walls. As they came under an arching bridge that connected the flat roofs of two houses they could see where the crowd was gathering and Mary gasped. It was Yacob the potter’s house. He was in his eighties and his health had been bad for several years. His wife Miriam was one of the village midwives, and some of the first people she had helped birth were now grandparents themselves.



Abigail sucked her thumb and twirled her hair with a finger, something she did when she was unsettled. Jesus and James looked up at their father who smiled down at them with pain-creased eyes, for Yacob and Miriam were good friends. Miriam’s sister saw them approaching and came to Mary. She took her by the hand and led the family through the crowd into the house.



The small room was packed with people, many on their knees rocking back and forth crying out to Alaha. A circle of wailing women dressed in black sat around the body like a dark wreath. Joseph looked to Mary. She stared with glassy eyes, as death always affected her deeply. He raised his hand to get her attention, then a simple raising of his eyebrows sought her permission for an unasked question he knew she understood. She nodded yes. Joseph took his sons by their hands and approached the body of Yacob. He laid on the mattress he had slept on his whole life. Miriam sat by his head, her two hands resting on her husband’s chest. Her eyes were red and raw, yet there was resignation in them. Joseph knelt down by the body and motioned for his boys to do the same. James looked at Yacob’s waxen face, then closed his eyes and sighed. The frozen mask of death was never a kind thing to see. Jesus stared at Yacob, as if in a dream, then looked up at Miriam and all around the room at the weeping people. He quickly looked back at his father, as if searching his dark eyes for an answer, then stood up and shouted, “No! No!” It stunned everyone, and the room became silent.



Joseph reached out his hand and tried to draw Jesus close to him, but Jesus pulled away. His face was pale, as if he was in shock. “No!” he cried again. “This is not right, Papa. Death is not real; this is not real!” he shouted, and then started to cry. Miriam reached out and embraced the boy into her arms where he stood shaking and weeping. Mary hugged little Abigail to her breast and with eyes closed rocked her gently, trying to hold back an older grief, praying. James looked around at everyone. It seemed like no one knew what to do. Then slowly, the mourners began their weeping again, more quietly now. In the back of the room James noticed a small group of men whispering to each other and nodding their heads towards Jesus. He imagined what they were saying and something twisted in his belly.











Chapter 13



 



In The Wild Hands of Alaha
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It had been a good summer and food was abundant. The gardens had an early start, and frequent rains had made them lush and luxuriantly green, while fruit trees had shone with blossoms, then shimmied with lime green leaves in warm breezes until fruit flared like flames on their branches. For months fish had bulged the nets on the Sea of Galilee and now, in the midst of a warm fall, wheat was heaped knee deep on the threshing floors. Abundant food brought joy to the people and somehow lightened the constant burden of Roman occupation. Mary had given birth to yet another boy, whom they named Judas. He was healthy and happily suckled her breast, then smiled whenever one of the children brought flowers or fruit to him. Abigail was just learning to talk, but knew enough words to let everyone know that Judas was her own baby now. That is, when he wasn’t crying.



It was a wild, blustery day, with the wind blowing strongly from the west and laden with moisture. Joseph’s brother Jacob was a fisherman in Capernaum. He was going out to bring in his nets and agreed to take Jesus and James along; for Joseph believed a boy should see how other men earned their living and have a say in what he would spend his whole life doing. Jesus was standing in the bow of the boat with his hands on the rails and his nose into the wind. The wind and sea always made him happy, soaking his thoughts in the music of praise. He looked back over his shoulder to Jacob who stood in the stern of the boat, his strong hands on the long handled rudder. “I feel like my head is in a vat of wine,” Jesus shouted to him.



“And how would you know what that’s like?” Jacob asked with a laugh.



“He wouldn’t!” shouted James. “He is always saying wild things that aren’t real.”



“Like what?” Jacob asked, amused at the common rivalry of brothers.



“Like there are angels everywhere, and the Ruah of Alaha is alive in the wind, and that Adonay is inside us all. One day he is going to get in big trouble saying things like that. He never shuts up!”



“He’ll outgrow it,” Jacob said as he drew in the sail a little tighter. “Don’t be concerned, James. We all learn hard lessons about how life really is. You are more practical; your brother is a dreamer. Let him dream. He brings joy to others, even if his dreams are hard to understand.”



“Some people think he’s mad. It shames me.”



“Yes, and I’m sure many people thought Moses was mad, or Jeremiah, or Ezekiel. Remember, James, Alaha works in strange ways. Don’t judge your brother so harshly just because he’s different. Thank Alaha for difference — that’s what I say.”



James folded his arms and looked away, frustrated that his family always defended Jesus when he could see so clearly that his brother was at the very least half mad: always dancing around, seeing people who weren’t there, getting up in the middle of the night and sitting alone under the stars, talking to Adonay as if he was his own best friend. Everyone knew YHWH was a great king, a warrior who held life and death in his hands, a mysterious Being to be feared.



Sure, Jesus was happy, a lot happier than James: but what is the use of happiness that comes from delusions? James had decided he would be a realist for sure. The Law of Moses gave clear directions on how to fear Adonay and live. By keeping them the people were unified. All that mattered was that the people remained one people, no matter what Rome did to them. Even at his young age he knew this was essential for their survival. Wild dreamers had come and gone. To die an early death you only needed to teach things that broke the constraint of old traditions. In the past the people had stoned dangerous dreamers; today they were crucified by Rome. If his brother chose the violent path of prophets, James didn’t want any part of it. To survive you must keep the old ways and stick with each other. Dreaming of new ways made no sense, and wasn’t for him.



The sea was rough and the boat rose and fell over the wind-blown waves. Spray from the bow blew into James’ face and he wiped it from his eyes. He looked at Jesus who had taken off his robe and was standing with his feet on the rails and his hand on a mast line. He was hanging out over the bow with his face into the wind.



“Hey, crazy man. I hope you fall in and drown,” James shouted. He realized how angry he was with Jesus. He pitied him, and yet somehow envied him as well. It was confusing.



“Be careful son,” Jacob shouted.



“I’m leaning into the wild hands of Alaha,” Jesus shouted back. “This is where I’m most safe!”



Jacob smiled and shook his head. He glanced down at James who was glaring at his brother. The boat pitched more wildly now, and Jesus was looking ahead, anticipating each wave. He got his balance and let go of the rope: his knees half bent, his body loose, rolling with the boat’s wild movements. He raised his arms and threw them out wide, as if he was welcoming the wind into his heart, and through his heart into some open, free place where it could howl on forever. 
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A Fearsome Dream
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Jesus let a cool breeze lead him from his workbench into high meadows on the hills above the plains of Gennesaret. He sat on a stone amidst bird song and the slow rhythms of sheep bleating. Billowing clouds slowly drifted by, their shadows holding something of the long winter’s cold that had just passed.



He opened his hands to the sky, his face drinking in the welcome warmth of sunlight as it poured suddenly through a steep valley in the clouds.



“I love you Ahlala…” Jesus whispered, and a voice echoed out of the Great Silence, ‘I Love you…’ He smiled and listened. There it was again: the
 c
 lear
 p
 ure Tone, high and free, out of which all sounds came to blend into one tapestry of sound — the diverse music of Creation. “Elohim is One…” he whispered, remembering the Shemah chant taught every child in school. “And yet… in Jerusalem I have heard that the Sadducees fight against the Pharisees who fight against the Elders who criticize everyone. Elohim is One, but the people are divided. Even in Nazareth they all bicker and quarrel. Why?” he asked. 



The sun broke through again and he turned his face towards it with the instinct of flowers. He opened his hands over his heart. “I call you Ahlalalee,” he spoke, “or the Great Love, and the people call you Alaha, Elohim, Adonay… and that sacred name they are afraid to utter. I cannot fear you, but they want to fear you.” He stood up suddenly and shouted aloud, “Who are you beyond these many names? Am I wrong to call you as I wish? I am young; the teachers are old. Am I proud and foolish? Who am I to let my mind fly beyond the limits of our traditions?”



He grew silent and felt the humming of Life in his young body. “The Eternal is not in any passing thing…” he whispered, echoing what he had heard again and again in school. “Or is he?” he whispered again. “Is this not you pouring through all things that are? Who are you in truth, my Adonay?” He quietly sensed, and his young emotions arose from somewhere with a cry to know more than he had known, to feel more than he had felt, and the whisper came, ‘Not in feelings…’



“If the Great Oneness could be found in one idea, or a feeling, a ritual, a belief, then couldn’t our people unite in that like bees unite in their work with the flowers they love? Something big is missing. What is missing, my Ahlalalee?”



He sighed and felt his breath join the passing breeze. ‘Something like this…’ a soft thought whispered. He sucked in air again and felt its freedom in his chest. ‘Yet not this,’ the voice sighed.



“But something like this,” he replied, slowly taking in another long slow breath and fully feeling it.



The sun was sinking towards the horizon and the light in the clouds grew rosier as the shadows cooled. Jesus opened his arms wide again. “And you, brother sun, candle of El, where do you shine at night?” he whispered. “Do your beams warm the great pillars that hold up the world?” The bright colors seemed to sing, ‘Not in light nor shadow, not in passing days or eternal stars, not in this and not in that, neither in the good or evil man makes…’



“Yes, it’s true. The Great Love must be beyond all changing things,” Jesus sighed to himself. “The Great Love must be free forever.” He looked up into the pure color and felt once again the wild freedom of the sky. He drew in another deep breath. “I breathe you into this earth. I love you now in living clay,” he whispered so none but the most sensitive ear might hear it. Then, gazing up at the spinning sky, he slowly spun like a small key turning in a great lock.



“Yah is Oneness. Not in anything, and yet in everything at once. Ahlalalalalaleee,” he shouted as he had shouted a thousand times before, feeling a deep pleasure arise out of his bones, his soft cells, out of the nameless Way of knowing that his body and all animals knew. “Flood me with your Love beyond all questions for this alone can be the answer,” he cried again. Lightness arose within and around him; and he sensed laughter in sunlight, shy smiles in shadows, an unheard song in the fading song of birds.



Then he wrapped himself in his blanket and watched until the stars shone. He soon slipped into a deep sleep and a dream came as vividly as day. When he awoke the sun was already rising over the mountains beyond the sea, so he jumped up and ran to his house where he found his mother letting out the hens. Jesus took her by the hand and led her past the garden to the hill and said,  “Mother, I had a dream.”



She looked carefully at him. His hair was matted and wild and his face unwashed, but his eyes were as clear as dawn. She said, “Tell it.”



“It passed through my sleeping mind full of bright colors and sounds so loud even the dead could hear them. In this dream Mama, many men and women of Israel and of lands beyond came. They faces were shining, and as they sang and danced my heart became like a garden of apples for the sweetness of soul that came upon me when I saw them.



“Then a great host of men appeared, armed with arrows, swords and spears. Every man had red hair like David, our poet king, and eyes as black as tealeaves, and each wore a robe of rough brown wool to cover his strength. They greeted me with welcoming words, but their eyes were not kind. So I greeted them as if they were lambs though I knew that they were wolves — hungry to destroy.”



He knelt down on the earth now as he talked. “And they brought me to a place where a great dragon lived: it was Jerusalem, the holy city. The dragon had black scales, and eyes as cold as a rooster’s, and when the shining people saw the dragon they ran in terror from it. Then the red-haired men challenged me to kill the dragon and offered me the crown of David our father in return. But I would have none of their ways, nor would I run… but leapt down and gave my body to be eaten. Then the dragon ate my body until there was nothing more to eat and went into its cave and died because of the song that was in my bones. Then I saw a great Light arising and it shone out to lands beyond our lands. And wherever the Light shone, there was a laughter of joy and freedom.”



When Jesus stopped talking, Mary turned her face away and sighed deeply, then gathered herself and said, “Put your dream to rest my son; lay it down in the fields amongst the wild grass and briars. It is a meaningless dream to amuse the mind, nothing more.” Jesus looked at her and knew she did not speak the truth of her heart. And she knew that it was a strong fear that restrained her, and remembered her dreams of him before he was born, and the one she had that she had never dared to tell.
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The Smooth White Softness
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It was the summer of his eleventh year. Jesus wanted to please his mother and father and to conform to the Rabbi’s instructions, as the other boys did, but something inside him would rise up and shake its head like a wild horse spitting out the bit. His father was confused as to what to do. Was he spoiling the boy by letting him run free whenever his spirit moved him? James was a normal boy: rough and playful but eager to learn, and when disciplined able to bend his ways. Abigail was her mother’s pride, a naturally happy child who even at her young age of four brought joy to everyone with her helpfulness. Little Judas was almost two, and already as stubborn as all two year olds can be, yet he still followed the age-old patterns of a child’s defiance giving way to submission to his parents. But Jesus moved to his own music. Joseph had to admit to himself that if not for the strange dreams of Mary and the brightness of the boy’s spirit he might at times be tempted to see Jesus as one of the crazy ones.



There had always been crazy ones, since as long as men could remember. Almost every village had one or two who lived in their own worlds: who talked aloud to no one, who smiled at all the inappropriate times, and often said things that would embarrass normal people. Some of them had little control of their bodies and would wet themselves and drool from half-opened mouths. Others looked somewhat normal, except for their vacant eyes, and unwashed bodies, and tangled, matted hair. No… Jesus did not fit with them any more than he did with the boys who were considered good and useful, and faithfully studied the ancestral ways. His wildness was of a different kind; it shone with a wisdom that at times frightened Joseph. The boy seemed to see inside of people: to understand the secrets of the human heart on a level others were afraid to see.



Jesus was helping Joseph hang a new door on the house of the local tailor. The man’s wife was considered by most to be the most beautiful woman in Nazareth. She helped the tailor by cutting cloth and sewing as well as doing her normal chores. It was hot and the woman’s gown hung loosely over her breasts. When she bent over the cutting table the smooth whiteness of her breast shone into Jesus’ curious eyes.



Although he couldn’t remember nursing, he had seen James and Abigail and now Judas sucking on Mary’s breasts and considered it as normal as a donkey eating hay. But this was something different. The softness of her breast stirred new kinds of feelings in him. He moved where he could better see the white smoothness of her skin and felt something soft and joyful within himself. Joseph noticed the boy’s intent interest and admitted to himself that he too felt drawn to look and admire, but he felt it would show unfaithfulness to Mary, so he purposely looked away.



When the day’s work was done, Jesus said his shalom to the Tailor and gave the wife a bright smile, as if to thank her for sharing her beauty with him. She seemed to sense this and smiled warmly back. This also troubled Joseph who said nothing about it on their walk home. When they arrived, Mary was fixing their evening meal over the fire and Jesus ran to her. “I felt something wonderful today Mama, something I have never felt before,” he said excitedly.



“Oh, what was it son?”



“I saw the Tailor’s wife’s white skinned breasts and it made me feel light inside, and my belly felt like it was hollow and full of flying swallows. It wasn’t like seeing your breasts, Mama. This was completely different. Is this what men feel about women? Am I growing to be a man now?”



Mary raised her eyebrows with surprise, and didn’t know whether to smile or frown. She looked over at Joseph who had just come in from the shop where he had greeted James. He heard what Jesus had just said and had a serious look on his face. He motioned for James to take Abigail and Judas outside. James begrudgingly did, but then crouched next to the open door so he could listen. Joseph motioned for Jesus to come to him and they sat together next to Mary. “Yes, my son,” he said slowly, “it is surly a sign you are becoming a man.”



“This is good Papa! I’m happy to become a man. Alaha makes me what I am.”



“This is true son. Life is starting to awaken in your loins. You will feel new feelings and begin to see women differently. But this is also the time when you need to listen very carefully to the wisdom of your elders. You cannot simply follow these feelings. They would lead you into trouble.”



“What do you mean, Papa? How can beautiful feelings Alaha himself awakens in me lead me into trouble? Alaha makes all things good.”



“Yes, but fire is good and yet it can burn your skin. Water is good, but it can also drown you. There is a time and place for everything. Do you understand?”



“Yes Papa: a time for fire in the kitchen to cook and warm; a time for water in the jar to drink; a time to look on a woman and feel beautiful and good. It is not always that I see a woman’s snowy breast like this, so when I do, that must be the time to feel the flying birds in me.”



“No son. You must not look on a woman’s breast unless she is your wife. If a young woman lets her breast hang open it is something you must turn your eyes from.”



“Why Papa?”



“Because it may lead you to desire her.”



“Why? I saw and felt and had no desire but to praise. Desire what?”



“Well, to touch her, to take her body to your body, skin to skin. It is like that with a man.”



“And what is wrong with that? Isn’t that the way Alaha designed us to be?”



“Well, yes… But if you followed your desires you could cause great trouble for yourself and the woman and dishonor her family and yours.”



“Why? How can something beautiful hurt others?”



“Ah, son… you will learn. The Rabbi will teach you boys the rules. Listen to the Rabbi, Jesus. The wisdom of our fathers guides our lives into peace.” James silently nodded his approval at the door.



“And happiness, Papa? Does this wisdom make a man happy?”



“Yes…”



“Then why is there so much unhappiness in our people? Why are there so few smiling faces in the village?”



“Life is not as simple as you think. You will learn, my son. Joy is not the most important thing.”



“How can this be? It is written, ‘The joy of Adonay is our strength…’ I feel the joy of Adonay when the strength of what is good flows through me like a river. Isn’t this right, Papa?”



“Yes, of course it is. Would to Adonay that all the people felt more of the holy joy.”



“Yes,” whispered Mary. “How beautiful it would be…”



“But it’s Life’s river of joy that teaches me, Papa. Do you understand? If I do not follow it, what is left? I see the Rabbi and the young men with their serious faces. They speak of a joy they never feel; they sing of a Love they do not show. Is this the way of wisdom and what is right?”



Joseph didn’t know what to say and looked to Mary. She smiled gently at him then reached out and took Jesus’ hand. “Sweet son, your questions are beautiful and good. I pray to Adonay you keep asking them. Keep your heart open. Follow the holy joy you know. We will try our best to understand, but we cannot see what you see, or fly as freely as you fly. I believe in you…”



Jesus threw himself into her arms. Mary reached out and pulled Joseph close to them. Then Jesus put his arms around them both, trying to pull them into him, to let them kiss each other in his soul. James peered around the corner; and his jaw tightened in anger.











Chapter 16



 



Explaining Sanity



Age 11



 



 



Nazareth was a dusty little town in the summer when it baked beneath a merciless metallic sky. Today the birds were hidden in the inmost green refuges of trees, panting silently, longing for night to come with its cool breezes of relief. Joseph had come to town to purchase materials for a table he was commissioned to build for Jeremiah, the Rabbi’s brother. Jesus, James and Abigail came with him, just to see what the other village children were doing and have a little time of play. Many boys had gathered in the square to play a game with a ball made of sewn goatskin. James ran over and joined them. Jesus sat down and watched with Abigail in his lap. James suddenly grabbed one of the boys and whispered something to him. They then ran over and stood in front of Jesus.



“I heard what you said to Mama and Papa about the Tailor’s wife the other day. You are evil,” James said defiantly.



Jesus looked at him for a long time, until James cast his eyes down, then said, “Why are you saying this? How do you know what I was feeling?”



“I know what the Rabbi’s teach, and you are wrong to go against it. You should not look at a man’s wife to covet her. You should show shame, but instead you defend what you do.”



Jesus shook his head slowly. “James, you are a mindless parrot speaking what you do not know as if you knew.”



Abigail looked up into Jesus’ face. “You aren’t evil,” she whispered to him, and then turned to her brother, “You are wrong James. You don’t know anything. You’re just a stupid boy!” James glared at her.



The other children gathered around, always interested in a conflict. Jesus looked around at their faces and sighed. He hugged Abigail close to him and listened for the silence within his heart and the Light that shone from it with tender strength. James picked up the ball and threw it hard at Jesus. It bounced off the side of his face and the children gasped, knowing that this was a great insult. Abigail screamed with surprise and got up and kicked at James but he held her off. Jesus’ face was reddened and smudged from where the hard ball hit him. He wiped his face with his hand, then got the ball and brought it back to James. “Here James, throw it again if you want. It won’t change anything, except maybe you.”



“You’re so stubborn!” James screamed. “You think you’re always right and sit far above everyone else, but you’re not! Do you hear? You are stupid. I think you’re crazy!” he shouted and knocked the ball out of Jesus’ hands. “You are a shame to our family. You think you can even look at a married woman’s naked body and that is right and good. What are you going to do next? Whatever it is, I don’t want to be a part of it. You are not my brother!”



“James,” Jesus said tenderly, “Go on, and say what you feel. I’m glad for it. And I’ll say what I feel too if you’ll listen.” James just stared at him, but didn’t move away. “Fears cloud your eyes. I have not coveted another man’s wife. I’m only eleven years old. What would I do with another man’s wife?” The children burst out laughing and James’ face grew redder. He looked around and scowled at them.



A girl named Hannah looked at Jesus with open, curious eyes. “What happened?” she asked, “Tell us.”



Jesus kicked his foot through the dust. He made up his mind. He would risk the truth. “A beautiful woman let her naked breast shine into my eyes. I felt the innocence of flowers, the free beauty of bird song. I heard a lamb’s bleat and thought of the snows of Lebanon. New feelings arose in my body from my loins into my belly and up into my heart. I loved the beauty I saw and felt it fully, then gave praise to Adonay. Is this wrong? Tell me,” he said, looking around at all the children, “Is this wrong?”



The boys looked at each other, not knowing what to say. The girls smiled and giggled. “It is not wrong,” said Hannah. “It is as good and beautiful as you say.”



One of the boys put his arm around James and pulled him away. “Come on James. I know what you are saying is right. Leave your brother with the silly girls. What do they know about life or being a man?”



James ground his teeth as he walked away, looking back over his shoulder at Jesus. “I hate him,” he said under his breath. “I will always hate him.”











Chapter 17



 



The Whore



Age 12



 



 



Jesus was twelve. Joseph asked more of him with each passing year. He was skilled with the carpentry tools and knew all the trees and the gifts and limitations of each kind of wood. He had grown a lot in the last year and was beginning to get the gangly look of a teenager. This day he had come to Capernaum to purchase materials that could not be obtained in Nazareth. Barter was the way of life in Israel. It was expected. People never offered the price they were willing to pay, but started low, knowing they would barter up to the place both seller and buyer would accept. Jesus’ honesty ran against the grain. He said the price he felt was fair and stuck with it, even though it was higher than most people would offer as a first price. The merchant’s soon learned his strange methods; and if they felt his price was fair they made short work of it and came to an agreement. If not, they knew he would walk away.



He had come to an agreement with the wood cutter for some cedar from the mountains to the north, and the man was to deliver the wood to Joseph’s shop within three weeks — a quick enough time when working with donkeys and hand saws. The merchant offered Jesus some tea, which he received thankfully, as it would have been an insult to refuse it. He sat on a stool outside the woodman’s shop and sipped it slowly, letting his eyes run over the market crowd with its typical bustle. Though the wind often howled in Capernaum, today there was not even enough to lift a wisp of hair on a donkey’s face and the village buzzed with flies. He noticed some commotion in the blue shadows of the mud wall that surrounded the market place. A young woman was talking with one of the older merchants: a man with dull eyes and heavy swollen stomach, who from appearances probably washed his face twice a year. ‘She must be a prostitute,’ Jesus thought. ‘Why else would such a pretty young woman be talking to this man?’



Following his instinct he arose and walked closer. The man seemed half asleep… or was it dead? He was barely aware of what he was doing. As Jesus came closer he smelled stale wine. It was too early for most people to be drunk, but this man was the village exception. He was speaking gruff words, and at one point reached out roughly and grabbed the woman’s arm. She remained kind, speaking softly to him. When she saw Jesus her first response was to glare at him, as boys had often taunted her, but her faced softened when she saw a look of admiration in his eyes.



“Can I help you?” Jesus asked.



“No, I know how to handle this man. But blessings be upon you for asking,” she replied and nodded to him, then turned and put her arm around the man and whispered something in his ear. The old man cackled and his eyes almost lightened, but the darkness was too dense for his Light to show through.











Chapter 18



 



Glands and Arching Muscles



Adolescence - Age 13



 



 



It was early spring and the day sparkled: young birds sang and flowers smeared the fields with splashes of Alaha’s paint. This time of year the sun was welcome, for with winter’s cold days finally passing the increased warmth brought the people joy. Jesus had Joseph’s permission to wander all day, in spite of James’ complaints. Mary’s strong faith in her son’s calling had helped Joseph break with the ancient patterns of boys working with their fathers long hours every day. Jesus had another father he must spend many hours with as well. It was in these hours of solitude that the Ruah had taught him many things about the relationship of heaven and earth, of the seen with the unseen.



At some distance to the north of Nazareth was a stream that flowed down towards the plains of Galilee. Its waters were cool, even in the midst of summer, and Jesus often walked along it. He found a large flat stone by the stream and took off his clothes, for he loved to feel the sun and the breath of spring breezes with all of his skin.



He could now feel the power of the Breath of El moving in him at all times. He folded his legs in front of him and raised his hands up the front of his body slowly, feeling the Breath of Life rising until it opened like a fountain through the top of his head in a silent cascade of praise. He smiled in the joy of his natural harmony with the bird song that surrounded him, then brought his hands down slowly, feeling the Light of El shining through his entire body down to the soft place between his loins and through him deep into the earth. “Hear O Israel, Elohim is One. The heavens and earth shine with your glory,” he whispered into the cool breeze. His voice melted into the laughter of the stream, and he felt as if they both were speaking praise in their own unique ways.



He repeated the slow rising and falling movement with his hands and felt the pure breath of Life rising and falling in him, in the same way as in the old story of the Garden of Eden the Ruah of El rose and fell in the freshness of day. Up from the earth, Adonay’s beautiful creation, into the holy heavens: blue and open, clean and free; down from the sweet, pure freedom into the solid earth that held him — that held all mankind, Jew, Roman, Greek, even the Phoenicians to the north, from whose land this laughing stream flowed.



The sun warmed his flesh and he slowly became aware of something new stirring in him. Something tender and innocent was swelling and he felt an ecstasy arising from his loins to his belly. His body was becoming more alive then it had ever been before. He offered all his sensations into the vast Ocean of the laughter of his Maker, and a silky warmth expanded in him as if his entire being was the tight bud of a rose that’s only purpose now was to open into its full beauty. “What is this, Papa?” he uttered, then cried a sweet cry as tears blinded him. The soft body of a boy was now hard, and open, and proud, singing a new song of the joy of its existence. He put his hand on his flesh and felt an unnamable sweetness responding. The bird song grew louder, the water songs sweeter… His chest swelled as if it too wanted to burst open with sunlight and song. “Yah, Yah!” he sang like a lover singing to his betrothed. From earth to heaven, from heaven to earth… the song, the sigh, the exultant cries of a free ecstasy flowing… With a great shudder his whole mind filled with white light and thought was extinguished in the interblending dance of nerves, glands, arching muscles and spirit. The nameless swallowed him into the ecstatic world of angels and animals and made him fully human.











Chapter 19



 



A Sacred Thing



Adolescence - Age 13



 



 



“Papa, Mama!” he cried as he ran in the door. “Look at me. I have become a man!” he shouted with the exaltation of a warrior. He opened his hand proudly to show what remained of what had been a shinning pool of the white seed of his life. Mary looked carefully at it, not sure what it was, then sniffed it and smiled.



“Yes, your boy has become a man now, Joseph,” she said as she held Jesus’ open hand out for his father to inspect. Joseph knew what she meant and smiled, not so much about what had happened, but at the innocent joy of his son.



“Are you proud of me, Papa? Ahlalalee did it to me. El has opened fountains of holy pleasure in my body. I felt as if all of earth arose through my body to kiss the sky.” James listened to this point, then spat and ran outside. Joseph began to follow him, but Mary called him back.



“Not now. There will be time for James, but this moment must not be missed. Look at our son’s face, Joseph, and remember this look until your dying day, for such innocent joy must be the gateway to the paradise of El.” Joseph turned and came back. He knelt down and gazed into Jesus’ wide-open eyes. Tears welled up as he remembered his own awakening and the embarrassment that had clouded it. He took Jesus into his arms and hugged him, and felt his heart drinking in his son’s joy. Jesus put his arms around Joseph’s neck and held him as if he was his own child. Mary wrapped her arms around them both. “I wish we could be like this forever,” Mary said and sighed as she felt an old sorrow arising in her: the sorrow of all women for their children, for the suffering of mankind, for lost innocence, for the harsh and strange ways of life on earth. And more than this a sad premonition she had since the dream had come to her of this boy, of his calling, of his tears that would water a dying world and sweeten it.



Jesus looked at the dry seed in his hand. “I want to show James and all the boys in town,” he said.



Mary looked at Joseph, trusting in his wisdom to speak. Joseph knew that look of Mary’s and its meaning well and smiled the weary smile of a man who knows he must attempt what he cannot do, but is resigned to try. He took Jesus’ hand in his hands and looked carefully at it. “This is your seed of life, my son. It is a sacred thing. Through this seed new children come into the world. You are right to exalt with joy. It is a great thing to create living seed in your body.”



“And it is a great thing to spill it out too!” Jesus said with a laugh. “Oh, Papa, all creation became alive with the pleasure of Yah. My body sang its sweetest songs and the birds sang with it — and the crickets, and water songs, and the great sea below me shining with the Light of El… I arched back. I cried out. The sweetness kept coming stronger and stronger… I shook, earth shook, the heavens trembled and sang their sweetest songs. I yielded completely and Alaha happened in a blaze of Light. I must tell the Rabbi and the children of the village what a pleasure it is to become a man!”



Joseph shook his head, “This is a good desire, my son, but you must understand that other people don’t see things like you do. They may not celebrate with you. It… well, it isn’t something we talk about freely.”



“Why Papa? How can you not talk freely about such sweetness? How can you not crow like a rooster about such joy?”



“Oh… Adonay, how can I say this? It isn’t considered right to talk about this kind of pleasure.”



“What? Oh, Papa, is this why our people are so unhappy? Why do they turn everything around backwards? What is pure and good is always right! It must be so. Life comes singing out of the fountains of Adonay. He is this music, but no one seems to hear him. He is a wedding dance, but Papa, I don’t see anyone dancing.”



Mary took Jesus’ hands in hers and looked him in the eyes. She gasped, for though she had seen the beauty of his eyes a thousand times before there was something new in them, something you would only see in the eyes of a great king — and yet they were still a boy’s innocent eyes, they were the gentle, shining eyes of her son. She put her forehead down against his chest and sighed.











Chapter 20



 



The Whore’s House



Age 13



 



 



Salome had been plying her trade in the villages of Northern Galilee since she started in her profession at the age of fourteen. It was a hard life with hard people. She now had many regular customers: the men she loved with her body for small handfuls of money. This had allowed her to purchase a mud hut on the outskirts of Capernaum where she kept a garden. It was her own space and she allowed no one to enter it unbidden. When she was in the towns she belonged to the men who would buy her love, but here she belonged only to herself. It was her temple of peace. No one bothered her when she was home: they knew better, for if they came without her invitation they were not greeted with smiling eyes, but harsh words and slaps. And none of the decent women would come or even speak with her. It was a reproach to be seen socializing with a whore. That is why it surprised her when someone knocked on her door.



“Go away; a curse on you!” she shouted. The knock came again: not hurried nor restrained, just a steady knock that somehow sounded wonderfully normal. It was this that drew her to open it. The eyes of a lamb in a young boy’s face greeted her.



She rarely remembered names, but always faces, and she knew his face from somewhere — you didn’t see eyes like his every day. They were the eyes of a wise infant, dark and wide open, shining with a Light that you knew at once could never harm a living thing. “Where have I seen you before?” she asked.



“Here, by the wood gatherer’s shop, just about a year ago. I saw you with the old baker; the one who always smells of wine.”



“Ah yes, I remember. Why have you come here? You are too young for my services.”



“I only want to talk. My body has awakened. I know you are experienced with the pleasures of Alaha and I wish to learn from you.”



“Do your parents know you are here?”



“No. They give me freedom to wander where I will and my feet have led me to your door.”



“I can not give you what you want. Go away!”



“I do not seek your body, but only your understanding.”



She was about to say what she said to all the young boys who flirted with her, grow up some. Come back to me when you have a beard and I will teach you many things… but she stopped. He was not asking of her what she expected. His words entered another room of her soul, one that had not been often visited before. She heard her mouth say, “Come in, sit down, I will make you some tea,” and part of her was in shock that she was breaking her own rules she had created to maintain her sanity. He came in.



He was almost as tall as her, and thin, but with strong arms and legs. She could tell he worked with his body, not his brain like many of the merchant’s sons who counted and sorted and gave orders, or the tax collectors son’s who traveled around with their open palms extended. He sat down with the grace of a cat on her sleeping matt and turned his curious eyes on her. She looked at him for several moments, and felt like something important was happening.



“I want you to know I never let a man in my room that I have not invited, no matter what age they are. I am making an exception and you should be grateful.”



“I am. May Alaha bless you,” the young man replied and smiled warmly at her. The coals from the morning’s fire were still burning, so the tea was hot and she poured him a cup. He nodded his thanks and sipped it slowly, watching her carefully over the upper rim. She turned and looked out the back door at the morning sun that was about half way up to the top of the sky. A rooster crowed and she could hear the tinkle of sheep bells and bleating of goats. She felt her body stirring, as was its habit when she was with a man, but knew this time it was the wrong response; so she took a deep breath and sat down across from him.



“All right then, what is it you wish to understand?”



“When I saw you with the drunken old man your eyes were kind and shone with the tenderness of El. We learned in the Rabbi’s school that it is the will of Adonay to show compassion from the heart, especially to the most needy, and I saw you doing this in a way that seemed more real to me than when people throw a beggar a coin— and yet you are considered an outcast, an unclean woman. This confuses me. What is it that you feel when you serve men like this? Please tell me. I believe your honesty holds many answers that are important to me.” Her eyes searched his and she felt something she had never felt before — he actually respected her. Something very young in her wanted to start howling and crying: she put her hands over her face and started to tremble, then stood up and regathered herself into the strength that kept her alive.



“So, you want to know what I honestly feel when I am with a man?” He nodded. “Well, I feel like something very big and important is missing, always missing, and I don’t know how to find it.” His eyes did not waver from her. “So I create a colorful garment of pleasurable feelings to drown my soul in, and I throw this over the bodies of the loneliest and most desperate men for a price. And something in me feels right and true, and something else feels desperately wrong and lost all at the same time. And I live with this, for this is my life, my place in the order of things that I cannot change.” She was aware of the bitterness in her voice.



“Why can’t you change it?” the boy asked, his face full of the same care she poured out for money, but she knew this care came from some free place and could never be bought or sold.



“Because we are given our identity and place in life by others,” she said slowly, and felt an urge to touch his face but restrained it, “and for me to change they would have to change — and they will not change. So we accept who and what we are or we live in constant sorrow and become one of the crazy ones. And I will not become one of them!” she said defiantly, “So I do my work, and at times feel the pleasure of some El these people do not know smiling on me. This I do not understand, but it gives me comfort in a way that the men who buy my love can never give.”



“And the pleasures of Alaha that move through your body, are they sacred to you?”



“It is not the custom of these people to call the pleasures of the body the pleasures of Alaha, or think they are sacred. Where did you get these ideas?”



“From Alaha,” he answered with a smile that lit up his countenance. Something in her turned — like an unseen face was turning inside her face, an unseen heart in her breast. She sat down next to him and felt her whole being silently turning, turning to embrace the Light that shone through him as through an empty window. The boy seemed to know this part of her and reached out his hand towards her face, not touching her skin, but her soul. She felt a great heat radiating from his hand that quieted her mind into a profound peace. She listened carefully with everything within her, waiting for some forgotten voice to speak.



“All that is natural is from the fountain of Life, and Alaha is that fountain,” he said gently. “The people should know this, but they have forgotten. They have gone to sleep in the teachings of the Rabbis that should wake them up. I don’t fully understand why, but I will. Alaha is pure and free. Alaha is Love and all that is truly real. I believe in what is real. I believe in the living Light: do you?” His question seemed like a call to a decision that suddenly meant the difference between life and death.



She closed her eyes and dared not speak. He touched her forehead with one finger and she felt a current of Life pass through her like a golden rope thrown to someone lost at sea. Then it slowly softened and she heard him quietly arise and leave.











Chapter 21



 



Ruth’s Questions



Age 13



 



 



Jesus walked down the winding cobbled streets. He knew he would meet her again, but that now she needed to listen to something other than his young voice. He felt this in his bones.



Capernaum was much larger than Nazareth, being the main fishing town at the north end of the Sea of Galilee and a major trading center. He had come here often with his father for this was where his uncle Jacob lived with his wife Ruth and their children. Jesus enjoyed its bustle and the many sights and smells that were different from Nazareth. He walked through the market area between huge bunches of dates hung from the vegetable seller’s stalls. Many colorful birds sang in the grape vines that grew for shade above the people’s heads. Around the sides of the market, merchants of imported clothes, copper goods, clay pots, and glass bottles had their tables; and in the center, amidst the fruit and vegetables, were the stalls of spice sellers with mounds of fragrant powdered herbs.



The fisherman’s stalls were the closest to the sea where the day’s catch was spread out under palm frond shading. Jesus loved the strong smell of fish and rough faces of the fishermen who had spent their lives on the sea. Their boats sat quietly at anchor, and children played amongst them in the shallow places along the shore. Some of the children had fishing lines they had thrown out to try and catch the little fish that seemed to follow boats like a swarm of darting shadows. Jesus felt like a playful child and a man all at once, and enjoyed the feelings. Two young teenage girls caught his eye. He recognized them as friends of his cousins and nodded his hello. They shyly laughed and spun away, chasing each other through the water. He noticed their long legs and the slight swelling of their breasts, and felt the hosannas of his loins start to sing. As he stood there grinning, one of his cousins named Daniel came up behind him, and wrapping his arms around him lifted him up. Jesus laughed and playfully kicked him in the knees until he set him back down.



“You wander like the wind,” Daniel said. “No one knows you are in town. You must come and have your midday meal with us.” Jesus nodded his approval.



Daniel led him down a side street to a low roofed white house by the sea. Ruth and Jacob had seven children, two boys and five girls. The girls were all inside, helping their mother prepare a meal of fried fish, olives, cooked grain and bread. The oldest boy, Jehoram, was out with his father on the sea. Ruth was a strong woman, with kind eyes and a rough face. “Come, come, Jesus. How good to see you,” she said with a hearty smile. “Sit down and eat with us. You honor us with your presence.” Jesus gave her a warm hug. She was a good woman; one of the ones Jesus felt lived in natural harmony with her own Light. “Tell me, what brings you here? Have you come to buy or sell?”



“No. I came to talk with Salome.”



“Salome? You mean the Rabbi’s daughter? She is only eight — or the daughter of the sandal maker? But she is eighteen: too old for you, my boy. Who do you mean?”



“I mean Salome the maker of love,” Jesus said as he sat down at the long wooden table built for their family by Joseph as a gift.



“The maker of love?” she asked as she patted some bread dough between her great, strong hands. “Do you mean the matchmaker? Her name is Martha. Are you looking to be married? You are too young, Jesus. Be patient,” she said with a broad smile as she tossed the flat, round dough into the oven. “Your time will come soon enough.”



“No, I mean the beautiful young woman who gives love to the lonely men of our villages.”



At first Ruth’s face was blank, as if she was trying to understand what he meant. Then suddenly it dawned on her. “What? You mean the whore?” Ruth’s daughters tried to hide their smiles, then giggled at each other.



  “That is what the people call her,” Jesus answered, sitting up straight, “but it is a name of shame. I don’t call her that. Do you, Aunt Ruth?”



Suddenly she felt embarrassed and blushed. “I’m sorry to say, yes, that is what I call her. Why have you come to see her? Do you want to buy her love?” Ruth put her hand along side of the head of one of her younger daughters who had come up and leaned against her.



“No. Love cannot be bought or sold. You know that. I had questions to ask her.”



“Ask your father or mother,” she said, and brushed some hair out of her face with the back of one hand. “They are the ones to talk to about such matters. Don’t let yourself be seen with a woman like that. It will bring shame on you and all your family.”



Jesus felt her concern, and also grief for what she said. “I know you mean well, Aunt Ruth. May the blessings of Alaha be on you,” he said with his hand on his heart, “ but there are questions I have that only she can answer. I’m sure of it. Don’t worry, I won’t bring shame on my family.”



Ruth wiped her hands and came to him, putting her hands on his shoulders. “I believe your heart is pure, Jesus, but it is not by what is in our hearts that people judge us, but what they see with their eyes,” she said, tapping her face with a finger.



“So what do you think we should do then, be untrue to our hearts?



“Live the ways of righteousness; do good, and fear Adonay. You know these things.”



Jesus stood up. “And pour shame on the outcasts; condemn those who are different; never ask questions to find out what is really in another person’s heart?” he asked passionately. He looked around at his cousins. The girls glanced at him with approval in their eyes while Daniel leaned against the wall and smiled, interested in how his mother would respond.



Ruth wiped her forehead and sighed. “You see things others cannot see, and feel what we have no time to feel. We are just trying to survive with our children — to get by. Be patient with us, Jesus.”



“And be patient with me,” he replied, his eyes full of concern for he loved Ruth and her family.



She hugged him. “Ah, Jesus, what a blessing you are to us all. Even though we are troubled at times by your questions, know that your family loves you like the sun loves the earth.”



“I know that,” Jesus said and hugged her back. “No matter what happens, know that I will always love you too — like the sun loves the earth.” She ruffled his hair and turned back to her work. He sat back down and smiled as one of Ruth’s daughters brought a platter full of fried fish and kissed him on the cheek.



After a boisterous meal, with many people talking and laughing, coming and going, Jesus gathered some scraps of food into a corner of his robe and gave his thanks to all. Then he walked through the crowded streets along side the lake to where a beggar sat by the entrance of the Synagogue every day. He found him and put some fish, bread and olives into his leathery hands.



“Alaha bless you,” the old man said.



“Alaha always blesses me,” Jesus said in reply, and started back towards Nazareth.











Chapter 22



 



The Light Whispers



Age 13



 



 



It was mid afternoon, when the sun was hottest, and as he walked he took off his clothes, one piece at a time, and stuffed them in his travel sack. With a sudden impulse he walked off the trail, past some grazing sheep and onto a high ridge where he could look out over the blue sea. He took off his remaining clothes and opened his arms to the furnace of the sun and the hot breeze blowing up the hill. Then he started dancing until he felt sweat dripping down his arms and back and belly. He didn’t even know why he was dancing; it just seemed the joy in him had to flow out. He waved his arms in circles, singing,



 



Alaha, Ahlalalee…
 Oooooow ah!



Shalom in the sky and earth and sea.



Wind in flesh, breath in sky,



birds in freedom flashing by.



Bees that hum,
 flowers shine,



Ruah that blows to flash and wind



through the pathways of my mind.



Ahlalalalalalalala leeeeee!



 



And the ecstasy in him rose and rose through his voice and spirit until he suddenly stopped, and looked out from a complete silence that suddenly held him. And he felt the silence in the trembling leaves and grass, and sensed it in the laugh of distant waters. All was alive; all was open and innocent — all freely happening in the everlasting freedom of the silent One.



He started laughing and laughing as he spun as he had always spun, wide open to the sky that laughed too, and looked and cared and loved enough to pour itself into a body, a word, an ear, an eye.



He lay down in the grass for he felt as light as air, as if he were nothing but naked breath and breathed himself out of his body as easily as wind moves through a door. He felt himself expand and fly and watched the sea grow small beneath him, and when he looked up there were only stars and a distant point of Light. And he loved that Light with everything he was, and drew closer. The Light was brighter than the sun, yet did not harm his eyes, for he was all eyes and everywhere present. The Light whispered, “Not yet…” and pure Love drew him back into the earth and sea, onto a bare hill and into a dense body with a bang. And he sighed, and stretched his arms and legs open as far as they would go, and arched his back and loved the Great Love until every cell sang stop: we are only mortal and can stand no more.











Chapter 23



 



A Frenzy of Death



Age 14



 



 



He was wandering again, far into the hills to the south and east of th
 
 e sea. It was the farthest he had gone from his home. He had caught a ride with a caravan along the trade route on the south end of the sea, and it just felt right to keep going out into the wilderness — the place of prophets and wild men. The earth was rough with ragged stones and deep washes carved by sudden rainstorms and the rush of violent water through soft rocks and sand. The heat was almost unbearable, but his head was covered with the traditional Sudra cloth and his body with a long, light robe to protect his skin. He dropped down into a ravine looking for some shade, perhaps a cave to hide in until the sun melted in its hot blue pan and slipped down like butter to cool a little lower in the sky. A yearling sheep looked innocently at him, baaed and ran off. It surprised him, for this was not a place a shepherd would bring a flock. There was little to forage, even for goats. He walked around a bend and saw a large flock of sheep, most of them lying on the sand, panting in the light, baking in wool. A young man was standing in the midst of them, watching him carefully. Jesus rubbed the sweat out of his eyes and gazed back. The young man was strangely familiar. Jesus he had seen him before.



The man pulled a long flute out of his robe and smiled. A memory flashed into Jesus’ mind of the young shepherd standing in the olive grove the day Yacob died. He shook his head. It couldn’t be. If it was the same boy he hadn’t aged a bit, and that was over five years ago. The shepherd began playing his flute, and the music had the power of a dream. It carried Jesus into another place, full of people he couldn’t see but only sense, more real than the heat, or sheep, or day. They were so alive, their presence closer than his own skin, and somehow more familiar than home. They seemed to be happy, perhaps just to feel him close to them again. He felt the same and turned his head this way and that, but could see nothing. He closed his eyes, to concentrate more fully on his sensations, then shouted, “I love you!” and heard a roar of laughter. Then the music stopped, and the laughter stopped. He opened his eyes. There was only the heat raging in an empty wash of burning sand.



A shadow passed over him. Rising up from the sea was an immense cloud: the kind that suddenly inundates the earth with violent summer showers then dies back into the naked sky. He knew better than to be caught in the bottom of a wash carved by floods during a downpour, and began looking for a way to climb out. Thunder rolled and a sudden wind whirled sand up the valley, stinging his skin. He tried to jump a narrow fissure in the gully and twisted his ankle as loose stones slid out from under his feet. With a cry of pain he fell. The wind picked up and he heard the rain hammering down on stones, and looking up saw it moving as a great gray sheet rapidly towards him. “Alaha, help me,” he cried, and tried to stand, but a sharp pain brought him back down. He looked around wildly and saw what looked like a cave tucked up under an outcrop of rough stone high above him. Slowly, he struggled up and started hopping towards it. The wind and rain caught him and stung his face, soaking him instantly. He kept moving, hopping and hobbling, trying to ignore the sharp bolts of pain that shot through him, until he reached the steep wall of the gulch. Dead roots jutted out of the crumbling wall and he tried to climb them. Another crack of thunder shook him as the roots broke. He fell down on his back on the sand, and lay looking up at a million spears of water cast down at him from never ending heights. Ink black clouds whirled past with the speed of hysterical ghosts stampeded by light. He lay and listened for what he hoped he wouldn’t hear: the roar of a flash flood coming through the furious sounds of rain pelting earth.



He struggled to his feet and saw a cut in the side of the wall with water gushing out. He hobbled to it. It was low enough for him to get a leg up. He wedged his knee into a narrow place and struggled. Muddy water full of small stones pelted him and poured over his head. He turned and twisted, and by sheer will inched his way up until he was high enough to roll out onto a flat stone. Then he heard it coming: a frenzied brown torrent of death.



He began working his way along the steep sides towards the cave. The ground was slippery and crumbling. Through the narrow opening of the gulch the water exploded, instantly smashing into and swallowing up everything below.



Suddenly the ground under him gave way and he desperately grasped for something to stop him. “Alaha!” he cried, and for the first time in his life felt the panic of fear. Flailing his arms and shouting he slid on his back down towards the violent flood. He stretched out wildly, grabbing at stones that broke away. There was only a sage bush between him and the torrent. He ran his hands through it, grabbed it — and it held. He laid still for a moment, dangling above the deluge, hardly daring to breathe as a furious whirr of water ate away the bank just below his feet. He carefully rolled over and got a grip on a small outcrop of stone. It was firm, one solid point amidst a shifting sea of mud.



It took much time to work his way up to the cave. When he got there the flood had reduced to a violent current in the deepest part of the gulch. But the rain kept pouring and he knew another wave could come.



He wasn’t the only one seeking shelter there. A large tarantula skittered towards him, then retreated, and he saw towards the back of the cave the coiled bodies of vipers. Desert creatures know when a great storm is coming. The cells of their bodies whisper a report that never errs. Jesus wrapped himself in his robe and leaned away, barely covered by the outcrop of rock, giving Elohim’s hairy-legged and slithering creatures as much space as possible. He felt his body trembling with shock and cold.



The rain quit as suddenly as it had started. Jesus sighed and looked up at the sky. The clouds were already thinning back into blue. He slid down a ways from the cave and drug himself off to the side in case one of the vipers wanted a more direct route back to the gully floor. He peeled off his wet robes and felt his ankle. It was badly swollen and discolored. He looked up again and began his slow deep breathing, calling out to Alaha to flow through him as healing. He brought his hands up slowly, from earth to sky, then down from sky to earth until he felt the familiar free movement of Life through him. Then he put his hands gently on his ankle, asking with all his heart for it to be healed.



Leaning on his makeshift crutch made of a crooked branch washed out of the mountains by the rain, he slowly headed home. Even though he got several rides on donkey carts along the main trade road, it still took him more than three days. When James saw him hobbling up the path he ran to him. “You are in big trouble. Mama and Papa are really worried. Where have you been? And you’re hurt!”



“It’s nothing. Just a twisted ankle.”



“Why didn’t you heal yourself?” James asked, sarcastically.



Jesus stared at him a moment. “I tried. Nothing happened.”



“Nothing happened? What’s wrong holy man? Maybe Alahahahahaheee, or whatever you call him was busy doing something else — like not existing!”



Jesus looked at his brother and his eyes burned. He swung his crutch at him, but James jumped back. Jesus cried out with pain and fell down. A look of pride came across James’ face. He had triumphed over his brother’s patience… at last.













 



Chapter 24



 



Small Black Sprout



Age 14



 



 



Jesus sat on a stool in the workshop. His ankle was tightly wrapped with a long cloth to give it support while it healed. He was working on a coffin. They were needed often enough, and when there was a lull in work Joseph would have him build a few new ones to store at the back of the house. Mary came in with Abigail and little Judas. She put her hand on the back of his neck and he glanced up at her, smiled weakly, then put his attention back on his work.



“What’s wrong, my son?” she asked. You have been heavy with sorrow since you returned. Is it your pain then?”



“No, Mother,” Jesus said quietly. “The pain will pass. It’s not that.”



“Can you tell me then,” she asked gently.



He nodded. “Yes, I guess so. I was wondering… am I crazy, Mother?” he asked, looking up into her face.



“Crazy? How can you think such a thing?”



“What if I am?” I mean, I see things others can’t see. I hear voices sometimes. I think it is Alaha, but then, I was so afraid in the storm. It shook me, Mama. And… I cried out to Alaha, but nothing happened. I couldn’t even heal my own ankle.” He looked at her. “You know, I’ve been happy enough — being crazy I mean. It’s not that bad. I’m thankful for my life and everything. But, what is it like being… you know, like everybody else?”



Mary wrapped her arms around him and held him close to her body.



Abigail came and stood in front of him, her hands on her hips. “You aren’t crazy, Jesus,” she said. “You are wild. There’s a big difference.”



“Yes, wild,” said little Judas, pleased that he could speak up as well.



Mary knelt down and held him by the shoulders. “Look in my eyes, Son,” she said, her voice trembling with emotion. “You must believe in yourself. Oh Jesus, to doubt yourself is to doubt your call. To doubt your call is to doubt the One who calls you.”



“But… what if…”



“What if you are wrong? What if I am wrong? And your father who believes in you?”



“And me!” said Abigail. “That’s not possible. I can’t be wrong!” she said and stomped her foot.



“Me too!” said Judas, stomping his foot as well.



Jesus looked at them and began to smile. He couldn’t help himself. “Well, if I’m crazy I guess we are all crazy together.”



“Yes, together,” shouted Judas.



“And, like I said, it’s not all that bad. I mean, I am happy. Actually, I am very happy, because I have such a family as you.”



“James too?” Mary asked.



“Yes… James too,” said Jesus.



Mary smiled and opened her arms to her children. They hugged her. “My son, don’t worry,” she whispered. “The gifts of Alaha are given for others. This is the way of his Love. That you couldn’t heal yourself isn’t a sign that Alaha has failed you. Perhaps it is a lesson: something sent to keep your heart tender.”



Jesus looked into the eyes of his mother and felt the sweetness of Light that he loved. “Yes, perhaps this,” Jesus whispered back. “Oh, Mama, I choose the Light. What else can I do?”



“What else can any of us do?” Mary said softly.



Jesus shook his head, “I just had the wildest experiences,” he said.



“Yes!” Abigail said. “You went out into the wilderness and met a wild El. Alaha must be wild! How else can it be?”



“Wild!” said Judas, and laughed.



Mary laughed too and wrapped both arms around Jesus.



“I was so afraid, Mama,” he said.



“We are all afraid at times, my son,” she said. “It is human.”



He buried his face in her gown, smelling in her body everything safe and warm.













 



Chapter 25



 



Dry Cisterns



Age 14



 



 



It was the Sabbath and Joseph was sitting with Jesus and James in the Synagogue. The Rabbi was reading the writings of Jeremiah from a scroll.
 “
 My people have committed two sins: they have forsaken me, the fountain of living waters, and hewn cisterns for themselves that are cracked and hold no water…
 ”



The people nodded and the prayers droned on. Jesus looked around: no one seemed shocked or concerned about what was just read, especially the Rabbi who was repeating the rituals he always did: kissing the scroll and carefully returning it to its sacred box in the front of the assembly.



So Jesus slowly stood up, and looking around said, “Did anyone hear what the prophet just said?” The people stared blankly at him. “What are those dry cisterns? Aren’t they your own mindless prayers and empty rituals? I want to know, where are the living waters of Adonay now? Can’t any of you feel that some great beauty is missing?”



There were shocked gasps, for young boys did not speak out in the service without permission, especially to criticize the people. The Rabbi came to Jesus and sternly said, “Show respect for your elders.”



Jesus said, “But Rabbi, aren’t these words as alive today as they were when the prophet spoke them long ago?”



“Yes, of course. This is why we revere them!” he said adamantly. “They are for all time.”



“And Rabbi, which is more important, the living truth, or the one who speaks it?”



“The truth of Adonay is the most important thing, of course.”



“And what if a boy should feel the Ruah move in him and speak the truth of Adonay today? Is this right? Or is it only right when it happens some other time and is written in a scroll, like we read of Samuel hearing from Alaha when he was a boy?”



“Of course, boys should hear the Word of Adonay and speak it now. All the boys hear the Words of Adonay in school and speak them…”



“No, the boys only repeat other men’s words without thinking. Samuel never did this, or Isaiah, or any other prophet. The Words of Ruah are still here, in the silence, waiting to be spoken. The waters of Alaha are still alive, flowing here and now to open us. Is this not true, Rabbi?” 



“Yes, of course it is true. But one must be very cautious, for it is a great sin to speak falsehood in the name of Adonay.” Many people murmured their agreement, and the hushed talk in the back of the room had become louder. James felt himself melting into a hot puddle of anger.



Jesus looked all around, “And what if we are so afraid of being false that we can never find the courage to be true? Isn’t being afraid to speak from the living fountains of Adonay today also sin? Is not refusing to let his Rivers flow through us sin upon sin? Is it right to revere those who had the courage to be true in their times and then murmur against those who have the fire of Alaha in their bones today? It takes courage to trust the wild Rivers of Yah. Rabbi, are you building dry, empty cisterns that can only hold the fearful?”



The murmuring grew in intensity and the Rabbi looked flustered. He glanced at Joseph who nodded and took Jesus by the arm, then walked quickly out of the Synagogue. As they crossed the square the murmuring erupted into the confused noise of many people speaking at once. Joseph sat down by the village well, sighed deeply and looked down at his feet, not sure what to say. Jesus put his hand on his father’s shoulder. “Papa,” he said gently, “if I have shamed you please forgive me. But I was only saying what I know in my heart is true.”



Joseph glanced at him, then noticed James running from the synagogue, wiping tears from his eyes. They both watched him disappear around a corner.



Jesus shook his head. “Papa, tell me what to do: should I never speak what burns in my heart so I don’t hurt anyone?”



Joseph sighed deeply and closed his eyes for some time. Then he picked up the bucket and threw it down the well. He pulled it up full of water and handed it to Jesus. Taking a large stone from the wall he dropped it in the bucket, then sat back down. Jesus waited, but Joseph didn’t speak.



“What do you mean by this, Papa?” 



“You interpret it. What does it mean to you?”



“Well… you have put the strength of a stone in the freedom of water. So we must unite the strength of our faith with the freedom of Alaha.”



Joseph nodded. “Be faithful to the truth your heart speaks to you, my son. Your interpretation is true. We must all bring the strength of our faith into the freedom of Ruah. Your mother and I believe in you,” he said and smiled, his eyes on the open door of the Synagogue, which had now grow quiet as the Rabbi restored order. “Adonay has given us a great gift in you, Jesus. Our lives will never be boring — that is one thing I know for certain.”



Jesus smiled, then cupped some water in his hands and splashed it on his father’s head. Joseph shouted and hugged him. Then arm in arm they walked across the square to find James.













 



Chapter 26



 



A Brother’s Hatred



Age 14



 



 



Joseph began walking down the main street from the Synagogue to the marketplace, but Jesus sensed he should look down a narrow side street that wove between houses and opened into gardens and trees. He found James sitting on a hill beneath a tree, weeping. Jesus sat by him and listened to him cry. After a while James wiped his eyes with his hands and blew his nose onto the ground. Rubbing his face he glanced at his brother with a flair of anger in his eyes and got up to leave.



“Wait James,” Jesus said. “Talk with me.”



“Why should I?” he spit out. “You are set in your ways. You’re as stubborn as a donkey. You’re only fourteen and yet you think you’re some kind of teacher and know better than the Rabbi.”



“I am not trying to be a teacher, James: just to be true,” Jesus said quietly.



“Do you know what the people said about you after you left?”



“Oh, I can guess; they think I’m proud and insolent.”



“Would to Alaha that was all! Some of them think Beelzebub possesses you. Others say you are crazy. I don’t want a crazy brother! I just want to be like everybody else. You bring trouble on our family. I’m going home!” James jumped up and started down the hill. Jesus ran after him. 



“James, why do you want to be like everyone else?”



“Get away from me!” James shouted.



“No! I’m going home too. You can’t stop me.” James shook his head in anger.



“Don’t you see the people’s faces?” Jesus asked. James covered his ears and spit again. Jesus ignored him. “They are miserable. You know that. Does growing up mean to becoming bitter and afraid? Or does growing up mean speaking evil of others, even though you smile at them in Synagogue and pretend you are friends because that’s what’s expected? Is this how you want to grow up James?”



James threw his arms around and scowled. He suddenly shouted, “Just keep the Law! Don’t speak out when you shouldn’t and stop making up your own rules! You even have your own name for Adonay. That isn’t right! Don’t you fear Adonay? Moses saw Adonay and was afraid. Very afraid!”



“Not afraid like you mean — he was trembling with awe. Just imagine seeing the Maker of the stars, and earth and seas, and… and even your own self, James! And after he saw Adonay he shone so brightly the people put a veil over his face. Why? Because they were afraid to see the Light of Alaha in him — but I won’t live like that! I want to see the Light of Alaha. I want to see Adonay for myself!”



James stopped and turned towards him. “You are a fool! The Rabbi says that no one can see Adonay and live.”



“Then let me die!” Jesus shouted. The sheep near them scattered at his voice. Jesus grabbed James by the arm. “Didn’t you hear the prophet today? Adonay is a fountain of Life, not death. Let me die into his great Life then!”



James pulled away. “How can you say things like this? What do you know that I don’t? You talk as if Adonay belonged to you.”



“Adonay belongs to us all, James. Wake up!” James glared and started running, and Jesus ran after him shouting, “Do you think Moses wanted our people to keep a bunch of rules and end up being not even half alive? Do this, don’t do that; eat this, don’t eat that. Moses had fire in his bones. He didn’t keep rules — he kept fire!” The sheep around them spooked again at his voice. “Or King David: what would he think about half-hearted worship and empty prayers? David was a mad man, wild with passion, making up new songs of praise, dancing naked — and Yah loved him for it, for Yah is freedom, James! We are all meant to know the fire of Alaha and sing songs that flow out of our bellies.”



James stopped and spun around. He looked into Jesus’ eyes. Something in him stirred, as if it too wanted to open in flames; but as soon as he felt it he looked away and began walking again, shaking his arms and shoulders, trying to get something off him.



“James,” Jesus shouted. “What are you really angry about? There’s something else, isn’t there!”



James gritted his teeth, “All right. I’ll tell you!” he said, turning back. “It’s just that… I hate you!” He spat the words. “Do you understand? I hate you!”



“Why?” Jesus asked simply.



“Because… oh shit of the earth,” he cried, lifting his arms. “Maybe, just maybe…” his voice began to tremble, “it’s because I’m so afraid to love you.” He picked up a stone and threw it at a tree, then started to walk away, but came right back, then turned to leave again, and stopped. “You know what?” he said, almost in a whisper. “I wish you were crazy. That would make it all so easy. Yes, this is my poor stupid brother, I would say. Just pat him on the head and give him a fig. He’s harmless. But I know the Light is in you, and you will be true to it. And it will carry you the way of prophets who were stoned because they tried to bring change. But that was then. Now it’s much worse! Now they hang them naked on crosses where they cry out in pain until their brains are eaten by crows. Is this the way you want to go?” Jesus stared at him silently. “Please don’t do it Jesus!” James pleaded. “Just be like everybody else. You are a good carpenter. Have a wife and many children. Let me be proud of you and love you as a brother should love his brother!”



Jesus looked at the pain in his brother’s eyes and sighed. “James, I’m open and the Light teaches me — what else can I do? This is how I have been my whole life. And I’m trying to learn what to do about what I see and feel. If I do things wrong, Alaha will show me. But at least I’m being real. Would it make you happy if I hid in a corner because I was afraid to be real?”



James felt a sudden urge to hug Jesus, to hold onto him so tightly that he would never leave him. But he resisted it. “Shit on you!” he shouted, then began to cry and ran up the trail shouting at sheep to get out of the way. Jesus followed him, weaving through the frightened animals, jumping over stone walls, climbing onto the side of the hill where James had stopped to catch his breath. Jesus put his arm around him. “I love you with all my heart, my brother. I hate hurting you like this.” James shook his head from side to side, then turned and buried his face in Jesus’ chest and wept until he was tired of it.



“Why don’t I have a passion to be alive like you?” he asked as he pushed himself away to wipe his nose with his hand and rub it in the grass. “I’m afraid of your crazy joy because I can’t feel it,” he said. “How can I be happy in a world like this? There is so much suffering and death — and yet you go on praising Adonay as if the world was full of angels that only you can see. We praise Adonay because this is what is expected, but what does he do to help us? Where is Alaha, Jesus? Is he even real?” There was desperation in his eyes.



“Yes, Adonay is real,” Jesus whispered, “but how real are we?”



“What do you mean?”



“I mean Adonay is freely alive and as wild as wind. That’s why we don’t know him: because we aren’t. He gives us these hills, and that sky, and our good bodies — and each other. We are Alaha’s gift too! We are meant to love the miracle of Life, and when we don’t we suffer. Everyone is sad because they are full of grief for what they are missing: and they can’t even remember what it is. But I know what it is, James. It’s the joy of Alaha! I know this is true! It’s his freedom. If I can drink freely from his River maybe others will want to drink too.”



“Jesus, do you really believe you can change people? Don’t be stupid! People have always been this way. We learn the ways of Life from our fathers and they from theirs. This world has been full of suffering since the beginning of time.”



Jesus put his arm around his brother. “Perhaps it’s not possible to change the world. It seems crazy to even think about doing that. But what if I can inspire just a few people to open their hearts and know the freedom of Yah? Maybe that’s enough.”



“Open their hearts? Is it possible? I mean, can I do this? Can you teach me to feel the freedom of Yah?”



“If you want, I can try. I will try! Come,” he said. They walked to an open place amidst olive trees on the top of a hill. Jesus stood with his legs wide apart. “Now, just open your arms to the sky like this, and say, I surrender to you, Ruah. Say it, from your heart, as if your heart had a voice.”



James opened his arms and stared up, waiting for a few minutes, then shook his head. “It’s no use. My heart is only something beating in my chest. There’s no voice in there.”



“Yes there is. It is a very simple voice, the voice of a child. It’s a voice of trust and your desire to be free. Let that voice speak. Try again,” he said.



James opened his arms and closed his eyes. He squinted and concentrated, holding his breath. Then he said, “I can’t feel anything but anger!”



“Then speak your anger if it’s standing in the way. You can’t go around something like that. You must pass through it.”



James looked up again and held his breath, then started shaking. He screamed out, “I’m so angry at you, Yah!” He grabbed a stick and hit a stone violently, then threw it away and looked up at Jesus with shock in his eyes. “Oh, shit. What am I saying? This is crazy for sure!”



“James,” Jesus said, walking towards him; but James put his hands up and shook his head no. “Listen,” Jesus said gently, “what if Adonay said, I won’t harm you, I only want you to be real. You are free to say exactly what you feel. Then, what would you say?”



“I would say, I… I don’t believe in you! You don’t answer our prayers! I hate this world and I hate you! Oh, Adonay, have mercy on me…” he suddenly cried and shuddered, hunching down as if he was about to be attacked by a man with a club.



“It’s ok, little brother. Alaha is not offended by what’s in our hearts. Speak what you feel.”



James looked back up at the sky, “Alaha,” he whispered, “forgive me. I’m just a boy, but… I want to know, why do you remain silent when our people cry for help? Why don’t you do something? Why don’t you send us a leader? Why doesn’t someone come to show us the way if we have gone astray?” James sat down in the dust and started crying again. “Oh shit! I don’t want to be angry with you, Adonay. Help me. Open me. I can’t open myself.”



Jesus came and sat next to him, “Nothing happens,” James said. “I’m not like you. Perhaps Adonay is angry with me. If he wasn’t before, he is sure is now.”



“No, Adonay is not angry with you, James. It is you who are angry. Adonay is freely shining like the sun, simply loving us. Be patient, little brother. Your joy will come. We will surrender together every day. You will see; the Light will not fail you.”



James looked at Jesus, and let himself notice the clear Light and beauty in his eyes. For a moment he was carried beyond himself into a sense of hope. And slowly he began to smile, for the first time in a long time, and felt his heart soften. He reached out and hugged his brother and whispered, “Thank you for believing in me.”
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The Pleasures of Yah



Age 14



 



 



Jesus’ young body was alive with the pleasures of Yah. He felt swollen between his thighs every day, like a rutting goat. Many of the boys he knew felt the same way, but they talked about it in crude terms, masking their embarrassment. They pretended they did nothing about it, though they all went out at night, or found places during the day, to relieve the relentless swelling pressure, the urge to feel ecstatically alive. And there, alone, hoping with all their hearts that no one discovered them, they let their bodies explode open and pour their pleasures out upon the ground.



It was hot. Summer was once again melting the people’s minds. During the midst of the day, the goats and sheep lay in what shade they could find and panted, while birds leaned against the dark side of leaves, and dogs hid under carts. Jesus lay on his bed with just a loincloth on, and felt the sweat running down his naked back and belly. His thighs began to throb. So he arose, grabbed a small clay jar of oil, and walked out into the high fields where there were some Sycamore trees. He found a place on the shadowed grass and undid his loincloth.



He sat silently, listening, feeling, sensing his heart beating, feeling his lungs expanding and contracting. Then the warm blood started moving through his loins and he felt his manhood swelling once again. He opened the little jar and poured some warm oil all over his loins and on his hands. Then he gently massaged himself and felt a silver rain pattering inside his belly and silk cloth blowing through him in an unknowable wind.



“Ah, Alaha…” he sighed, and surrendered to the surge of rising pleasure that seemed to rub the inside of his belly with soft hands. Everything opened and the pleasure arose. He breathed deeply and drew it up into his chest, then through his neck and face until it spouted through the top of his head, reaching up into naked sky. And an ecstatic rain fell back down, and every spatter made his body sing its wordless song. He felt again part angel and part animal, and smiled in wonder that he was such a creature, such a mystery of Yah. He rubbed his manhood and his thighs, and his whole body laughed; and he felt a wild energy course from his heart through his arms and out his hands. “These are the pathways of the powers of Yah,” he said. “Teach me, sweet Life. I am your riverbed. I am your tree. Sigh and weave and blow. I am open. I am alive…” And his voice was cut off as he shuttered, for the ecstasy arose and peeled him open until the white Light again shone and showered. And he drowned in Light as the Ocean of Yah flooded through and then subsided, leaving only his sweet cries.



He wiped the oil all over his body until it shone in the sun, then smiling walked back towards the house. James met him half way down the hill.



“I know what you have been doing.”



“What my brother?”



“You have been acting like a wild goat, spilling your seed again.” Jesus laughed, but James just shook his head. “It is starting in me now. I’m afraid of it. I don’t think I can control it. You don’t even seem to try. The boys laugh about it and make it something dishonorable. What should I do?”



Jesus put his arm around his brother, “Greet the awakening of pleasure with your biggest smile; let it move freely through your whole body. And whisper, thank you to the sky in your surrender, little brother,” he said and ruffled James’ hair. “And when you have your first release of seed, tell me. I will celebrate you, and Papa and Mama will celebrate you, for it is honorable to become a man. In this way your mind and body will be one as Adonay is One.”



James put his arm around Jesus and they walked towards the house. The garden was huge and green, and the chickens were running free in it, busily hunting bugs. Jesus and James kicked at them to make them cackle and flutter around, then laughed and entered the shade of the house where Joseph and Mary napped with Abigail and Judas tucked under their arms.
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Rachael And The Trout



Age 15



 



 



It was early spring of Jesus’ fifteenth year and he was following a little creek up through the wide plains to the north of Galilee. It was usual to meet shepherds here for this was a favorite grazing area, especially now when the foliage was young and green. It was the boys who usually shepherded the sheep, but sometimes a girl would watch the flocks of her father. Jesus passed a large flock with many lambs and noticed that the shepherdess was a young girl, just old enough to be given in marriage. She was shy and beautiful, with eyes and hair as black as a raven’s wing, and nodded to him as he walked by. She knew who he was: by now, everyone in the region of Galilee knew who the crazy boy with beautiful eyes was. Jesus nodded to her and smiled and continued walking.



He found an area where the willow trees flowed their fountains of leaves down into a large, deep pool. He sat down and listened until his mind became the ear of Yah; and the laughter of the stream so blended with the sound of sheep bells that he could not tell which was which. The sounds grew louder until there was nothing but the dance of sound pinging and ringing inside him, and when he finally opened his eyes he was surrounded by sheep. He slowly looked up and saw that the shepherdess was watching him. She smiled and came closer. He nodded his welcome.



“My name is Rachael. I’m from Chorazin. I know who you are,” she said quietly. “Some say you are mad, others a young teacher that we should listen to someday.”



“And you, what do you think?”



“I would like to know for myself. What were you just doing? You seemed as silent as stone. Where you away in other worlds?”



“No…” Jesus smiled. “I was simply listening. Sound is such a mystery. It carries a great power when you listen so carefully that you become it.”



“I listen too. I love the sound of the wind in tree leaves and how it sings in harmony with the bleats and bells of my sheep.”



“You are beautiful,” Jesus said softly. “Your eyes are those of a child, but your body of a woman. Have you been given to a man?”



“No, not yet. My parents are waiting to see if they can marry me to the son of a potter in Bethsaida. I know who he is, but we have never spoken. I hear he is a good boy, handsome and kind.”



“Why haven’t you spoken with him yet?”



“Because it is not proper. Perhaps he would think I am not a virtuous young woman if I spoke freely with every young man.”



“And yet, you have come to me freely and we speak even now.”



“Yes, but we are alone and only the eyes of the sheep are on us.”



“No, the eyes of Alaha are here.”



“And how can this be?”



“All of Life is in Alaha. There are many worlds, right here, within this world we see and hear. We are his living dream.”



“A dream that speaks and feels and thinks for itself? Such a mystery,” she said.



“Yes, such a mystery. All Alaha makes is free with its own life and chooses its own ways.”



“And what about our bodies? Does Alaha watch us in the night when we disrobe?”



Jesus laughed. “You are not as shy as you appear.” She blushed. “But this is a good thing you ask. To ask questions about everything is the path of knowing truth for your self. The eyes of Alaha that see all things are innocent. They are laughing eyes and loving eyes. In the eyes of Alaha everything is beautiful.”



“How do you know this? Who told you such things?”



“If we listen deeply enough we may pass into the silence of the secret Listener, and there, in that silence, find a purity of being that makes the world shine with Light and laugh with Love. We know the eyes of Alaha when we glimpse his Light through them, even as Alaha looks out through us upon his world.”



“I don’t understand…” she said shyly, “but… Jesus, can you help me see through the eyes of Alaha too?”



“I can try. But it is not up to me. It is up to Alaha and you. Sit with me and we shall look into each other’s eyes, for Alaha laughs through the back doors of our souls.”



She looked at him with questions, and then started to smile. “You are even stranger than I heard. But I trust you. I will try.”



He motioned for her to sit and watched her carefully as she sat down in front of him and crossed her legs. Then he scooted closer until their knees just touched. She was fresh: her skin lighter than many of the girls; her face oval; her long black hair curling, dangling, and as she moved it swung in rhythm with the little copper moons that hung around her neck. Jesus smiled as he drank her in. “Now breathe slowly,” he said, “in harmony with the breeze in the trees, and we will gaze into the depths of each other’s eyes.” She sat up straight and met his smile with hers. “Only look,” he said, “and whatever you see welcome, whatever you feel welcome, and let Life move freely through you.” She nodded, closed her eyes and took a deep breath, then opened them and looked into his eyes.



He watched her. At first she looked, but was not fully present, as if she was carried away to some other place in thought — but then, slowly, she began to appear. He sensed something soft in her. It was the same softness he found in the depths of his own heart again and again. It was a shining softness that was opening, and as she opened he could feel himself getting lighter and opening wider. And they opened together and began to see Light reflected in Light… only Light.



Slowly she felt a Presence arising behind her, waiting to smile and sing through her; but her soul seemed too small for it. She kept watching Jesus. As his eyes opened they became more and more beautiful. Then she felt it. Was it him or her… or both of them? She couldn’t tell; but it was wild, and wise, and beautiful beyond belief. She began to tremble as a hard bud trembles just before it softens into bloom. When she couldn’t bear it any longer she closed her eyes. Tears cascaded down her cheeks. She put her hands over her eyes and breathed deeply to bring herself back into all that was familiar from all that was too strange and beautiful for her to bear.



He reached out and touched a lock of her hair gently with a finger. She gazed at him, and the Love in them both was so great it frightened her. So she arose and ran off through the herd of sheep — scattering them.



He waited for a while, listening for his sense of wisdom. The sheep went on being perfectly what they are: eating mindlessly, unknowing, without care. But he felt the care of Alaha and finally arose to find her. She was sitting on a stone, close enough to see her sheep but far enough away to protect herself from all she really wanted. He walked to her slowly, giving her opportunity to run away if she desired. All she needed to do was say stop, and he would have honored her completely. But she just looked at him with eyes full of love and sorrow kissing. Her look drew forth rivers of the Love of Yah in him, so that he seemed to move in a cloud of Light. He stopped, and closed his eyes. He listened, and heard only his heart beating loudly. He opened his eyes again. She was so young and fragile, and yet so powerful and beautiful all at once.



She shook her head, shaking off her fears as a horse shakes off flies, then sprang up.  “All right. I didn’t know before, but I know now. I don’t know where this knowing shall carry me, but how can I go back?”



“Yes, it is like that,” Jesus said. “Come, play with me, Rachael. Don’t trouble yourself with questions only the wind of Yah can answer. In time, wisdom grows. It is better to celebrate what is given then to wonder about what you can not yet know.”



“Yes! This is truth!” she said and laughed and took his hand. They ran back through the sheep, which scattered before them, and kept running right into the pool. They both dunked themselves into it; then Jesus scrambled up the far bank, shouting and motioning for her to follow. As she scrambled up the bank he began climbing one of the trees. She followed and soon they were high in its branches where the breeze was blowing stronger. They held on tightly and felt the rocking of the branches. He lifted one arm towards the sky then wrapped his legs around a branch so he could lift two. She did the same.



“It is better to feel the freedom of Alaha then to question it,” he said, then started singing his praises. “Ahlala leee. Owah. la la la… Owee la la la…”



“What is it you are saying?” she asked, her face beaming.



“I don’t know. I only know it is what my heart wants to sing. Alaha knows. That is enough,” Jesus answered. “I love the music of what I don’t know as much as the songs I do.”



She started singing too, “Ahlalalee. Ohh wanta, loch a me. Locah reepoo rah…” and began laughing. “I feel like a free child, and yet somehow as old as these hills.”



“That is it. That is who you are. Alaha’s child, older than stars, younger than these leaves.”



“And what should we do about this knowing?”



“Simply be it: as a bird is a bird, or a sheep a sheep. The rest is in the hands of Love.”



“Yes, I would live in the hands of Love like this forever,” she said, pressing her cheek against the branch and sighing.



“And you shall, Rachael, for this is truth.” He smiled at her and their eyes met again. This time, he broke the spell and climbed down the tree. She remained for a while, rocking in the tree branches, then climbed down and came to where he was lying next to the pool, quietly looking into its shadows. She came and laid next to him.



“What are you doing?” she whispered.



“I am watching a fish. It’s huge. I’ve never seen one like it.”



She looked down and gasped, “Why, it’s a golden trout as long as a man’s arm.” Jesus gently put down both hands into the stream and ran his hands over its back. It didn’t move. “It seems to be waiting for you to take it,” she said.



“Yes, it is like that,” he replied, watching it carefully. He slowly closed his hands and lifted it from the water. Its golden body gleamed, as if the sun was inside it, and its red and green speckles sparkled brightly, like jewels on a scabbard, or on the holy books in the temple of Jerusalem.



Rachael gasped again. “I have heard the old stories of Solomon’s Trout. Is this the one? Are you the promised Messiah then?”



Jesus shook his head and began to put the fish back into the pool. “What are you doing?” Rachael asked, and grabbed his arm. “The story says you must kill and eat it and it will give you all the wisdom and power of Solomon. And… and you shall rule our people and bring them peace.”



“I will not kill it, nor eat it. Even if the story is true, it is not for me to rule over others. All people must learn to rule their own hearts by Alaha’s Love. I know this is truth. No matter how good a king may be, he cannot remove the shadows of a person’s heart. There must be an inner king who melts away the shadows, and each person must find it. You felt the Life of Yah today Rachael, and it made you for a moment a shining queen. Could any outer king or power do that for you?”



“No…” she answered quietly.



Jesus nodded. The fish wiggled a little, but still did not try to escape. “The people want a Messiah,” he said, “but that would not change them. A new leader would only bring political turmoil, then blood and many sorrows to their lives. No, it is better for Solomon’s Trout to live forever in old stories than to come into this world with false promises of peace. There must be a new way for a new time. I don’t know exactly how it shall come, but it will not be through any power but the power of Love to open us.” Jesus put the fish back in the water and opened his hands. It paused, then slowly swam from him out into the sunshine where it shone with a brightness that almost blinded them, then swam down deeper into the shadows at the far end of the pool and disappeared.
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As Pure As Milk
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Spring had gone and most of the summer passed since he had seen her. He told no one about the trout they found, not even Joseph or Mary, but he thought a lot about it and what its significance might be. He got no answers to his prayers other than a strong feeling that he had done the right thing in setting it free.



Jesus still worked hard in the shop, but the Ruah continued to draw him farther and farther out into the hills to the north and Joseph let him go. James had become supportive of him and, in his own way, believed in him. Abigail was eight now and said she wished she could be a gypsy queen and travel the world with her older brother one day, for she considered him a gypsy king. Little Judas was almost six. Mary said he was almost as stubborn as Jesus was at his age: but his stubbornness was not born of a passion for something beautiful and good, but from his frustration of having two older brothers who were so much better at everything than him.



Jesus would often pass through the villages of Galilee where he would stop to watch the people, feel them, and learn what their expressions, words and actions had to tell. He knew he would teach one day, when the music was sung deep enough into his body. Until then the song seeped through his finger’s caress of wood and the tools that shaped it, and through the glance of his eyes and words to vegetable sellers and bee men, fish sellers and wine merchants in the busy marketplaces of the dusty little villages.



In late August he felt the Ruah strongly drawing him back to the stream where he had met her, so he came, but she wasn’t there. He sat by the pool of the trout, and did his opening exercises, and worshiped in the rivers of Ruah. Before midday he heard the tinkling of sheep bells and saw her walking at the head of the herd, her face looking carefully in his direction. When she recognized him, she waved heartily and ran to him. They laughed and embraced, then danced in a circle. “I don’t know how, but I knew you would be here today,” she said, and kissed him on the cheek.



“Have you come here often with your sheep?” he asked.



“Oh, yes. It seems that they all love this place. They have brought me back here many times. But not to look for you of course,” she said and smiled.



He smiled back and walked with her to the creek. They took off their sandals and put their feet in the cool water.



“Do you think the Speckled Trout is still here?” she asked.



“Somehow I think it will always be here, and yet, it has gone to some other world and some other time,” Jesus answered, and then smiled again at her. “I also knew that you would come today.”



“So you came to find me? I thought you had forgotten me and had worked your magic on some other trusting girl. Or maybe two, or twenty of them.”



“Is that what you think of me?” Jesus replied. “Am I only a twister and trickster in your eyes, seducing girls for bodily thrills that I can have whenever I please anyway?”



“What do you mean?”



“I mean the pleasures of Alaha flow freely through my body and soul. It is Adonay’s delight to fill us with delight and be with us in it. Haven’t you felt the urge of your body to open to the wild pleasures that make it fully alive? Isn’t this like the passion of the soul to open to the heavens? And isn’t this passion a mirror of the Ruah’s urge to open us wide to the freedom that has no ends? And it is the body that holds all three, for it is the temple.”



“I don’t know all this. You speak many riddles.” She looked down in the water, then eagerly back at him. “My body wants to awaken, but I resist it. My mother taught me that bodily pleasure is a danger to the soul and we must beware of it. If a man finds delight in his wife this is good, but a woman must not expect the same pleasures. Our portion is to bear children without complaint.”



“Your mother speaks traditions born of fear… but may Alaha bless her,” Jesus said.



“What do you mean?”



“Bodily pleasure is as pure as the milk of sheep. Where did we get the idea that the pleasures of the body are dangerous and wrong? Who taught us to be afraid of good feelings? It is good to feel good. Our body knows this. To turn our mind against the wisdom of our body creates an inner war and casts shadows all over the world.”



“You speak boldly.”



He sighed. “Forgive me. I walk the hills alone for days, and pray and think about these things and they weigh heavily on me, for I feel the innocence of the One in all things and long for others to know it as well. And…” he looked at her open, eager eyes, “I feel such innocence and openness in you… and a passion to know what is true.”



“Do you? Well, you are right! My father warns me often that it will get me into trouble. But I was born like this; and this is how I am.”



“These are great treasures,” Jesus said quietly, for he suddenly felt shy. She sensed him as if he were her own soul and said, “I’m glad you trust me. Say whatever is on your heart. Your words are milk I long to drink.”



He felt a deep inner smile he did not want to show her, but she saw it in his eyes. And she mirrored the smile back at him in her eyes, as if she was his other self.



“Tell me more of what you believe about love and marriage,” she said.



“Well, I too was taught that we should only enjoy the pleasures of our bodies with our wives. But I ask Alaha, is this tradition of you? Why are our bodies so alive at such a young age? Why do we have the most passion for each other when we are too young to be trusted with children of our own? Could it be wrong to follow our instincts to explore, to laugh, to open ourselves to each other and share? Is there a way to do this in the innocence of Ruah?”



“You will get in great trouble asking such questions,” she said, then turned her face to the sky, “but I am happy that you ask them. I know there are better ways than our traditions teach. I shall never forget what you showed me: I mean the hidden glory in us all.”



Jesus smiled and had a strong desire to touch her face, but he waited. “And you, how have you been?” he asked.



“I have been both happy and sad… Happy that we met, and sad that we parted.”



“Oh, so this is how it is with you women. Are you wanting me to be your husband then?”



“Yes! There is no question about this.”



Jesus was a bit surprised and also pleased.” And what of your family? Have you met the potter’s son?”



“Yes, I met him in the market place in Bethsaida when I was there with my father, but he was too shy to talk and his eyes were closed doors. It only made me sad to be with him. When I returned home I told my mother I will not marry him.”



“That was bold. What did she say?”



“Nothing, she was too shocked. We have not talked about it. She told my father of course, but he says nothing. Perhaps he will some day, but now he avoids talking to me at all. It is easy enough to get rid of me if he tires of my willfulness. There are other boys in the village who think I am pretty. And you, Jesus of Nazareth, do you think I am pretty?”



“I think you are as beautiful as an opening rose, soft on a summer’s day.”



She sighed and put her hand on his. “Will you take me, Jesus? If you want me I am yours.”



He looked at her dark eyes for a long time. Then he stood up and took off his robe. She watched him, like a cat watches a butterfly. He loosened his loincloth and let it drop and stood naked before her. She looked at him carefully, up and down. “I have never seen a man like this before. You are made perfectly to fit in me. This is the gift of Alaha. Will you open me, Jesus? I want to be opened.” She stood up, loosened the sash of her robe and let it slip from her shoulders. Then she let her undergarments drop. She was slim and her breasts as white as lambs. Her nipples were like pink rosebuds, and sang their soft sweetness into the air. Jesus looked at her with awe.



“You are so beautiful,” he said, his eyes and voice quiet with wonder. She shyly drew her arms up over her chest, but he gently took them and pulled them away. “Your breasts sing sweeter than lark song. They sing of milk and all that is pure.” She felt beautiful and welcomed in his eyes. So she opened her arms and he touched her breast and a warm glow flowed through her. He then took her hands and put them over her breasts. She felt their tenderness, like a lamb’s lips, like a baby’s gaze. Jesus took her hand and put it over the rose bud between her legs and sighed deeply.



She felt herself grow moist and her fingers slipped inside her own opening flesh. She felt warm and silky and sweet and looked up at Jesus. He was watching her with a smile of love that shone through his face and body’s skin. She moved her fingers and felt silver rain falling into the fathomless dark fertileness of her flesh. She moaned and her body moved with her moan. Then she reached out and touched his body. He shook and she felt it in her own body. They trembled together, each a part of the other. She slowly moved towards him and felt his skin with all her skin. Jesus raised his arms, opening them as if he were calling all the winds of heaven into him. Then he put his arms around her. And in that embrace heaven was kissing earth, and she felt it and melted downward onto her knees and kissed his skin as she fell until she reached his manhood, then touched it with her lips. He groaned and sighed the wind and sang the stars, and Alaha moved in a way neither of them understood.



Then he laid her down softly, and ran his fingers over her soft flesh, and spoke a poet’s word of beauty to the beauty shining in her. She slipped down again and took his sweet flesh in her willing mouth and felt in her trembling womb that she was born for this seed of Light. Then he rolled her over and took her slowly, moving cautiously, going deeper, through everything, beyond himself, into her, beyond her into El. Her womb was awake and received him in with a thousand hot, trembling caresses. He howled with sudden exaltation and she felt his every thrust as praise. And his arms wrapped over her and around her and he touched her breasts as if this too was prayer. She melted into his melting and felt as if she was herself the earth, and he the radiant sun kissing her. And the molten center of her arose and spewed liquid fire towards the sky.
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They ran in the meadow like young animals, naked and innocent, happy and half shy, taking care for the good in each other, coming together, locking eyes, looking for the hidden beauty that kept rising and flashing out from behind their eyes. And they kissed and sighed and sang, then danced until they could dance no more and sank down on the grass, bodies half in the stream, lost in each other’s arms as if all this was but a dream from which they would never awake. Then, she rolled over on top of him and asked, “What is the difference between happiness and thankfulness?”



“Can you feel a difference?” he asked in reply.



“None.”



“Then there must be none.”



“I am so happy I cannot speak my thankfulness. And I am so thankful I cannot express my joy. My body cannot fly as my soul flies. My chest cannot explode as my heart explodes.” Jesus kissed her hair, then eyebrows, then eyes. She slipped out of his grasp into the water and disappeared, then came up, with just her eyes and mouth above the surface. “Listen to me. I am the Speckled Trout of Solomon. You are the one this world has been waiting for. You are the one. It is your job to love one woman until your soul bursts from your skin.”



“And where shall I find this one woman?”



“She is temporarily in the form of the fish that is speaking to you. But don’t worry. If you kill her and eat her she will kiss you from the inside.”



“Oh, I have never been kissed from the inside by a woman, only by Ahlalalee. I would like this very much. How shall I kill her then?”



“With two thousand kisses. Only this will kill her, because she is strong and invincible. She is a great Queen that Solomon would have died for.” Then she started laughing and choked on the water and Jesus had to help her from the stream and slap her on the back until she stopped.



“Invincible,” he said, and they started laughing and laughing. They held each other again and rolled into the water and kissed on the bottom of the stream until they could hold their breath no longer. Then they came up onto the large stone and lay in each other’s arms, drinking in the sunshine with their wet skin and listening to the chatter of birds and the calls of mother sheep to their half grown lambs.



After a while he drifted into sleep and she arose on one elbow and looked at his olive skin and dark eyebrows and the black curls of his hair and knew in her womb that he would never be hers in the way she hoped. Tears fell from her eyes… and yet she knew it was because of some greater wonder, and that neither would she ever lose him.
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She had kissed him passionately when they parted and the kiss still burnt on his lips as he ran up the hill to his house. It was early evening, and the last light was fading over the hills to the west as Joseph lay in Mary’s arms under the grape vine with the night lamps already lit. Jesus was breathless, as he had come a long way as fast as he could. “Mama, Papa,” he cried, “I have great news.” Joseph rolled towards him and opened one arm under which his son tucked.



“Tell me, my son,” he said warmly. Mary rose up on her elbow and extended her hand to Jesus who kissed it. “I have been with a beautiful young woman. She is intelligent and good and her love is like the morning sun.”



Mary smiled at him with shining eyes and the pride of every mother’s heart. “Tell us, my son. What is her name and where is she from?”



“Her name is Rachael, and she is from Chorazin. She herds her father’s sheep. Oh, Mama, she is innocent and wide open. Her eyes hold the full moon, her hips hold heaps of wheat, her breasts are like two lambs, her kisses are like the blossoms of an apple tree…”



“What are you saying? Have you been with her like this?” Mary asked, her shock resonating in the sudden harshness of her voice.



“Yes Mama. She opened all her being to me. Never did I dream it could be so sweet as this. I entered her in the great song of El. Alaha has made life so beautiful….”



Mary stared at him in disbelief. Joseph groaned and stood up. “Ah my son,” he said with a passion rarely heard in his voice, “It is not like this. You should have asked us first and we could talk with her family and made arrangements. You know the way of our people. This is not a small thing. A man and woman are united by Alaha to have children, to make a family. Their family unites with our family so the children know who they are and who are theirs. There must be the blessings of the elders and everything done right so all the community may rejoice with you in your love.”



“But Papa… we have not talked about this. We have only rejoiced in the innocence of Alaha. I have seen the shining of her being. She is wise with Light. There is a great nobility of Yah in her spirit…”



“Yes, yes… this is beautiful my son,” Mary said tensely, “but this kind of openness leads to something. Are you sure that it is the will of Adonay for you to settle down and have a family? Is this in harmony with all you have known and all you sense you are? Think of this. It is a question you must answer clearly, now, before anything else happens.”



Jesus drew back. His face darkened. “To the pure all is pure and free…” he started to say, then stopped. “Oh, Mama, why is life so complicated? I only know that we opened each other to the great beauty of El. It was as simple as lambs.”



“But what about her. How is her heart? Is she an honorable young woman? Does she give herself to a boy without expectations that he will be honorable to her?”



“I don’t know,” Jesus said and his voice was strained, his face drawn. Mary had never seen him this way before and it frightened her. She put her arms around him and he suddenly felt small, and so young and fragile.



“I have always trusted the freedom of Alaha,” Jesus said softly. “Can it be I have done wrong? I don’t want to shame her.”



“What did she say when you parted?” Mary asked.



“She only said, ‘Remember me. Come to me when you will. I trust you.’



“And what do you think she meant by that?”



“I felt she honored the freedom that opened us, and trusted that the winds of Yah would lead me and that I should follow them always.”



“And what about her life now? What if the Ruah of Yah is leading you to give your life in service in other ways than that of a husband and father? Do you think she can keep this love between you a secret, or hide her grief if you do not come? And what will her family think of this when they know? Many women are thrown out of their homes by their fathers because they have brought shame to their family’s name by giving themselves to young men they were not betrothed to. What will you do if her family rejects her and she is disgraced?”



“Ah, Mama… I didn’t think of these things. I have never felt as if I sinned against Alaha before. Have I sinned Papa?” He looked up at Joseph who peered back at his son with solemn eyes. “How can all that is most innocent and beautiful be sin? How can the Ruah be sin? How can such a Love be sin?” Jesus asked and he felt dark clouds rolling through him and the brightness of his mind being shadowed.



“I don’t know how to answer you, Jesus. I wish I did,” said Joseph slowly and Mary looked at him in disbelief.



“Be clear, Joseph! Don’t confuse the boy,” she said sternly. “Say what you know is right!”



“Mary, slow down. We have trusted the work of Adonay in our son, and time and time again we have seen the signs of Alaha’s favor on him. Let us trust now — especially now. What is right will become clear through our trust, not our fear.”



“Yes, this is a good thing you say, my husband,” she replied as she rose to her feet, “but meanwhile this young girl is about to face the biggest trial of her life. What about her? Can we trust Alaha that she will also be blessed through this, or can we accept it if she is crushed?”



“How do we know this is not the guidance of Yah?” he asked. “What makes you think it is not Adonay’s will for our son to raise a family? Most of the Rabbis are married and…”



“I only know what the visions showed me. I only know what is in my womb and heart concerning him.”



“But this is something he must know and follow for himself. Hold your visions and dreams lightly, Mary. We must…”



“Joseph…”



Just then Jesus arose out of the shadow that had shrunk him. “It is alright, Mother. You are right, my father, fear is the great enemy of Adonay. If I should surrender to it I would wander blind in the bright face of El. I will ask for wisdom from the same Light that brought me together with her, for if I do not trust that Light I am lost.” He looked lovingly at them. “Forgive me if I have been proud and unwise. I can only hope the Ahlala that I love will show me the right and honorable way. I do love her. I will know what to do.”



Mary hugged him tightly. “Yes… may it be so,” she whispered and put her hands on his head, her lips moving in a wordless prayer. He raised his eyes to hers and they were once more full of the simple clarity that was the heart of his soul.













 



Chapter 32



 



Under the Darkening Sky



Age 15



 



He ran out under the darkening sky and sat on the far side of the garden where he could see the last faint glow of day. He heard footsteps behind him and the hens cackling at the disturbance from their low wooden house. James came and sat beside him. “I heard all that was said. What are you going to do?” he asked, and there was only concern in his voice.



Jesus looked at his younger brother with a grimace. “I don’t know yet. I have many questions to ask and answers to hear.”



“What are your questions? Tell me.”



“I don’t know them all. One question leads to another.”



“Such as…”



“Such as, what is my calling really? I have not needed to know it fully. I’m only fifteen and it has been enough to laugh and love and learn and be free. But now it seems I must become very clear about this in my mind. What if my freedom has hurt her?”



“But the answer is simple: just marry her. You could start your own carpentry business in Capernaum, or maybe up in Chorazin. I know you could.”



“Yes… but somehow it just feels all wrong. I have never had a dream of raising a family. I can’t imagine it.”



“What can you imagine yourself doing? What feels right?”



“I will tell you a secret, but you must promise not to tell another soul — not even Mama and Papa. Do you swear?”



“I swear by the name of Adonay and all that is sacred,” James said solemnly.



“I think I found Solomon’s Trout the day I first met her.”



“What! Are you serious? Are you sure?”



“Yes. I have been walking these streams for many years, and I have never seen a fish like this. And it came to me, James. It was like it was waiting for me to take it. When I lifted it from the water it shone in the sun like a crown of many jewels, and its eyes were like rubies. It gave itself to me without resistance.”



“And what did you do?”



“I put it back, and it swam into the green depths of its pool and disappeared.”



“What? You know the story. Why didn’t you kill and eat it? It means you are the one. You will lead our people out of bondage and restore their rightful glory!”



“I followed the freedom of Yah. That is all. The way of Solomon is not the way of Life now, little brother. I know there is a new way we must go.”



“And what is that way?”



“To know that answer is to know what I must do with my life… and about Rachael.”



James looked into his brother’s eyes, and even in the dimness of the young night he could see a new sadness in them that made him look older than he was.













 



Chapter 33



 



He Opened in Tears



Age 15



 



 



He traveled alone under the stars, his feet finding their way between stones by the dim light of a half moon, until he came to a high ridge where he could see the open heavens from the dark mountain ridges of Decapolis to the east to the lower mountains riming the skies of Western Galilee. He sat and sang and let his naked trust flow in words of praise that opened him. And he sang until his mind let go of every burden except the burden of knowing what his questions were: and he sang his questions until there was no answer except that of the silent moon and milky vast sea of stars. Then it started, some other song of a bird from some other world. It rippled through him with all the freedom of a great river that will not be turned this way or that, but moves by the power of its own silky instincts for the lowest places. He listened until the great ear of Yah became him, and his heart heard words that were images of Light passing like time’s unending flow through the timeless places of his soul.



And the faces came, one after another, spilling through him with all the flavors that make us human. He saw her, Rachael, first radiant and joyfully spinning with her black hair blowing wildly in a wind — then dimming dark, her face disfigured with lesions of lepers and the pain of all those who are not wanted or needed, cared for or heeded. Then the face of Salome the prostitute came. She shone with that Light beyond moonlight or dawn that speaks animals and birds and the great oceans: and her heart was an open rose, her face the garden of El. Then she shifted into a small, shrunken woman with swollen lips and eyes and skin like that of a wounded snake, and the pain of her soul ran in slow green rivers out of sores on her face, and her eyes were hard and beyond asking for pity.



Her face melted into that of the Rabbi. The Light of Life shone in him and he was noble and free, and his laughter filled the vaults of heaven with its warm human happiness. And he shifted and shriveled and was sick and gray. He became older than hills, and his skin the color of stones, and his body brittle. His eyes asked for a help his heart did not believe could be given.



James came, and his mother Mary, and the face of the beggar in Capernaum, and then Joseph. Each face passed from its day into its night, from beauty into corruption. And he knew what the Ruah of El was saying, and that his Love must embrace all that it could embrace, and his words speak to soften and inspire souls to escape the downward draw of dark and journey back towards their own hidden beauty.



Then he thought of her again: and saw Rachael pass from him into a great darkness and after many days come back into Light. And she was glad for it, and bore riches that could be found no other way, and poured her soul out like a shining stream on the dry ground of Israel. And he opened in tears, and kissed her in his mind, and spoke many words of Love to the sky hoping she was listening.



Then he sat surrendered in silence until there was only his own slow breathing in rhythm with the slow spin of the stars, and waited upon the vast sea of Nothing until morning’s gray lightened the eastern skies and birds started singing. When it was light enough for him to see the sheep paths that led down the hills to the east, he rubbed dirt on his face and hair and started towards Chorazin.













 



Chapter 34



 



A Troop of Sad Angels



Age 15



 



 



He found her in the hills above the town, and she ran to him as if she was a troop of angels. But she saw the shadow of his face and stopped and started weeping. He took her arm and turned her, and his face said all she was afraid to know.



“Do you love me? This is all I need to know.”



“I love you as I love my own life. I love you with the Love of Alaha that grows in circles that I know must never stop. This is why I cannot walk the path of a husband and father and be true. Nothing in my life has prepared me for that, for every dream and vision and opening to Ruah has told me there is another purpose I have been born to fulfill.”



“I know. I knew it in my womb, and a woman’s womb cannot lie. But my heart hoped anyway, for the heart must always hope to live. Ahhhh! Why Alaha? How can I bear this?” She spun away from him and then back — and her face was full of rage. “I will not humbly accept this, for to do so would be to dishonor the truth of my loss and its grief. Do you think I can ever accept a half-alive man now? Do you think I can go back asleep now that your love has wakened me? And what shall I do with this love that makes my body sing its sweet longings for your body, and my soul cry its sweet cries for your soul?”



“What about your family?” Jesus asked.



“I cannot lie to them or pretend that nothing’s happened. Do you really think I could make them believe that all is well when my heart is wild with grief?”



“What will you do?” Jesus asked, and he somehow knew what she would answer.



“I will speak the truth without naming you, and what my father chooses to do is up to him. If I am cast out, so be it, I will find my own way to be alive, to let this Light never dim from my eyes. And I will dream of you, and hate you even as I pray for you to be all you must be and do what you must do.”



So Jesus hung his head for the grief he caused her and she watched him as all her instincts to embrace and comfort him arose — but a greater strength restrained her. Then he lifted his eyes to the sky and when they came back down upon her they shone with pain and the greatest beauty of Love she could ever hope to see. “You will take a hard and dangerous path. I know this,” he said, “and the only way I could stop it is by being untrue to my calling. If I were to do that, I could only offer you a man half dead and full of remorse. I want to say forgive me for being so foolish as to awaken you to this Love, not knowing that my own heart would not let me fulfill all that honors and cherishes you — as you should be honored and cherished — but that would be a half-truth which is the same as a lie. I have seen the great beauty that you are and you will fulfill it. I know this. And we will be together sometime, in some other place — but this is the way we both must go in truth. And I embrace this loss too as a death in my soul for I love you.”



Then her brother called her name, for he had come to help her gather the flock in, and she looked at Jesus with the eyes of a wild, wounded deer and turned away.



So he walked in numbness and felt as if his body had been beaten on the inside. He grieved all that night and the next day for the sorrow he had caused her and his loss. And his heart broke open for the first time in a way it would break open many times to come, and something deeper than tears flowed out, something that would carry him to death itself in time. So he surrendered her to Alaha, and vowed to be wiser and to honor the lesson he had learned at such a cost to a beautiful young woman with a passionate and innocent soul.













 



Chapter 35



 



Under Foaming White Mountains



Age 16



 



 



It was a hot summer day in Jesus’ sixteenth year, and the clouds were like foaming white mountains in the sky. Jesus, James and Judas were outside the workshop, sawing lumber, as the thunder started rumbling around them. They ran under the broad, dense leaves of the fig tree at the side of the house as the rain began to pour. It came down in silver streams, like thick, liquid ropes, and the leaves could not hold it back. Judas said, “Let’s go inside, what are we doing standing out here getting drenched?”



Jesus said, “Feeling it.”



James smiled at him and said, “I can be wild too.” Judas felt ashamed that he wanted to run into the house, so he pulled his robe up around him and stayed as well.



The rain soaked their hair and ran down their faces and off the tips of their noses. James looked around and said, “I love it here. I don’t want to ever leave this broken down place. It is home. Is it wrong to have such a longing for what is familiar: for the wooden latch polished by your father’s hands and your grandfather’s and his father as well?”



Jesus said, “Wrong? No, I admire your love and longing, my brother. Will you have a wife then and settle here with Father and Mother?”



James said, “I don’t know. I don’t feel like I have a calling to have a wife, but not for the same reasons as you. I’m just content to be as I am. Each day I get better with the wood. Each day I learn something new. And Father has not mentioned marriage to me. I think he knows me better than I know myself.”



“And you, Judas, what are your dreams?” Jesus asked.



“I would like to go to Jerusalem one day and study the ancient writings with the scholars there.”



“And what will you do with your great education then?” James asked.



“I will finally win all our arguments about the Law and the Prophets,” said Judas. They laughed.



“He is only seven,” said James with a smile,“ and yet he gets so fiercely angry when he thinks I know more than him: which of course I do.” Judas playfully kicked him.



A flash of lightning hit the hill just above them and the thunder cracked like a great tree splitting. Mary and Joseph ran to the door and looked out. When they saw their sons under the tree in the rain Mary shouted, “Are you boys crazy? What are you doing out there?” When Abigail saw them she ran out into the rain and spread her arms out wide as if to drink the falling sky into her skin.



James laughed and said, “Oh, we are just being a little wild. Our brother is teaching us.”



Joseph said, “Shame on you Jesus: you will ruin my best workers.”



Jesus said, “Not me. James meant Judas. He’s the wild one.”



Judas smiled with pride.













 



Chapter 36



 



The Lavender Color of Queens



Age 17



 



 



Jesus was seventeen and growing in wisdom, both from his daily washing in the Light and the pain of his foolishness that made him human. The fuzz of his youth was darkening into a patchy beard: still soft as young men’s beards are. He was at his workbench cutting wood when Abigail came in with one arm full of flowers and a basket of golden plums in her hand. She set it all down in front of Jesus, right on top of his work so he had to stop. Then she smiled at him brightly. “Do you have time to admire the work of Adonay as well as your own?” she asked.



Jesus spun her around and slapped her on the bottom. “How dare you come in here laden down with beauty as if you were some angelic donkey and disturb a man’s serious work.” She shouted, then laughed and threw her arms around his neck. “Let’s see what you have brought,” Jesus said, as he hugged her. “Ah, roses: this one yellow as the morning sun, far brighter then your hair; this one lavender, the color of queens; and here, one far redder than your frail, pale lips my dear.” She punched him, and then leaned her head against him. “And here is a little blue wild flower, a tear drop of blue shed by the blue sky. And here: a weed? Ah, to honor every young maid who is not married. Speaking of that, you are ten, almost eleven.  Shouldn’t you be married off to some fat merchant in Tiberias by now so you can breed him a hundred little brats?”



“I don’t know why I like you,” she said. “In fact, I don’t think I do. Give me all the flowers back except for the weed, which you may keep to remind you of me. And I’ll take these plums to my good brothers, who love and respect me and think I’m much prettier than you.”



“Oh, there is no doubt about that. You are the prettiest sister I have.”



“But I’m your only sister!”



“Then it is safe to say it as truth, no matter how ugly you are,” he said, and she hit him again. He grabbed her by the waist and twirled her around, then lifted her high and set her down on his table. “Ah, Abigail, how I love you,” he said. And she hugged him passionately.



“When are you and I going to go out and change the world together?” she asked.



“When I see the neighbor’s donkey fly to town,” Jesus answered.



“Why? Don’t you think a woman can travel around and tell everyone they only have to change how they think and feel and act and then they can be truly happy?”



“Oh, I think you would last about one week and they would nail you to a fig tree.”



“So? It would be an honor. I would do it gladly for the sake of Love and laughter. Wouldn’t you?”



“I don’t know. I’ve never seen anyone crucified, and I don’t think I want to.”



“Neither do I…” she said. “But there are worst things in life: like being married to a fat old merchant in Tiberias that I neither like nor love.”



“What kind of man would you like to marry then?”



“I don’t know if I want to be married.”



“What? What is it about this family: first me, then James, and now you? This is unheard of: every woman wants to be married and raise many children and grow old with her children’s children on her knee. Would you bring shame on our family by being unwed then?”



“No more than you will, my brother.”



Jesus looked quietly at her. “Actually, I think beneath all your silliness, you understand me far better than anyone, except for Mother perhaps.”



“That’s because I’m a woman too. We have a direct line to Alaha. You knew that, didn’t you?”



“Well, if I didn’t, you are helping me learn it — in spite of being unmarried, unwanted, and undesirable.”



She took a golden plum, bit it open, and squished it on his nose. As he wiped it off she said, “I’ll let you tell everyone they have to change; I’ll just tell them that Adonay is a woman.”



“Oh! Well I’m sure you will be invited to every Synagogue in Israel to share this great secret hidden from Abraham, Moses and Salathiel.”



“Who was Salathiel?”



“A very famous prophet of his day, but every one has forgotten what he said for no one ever wrote it down in a scroll.”



“Then how do you know what he said?”



“Because I found his secret sayings written on the bottom of a stone in a goat field just north of here.”



“What did he say then?” she said with a smile in her eyes as she bit into a plum.



“He said, beware of unmarried, plum eating girls who think that Alaha is a girl.”



“And just why should you beware of them?”



“Well, what if they’re right? Then I would be obligated to tell everyone and would be nailed to a fig tree for sure.”



“I don’t think you need me to help you that way. You naturally infuriate everyone.”



“Really? Do you think so?”



“You infuriate me and the chickens that you still scare half to death every time you walk by them. That’s bad enough.”



“Well, you I can’t help, for you are naturally cantankerous. But the chickens, I don’t know. There is just something about them that bothers me.”



“I think they remind you of what you are most afraid to be.”



“Oh, a man who pecks the ground with empty, glassy eyes: is this something to desire?”



“No, I meant a man who has a nest. Are you ever going to nest, Jesus?”



“I’m young. If the Light truly puts it in me and leads me to a nest, believe me, I will jump into it with both feet.”



“And crow?”



“And crow, long and loud.”



“And have a thousand little brats?”



“Two thousand.”



“And everyday worship Eloah and her thousand breasts?”



“One breast a day for a thousand days, then start all over again.”



“I love you!” Abigail said, and jumped back into his arms.



“You are the most radical prophet I’ve ever met,” said Jesus.



“Oh, what other prophet have you met then?”



“Not even one,” he said and smiled, then took a plumb and pinned her to the bench, and opening it smeared it slowly all over her smiling face.













 



Chapter 37



 



Madness in Magdala



Age 18



 



 



Jesus had come to Magdala to deliver a carved ornament to a friend of his father. After he was done he wandered through the town. Magdala was a pretty little fishing village on the Sea of Galilee, half way between Capernaum and Tiberias. Many of the wealthy people of Tiberias had homes there as well and came often to enjoy its beauty and slower pace of life. Because of this the little town was growing and there was considerable wealth, which showed in the quantity and quality of the goods for sale in the marketplace. Jesus enjoyed all the sights and smells and bought some fig jam in a glass jar to give to his mother.



As he was leaving town he saw a young man with bright yellow hair who sat on the side of the road throwing dirt in the air and letting it fall back down on him. Jesus came and sat next to him, close enough so the dirt and dust covered him as well. The young man continued his work with an intense focus, as if covering himself with dirt was the entire purpose of his existence. Finally the young man turned to Jesus. His eyes were unfocused and could not hold a steady gaze. It seemed as if he saw Jesus next to him for only brief moments, then his attention wandered to something else, like a fly, or a pebble, or a passing person. Finally he said in a strange, slow voice, “I know you, do I? Yes. Look here. This is my hand. You are... He is one of us...”



Jesus answered, “Who is us?”



“Crazy ones,” the young man replied, then smiled a crooked smile and almost drooled, but sucked the spit back into his mouth with a loud noise.



“Why do you say this?” Jesus asked.



“I see Light in you. Yes, don’t I? It’s deceiving you. Like all crazy ones,” the young man replied and picked a scab on his ear.



“How can you say this? The Light is truth!” Jesus said.



“No, Light is crazy making, isn’t it?” the young man replied, then paused, as if he was waiting to hear an inner voice before he spoke. He nodded slowly as he listened until he drooled on his hand. He sucked up the remaining spit then said, “We believed in Light. Didn’t we? It made us different, but it deceived us. We are afraid. We can’t trust Light… but it won’t leave us alone. It talks all the time. That is why no one likes us. We hear voices. They keep speaking, and speaking. Shut up! That’s why we are crazy.”



“You don’t speak truth!” Jesus said in defiance of a cold shadow of fear that passed through him.



“Oh no… oh yes, I speak truth don’t I? But you don’t want to hear it, do you? No, you are afraid. But you will know what is true one day, maybe… and it will make you like us, or him,” he said, then laughed a twisted, jerky laugh, as if he was coughing it up. “And the longer the Light shines in your head the greater will be your darkness, won’t it? When you wake up — if you do. Yes, you are one of us. I can see that for sure, I hope…” The young man leered at him, and for a moment his eyes met Jesus’ eyes. Both of them felt afraid at what they saw.



 



It was a twelve-mile journey home and all the way the crazy man’s words ran through his mind. He couldn’t stop them. When he arrived it was late in the day. He nodded to his father and James as he walked in the door, then went to his workbench and started intently shaping a board with a knife. Joseph watched him as he worked. Finally he said, “What is it, Jesus? You seem troubled.”



Jesus glanced up at him, “I’m feeling it again, Papa.”



“What my son?” Joseph asked quietly.



“Doubt…” Jesus said. “And fear.”



“Fear of what?”



“That maybe I’m crazy, Papa! What if all I have seen and all I know is not true at all? Could it be that the reason I feel so different from others is because I really am mad?”



“What happened today to put such thoughts in your mind?” Joseph asked.



“I talked to one of the crazy ones in Magdala. He spoke as if he knew me. He said I would find out one day that I really was crazy and that the Light had deceived me… that it was the Light that had made him mad. And, Papa, I don’t know why, but it touched something deep in me. It was as if I recognized his voice, as if it was actually true. And I can hear his voice going over and over again in my mind.”



James shook his head and sighed, but kept working. Joseph took off his work apron and came and sat down next to Jesus. He looked quietly at him for a few moments, then put his hand on his son’s head. Jesus looked at his father’s eyes; they were full of tender care. “We are all a little bit mad, son,” Joseph said, “but of all the people I know, you are the most sane. There is as big a difference between you and the crazy ones as between the sun and a tiny lamp flickering at night.”



“But how can I know for sure this is true, Papa? What if the Light I believe in with all my heart is not true? I think I would surely go mad if all that I love in the end deceives me.”



“With things of Alaha it is always a matter of trust. You know this, Son. I look at the effect of your life on your mother and me, on your brothers and Abigail, and on all those who are open to you. You bring joy, Jesus, and wisdom, and a deeper understanding of how Life really works. These are good fruits, and we can only know a tree by its fruit. The crazy ones live in their own sad worlds and bring confusion and sorrow to others, but you bring the goodness of Alaha into people’s lives — and with it clarity and the hope of freedom. And you do it only for the sake of Love. I know that there can be no greater sanity than this.” Joseph put his arms around his son; and Jesus sighed and felt the strength that comes from being known and believed in.



James came and put his arms on his brother’s shoulders and said, “Don’t listen to the crazy ones: listen to me for even if you’re crazy, I’m not, and I believe in you. So if someone as intelligent and discerning as I am can believe in you, you must be all right.”



Jesus laughed, slapped James on the back of his head and pulled him to him. Then they both rested in their father’s arms and Joseph sang them one of the old songs,



 



“‘Alaha is my strength and my song,



therefore I will trust and not be afraid,



I will trust and not be afraid:



he has become my liberation.’”



 



“For Alaha is my strength and my song,” Jesus and James sang back,



 



“I will trust and not be afraid:



he has become my liberation…



he has become my liberation.”



 



Jesus felt his hope arise, and with it Light as the shadow slinked away.













 



Chapter 38



 



I Danced Up Like a Goat



Age 19



 
    



 



The road to the great cedar trees wound through deep ravines. Joseph brought Jesus, James and Judas along to help Jacob the woodcutter gather cedar for their work. It was mid day, and getting too hot to travel, so they found a place of shade to rest. Joseph spread out robes and blankets while Jacob tied his donkeys amidst some brush where they could graze. Jesus looked at the cliffs rising up above them. He had often seen goats climb what seemed like impossible walls of rock. “I’m going to climb that cliff,” he said suddenly and jumped up. Joseph’s first response was, no, it’s too dangerous, but he stopped himself. “Yes, let’s climb it together” he said and they scampered across the ravine to the base of the rock. Little Judas rushed to be the first to start climbing, but he quickly lost a hold and fell back into Joseph’s arms. They all laughed and he scowled at them.



“Let me try again,” he said loudly.



“No,” Joseph said. “Watch and learn first, then try. You will save yourself much pain in life, my son, when you become more eager to learn from others than to prove yourself better than them.”



James started climbing, more carefully, looking for each handhold, testing it, then carefully looking for a place to put his foot and testing that. He slowly but steadily climbed until he was more than twice Joseph’s height above them. Jesus sat on his haunches and studied the rock face. Judas came and said, “What are you doing?” Jesus motioned for him to be quiet and whispered, “You’ll see.” Then when James was just a body length from the top he sprang up and started moving like a cat, swinging this way, catching a hand hold, twisting and swinging back to catch another, planting his foot for a second in a crack and falling out to catch another hand hold, from which he swung to another, then another and he was at the top looking down on James who was carefully looking for his last safe place to grab. Jesus helped him up and James spat on the ground. “How did you do that?” he asked with a shake of his head. “I was way ahead of you.”



“I studied the rock face and memorized the moves I would make, then let go and danced up like a goat.”



“And weren’t you afraid of falling?”



“I never thought of that. If I had, I would have been I suppose.”



“Come over this way, there is a ravine you can climb down,” Joseph shouted, and they ran around to where it was and were soon back in the shadows of the rocks where they all lay their heads on Joseph’s chest. “You all did well,” Joseph said. “I’m proud of you.”



“But Jesus did so much better than I…” James started to say.



“Jesus did differently than you, James. You started right up and found your way, one handhold at a time. This took no less courage than Jesus showed. Be easy on yourself, my son,” Joseph said softly, and James smiled and patted his father’s chest. Jesus punched James in the arm playfully.



“What about me?” Judas cried. “I was just as brave as them, but you stopped me from going up. I would have gone up faster than Jesus.”



“Yes, you were brave too, and someday you too will climb fast and high and make a great name for yourself,” Joseph said and hugged him.



“Yes, you will climb fast and high right to the top, and then fall all the way down on your head,” said James, and Judas scowled and jumped on him. They started wrestling and Joseph once again stopped his first reflex to break them up. Instead he grabbed them and started wrestling them to the ground. They were surprised and looked to see if he was angry — but then Jesus jumped on the pile and Joseph started laughing. So they threw dust on each other, and all started shouting and laughing.



Jacob, the old woodcutter, chewed on a stick with his back against the rock and watched them. And he thought of his youth, remembering that he never wrestled with his father even once.













 



Chapter 39



 



The Sun Inside His Skin


Early Adulthood - Age 20



 



 



Five years had passed since he had seen Rachael. He thought often about her, and many times longed to see her again. But each day, as he surrendered to the Light, it soaked and soothed his mind in peace as it gently opened the free places in his heart through which the Ruah blew. And in this openness he found only naked trust that the path he had chosen was for him the most true.



He kept wandering, talking with Alaha, listening, sometimes seeing visions, sometimes dreaming dreams. And his wanderings led him in ever widening circles: into the north country all the way to Phoenicia, and then to the mountains of Gaulanitis and Decapolis east of the sea, and even to Ptolemais on the Great Sea. He loved meeting people of other nations that spoke other languages and honored different customs than his own. They all held the same shadow and Light in their eyes he saw in the faces of Galilee. Many of them returned his smile with smiles, his own warm words with words of greeting.



Today he had come to the south where the Jordan River flowed from the Sea of Galilee strong and clear. And here he rested, and sat naked on a flat stone next to the river with his hands open. He welcomed the warm sun that shone in harmony with the unseen Light in which he dwelt, and turned his palms towards the top of his head and felt a radiance and strong Presence there. He slowly moved his hands down over his face and his forehead burned in the oneness of Yah. Then his hands moved down to his throat and his prayer arose for courage to be real. They moved down over his heart and he felt an eternal stillness and infinite sky opening within him. Down they moved over his body to his belly, which burned like it held the orange sun itself inside his skin. Then his hands moved over his manhood, which slightly swelled and felt young, fresh and innocent. Then his hands moved up as if guided by angels, and he felt the innocence of animals, and children, and green growing things, and the laughter of new motherhood arise in him as sap secretly rises in a tree. And it swirled into Light as it rose and shone in him until it burst through the crown of his head up into the sky to kiss the face of Yah.



Heaven to earth, earth to heaven, his hands and heart open, the Ruah moved and flowed until he could hold his silence no more and burst into the laughter of Alaha. And he washed and washed in the free Rivers of Life and could feel his flesh sing and bones rejoice. When he thought he could contain no more his heart whispered, ‘Go deeper,’ and he stayed and moved and flooded and flowed until birds came and twirled around him.



And one Word came to him, and in that Word was the highest hope of every human dream. And in that Word was all visions of the Elohim, and the goodness of every faithful angel working for a happy earth. And that Word was, Yes, Yes, Yes… the Great Yes!













 



Chapter 40



 



The Seven Flames of El



Age 21



 



 



It was winter of his twenty-first year, and Jesus sat silently in Synagogue listening to the Rabbi teach about the tabernacle of Moses and its holy place, and all its structure and fittings. At the end of the service, the Rabbi talked with those who lingered and gave them his blessings. Jesus waited until the last one left then approached the old man he had known his whole life. The Rabbi greeted him with kindness, for though Jesus often unsettled the people with his many questions he had come to secretly respect Joseph’s firstborn, for he could not deny the brightness that shone in him.



“How are you, my son?” the old man asked.



“I am fine, Rabbi, thanks to Alaha, but I have a question about your teaching today.”



“Of course you do. I expected that. It’s a dog’s nature to bark, a bird’s to fly, and your nature to question everything I say,” the old man answered with a twinkle in his eyes. “Go on then…”



Jesus smiled and nodded his head in respect. “Rabbi, you teach that Adonay gave the design for the holy place and that every detail was important.”



“Yes, of course.”



“So the Altar of Shewbread with the incense burning on it, is it possible that this signifies that the Words of Adonay must be fragrant with the Ruah for them be truly alive?”



“Yes, there could be a great truth to what you say.”



“And the Altar of Pure Incense, could this represent that a heart can only burn with Love for Adonay when that Love comes from Adonay Himself? For we know, as you yourself teach, that only his Love is completely pure.”



“Yes, yes, as a symbol of our inner life this is very beautiful.”



“But the candlestick of seven flames — what of that, Rabbi?”



“Well, the seven flames could represent the seven virtues of El: Love, mercy, compassion, justice, right judgment, strength and glory.”



“Can there be other meanings as well?”



“Of course. As you know, we constantly debate the many possible meanings of the ancient Words of Adonay.”



“Rabbi, I have found the Seven Flames of El. They are inside me, inside us all, waiting to be lit. And as they are lit and burn brighter we become radiant with Light and free, with the holy oil of Ruah moving through us to feed the flames: a complete people.”



“Hmm,” the old man mused. “I see. And where are these flames, and what do they mean?”



Jesus put his hands above his head. “The first flame is the Holy Shekinah of the presence of Adonay that burns above our heads.” He brought his hands down slowly as was his custom. “The second flame burns here, in our forehead, making our eye single and our body full of Light. The third flame is here, at our throat, giving us the living Words that open us to Adonay and to the miracle of Life. The forth flame is here, at our heart, out of which pours the Love of Adonay into the world. The fifth flame here, where we breathe in the breath of life and breathe it out, teaching us to receive freely, and forgive just as freely if we are to fully live. The sixth flame is here, at our belly, teaching us to take the truths of Adonay fully into us, to digest them and let them become us and we them. And the seventh flame here, where our manhood is, and a woman’s sweet door of life, for this is the center of innocent joy and giving birth to Ruah in flesh.” Then he slowly lifted his hands from his manhood back up to the top of his head. “And when the Holy Oils of Adonay flow freely through all of our body, and all the flames are burning, there is healing and happiness and a new song, for the Breath of El is alive, and now, and waiting to be born again and again through us into the world.”



The old man pondered for a moment, then cleared his throat and stoked his snowy beard. “I am always amazed at you, Jesus. You make these old truths so alive, so much your own.”



“Do you think this is a wrong interpretation, Rabbi? Tell me honestly.”



“There are many implications to what you say. What if it is true: how do we apply this to our lives as a people? What about the young? Shall we teach them to open their loins to Adonay? This seems too much like what our ancient enemies did with their sacred prostitutes: and Adonay forbid our fathers from learning their ways and commanded that these people be destroyed.”



“But Rabbi, who made us as we are? Who designed us and crafted us in our mother’s wombs?”



“Adonay, of course.”



“Then how can it be wrong to open to our Maker all that he has given us? If we let the holy oil of Ruah feed the flame of our loins then our young people would be growing up open hearted with bodies that are flowing freely with pure Life. Do you remember what it was like to have the pleasures of your body burning in you day and night when you were young? It is all you can think about: and yet there is no teaching on how to lift these sweet pleasures up through our bodies to make every flame burn brighter, right up to the top of our heads where the Shekinah glory dwells on us…”



“No, no, no, this is not true!” the old man said brusquely. “The Shekinah glory is utterly holy — the Presence of Adonay himself — may he be blessed! It was given in ancient times: but the temple is no longer shining with that glory. Adonay withdrew it long ago. How can you say that the Shekinah glory dwells on us?”



“What use is it to us that the Shekinah was with our people hundreds of years ago? We need the Presence of the living One right now, Rabbi, burning in our bodies and souls: for if it does not, our bodies fill with shadows that breed unhappiness and many troubles. But if we trust and open ourselves wide without guile, that same glory is truly here.”



“You say many disturbing things, Jesus. For all these years I have wondered if you are mad or if Adonay has called you to teach us all. I still do not know. I will ponder what you have said. Shalom, shalom.”



Jesus felt the Ruah’s Love for the old man and nodded to him with a smile. The Rabbi looked briefly at his eyes, then glanced away and motioned with his hand for Jesus to go.













 



Chapter 41



 



A Dangerous Man



Age 21



 



 



Jacob, the Rabbi’s son, had been sitting in the shadows of the back of the room, listening. He followed Jesus out the door and grabbed him by his arm to stop him. “Just who do you think you are,” he said harshly, “the Messiah himself? Your ideas get more and more dangerous with the years, not less.”



Jesus looked carefully at the young man. He was about the same age as him, with a hawk like nose and large eyes under jutting eyebrows. His beard was still scruffy and ill formed. “I can tell you who I am. It is not hard to do,” Jesus answered quietly. “I am the simplest of all things. I am nothing.”



“What do you mean, nothing?”



“I exist. That is all. It is more than enough.”



“So, you are nothing. Then when will you learn to say nothing and stop troubling us with your wild and unholy ideas?”



“Are you happy, Jacob? I mean truly happy?”



“What does happiness have to do with anything? Life is hard: we suffer together; we pray together; we help each other. No one can be happy for long with life as it is. One day Adonay will answer our prayers and the Messiah will come to restore our nation to a land of milk and honey. Then, when we are a free people and our fields are full of grain and cows cover our hills with calves, we will be happy. Not until then.”



“And what about the other people?”



“What other people?”



“The Romans and Greeks, and people of Decapolis, and Egypt to the south…”



“You mean our enemies…”



“No, I mean Alaha’s creations. Don’t they have hopes and dreams of happiness too? Can we build our happiness on their misery? Should we subject them in the same way Rome subjects us and then rejoice in our good while their children suffer and pray for what? Perhaps they will then have their own dreams of a Messiah to save them from us.”



“You are mad!”



“Is it mad to look up at the sun and see that it shines on all people alike; or to feel the rain and know that it is falling on the fields of other lands in the same way it falls on ours. Or to gaze at the moon and know that people in other places stare at the same moon and dream of their children’s good and joy? Is it mad to feel the wind and know that it blows on all mankind, and then think that just perhaps, the Ruah of El also blows over the hearts of all people, giving them Life and dreams of happiness?”



“Listen, you false teacher, you mad man, every day we say ‘Hear O Israel, Adonay is One.’ There is One true Adonay, the Adonay of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob — the El of our fathers. He has revealed himself to them and called to himself a people. We are that people. This is our promise and our heritage. You know this!”



“And yet that word One can mean Oneness just as well. Who are we to say it does not mean, ‘Hear O Israel, Adonay is Oneness… and you shall love the Oneness with all your heart and soul and strength and being.’ If Adonay is Oneness then all existence is part of Adonay. We are the body of Adonay, all of us, Romans, Greeks…”



“Ah! If you do not repent and keep on saying things like this you will come to an early death. Listen to my words!”



“Better to die young and be true then live to an old age in delusions hoping for that which can never be because it isn’t true.”



“You are a dangerous man, Jesus. Many of the others do not recognize it yet, but they will. And the day you are stoned to death, I will be there, casting the first stone for the love of Adonay and the good of Israel.”



Jesus sighed and said nothing more, for what was there to say? To try to change Jacob’s mind would be trying to change his whole world. People will kill you for that.













 



Chapter 42



 



The Warrior Child



Age 22



 



 



Another half year, and with it another journey from cold into the heart of heat. Jesus and Joseph were working alone in the carpentry shop. No matter how hot it got out on the hills and in the steaming green garden, the thick stone walls kept the shop cool, and sea breezes often blew into it from the west. Joseph’s handcrafted saws, awls, planes, clamps, squares and hammers hung from pegs in the walls along with coils of rope and different sized ladders. There were always stacks of boards leaning against one wall, covering it completely. The mud floor was hard and smooth from feet pressing wood shavings into it for years, and chickens often strutted across it, in and out of the dusty light that shone through the windows and doors. Outside were tangled piles of logs to be fashioned into boards, and tree stumps used for carving chairs and tables.



Jesus’ beard was dark and fuller now, his black hair long, and his skin golden brown like the olive oil that was so much a part of their lives. Joseph’s brown hair was already streaked with gray, for working men grew old quickly. He smoothed a wooded plank while Jesus bore a hole, turning the sharp tool slowly until it broke through the hard oak board. Then Jesus held the board up. “Look, the wind can blow through it now,” he said, his eyes smiling.



“Like the winds of Alaha blow through you,” Joseph answered with a nod. They heard the boys running through the yard and turned as they suddenly burst through the door.



“Did it go well?” Joseph asked.



James slapped the table and turned to express his triumph to his little brother. Judas scowled in a joking way, and pushed James, then laughed, still full of energy from their footrace. “The old man grumbled a bit, as usual,” James answered between his gasps to catch his breath, “but gave us one of his younger donkeys. He says it can use the exercise.”



James was even taller than Jesus now and his body was lean and strong from his years of labor. He was handsome, and in some ways looked as if he were carved of wood. Judas was just starting to pass from boyhood into being a man and his face still held much of his mother’s softer features and smiling eyes.



Joseph had created a heavy oak door for a merchant in the town of Sepphoris and needed to borrow a donkey and cart to deliver it. Isaac, the old man who lived across the hill to the west, raised donkeys for sale, but also traded the use of them for whatever he could get in exchange from the merchants of Nazareth.



Joseph nodded and took off his apron. He rubbed his hands one last time over the door. They had worked hard on it, carving many flowered patterns and ornate designs. Most Jews did not create artistic images, but even the Temple of Jerusalem was covered with carvings of pomegranates, leaves and flowers, and many lavish designs, so Joseph and his boys took their liberties and enjoyed the challenge of creating something especially beautiful in wood.



Sepphoris was a rich town, the largest in all of Galilee. It had been nearly destroyed by Rome during a Jewish rebellion about the time of Jesus’ birth and then rebuilt by Herod’s son Antipas. Though only five kilometers from Galilee it may as well have existed in another world. Many of the citizens were wealthy Romans or Greeks who dwelt in large ornate homes decorated with colorful frescos in the Roman style, with their own tiled baths for ritual cleansing. They had many fine artisans working there, and though Joseph’s work was of a high quality, it was crude in comparison to the elaborately decorated doors, tables and other furnishings they were familiar with. But the merchant was shrewd and always glad to find a bargain. He was willing to trade four large sacks of grain for one of Joseph’s doors as his larders had an overabundance of wheat and rye not used over the winter and he knew he could always sell a well made door or trade it for something of worth.



Jesus sat next to his father, enjoying the bumping rhythms of the cart and the clicking sound of the donkey’s small hoofs on the road. Joseph looked at his son and took a long slow breath. He had asked Jesus to come with him as there was something bothering him, something he knew he needed to say. Jesus sensed this, but said nothing, just waiting for his father to speak when he was ready. Joseph flitted the donkey’s long ears and watched the little creature waggle them and toss his head in response. A horsefly buzzed in and landed on Joseph’s neck. Jesus swatted it off. Joseph nodded his thanks then turned.



“Jesus… no matter what happens, be true to your self, son,” he said somberly.



Jesus looked carefully at him. “What are you thinking, Papa? Tell me.”



“Well… I’m thinking it must be difficult for you when people resist you so strongly.” Jesus raised his eyebrows as if to say yes. “You have matured a lot,” Joseph said. “You are very different from the passionate young boy who thought that love just meant doing whatever made you feel free.” Jesus didn’t answer but quietly waited amidst the buzz of flies while Joseph thought. “Jesus,” he said slowly, “you are going to need great strength when your teaching work begins, for it will take the courage of a warrior to confront the darkness of the world out beyond our little village. You know son, the Light you share would undo it.”



Jesus nodded thoughtfully. “A warrior? When I am alive in the Light of El I feel like my true being is more like a simple child then a warrior. I sometimes wonder if I’m fooling myself, Papa. How can I remain true to something so innocent and free as the breath of Alaha in a world as ruthless as this?”



“Do you ever doubt Alaha now?” Joseph asked, and then put his fingers over his lips, as if he had asked too much.



“Yes… sometimes, when I’m walking alone, I feel grief for what I don’t have and lose my joy for all I have. Then my mind starts thinking of all that could be, or might have been, or would only be if… and if I let these thoughts grow I start to feel lost. And that’s a horrible feeling, Papa. And I wonder how lost the beggars often feel, or the prostitutes, or the merchants with glassy eyes that don’t seem to see anybody, but only things.”



“And when you feel this lostness, do you doubt yourself then as well?”



“I can… but doubt quickly grows into fear, and fear leads to more fear, and I feel shadows coming over my mind and if I go with them then down I go into those darkest fears, you know, the ones of me being crazy,” Jesus said, and sighed deeply. Joseph reached over and put his hand on is son’s arm. “And I wonder, Papa, is there a fear so dark and deep that no Love shines in it? If so, that would be the truest hell. But if we fear it we would become part of it, for fear of fear is also fear. So I return again and again to the open heart of the child in me who trusts without fear, for this is who I am in the Presence of Alaha. So… what can I do? Can a simple, trusting child ever become a warrior who confronts the dark of the world?”



Joseph looked at Jesus’ eyes. “I don’t know Son,” he said as he flicked his stick lightly on the little donkey’s back. “I wonder,” he said slowly, “do you think it’s really possible to help others become as open and free as you are? We are so blind to the Light you naturally see, and so afraid of change.”



“Papa, you ask hard questions that I’m thinking about a lot, for if darkness cannot be undone in the human heart then may Alaha grant me freedom to find my sweet Rachael. And if she is not wed, may we be wed and have many children. And may I gladly do as everyone feels I should: go to Synagogue, stop asking questions that trouble people’s minds, enjoy my years on earth and be gathered to my ancestors in honor, as you will be Papa.”



“You still think of her then?”



Jesus stretched his arms over his head as the bright sunlight streamed around him. “Yes… It’s not so much that I want children, for somehow I feel that all the children of the world are my own, it’s just that a deep part of me wants her, to look into her eyes, to feel her warmth, to share my life with her.”



“I’m sorry. I didn’t realize you loved her so.”



“I felt we were so naturally a part of each other, like you and Mama are, and I sometimes wonder why I can’t be content to just live a normal life.” He sighed, “Ah… Papa, it’s just that I love Alaha with all my being. He has done this to me. I didn’t ask for all this, did I?”



Joseph looked at his son for a few moments, then his eyes smiled with the warmth of his love. “That is a mystery beyond our knowing, son. But you were born for this. It is the work of Alaha. Of this there is no doubt.”



“Oh, Papa,” Jesus said with a sigh. “I don’t know where the breath of El will lead me, but may Alaha give me strength to follow. If the world does not want this Light then perhaps it is not time for it. Perhaps I am only meant to plant a seed that one day will grow and grow until the Light will shine everywhere and men will truly Love each other. Wouldn’t that be worth it then? I mean, wouldn’t that be worth the sacrifices?”



“Yes, that would be worth it all.” Joseph reached over and touched his son’s heart. “May Alaha give you strength. And may the will of Alaha be done and your name be blessed for it.” Jesus smiled and hugged him, and for a moment they looked at each other as a father and his son should always look into each other’s eyes.
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The First Defeat



Age 22



 



 



Jesus enjoyed the bustle of the city and the lavishness of the marketplace. Besides Romans and Greeks he recognized many Syrians, and even some Egyptians as well as Jews. Though small in comparison, Sepphoris seemed even more international then Jerusalem itself. When Joseph finished his business he found Jesus and they loaded the heavy sacks of grain in the back of the cart, then started slowly out of town. As they passed the city gate a small group of Roman solders watched them. They had the expression of men who were bored. One stared gruffly at Jesus and Jesus smiled innocently back at him. The man shook his head and turned to talk to a compatriot.



Joseph flicked the little donkey lightly on its rear and laughed as it kicked one foot as if to say, don’t do that again. Then he looked back over his shoulder. “I can never come to this city without thinking of all that happened here and how it still affects your mother.”



Jesus nodded. “Do you think she will ever be able to talk about it, Papa?”



“Perhaps… grief has its own time and seasons. Sometimes it last for a whole lifetime.”



“Yes… sometimes,” Jesus said thoughtfully.



After traveling just long enough to begin to settle back into the rhythmic sounds of the donkey’s hooves and rocking of the cart Jesus noticed horsemen coming up behind them. Three Roman soldiers quickly rode along either side of the cart and motioned for them to stop. Joseph put his hand on Jesus’ arm and a quick glance spoke caution.



“Yes, Corporal,” Joseph said quietly. “Were we traveling too fast?” Jesus couldn’t help smile at his father’s remark.



“We was feeling a bit put off by the smirk on your son’s face there,” the man said with the kind of snarl many men of war acquire. “You there, get out of the cart,” the man said, his eyes like a hawk’s, cold and aware, glaring out from under the hood of his eyebrows. Joseph looked at Jesus and nodded for him to comply. Jesus climbed down and then stood up straight and strong, looking the man right in his eyes. The soldier glared back at him, then swung down out of his saddle. He took out his sword and came up close to Jesus and knocked the handle of it against Jesus’ chest. “What have we here?” he said. “Are you proud then, young man, standing up so tall in the presence of your superiors?”



“Not proud like that,” Jesus answered.



“Oh… not proud like that. Then just how is it with you?”



“I’m thankful to be alive. That’s all. No reason not to stand up tall under the blue sky of Alaha,” Jesus said simply.



“Oh… is that it?” the soldier said, turning his head to his fellow soldiers who were half smirking, enjoying this diversion from the hours they had just spent doing nothing.



“You! Get out of the cart man,” the corporal said. Joseph hesitated and the corporal grabbed him by his robe and dragged him out onto the ground. Jesus began to move towards the soldier who looked quickly up at him. The other two soldiers rocked in their saddles, ready to jump down.



“Jesus, don’t you do anything!” Joseph shouted, and Jesus froze.



“That’s a good boy,” the corporal said. He shook Joseph’s cloak and gave him more of a shove than a kick with his foot. “Now let’s show your son here how to behave properly in the presence of the army of Rome, shall we. Get on your face, man,” he snarled. Joseph rolled onto his stomach and put his face on the ground. “That’s right. That’s a good man there,” the soldier said. “Now let’s see a bit of respect for your father here, and for the Emperor himself out of you boy. Get on your face.”



Jesus hesitated. “That’s what I thought,” the soldier said. “We got a rebel here, lads. What do we do with rebels then?”



“Jesus, do what they say!” Joseph cried, and his voice expressed fear. Jesus was confused, so he closed his eyes and tried to sense his wisdom — but what he felt was a cold coil of fear arising in his flesh. The other two soldiers dismounted. Joseph turned his head to see what was happening and the corporal put his foot on Joseph’s neck.



“Did I say you could watch the proceedings here?” the soldier asked. “Did I then?”



“No sir,” answered Joseph.



“Then nose in the dirt!”



Jesus opened his eyes and looked at the corporal. The man was suddenly held by Jesus’ eyes and felt something move in him that he wasn’t accustomed to. He blinked, then grimaced and snarled like a caged cat.



“Why do you serve fear?” Jesus asked. “Don’t you know that which you serve is your master?”



“What’s that?” the corporal asked.



“Whatever you serve will wrap around you like a cloak and others will feel it. You are servants of the fear you create.”



“I know who my Master is, and it ain’t fear boy!” the corporal shouted. One of the soldiers tied the horses to the back of the cart while the other came and stood next to Jesus, glaring at him.



“And just who is your Master?” the second solider asked in a deep, hollow voice.



“Light is my Master, and Love… and Love’s freedom,” Jesus answered looking the man in the eyes. The soldier was startled, for he had never seen eyes like this. He involuntarily stepped back.



The third soldier came up behind Jesus and grabbed him by the hair, then pulled his head back and put a short knife to his throat. “And just what does your Master tell you to do now, boy?” the man growled.



“I’m not sure. I… I just don’t want you to hurt my father.”



“Maybe you ought to think about your own skin,” the man said and pressed the blade against his throat. Jesus felt fear twist in his limbs like a slithering snake and the soldier sensed it. “That’s right boy, you should be afraid because I can kill you right here and now and no one is going to give a damn about it. You know that, don’t you?”



“Jesus…” Joseph said, and the corporal shoved his face into the dirt with his foot.



The snake sucked Jesus’ energy into itself and tightened its grip around his heart and throat.



“Don’t you?” the soldier shouted and pulled the knife in so that Jesus had to stand on his toes to keep it from slicing through his skin into his life. “Nothing to say then? What a proud little rebel you are. Are you one of them who sneak around by night and try to cut the throats of the Emperor’s finest? Are you then?”



“No! I’m not a fighter. Not like that!”



“Then just what kind of fighter are you?” the soldier growled.



“I have no weapon but the truth Alaha shows me,” Jesus said.



The soldier let him go and pushed him away. “A weapon of truth? Well let’s see that. Where’s your weapon? Come on, bring it out.”



Jesus looked down at his father, then turned and faced the soldier. “The truth is… the Light is in you. In you all,” he said, looking at each man. “It is the Light of freedom, but buried beneath the darkness of your hatred and fear.”



“Fear? Are you saying I’m afraid of you?” the soldier snarled.



“Not of me, but of the Light that would expose you. And… and of your own true Self for it would kill your unkindness dead,” Jesus said.



The soldiers stared at him for a moment in silence, as if they had no idea what to say. The second soldier shook his head. “He’s one of the crazy ones. Look at him. He’s got the strangeness in his eyes. Let him go.”



Jesus felt a deeper pain arise in him, something more crippling then fear. He shook himself, as if to clear his mind. “I’m not crazy!” he shouted so loudly that his voice echoed off the dry hills. Joseph sighed and felt his body sinking into the earth, his whole heart imploring the sky for help.



The soldiers were silent, just staring at Jesus who had begun trembling. He wrapped his arms around himself and sank to the ground. The second soldier shook his head and mounted his horse. The one with the knife did too and the corporal stood looking at Jesus for a few more moments, then spit on the ground and grabbed the reins of his horse. He swung up into his saddle. “Every damn one of you Jews is crazy,” he snarled, “but you are one of the worst I’ve met. To hell with you!”



Joseph listened to the sounds of the horse’s hooves galloping away. He crawled over to Jesus. “It’s ok, son. We are okay,” he said.



“No… not okay,” said Jesus. “I felt so much fear, Papa. How can I ever do this?”



“Do what, my son?”



“Show people the freedom. How Papa? I was afraid for you. I was afraid for me. I was afraid of death. I was afraid that I am crazy. I was afraid!” he shouted. “And it twisted me inside.”



“I was afraid too, Son,” Joseph said softly. “It is the way we are when our lives are threatened. It is human.”



“But I can’t let fear win, Papa. I won’t. I mustn’t.”



Joseph put his hands on his son’s head and rocked him gently. “I’m proud of you, Jesus,” he whispered. “So proud of you.”
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Fear Doesn’t Work



Age 23



 



 



A year passed and his travels carried him further and further from Nazareth in all directions. On this trip he had headed south and came to Antipatris in the north of Judea, which was a major trading town on the road from Galilee to Jerusalem. He was tired and entered a tavern to find refreshment. The Synagogue of Antipatris was large and attracted many scholars who spent their time avidly discussed things from the writings of Moses and the prophets. Jesus could not help overhearing those who sat near him.



“We must fear Adonay again: there is little reverence. This is the problem with our people. If we had the true fear of Adonay in our hearts we would not compromise his ways. As long as we fear Rome more than Adonay how shall we ever be free?”



Jesus could not help himself: the words sprung out of his heart with the spontaneity of wind. “Fear does not work!” he said strongly, looking intently at the young man who was speaking. The man looked back at him hard, then rose from his place.



“How can you say such things? When Moses went up to the holy mount to receive the commandments the people danced naked without shame and built a golden calf to worship. Then, when Moses came down, the earth opened and swallowed them, and those who did not die learned the fear of Adonay. It was only then they became a strong people.”



“A strong people? A broken people: they wandered for forty years until they all died. None of them saw the promise land.”



“Yes, that generation was punished for their unfaithfulness until a new generation arose that feared the Holy One as they should. It was to them our sacred land was given.”



“How well you mindlessly repeat the stories you have been told,” Jesus said, then turned to receive his food and drink. The young man arose and sat next to him, his face close to Jesus’ face.



“What are you implying? Should I make up my own stories like some dreaming child?” he asked angrily.



“Perhaps. If your heart was guided by Love your stories might be good and great stories, bringing freedom to our people.”



The man laughed, thinking Jesus was joking, and the young men who overheard laughed with him. “About such things I do not make jokes,” Jesus said. “Fear does not work for it makes the human heart smaller, not larger. It tightens our hearts around their own dark centers instead of expanding them with open arms to understand others and embrace all. Adonay is Love. It is Love that has made us, and only Love can free us,” Jesus said calmly, then started to eat, dipping his bread into a small bowl of oil.



Another young man, with a scraggily red beard, came and sat on the other side of Jesus. “Well, what are you saying then? Should we reinvent Moses?” The other men laughed at the ridiculousness of the thought.  



“Of course this is not possible. The stories are as they are — but do you think that Adonay has no new stories to tell? What makes you think that Adonay is not wanting to speak again, waiting for us to move beyond fear into the courage that only Love can give?” More of the young men came closer so they could hear. Jesus looked around at them. “I am not here to teach, I am only traveling to see how life is for our people here in Judah, for I am from Galilee.”



“Yes, and we all know that men from Galilee are well versed in the ways of sheep and fish. Is there anything else you know?” asked another young man and many of them laughed and patted him on the back.



“Well let’s just say,” the red bearded man said, “that the ancient stories could be changed. How would you write them now?”



“Well, how do you think our lives would be if instead of Adonay being angry with the people for wildly celebrating their deliverance from three hundred years of bondage, that he rejoiced with them, and sent beautiful angels to comfort and teach them? And what if they learned the ways of Love so well, that when they came to the river Jordon they didn’t cross it with spears but with gifts in their hands, and friendship in their hearts for the people who had long lived here in this land?”



The young men laughed loudly. “You are a lunatic,” one of them said. “They would have been slaughtered, and the warriors of the Canaanites would still be here, laughing at the stupidity of a people who invaded their land with dates and figs for their weapons. And our people would exist today only as an old story on their lips. In other words, in case you don’t get it, we wouldn’t exist!” All the men spoke loudly and agreed.



Jesus smiled. “I agree with you as well. Those were hard times when tribe fought against tribe and hating your enemies was the way all men lived. But where has hatred brought us today and where can fear take us?” There was murmuring as the young men began discussing what he said. Jesus returned to his meal for a while and no one bothered him until they finished their arguments.



Then the first young man confronted him again. “So are you saying we should love everyone, that Love should be our way?”



“Yes. Just this. Somehow, it must be this.” Jesus felt the Ruah of Alaha start to move and open him, and he turned fully to the young men. “Alaha is Oneness, the great Oneness of all existence. If you are a happy lover of the One you shall be one, for you shall see the oneness of Alaha everywhere, just beyond the shadows of men’s hearts. And you shall know that your brother is your self and you are him, for in this Light that each of us truly is, all is One — and yet we are two and three, and a multitude, each with our own hearts and hopes, each with our own gifts to share. Find your gift and give it freely for the sake of Love, and you will know the pleasure of the Abba smiling through your eyes.”



The young men were silent, and other young men who overheard came and gathered around him. So Jesus stood up and said to them all, “If you would walk together in Love even your shadows will flow together into one. And you will pour the medicine of Love into each other’s pain and the pleasure of the Abba will heal you. And when you lie down together in one bed you will lie down into the sun and the stars shall cover you. And the pleasure of Adonay will be your strength.” Then he felt it was enough and picked up his bag and walked out of the tavern, which was now silent until his shadow vanished from the door. Then the heated discussions began again.



This was the first time he taught publicly as a man. And this was the first time he called Adonay Abba.













 



Chapter 45



 



Stately As A Palm



Age 23



 



 



He wandered to the town of Joppa on the beaches of the Great Sea. He loved the smells of the sea and walked amongst the boats where many nets were spread on the docks to dry. A young woman passed him with a jar on her head and held his eyes out of the corner of her eyes. She was tall and stately as a palm tree and her breasts were full as clusters of rip fruit. He smiled broadly at her and felt the beauty of her spirit, and watched the sweet round flesh of her hips rock and rise under her gown as she walked away. His thoughts returned to Rachael, and he remembered her wide, wild eyes and the innocence of her passion and how her naked hips felt pressed against his manhood. And he prayed again as he had prayed so many times for wisdom regarding women, then sensed the same restraints that guided him as a shore directs a flood or a canyon channels wind.



He came to a bazaar with its many bright silks from the countries of the East hanging from stalls and billowing in the breeze. He let the silk brush over his face as he walked by and felt the innocent pleasures of his body come alive. Another young woman saw and sensed him and smiled brightly at him. He blushed and smiled back and slowly turned and shook his head, feeling the tightness of grief in his throat as he saw Rachael amongst her sheep again. She ran through his mind with her ink black hair upon her bare back and the hunger of her mouth for his skin.



He turned the corner of the stall and saw several young women at the town well. They sensed his openness and smiled, and he felt their young essence of beauty and the energy of their breasts and bodies. And he let it flow freely from his belly to the top of his head and offered the sweet joy of it to El. Several of them walked before him, and he smiled as he felt feminine beauty dance in his body and pour out of his skin.



They passed a square where many children were playing with a ball as they did in every village square. He stopped to listen to their voices and sense the hopes that lived secretly inside them. And he felt the yearning of Ruah for all children everywhere to be free to live in the sweet innocence of their bodies, and the happiness he knew was only possible through new visions and the living ways of Yah.













 



Chapter 46



 



Behold The Bright Mirror



Age 24



 



 



In Judea false Messiahs had begun to flourish everywhere. Every wild-eyed young man who could gather a following of desperate boys around him would feel the urge towards greatness — to be the one who would gather his people to cast the red-robed horse and rider down and rid the land of heathen defilements. And many were caught and ruthlessly crucified on public roads in nakedness and shame, hanging in intolerable pain as living bait to entice the buzzards and crows to come and eat. The word of this came north to Galilee and grieved the people so that they too longed for the Messiah to come and save them.



Jesus was twenty-four now, and each passing year had tempered him in some new way. As the people’s longing for deliverance grew so did his secret doubts that perhaps he had missed his true call when he set the Speckled Trout free, for who was he to turn down a gift that had been prophesied for centuries?



Often he would spend many days and nights alone in wild places, with only birds and snakes for company, just to hear his own heart beating against the drum of the skin of Alaha. And he would sigh his questions and wait for answers that often only came in the villages, with the people, through their eyes and broken flesh, through their beauty and secret pain. And the only answer would be Love for every question.



The day was warm and pleasant and red poppies covered the high field in which he sat overlooking a small rocky inlet on the east coast of the Galilean sea. His hands and mind moved in harmony, soothing and opening his spirit, his heart, his body to the great silence of pure Presence. Up to heaven, down to earth, the breath of Alaha moving through him, the pure Ruah, the waters of Elohim in which he washed. As he opened he surrendered his heart and its questions, his mind and its cares and felt the great peace enfold him with its formless arms. He rested in it as he had rested and waited so many times. The peace opened silently and drew him further in than he had been before: and he felt each breath as if it took a day and a night to draw until his breath slowly stopped. And his mind stopped with it. And his body stopped, and all sense of himself stopped, and there was suddenly only Light: a formless Ocean of Light, like a bright mirror with no up or down, or in or out, filling nothing with nothing but Light. In the silver brightness of its holy mirror he saw his own eternal Eye emerge, beautiful and perfect, Light within Light, gazing as silence, watching in curious Love. And Eye gazed at mortal mirror, which reflected deathless Eye until a slow sense of himself came back and with it bird song — and he opened his eyes and every poppy burnt like a ruby with the Light that shone within it. The fields were soft with radiant white Light and the sea sang in it.



“‘Holy, holy, holy is Adonay of hosts. The whole earth is full of His glory,’” Jesus whispered, and felt Nothing echoing back nothing as it received his voice and cherished it.













 



Chapter 47



 



The Freedom Of El



Age 25



 



 



He came to Capernaum
 to visit
 Jacob and Ruth and his cousins. He had brought a new wooden rudder from Joseph as a gift to his brother, which was received with many thanks. After the midday meal he wandered down to the town square by the harbor where many young people gathered during the time of rest. “Welcome, Jesus,” shouted a boy who was a friend of Jesus’ cousins. All the young people knew him, for he came to Capernaum often on his journeys. “Jesus, teach us about the freedom of Alaha. No one talks of it in school. I want to know all about it,” said a young man who was about the age of Jesus’ brother Judas.



Jesus smiled and sat down next to the well. “Ah, it is a pleasure to talk about the freedom of El,” he said, then looked around at them. There were both young men and women, and all were open and eager and so drew the waters of Life from the well of his heart. “The freedom of Alaha is the freedom of Love,” he began. “There can be no freedom apart from Love, nor true Love apart from freedom.”



“And what is Love?” asked a young woman named Martha, who was a friend of his cousin Naomi. Jesus admired her courage for it was not the custom of the people for a woman to join the public discussion of men.



He smiled at her. “Love is an instinct to bless and open every heart to the free power that shines to make stars sing and birds weave their nests soft with feathers, shining to soften our hearts in kindness to our children, and to each other, and to inspire all to forgive all so completely that every shadow of pain melts away and only laughter remains.”



“Forgive even the Romans?” a young man asked.



“If we do not forgive those who oppose us then bitterness eats us, and we will seek to hurt those who have hurt us, and it is certain that they will return the hurt again. And so it will ever be an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth until all wander blind and eat bread toothless.”



There was much murmuring amongst the young men for a while, as these words went against everything the people thought and felt. Jesus understood and waited.



Finally another young woman spoke. “And how do we find this Love you speak of?”



“What is your name?” Jesus asked.



“Ruth,” she replied.



“Ruth,” he said gently, “do not become a needy beggar seeking it, for it is forever in us all: the Light in our eyes and breath of our lives. It is our rightful inheritance in Alaha who forever flies and sings above us, and around us, pouring out Life as One, for in the Elohim, there are no conflicts, only peace. But we grieve the peace we most truly are and yet cannot possess, and our grief is a pain we blame on others and the world. And so we keep on creating conflict and suffering and in our hatred hurt those who hate and hurt us back again. And on and on it goes until the ends of time.”



“But how do we come to oneness and peace in a world such as this?”



Jesus looked at her with great Love, for he felt the tenderness of her soul. “We must return to the innocence of a suckling babe, and do one thing alone.”



“And what is this one thing?”



“To open our hearts and drink the milk of Yah. We must drink in Ruah, for the Ruah is harmony, and the Ruah is bright water, and the Ruah is free. And in this freedom we shall taste that which we long to know. And if we drink and drink we will become it at last.”



“But it sounds like this takes much time,” a young married man said. “You wander the mountains and hills while we work with sails and plows, and our women with pots and pans and needles. And every day our children look to be fed and washed, and our animals cry to be fed. How can we find time to drink the Ruah as you say?”



“Do you find time to wash your face and hands?”



“Yes, of course.”



“And in your busy day do you find time to eat?”



“Yes, this is needful.”



“So is the peace of El. We must value it above all things, and then the peace will come. As long as we do not make time for that which opens the way of Life before us our suffering will go on.”



“But we go to Synagogue; we say our Sabbath prayers…”



“It is not enough. We must value the Oneness of Alaha more than breath, more than our families, more than happiness — for the good of all things comes from this. We study the scriptures which speak about the paradise of innocence we have lost, and yet we go on thinking in the patterns of the very tree of good and evil we believe our ancestors ate from when they first felt themselves separate from the Presence of Yah. The lesson stares us in the face and we cannot see it. Until our minds no longer think in opposites, but in oneness, we shall not know the freedom of the Great Love of which I speak. For the great Love draws us into union with each other, as two lovers are drawn to be one flesh, and only out of this shall new Life be conceived and born through us again and again.”



“What are you saying?” a young man asked angrily. “The draw to be one is a sacred thing only a man and his wife should know. How can we be drawn together into one like lovers? We are human and our passions would make us sin.”



Jesus sighed and rolled off his seat. He looked at the man for a moment, then left the crowd and walked down to the edge of the sea where he sat on a stone and gazed out at it. Some of the group followed him and others drifted away.



“Aren’t you going to answer him, Jesus?” asked Martha.



“People think I’m saying what I am not. But what I wish to say I do not know that you can hear. Not in the way I mean it, for the mind draws many conclusions that are not true about ideas that are new to it.”



“Go ahead, tell us. We will consider what you say.”



“Jesus looked at them for a few seconds in silence, then said, “Not yet. Many things are growing in me and some are not yet ready to say or be heard. I will wait on the time of my Abba.”



“Your Abba. What does Joseph have to do with this?” asked a young man who knew his family well.



“No, I speak of Adonay who is the Abba of us all.”



The young people looked at each other with surprise, not knowing what to say, for they had never heard of Adonay referred to in such intimate and tender ways. Jesus smiled at them and turned his face to a woman he noticed moving in the cool shadows of a wall. It was Salome, the prostitute. He quickly went to her; and the young people were amazed, for good people never spoke to a prostitute in public, though many did behind walls and closed doors.



“Peace to you,” Jesus said, and looked deeply into her shadowed eyes. She held his gaze.



“And peace to you. How you have grown. Your beard is full now, but I do not think you need my soft touch or tender voice to sooth your body and soul. Where are your pathways leading you?”



“I do not fully know yet, but I shall, for the Light of Adonay is strong and the wind of El blows sweet and free.”



“Sweet and free…?” She looked beyond him to the crowd of young faces turned their way. “And what will you teach them when your time comes? Will it be a Love that reaches all the way down to where I and my sisters live, here in the shadows, giving comfort to the comfortless and kindness to the cruel?”



“You challenge me much more than the Rabbis do. I want you to know this. I will find the way to share this wholeness I feel in my bones but can not yet express, and when I do you will be the first to know of it.”



Salome reached out and took hold of his arm with strength. And her eyes for a moment were fierce with hope, and then slid back into the darkness to which they were accustomed.













 



Chapter 48



 



Old Yah Is Jealous Of You



Age 26



 



 



It was winter and Jesus was at home helping his father and brothers with a large project that promised to provide them with additional grain for the long winter months. A wealthy Jewish merchant of Tiberius had ordered carved doors for his home, for the quality of Joseph’s work was becoming widely known and orders came in from all over Galilee.



Jesus was carving flowers and vines while James and Judas cut new patterns to inlay into the wood. Joseph was planning the next door, drawing different design ideas on the back of a board.


     “Do you ever wish we could carve the face of Alaha on our work?” Jesus asked Joseph. “I know Moses forbid us to make images of El, but don’t you wish you really could?”



“And what would that image look like?” Joseph asked.



“It would look something like you, Papa,” Jesus answered. Joseph laughed, thinking he was making a joke. “No, it’s true,” Jesus said, wiping his hands on his apron. Like you but with eyes brighter than the sun and a smile as big as the stars.”



“So, how would we carve that on our doors?” Joseph asked and winked at the other boys who looked up from their work and smiled.



“Well, we would wait until we got a job for a very big house…”



“Yes, as big as Galilee,” said Judas.



“No, as big as the Great Sea and Rome all together,” said James.



“No, as big as all of our dreaming hearts,” said Jesus with a laugh, and Judas threw a small block of wood at him. Jesus ducked and ran over and wrestled him to the ground, then carried him outside upside down and dropped him in the midst of the chickens that scattered everywhere with wild flutters and clucks. James laughed, and running out the door jumped on the back of his older brother; and the three of them wrestled each other into the bare earth of the garden. Joseph came out and threw a bucket of water on them all with a belly laugh. “Joseph!” Mary cried from the door of the house. Abigail ran around her mother and grabbed Joseph by the waist.



“Don’t you drown my brothers you Beelzebub,” she cried, and all the children of Joseph attacked him and dragged him down to the ground, then sat on him with a proud look of triumph on their faces.



“Now what?” Joseph asked meekly.



“Now we sit here until you apologize to everyone,” said Abigail and smiled at her brothers.



“What for?” Joseph asked.



“For everything you have ever done that has not made us completely happy,” she said and her brothers shouted, “Yes, all of it.”



“Like what? I have only lived to make you happy,” Joseph pleaded.



“Like every time you have said no when we wanted to do whatever we wished,” said Judas.



“Yes, all the times you have pretended to be the boss,” shouted James, “when Yah knows, we were born to be the bosses.”



“And all the times you failed to bring Mama beads,” said Jesus, “and ribbons and flowers and honey from the marketplace, whether you could afford it or not.”



“Yes, and so much more. Just give us time to think,” said Abigail, as Joseph groaned and tried to roll enough to get them off, but to no avail.



“Forgive me, forgive me,” Joseph cried, “for not being as perfect as my children and honoring them as the great royal beings they truly are. Now get off! In another minute you will have crushed the life completely out of me.”



“All right, up with you all. You have had your revenge,” Mary said and shooed at them as if they were nothing more than chickens.



“No, we haven’t even started,” Judas said. “But for your sake Mother, we will spare him.”



Then they all laughed and got off of him; and James helped him to his feet. He was covered with dust and beat his robes as he walked back towards the workshop. Mary put her arm around him.



“What children Adonay has given me. What have I done to deserve this?” he said as he rubbed his back and smiled at them. Mary kissed his cheek and laughed.



“Well, you have been too good,” Jesus said.



“Yes, way too kind to others,” said Abigail.



“And too lenient with you know who,” said Judas, nodding towards Jesus.



“So you are getting just what you deserve from the hand of Yah,” Jesus said, “for that old Yah is jealous of you, for you are better than him.”



“What?” Mary shouted.



“Yes, what blasphemy is this?” Joseph said with a scowl.



“Not blasphemy. It only shows our image of Yah should change. We need an Adonay that is more like you, Papa. It is because of you I call Adonay Abba.”



Joseph looked at his son. He knew Jesus wasn’t kidding now and he felt his heart moved within him. He put his arms out and all three of his children ran into them, and within his arms into each other’s hearts.













 



Chapter 49



 



A Most Sudden Sorrow



Age 27



 



 



A year had passed in which Jesus had spent more time at home for the draw of family was strong and he sensed that too soon it would slip away. Now he sat alone in a desolate place to the north of Galilee and mourned, for Joseph had taken ill on a journey with the woodcutter into Phoenicia and when they returned Jesus had blessed them both and prayed for them. The woodcutter got better, but Joseph had died. Mary was bearing it bravely, but she seemed numb, and Jesus knew it was a pain too deep for her to yet embrace. James expressed his grief in anger, and Judas in sullen silence. Abigail cried openly and often. He needed to be alone, to share his pain with the Abba, and to know with certainly what he should do now, for being the oldest he was expected to become the family head and take over the carpentry shop and its trade.



“Ah, Abba…” He moaned to the living sky, “receive this good man into the bosom of your Love.” He prayed and wished and felt his father and ached. He sat for a long time in silence amidst the heat, the buzz of flies and occasional clatter of a loose stone falling from the face of a cliff. “Ah, Abba, this good man who loved me all my life — be with his soul and receive him into the oceans of your Light,” he cried out. “I bring to you my grief at his passing from earth to sky, from our arms into yours. And who shall fill the shadow of his presence now? Ah, Abba, Great Love…” he shouted then began to hum the tune of a psalm Joseph loved to sing. The tears came easily and ran down his face.



So he sat like this, rocking back and forth, praying, holding silence and singing his grief for two days and nights. On the third day Light arose in him. It seemed to come from nowhere and everywhere. It was silent, and majestic, and sure. It arose without arising and moved without moving until every cell of his body drank. Then he heard with ears beyond ears the song of one bird singing over the doors of Paradise, and his mind woke up from one wakeful dream to greater wakefulness. And Life rippled through him in its free song, thrilling his body and being. When he could stand no more, a golden Light shone warmly in the back of his mind, as something unknown became alive, and a Voice spoke that held all the Love that had ever been and could ever be.



“Jesus, I love you,” it said, “and hear your prayers. Know that my heavens grow more beautiful with every soul who returns to me. Be bold, for I am with you and in you, Light of your light and Love of your love.”



The voice ceased, and the golden Light softened into a white Light that made the world around him shine. He sat in for a long time in stillness as the stones spoke slow words of strength and the wind whistled freedom.













 



Chapter 50



 



Her Pain Flowed Out



Age 27



 



 



When he returned to Nazareth Mary opened her arms and held him. He felt her body tremble as the sorrow she could not speak passed through her.



“Please know, my son,” she whispered, “that I want you to keep to the ways of Alaha with all your heart. Your father would want this too, as he often told you the same. I have talked with James and Judas and they agree. They are capable and strong and will continue your father’s business.” Jesus nodded and took her by the hand. They walked through the yard out into the fields.



“I have heard from the Abba…” he said quietly.



“Yes, I knew you would,” Mary said and gazed out towards the sea that sat like a sapphire in the distance.



“I mean I heard a real Voice, not a sense of what is true or flow of living words in my mind. Something else happened. It was like I awoke from a dream within a dream and all that is real shone and there was nothing but Love. And the Voice was golden and clearer than the brightest dawn.”



“What did he say?” Mary asked, and felt something in her tighten with a fear that surprised her.



Jesus felt her fear and saw it shadow her face and took her by the hand. “You have always trusted the work of Adonay in my life, Mother. Remember that place of trust and rest your heart there.”



She smiled and sighed. “Yes my son, the Elohim’s place of peace. I don’t know what this shadow is: perhaps my fear of losing you too,” she said and gazed at him with softening eyes. I am full of many shadows now, Jesus, but they will pass. I hope they pass…” she said and started to cry, then shook her head as if wanting to hold it back.



“Mother, you don’t need to be strong for us. We will all miss our Abba. There has never been a Papa like him,” Jesus said and held her. “Only Alaha knows why you have suffered so much loss.” She nodded as the gates of her soul opened and her pain flowed out. She began shaking, and then slowly sank to the earth weeping. Her children heard her cries and ran to her.



“We love you Mama,” they whispered. “We are here with you.” And their eyes ran with that rain which falls from inner clouds when the sunshine of a loved one disappears.



Her moaning softened as she rested in their arms and looked up at their faces. “Ah, my children. Has there ever been a woman as blessed as I?” she said.



“Mama,” Jesus said softly, “remember, death is like running out naked into a golden rain. And we spin around singing, thank you, I love you, I love you, until the whole opening skies echo back, thank you, I Love you, I Love you, I Love you…” He put his hand on her face and she smiled. “The Abba let me know that Papa is with him, and that every soul who comes home to his heart makes his heavens more beautiful. And I could feel how the heavens are growing, and that each of us makes the glory of Adonay even more glorious through our Love.”



“Is it true?” Abigail asked. “Did the Abba show you this?” Jesus nodded. “I know it’s true,” she whispered.



“We can change Adonay and make him more glorious?” Judas said. “How can this be that humans change the Elohim?”



Jesus looked at his brother with Love. “Because Adonay is the power of Creation, Judas, of making new things; and our faith and dreams, and all we learn that is good and wise, makes the living heavens open wider and shine brighter. We add to His glory: glory upon glory, Love for Love, beauty ever more beautiful.”



Judas shook his head. “I don’t know. Your ideas get freer, but are they real?” He looked at James who said with his eyes, ‘not now,’ and looked back with concern at his mother. She was resting in Abigail’s arms and gazing with hope at Jesus’ face.



“We can be sure that Papa is free and laughing now,” Abigail said  “and flying higher and wilder than any bird has flown,”



Mary smiled, and felt the little girl in her heart laugh with Abigail… and with Joseph again.













 



 



Chapter 51



 



The Love Goes Deeper



Age 28



 



 



Another year had passed, this one slowly. In spite of all Mary had said, Jesus remained close to home, simply savoring his mother’s presence and the sorrows and laughter, the jokes and arguments of his brothers and sister. He knew that joy was only one hand by which the soul is shaped by Alaha: sharing the sorrows of love with those you love was another. Mary had reminded him, from time to time, that he was free to go whenever he felt called; and he had always smiled and told her he knew it was so, but that the wind of Elohim also blows through every breath your loved ones take. Her eyes told him how much she appreciated his presence.



James and Judas just let their brother be: they knew he would leave one day, but treated him as if he would stay forever. Abigail still played, and made jokes and sang, but came to him secretly many times at night to cry silently in his arms. Jesus missed Joseph deeply, realizing how much strength his father’s quiet faith had given him. He found himself often playing the role of the strong older brother, not always sharing his truest feelings; but when Abigail cried in his arms his tears often fell as well, wetting her hair.



Jacob and Ruth had come from Capernaum on occasions with a basket of salted fish: and they had eaten together, and played music, and danced the old dances. And when Mary felt up to it, they had also journeyed to be with their family in Capernaum. In their gatherings they had shared stories of Joseph and wept freely together, letting grief mingle naturally with their times of song and laughter. So was the way of sorrow; so was the way of deepening their love.













 



Chapter 52



 



The Sky Said Nothing



Age 28



 



 



It was winter, and he was walking back to Nazareth from Sepphoris where he had delivered two windows for a new home. He heard the voice of a man shouting and saw a crazy one sitting alone in a field. The man was beating the ground with a stick and cursing, as if frustrated that the earth did not cry in response. Jesus felt the old fear arise in him and walked towards him, hesitantly. When the man sensed Jesus’ presence he spun around and cried out, “I know you! You are the crazy one from Nazareth. You are one of us!”



“No!” Jesus shouted, and lifted his hand in defiance.



The man shrank back, as if afraid he was going to be struck, then whimpered, “Don’t beat me. I only say what they tell me to say.”



“Who told you to say this?” Jesus asked.



“The holy ones who make us crazy. It was them, I tell you.”



“Why do you call them holy ones?”



“Because they are beautiful and good, like you are. But they will fail you in the end. I know you. You are the chosen one. They will lead you a long way into the Light so that when it fails you your madness will have no end.”



“You speak lies!” Jesus shouted.



“Don’t beat us. I’m only saying what they say,” the man whimpered.



Jesus looked hard at the man, then his heart softened and he knelt down next to him. The man growled, then whimpered and cuddled into Jesus’ outstretched arms and shivered. Jesus kissed the man on the top of his head and the man started coughing violently, then got up and ran away screaming. Jesus felt a deep anguish and started coughing too. He suddenly threw up, and then lay down in a cold sweat. When he got up he was ashen white.



He looked up at the sky and whispered, “Adonay, please, never abandon me like that…”



The sky said nothing in response.
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A Mother’s Wisdom
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Two years had passed since Joseph’s death. Jesus had remained in the daily rhythms of his family’s life, but now he had begun to feel as if he was holding something back that must emerge, something that would soon carry him far from them. It was a clear winter’s night with a bright full moon, and Jesus sat with Abigail on a log outside the workshop, gazing up at the moon with their backs to the wall.



She was lost in thought, then suddenly turned to him and said, “Jesus, I know you don’t like thinking about anything that’s real…”



“What are you talking about?” he asked, startled out of his stillness.



“I mean, have you talked with Mother recently? I mean, really talked?”



“No, not for a while. She seems very distant, doesn’t she. I can’t imagine how difficult this is for her. Especially after all that happened to her when she was young.”



Abigail nodded. “I’m going to get her. You stay right here. If you aren’t here when I return I will put a magic hex on you and turn you into the Rabbi’s son who hates you.”



“Why would you do that?”



“Just to show you how much you infuriate normal people,” she said. She took his hand and squeezed it, then ran to the house. He heard distant, muffled voices, then Abigail’s voice shouting, “If you don’t go and talk with him right now, I’ll turn you into one of your own chickens.” There was a few minutes of silence, then Mary came out, and with a sigh sat down next to him.”



“Your daughter is quite persuasive,” Jesus said.



“Stubborn, feisty, incorrigible… what else should I say?”



“Wonderfully original?” Jesus replied.



“Yes, that too. Ok, I’m here. Do you want to talk with me?”



“No. It’s her idea.”



“Oh. Well, if I wasn’t afraid of becoming a chicken I would go right back in there and tell her what I think of her.”



“And if I wasn’t afraid of being turned into the Rabbi’s son, I would go with you.”



“Oh, is that what she threatened you with? Well, I rather become a chicken myself.”



“I agree. Though I don’t know if I could get used to laying eggs and being harassed by James every day. Perhaps she’ll let me be a rooster,” Jesus said with a smile, then put his arm around her. “Don’t worry Mother. I won’t pry into your private heart.”



“Thank you,” she said quietly. “I know it’s hard for you too, with your father gone. You had many good times with him, didn’t you.”



“Yes. He gave me much strength. He loved and believed in me as much as you do, Mother. And that’s a lot.”



“Yes, that’s a lot. And, how are you, Son? Though I’m so grateful you have been here with us these days I know it has also been hard for you. What is Adonay saying to you, Jesus?”



“I’m not sure. I’m sensing that everything will change soon, and trusting that the questions I still have will find their answers.”



“Can you share your heart with me? I’m not your father, but perhaps I can help. At least be a good listener.”



Jesus smiled at her. “All right… Well, Mama, you know how to me the world is all turned around backwards: how people think, how they are raised, how they see Alaha… it is all so twisted with shame and fear. And people will fight with everything within them to keep it this way. They are even proud of it. So I still don’t know if people can really change when so much holds them in place. I mean there is family, beliefs, status, possessions… the list goes on and on. I talked with Papa about this.”



“And what did he say?”



“He didn’t know if it was possible either.”



“Oh… that’s a great help,” she said, and her eyes smiled.



“Yes, it was,” he said. “I loved him for his honesty and humility. That in itself is probably the answer I’m looking for. Through honesty and humility people must open to the Light of Alaha, for only the Light can change them.”



“Yes…” she said, and sighed, then sat silently for a while and Jesus waited, listening to the night music of crickets. “You have often walked alone,” she finally said, “but others will need people around them who can love and support them as the Light changes them.”



“Like you have loved and supported me.”



“Yes, we are blessed to have each other. I believe that people must walk together into this awakening, Jesus. It must start with family. But as you say, so few have families that would stand with them. So what if there were new families they can join: families of people that have left everything and gathered together only for the sake of Love?”



“Yes, families…” he said thoughtfully. “But how can I inspire people to leave their lives as they have known them and join together like this? There must be something beyond mere words that moves them to make such sacrifices, for everyone around them will resist them. It’s a family’s loyalty to each other and to the traditions that holds everything in place like glue. To break with both family and the traditions is to become an outcast… Who is going to accept that? Mama, I just don’t know if it’s possible.”



“I know… it seems impossible, but trust Adonay. It must come by the work of his Ruah. Is there any other way?”



“Trust Adonay… it always comes back to this doesn’t it? Trust is the only thing that holds me back from the abyss of my own fears.”



“What fears, my son?”



“That all this is leading nowhere; that nothing will come of it; that people’s lives cannot really be changed. Or worse yet…”



“What is it?”



“Nothing, Mother: just a crazy fear from the darkness outside the circle of Light — a place I hope I never have to go.”



Mary looked at him with concern. “Please tell me, Jesus. What is it?”



He gazed up at the bright moon. “No… it’s all right, Mama. It’s just something I have to work out myself.”



“Jesus,” she said soberly, “if you share with me your fears you will always know that I am praying for you to gain the strength to overcome them.”



Jesus looked at her gently, and she turned her eyes and looked away, feeling her own fears she would not face. “All right, Mama,” he said with great tenderness, “I will say my fear. I talked with Papa several times about it… Do you remember when I was a boy and returned from my first trip to the wilderness?”



“Do you mean when you hurt your ankle?”



“Yes, that was the time; and I shared with you that I was so afraid that this Light in me is actually a strange and beautiful form of madness?”



Mary sighed and closed her eyes. Jesus looked at her and saw tears glistening on her eyelashes. “What is it Mother?”



“Well, just remember Jesus, you cannot be mad unless I am too. I was the one who first received the dreams. I am the one who has encouraged you to follow the Light no matter what.”



Jesus nodded, and put his arm around her. “Well, then, all must be well, for you are not crazy, Mama. You are so beautiful and good.”



Mary smiled, and put her hand on his cheek. “So then, where shall we put our trust?”



“Well, Love is the voice of Light, and fear the voice of despair — so, in the Love, of course. What else can we do?”



“Yes, what else can we do?” she said, and kissed his forehead gently. “You know, I believe your father would say, ‘Remember all you have been given, my son. Remember the many visions, dreams and unveilings. Let this remembrance hold you in times of darkness.’”



“Yes, and I believe that is what my wise mother would say too.” He put his arms around her and felt the motherly warmth that had given him life and strength and comforted him all his life. And he sensed he must now pass beyond this into another kind of strength, one that his father saw he needed in order to face the world.
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John Gone Wild
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It was the spring of his thirtieth year and Jesus knew it was the Abba’s time. One of his cousins named John had gone wild. He was running through the barren hills of Judea, crying out to Adonay day and night, dressed in rags and skins, eating bugs and drinking muddy water. And now many people were gathering to him for he was proclaiming that a new day had come. The people’s longing for the Messiah had grown more intense with each young zealot who was crucified by Rome, for the suffering of oppression mingled with the blood of martyrs forever feeds the passion of a people to be free — and many thought that John might be the Messiah at last.



Jesus came to where John was baptizing people in the river Jordon. The people were of all ages and social strata, and when they came into the water they were shouting out their sins: adultery, lies, thefts… but something was missing. Jesus watched their faces, and even as John gave them absolution and promised them new beginnings the sweet joy of the innocent Light of Adonay was not truly shining. Though there were some smiles, the people were mostly sober and intense: especially the young men who had become John’s disciples.



One of them waded close to where Jesus sat by the shore. “Will you join us?” he asked.



Jesus shook his head no, then smiled at him. “I will watch for a while.” The young man nodded, then went to where John was baptizing an old woman. He whispered something to John who glanced up at Jesus, then went back to his ritual without acknowledging him.



John was raised in Judah and had only met Jesus once, though he knew full well of him and his strange ways. “Turn around,” he shouted to the people. “The ways of Elohim are not your ways. You must be born of Ruah and turn around. The kingdom of the heavens is here. Wake up! Wake up! It has come upon you.”



“How should we be saved from Roman brutality?” an old man shouted from the shore. As he did a group of Pharisees from Jerusalem walked over a ridge and came up behind him, looking intently at all that was going on.



John saw them and knew they brought trouble. “Forget Rome,” he answered. “Why do you ask me this? Ask questions that lead to your own salvation.”



“Then how shall we be saved?” the man asked.



“Do good,” John shouted, “and spurn every evil action. Turn away from those who lie and cheat and all hypocrisy. Don’t think you are Abraham’s children when you do what Abraham would never do. Elohim can turn stones into Abraham’s children. Stop listening to snakes in religious garments, but turn to true righteousness,” he cried, then cradled in his arms the old woman who stood patiently before him and dunked her deep into the muddy waters. She came up gasping, with her arms spread wide open, and Jesus felt her wordless longing for a freedom that John could not say. He shook his head and felt a sad grief.



“Something big is missing,” he whispered to the listening air, then settled back in the shade of a tree to see what would happen.



The Pharisees wore auspicious robes and high white head wrappings, and were either feared or respected by the people, according to their leanings; for the Sadducees too had many followers, as did the Zealots, and the ascetics who were building new communities in the desert: and each had their perspectives, and none agreed with the others.



“Who gave you authority to teach these people?” shouted one of the taller Pharisees.



“The bugs I eat, the fire I sit by in the nights, the snakes that cross my path — just as you have come and crossed my path now. These tell me to cry out, for the leaders of our people speak high-sounding words from past ages, but the wrong words for this people and time. It is you who lull the people to sleep with old songs so they don’t cause the Romans trouble. And when the people cry for true knowledge, you sit and endlessly argue amongst yourselves about things that mean nothing. And then you go to your homes and sleep in silk while widows and orphans sleep in rags. If you say up, then I say down… if you say right, I will say left, for I know that you are turned around and see everything backwards. Turn around right and the Light of Alaha will shine, for as the Prophet Isaiah wrote, ‘Though darkness covers the earth, on my own shall the Light arise.’ And he cried a living Word from the fire of Alaha in his belly. It was he who said, ‘Make my ways straight and prepare my paths in the wilderness.’ Who gave him authority to speak such things? I will tell you who. The same One who puts fire in my heart and mouth.”



“And so,” another Pharisee asked, “who do you think you are, a prophet of old? Or are you the Messiah himself then?” and they looked at each other and smiled, for they knew well the Messiah mania and where it led.



“Not I. My voice cries in this wilderness, turn around straight. I make paths for the one who will soon come and speak what I cannot say. And he shall utter it in a more desolate place.”



“What place could be more desolate than this?” another Pharisee asked, looking around at the bleak landscape.



“Your hearts…” John said, then waded to the bank. “You dress your sin in holy robes but it is still sin. Turn around!” he shouted and walked up the bank into thick brush which hid him.
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John came to Jesus’ fire that night. “Hello, my cousin,” John whispered in a raspy voice.



“John, you are mad. I love you for that,” Jesus said, then smiled and embraced him.



“And what brings you here? Have you come to be baptized too?”



“No. I have come to see a wild man in the wilderness and to learn if he is speaking the Way of Life as it should be said.”



“Is he then?” John asked as he settled down and glared into the fire.



“No…” Jesus answered simply.



John looked hard at him, then picked up a stick and scattered some coals. “I can only say what I have been shown. I know there is more, but it is not given me. Are you the one who will bring the fuller Light then?”



“I think if I was to say all I have seen that even you would forsake me,” Jesus answered.



“That’s good,” John said and smiled. “Try me.”



“All right. You are not going far enough, John. We must call the people into wholeness — something that they most resist.”



“Say more…” John said, searching Jesus’ face with his dark eyes.



“This turning things around backwards started when we are children, so it must be undone all the way to the foundation of our hearts. The child in us must be turned around as well.”



“The child in us? What are you talking about?”



“It is the child in us that loves simple joys and trusts El with an open heart. It is the child who knows that in truth all is naturally pure and good and free. It is the child who discovers the true nature of the Elohim when it is turned back to the Light and made free.”



John glared at Jesus. The firelight drew out the dark shadows in his face from where wind and weather had carved his features. He looked austere and lonely and fierce. “What in the name of heaven’s fire are you talking about?” he said and scowled. “Alaha is a flame that sears the flesh and purges the soul; a warrior against all that is twisted and evil. Alaha is a man’s El for a man’s time!”



“No John. This is how we have seen Alaha. This is how we men have expressed him. But where does it lead us? Only to constant strife and bitterness, to anger and blame. Here you are, running around the desert like a lean wolf howling in the night. Where is the El of our women? Where is the El of our children? Perhaps this is the face of Alaha we should seek.”



“I can’t even begin to understand what you are saying.”



“Of course not. You are thinking and speaking in the tradition of our fathers. You are like the prophets of old, scolding and castigating, speaking fire from the mouth of a fierce El.”



John picked up a burning stick and thrust it close to Jesus’ face. Jesus did not move. “What you say about me is true. I do this because young men are being torn in pieces by the dogs of Rome just because they hope to leave a free land to their children and their children’s children. Meanwhile fat, whoring Jews lie in their rich palaces in Jerusalem, or up in Tiberias — as you know — pleasuring themselves with sweet smelling concubines. And at the Temple, in the center of that feces hole of Jerusalem, the honorable members of the Sanhedrin shake with trepidation that Rome should take more power away from them; so they lift their dainty robes and dance with the Beast to appease it. Cowards: self-indulgent cowards, the whole lot of them! So what should I do? Tell them they need to forsake the Yah of our fathers and discover a new El: a child’s El?” John whipped the stick away from Jesus’ face and threw it back on the fire amidst a cloud of sparks that scattered up into the black sky.



“Listen to me, John. I’m not talking nonsense. You know there were seven flames burning in the Holy Place of the temple when the Shekinah glory was upon it; so there are seven flames that must burn in our bodies if we are ever going to become straight and true. The first flame is the one between our legs. It is the flame of Pure Being, of innocent pleasure, of the fire of Life…”



“Oh, Alaha! Spare me this!” John said and spit into the fire.



“No, John! Listen until you can hear with new ears. Turn your heart around,” Jesus said, and his eyes burnt in the firelight.



John stared at him for a while. “All right. For a few minutes I will pretend that you are not crazy. I will pretend that I am, and I need to hear the madness you speak. Go ahead.”



Jesus sighed and smiled. “Ah, John… I don’t blame you. This is just the way it has been for me my whole life. In the Light of Alaha everything is pure and beautiful and good. This is how I see it. And I can see so clearly how Life is being twisted into something it isn’t. What can I do?”



John came around the fire and grasped Jesus’ arm. “Let us sharpen each other’s souls as stone and steel. I will listen to you, as best as I can, even if you are crazy.”



Jesus nodded his thanks. “Ok. I believe we need a new image of El, John. Nothing short of this.”



John drew back, and then blew out a long breath of air. “Well, that’s turning things around all right — a lot more than I expected. You mean Yah needs to turn around too?”



“What if Yah lets us experience what we believe, but that beyond our understanding, beyond our beliefs, beyond our traditions, beyond all differences, beyond male and female, Jew or Gentile there is an Ocean of Peace, a Light of Love that never changes? What if Alaha is as simple as milk and can only be grasped by our most simple hearts? What if our bodies are meant to be the sacred temple of all that is straight and true, not that building in Jerusalem?”



John folded his arms in front of him and leaned back against a stone. “Go on,” he said.



“Why have we made our bodies the enemies of El? Here you are, eating bugs, denying yourself every pleasure, never knowing the comfort or companionship of a woman…”



“I must, for only this way can I find the strength to conquer my own fears and stand in this flame!”



“Yes, this fierce flame. I know what you are saying. I wrestle with the same things. I turned away from a woman I truly loved to pursue this mad path. But John, I ask, why do we think women weaken us in the things of Alaha? Doesn’t this go all the way back to the age of tribal warriors who had to turn from the softness of their women so they could fight against their enemies with fierce hatred and the courage born of it? But what if the way home to the Oneness of Elohim is to unite all we have separated? What if our bodies are the Way? What if women and children are the Way? What if Life made free of all twistedness is the Way… all the way down to the innocent child in the heart of our hearts?”



John shook his head and groaned. “I am teaching what I have been shown. We must turn everything around. Now you challenge me to the core of my soul. What you say both makes sense and no sense. It turns my mind into a knot.”



“First comes the troubling, then the turn around… only then does the Light dawn. Isn’t this what you are proclaiming to others?”



“Yes, but I don’t like it done to me,” John said, and scowled again into the firelight. “So what are you saying is the Way?”



“It is forgiving ourselves and each other all the way into the singleness of Light. It is this inner fountain of Life that cleanses and liberates our minds and opens us to the innocence
 in
 each other and the beauty of all creation. It is the innocence of our whole bodies alive in the innocence of Ruah. Nothing short of this could be the pathway to wholeness and manifesting the heart of Alaha.”



“Innocence? You keep saying innocence. What use is innocence in a time like this?”



“What I have been shown is that Alaha is innocent, John: innocent and free, like a wise, joyous child, infinitely free and creative. And that it is through innocence and the freedom of Love that we know him.”



“Would you actually go out and proclaim such things as this? What will you do, teach us to be a band of helpless children following a El who is a child?” John stood up and paced around the fire, then leaned over so he could speak directly into Jesus’ face. “You speak of who you are, for I see a child in you — and yet these are times that call for warriors, not children! Is it that you are not yet strong enough to bear the Fire of Yah as a man then?”



“Do not despise the power of a child, for it is the power of Elohim,” Jesus answered. John looked hard at him with eyes that shone fiercely in the firelight. Jesus held his gaze and felt his own inner flame that cried for him to give it words. “What is it to turn around, really, John?” he asked. “Is it to be good and despise those we think are bad? Is it to be righteous and look down upon those we consider sinners? How would that make us any different from the religious leaders against whom you cry?”



“What are you saying? Am I wrong then?”



“I am saying that our problem is more than the wrong we do: it is the resistance of our hearts to the true nature of Alaha we are missing. We grieve missing this pure joy, John — and this grief casts many shadows in our hearts and on the world. We long for the Life of the Ruah for it is forever free and waiting to create new things in us, beautiful things, childlike and joyful things that in the end are stronger than Roman swords or spears or anything they can do to us.”



“Beautiful childlike things? I’ve listened long enough. You are crazy!” John said forcefully. “Alaha! What to do now? In my heart I felt that you were the one that I am making a way for. And now this — a crazy man who calls for childlike things and an innocent El in a world such as this! Ah Alaha, help me now — help us all now!” John scowled and started to leave then turned back. “Look cousin, do you think we should make flowered wreathes and hang them around the necks of Roman horses? Or perhaps we should sit down with those hypocritical Pharisees, or the fat Sadducees who are even worse, and laugh with them all and play children’s games, and pretend all is well and wish them health and happiness? Do you have a vision that can bring true freedom to this people as they are here, now, deceived by their own religious leaders and crushed under the thumb of Rome?”



“I don’t know, John. What Alaha has shown me I love with all my heart — but for years now I have wondered, how can I teach what I see is true in a way that will truly change people’s lives? Now I know for certain that if the whole truth were told the people would not receive it.”



“If this is your whole truth, then you can be certain the people will not receive it!” John said with a growl. “Jesus, even if what you are saying is true, there is a time for everything. This is not the time for this kind of message.”



“Perhaps not all of it,” Jesus said, “but I can only say what is shown me… just like you. The rest is in the hands of Alaha.”



John sighed and nodded. “Yes, this is true, or else we will have no more to say then those pompous parrots that fly around the Temple pretending to be oracles of El.”



Jesus stood up. In the firelight his face glowed golden out of the blue shadows of night. “Adonay is Oneness, John,” he said strongly, “and everything in El is pure and good: yet the people are divided within and without. They think good things are bad and bad things good, and turn this against that. So they fight and strive and worry. Then when their own pain causes more pain they blame everybody else and cry out for revenge. And now Rome tightens its hold, and every son of Israel who is hung upon a tree deepens our people’s pain and desperation. So just where will it all lead? Tell me!”



“Perhaps only to the martyrdom of all true teachers,” John answered.



“Yes, perhaps only to that,” Jesus replied. “And what use will come of it?”



“That we can never know. But I can no longer compromise: can you?” John asked, and his eyes were softer now.



“No. And that is why I am here. I take one step at a time, John.”



“It is the same for me,” he replied. “We are blind men with our feeble hands extended, walking on a thorny path. It is as I have said, a time for warriors, not for children. As for me, I expect this path to lead to a violent death. It is only a matter of time. But better die with fire burning in my bones than to huddle in some corner and suffocate under blankets of fear.”



Jesus nodded and took John’s rough face between his hands. “You have not answered my questions as to how to teach what I know is true, but you have opened a door with your wild work here in the desert and I shall walk through it, one step at a time.”



“No matter where it leads?”



“No matter where it leads,” Jesus replied. And John embraced him.



“Crazy man or not,” John said, “I want you to baptize me tomorrow in the Jordon.”



“What? Why do you desire this?”



“Because I feel it is right in my bones.”



“Because you say this, I will come to you to be baptized instead,” Jesus said.



“Why?”



“Because you have it all turned around backwards my brother. Turn around. Turn around. Do just the opposite of what you think, for the realms of the heavens are here, smiling upon us all in our desperate times.”



John laughed long and hard, then said, “It’s been a long time since I have laughed like that my brother, and it will probably be a long time before I laugh again.”



Jesus winced at his words and felt a deep Love move through him. “Ah, Alaha loves you greatly,” he said.



“Enough to nail me on a cross or put my feet in fire?” John asked.



“Even more than this,” Jesus answered. And contrary to what John thought, he laughed again.
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Many people who had slept by the river were up before dawn, baking bread and heating tea over their fires, waiting for John to come. Jesus too waited, but on a hill at some distance, surrendering his being as he did each day: heaven to earth, earth to heaven, opening, opening, letting the Life freely flow. Then, as the day’s first light shone over the mountains, he felt it was time and arose. He stretched his arms open, and sent his kiss to the sky, then walked down to the river. He saw John coming at the same time, as if One Life directed them both so that they would came to the river together. Jesus nodded to him, took off his clothes and walked naked into the river. There was much talk on the banks, and the women looked away and covered their children’s eyes, for nakedness was counted a shame. John came into the river and his eyes shone with the power of Ruah. He said, “It is my joy to baptize you my brother.” Jesus said nothing, but crossed his hands over his heart.



Just then a flock of white doves flew out of the sunlight in the east and circled around them, close to the water. The people were stirred at the sight. Then John took Jesus and plunged him into the water; and when he came up there was a clap of thunder from the clear sky which hushed the people with awe. Jesus gazed up into the sky and saw many faces smiling there. When they faded Jesus looked back down into John’s eyes and hugged him, then came up from the river, dressed himself and walked towards the eastern hills.



John looked at the people, then shook his head and followed Jesus. When he found him he was sitting under a small tree. So he sat by him and looked into Jesus’ eyes a long time. Finally John said, “I heard a Voice. It came at the same moment as the thunder. And it said, ‘I have not called him because he is great, but because he is pure.” I know that Voice. It was the Voice of Adonay. So, what will you do now?”



“I will go into the wilderness and wait. And when I get the answers I seek I will open my mouth and it will not be I who teaches, but the Oneness of El.”



John nodded. “This is all I needed to know. I will continue baptizing until I am stopped, then it will be your time, my brother. And may Alaha help us both.”



“Alaha is helping us both. My heart is with your heart,” Jesus said, then gathered his things and turned his face towards the wilderness east of them.
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He walked for a long time over the rough stones of an ancient road until he came to the place where the road stopped at a crumbling bridge that ran over a dry riverbed. There he saw a pure white lamb standing in the center of the bridge. Next to it was a black raven that was taller than the lamb: and they stared into each other’s eyes as if they were conversing. They turned and looked at Jesus for a long time until the raven opened its huge wings and soared up the ravine. The lamb gazed at him with eyes that knew nothing, and yet everything. Jesus came and picked up the lamb and looked for its mother, but saw nothing except stones and sky. So he put the lamb down and it followed him for a time until he turned to see it, but it was gone. He walked on, picking his way between huge stones until he found a large hollow place in a face of stone. There he sat without food for forty days and nights, until his bones showed through his skin and his skull was tight and eyes hollow.



At the end of the fortieth day a great darkness came over him. He saw a vision of himself as a great king and leader of many people. He was decked in luxurious robes and taught in a temple twice as great as the temple in Jerusalem. All the people praised him for his wisdom, and day and night spoke of his glory and goodness to their children. Then great buildings were built in his name to the east and west and as far as Rome. And his name was blessed and the people gave alms and offered incense to his name. Then he mustered all his strength and cried out, “No! for this is not the Way of Life unfolding. May the Abba show me his Way!” And the vision faded.



Another vision came. He saw Rachael with many children around her knees, and himself standing in a lush green garden, proud and happy with his sons and daughters who were laughing and pulling on his robes. And he wept, but no tears came. So his body shook without tears until he cried out, “No! My life is a sacrifice to Abba and to his people. May the Abba show me his Way.”



A third vision came. He saw a darkness greater than the Western Sea. It stretched beyond the whole Earth and even to the boarders of the stars. All mankind wandered lost in this dark and said that by it only could they see what was real. And he saw the dark was deep in every soul, and flowed with ease from heart to heart and mind to mind to make the people feel as one. Then he cried out, “No! For Alaha is Light, and the people are one in his brightness alone. May the Abba show me his Way!”



When he cried this he saw a fourth vision. It was of the lamb he had come to on the bridge. It stood in shadows and glowed with golden Light. Then a priest with dark eyes took it and cut its throat. And the priest let the lamb’s blood run into a golden cup; and he took a branch of hyssop and spattered the whole land with its blood; and the land turned white. Then the lamb’s soul came forth, shining like the sun, and descended into the heart of darkness and disappeared. And he knew it was a true vision.



So he sat up and moved his hands slowly over his body, from heaven to earth and earth to heaven, saying, “I am a temple of El. And El is nothing and everything. I am a temple of El. All my happiness is in him. May whatever comes be for the glory of the One.” Then the weakness overcame him and he lay down and slept for a day and a night; and when he awoke he felt the strength to walk slowly.



So he traveled by night for three nights and slept by day until he came to Hesbon. There, a kind-hearted people of another tongue received him, and cared for him until his strength returned.













 



Chapter 58



 



A Great Wind Blows



Age 30



 



 



He returned to Galilee, and the power of the Ruah in him was stronger then it had ever been before. When he did his opening, morning and evening, it was as if a great wind blew through him. New visions flowed through his mind of one soul at a time opening, like a flower opens to the sun, as their bonds of darkness slowly melted away. They laughed and sang in the rising Light of their hearts, and moved with the ease of animals. Then their Light shone brightly into other people’s hearts who too opened and danced the wild dance of Light. One soul, and then another soul awoke all across Galilee into Samaria, and down into Judea, and even to the East and west across the sea. And with every soul who opened the Great Darkness thinned, as thick clouds thin in heat, so that the Sun of Alaha began to shine upon the earth everywhere. And birds felt its Light grow strong, and sang with a joy that the world itself could not contain. So with this he grew more certain of his way. He would teach one soul, and touch one soul, and love one soul at a time in this new power of the Ruah — the rest was in Alaha’s hands.



 



On this day there was a feast in Cana, for one of Jesus’ cousins was being married. So he came. His whole family was there, and they all rejoiced with their cousin whom they loved. Mary knew that something great had happened to Jesus for she felt the power of his presence, so when the wine ran out, she told him, but he said nothing. She told him again and said, “It is your time, my son. Do not hold back what Adonay has given. Be bold as a lion.” Abigail was standing by him, and said the same. So Mary went over and told the servants to fill many water pots, which they did.



Then Jesus felt a dream move through him. In it the water became wine. Then the Ruah passed like an angel’s breath blown through the dream and he felt things move as if Life itself was stirred. So he told the servants to draw the water and serve it to the guests. And they were all astonished at the quality of the wine.



Then Jesus looked at is mother with amazement. But she just smiled, for she was less amazed than him. No one else knew that this was the first of many miracles he would do.













 



Chapter 59



 



Simple Honest Men



Age 30



He returned to Capernaum with his family and they visited Joseph’s family there. Though Abigail wanted to know all that had happened to him, he refused to talk of it, but only said I must hold this for now in my heart. Then he walked down to the sea where he had played many times as a child and he saw fishermen mending their nets in the sun. They were simple and honest men who were wise to the ways of fish and wind and water. From his open heart he called to one by a name. “Peter,” he said, and the man looked up with surprise, for though he had heard of Jesus and seen him around Capernaum many times, he was a stranger to him.



“How do you know my name? he asked.



“I know you because the Abba knows you.”



“Who is the Abba?” Peter asked, and his brother Andrew came close.



“The Abba is Father of us all.”



“You mean Adonay then. Why do you call him Abba?”



“Because it is a new day and a new Love is upon us to make us free; for only a Love that knows and cares for each one of us can open our hearts to the joy for which we have been created.”



The other fishermen gathered around: burly men with dark brown skin like leather satchels. They looked at Jesus with innocent eyes, and he loved them, and called others by name, one by one saying, “Come, follow me and join the dance of all that is open to freedom, for you are the face of Alaha, and in your freedom our people will drink the wine they have been thirsting for.”



Then they felt something move in them, and looked upon his face as it were the face of an angel — and they loved him. And some of them knew a destiny was calling them that, if denied, they would miss the very reason they were born.



These were the first to leave all and follow him.













 



Chapter 60



 



The Power Of Wakefulness



Age 30



 



 



He stayed in Capernaum with his family many days and taught his new followers saying, “I cannot bind you to me with ropes, but only by an aroma… for if you drink the Love that has no limits you will know the freedom of our Abba, and in this freedom you may come and go as you like. But if you drink the wine of Abba again and again, in the end you will only choose Love, wherever it may lead you — be it to a paradise of peace or to a cross.”



One named James asked him, “Master, but what shall we do for money to feed our families and our selves in the days ahead?”



He answered, “In giving to a soul the wine of the kingdom they have thirsted all their lives to drink, you shall receive their gratitude poured back upon you as wine and olives, bread and oil — two, six, and a dozen times over. And the more you open, and the freer you share, the more shall be poured back in acts of Love upon you. So you will give to your families who will rejoice with joy, for this is the law of Alaha freely working. Trust Alaha. Trust the free nature of his Love.”



John, the brother of James asked, “And what is this kingdom you speak of?”



“It is here John, in the power of your wakefulness, and the beauty you shall see. You alone have a right to all the flowers of the world, and to the mystery of trees, and the pleasure of birds. Others look at these wonders with blind eyes, but you shall see them as messages of Love: words of Alaha by which he will write the book of your soul and its peace. And when you die, you will arise as Light out of your bodies into the freedom that has no limits or end, and know yourselves as sons of Light — and in that Light shall you laugh forever. If these are not the truest riches, then tell me, what are they?” And John smiled and laughed long with his brothers, and knew this pathway was true and would be of Love forever.



“I will teach others with stories and parables,” Jesus said to them, “but for you I will freely share the secrets the Abba shares with me. Love will be your Master and your guide. And you will open your hearts and drink the honey that is forever in you, for yours are the pathways of deathless Life.”



An older man named Zachariah, who was among those who later left him said, “But you know Master, that to teach new things is dangerous in these times, and many have been crucified. Will you lead us in pathways of destruction?”



Jesus looked at the old man with compassion, for he saw the darkness of his fear, and said, “To truly love you must be born and die many times in this world, my brother. Know that every new unveiling of Light is a birth, and every thing you surrender so that Love may grow within you shall be a death; but the sorrow of this loss shall only deepen your compassion. So will Love grow and grow on. And when your body dies at last, your soul will stand up and sing, and join a multitude of shining beings in a feast that has no end.”



Those who were his family in the Ruah knew his words were true and they said, “Give us more to drink, Master. Wash us with these words for in them we become alive and are free.”



As he washed them the
 r
 iver grew, and words came flowing fresh from the fountains of his Abba. And he knew he was in the center of the pathway, and that in truth his journey was about a Life so great its joy could not be contained in this life only.













 



Chapter 61



 



He Felt Earth Drink



Age 30



 



 



One of his disciples had a brother who was born with a withered hand. He asked Jesus to come and speak words that might strengthen him, for his mind was in a prison of despair. So Jesus followed him; and it was midday when many people rested from their work and spoke to each other in the street. When they saw Jesus and a multitude passing they joined them, for there was great joy amongst his followers. By the time they arrived at the man’s house there were too many to enter, so Jesus went in with only Peter and Andrew, and James and John. The man sat dressed in a loincloth. His body was shrunken, and his eyes bulged from his lean face. He looked at Jesus with an empty stare as if he saw nothing and didn’t care. Jesus knelt next to him. “Do you want to be well?” he asked tenderly.



“Why do you ask this?” the man said. “Are you mocking my condition?”



“No,” said Jesus and took his face in his hands and looked into his eyes. “Bring all your attention here, to me,” he said. The man looked, but seemed confused. “I call your spirit, be here, in your body. You man, come and be here, now!” His words commanded full attention, and the man gave it as if he was awakening and remembering something long forgotten. And the Light within him grew stronger and his eyes clearer. “Now, I ask you, my brother,” Jesus said, “will you be here fully with us if your body is made well?”



He blinked and his eyes met Jesus’ eyes fully and rested. And the Light in him knew the Light that shone there. He almost smiled, and asked,  “You mean be here, in this world, with a healthy body? Could I? Can I?”



“Yes,” Jesus said. “You can if you will. And you can live a good life and learn all you long to learn and be.”



“Then, yes, if this is so, I want to be well.”



“Then stretch out both your hands,” Jesus said. The man did and the withered hand unwrinkled and was whole. The crowd gasped, and some women cried out, for the joy was so sweet it hurt them. Tears flowed down many faces. Jesus stood up and breathed deeply and looking up felt the Ruah wash down the center of his body into the earth itself. And he felt the earth drink.













 



Chapter 62



 



Light Shines In Light



Age 30



 



 



They went back to the sea and Jesus walked with his disciples. Peter asked, “Master, how can such a miracle happen?”



Jesus looked at Peter’s eyes and saw the curiosity of a child shining within the creased face of a man. He said, “Each of us is a child of Light. You can see the Light we are shine in every eye. But our soul has forgotten and is lost in thoughts and many feelings. And we learn many strange ideas and believe many things backwards and so grow further from the truth that we are — and the darkness grows deeper. But if any one remembers and speaks from the Light, the Light shines in those words to touch the Light in another and in this, both shine and sing. His body of Light has perfect hands forever, so when the Light in him awoke, for that moment there was only perfect being. And I felt the Great Light move — and this movement was Love. Then the Light in me touched the Light in him. And Light shone in Light until his body danced in Light and became whole. This is all I know. It is the power of the Abba in us all… and in the Abba all things are truly possible.”



His disciples shook their heads and wondered that Life could be as beautiful as this.



Then Abigail came running down the beach calling for Jesus. He ran to meet her, and picked her up and hugged her warmly. She laughed and said, “Oh, it’s true, it’s true! My brother, you are a magical gypsy man! I was hiding in the crowd and saw all that happened. I didn’t say anything because I knew everyone would look at me and forget all about you and everything you are teaching. I hope you appreciate that. Oh, Life truly is this amazing, isn’t it?” And he nodded yes as he loved her with his eyes. “I have told Mother and James and Judas and they were coming down the beach to see you. Come with me!” He put his arm around her and they ran together towards where he saw his family coming.



“My son,” Mary cried, and hugged him. James and Jude embraced him with joyous passion. “Come home with us, Jesus,” Mary said. Perhaps you can teach from our house and have your wife and children. I want to see your children and to laugh with them upon my knees. Come home with us…”



Jesus shook his head in shock. “Why are you saying this?” he finally cried out. “You must know how much your words hurt me. No Mother. It cannot be like this. You remember the first dream I had as a child?”



She shook her head sadly. “I’m losing you…” she whispered, and Abigail held her.



“It is like this, Mother. You know it, and your heart feels its grief for me and for Papa, and this clouds your mind. I cannot help you now except to call you to the truth. Do not tempt me with longings for what can never be!”



Jesus looked at his brothers and Abigail who turned their eyes away with sorrow. Mary covered her face with her hands and wept. Then Jesus turned to his disciples who had come to them and looked on and said, “Unless you love the Great Love more than you love family or friends you will never have the strength you need to walk this way. Count the cost now my brothers, before you start to build and cannot finish it. The dark has its own mind and ways, and though we go forth as lambs it may be to a slaughter — for is not innocence slain every day by the callousness of men?”



James took his mother to Jacob and Ruth’s house but Judas and Abigail stayed, for they were very upset. The disciples gathered around and watched to see what Jesus would do. He knew he must not turn his face from what he said for it was needed, and so he would not talk with Judas and Abigail.



They were angry at this and left and walked along the sea and talked with each other. Judas said, “How could he treat Mother that way? Is he becoming arrogant with this new power?”



“I don’t think it’s arrogance,” Abigail answered. “Let’s wait and see, but if he is deceived by pride in his heart I will be the first to tell him — you can be sure of this!” And they returned to their family as the sun dropped low over the western hills beyond the sea.



Jesus came to them that night and taking his mother in his arms said, “Mother, forgive me if I shamed you, for it is with grief that I do not do all that you have said.”



She pressed her cheek against his chest. “No, it is you who must forgive me, my son, for it is as you said. My great grief blinded me and I could no longer see but only feel.”



Jesus hugged and held her a long time until the others came and they all held each other.



James said, “Don’t worry, brother. I will watch over her.”



And Judas said, “I will as well, but pray for me, for in the time of Alaha I too may come and be a disciple if you are easier on me than you have been with Mother.” Jesus smiled and put his arm around his brother.



Then Abigail grabbed Jesus and kissed him on his neck again and again, and said, “All my soul would go with you, my gypsy king, but my heart says to stay with Mother now. But I will come when the time is right. And you best be humble and open and free of the games men play or I will turn you into the High Priest himself. Then what will you do?” Jesus laughed and hugged her for a long time.



When Jesus returned to his disciples he said nothing. Many of those he called were offended by his public treatment of his family and what he said and did not return to be taught by him. Only Peter, Andrew, James and John of those first disciples remained.













 



Chapter 63



 



Greater Than Pearls



Age 30



 



 



Jesus walked with them along the edge of the sea. James and John were young and handsome and full of passion to be alive. Peter and Andrew were great burly men who were older, slower in their thinking, and naturally kind. They all threw stones in the water as they walked, watched the waves and felt the wind blow as Jesus taught them many things about the freedom of the Ruah from the book of Alaha’s Creation.



At last they came to Magdala where a blind man sat along the road near the entrance to the village, crying out to them for alms as they passed by. Jesus knelt down and spoke gently to the man, “I have something to give you more precious than gold or pearls.”



The old man smiled a toothless grin, for he was used to greeting and wishing the blessings of Adonay on anyone who would come near him. “And what is this, my son?” he asked, for he could hear the youthfulness in Jesus’ voice.



“It is your sight, if you would have it,” Jesus answered, for he felt the freedom of Ruah in his words and knew that this was utterly true.



The blind man sensed the power of his Presence and stretched out his thin fingers and ran them slowly over Jesus
 ’
 face.



“I feel that your face is strong and is not the face of a fool,” the old man said. “So why would a man who is not a fool say such a foolish thing to me?”



“Because it is as true as Alaha is true. There is nothing that is impossible to the One who created the stars above or earth beneath. Do you believe this?” Jesus asked.



“I cannot say why, but in your words I believe that truly all is possible.”



“Then may these eyes see,” Jesus said and touched them with the tips of his fingers. As he did he felt the power of the Ruah move through him like lightning moves from sky to earth. The man shuddered, then blinked and stood up slowly. He looked around and around and started to dance this way and that. And he laughed and lifted his boney arms to the sky, then looked down at Jesus’ face and took his face in his hands and kissed him. The disciples stood amazed. The old man ran into the village shouting his joy, but they turned aside and passed around the village
 ,
 for Jesus sensed that Alaha would not have him enter it.













 



Chapter 64



 



Heaven Is In Us All



Age 30



 



 



They went on to Tiberias. As they walked they greeted people with smiles and laughter and said, “Heaven is within us all.” Some people looked at them as if they were mad. But others laughed with them, and shook their heads and were glad that, at least for a moment, there was some happiness in the land.



Tiberias was the largest town on the lake of Galilee, an energetic trading center made rich by its many wealthy inhabitants: Jews as well as Romans and Greeks.



When they first entered the town they passed to the main square that bustled with people, for both the market place and largest Synagogue were there. Many beggars sat amongst the crowd. Jesus went up to a man with one leg badly scarred. It was withered and as thin as his crutch. His foot curled to one side and was useless for walking. Jesus looked at him for a long time until he saw the man’s spirit open its Light to him. Then he spoke to the heart within his heart and asked him if he would be well. The man felt the power of his
 p
 resence and heard the voice of Adonay in his voice and nodded yes. So Jesus bent down and ran his two hands over the man’s leg from top to bottom and then over his foot, and people gasped as the man’s flesh returned and his foot was perfectly well. The man started jumping up and down praising Adonay; and a great crowd gathered. Many of them knew the man
 ,
 for he had been begging there for over twenty years. So they were amazed.



Then Jesus stood up on the high place around the well and said, “You are surprised at this man’s healing for you have slept long in what you think is possible. But I tell you in the Abba, all things are possible. Life is a miracle that has no limits. You say, we are oppressed and weak and no one can help us; but I say to you this day, that the kingdom of Alaha is here; and you are alive in the one breath of his Breath, and in a Love greater than you can know. Turn around for you have Life backwards. When your heart whispers can’t, shout to it, can! When your heart whispers despair, shout to it hope!



“Let the Abba live fully in your opening heart. Let the Abba move through your hands and dance in your feet. We can be the kingdom you think the Messiah only can bring. Be children of Adonay, and learn to love each other. The Presence of Alaha is here!”



More people gathered around with much interest, for they had never heard words like this or seen a lame man dance. Jesus went to a place under many trees by the sea; and the word got around, and people began to come. A man who had seen the miracle asked him if it was possible for all people to heal. Jesus looked with great joy on the man and asked his name. He said, “Thaddeus.”



“Thaddeus, my brother, how greatly you are loved,” Jesus said. “It is by the power of this Love that Alaha moves and breathes upon us. If you only believe as a child believes, then the power of the One shall flow through you in the same way as it flows through me.”



“Can anything this good be true?” Thaddeus asked. And Jesus laughed for he felt a great Light arising in Thaddeus that as yet he did not know or feel.



“Prove it to yourself,” Jesus said. “Come here by me.” Thaddeus came and stood by him. “Who is sick and wants to be healed?” Jesus shouted to the crowd, and a boy waved his hand and cried, “Me, me: I have a swelling in my neck.” Jesus motioned and the boy ran to him. There was a red boil the size of a plumb beneath his ear. Jesus motioned to Thaddeus to do as he did. Then Jesus closed his eyes and opened his hands slowly over his head and Thaddeus did the same, trying to feel something. Jesus said, simply, “Surrender from your heart.”



“To what?” Thaddeus said.



“To nothing at all,” Jesus answered with a smile.



“What do you mean?”



“I mean Adonay is not one thing you can think of in earth or in the heavens. Adonay is like the wind but is not wind. He is like a flowing stream but is not that. He is like a flame but does not burn. What can you compare with him?”



“Nothing,” said Thaddeus.



“There. You have said it — nothing at all: for nothing is just this openness, just this wide-open space you allow in the center of your heart and above your head. It is through these windows the Ruah breathes; and when the Ruah moves all things change for good.”



“Nothing at all…” said Thaddeus and drew a deep breath and opened wide his arms and said, “Yes… I surrender. Open me, Adonay. Open me.”



Jesus looked at Andrew and John and smiled. Their eyes met his and they tried to restrain their laughter but could not. The people started laughing too, not at Thaddeus, but just because of the Ocean of Joy that they found themselves in. Thaddeus started to tremble. Jesus took his hand and placed it over the boy’s neck. “Only wish like a child that he be well — and wish from here,” he said and put his hand over Thaddeus’ heart.



Thaddeus wished with his heart and then opened his eyes and said, “May you be well and happy. I wish for it!” He gasped as he felt the power of Ruah move through him and when he took his hand away the boy’s neck was healthy and his skin smooth. Then the boy laughed and hugged Thaddeus and all the people shouted a great shout of joy.



A young woman there was the maidservant of a woman named Susanna. She ran to tell her mistress what she had just seen.













 



Chapter 65



 



Womb Wisdom



Age 30



 



 



Susanna came with many women and found Jesus. Jesus was happy when he saw the women come and greeted them with open arms. They smiled, for they had been afraid that he was just another crazy one; but when they saw him they knew he had something beautiful within him.



“I heard what you have done, and now that I see you I know you are the one we have been waiting for,” Susanna said. She was a woman of great influence and this showed in the way she spoke and moved.



“How quick you are to make such a judgment as this,” Jesus said.



“It is possible for a woman to know in her body what is true in a way that most men can never understand,” she answered. Jesus smiled and motioned for the women to sit down. “Is what you teach some new practice you have learned from the people of the East,” Susanna asked, “or is it a secret doctrine from our own prophets?”



“I teach ‘Hear O Israel, Adonay is Oneness, and you shall love the Oneness of Life with all your heart and soul and strength and being.’ And that the Ruah of Adonay is like the wind, and it moves today to heal us, and there are many ways to open your heart to let it through.”



“But teacher,” asked a woman named Joanna, who was also the wife of a wealthy man, “your words sound beautiful enough, but what do they really mean? I am a practical woman with much influence in these parts. If you can truly help our people I am able to contribute money to support your work.”



“I mean that what I am showing is the pathway of freedom. To love the Great Love is to allow that Love to freely pour into us, for Alaha is free. This is why we do not understand him. There must be a free movement of Ruah through us. Our purpose must be only Love in pure freedom, for Love will never do harm to another but by its true nature makes all things beautiful and good.”



“So you teach the freedom of Ruah and Love?”



“Yes… and innocence of heart.”



“What does this mean?”



“It means to have no guile; to be utterly honest and true; to allow no shadows of false shame; to forgive your self for all sins and shortcomings: for it is natural for a human to fall short of holy Love. And in this forgiveness to forgive others completely: to hold no grudges; to seek no revenge; but to give good, do good and be good, and let Life unfold as it wills; for all things are in the hands of One wiser than us, and his ways of Love lead to the
 s
 ource of Love that has no beginning or end.”



“So, you are saying there is a purpose to Life greater than what we can see?”



“If you have not understood Life through the eyes of Love you have not understood its purpose and all it can be. And it does not matter what evil the dark in man may do, for those who live for Love and in Love, all things cause the power of Love to grow stronger and brighter in them.”



The women nodded, then turned and talked with each other for a while as Jesus sat and listened.



Finally the women quieted and Susanna turned to Jesus. “Teacher,” she said gently, “all our lives we have gone to the Synagogues and to the Temple in Jerusalem; and we know well the power of the priests and rabbis and their ways. In this way you are teaching, how should we worship and where should we gather, and how will it be for us women; for we have had no religious power and our influence must always be wielded subtly, in other ways?”



Jesus smiled broadly. “Ah, how I love you women, for you ask questions that stir my heart into flame. It is true,” he said as he stood up. “The religious leaders fight amongst themselves for power. It has always been thus, for men think power is the pathway to freedom. But power over others is the way to corruption, as our history shows. No, we must become as children, and share with each other a spiritual food that heals our hearts and opens them. And what hinders you from inviting people into your homes where they may ask questions that open them to Ruah and each other without fear of being called a blasphemer? The Light of Alaha is in us all. Where else should we find it? Look at each other’s faces — here is the face of Alaha. Look into each other’s eyes — here are the eyes of El. Wherever you gather together in Love there is oneness and the Abba of all. So let there be a new temple made of human bodies; and when you draw aside the veils in your own mind the Shekinah will once more shine.”



The women smiled and begin to laugh with relief, for they felt they were hearing words they had always longed to hear but never believed would be spoken. Then another women named Deborah stood up and came close to him. “But if I were to believe that my body is a temple of Alaha’s own
 p
 resence, how could I ever let myself feel the pleasure a woman can feel when she takes her lover?”



Jesus sighed and took her by the hand. “Sweet sister,” he said gently, “the pleasures of our bodies are created by the Maker of all. Do not think that Adonay is against your body and its pleasures. In very truth we are Alaha’s lovers, for it is through our bodies that the beauty of the One must be born and seen.” They laughed at the thought of it. Then Jesus said, “When you are naked you are seen as you truly are, by Alaha’s innocent, loving eyes. And when you take your lover into the circle of your arms you embrace more than a body: you embrace the passion of Elohim, and the wind of El, and the other face of your own self.”



With this most of the disciple’s faces grew stern, for such thoughts ran against all their religious training. But Peter stood up and shook his great white mane of hair and shouted, “Yes, yes! How else can it be?” And they slowly began smiling at each other, for they knew in their bones that what the young teacher said was true.



“The Elohim is both male and female and more than this,” Jesus said, and his voice rang with joy. “Within the ancient language of the scrolls is the Ruah of her breath, and Hokmah of her wisdom, and Shekinah of her beauty: everywhere the feminine of Elohim is seen. But our teachers ignore this, or argue it away when they should be loving the Ruah in all her wild freedom. I do not fear the feminine, but fear our denial of it.” And the women were amazed to hear him speak like this.



“Listen, within every body is the city of the soul; and deeper than soul is a great mystery and the open sky of Alaha. So who can hold another human being without holding the One? And if you can put your arms around the One you have embraced that which has no end.” He motioned for them to arise and took their hands and led them in a circle. “Now just hold each other as if you held Adonay,” he said. And they hugged each other and drew in closer until arms encircled arms, and breast pressed to breast, and head was against head. “Adonay is the fountain of Life,” Jesus said. “so just feel the life within each other, warm and good, beautiful and breathing.” And they felt each other breathe, and move, and started swaying together to a music none could hear but all could feel.



Then Jesus said, “Now put your hands over your wombs,” and Joanna did, then Deborah and the others followed. “Now feel inside of you, where Life itself gives birth to new life and the formless takes form, and ask if what I say to you is the truth or not? Let your bodies and your wombs give you the answer.”



And the women smiled at each other, for they knew and had no need to say. “Oh my mothers and my sisters,” he said, “we must become the beauty of Alaha we seek. I look at you and see the face of Adonay, her gentle, feminine face the world has been longing to see.”



“Master,” a young woman said, “If you teach these things publicly I believe you will not be long in this world.”



Jesus smiled at her. “And what does that matter? I love these truths more than my life. Do you?” he asked.



When they had gone he turned to Peter and said, “Today the Ruah has more fully revealed to me a great truth I had been seeking; and I have seen with my eyes the truth of some wise counsel my mother once gave me.”



Peter asked, “What is it Master?”



“That to teach the way of Life we must let people experience a community of Love within the world as it is, for Love happening amongst us is the kingdom of joy on Earth. In this way all shall continue to grow and be inspired to be transformed, for the mind does not easily change, my brother. But when we truly love each other we are held by Love, and miracles unfold naturally as the face of Alaha smiles at himself through many faces.”













 



Chapter 66



 



Grace Like Sunshine



Age 30



 



 



Jesus stayed at Tiberius for some time teaching and healing as many as came and asked for it. Joanna did as she had said, and from that day on gave money to his work and brought many other wealthy women to hear him who gave as well. So his work was well supported and money was sent regularly to the families of his disciples. With this support he felt free to call more disciples.



It was the first day of the week, and as they walked through the main square Jesus saw the booth of the Tax Collector. Tax collectors were despised by the people and considered traitors to the nation, but they were protected and rewarded well by both the rulers of Jerusalem and Rome. Jesus sat for a long while, watching the short, stocky man until he saw in him what no other could see. Then he went and stood before him. “What is your name?” Jesus asked.



“Matthew,” he replied, looking at Jesus suspiciously. “Why do you ask?”



“Because I see the Light of Alaha shining in you, Matthew.”



“How do you see such a thing? I’m a tax collector. All these people think I’m a devil, and you stand there and say you see Adonay shinning in me. Are you crazy?”



“No, I see your deep heart is straight and true and that you have a hunger for something more than all this.”



Matthew pushed himself back from the table and looked carefully at Jesus, and so slowly began to see him. “I see a Light shining in your face. Are you the one who healed the crippled man then?”



“No. I am the one who watched Alaha heal the crippled man.”



“Aha. Well said, teacher. You are a teacher aren’t you? And what can you teach me?”



“Only what you have always known is true but have forgotten: that you are a child of Light, a lover of the Great Love, a vessel of Life itself and of true freedom. And that you wish for a better life than this one you have: a life of inspiring other people and helping them wake up and become truly happy and free.”



Matthew stood up and looked around the square at the familiar bustle of business, then down at his desk and the sack of money hidden by his feet. Then he looked once more at Jesus’ face. Jesus watched him and waited. “And what should I do teacher, to live this better life?”



“Leave all this and come with me. I will help you open your heart wide to the Light. And that Light will teach you the truth of yourself and of Alaha. In this truth you will know what it is to be a free man amongst other free men.”



Matthew felt something relax and open in him. He didn’t know what it was, only that it felt natural and like it could open wider, and if it did all his fear would melt away. “I will join you now,” he said, and surprised himself in the saying. So Matthew left his booth in the care of his assistants; and Jesus put his arm around him and brought him to his disciples who had been purchasing food. They were shocked, for they knew who Matthew was.



But Jesus said, “Do not think that this Love is only for fishermen, my friends. No, but for all people. All have their gifts to give, and those who have been the furthest away from the Great Love will be the most thankful in their return, and will never take for granted the gift of this Grace.”



“What do you mean by Grace, Master?” Peter asked.



Jesus put his arm around the big rough fisherman with gentle eyes. “Peter, Grace is like sunshine that can never be earned; it is the Abba’s Love that greets us as we are; it is the freely giving nature of the Abba. If we could earn the Abba’s Love we would feel worthier than others and become exalted in our own minds. But who can boast of the gift of sunlight, or wind or rain, or of this earth or sea? Who can boast of the gift of air or breathing, or that we can think and see, or hear and feel? Life itself is the great gift freely given. So this is Grace: that the Ruah of the Abba is poured forth as freely as sunshine, and that the forgiveness of the Abba is given as freely as wind. It is by receiving Grace that we ourselves become free, and thankful, and gracious. And it is by receiving the gift of our forgiveness that we learn to forgive ourselves freely and others easily as well.”



Jesus went and sat down on some steps for he sensed he had said enough. He watched the men as they eyed Mathew suspiciously then glanced at each other. Jesus knew it was a hard word for them to hear. John was the first to speak.



“Matthew, I have heard your name cursed many times by my father, and I have seen with my own eyes how ruthless you have been to the people of my village. I would be a liar if I did not say that I hold bitterness of heart towards you.”



“I too,” his brother James said, jumping in. “You are a snake in man’s skin. I have spit upon your name many days. And yet…” his voice trailed off as he looked at Mathew’s face, then back to Jesus, “I hear what the Master is saying, and I ask myself, am I such a blameless man that I can cast a stone at you? My heart says, no. Of course I am not a perfect man… but I’m not as wicked as you! I’m sorry Master, this is not easy,” James said glancing back at him. Jesus nodded and watched.



Andrew scratched his head and huffed. “You know Peter and me, for you have come to Capernaum with your hard eyes and outstretched palms and bleed us for many years now. And I too have cursed you many times under my breath. But as the Master says, I cannot boast of the gift of sun or wind or sea. So if this Love is true, I ask myself, what do I want, to see you punished or to let Love swallow me up with newness and joy? Right now, I want both. That is how it is Master. Can you understand?” Jesus nodded, and waited.



Then Peter said, “Hmm,” half to himself and stroked the cloud of his beard, thinking. He walked over and put his face close to Jesus’ face, staring into his eyes, then walked over to Matthew and looked in his eyes. Matthew felt something stir in him and surrender, as if his life depended on it. Peter stepped back, a bit shocked, and then shook his head. “That’s it then,” he said slowly. “I have a choice to make right now, and perhaps it is a choice I will have to make again and again — I wouldn’t be surprised — but I know in my heart what it I must do. I rather have the Light of this Grace than revenge. I rather have the freedom of Alaha then the dark joy of seeing Matthew get what I think he deserves…”



“Yes,” said John, “I see it now too. There is a great beauty in becoming free of my own judgments and demands of retribution for the sake of this joy and Light growing freer in us all... And that includes Matthew.”



“And if in Matthew,” said James, “then who else?”



“Yes,” said Thaddeus. “Who else? Just who is worthy of so much hatred that I will not open my heart and allow them to come home to this Love if it is their desire?”



Andrew came and put his hand on Matthew’s shoulder. “I saw something beautiful in your eyes when you looked at Peter,” he said. “It is the Light the Master speaks of; it is the real you. For the sake of this, I welcome you as my brother.”



Matthew slowly embraced Andrew. One by one they came and opened their arms to him, and in this, to the power of the Grace that would carry them all.













 



Chapter 67



 



Spinning Under The Sky



Age 30



 



 



After Jesus called Matthew he called two more: Phillip from Magdala who was a goat herder and skilled musician, and Bartholomew who sold wild herbs. Then they left the region of Tiberius and crossed the Jordon into Decapolis to be alone with the Abba in the mountains and under the stars. Jesus went out at night under the great wild wheel of stars and stood for hours with his head back, gazing up into worlds without end. And he saw the one Light shine through the countless lights and knew that in this Light of Existence all humans must one day become one. He wished he could know how long it would take for this to be fulfilled, but felt as clear as starlight that he was honored to be able to play his part and let the Light grow as it willed, and as people would allow.



John came to him with Phillip who Jesus had met more than once when he traveled through the wild places of Galilee: for Phillip had spent most of his life wandering alone in the hills with his father’s goats. Jesus knew from the times they had sat together around a campfire, listening to the animals’ bells and gentle bleats, that Philip was a simple man with an innocent and tender heart. Neither John nor Phillip spoke, but just gazed up with Jesus for a while until Jesus began silently dancing. Then they all started spinning together and laughing up at the stars they had looked at their whole lives but never truly seen. When they stopped, Jesus sensed their joyous faces in the dark and thought of what might become of them, and if he could bear them being beaten and persecuted. He sighed, and they asked him what he was thinking. He told them, but John said, “Master, if being alive like this leads us to prison or our deaths, it will have been well worth it.” And Phillip agreed.



Jesus shook his head with wonder and they hugged each other and danced in a circle until Jesus spun away and said, “As these stars are one in the great Ocean of El, so are we one in his heart. It is by this Light we most truly are that we will overcome all the darkness thinks to do. Do you believe this is true?” He asked this because he wanted them to know their own hearts well for he sensed they would be tested sooner than any of them wished.



“Master,” John said, “we will pay the price, for this is our destiny and highest wish. But until then, let us dance this dance of joy and sing this song of trust in the Great Love — and if the dark should put out our eyes we will dance blind.”



“And if they break our legs,” Phillip said, “we will lie on the earth and sing until our last breath is spent.”



Jesus knew this was the work of the Abba, for what but Love could make sane men this crazy, or innocent-hearted men this courageous, or his own heart so willing to let them go this way, no matter where it led?













 



Chapter 68



 



The Circle Within Circles



Mid Ministry - Age 31



 



 



Eight months had passed and many things had transpired. John had been arrested, accused of sedition and executed by Rome, and with this news Jesus knew that the noose was tightening. While John lived the religious and civil authorities had basically ignored the stories of a new teacher in distant Galilee — for John had stirred the people of Judea up, and many of them were from Jerusalem, the heart of both civil and religious power. But now, with John gone, some of the leaders were turning their minds to these stories of miraculous healings and pondering how this new disturbance would affect the people and centers of power.



Jesus had called other men and women. Many of them followed him from time to time to hear all they could and bring their family and friends to be healed, but only a few surrendered all their lives to travel with him. These were his close circle of followers: Peter and Andrew, whom he had grown to love and trust as brothers; John and James, whom he knew would make their marks for they were men with fire in their bones; Thaddeus was still with him and was growing in his gift of healing, as was Matthew who had grown sweet in his spirit and had experienced the healing of the Abba moving through his hands as well. And there was Phillip, and Bartholomew who was a tall man, as thin as straw, with a great long beard and piercing eyes. Then there was Thomas, a tall handsome young man with curly hair, who came from Joppa on the Great Sea: for he had heard of him there and traveled to Galilee to see if what he heard was true — and it was, so he stayed. And James the son of Alphaeus, a small man of dark, gnarly complexion, came from the fishing village of Bethsaida, and Simon the drummer from the regions of Phoenicia.



Jesus felt a new spirit upon him, moving through him, holding him, as if the warrior strength of John had come and wedded itself to the child in him, and he trusted that this strength would not fail him. So he taught the people with boldness, and the healings grew in power, and he knew with a knowing that came out of his bones that whatever the Abba inspired him to do would be done.













 



Chapter 69



 



Lighter Than Air



Age 31



 



 



They were in Capernaum again where the people welcomed them warmly, for many people there had been healed. It was a clear day with a good breeze, so Jesus and his disciples took to the sea in three boats to sail to Gergesa on the eastern shore. Jesus felt in his heart and bones as if he could fly for the lightness of Light was filling every cell in his body. As he sat in the bow of the boat he sensed the Ruah moving over the face of the waters and calling him to follow. So he rolled out of the boat and stood up on the sea. The disciples were astonished, and Peter cried, “Jesus, if you call me I will come to where you are.”



Jesus laughed and said, “Are you light enough yet, big fellow?”



Peter said, “Call me and we shall see.”



So Jesus said, “Come to me Peter and take my hand.” Peter looked at his friends whose mouths hung open like those of great fish. He looked at Jesus and felt that there was only Light and that in this Light everything flew. So he stood up and the water held him, and he took two steps and looked down to see his feet, then plunged deep into the sea. He came up gasping and heard the men’s laughter. Jesus came back into the boat and helped them pull the big man back on board, which took many hands.



When he was settled and they were wiping the water from his face he asked, “How Lord?”



Jesus said, “What is of earth is ruled by earth, but what is of the heavens is ruled by other laws and ways.” He asked them, “What is lighter than air?” They did not know what to answer. Then he said, “The breath of El is lighter than air. Become one with the breath of El and greater things then this shall you do; for men live crippled by the limits of their beliefs, but you are opening your own hearts to boundless Light. In this Light is the trust of the child of Light you are. So trust, and play, and see what the Abba calls you to do. But be patient, for the Light dawns in you slowly; and as it grows you will see in new ways, and hear new things; and as you live in this so shall you grow to become lighter than air. Then the fish will laugh under your feet, and if you walk on fire you will not be burned. But do all for Love and not for show, nor test the Abba from the darkness in you. For what you do from darkness will surely fail. Love is the law and meaning of Life: so wait upon Love and act within it.”



When he finished speaking they looked around at each other, then out across the sea; and they began laughing until they wept with joy that such things were possible for men.













 



Chapter 70



 



Twisted One



Age 31



 



 



When they landed near Gergesa they met a crazy man who ran naked through the hills and cut his skin with stones. He screamed at them, “Who are you? I know you! You are Jesus of Nazareth!”



Jesus said, “How do you know me?”



The man drew back as if he was a beaten dog afraid of his master’s touch and said, “I have always known you. You are a twisted one, like us.”



Jesus felt a tremor of fear pass through him, and looking around took strength from the eyes of his brothers, then said fiercely to the disciples, “Lay hold of this man!” Andrew and James seized him by the arms and held him. Jesus looked into the man’s face. The man’s eyes roamed and would not focus and seemed lost in the wild swirling force that possessed him. Jesus took slow breaths, feeling deeper into himself, past the frightened little boy that made his body tremble and caused him to want to cry out, then asked both himself and the man, “Do you want to be free?” He knew his own answer, for every cell of his body sang yes, so he waited… But the man just laughed in a deranged way, then stuck his head out and wagged it side-to-side, bleating like a goat in heat. Then anger arose in Jesus and he cried out, “Leave this man, now!” With that a great fury seized the man and his body buckled with such force that Peter and John had to come and hold him as well.



Then the man screamed, “This is not allowed. You are the twisted one… I curse you twisted one!” and spit and raged.



Jesus said again, “I command you to leave this man!”



The man hissed back, “I will play your game for now,” then vomited violently. The vomit was black and foul and some of the disciples threw up as well when they smelled its stench. Then the man shook once more and with a great sigh let all his breath go and became limp as death. The disciples laid him on the ground.



Jesus came and put his lips gently over the man’s foaming mouth and blew breath into him. The man slowly opened his eyes, and taking Jesus’ hand struggled to his feet. He looked stunned and helpless as a child as he gazed around, then started to cry for joy.



Jesus let out a deep sigh of relief. He asked the man, “What is your name?”



The man answered, “Joshua?” as if it was a question.



Peter waved with outspread arms and the disciples gathered around. “We welcome you home, Joshua,” he said, and the others echoed him and began to bless the man, and sing his name, ‘Joshua, Joshua,’ with great Love. Then they took him into the village where many recognized him. With town people leading they took him to his home. When his mother came to the door she turned white, as if she was seeing a ghost. “Don’t be afraid. Your son is alive again,” John whispered. Then his whole family came and Joshua fell into their arms as they embraced him with many tears. 



The news of this spread rapidly through the entire village, and many brought their sick to be healed.













 



Chapter 71



 



Her Quiet Laughter



Age 31



 



 



Jesus came with many people by sea to the village of Hamtha, just to the south of Tiberias. The people were in many boats and waved to those on shore and everyone was filled with laughter. They sang old songs and new songs their joyful hearts gave them. The boats were low in the water, being well laden, for the people brought much food and were sharing it together. The people of Hamtha had heard much about Jesus and brought out many of their sick people who lay by the sea. Then Jesus shouted “Ahlalalee,” as he did when he was a child. And the people laughed in the freedom that he gave them. As his boat came close to shore Jesus jumped into the water and waved for Peter and John and the rest of his disciples to follow. They began laying their hands on people and waves of joy moved through the crowds, for eyes were opened and deaf ears filled with sound. A small boy, who had been born with a twisted spine and could not stretch his legs, was straightened as if by a bolt of light and he ran to his mother laughing. The people gathered around him and looked at him as if he were a prince.



Then the crowd parted, for their rabbi came running through the people. “Master” he cried and fell on his knees. “I have been praying you would come, for my daughter is near death, and just now her breath is failing and her face is turning gray. If you can do anything, please come now and help her.”



Jesus looked at him as if he were his own brother and felt his pain and said, “Show me where she is.”



They went quickly, and many people followed. The sound of the mother’s wailing could be heard from far away, and there was a crowd of women around the house already weeping, for the child was as good as dead. Jesus felt the Light in him arise and said, “Don’t be afraid, this little girl is only resting a bit in the Light of Alaha’s bosom.” The people did not understand, but parted for him.



The house was dark, though it was day. So Jesus threw open the windows and with his hand hushed the mother and the women who were lamenting with her, then asked the crowd who had followed him to move away. With only John and Peter by him he breathed out slowly and opened his arms wide to embrace the Light of the heavens. Then the power of the Ruah filled the house so strongly that the women gasped and the Rabbi fell on his face in praise of Yah. Jesus put his lips upon the young girl’s lips and breathed into her until from deep within her body a warmth of Light arose and the gray melted away as her flesh became rosy and warm. She opened her eyes and began to cry when she saw Jesus gazing down at her.



He touched her face gently and took her by the hand, and she stood up and tenderly embraced him. Her quiet laughter opened the hearts of her father and mother forever.













 



Chapter 72



 



The Sound Of Many Waters



Age 31



 



 



From Hamtha the crowd sailed slowly up the west side of the lake, singing and shouting their joy to those on shore. Many followed them on land until they came back to Capernaum. From there Jesus walked far out into the hills he had wandered in so many times as a boy. The crowd followed. Jesus sat on a large stone in the middle of an open field and the people gathered around him. The crowd was huge and all were eager to hear what he would say. He looked up into the sky and whispered, “Papa, breathe your wisdom through me, one word at a time,” as a great stillness came on the people.



He sat in silence for a while, just looking at them, until he felt the Freedom began to open and move. Then he said, “Blessed are you who have had the desires of your hearts disappointed again and again, for you shall at last embrace your fulfillment in the Light of the Abba’s smile.” The crowd looked around at each other, and many broke out into smiles.



He looked down and saw an old woman. Her wrinkles showed many years of anxious toil, but her eyes gazed at him with hope. He got down and took her hands and raised her up and said, “Yes, happy is everyone who has endured fear, and felt rejected and unknown…” He danced with her slowly in a circle as the people laughed. Then he shouted, “For that time is past, and from now on all who are willing may leap into the circle of Love’s open arms.” He kissed her and the people cheered. 



He walked through the crowd until he found a young man whose face and eyes shone like an angel’s, and he raised him up for the people to see and said, “How happy are you who have longed for what is pure and true, and thirsted for the healing only Love can give, for you may now live safely open in the Abba’s Love which has no limits or end.” Jesus hugged the young man for a long time; and the people smiled, and leaned against each other, and spoke kind words to those around them. 



Then Jesus found a woman who had raised many children, and whose body showed that she had given all she could to them. He raised her up and hugged her and said, “Blessed are you who shine with the compassion given you through your own wombs, for you shall feel the warmth of Alaha’s Love embracing you like a secret sun within.” He gently kissed her as the people laughed.



He walked further through the crowd, greeting the people until he found a young woman in the springtime of her youth and raised her up. He stood with his arm around her and said, “How radiant with true beauty are you who open wide the center of your hearts to your own highest truth, for you shall awaken in the innocent purity of Existence. Then shall you know the free freshness of Alaha breathing through all things.” He looked into her eyes. She shyly smiled, and hugged him; and they swayed together in the Love that everyone felt. 



He then reached out and raised up her friend who was a young scholar from the rabbinical school of Tiberius. The young man’s eyes shone with joy as Jesus said, “Blessed are you who become One within, for you shall be children of the great Harmony that melts away conflict, revealing the peace of Alaha everywhere.” He waved his hand towards the crowd and asked the young man, “Can you see the Face of Alaha now?”



The young man looked around at the people’s faces, and raising his arms to the sky said, “Yes, I see. ‘How happy are those who live in unity and peace,’” which the people knew was from the psalms. Many shouted, ‘Yes, it is so,’ and there was much talk and laughter amongst them.



Then Jesus passed through the people until he found a young woman hiding to the side of the crowd. By her dress and the many silver rings that hung on her everyone knew she was a prostitute. Jesus stood by her and said,  “How blessed are those who are shamed by their own people and considered to be worthless, for their home is in the heart of the Abba as he truly is — overflowing with limitless Love and mercy.” Then he took her by the hand and raised her up and said gently to her, “The Abba of all knows your story my sister, and the reasons for it, and looks upon your heart with tender kindness.” He turned back to the people, saying, “Who amongst you can tell me who will be most blessed in the kingdom of Love that shall come? Is it those who have judged themselves right and others wrong by outward appearances, or those who have acknowledged their blindness and shown the greatest mercies?” Then he turned and embraced her — and many of the people murmured, for this was a hard word for them to hear. But other’s smiled greatly and felt something deep and beautiful stir within their hearts.



Then Jesus cried out, “And blessings be upon you who are misunderstood and called evil because you have turned the whole world around within yourselves, and stand up straight and live for that which heals and is true. Great is your reward in Light as you fearlessly express what the Ruah reveals to you as real.”



He started walking back towards the large stone where many of his disciples were sitting, and a Rabbi stood up and said, “Teacher, you have not mentioned prayer. What are your ideas about it? Is there a certain way you would have us pray?”



Jesus opened his arms wide to the sky and said, “Pray like this!” He looked up and gathered the sky into his arms as if it was his beloved, then opened his arms to the people, and the land, and sea, and breathed out his Love and joy upon them. “You are all children of the Oneness of Alaha,” he said, “and called to bring the freedom of the heavens to earth, and to bring the beauty of earth in celebration back to the skies. Stand here now, between the heavens and earth, and breathe in the Ruah that moves through us all. This is your greatest prayer and service, for through this openness alone shall the Great Love come.”



The people smiled and nodded to each other; and many of the young ones stood up and opened their arms as Jesus had done; and some started singing songs of Love and praise. Then the disciples stood, and many of the older people, one by one, until at last all the people were standing with open arms, singing what came upon their hearts. And the Ruah moved through them, and a thousand songs blended into one harmonious song; and many people said, “I hear a voice of many waters.” Others said, “It is the voice of the Elohim. It is the sound of Yah.”













 



Chapter 73



 



All Things Exist As Light



Age 31



 



 



After they prayed and worshiped the people hugged each other, then sat in small groups talking; and the disciples moved through the crowd speaking with the people and laying hands on those who were sick, and some were healed. And there was much joy.



Many people had come in haste and brought no food, while others had some and were willing to share. So they began passing the food around but there was far too little to feed them all. Jesus called the disciples and told them to ask the people with food to bring it and put it in the center of the crowd, which they did. Jesus stood looking at it until he felt the Ruah’s strength moving amongst them. Then he whispered his joy and thanks to the sky and asked the disciples to pass the food back out to the people. Many others came and helped and they took food to everyone and everyone ate and was satisfied. There was so much left over that many gathered food into their sacks as they set out to journey to their homes.



When the crowd finally left Jesus walked with the disciples to the creek he had loved to play by as a boy. Thomas was the first to ask him, “How Lord? We saw there was not enough food for more then a hundred people; and yet, as we passed it out there was more and more until all had enough. And we saw how much was left; and the people took armfuls of it with them to their homes.”



Jesus loved Thomas, for his mind was quick and he refused to be taken for a fool, and yet his heart was that of a curious boy. “Do you see these clouds, Thomas?” he asked, pointing to the small white puffs that drifted across the sky.



“Yes,
 t
 eacher.”



“And what are they made of?”



“They are made of water, Master,” he replied.



“Yes, water that floats lighter than air. And when the water gets too heavy for the sky it turns to liquid and falls as rain. And in winter, when it is cold, what happens to the water in the streams and wells and buckets?”



“It turns to ice,” Thomas answered.



“So you see, water can rise as clouds and fly on the winds, then fall as liquid and run in rivers, then again freeze solid as stone. There are many forms that it may take. So it is with Alaha. All things exist as Light, for this is how Alaha imagines them to be. Then, by the will of Alaha, Light falls into the solid forms we see and touch in this world. Yet just like water flows to match the forms in which it is poured, so all things can soften and flow into the form of our wishes when our wishes are made in the freedom of the Light of Alaha’s dreams.”



“But why can’t we do this, Master? And why is this not widely known amongst the people?”



“Because you have too much ice in you and not enough cloud,” Jesus answered with a smile. “Your mind still believes that solid things are solid and cannot turn to liquid and change form, and so it is for you. But if your mind is one with the Light of El, and your body sings with the Great Love in every cell, then cloud or rain or ice are all the same to you, and one can become the other by the power of the Love of Alaha in your brain and bones. Love is the way all things grow into Love, and how all things can change. Light as Love: from solid to liquid to solid again. This is the way Life truly is and can be.”



“How did you learn this, Master?” asked Simon the Canaanite, who was a black-skinned man with a broad smile and shining eyes.



“By growing in the Light step by step. Walk in the Light you have,” Jesus answered, “and the Light will arise naturally in you, and teach you, and make you free. There is no other way than this Simon, for the Light is who we truly are. But Life must grow back into Light in us slowly, over time. So be patient and remain in the way.”



“Will I then be able to heal with my hands as you and some of the brothers do, for when I put my hands on people, nothing happens.”



Jesus looked at him with great Love. “Do not think that nothing happens Simon, for Love is happening each time you open your heart and hands to others. Continue giving and your Love will grow stronger, and thus the healings will grow stronger too. But even if you do not see a healing happen, how do you know what the Abba is doing in that person’s heart, or if they may awake in the night with body made well? Do not limit the working of Love by what you see with your eyes, my brother, but learn to see with your heart. And let the Light grow in you in its own time and ways.”



Simon said, “Thank you, Master. I will not doubt myself again like this.”



Jesus hugged him and said, “Simon, when you doubt yourself you doubt the Light you truly are, and thus you doubt the Abba of Light —
  
 and doubt is a strong form of faith. How easy it is to believe in what we fear. But know that Life appears to you according to your beliefs: so choose to believe beautiful things, good things, things that bring joy to your own life and the lives of many others, for in this way Love will expand its bright circles in the waters of your heart.”













 



Chapter 74



 



A Prayer of Opening Words



Age 31



 



 



After this Andrew said, “Master, I have always prayed with words. Can you teach me words that will open my heart to Alaha more freely than the prayers I know?”



“How do you pray now, Andrew?” Jesus asked.



“I ask Adonay to watch over and bless those I love, and pray some psalms of David. Then I often pray for good weather and many fish, and for protection from the Roman soldiers, and many things such as these.”



“So your prayers are most often for things?”



“Yes, is this wrong Master?”



“No… unless this is all you ask for. Do you cry out for Light and Love, or to be more wide open, pure and free?”



“No, Master. Before I met you I didn’t know I could, or should, or that this was what my heart truly wanted.”



Jesus smiled at Andrew, then sat for a few minutes, thinking. “I cannot teach you how to pray in words, my brother,” he said. “Only the Ruah flowing in you can loose the words that open you and that your heart most wishes to say. And these words will change over time as you grow. There are many times you will cry out for those you love to be open and to know the joy you know. And sometimes this cry will be in groans too deep for words.” He nodded thoughtfully. “And this is good.”



“But can you give us some sense of how to pray with words, not that we might copy you as we have copied the words of King David or the Prophets, but so we might grow in understanding of what is most important in the Great Love of El?”



Jesus said, “I will think about this while we gather wood, for it will be night soon and we can sleep here next to the stream.” So they gathered wood and dry brush and made places in the soft earth to sleep. Then, as the twilight softened into night, they lit their fire and ate, and sang some words of a psalm before they slept.



 



‘Oh give thanks for Adonay is good,



and his loving
 kindness is forever and ever…’



 



They sang it again and again until their hearts overflowed with thankfulness for all the goodness they were shown, and the many miracles of Adonay that had taken place that day. Then they hummed melodies up towards the stars and poured their hearts into them. The sounds were sometimes sour and sometimes sweet and sometimes sounded with the harmony of angels. As they slowly ceased their singing they slipped into the vast silence that holds all creation, and in that silence some listened to their thoughts and others to the stream and singing of crickets. At last Jesus said, “Andrew, here is a prayer to inspire your prayers.” Andrew sat up and nodded his thanks across the fire.



Jesus smiled at him, then turned on his back and gazed once more up at the stars and said, “Our Abba, who breathes Light into form… all things are possible with you.” He raised his arms up to the sky as his voice settled into the cadence of its inspiration. “May your name be praised by the Love you pour through our hearts. Oh, Abba, I wish with all my strength for your kingdom to come on earth as it is forever free and glorious in your heavens.” He opened his arms wider to the oceans of the infinite above them. “Give us today the manna we need for our good bodies, and shine visions of what is real in our souls, for yours is the newness that is forever fresh and free. And return us to the innocence that we most truly are, as we release back into innocence those who have harmed us. And Papa… lead all those we love into kindness and let them live in your laughter always.” Then he sat up and looked around at each one of them. Peter warmly smiled, looking at Jesus above the flickering flames. As their eyes met Peter began chuckling. Then Phillip joined in, and began to play a little tune on his flute. And they all began laughing and felt great Love flowing for each other.



As the laughter died down Jesus took in a deep breath, then sighed. “And if evil should come upon us,” he said slowly, “keep us from falling into its dark and hurtful ways, but may we return good for evil, and Love for hate, for your ways Papa, lead only to Love, and more Love… forever.” He looked at each one again carefully, then lay back down and covered himself with blankets. “So let it be, for so it is,” he whispered. And they all said, ‘Amen.’



Soon all the disciples went to sleep and Jesus lay for a while listening to the regular rhythm of their breathing, then got up and walked outside the circle of the fire to gaze back up into the fields of sky. After sitting for a long time he noticed a cloud of light that began moving freely through the great white expanse of stars. He watched it dance in silence and wondered at it until a voice began singing. The voice was as pure as the Pleiades, and the cloud’s dance was at one with the voice. The song had no words but was the sound of perfect freedom. He sat entranced and drank the crystal river of the voice into his brain and body until his heart rippled with the waters of that voice and his being danced in perfect freedom. Then the voice and the cloud melted away, and there was only the infinite, gazing at him through a billion brilliant eyes.
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Mary, Queen of Whores



Age 31



 



 



The next day they returned to Capernaum. Jesus went and sat by the well as his disciples visited in the market place: for this was the town of Peter and Andrew, James and John, and many people that they knew warmly greeted them. Jesus was talking to one of his cousins when he noticed Salome. It was the first time he had seen her in six years and she was different: her face had softened and the Light of El shone brightly in her eyes. Her head was high and she walked through the crowd to him without shame — like a queen. Jesus smiled warmly and embraced her. “Come with me,” she said. “All you teach and do is well known here; and it stirs my heart.”



“I will come,” he said, and followed her. “Where are we going?” he asked as they passed through the marketplace. “To see my sisters. Many of us have gathered to teach each other, for you have opened up a new way of seeing in the people Master, and we feel strengthened to give the greater gift we have been given.”



“Do you still work with the body’s pleasure then?” Jesus asked.



“Yes,” she said simply, as she brushed aside some fabric that hung down from one of the stalls. “For through Alaha the Ruah has opened us, and many of the loneliest of men come; and we are teaching them to open their hearts to the Greater Love that you teach.”



Jesus stopped and looked at her with amazement. “And do you tell them this is what I teach: I mean what you are doing?” As he spoke he knew the question came from a shadow in his heart.



She sensed this and said, “Don’t worry Teacher, we are not connecting you to our work and ways.



Jesus sighed, “Forgive me, Salome…”



“Don’t be concerned, Master,” she answered with a soft smile. “I understand. For now, our work and yours are in different worlds.” She stopped and took his hand. “Master, there is someone I want you to meet. Her name is Mary. She is a whore from Magdala. She has more fire and compassion than any woman I know. She is the queen of whores,” Salome said and smiled. They walked up the narrow, twisted alleyways of Capernaum until they came to her small door with many beads over it.



“It’s been many years,” Jesus said, remembering when he came to her place when he was just a boy. She nodded and smiled at him, opened it, brushed the beads aside and motioned for him to enter. Jesus bent low and went in.



Many women were sitting on couches and pillows talking together in the room that was now brightly decorated with fabrics, flowers, feathers and lamps. They looked up at him with smiles as he entered. “So many of you?” Jesus said.



“Yes, many sisters,” Salome said. “Look who I have brought,” she said, waving a hand towards him, “the young miracle worker from Nazareth himself.” They all began speaking their excitement and approval. Salome motioned for Jesus to sit. The women gathered around him like curious animals, smiling at him warmly and touching him.



“My name is Leah,” a beautiful young woman said. “Love be to you Master, from all of us here. And may the peace of Alaha be always upon you.”



Jesus smiled at her warmly. “Shalom… and may your heart be filled with peace as well.” He touched his forehead with a nod of respect, and then looked around at their faces. Many were quite young and had eyes of children.



“We have heard many of your teachings,” Leah said. “It is because of you that Salome and Mary have called us together from all over Galilee and Decapolis.”



“Salome asked, “And where is Mary?”



“She has gone to purchase some more fragrant oil,” Leah said. “We use much of it in our work, Master. Salome and Mary are teaching us ways to use it to open a man.”



“Master, another young woman asked, “Do you understand what we are doing here?”



“No, not fully. But I see in Salome’s eyes and yours there is a Great Love working here.”



“Yes,” said a girl with luminous gray eyes, who could not have been older than fifteen, “Master, she said softly, “I greet you in the name of pure Love,” and kissed his hand. “My name is Sarah. Look at us, sweet Master. Can you see that Salome and Mary have given us our dignity back?” Jesus smiled and reached out to her. She nestled in his arms.



“That is as clear as the sun in a cloudless sky. And how have they done this great thing?” he asked.



“They have showed us how the body and breath of Life are both pure and are One,” she said happily. “And so we are helping men ride their bodily pleasures into the innocent freedom of Ruah. And many of the men are opening and darkness is passing from their eyes. We are servants of Alaha now.” Her face shone like an angel’s. Jesus touched her cheek tenderly and she kissed his hand again.



He arose and moved around the room, kneeling down and looking briefly in each woman’s eyes. Their faces shone with confidence and he felt that just as he and his disciples were a family in the ways of Ruah, so were they.



With a rustling of beads a woman came through the door. She had a large jar of ointment in her arms. “Oh, it’s Mary!” Leah cried. Jesus turned to greet her. As their eyes met she dropped the perfume and it broke… It was Rachael.
 He stood, staring at her, stunned.



She started to apologize, then looked anxiously at Salome and ran out the back door. Salome followed.



Jesus blinked hard, then cupped his hands over his face. A couple of the women gathered rags and began to wipe up the oil that was flooding the room with thick fragrance. Jesus bent down and began to help them. His hands were shaking. One of the young women noticed and glanced at him with questions in her eyes. She reached out and put her hand on his face. Leah came and wrapped her arms around him. His heart was fluttering, like a frightened bird.



Salome came back in and motioned to him. He followed her out the back door.



“I didn’t know you knew her,” she said soberly.



“Yes…” he answered, his voice trembling.



“She is shaken too, but wants to talk. Follow me.” She led him down a narrow alleyway to where it opened between two buildings into a small garden. Rachael sat with her eyes cast down, as if in a trance. Salome motioned to Jesus to go to her. He stepped over a half-broken fence into the garden. Salome nodded to Rachael, then turned and disappeared back down the alleyway.



Rachael looked up at him. Their eyes met and spoke, but what they said in silence seemed to make no sense to either of them. She sighed and said. “I knew one day we would meet again.” Then she arose and came close to him. She looked much older. He could see that she had suffered many things, and yet the lines around her eyes were kind. He looked carefully at her and felt her soul soften, and his. Tears welled up. He opened his arms and drew her to his breast. They held each other for a long time, feeling each other’s breathing. Finally she turned from him.



“I have heard so much of you,” she said, and her voice trembled. She took a deep breath as if to gather herself. “You really are doing it, aren’t you? I mean, you have found your way to teach and people are opening to the Light.”



“Yes,” he said, and shook his head. She came and put her hand on his cheek. “It is alright. We will find our courage to be here together. Just be who you are and talk with me.”



Jesus nodded. “Many memories and feelings are flooding through me. I’ve thought about you so many times over the years.”



“Yes, it is like that,” she said.



He smiled, remembering her, then leaned back against the mud wall. “Well… much has happened,” he began slowly, “so many works of Ruah. I… Oh, I don’t want to talk about my life, Rachel… Not until I know about yours.”



“Jesus, I am called Mary now — Mary of Magdala. I took this name after I was cast out of my family. Will you call me Mary now, please?” The seriousness of what she asked shown in her eyes.



“Yes, Mary…” he said.



She nodded and brushed a lock of hair out of her eyes. “Are you sure you want to know about my life? I mean, I’m a prostitute. Do you need to know more than that?”



“Yes, I want to know everything.”



“All right then,” she said. “This is how it was. I hoped that my father would understand when I told him what happened between us, but he was outraged, and when I would not obey his demands to marry you he cast me out of the family,” she said without a hint of self-pity. “So I did what many young women who are disowned do to stay alive: I became a prostitute.”



Jesus winced at her words.



“Does this bother you?” she asked. “Do you too think it is a shame? I tell you this became the pathway of Alaha for me. I cannot express all that I have come to know about the human heart. I’m sure I know it better than most priests or rabbis.”



“Yes, probably,” Jesus said. He smiled gently at her. She looked at him curiously for a moment and then asked, “Why do you smile?”



“Because I’m glad your spirit is strong and your mind clear.”



“Of course it is,” she said simply. “I found my own way to stay open, to grow in what is real as I swore I would. I have lived in the way of Alaha for me and have no regrets. Do you?”



Jesus stroked his cheeks with both hands. “Yes, sometimes. I’ve thought about you, dreamt about you, had visions and temptations and many times deep sadness. But I know I’m on the pathway Alaha has called me to — and so all things must be as they are meant to be.”



“Yes, it is just like that,” she said. “And is your work going as you dreamed it could be? Can you tell me now?”



“Yes, I will tell you. It is going far greater than I ever thought it might, and yet…” he paused and sighed. “I cannot know if the people’s deep hearts are really changing. They rejoice in the healings, of course. I cannot express how beautiful this has been; but will they keep their hearts open when trouble comes? Will they wash everyday in the streams of Alaha for the sake of Love? Will they keep turning things around in their minds until they settle into seeing as we should have always been taught to see?”



“You have many questions.”



“Yes, that only time will answer. And many more questions about your life as well.”



Mary paused, and her eyes softened, as if she had something beautiful to say but was not sure if she should say it. Then she took another deep breath. “All right, I will tell you more. For years Salome and I were each learning many things about Life and the body in our own ways: she here in Capernaum, and I in Magdala. And then, as Alaha wills, we met and shared, and found in each other a true sister. With time we have gathered many sisters. Some of them are here, but there are more, even as far as Jerusalem. We are a sisterhood of Ruah,” she said and smiled. “We taught them that the body’s pleasures are by their nature sacred, and can, open us to the Light in the heart of the body. And they have given much Love and knowledge of Ruah to many men who have continued in these ways — but in secret of course, for they know what the religious leaders would do if these sacred ways were publicly known. And yet…” she said with a smile, “some of our best students
 are
 these religious leaders. Isn’t that a laugh?”



“Yes… a sad laugh, perhaps. But it could be a good sign. And, are you happy, Mary?”



“Happy? What is that? I am as thankful as I can be. Didn’t we agree as children that thankfulness is the same as happiness?”



He looked at her and she stared back, deeply into him, and they stayed with their gaze until he saw her face change the way he saw people change so many times before. He saw her soul’s many scars that made her look worn and old, and then the deeper Light shone. And he remembered the sense he had about the hard way she would go, and that it would be turned to beauty in the end.



Her face softened and his heart softened with it. They opened to each other as face and eyes, heart and mind softened together and they began to smile. And the years of pain flowed into the relief of laughter, for there were in truth no regrets in her — and now, at last, no regrets in him.
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Children Of The Great Light



Age 31



 



 



They left the garden and followed the alleyway to the edge of town, then walked out into the green fields past many flocks of sheep. They both held their heads high and stayed in the presence of the moment of their lives. Though the baaing of sheep held many memories of their first meeting when she wandered the hills with her father’s flock, they did not need to speak of them, for there were many things Jesus wanted to know of all she had learned, and many things she had to ask him.



“There must be a sacred way of pleasure one day,” she said strongly, “for without it a great shadow will remain over the people — for the innocence of our youth must be wed to the innocence of our awakening pleasures so that our hearts can grow whole and not be twisted with false guilt and shame. Only then will men become joyful, curious and playful, like the children they once were: children of the Great Light who do not seek power over others or to harm each other. These and many more things we can learn from the innocence and beauty of the pleasures of our body that open us, just as Adonay has created them to do.”



Jesus nodded, “Wasn’t that what I told you when we first met?” he asked.



“Perhaps. It was long ago. I don’t remember,” she said, and lifted her face towards him with strength and a little laughter in her eyes. They turned and climbed a narrow goat path that led towards the great open spaces to the north. When they got to the top of the hill they sat and caught their breath as they gazed over Capernaum and beyond to the sea. He turned and looked at her face that he remembered so well, and her body that was still so much a part of him. He saw her breasts were still high and imagined their softness. She watched his eyes and reached out her hand to lift his face to hers.



“You do not desire my body, but a life you cannot have. I know you have grief because I know you are tender. If I thought it would heal anything, I would give you all I am and show you all I have learned,” she said, “but I know you are not holding yourself back from the pleasures of my love, but from a life you feel you cannot live.”



“I felt there was no other way to be with you than as a husband with his wife, raising children... and that wasn’t my call. Oh, Rachael…”



“Mary,” she said again, sternly.



“Mary,” he said. “But we could be together in this work of the Abba now. You have much wisdom to share. Come and be with me.”



“No, Jesus! Would you destroy the work of Alaha through your life? How quickly the joy of the people would turn to scorn if they thought you were the lover of a whore. I’m no longer that innocent young girl you knew!”



He waved his hands. “We will win the people’s trust with the strength of our compassion!”



“You are talking foolishness,” she said forcibly.



“Mary…” he said gently, and she felt his old love for her in his voice. She looked at him and felt a deep tenderness in her heart, deeper than she had been able to feel since she was a young girl running wild with him those few moments of heaven.



“Oh Jesus, what shall I do? How can I continue my work without you?” she suddenly said, and it surprised her, for her heart spoke what her mind denied.



“Then leave it Mary, and come with me. Something very great is happening. Mathew was a tax collector. There was no less scorn for him then there would be for you. People see him with new eyes now because of the Love of El in him.”



“But you are not loving him as I would be loving you. Or do you expect me to walk with you in the crowd and never touch or kiss you, or feel your body next to mind?”



“No, not that…”



“Then be real about this. You are not a wild teenager now, able to follow anything you feel,” she said bitterly. “And even if the people were somehow that forgiving to accept me, what of Salome and all we have learned and built together?”



“I don’t know, Mary. Of course I can’t teach the things you teach, not publicly — no matter how much I wish I could. But what you have been doing and all you have been given will find its time. We must trust the work of others in this, for the way of Life will grow and unfold on and on until the ends of time.”



“So, you think I should just walk away from what Salome and I have learned and all the men whose lives are changing? And what about our sisters? Do you have any idea how tender and beautiful so many of these young women are? We are their family now. Should we turn our backs on them and just let them go back into the dark alleyways and do their dirty little business with shame?”



“No… of course not. If they are willing, they can come and be with us as well.”



“Oh, how beautiful: Jesus and his army of whores! Wait until the leaders in Jerusalem hear that! And when some of these very leaders lose their whores who have been giving them a golden tread of Life in the midst of their hypocrisies, they will catch you and throw you into the deepest dungeon in Judea — if they don’t crucify you first!”



“It would be worth it,” Jesus said.



“How bold you are to say this!” she said defiantly and felt a heavy darkness roll over her and a fiercer anger rising. “What are you doing, just dancing around the countryside like some happy fool?” she shouted. “Don’t you realize that the religious leaders are probably waiting for the right time to have you killed just like they killed John? Even without an army of whores following you, do you think they will allow something as new and different as your teaching to get a stronghold on the people? No, they are guardians of the ancient ways and they will do anything to preserve them as they are! And what about your followers when the darkness falls on you? Have you thought about them? Do you want me to risk my sisters lives by asking them to follow you?” She glared at him and he looked back at her with a strength born of a knowing beyond his knowing. She felt like he was gazing inside her, and something hated him for it. Then suddenly she could bear it no more.



“Oh, Master,” she cried and threw herself at his feet. “There is a great bitter sorrow in me — and I hate you for it! Help me. Help me!”



Jesus took her by her hands and lifted her chin so he could look again into her eyes. He saw a seething storm of pain in her, and then, from deep in its shadows appeared the lonely twisted faces of many of the men she had given her love. He spoke powerfully to them, “You must leave her now, for she is a child of Light! Nothing shall live in this body but the Fire of Alaha and her pure Life!”



She felt a great strength arise within her, as if the earth itself arose with anger through every muscle and bone. Then she cried out and felt spirit after spirit leave her, as if they were taking flight like many crows, crying out their pain. When the last one left, with a howl she sank down, unable to move. Jesus waited, feeling the power of the Ruah and his freedom in it. He watched over her, trusting the work of El, knowing that this was for her healing.



When she slowly arose there was a new lightness in her. She did not look at him but at the sky. Her eyes were full of sky and her body full of freshness like a sea breeze. When she looked back at him she was more herself then she had ever been. And she knew she would be with him from that day on. He knew it too and knelt down, and with his forehead on the ground wet it with his tears, for his thankfulness was too great to speak any other way.
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Jesus and Mary returned to the house of Salome. When they came in the door Salome looked at Mary and said, “So, you no longer carry the spirits of the men you have served,” for Mary looked years younger and as happy as a child. Mary laughed, but Salome could only gently smile. She turned to Jesus and asked, “Will you take her with you now?”



Jesus said, “This is her choice, but I would have her be with me always if she wills.”



Mary looked at Jesus, then at Salome and around at her sisters and took a deep breath, for she knew that by speaking it aloud she was choosing her fate. “Yes,” she said,  “I will go with him.”



Salome nodded with sadness in her eyes. Many of the young women gathered around Mary. Some of them asked if they could go too. Mary looked at each of them gently, and said, “If you do your lives will have to come into harmony with the Master’s work, for you know we cannot make public the sacred work we have been doing.”



Jesus said, “Let us sit together and talk, for Mary and Salome have been your teachers and you are doing a great work. These choices should not be made too quickly.”



They gathered in a circle and sat in silence, holding hands for a long time. Salome spoke first, “Master, I feel in my heart it is wisdom that we go our separate ways. Mary will teach you much of what we have learned if you choose to know it. But I want to say clearly before you that this way, that may seem perverse to those who do not understand us, is in truth a way of fire — for to know the pure nature of the body one must face every shadow, every pain within your mind and heart. And when you feel the pure pleasure of Life and the free Ruah of Love become as One, then the mind’s shadows are seen for what they are. After this, the soul cannot go fully back to sleep. Do you understand this?” she asked, searching his eyes.



“Yes, I understand, and believe in you Salome.”



She smiled at him, then sighed deeply. “But I do not pretend to be a Master. This way is not yet perfect. When I saw Mary’s face I knew how much we have been carrying the dark as well, even as we labor to birth Light.”



“To unite body with body in such openness of being,” Jesus said gently, “is to drink of each other’s dark as well as Light.”



“You cannot imagine what some of these girls have been through, Master. Can you help us?” Salome asked.



Jesus felt his heart move in the Great Love. He nodded and turned to Mary. “These are your children, Mary. Would you help me bless them?”



She felt her heart breaking. “How can I possibly say good bye to you all?” she whispered. “We are as one soul together. Come, and let us Love you.”



They all nodded, and came one by one to have Jesus and Mary lay their hands on them. As they were blessed many spirits left them, and they became again the young girls they once were and always wished to be.



When they laid their hands on Salome a great pain arose in her, and in the hearts of them all, as the grief of thousands of nights and days passed from her in a sigh that shook them all to the depths of their hearts. With tears, every one in the room put their hands on her as the Great Love gave her back deep, secret places of her soul that had been wrapped in sorrow since the first shout of her father’s rage.



Then they all held each other and sang quietly, soaking in the Ruah like it was sweet oil on their skin. Jesus showed them how to open their hearts with their hands and wishes so they could freely wash in the Ruah and protect themselves with the Presence of Light from the darkness in men.



Salome looked at their faces and shone with joy. “Perhaps now, with this new start, we shall do even better. It is my longing to serve Alaha with dignity for the sake of my sisters and all those who come to us.”



“Sweet Salome,” Jesus whispered, “how beautiful you are. Do you know this? In body and face, yes, but I am speaking of the courage of your soul.” He took her by the hand. “I believe one day the cleansing work you now must do in shadows will be done all over the world in the full light of day.”



“May it be,” she said, and leaning back against him looked with pride at the circle of young women — so many falsely accused, or condemned because they had fallen in love with some young man. “By the Love of Elohim,” she said with a quiet intensity, “I dream of sacred temples all over this land, where young people are brought at their awakening, and taught by sacred women such as these, how to be open and whole and free. And so, the body’s ways and pleasures shall never again be separated from the life of the higher Love.” Then she turned to Jesus and Mary and raised her hands, “And may our paths of sacred body, and yours of holy Ruah, become one at last.”



They all said, ‘Amen’.



Jesus hugged her. “My love and respect for you is great, Salome, and for each of you beautiful sisters. I will always serve you in any way I can.” He bowed and kissed Salome’s feet, then arose and kissed her forehead and touched her eyes with his fingertips. And from that day on her wisdom and strength increased.



Then Mary came and held Salome, and kissed her again and again, for she only knew the sorrows this woman had born and the beauty of her love. The circle melted away as they all moved around hugging and kissing and wishing each other all the good they could dream of.



Then Jesus came and met his disciples by the sea with Mary and the women who decided to follow them. As they gathered their provisions and started out, the disciples wondered amongst themselves that women such as these should join them — but Jesus and the women walked like happy gypsies down the road.
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A Council Of Whores and Fishermen
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They had walked along the sea for several hours and Jesus was aware of the men whispering amongst themselves. So he stopped, and they sat down together in a circle on the sand. Jesus looked at them all with great Love. “Let’s talk,” he said. “Peter, what do you have to say?” Peter looked at Andrew and the others, as if asking if he should share what they were saying to each other, but when he looked back at Jesus he knew he must be truthful.



He slowly shook his head, “Well, you see, Master, some of us here are married men. And these women, well it seems obvious enough that they are well… not married.”



“Not married because they are whores,” said James bluntly.



“Yes,” said Jesus. “This is the life they have been living. But now they desire to join us, to serve you my brothers, and to help us with the people.”



“Just how are they going to serve us?” Thomas asked with a smile, for he was unmarried. The women laughed.



“Well, they can serve us by just being with us, and loving us as sisters of the Ruah, and showing others the Grace of Alaha — that we are made open and free as his gift. And they will learn to heal with their hands, just as you are learning, and teach other women, and children, and all those who are willing to listen to them.”



The disciples started talking with each other again. Jesus rose up and looked at them. The disciples noticed him standing and slowly stopped talking. Then, when they were quiet he said, “Would one of you sisters be willing to tell us your story?” They waited silently for a few moments until a young woman stood up and said very proudly, “I will gladly tell my story.” So Jesus took her by the hand and brought her into the center of the circle.



“My name is Naomi,” she said, looking around at the faces of the men and her sisters that she loved. “I am sixteen. At the age of thirteen my brother raped me, and my father, not willing to shame his son, turned me out of the family. So I was taken up by a sisterhood of prostitutes and gave my body to men in exchange for food to eat. And since I was young and my body fair, many men sought my favors, and I knew little except how to open my arms and spread my legs for them. But I learned with time to give greater pleasures in the art of love. And many men were old with stink on their bodies and some men were sick. Others who came were drunk and some beat me. But I gave and gave and gave. By the age of fifteen I already looked many years older then I was, and my heart was heavy and my eyes dead, and I felt as if I carried the darkness of the world inside me. Then I met Mary,” she said, and her face brightened. “She gave me courage and taught me how to open myself to the Ruah of Adonay.” The men started talking to each other again in earnest, for all the people considered whores to be cursed by Adonay.



Naomi watched them for a while until John asked, “How can you say you opened to the Sacred Ruah when you were a whore?”



Naomi asked, “And what were you when you opened to the Ruah?”



John said, “A fisherman.”



And Naomi said, “So a man who catches fish is holy then?”



“No. I don’t think we have received the Ruah because we were fishermen.”



“Then why?” she asked.



“Well… I don’t know. The Master says it is a gift.”



“For everyone except those who work with love?



“That is not love,” said James. “It is sin.”



“And is it sin then,” said Mary, rising up from her place, “to open your body to a man but not sin for a man to take that body?”



“Of course it is sin.”



“And yet how many of your friends and neighbors, and perhaps your brother, or even you, have secretly visited a whore?”



“Yes, of course. It is well known. But men are beasts and have little control over their bodies.”



“And you James. Are you married?”



“No, not yet…”



“And how much control do you have over your body?”



“What do you mean?”



“I mean, do you pleasure yourself — or do you have a woman who secretly pleasures you when your body fills with seed and cries out to be touched?”



“We do not talk of such things!”



“Why? Are they not a real part of your lives?”



“We do not talk of such things!” he shouted again, and looked over at Jesus for help. But Jesus just sat, watching and listening.



“Well, we talk of such things,” said Mary. “You can be very sure of this, for the lust of men is our business and we speak of our business. Do you think we are sin then? Well I will tell you what the sin is: it is that we do not welcome our bodies and the bodies of our children as sacred houses of the Ruah of Life. It is that we do not teach our children that all Life is a gift streaming out of the Great Love of Alaha, and that when the body’s pleasure awakens it is a sacred thing — and that we are not taught how to let that pleasure guide and teach us its truest nature. Do you know what its truest nature is, James?” she asked firmly. He sat silently, looking hard at her. She looked around the circle, “Or you John, do you know? Or Thaddeus…” He looked down shyly. “Thomas…? What about you? Is it lust?”



“No, perhaps it is ecstatic openness,” he said, then looked around to see what the other men would do.



“Ah, an honest man,” Mary said. “Yes, if you would know the full pleasures of your body you must surrender completely to that which moves through you. And in that surrender you are opened, and opened, and opened, until you disappear in a pleasure that is purer then sunlight. And do you know what happens if you then surrender even more?” The men nodded no. “I didn’t think so,” she said. “But I can tell you. You bloom open like a rose in the hand of Alaha. And what comes through your wide-open being? Light, Love, joy, the free flow of a pure stream that is the breath of El. But this can only be known through a complete surrender, without the slightest shadow of fear, or greed, or any self-concern. And what is it that carries you to such a pure place? I will tell you, Love — Love alone— for it is the nature of Love to open us and carry us into the arms of Adonay. But you cover your body’s pure nature with many garments of fear and shame, and then when its pleasure does arise it is twisted by your minds into selfish lust. I tell you, it is a pure flame that burns this dark away. And when it is gone, what remains is the simple white flame of El.”



The men looked around at each other and seemed confused. Jesus came and put his arm around Mary. “This woman has been the Love of my heart since I was a boy,” he said and looked at each of his disciples, one by one. “And none of us can imagine the darkness she has faced or shame she has born. It is the same for each woman here. What would you do, James,” he asked, “if when you walked through the market everyone looked at you as if you were lower than a dog and spit in your path? Or you, Peter, or John?” They were not able to look up. “Matthew, you know something of this. What do you have to say?”



Matthew said, “We should be ashamed of ourselves for not embracing these women as our sisters and honoring them for the pain they have borne.” He looked around the circle with sober eyes.



Peter stood up, and shook his head slowly. “I will tell you the truth. I was feeling afraid of what the people would think of us, and afraid that this work would come to a sudden end. I was also feeling fear that I would be thought of as a wicked man, and that people would look at me in the squares as they have looked at these young women.” He looked around at all their faces, then walked over to Mary and looked in her eyes. “Forgive me, Mary. I don’t understand very well what you speak of or what you have suffered, but I for one do not want to hurt you or your sisters any more.” She smiled at him and he opened his arms and embraced her.



One by one the other disciples got up and went to each of the young women and looked into their eyes. And they saw their pain and their Love and knew them as sisters, and from that day forward never saw them as whores again.
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Children and Beggars
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As they walked the word spread, and fishermen left their nets, farmers their fields and women their homes, and came and walked with them. Many of them asked Jesus to teach them something to help them live every day in this joy. When he saw that many of the women had brought their children he gathered the little ones together in the midst of the crowd. “Let’s just watch them,” he said. The crowd became silent and the children grew shy for all eyes were upon them, until a three year old boy started laughing, for it all seemed strange to him. Then more of the children started laughing, and some made faces, and some hid behind women’s skirts and peeked out and hid again, and they too laughed. Soon all the people were laughing and they didn’t know why.



“Then Jesus sat down on the ground amongst the children and took a very young girl in his lap and hugged her and asked, “How often do you look deeply into the eyes of your children?” The crowd was silent, for they knew it was not something they ever did. Jesus said, “In these eyes you will glimpse your own true eyes, and the eyes of El, for these eyes are pure and innocent, and so is your Abba in heaven. And why have you just laughed with these children’s laughter? Is in not because in your hearts you are also children and remember the joy of simple ways? Here are your teachers,” he said, looking at the children. “Learn from them. Do they seek power over each other?”



“Yes!” a man with seven children shouted. “Every day!” And the people laughed.



Jesus laughed too. “Truly, you know what’s real,” he said to the man. “But you must grow wiser than children, and yet retain your own innocent, open hearts. Watch them, how they love to play — and how they play to learn. You too can learn much about Love if you make Life a joyous game. Yes, even in these troubled times — and even more so — for joy is the best medicine for bitterness and grief.



“So be like children, in curiosity and playfulness, and welcome each other as children of Light. In the Light of your Love for each other shadows will fade away, and the Sun of the Abba will arise in your hearts.”



They all nodded to each other. And an old man hugged his wife and started dancing in a circle with her. Then he motioned for others to join, and soon all the people were dancing together and singing aloud the songs of David they would sing when they went to Jerusalem for festivals. And a woman shouted, “Blessed are you Jesus!”



Jesus shouted back, “Blessed are all the children of Alaha.” He waved for them to follow and started down the road towards Magdala until they came upon a beggar who everyone knew, for they passed him sitting on the road every time they went to town. Some of them had given him a coin from time to time, and some a crust of bread, but it was not enough, for his bones showed through is skin and his face was drawn. Jesus came to the beggar and danced around him in a circle; and the people joined in. A woman came and put an apple in his lap, then another put a loaf of bread, and another cheese. Then a man put ten coins in his hand, which were worth ten days labor. And another gave two boiled eggs, and a child gave him his robe and another took some coins from his father’s hand and gave it to the beggar saying, “May the Abba bless you.”



The beggar looked stunned, and his mouth dropped open until the people started laughing. Then Jesus blessed him so he could also feel the joy. The people stood and sang another psalm of praise around him; and when they left, the beggar sat in a pile of food and clothes with money laid all around him.
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Within The White Circle
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They spent that night near Magdala. Mary came and found Jesus in the fields and asked him to come with her. She brought him to her house in the city. It was decked with fine woven rugs of many colors on the walls, and flowering plants, and many pieces of pottery. She lit her lamps and spread out her bed, and opened her jars of myrrh and perfumes. And he came and lay in her arms. She said nothing with words, but with her eyes, and hands, and breasts, and thighs, spoke everything she ever wanted to say to him. He felt a cloud of doubt when he looked away from her, but as he turned his eyes back to her eyes he felt the innocence of El that whispered he was in his will. And she opened his gowns and his being to all that is natural and good.



And the pleasure arose in all its joyous mystery. Then he arose in unknowing wonder and felt through her body her being. He loved her with every cell of his body and every thought of his mind; and the Ruah flowed like the breath of a child. And their bodies found their natural rhythm, as if he was a breeze and she a swaying branch. Her lips tasted him; and she moved in the rhythm of waves, and stopped to honor the sweet, slow surge of Life in his limbs. He rolled over and over with her, and found the innocent white circle of her breasts with his lips; and his kisses praised the pure beauty of her and El.



Then she put her hands upon his feet, and moved her dancing fingers lightly over his skin: up his legs, and loins, and belly, and chest, and slid over his skin like a whisper down to his hands. And he felt the Ruah surge through him. Then she did it again, and again, and moved Ruah and pleasure through him from feet to the top of his head. He laughed and tried to seize her as if she was meat and he a starving lion. But she stopped him and held his eyes with hers until the ecstasy in him moved into her without a touch.
 Then s
 he moved over him
 like a tongue licking cream as
 he cried out
 for the sweetness of her flesh
 and followed her every move.



When he could stand it no more, she smiled and drew back from him, and let him cool… then came slowly again: feet to heart, to head, to hands, moving the slow rivers of joy. And the surge arose as white Light from loins to heart to brain, and he could not open his eyes to her, but screamed. And his wordless howl was the sweetest word of Love she had ever heard.



Then she opened all her being and the pleasure rippled through her. Her body became alive as if it were laughing water or silk. And her passion grew until she heaved and throbbed and could only cry. Then he took her; and the two became the One they were in a blinding Light and spray of release! until they sank back into the warm refuge of each other’s arms… and drifted into a sleep of many shared dreams.
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In the morning Jesus asked the disciples, and the crowd who had stayed and slept in the fields, to bless Mary and him, and to know that they were one though two, and to pray that through their lives there may be many who learn to sing the Great Love. So they knelt together in the middle of a great circle of men and women; and many of the children who were there came and sat beside them. Then Peter, Thomas, and John came and put their hands on them.



And Peter said, “Abba, Life of joy that I have waited my whole life to see, bless your children with your kind good, that their lives may pour out Love. She is a fine catch, of this there is no doubt, for your Love is shining in her now. And Jesus… what can I say? Abba bless our teacher. And may this marriage only make his feet lighter on the seas, and able to walk into everybody’s hearts.”



John said, “Love is their true Life, Alaha; may Love forever be their blessing. And may this blessing grow and overflow until all come to know the way of Love and joy in this free spirit. And if the darkness should come to take their joy away, may they turn that sadness into a song that many learn to sing.”



And Thomas said, “So many times my mind protests what this young teacher says, but how my heart rejoices to see his day. Ah Adonay, no matter where this path leads them, bless this woman to be his Love, and bless this man to be her Light, and may their names be blessed to countless generations.”



Then all the men hugged them. And the women came and put a crown of woven flowers on Mary’s head and a wreath of flowers around Jesus’ neck. Then Leah and Sarah stood by Mary. And John gave Mary a cup of wine and Mary gave Jesus to drink of it, then he her — and they threw it down together and broke it to many cheers, according to the custom. Then the women took a long, golden scarf and wrapped it around both of their necks, and a purple scarf around their chests. And they held each other: forehead to forehead, and heart to heart.



Then Andrew took some women by their hands and started dancing slowly around them. And a man who had a goatskin pipe played, and Simon played a drum and Phillip a shepherd’s flute; and arm crossed over arm they danced an old tribal dance of Judah. The people swayed together, and many joined in. And the circle grew wider and the smiles broader and the laughter more joyous. When they finally stopped a man called out, “Teacher, give us a word of Life on this happy day.”



But Jesus kept hugging Mary to him until Peter came and unwrapped the scarf around their necks and said, “If we are ever to hear another word from this man we must get his eyes off this woman.” They all laughed, but Jesus just smiled and kept looking long into her dark eyes that shone with a Light of wisdom only learned through suffering. Then he finally said, “I cannot say in words the treasure this woman is to me… or the joy of my heart that we are together again. Mary, I give you all my heart, to love and cherish you, to listen to you, and honor you, and seek your happiness now, each day, in big ways, and little ways, in laughter and tears, in mourning and in singing, forever…” And he kissed her as all the people sighed.



Then the women cried out, ‘Mary speak. Say something Mary!’ And Mary nodded to them all and said, “When I first met this man, he was a wild boy. Ah, it seems so many years ago. That day I knew in my womb we were one, but was afraid to dream that it could ever be true in this life. Now look what Alaha has done! I give all my heart in thanks to you, my beloved,” she said and kissed his forehead, “and swear to you my faithful Love, no matter what… in thankfulness to the Great Love who is leading us only higher into his freedom, only deeper into his Love.” And she kissed him so passionately that all the people oohed and many blushed.



Phillip cried out, “Well said, Mary. You are a much better preacher than your husband,” and they all laughed together.



Then Jesus stood, and took the golden scarf and the purple one, and lifted them high above him as an offering to the One who smiled upon them through each other and said, “Ah, Abba, how can I thank you enough? I can only give you all my heart again and again, and will not turn back. Today you are loving me through this woman’s beautiful face shining on me,” he said smiling at her, and then he slowly turned around, looking at them all and said, “and these beautiful eyes, and smiles, and hearts as well.” He felt the Ruah moving though his heart and said, “Look around and see, the Abba lives in us here and now: for it is the Abba that moves through our hands, and dances in our feet, and smiles through our eyes, and wishes good upon us. There is no good but One, and together we shall be the Abba we adore!”



All the people cheered, and poured wine, and the drum beat. And Jesus held Mary to him, and wrapped their bodies together with the scarves again as pipes blew, and the women danced wildly with a passion only known by the free. They rejoiced all day as many more came and joined them. Then they danced into the night. And the rejoicing lasted five whole days.



When it was done and they prepared to leave, Mary said to Leah, “May the joy of these days carry us through the sorrows that shall come.” And Leah nodded yes, for women who have suffered much know they cannot afford to live in little girl’s dreams of happiness.
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They came to Tiberias again and Susanna and Joanna met them with many of their friends. They welcomed Mary and the women with open arms. The young women who had been whores were exceedingly happy to be with older women, for they showed them great Love. Joanna asked Jesus to come to her house and teach them all. A great crowd gathered and followed them to her house. It was a mansion with lavishly decorated rooms that surrounded a courtyard full of palm trees and a rich variety of flowers. She had many slaves who rejoiced to be with the people, for Joanna treated them as family. Jesus was happy to be with them all and said, “Where there is Love, heaven happens.”



Joanna served them a great feast; and many people came and went. Then some of the disciples went out and found poor people and beggars, and brought them to the feast. And Joanna rejoiced when she saw their joy. Beggars sat with prostitutes and the wealthy wives of rulers. The wine flowed and everyone ate until they were satisfied. Then Philip played a flute and Simon a drum, and they all danced together. Jesus marveled when he saw Joanna dancing with a beggar who was clothed in rags. And the people’s joy increased.



Then they rested together, laying their heads on each other’s bodies and holding each other closely. Susanna asked if Jesus would say something. He was laying with his head in the lap of one of the poor women and Mary’s head in his. So he said, “I will speak if I can remain where I lie, for this is the best bed I have had since my wedding night.” And they all laughed. Then he said, “Well truly, what is there to say? You are the
 w
 ord of Life happening. Amen.” They all laughed again for some time and hugged each other. And the Ruah flowed its silence through the words and laughter of them all.



Then Mary said, “If Jesus has nothing more to say than this, then I have something to speak.” They all shouted, “Yes, say it!” But Thomas stood up first and said, “Quiet all, we shall now hear from the Master’s own Master.” They all laughed and drew close to each other to listen.



Then Mary stood and said, “I am new to this, as most of you know, though my path has also been of Love, but in a different way. I want to say how happy I am to be with you all like this; for it is as if new worlds have opened and my heart has grown so much bigger than it ever was before. Oh, how I wish with all my heart that the Great Love of the Abba will be with you all, forever.” They all cheered and said blessings upon her. She threw them kisses, then drew back her dark hair from her face and lay down in Jesus’ arms.



Then Leah stood and said, “I must speak as well. For me to be with you all like this is a dream I have wished I could dream since I was a little girl; but I wouldn’t let myself think of it, for I never thought it could be.” She open her arms wide and said, “You are my impossible dream come true!” Then she went over to Joanna and kissed her.



Jesus and Mary got up and blessed Leah and Joanna as they held each other; and they both felt the child in Leah standing up in a great Light. Then Jesus said, “When the Ruah of Love is passed from soul to soul like this, it is like the ecstasy of Lovers passing the seed of Life. We are each the bridegroom, and each the bride; and the child that is conceived then born in Love is a new creation in the heart. So is the way of the Abba of Life.”



And even the beggars knew what he meant.
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They continued wandering through many little towns and hamlets in Galilee. And the people received them warmly wherever they went. Jesus savored his time with Mary and his closest followers who had become a true family to him and each other. When the people he taught saw their Love for each other they said, ‘The kingdom of the heavens is truly here.’ The disciples also taught many people simple ways to wash in the pure River of Ruah, and the people gave them fruit from their trees and vegetables from their gardens.



It was a clear day and the sun was hot and high in the sky. Jesus was sitting with Simon on a stone wall by the main road that went around the west side of the lake, and Simon was telling him about his life. “I was a slave for ten years until my Master freed me just before his death. When I asked him why, he simply said ‘It is a gift.’ So you see, I understand what you mean when you say that the Abba’s Love is a gift freely given and no one can earn it. When I first heard you teaching this Master, I knew right away that I would live the rest of my life sharing this gift with others.”



Jesus nodded, “But you know, for many it’s the hardest thing of all to believe.”



“Yes, I see the ones who stand on the sides of the crowd with furrowed faces, or who back away.” 



“When you have been taught your whole life that you must earn Life’s blessings it seems too good to be true that the blessings are always freely happening for those who can simply receive them. But look! The whole Creation is a gift happening: this sun, the moon, this sea and earth, each heart beat, each breath. Does not the Creation reveal the free heart of the Maker?”



Just then Mary came holding her robe in front of her filled with ripe peaches. “Gifts from Abraham the farmer,” she said.



“Gifts,” Jesus said, then smiled at Simon as he took one and bit into it. The juice ran down his beard and arm as he closed his eyes and savored its sweetness. “How can I put in words what this tastes like? It’s not possible. But I can say, Thank you Abba for the gift!” Then he jumped down and shouted “Ahlalala leee…” so loudly that Simon almost fell off the wall. They laughed as Mary held out her robe and Simon took one saying, “I receive the free gift of this fruit and wish a blessing on brother Abraham as well.”



As he began to eat they heard the sound of horse hoofs clopping on stones and saw a group of Roman soldiers coming over a rise in the road. Mary looked to Jesus with concern, but his eyes spoke peace to her. As they came close their captain reined his horse to a stop and swung out of his saddle. He came to Jesus. “You are the young healer who wanders around Galilee, aren’t you?” he said in a business like way. Jesus nodded his head. “I’ve heard much about you. They told me I would recognize you by your eyes. Can you really heal then? It’s not some magic trick you are conjuring?”



“The Abba is the healer. I am just one who lets him happen.”



“Well I don’t know this Abba of yours, but could he heal my horse here? He has a sore leg.” Jesus looked curiously at him. “I’m not mocking you,” he said, “I’m serious enough. We’ve got a long ride to Sychar in Samaria and it’s getting worse. I don’t think he’ll make it.”



Another soldier dismounted and came over to Mary. “I never forget a pretty face,” he said. “You are from Magdala, aren’t you?”



“I was. I no longer live there.”



“And if I’m not mistaken, you were the town whore.” The captain looked sternly at him. “Oh, I didn’t use her services,
 s
 ir,” he said. “Most of the Jewish whores won’t give their fair bodies to Romans. But if they did, I would have given two month’s pay for this one.”



Mary smiled and ran the fingers of one hand over his face lightly as she walked around him, nodding flirtatiously to the other soldiers. She then offered them peaches. They smiled broadly and reached down from their horses to take one from her robe as she passed. Then she walked back, opened the first soldier’s mouth with her hand and stuffed a peach in it, smiled warmly at him, then went and sat down next to Jesus. “This is my husband now,” she said sweetly.



The soldiers had a good laugh and the captain said, “Enough of this! Can you heal my horse or not? If you can I’ll pay you ten days wages.”



Jesus looked at Simon who whispered to him, “Gift…” Jesus smiled and nodded to the captain. “We’ll see. I’ve never asked the Abba to heal an animal, but they are also deep in his Love.” He stood before the horse and looked in its huge black eyes. It stared back at him innocently, then tossed its head. Jesus took its bridal and put his hand over its nose to quiet him. Then he ran his hands slowly up on the horse’s forelock and felt the Ruah stirring in him.



“It’s the right front leg, not his head,” the captain said.



“I’m just seeing if he has faith,” Jesus said with a smile, then looked over at Simon and Mary who began laughing. He then knelt down and put one hand over its knee and the other over the top of its hoof and felt the Ruah flow through him. The horse stood very still. Jesus blew out a breath slowly and felt flesh become Light and then flesh again and knew it was healed.



“Thank you, Abba,” he whispered, then stood up. “It is well now,” Jesus told the captain. Give your money to the first beggar you see. You will do that, won’t you?”



“If this horse is truly healed I will surely do it,” the captain said, then swung back up into his saddle. The other soldier did the same. “Good to meet you, Teacher,” the captain said. “I want you to know that there is much goodwill for you amongst us, even to Jerusalem, for we know that you teach that the people should live in harmony with us, and we have seen commendable changes in many of the people here in Galilee.” Then he kicked the horse and took off at a trot, looking down to see if the horse would limp. He raised his hand high as a sign that it was fine.



Jesus took Mary in his arms. “Well, that’s encouraging. Perhaps Judah isn’t as dangerous as we think.”



“Don’t be so sure, my love,” she replied. “It’s not the Romans who will seek to harm you.”



Jesus slowly nodded, then smiled and said to her, “Nice little game you played with the soldier.”



“You teach we should to be like children. What else should I have done? Well, I could have gone a little further and loved my enemy all the way,” she said and raised her eyebrows at him. He tickled her ribs until she cried, “Stop that, you’ll make me drop this fruit, and I’ll kick you!” Then he twirled her around by the arm until all the peaches flew out of her robe into the grass, and picked her up and kissed her a long while.



Simon watched them. “Yes, the Abba gives only the very best gifts,” he said and began beating a rhythm on the little drum he always carried with him. Jesus swayed to the music as he kissed her, and she rubbed her body into him with every beat.
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Mary lay next to Jesus, their robes thrown loosely over them, for though the night air was chilled the campfire still burnt hot. Phillip was awake. His years of wandering the hills with goats had made him a light sleeper, and he was happy to keep the night fires burning. The disciples were sleeping around three fires. Many of the women slept in each other’s arms, for they were used to warm bodies next to them and loved each other’s presence.



Mary opened her eyes and looked at Phillip. He noticed her and smiled. She waved at him with one finger and smiled back. He was a handsome young man, and many of the younger women had a crush on him. He picked up a stick and stirred the fire a bit, then smiled at her again and closed his eyes to talk to the Abba in his heart.



Mary rolled over and looked at Jesus. She felt amazed again that they were actually together like this, and that he loved her. Her eyes drank in every lock of his hair, his dark eyebrows, his nose and cheekbones, his quietly closed eyes, long eyelashes and tender lips. He looked so beautiful in the warm firelight. She felt her body moving, desiring to open and drink him into her, to wrap around him, hold him inside her flesh and nurture him, to give him her life.



Her mind slowly drifted to some of the other men she had known: the many merchants and rulers, the travelers and shepherds who paid her with a few coins, or gifts of milk and meat. So many faces: and she blessed each of them in her heart and wished for them to grow as open and innocent, as wise and good as this man — her husband, her love. It felt good to give them this kind of Love, this goodness in her heart, to still be connected in a way she hoped would bring more Light into their lives, to make them beautiful with the Abba’s Love.



She looked back at Jesus, her great Love, and felt such thankfulness to the Abba for his mercy. When she had become a prostitute her anger at this wild boy had kept her alive. She would show him she could stay open to the Great Beauty in spite of his betrayal of their love. It was a form of grief, but it gave her strength. She had imagined that each man she opened her body to was another expression of him. She realized she was always looking for him inside their skin. And now, he was here, with her, and she looked at him with so much Love that it flooded out her eyes and down her cheeks in tears. She forgave him, she forgave Adonay, and she forgave herself…  but still. She couldn’t help but wonder how different she would be if he had only been able to give himself to her completely, then, when she was young and tender and innocent.



He must have felt her thinking of him for he opened his eyes and looked at her as if he was seeing her for the first time. And in his clear, luminous eyes she saw that though she was Mary the prostitute, yet she was passionately loved, she was tender and innocent again, she was her truest self — she was redeemed. Then she closed her eyes and let her feelings only draw her closer, skin to skin, face to face, lips to lips so she could pour all her happiness and love into him.
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Many of the young women with Mary who had been blessed by the older women at Joanna’s feast felt much grief in their hearts. Jesus told them it must be so, for they were grieving the family they never had. So Mary took them to a place on a beach where they could be alone. Some of the women brought drums, and others tambourines; and they played music and danced on the sand. As they danced some of the women started weeping, and Mary said, “Dance your grief.” So they danced, and wept, and danced more passionately and deeply. And the little girls in them cried out for their lost mothers, and fathers, and sisters and brothers, and the shame they had borne as grief welled up like brackish waters from the deep well of their souls.



Finally, Leah started laughing and said, “It doesn’t matter anymore. I am new and blessed. And, look! You are all my mothers and sisters now.” Then she threw her arms up and started dancing with even more passion so that her howls of joy were mingled with the women’s cries of grief.



Then Sarah started screaming as if a banshee was in her. And her scream turned into a fountain of Life gushing through her. Then she started shaking and shouting with joy as Leah did. And one by one, the women’s weeping turned to laughter, each one in her own time.



Mary danced too. And her dance was a fervent prayer of thanksgiving for them all. As the sun was dropping low, the last of them felt her grief melt into joy, and so they all danced together in wild celebration. They had danced for five hours without ceasing — and none of them were weary.



Then as the sun sank into an ocean of fiery colors, they threw off their clothes and swam naked in the sea. And they came and made a fire, and wrapped in blankets and held each other, singing and rocking, giving praise to the Great Love that healed them.



Mary looked at each of them and said, “You are more beautiful than a golden moon; and we are sisters in both pain and liberation.” They all shouted out their thanks. Then Mary said again, “Let us also pray for the men who are our brothers in Ruah.” So they called out each one’s name, one at a time, and together imagined each brother standing in the midst of the fire with his arms wide open, and the seven flames of El burning brightly in his body. When they imagined Jesus, Sarah said, “I see him as the sun itself,” and many others agreed. And as they held their brothers in the Light of the One, their love for each of them deepened.
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A Quiet Revolution



Age 31



 



 



That night Phillip walked with James in a field. “What are your thoughts friend?” he asked.



James looked at him with his fierce sharp eyes. “I am constantly amazed by all this,” he said as he rubbed the back of his neck with his rough hand. “I am a man of action, Phillip. I always have been. My brother John, well he is more of a dreamer, like you — though don’t let his calmness fool you. He’s got a temper, I can tell you that! When we were kids he loved to go out and wander the hills with some of our cousins who shepherded sheep. He said it gave him time to think. But I’ve always been a man of the sea. I love the constant changes, the storms, the hard life and work of fishing. What I feel in my guts is that there is no reason to dream unless you are free to act on that dream. So I keep wishing we would do something more than wander around Galilee like this. We need to take this Light right into Jerusalem.”



“But that will be dangerous. You know this.”



“I’ve never run from danger, my brother. If we want to bring real change to this country it has to come from Jerusalem.”



“We are not revolutionaries,” Phillip said quietly.



“No? You think not? I say Jesus is the most revolutionary man this country has ever seen. You mark my words. He is working in a much more powerful way than mere politics. This is a total revolution.”



“A total revolution?”



“Yes, of how we see life itself: how we think, how we see each other. Jesus seems harmless, but he knows how radical he really is, and what it will cost to finish this work.”



“And what do you think it will it cost?”



“Everything, friend. Everything!” James’ eyes burnt with an inner flame.



Phillip sighed. “I love peace. Sometimes I miss just playing my flute with my sheep. But… believe me, I wouldn’t miss being part of this for anything.”



“Even if it comes to violence and cost you your life in the end?”



“Yes… I’ve talked to the Master about it. Even if it comes to that.”



“May Alaha give us all strength, my friend,” he said, and James drew Phillip’s forehead to his own. They stood like this for some time, letting breath be with breath, heart with heart.



 



Peter sat by a fire with John and Bartholomew. Bartholomew was brewing a tea of wild sage and mint. He had wild bushy hair, like Peter’s, but it was as brown as dirt. Peter watched his patient hands. Everything Bartholomew did he did slowly, and carefully. Soon Peter’s thoughts were drifting, and he thought of his sons. John turned onto his back and started humming an old Hebrew melody. “I love that song,” Bartholomew said quietly.



John nodded and sang,



 



“‘To you Adonay, I call;



my rock, do not be deaf to me.



Hear my voice when I cry to you for help…’”



 



Peter threw some wood on the fire. They sat in silence for a while. Finally Peter asked, “Do you miss the sea, John?”



“Sometimes. I used to wish I didn’t have to get up every day before dawn and row out into the dark, but I miss that now — you know, the familiar rhythms of our lives.”



“And the smell of fish? Do you miss the smell of fish?” Peter asked.



John laughed. “Yes, I miss it. You can’t be a fisherman and not love the smell of fish… You wouldn’t last long if you hated it, would you? I think it seeps into our skin.”



Peter smiled. They had fished together for many years. Peter was older than John and James, and they had always looked up to him, for all the fishermen of Northern Galilee knew that Peter had a special relationship with the sea, with fish, with the moon and dark waters. Most of their fishing was done at night with torches they used to draw fish into their nets. They would often work together, with one or two boats at the center holding lights while the other boats drew the nets around them. 



“Peter, how many years have you fished Galilee?” Bartholomew asked.



“Since I was five. That’s forty years now.”



“That’s a lot of nets you’ve hauled, my brother.”



“Yes, lots of nets; lots of musht and sardines. I was thinking of my sons. No doubt they are out on the sea tonight. The weather’s good and they are probably doing well. You know, with the moon as it is the fishing gets better.”



“Well, we are still casting nets, brother,” John said.



“What do you mean?”



“I mean, we are holding up another kind of Light in the dark to draw another kind of fish, and casting nets of Love.”



“Yes, it’s like that,” Peter said. “I would have never dreamed I would be doing something like this. And you Bartholomew, did you ever think you would be traveling around healing people with your hands?”



Bartholomew had roamed the hills of Galilee since he was a boy, gathering wild herbs which he would sometimes sell, but more often trade for bread and cheese: just enough to keep him going. He lived within a great stillness. It radiated from his body. He thought about the question for a while, for he didn’t easily move out of the deep silence that held him. “No Peter,” he finally said slowly, “I thought I would always be gathering herbs and mixing teas. I was happy enough with it.” His large eyes glistened in the light.



“And what of you, John?” Peter asked. “How does this life fit you?”



John smiled, “It fits me fine. You know, something in me always wanted more than fishing. I just didn’t know what it was.”



“Well, you got more than fishing now, for sure,” Peter said. “Sometimes I wonder where all this will take us.”



“Perhaps to more adventure than any of us really want,” John answered.



“I never cared for more adventure than what the sea and weather gave,” Peter said. “That’s always been enough. I mean, how many times have we thanked Adonay that we made it back to land when the wind came howling out of the hills and waves rose like mountains around our boats?”



“I know…” John said, sitting up so he could look his friend in the eyes. “Peter,” he said soberly, “Do you know what James says? He is sure we are heading towards a violent end — all of us.”



“How could such Love and goodness lead to such a thing?” Peter asked.



“It’s a crazy world, my brother,” John answered. “I know, it doesn’t make sense to us here in the quiet of Galilee, but Jerusalem is another world altogether. You know, my grandfather lives there, and I have been enough times to know that the rules there are different. Here, we don’t care about power, but there it is a constant life and death struggle. If the Master threatens those in power, well… it won’t go well for any of us.”



Bartholomew nodded. “We must not be ignorant of these things. You know, even here, amidst the silence of these hills, we can still feel the lash of Rome as if it was on our own backs.”



“Rome? I wonder if Rome is as dangerous as our own people,” John said.



Bartholomew and Peter looked at him with questions in their eyes as John rolled himself up in his blankets.



“What do I know of such things?” Peter asked. “Galilee is my world; the sea my home. It’s all I’ve ever known. Do you think the Master will put us in harm’s way?”



“Not purposely,” Bartholomew said. “And there are all these women with us. We must take care of them too.”



“No, not purposefully,” John said. “I agree. But Jesus moves in harmony with stars, and holy voices, and angels… And who knows how they see things? We value peace, but is this what Alaha is after now? Or is it tearing things down so newness may come?”



“Tearing things down? That sounds dangerous enough,” said Peter as he pulled his blankets over his knees. “May Alaha keep us…”



“Yes… and with that thought in my heart I’ll say good night my brothers,” John said. “And may the Great Love give us wisdom and answer our every prayer with peace.”



They nodded and Peter whispered, “I say Amen to peace,” as Bartholomew handed him a steaming bowl of tea.
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True Discernment



Age 31



 



 



When autumn came Jesus felt it was time to go south. Everyone knew by now it could be dangerous, but he said to his followers, “The circle of Love must expand to embrace all or it will shrink ever smaller until its flames die out.” So the little band of simple men and passionate women came into Judea. As they traveled people would walk with them for a while and learn what they could, then turn back to their homes.



When they entered the town of Lydda, in the western part of Judea, Jesus taught in the square, and many religious leaders and students from the Synagogue came to listen.



“Teacher,” a white bearded man called out, “speak to us of true judgment.”



Jesus nodded, then came and knelt before him and said, “My brother, Alaha does not judge, we do. And our judgment is twisted, for our minds are turned against the innocent nature of what is true. True discernment is knowing the unity of the pure innocence of El and sensing it everywhere.”



“Are you saying then we should not judge our own conduct, or the conduct of others?” the old man replied.



“I am saying be humble and open, for until your minds are turned back around to the One Light in all things your judgment cannot be clear. You cast the shadows of division on your own soul and then out upon the world. This is not true seeing. And when the shadows you cast meet the shadows others cast there is conflict, or even war.” Then he stood up, and looking at them all said, “Turn your minds around from the dark of separation to Oneness in the Light you truly are, then you will see yourself and others with the eyes of the Abba’s Love. This is true discernment.”



“But what about evil?” the old man asked.



“What is evil?



“Beelzebub, the prince of darkness,” he replied, for they believed that all evil was caused by devils.



“Do not blame powers you have no control over for the darkness you create your self. When you turn your mind against what your body knows is pure and good you create your own devils. And each time your body cries out to make its innocence known you twist it in your understanding and deny innocence its true way. And so it cries out again and again according to its nature and this you call lust. And then you fight the sinful nature you are creating yourself and think you are being righteous. But I say to you, turn your minds around and the devils you have created will melt away in the purity of Light. There is no greater power than this, for this is the heart of Alaha.”



“But Teacher, what about unclean things then?” another man shouted. “Adonay has given us many clear instructions about what is pure and what is impure. If we see someone defiling themselves with an impure thing, surely you are not suggesting we should not judge this!”



“Have you not read in your own scriptures that ‘to the pure, all things are pure?’ All means all,” Jesus replied. “In the Life of Alaha there are no taboos, for all is Love and lived for Love, as Love, in the freedom of Love. So release yourselves into the One and find the pure innocence of everything. This is the door into Life.” The crowd erupted in much debate. Jesus came and sat with Mary and waited. She took his hand and kissed it.



“Alaha judges nothing?” she said. “This goes against everything they believe. Your teaching gets wilder and more dangerous all the time.”.



He looked at her soberly. “The more the River flows the stronger it gets. I open my mouth and Life comes out. If I took control of this and tried to change it I would not be in the way.” She nodded. “Isn’t it strange, Mary, that the most innocent truths are the most powerfully resisted?”’



“They go the deepest,” she answered. “Right down to the root of the tree.” She raised his first two fingers and held them together, as a sign of her standing with him and their love. He smiled.



One of the religious leaders of the town stood up and the crowd quieted. “Teacher,” he called out, “I am a Pharisee, and there are others here who are Sadducees. I believe in angels and that the body shall be resurrected from the dust, and the Sadducees do not. What of these differences? There must be ultimate truth: so tell us, who is right and who is wrong?”



Mary squeezed his hand and whispered, “Be careful, it’s a trap.” Jesus nodded and stood up. He looked at many faces in the crowd. The people were open and eager to know what he would say, for the differences of the religious parties had confused many of them for a long time. Jesus smiled at them all, and said, “Right now each of you experiences this moment colored by the beliefs of your hearts, for what you believe is how you perceive. What you choose to believe about reality will prove itself either true of false when you rise up from your body at death and see the face of Alaha. And you will laugh with the Abba when you see how things really are, for they are far more beautiful and free than you can now imagine. Until then, tell me, are your differences more important than the loving nature of Alaha himself?” The Pharisee frowned. Jesus raised his voice. “Choose to believe the highest good and beauty you can conceive of, and always remember that the ultimate truth is far greater than this. Then grow from beauty into more beauty, and good into a higher good.”



A Sadducee stood up and said, “The Pharisees say that righteousness is the most important thing, and we say mercy. What do you say? Who is right?”



Jesus shook his head and looked at Mary. She said, “These men are so busy listening to their own thoughts they can’t hear what you’re saying.” He nodded and turned to the man and said, “A half a truth will always hold a shadow, my brother. True righteousness is mercy, for in a world as blind as this only mercy is right.” The man blinked at him, as if he was confused and sat down.



Jesus walked through the crowd and stood before the group of Pharisees and looked carefully at each of them, then went and looked at each of the Sadducees. He saw many sincere and open souls in each group. Then he went to the center of the crowd and said, “Love, forgiveness, and compassion are the most essential truths of Life. Do not argue about these things but live them. Let the Ruah of Love breathe Love into you, and do unto others what you wish they would do unto you. I say forgive each other for the sake of more Love in the world, and hold your differences lightly. This fulfills all the Law and the Prophets.”



Many in the crowd sighed with relief at his answer; but some of the religious men shook their heads, for the power that gave their lives meaning lay in their fighting against an adversary for what they believed was true, and they were not willing to let their power go.



Then a Pharisee called out, “Teacher, these are hard times, and many people are discouraged, and yet they seek Adonay with only half a heart. Many drink too much wine, and others even seek comfort with common whores. How would you stir them up to strive once more to be righteous?”



Jesus looked at the crowd silently for a long time, and then back at Mary who quietly watched him, and then to the faces of the women with her who looked at him with tender eyes. He remained in silence until some of the crowd became restless. Then he said, “When you strive to be righteous you strengthen your true sin.”



Many of the people burst out in loud complaints, for they believed Adonay was righteous and commanded them to be righteous above all things. James looked at Peter and his brother John and shook his head. But Jesus put up his hands and said, “Listen, and hear what I am saying!” The people slowly quieted. “Alaha alone is right and true and Alaha is Love and so much freer and happier than you imagine. You cannot strive to come into harmony with Alaha, for striving comes from your sense of need and makes your dream of separation seem more real. You must yield into Love like a lover yields into her lover’s arms. Let Love ravish you, and the freedom of the Ruah will stop your striving and turn you gently to the One and bring you into peace. Then you shall naturally do what is good and true for it will flow from the nature of the Light you are: and that nature is compassion, and true understanding, and the Love that embraces all and heals.”



“Then are you saying that our sense of being creatures who are separate from Alaha is our true sin?” a young student asked.



“Just this!” Jesus answered. “The joy of the One is the portion of all. To miss this is the true meaning of sin. Look into each other’s eyes: there is one Light in us all, and that Light is the Light of Adonay, for Adonay is everywhere, as the prophet proclaimed, ‘If I should ascend into the heavens, you are there, or descend into Hades, you are there.’ We live and move in the One and the One lives and moves in us — closer than the thoughts of our minds or our beating hearts — but you do not believe this because your mind forever thinks about differences and does not see all that is the same. Because of this you believe you are separate from the Great Love and that is your sin. And from this sin comes all the strife and suffering of the world. The axe must be laid to the root of the tree of the lie of separation. Then you will see clearly the unity of all in its celebrative dance.”



“And how does the axe cut the root, Teacher?” asked a women, for she was given courage to speak by the women who ministered with Jesus. There was a murmuring of criticism amongst many of the men.



But Jesus said, “How blessed are you for asking. Love that is freely given and without limits is the axe. It alone shatters the spell and wakes the soul.”



Then the crowd dispersed slowly. Many of the students came and talked with Jesus and the disciples, and the women talked to many women and blessed them and their children.
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The Good Father



Age 31



 



 



The chief Rabbi was a good man with an open heart and mind. He asked Jesus to come to the school and speak to his students the next day so that they could discuss and debate all that he said. So Jesus came and stood amidst a circle of students with his disciples, but the women were not allowed to enter. The Rabbi thanked him for coming and for his courage to see old truths with new eyes. Jesus looked on the old man with much Love.



One of the students asked, “Teacher, you say we should not strive to be righteous, and yet it is so easy to be evil to each other and hard at times to be good. How can we walk the path of true good without striving and much effort? If this is truly possible it would be a very great truth to know.”



Jesus said, “This can only come through a deep change of your heart. I will tell you a story. Once there was a wealthy man, much respected in his town, who had two sons. The older son always strove to be good, to respect his father’s wishes and to do all things in an orderly way. The younger son was wild and free in his spirit, and longed to see the world and know adventure. And the younger son said to his father, ‘Give me my inheritance now so that I may go my way and live as I wish.’ Though this was a great grief to the father, the father gave him all he asked. But the older son was angry with his brother and would not bid him well, for he had brought shame upon their father as if he were wishing him dead, Then the younger son went his way while the older son stayed with his father and served him night and day and cursed his brother for the grief that he had brought to his father’s heart. And the younger son spent his money on travel and drink and with the whores of every village until he had spent it all. Then he lay down in despair. But a man, who was not a Jew, gave him a job herding pigs. So he lived in filth and squalor, and at times was so hungry he even ate food from the pig’s troughs; and those who saw him despised him as the lowest of creatures.



“Then at last, when he had suffered all he could bear, he said to himself, ‘I will return to my father’s house, though I am not worthy to be received, for I have shamed him and brought shame upon my good name as well. But I will ask to be as a hired servant, for at least I will have decent food to eat and a clean bed for sleep.’ So he returned, dressed in rags with the stench of pigs upon him. His father was watching for him every day, and when he saw him he recognized him, though others could not. So he ran to him and kissed him again and again, and commanded his servants to wash him and dress him in colorful robes and to put bright rings of gold on every finger.



“Then he made a great feast and invited all his friends to eat and dance and sing for he said, ‘My son who was dead is alive!’ The young man’s heart was filled with love for his father, and he sat with great humility in the chief seat, for this is what pleased his father, and he knew he would live from that day forth to bring his father joy.



“But the older son would not join them. So the father searched for him until he found him and said, ‘My son, come to the feast, for your brother who was lost has been found!’ But the older son said, ‘All my life I have striven to be good and to please you — and this son of yours has abused your good and disrespected you in every way. He has wasted his inheritance with whores, and yet you receive him back freely and put rings on his fingers, and honor him in ways you have never honored me.’



“The father said, ‘Are you grieved at my mercy? If you love me my son, come now and rejoice with me, for the gift your brother has given me is worth more than all the silver and gold I own, for his actions have created in me a heart of compassion and mercy and the gift-giving that alone restores a lost soul to its home.’



“But the older brother would not come, so the father smiled at him a little sadly and said, ‘So, you too shall teach me much about how to love.’ Then he returned to the feast.”



Jesus nodded to them all, then to the Rabbi and said, “I will not say more than this today, for this story is enough to debate for many years. Truly, if you understand its truth it has the power to transform you.”



As he was going out a man named Judas Iscariot came to him. He was visiting from the school of a certain Rabbi in Jerusalem. He said, “Master, I have never heard a man teach such as you. Let me come with you and your disciples for some days, for I wish to learn more.”



Jesus looked at him, and saw that his heart was passionate for what was true and good. And he felt the Ruah open its arms within him; so he smiled and said, “Come my brother, all are welcome on the paths of Adonay.”
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Is He Mad Or Wise?
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Then Jesus left Lydda and walked with Mary and his disciples on the road towards Jerusalem. He felt a great joy and stopped and gathered them all in a circle. They joined hands and sang a Hallel of David for they were going to the holy city. Then he said to them, “Remain in the innocence of your true Life, for in this you are lambs of the Abba in the midst of many wolves.”



Phillip raised his arms and loudly said, “May we be free in the breath of El that breathes through our songs and smiles.”



Jesus hugged him, then went to the center of the circle and spun around slowly, looking at each of their eyes. When he stopped he gave thanks and said, “Look at each other, my brothers and sisters, and never take each other for granted, for that is the first step towards the sleep in which Love dies.”



“I love you all,” Sarah cried, and Peter said, “Yes, with all my heart.” And the others spoke their love and thankfulness to each other and the sky.



Then Jesus said, “Yes, love each other with all your hearts, and so you will stay awake. Be quick to turn your minds around each time you start to sink in slumber, for the world that we are about to enter contains a great and powerful spell. Blessed are you who know the mystery of a bird’s flight across the sea, and the self-giving of a tree, and the deep true wisdom in the flesh of a woman. Blessed are you who look into each other’s eyes and see the unknown and unknowable, and love that beautiful thing.”



Judas, who could be a bold man said, “Teacher, may good be only on you and all who follow you.”



Jesus said, “How blessed it is to be despised and persecuted and to continue to love and shine, for the willingness to suffer for the sake of all you love is freedom from fear itself. And in this freedom shall Love flourish and grow on and on. For Love is the free movement of Abba happening, and this is the kingdom that all secretly seek to know.”



Then Jesus shouted a great howl of joy that shocked Judas; and he started dancing around and speaking praises to the sky, and the others did too. As they howled and laughed and danced and hugged each other Judas looked at Jesus and wondered if this man was wise or mad. He determined that he would find out for himself.
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As they came closer to Jerusalem they saw a great crowd ahead of them on the road. As they drew near they heard the weeping of many women and saw the grieved faces of those who were gathered around a man who had been crucified by Rome. This was the way they kept the people crushed in spirit, for it was a cruel and shameful way to die. It was a young man: he had been beaten without mercy and his flesh hung from his body. He was naked and his arms were pulled out of their sockets, and though the people tried to keep them away, crows had eaten out his eyes and were pulling flesh from his bones. Jesus felt the people’s suffering and fear. Mary came and leaned back against him, and they gazed up together at the young man. Their eyes said what they could not say and glistened with tears. Then Simon started singing from the psalms of David a song of mourning, and they all joined in,



 



‘When my heart is overwhelmed:



lead me to the rock that is higher than I…’



 



And some of the grieving ones sang too. They stayed there for some time, trying to comfort the people — but most were too bitter and disconsolate.



When they left Jesus was unable to speak and walked with Mary in silence for many miles. Then he turned to them all and said. “To be crucified like that is the people’s worst fear; therefore it must be the path to their greatest liberation.” John asked him what he meant, but Mary was afraid she already knew in her heart. Jesus said, “Whatever we run from will be the master of us. The strongest fear must be embraced with the greatest Love. In this way we shall be free of all fear and Love alone will master us. In the Abba is no fear, for there can be no fear in Love. Love throws fear out of its house and dances boldly in Life’s joy. So let us not fall into the trap of seeking to become a Master, but only seek to be mastered by Love.”



“And how shall we be mastered?” asked James.



“By staying open to the trusting child you most truly are. It is the child of Alaha who alone can overcome the pride and fear that binds the spell of darkness in its place.”



“But teacher,” said Judas, “in times like these, we do not need children. We need to be strong men.”



“Judas, this is what John the Baptist once said to me as well; but I ask you, with what kind of strength? There is a strength in man that forever clashes with the strength in others. Then it is the women and children who suffer, and the suffering goes on and on. And even if you should win the victory, it will be your own brother who lies broken and defeated at your feet.”



“But the Romans are not our brothers but our oppressors! What are you saying?”



“Yes, in these brutal ways we have just seen it is true, Judas. They are the cruel enemies of Israel. But they are humans too, with dreams of being home with their own wives and children. Beyond the red robes and spears are men who are just like us in the circle of the One who embraces all. It must be so, for no matter what, all still exist in the Presence of the Abba’s Love. So let us seek to overcome evil with good and melt hard hearts open with an innocence that is willing even to be slaughtered for the sake of its truth. I can see no other way.”



Judas shook his head and pondered greatly what he said. The disciples talked about it for a long time as they walked. But Mary walked in silence with her sisters and secretly grieved, for she was feeling in her bones where they all might go.
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They came at last to the outskirts of Jerusalem. They were weary, but it was the Sabbath day and they knew they could purchase no food. So they all started picking grain to eat from the fields outside the city walls. A group of Pharisees who sat under a tree saw them and one said, “You are doing what is not lawful on the Sabbath day.” Jesus said nothing, but went on picking grain and giving some to Mary.



Then Mary went over to the men and looked them in the eyes, smiled and poured a handful of grain in one of their laps and said, “Don’t I know you from somewhere?” The man recognized her from a time he had been in Magdala and became embarrassed, and afraid, and said nothing. She smiled sweetly at him and went back into the fields to pluck more grain.



Jesus came to them with Phillip, whose eyes shone like a lamb’s. And Jesus said, “Why is this not lawful to do?”



They began to quote the Law of Moses, but Jesus held up his hand and said, “Again I ask, why?”



One man said, “What do you mean?”



Jesus said, “Why do you bother yourselves about a band of ragged pilgrims who are tired and hungry and are eating a few handfuls of raw grain?



They said, “Because this is the Law of Adonay, and we must fear him.”



Jesus said, “So it is out of fear for your own souls that you reprove hungry people? Do you care at all for our need, or even for what may become of us if the wrath of Adonay should come on us for eating here today?”



They looked around at each other. Then one of them said, “Who do you think you are? Are you making up your own laws then?”



Phillip smiled and said, “Yes…”



But Jesus looked hard at Phillip then said, “No, but the Law of Adonay is the law of Love, and that law we are keeping here today. It is because of this that Mary did not say more to the man she knows and that I am even talking to you now, because I know Adonay loves you and wants you to rise above your blinded minds into the freedom of true righteousness.”



One said, “And what do you mean, true righteousness. Keeping the Law is righteousness.”



Jesus called Sarah, who was as shapely and beautiful as the finest mare in a king’s stables. And he said, “Look into this woman’s face and tell me what you see.”



They looked at her for a moment and one by one averted their eyes. And he said, “Why won’t you look at her?”



One of them said, “It is not lawful to gaze at a woman to lust after her.”



“Is this all she is then, just an object of your lust and cause of fear? Is this the good fruit of your many rules and laws? You,” he said to the oldest man amongst them, “Look again.”



Sarah went and knelt down close to him and began to gaze into his eyes. At first his eyes shifted this way and that, and then he began to see her. She said, “Relax. All is well. I want nothing from you, nor you from me but only this. See me and let me see you.” The old man began to see her, and his face relaxed, and he began to chuckle and felt a great relief. Then he looked more carefully and saw the Love in her and felt a great Love arising in his heart. She moved slowly and put her arms around him and held him. He sighed and felt what he had longed to feel since he was a child. The other men could not help but feel the goodness of what was happening.



Then the man who Mary knew went to her and said, “Forgive me.”



“All is well my brother,” she replied, and hugged him. They rose up and one said, “Come with us to the Synagogue and teach us today.” So they went with them.



Many people were there, including a lame man who stood by the door. Jesus put his arm around him and led him in — and though this confused the man, he followed. Then Jesus had him sit down with him in the front. The old man who Sarah had gazed at stood up and said, “The teacher we have heard of from Galilee is here today and I have asked him to speak.” There was a great stir of interest, for many had heard of him.



Jesus stood up. He looked over at Mary who stood outside the door, and felt an urge to run to her. She held up her two fingers to say, ‘we are one’. He smiled, and let out a sigh and turned back to the people. “What I have to teach is very brief: I only have one question.”



The Rabbi said, “Ask it then.”



Jesus took the hand of the lame man and stood him up. The man leaned heavily on his staff, for one leg was curled like a burnt leaf. Jesus asked, “Is it lawful to do good and heal this moment, even though you call it the Sabbath day?” They talked amongst themselves for a while and when it seemed they could not answer it grieved Jesus, so he grabbed the man’s stick away and held him up by his shoulders with both his hands and shouted, “Be whole as you are truly whole!” Then he dropped his hands and the man stood up straight and tall and his legs were as strong as a man in his youth. All the people gasped for they had never seen such a thing. Jesus looked at the religious leaders: some were amazed and glad and others had frowns on their faces. So he said, “Go learn this, the essence of the law is Love, for Alaha is Love and if you do not Love you will never know Alaha, though you dress in robes that make you seem holy. Love is not a teaching, nor rules, nor rituals, nor the Sabbath, nor traditions. Love is an action that makes us free and well.



“Man was not made for the Sabbath, but the Sabbath given that man might rest in the arms of Love. It is a time to lay down your burdens and be free: a day to be renewed and celebrate Life and do good to each other and rejoice.”



Then Jesus called Mary to come to him and she came. Most of the men grumbled, for a woman was not allowed to stand where she stood. Jesus said, “Look at my face and then at hers.” Jesus looked at Mary with joy and she felt his Love and shone with love for him. Then Jesus said, “What do you see? Can you see that this joy between us is the very breath of El?” He waited, but no one spoke. He shook his head, “Do not think that Alaha is far off or too holy to be approached by common people,” he shouted, “for Alaha is right here, in us all, and wherever Love is happening.” Then he took her by the hand and walked out. The beggar followed them for some ways, praising Adonay and telling everyone who passed that he had been healed.



Some of the Pharisees went from there to the leaders of Jerusalem and told them all that Jesus had done and said. And they talked together for a long time. Many of them said that this man was possibly more dangerous than John.
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They returned to Galilee, for Jesus received news of the Jewish leader’s ruminations and many who were for him came and said that it would soon be dangerous if they stayed. But Judas said they should stay, for he could talk with the leaders, as he knew many men of power in the council of the Sanhedrin. But Jesus felt that more goodness was crying out to be done before he confronted them: so they traveled slowly through the regions of Samaria and Decapolis and then passed to the east of the Lake of Galilee to the wilderness area near Gergesa. The Ruah of Alaha continued to flow through Jesus to heal many, and the disciples continued to grow in the power of the breath of El, and many blessings and healings flowed through their hands as well. Because of this, wherever they went the news spread and great crowds came out to meet them, for the simple people of the north still welcomed them with open arms.



Mary and Jesus loved each other every night and soothed one another’s souls. Jesus would rest in her arms and feel her heart beat and the rhythm of her breathing, then arise before the roosters awoke, or birds stirred in the trees, so he could lay on the ground under the night sky with his arms opened wide. There he would sing his praises of thanks, and recite his longings, and rest in empty silence, and share his laughter with the Great Heart that was freely giving Life to everything.



Jesus longed to share his joy of communing with the Abba like this with his followers: so they went away from the sea out into a wild place. But young men from Gergesa were searching the hills for them and when they saw them they ran back and told the people of the town and many came. Soon there were over 2,000 people. As Jesus looked upon them he said to the disciples, “Go and walk amongst them, and speak to as many as you can. Look into their eyes, and pray for them, and be free to practice your gifts of healing.” So they did for some hours and there were many healings.



The people had once again come unprepared, and so by late afternoon they became hungry. Jesus had them gather all the food they could find, but there were just a few baskets of bread and some dried fish and sacks of olives. He said to the women, “Gather around and lay your hands on the food.” Then he told the crowd that any woman who wished to pray with them should come. Many women came with their children. They were happy and full of expectation, for they had all heard of the miracle of the food that had happened in the north of Galilee the year before.



The women asked the children to pray that the food would have no end. The children laughed and played like it was a game: so they spread their arms over the food and said many words from their hearts and sang some songs of thanks. Then they passed the food around and everyone ate their fill. When the people saw that another great miracle had happened a man stood up and shouted, “Surely this is our Messiah!” Many shouted their agreement. Then they arose up as one and said, ‘You are our king. You must go to Jerusalem and show them this great power!’ And many shouted ‘Yes, yes.’ Mary saw that Jesus was in great distress.



They kept shouting, ‘Jesus, Jesus! Jesus is our King. Our Messiah has come!’ and gathered around and wanted to lift him on their shoulders. But he raised his arms and shouted, “Be still!” They all stepped back from him. With pain in his eyes he looked around at them, then moved through the crowd which parted for him. He quickly walked alone towards the eastern hills without looking back.



Mary said to Peter and James, “You know this is not his way.” They watched him go, then gathered their things and told the people to return to their homes for Jesus would not come back for some time. The people left with much talk amongst themselves.



Mary and the disciples gathered and put their arms around each other and prayed for the wisdom of El to be with him. Mary said, “It is hard for him to let the people experience their wrong ways of thinking — but it must be so.” Most of the disciples knew that what she said was true, but Judas and some of the others wondered why he would walk away from such a great opportunity.
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Jesus walked until the gray evening sky thinned and it grew dark and the stars once more shone through. He gazed up and felt peace, for he loved the white sea of stars as if they were the glittering robe of the infinite. He made a place to lie down and talked to the Abba all night. In the gray cold before dawn, he slept a little, wrapped in his robe until the sun arose and warmed him. In the freshness of morning he sat up and felt the joy of singing birds as a wild goat and her kid came and browsed near him. He lifted his breath from earth to sky and back to earth, as was his custom, until he felt wide open in the innocence of Alaha.



He kept opening and yielding his heart, in the way he yielded his body to Mary, until his body felt as weightless as wind. Then a small Light shone before him. He gazed at it; and his mind became a smile that greeted a smile as the Light slowly expanded into a ball of snowy Light and took form.



It was a woman dressed in a yellow robe with long scarlet ribbons hanging from her golden hair. She wore a sash of emerald green with a broach of pearl; and her face shone so brightly he could scarcely see her shining eyes. She smiled at him; and he knew her more truly than he knew Mary, or himself — and yet, he could not remember her name. She clasped her hands together, as if in prayer, and bowed to him. Then glancing up at him over the top of her fingertips, with a smile in her eyes she disappeared.



As the vision faded ecstasy filled him; and he opened more, and surrendered more, and laughed in the freedom of Light until, with the soft sound of running animals, wild dogs came near, sniffing. As the goats froze with fear the dogs sensed the Presence of the One and lay down. Their eyes softened into peace; and the goats went to them and sniffed their ears. Jesus sat and rested in the smile of his heart for a long time until the dogs ran off and the goats wandered away.



Then he arose and knew from the center of his being his choice was right and true. So he walked back towards the sea to find those he loved.
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He found them waiting where he left them. They greeted him with Love and saw the clear Light burning in his eyes. Mary embraced him silently. She felt there was nothing she needed to say. Jesus kissed her and blessed her in his heart that she knew him so well.



They gathered their things in silence, then walked together deeper into the wilderness until they found a sandy wash and a small spring amidst the jumble of stones. There they set up a camp of cut branches and goatskin tents.



For many days Jesus led them in opening their beings to Ruah. They used their hands to light the flames of Elohim in their bodies, then spun in circles and sang new songs of praise from their hearts. Both by day and night they gazed up into the freedom of the sky until they could feel the free Ruah moving in them. Then they rode the freedom of Ruah in wishes of Love for each other and all the people. Even Thomas and Judas, who wanted to understand everything first with their minds, sensed the freedom of Ruah moving and knew great moments of joy.



When they felt their time was done they began walking back towards Capernaum to see the families of the fishermen, Mary’s sisters, and Jesus’ family there. Thomas and Judas wished to go ahead and talk about things alone. So Jesus asked them to tell their families in private that they were coming, which they did, so that when they came along the shore close to Capernaum the families of Peter and Andrew, John and James came out to greet them. When the crowd parted they saw Jesus’ mother Mary and Abigail coming. They ran to him and embraced him with tears of joy. They had heard of his marriage to Mary of Magdala and Abigail was bubbling with joy to meet her. She hugged her as a sister, but Mother Mary was reserved and greeted her with the politeness of those who hold back half their heart. So Mary Madeline looked at Jesus with sadness in her eyes, but understanding; and Jesus loved her all the more.



Jesus asked his mother, “And where are James and Judas?”



“They are working at the shop in Nazareth, for their business has grown, my son.”



“And are they well?”



“They are strong and well. They hear many stories of you and their hearts rejoice. They wish that some day they might come and join you.”



Abigail said, “Mary, come walk with me! We have many things to share. Oh, and you too Jesus — but only if you want, of course. I wouldn’t try to tell a wild goat what to do.” Jesus laughed with Abigail, and kissed his Mother who returned with the others to the house of Jacob and Ruth.



Jesus, Mary and Abigail walked along the sea where many children were playing. Jesus splashed some of them as they walked by and the children shouted and splashed him back. Then Jesus splashed Abigail and Mary. Abigail ran and grabbed him by the robes; and the children gathered around, shouting with joy, and all pulled him down into the water. Jesus played as if he was drowning, but a boy pulled his head up by the hair. Jesus blew water in the boy’s face, so they all jumped on him and he wrestled with them. Then Jesus said, “What about her?” The children looked at Abigail and all ran at her. She ran away screaming until they caught her and threw her down into the water. Jesus came and dunked her three times. She dunked him back seven; then they swam together, playing and laughing for some time.



Mary sat quietly on the shore, feeling sad in her heart and wondering if the many experiences of her life had taken away her ability to play like this, for she felt it somehow had no place in her. But she enjoyed watching them and laughed with their laughter. Then she thought of Salome and stood up and motioned to Jesus that she was going to town. He waved to her just before another child dunked him.



After a while the children left, for it was time for the midday meal, and Jesus and Abigail lay in the water together.



“Oh my brother,” she said, “I’ve wanted so badly to come and be with you. Mother says that James and Judas wish you well, which is true enough — that is, as far as they are able to think good thoughts about anyone. Alaha knows, they need new minds entirely. I know they still have many questions bubbling around in their brains about your work, and the Law of Moses, and teachings of the Rabbis, and what it means to be a Jew. They are such bores. They talk about these things all the time, and even though the sun is shining and flowers growing and birds singing, they go on and on, and debate each other forever as they work.”



“But this is what they have always done,” Jesus said with a smile, and she laughed and said, “It’s true! Do you see how hopeless they are?”



Jesus touched her on the tip of her nose, “And you, Abigail, what do you feel about all that’s happening?”



She twirled a long strand of her yellow hair around a finger, thinking. “I believe you are in the center of Alaha’s purpose for your life, and that something new is coming into the world through you. It is like we are birds who have forgotten that we can fly and you have come to remind us that we are not chickens.” Jesus laughed and stroked her cheek. She took his hand and squeezed it, then said, “Jesus, Mama and the boys were shocked when we heard about you and Mary of Magdala, for everybody knew who she was… And then you married her like you did: I mean without a betrothal, or a dowry, or making announcements, or a Rabbi, or a family gathering... You broke every single tradition to pieces. It was amazing! I’m so proud of you,” she said. He shook his head and smiled. Then she sighed and said more seriously, “Mama knows in her deep heart that it must be right and good. Still, she was so sad. She couldn’t hide it. I know she has many doubts and questions.”



“I understand,” he said softly. “And what about James and Judas? What do they think about my marriage now?”



“I’m not sure. You know James. He believes in you in his own way, and Judas, well it is stretching him a bit, for sure. You know he always wants to be so right. It’s frightening!”



“And you, my sister? Your real feelings now: I know there is something serious in you, somewhere.”



“Even in my most serious and sober and upright and righteous true self I think it is perfect! As Alaha knows, everything you do turns the world upside down. It was a perfectly wild thing to do,” she said with a bright smile, and then quietly, “You must love her with a love as big as the sky.”



“Yes, Abigail, I do. She is the one Alaha created to be my other half. She is the one I have longed for.” He waited for a moment in silence and sensed not to tell anyone, even Abigail, who she really was unless Mary gave her permission.



“And what of Rachael? Did you ever see her again?”



Jesus laughed because Abigail seemed to know just what he was thinking. “Yes. I have seen her again. Her life has changed much: and she is beautiful, and good, and happy,” Jesus replied, and looked at his sister with smiling eyes. She smiled back at him as if she was keeping a secret.



“And you, my brother, what will you do now?”



“I will stay here in the North Country until the times are right, and then take this message back to Judea and Jerusalem.”



“And then…?” Her face was solemn.



“Then I will fulfill the reason I was born.”



“The reason you were born? I thought is was to bother me.”



“Oh, yes, of course. But I mean the other reason. But don’t ask me now what that is or how it will unfold — for I’m just taking one step at a time — like a child learning to walk.”



“Like a child learning to heal, and do miracles, and fly,” she said as she splashed a little water at his face and laughed.



“Nothing is impossible in the Light of Alaha,” Jesus said without wiping his face but letting the water drip off his beard.



“And your deepest fear…” she asked slowly.



“Ah… that. You mean if I am really crazy?” She nodded. “Well, the Great Love comes, and the Ruah moves, and people are healed. And Alaha keeps opening my eyes to worlds within this world. I cannot tell you Abigail, the beauty that I’ve seen. So, if I am mad, it seems to be a wonderful form of madness, much better than being sane and selling fish.”



“Oh… so you have something against common fish merchants then?”



“No… I meant…”



“I say thanks be to Alaha for fish merchants,” she said defiantly, “because I happen to love eating fish. It’s why I talked Mama into coming to Capernaum today, so we could buy bushels of fish, because I plan to eat so much fish that I become as fat as one of Solomon’s cows. And believe me, it takes a lot of fish to make anyone fat at all. So it’s going to take lots and lots of fish from lots of fish sellers to fatten me up,” she said, grabbing the skin of her ribs. “Yes, that’s how it is! I certainly didn’t come all this way hoping to meet up with some crazy man who wanders around talking about Love and being free and all that. Wild dreams: nothing but clouds in the sky, I say! Give me a down-to-earth, sweet smelling fish seller anytime!”



He laughed and splashed her, but she didn’t splash back. She just suddenly stared at him, as if she wanted to climb through his eyes and hug him from the inside. He sighed and kissed her. Then they got up, and dripping wet walked hand in hand into the village.
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They found their mother at Ruth’s and Jesus sat with her. “Ah, Mother, so many changes…” he said and sighed as he watched her face, for it was solemn. She reached out her hand, then smiled at him, but her eyes still showed her hurt. “Speak to me, Mother,” Jesus said.



“Oh, my son, it is just a mother’s longing for her first born. I never thought that you would marry, but if you did I imagined a great wedding, with all our family and friends, and the beauty of your bride’s face, and your father’s pride and mine. I thought perhaps it would be Rachael, if there was a woman for you. But it was a great shock when I heard you had married a woman who is well known… Mary of Magdala,” and she said no more.



“Mother, you must know I could not be happy, or hold my head up before Adonay, or that the Ruah would be flowing as it is unless my heart was clear and innocent in this.”



“Yes…” she said, “it must be so.”



“There is more to this than I can tell you now. It is up to Mary, but know that I love her as my own Life, and that Adonay has made us for each other as surely as a lamb’s lips are made for its mother’s milk, or the green earth made for the sun.”



Mary looked at her son’s eyes. “Oh, how can I forget the Light that shines so brightly in you. Give me time, my son. Let my heart turn from its shadows as it wills. I still miss my Joseph so much… and you. And…” then she couldn’t speak. Jesus took her in his arms and she softly cried for a while. “Please, tell your Mary I am sorry,” she finally said, “but in the time of Adonay I will better understand my own heart. And may his Love help me welcome her as a mother should welcome her own daughter.”



“We must trust the Ruah’s work in her heart through this as well,” Jesus said. His mother nodded and sighed.
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Mary went to Salome’s house and found her out in her garden. She waited in silence for a few minutes, enjoying watching Salome working with the earth, then quietly said, “Salome…” Salome spun around excitedly and ran to her. “Oh, Mary! Mary! How I have missed you!” she cried.



“And I you! Is all well with you sweet sister?” Mary asked as they kissed and embraced.



“All is well; come, let’s have tea. I have many things to tell — and from all I have heard you have many things to tell as well.” With arms around each other they went back through the alleyway into the house. Mary sat on the low couch and sighed deeply. She felt her heart churning. It was like something was stuck in her throat, and she hoped her talk with Salome would get it out. Salome poured tea and brought out sheep’s cheese, bread and olives.



“And our sisters, how are they?” Mary asked.



“Ah, so very well. We have changed many things as we agreed,” Salome answered. “We only open men to Ruah now. Some new women have joined us, but a few have returned to their old ways for we don’t make as much money as we were accustomed to. It seems that if you want to be rich you serve the beast in man, and if you want to be poor you serve the angel.”



Mary could see that Salome was living much simpler now, and yet her house was still beautiful and seemed even lighter. “And have you learned many new things?” Mary asked.



“Of course: the work just gets deeper. My regular customers are turning many shadows around in their minds. It takes time, as you know, and much Love, but they are shining with a new joy and tell me they feel like they are growing more whole and alive. One of them is a rabbi, and he says that many people have told him he has become gentler and more compassionate, but that he dare not tell them what is happening to him.”



Mary nodded. “Of course not. And you, do you still give your body as before?”



“No, it is different now, for after you and the Master blessed me I did not wish to carry the darkness of men again. So I keep washing in the Great Love as the Master showed us and feel much lighter inside. I follow my sense of Love and what seems best for each man. We still work with ointments and our hands to move pleasure and Ruah through their bodies. Sometimes the man is at a place where his spirit is getting free, but more is needed to bring a deeper sense of innocence. Then I may open more of myself to him. But instead of work, it has become a great pleasure because of the purity of holy Presence,” she said with a smile that held many stories. “And you Mary, how does it go with you? Stories were flying all over the village that you and the Master were married.”



“Yes, it’s true!”



“Ah… he truly is a wise man. And the marriage ceremony? We heard that you just made the whole thing up.” Mary laughed and nodded. Salome sighed. “How I wish I could have been there.”



“Oh my sweet sister, it all happened so fast. We united our bodies in Love, and the next morning we just had to celebrate our joy with all. Before you know it, there was a beautiful celebration lasting many days. Things are like that with the Master: everything can be created new. In truth, the celebration has never ended. It is like I am living in a dream of Love: that all life really is only this. The Master is my lover, and with him I am washed every day in waters that shine. He sees things like a child, and yet flows with a power and wisdom that is older than stars.”



“I can’t imagine what it must be like to be with such a man,” Salome said wistfully.



Mary felt a tender love for her sister and reached out and touched Salome’s cheek. “Well, I fell in love with him because he opened me; and he opens me again and again. This is a great beauty, and I am such a blessed woman, and yet…” she looked down and sighed; then the sadness she felt welled up. “Salome, I can’t stop it!” she said. “I just feel that this path is going to lead us all into great darkness, and I’m afraid… so afraid of losing him again. When we were in Judea we saw a crucified man. It was more horrible than I ever imagined! What if…” and she began weeping.



Salome wiped Mary’s eyes with her scarf, then kissed her cheeks and lips. “Trust the Master,” she said softly.



“But he says things that frighten me.”



“Mary, there is a greater destiny at work here. You know that.”



“Yes… but oh Salome, I wish I really knew what is going to happen. Jesus seems so happy most of the time. And I do trust him… But…”



“Mary, there is no greater trust than when we face the unknown with our heads held high, for we fear the unknown much more than the known.”



Mary sighed and nodded, then took Salome’s hands. And with her eyes shining with all the tears yet to be cried, she said, “Oh, Salome, I know that if he should die my heart will die with him.”



Salome held her, and rocked her, and let her body speak what her voice could not say.
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They stayed many days in Capernaum for many welcomed them. One morning, as the most obstinate of the roosters was just giving up its crowing, a leper came to the outskirts of town. His stunk with rotting flesh, and those who saw him ran from him. Jesus had been walking by the sea with John and Phillip, and when he saw the man he went to him and felt the suffering of his soul coming through the dull eyes that peered through dirty bandages.



The leper got on his knees. “You are the healer. I can see that. Have mercy, Master,” he said.



“What do you want?” Jesus asked, for he knew it was essential for the man to say it.



The man said, “Master, I have heard of you and come a long ways to find you. If you are willing, you can heal me.”



Jesus felt great compassion and asked John and Philip to hold the man up tenderly in their arms. Then he passed his hands over the man’s body from head to foot and foot to head many times as he breathed deeply and wished his wishes of Love into the Holy Presence. When he felt the shift he nodded, and they let go of him as the man stood up tall. He excitedly pulled aside his bandages and saw that his flesh was sweet and whole. Jesus said, “Now return to where you were born and find your family so they may rejoice with you. And live in Love and mercy for the rest of your days.” The man bowed down and kissed Jesus’ feet. Jesus raised him up and hugged him for a long while. Then the disciples gave him food to eat and new clothes and he rested there in their Love before he began his journey.



That afternoon Peter’s sister came and said that their mother was sick with a high fever, so they went to Peter’s house and many people who had seen the leper healed followed them until there was no room to get near the house. Jesus told Peter, “Put your hands on her.” Peter looked with great Love at his mother and prayed for her, but his heart was too close to her, so his faith was not resting in the Ruah but in his own feelings and the fever did not leave. So Jesus asked Thaddeus; and he put his hands on her and the fever left her. She got up praising Alaha; and there was great joy.



Then they heard a commotion outside the doors, for a woman was trying to press through the crowd. She was shouting loudly for them to make way, and cursing. At last she came inside the house and Jesus saw that she was a Greek. She said, “Master, my daughter has a devil that fills her with hatred of her self, and she throws herself against the walls and cuts herself with knives. Just say a word and she will be healed.”



Jesus said, “This bread is for the children of Israel,” to see what faith she had.



And she said, “But if crumbs should fall from the children’s table the dogs are free to eat them.”



He was amazed at her answer, and said, “See what great faith she has! This bread is the bread of the One Love that holds the world. Who can deny it to any who should ask?” And he turned to her and said, “Go home, your faith has healed her.” Darkness left her face and she kissed his hands and cheeks.



When she got home her little girl ran joyfully out of the house to meet her. She looked into her daughter’s eyes: and they were like the shining pools of the oasis of En Gedi.
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Phillip and Judas were walking along the sea and saw Mary and Sarah. They greeted each other warmly, and walked together. Mary watched Judas carefully for a while, wondering about him, then said, “Tell us of your life my brother. You are from Jerusalem, and yet here you are, wandering through the hills of Galilee with fishermen, prostitutes, and farmers. It must be a big change for you.”



“Let alone all the miracles,” Sarah said. “And singing and dancing wildly in the desert all night long,”



‘And all the Love,” Judas replied. “Truly I’m not used to all this, but what can I say? It is just beautiful.”



“Ah, Love,” said Phillip. I was just telling Judas about growing up as a shepherd in the hills above Magdala. I knew a lot of peace, but not this Love. It opens the whole world up.”



“Yes, it is far different from the life I have known,” said Judas.



“Tell us,” said Mary, and put her arm around him.



“Well, I was raised in the heart of Jerusalem, with much religion but little Love. My father was one of the chief priests and a highly respected member of the Sanhedrin.”



“Ah, a prestigious family then. I’m impressed,” Mary said with a smile.



“Well, you shouldn’t be,” Judas answered. “He was constantly busy with politics and teaching. I never really knew him. He rarely talked to my mother or any of his children. Though he always wanted me to become a priest, I was more interested in trade. I have a very practical side, for my mother’s family has many tradesmen and merchants. So I was apprenticed by my grandfather and worked in his business, buying and selling fabrics.”



“And do you still work for him?” Mary asked.



“No… when my father died two years ago it seemed to wake up a whole other side of me. When I was a child, men were always coming to our house to discuss with my father lofty things, or matters of politics. I remember the feelings of awe I had when I went with him into the Temple, or the times I saw him in the great hall of the Sanhedrin dressed in his white robes and golden hat. To a little boy it seemed like a perfect dream world where everything was pure and beautiful.”



“It sounds like heaven,” Sarah said.



“Yes, the Temple is truly magnificent. Well, after his death I felt drawn back to all that and began my studies at a highly respected rabbinical school. I enjoyed the lively debate. The most intelligent scholars were there and my mind blossomed, but I kept feeling that something important was missing. When I met the Master I realized what it was: this freedom of Love, and the Ruah’s power to change people. I want to learn all I can from him and perhaps become a teacher myself someday.”



Mary put her arm in his. “And what about a wife, Judas? There are many beautiful young women here with us.”



“Many,” Phillip said, smiling at Sarah. She laughed and danced flirtatiously, letting her long hair swirl about like golden seaweed in a tide.



“Hmm, I have noticed,” Judas said with a smile. “Yes, even a nose-in-the-books scholar like me. Sometimes it refreshes the eyes a bit to look at something other than old writings.” They all laughed. “Seriously, I do want to marry one day, and have many children, and be a better father than mine was. Perhaps when I return to Jerusalem… but I don’t want to go back to my work as a merchant now, and no one will pay me to teach radical new messages about Love. So…”



“Why don’t you marry a well respected whore and let her take care of you?” Mary asked. Judas looked at her, not knowing if she was kidding or not. Then she smiled and squeezed his arm. He smiled warmly back at her and she felt a lonely little boy in him who was so eager to please others.



“What do you think of our Galilee?” she asked.



“It’s peaceful enough, but I don’t think I could live here for long. I miss Jerusalem. Even though Rome is constantly creating political pressure there, life in the city stimulates me. You know, I think I could become a politician one day, like my father was. I never thought I would say that, but I feel it’s true. Perhaps this is the way I can best work for the good of our people.”



“We need lovers everywhere,” Sarah said.



“Even in the Sanhedrin, the heart of political power?” Phillip asked.



“Especially there,” Judas replied.
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In Judea the Roman presence was all pervading, but in Galilee only a small patrol of soldiers would pass through the villages from time to time, for the people were concerned with lambs and fish and the cycle of the seasons, not with the politics of Jerusalem and Rome. But now things were changing, for the Zealots were gaining power in Judea by calling for armed resistance and the Romans were concerned that the movement would spread north to Galilee. So they had increased the numbers of patrols and began occasionally marching through towns and villages in greater numbers to suppress the people with fear.



It was hot and dry in Capernaum, and a large number of Roman soldiers were coming through from the north on their way back to Judea from Caesarea Philippi. A Centurion and his Captain road at the head of a dusty troop of foot soldiers. The Centurion had a look of proud distain and sat on a huge white horse with speckled ears and a crimson colored tail to match the Centurion’s cape and the banners of Rome. The Captain had the strong jaw and thick forehead of a fighting man, but a softer look in his eyes. His horse was brown with white speckles and its tail was also colored red. As they rode by Jesus and Mary the Centurion seemed to look through them, watching the shadows and corners of the market place behind them for any quick movements, but the Captain looked at Jesus and saw him. Jesus sensed his good soul, and when the man felt himself touched this way he pulled his horse to a stop. He dismounted and reached out his hand and Jesus took it. The Centurion saw what he did and rode back. “What are you doing?” he asked gruffly.



The officer said, “I have something to ask of this man.” The Centurion looked at Jesus with cruel eyes as if to warn him against causing trouble and rode off. Judas sat close by and saw this. It troubled him.



“Are you the healer I have been hearing of?” the Captain asked.



Jesus said, “I am.”



And the Captain said, “I have a servant that is like a son to me; he has the palsy and cannot rise from bed, but I feel certain that if you will command it he will be healed, for when I give an order those under me do what I say without delay.”



Jesus smiled warmly at the man and said, “Your trust that Alaha can do anything is strong. Let it be as you wish, for the Abba is Abba of all.” The Captain stared at him for a few moments, nodded his thanks and mounted his horse. He looked at Mary with a smile of respect, but when he saw Judas standing behind them his face grew stern and he paused to try and recall where he had seen this man before. When he could not remember he spurred his horse and rode again to the head of the troops.



Judas came and said, “Master, the power you have been given is much greater than all this,” and he waved his arm angrily at the soldiers going by. “It grieves my heart to see these Romans marching through Galilee the way they do in Judea, putting fear in everyone’s hearts.”



“I understand,” Jesus said.



“Our people are crying out for peace to sow their own grain and eat it, to plant their own gardens and share the fruit with those they love. How long will the holy land of our fathers be possessed by these heathen who crucify our brothers and sons?”



“I don’t know the seasons that are in the Abba’s hands,” Jesus said. Judas looked at him with questions, and Jesus said firmly, “No one does!”



“But Master, now is the time! I know many men of great influence in Judea. If you will only come and show them your healing power they will rally around you. You know that the zealots and many others are banding together to fight, and who knows, Rome may soon tire of it and our leaders can bargain for more freedom. Then we could travel everywhere without fear and teach all people to live together in Love. Ah, Master,” he said, “I can feel the freedom of Ruah blowing through our land, calling us. Can’t you? I know you can,” he said. “It only takes courage to stand up and let your gifts be fully known, and I know that you have that courage. With the backing of the Sanhedrin you would have complete power over the people’s minds.”



Jesus looked at Mary who was watching Judas carefully, as if trying to understand this side of him. He shook his head and said, “Judas, my brother, I can’t support any kind of political uprising. The only power I will wield is the power to inspire others to seek the highest good. I don’t know when peace will finally come to our land, but I do know a peace that is higher than this world, and it is calling us to Love all people, serve all people, and forgive all people, as long as we can breathe. Look at these soldiers, Judas.” Judas glanced at the long line of grim faced men marching by. “Now, look more carefully. Can you see that each of them is a human being, a real person, a mystery of Alaha? The kingdom comes by loving others, my brother, friend or foe, one at a time.”



Judas looked back at Jesus and shook his head. “I don’t know how you can possibly convince the people of Judah to love their enemies, Master. Too many of their sons have been imprisoned or brutally killed.”



Jesus nodded. “Yes, I know,” he said quietly.



“It is good enough to dream,“ Judas said, “but we must also deal with political realities. Things have to change first. We need political freedom from these tyrants. It may not be your call to fight, Master, but there are many who are willing to die to liberate Israel — and blood will be shed! It is just a matter of time.” Then he looked back at the line of soldiers and said, “And part of me says the sooner the better!” He glanced at Jesus who was looking at him tenderly. Judas nodded with a look of frustration and walked away.



Mary put her arm around Jesus. “It was just a short time ago that he was dancing around praising Alaha and praying for the peace of all people. How can a man change so quickly?”



Jesus shook his head, “When darkness arises in the mind it feels completely familiar, and then the purity of the Light is forgotten, for the dark lives in its own strong dream of horsemen and patriots, politics and power. A man can dance in the cleansing fires of Alaha today and kill his brother tomorrow. It will take a very great Love to wake people up to a whole new way of seeing, and with it a new world,” he said, and his eyes shone with quiet passion, “Ah, sweet Mary, could there be any higher good than this?”



She put her lips against his hand and kissed it, then lifted her mouth and kissed his lips. It would be the first of a thousand kisses good-bye.
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They returned to Tiberius, for Jesus had been invited to speak in the Synagogue there. As he passed through the city people brought out their sick and he touched them; and many were healed as faith moved like a wave through the people. Jesus saw a man from Persia sitting on a camel, for merchants from the Far East often passed through Tiberius on their way to Jerusalem and Egypt. The man seemed dazed, so Jesus asked those who were with him what was wrong. They said that the desert sun had blinded him, and the heat had sapped his strength — and they thought that he might die. Jesus asked if they would translate his tongue so the man might understand, and one man agreed. Many Jews gathered and were watching carefully. Jesus asked the man to nod if he wanted to be well. The man took a while to answer, but finally nodded yes. Then Jesus spit on the man’s eyes, and took some water from the well and washed the spit off him, then poured the water over his head and laid hands on him and said, “Be well.” The man shook the water from him, and slipped down from the camel. He was a small man, and so he jumped into Jesus’ arms for the joy of being healed. The men with him began laughing with amazement.



The Jews were mumbling to each other as they went into the Synagogue. When it was time they asked Jesus to stand amongst them. One of the leaders asked him, “Teacher, some of us saw what took place today and that you heal whoever comes to you: but what of the Covenant given to our father Abraham? And what of the Covenant given to us through Moses and the Passover and on the Mount? And what of the promises of the Prophets of our future glories? It seems to many of us that you undo all these things by your actions.” There was a strong reaction in the crowd to these words.



Jesus turned around slowly, looking from face to face, and eye to eye until the place became quiet again. Then he said, “The first Covenant of Alaha is the Covenant of Existence, for from the One has come the all… and yet Alaha remains One. Therefore in the One all is one forever. Yet we divide that which is one by nature into many and war against each other. In this we miss the purpose of Creation — and that is the essence of sin.”



“But Teacher,” said an old Rabbi with long white hair, “it is not possible to be one with those of other nations. They will not return kindness for kindness or good for good, for they are used to controlling through power and their warring ways. Are you suggesting that we be kind to Roman soldiers? Then when will they ever leave? Should we make it good for them here with our crops and wine, with our money and service?”



“And with our women?” another man shouted.



“Yes, our women. Should we cease protecting our families and let them have everything that is ours, including our identity?”



“You ask important questions,” Jesus said. “I tell you it takes greater strength to Love your enemies than to hate them, to do good to them then to smite them, for surely they will not quickly give up their oppressive ways until their hearts can learn to trust.”



“To trust what?”



“To trust that Love is the law of our lives and governor of our ways. To trust that the Love we show is not a subversive way to gain power over them but is given to bring true peace to all. What if the Romans were the ones to first show this way of Love to us?”



“Then they would get in their boats and quickly leave!” a young man shouted, and everyone laughed and agreed.



Jesus smiled at him. “Yes, that would be the easy way for us —this is a certainty. But what if they stayed and yet showed us great kindness? What if they worked with us in our fields, and helped us build new roads and make our villages better? And what if they allowed us to keep our ways and worship Adonay in peace as we have been taught to do? And what if they brought in grain from other lands on boats and fed us well when our crops were not abundant? What would you do?” he asked the young man.



“I… I don’t know.”



“This is a good and honest answer,” Jesus said. “I ask you, could the law of Love that has the power to bring joy and good to all possibly be greater than the Law and covenants we have been given by our fathers?”



There was much discussion amongst them. Many of his disciples had followed him into the Synagogue, and they took part in the debates which went on for hours. Many questions were asked with great honesty. And some of the disciples were disturbed and listened closely to what others had to say.
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Finally Jesus came to Nazareth with his disciples; and it was on the Sabbath day. He went to the Synagogue and his brothers were standing in the square by the well. They began weeping with joy to see him. Abigail was with them, and she ran to him laughing, and threw her arms around him. When James saw Mary Magdalene he welcomed her with open arms. Then Judas, looking at Jesus’ face, softened, and wrapping his arms around both James and Mary whispered, “Welcome to the family.” Mary felt like a little girl who just woke up from a dream that she was lost, but now was happily back in her brother’s arms. Jesus felt her joy and took Mary and kissed her neck and brushed both hands over her hair. Then he held her body to his body as if he wanted to climb inside her joy and share it, and seal it with a thousand kisses of thanks. He kissed her lips many times, held up two fingers, and went into the Synagogue arm in arm with his brothers. Mary stayed outside, resting in Abigail’s arms.



There was much commotion when the people saw that Jesus had come; but the Rabbi welcomed him warmly and asked him to read from the scripture. Jesus walked slowly to the podium and kissed the sacred scroll. He said, “This is a word of Adonay through Isaiah the prophet,” and read, “The Ruah of Adonay is on me like sacred oil so that I might proclaim joyful things to the poor, recovery of vision to blind minds, and release to those who have been oppressed. Surely I shall proclaim a new day of Adonay!’ Then he kissed the scroll again, and looking up loudly said, “These words of the Prophet are fulfilled, right now, in this reading. This is the new day of Adonay!”



Many people shouted with surprise, and the Rabbi grabbed him by the arm and said, “Jesus, you have always had a way of stirring up the people…”



Jesus said in reply, “Rabbi, I am simply saying what is true.” There was great turmoil as many of the people said, ‘Who does he think he is? We have known him since he was a boy.’ And others said, ‘We always wondered if he was mad, and now we know for certain he is. He has gone too far!’



Jesus raised his hands until they finally grew quiet enough for him to speak again. He said, “I have not returned here before today because I know a prophet is not received in his own town, for you see me with the same fixed eyes as you see each other. You do not know how to acknowledge the change of heart that comes from living in the Ruah. You wish to be secure and think that things therefore should remain the same, and yet each time you plant a seed you see how the seed is transformed to a leaf, and then the whole plant grows and gives its fruit. If you believe the words of Isaiah then know this, that at some time, someone must stand up and say, I am this promise happening; I am the seed that has grown into this. I wish to Adonay that all of you would stand with me today and say these words and be their fulfillment: for they are not for one man alone, but for the whole people! And not for our people alone, but for the whole world!”



“The whole world?” a man shouted. “Are you saying our promises are now for other nations as well?”



“I said what I said,” Jesus replied.



The people were outraged. So Jesus began to leave, but a man grabbed him and said, “Since I can remember you have always criticized us and taught lies and stirred up trouble.” Then he turned to the crowd and yelled, “I say we should punish him.” Another cried out, “Throw him down the well.” And the mood of the crowd turned wild and dangerous. The Rabbi was shouting for them to calm down but the crowd would not listen.



Suddenly several men grabbed Jesus and pushed him in front of them until they came to where Mary and Abigail stood in shock. Jesus stepped aside and they kept rushing on towards the well as if their eyes were blinded. Then Jesus took Mary and Abigail by their arms and they quickly walked up the path towards his ancestral home.
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Jesus’ mother heard them coming and ran out to greet her son with joy. He held her for a long time, blessing her. Then she kissed Abigail, but merely nodded politely to Mary. Mary smiled sadly back at her. Then Jesus came and took Mary’s hand and showed her where he was raised: where he had worked and played; and they went with Abigail out into the fields where he had grown in the Ruah of Elohim. They sat down together on the hill, looking down to the sea where he had sat alone so many times before. As they listened to the songs of birds and distant bells of sheep Mary said, “My love, I was frightened for you.”



Abigail nodded and said, “I was waiting for you to call down fire from heaven on the whole bunch of them. What went wrong? Was Alaha out of fire today?”



Jesus laughed and put his arms around them both. “Ah… he sighed. What a crazy world. Thank Abba for his protection. But what else can I do?” he asked, looking to Mary.



She sighed, then ran her hand down his face and whispered, “What an adventure we are on, my love.”



“Yes, an adventure…” he replied, then looked towards the sea and said soberly, “I know we will return to Judea one day, and it may be soon, but I don’t know if the disciples are ready for what could happen there.”



“We cannot know what is in the depths of other people’s hearts or what any of us will do if suffering comes,” Mary answered with a soft voice.



“May Alaha shelter you all,” said Abigail. “Please don’t go into harm’s way. At least not without me along to save you.”



Jesus smiled, then turned and looked at Mary for a long time until she grew shy and looked away. “And you, Mary, what are you feeling?”



She brushed a strand of hair from her eyes. “Right now I mostly feel saddened by the coldness of your mother’s heart. It is strange. I’m used to the scorn of those who don’t know or understand me, but I rather have the scorn of a thousand people then her quiet politeness. Perhaps it is the child in me who longs for the arms of her mother. Do you think this is it?” she asked.



“Yes, it is so my love,” he answered gently.



“Don’t worry, Mary,” Abigail said, “Mama is a good woman. It could be part of her grief. Father’s death changed her —they were so much a part of each other.”



“I can understand that,” said Mary, looking at Jesus.



“And then there is what happened to her…”



Jesus nodded no to Abigail, and she stopped.



“Mary,” Jesus said, “I think she’s afraid that you will hold me back from the visions of my destiny. She doesn’t know who you really are.”



“You mean, Rachael?” Abigail asked, and Mary looked at her with questions. “Oh, don’t worry, no one told me. I just know…”



“Yes, it is like that with open-hearted women,” Mary said and put her hand lovingly on Abigail’s. “I see so much of your brother in you.”



“The better part, I hope,” she said and laughed.



“The joyous, innocent part. I love you,” Mary said. “You are so beautiful.”



“And I love you, Mary. You know, I think it’s fantastic that you are just who you are: a beautiful, full-blooded whore, and that you are my sister now.” Mary laughed.



“Should we tell mother then, that you are Rachael?” Abigail said.



“And would that make a difference?” Mary asked. “Should it make a difference? Rachel grew to be Mary Magdalene, and Mary Magdalene became the wife of Jesus. I don’t want her accepting a memory of an innocent girl roaming the hills with her sheep, but who I am now.”



“Yes,” Jesus said, “this is true, for acceptance is the heart of Love.” Mary sighed and Jesus put his arm around her. “Mary, my mother is not cruel. She is a good woman who has suffered much, and yet loved us with great wisdom all of our lives. And the hand of Alaha is strongly on her: she has seen many visions and dreamed many dreams. But she too must grow in her own time and ways. No one knows but Alaha how far each heart must travel to finally rest in a Love that requires nothing but to trust in the nature of its own self-giving.”



Mary leaned her head on his shoulder and thought about what he said, then put her arm out and Abigail snuggled against her. Jesus said, “As mother has always trusted the work of Alaha in our lives Abigail, let’s trust his work in hers, for through every travail in the dark, some new beauty of Light is born.”



Abigail nodded. “I will tell James and Judas as well. We will just love Mama, and let Love have its way.” Jesus kissed his sister.



Mary watched them, and saw how they were so much in each other’s faces and eyes. She longed to just be at peace and have a home with him. Then she felt the greatness of her fear about them returning to Judea, but did not wish to speak of it now. So she kissed his cheek and rubbed her nose against it and whispered, “I will love you forever my love… no matter what happens.”
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The disciples had come with Jesus’ brothers and gone into the house. There was much discussion, for all that had taken place in the Synagogue troubled them. Jesus, Mary and Abigail could hear their voices from where they sat and Abigail said, “I must go now and help mother.”



Jesus said, “Please ask Peter to come that we might talk to him alone.” Abigail nodded and kissed them both, then ran to the house. Soon Peter came and sat with them on the hill. Jesus looked at the big man and waited as Peter stared silently out towards the distant sea. At last Peter turned to him and his eyes showed many feelings. “Master,” he said, “the other day in Tiberius, when we talked with the students and scholars, many questions came to my mind. And now, with what has happened today… I’m confused, and so are many of the others.”



“About what, Peter?” Jesus asked.



“Well, we have always had many laws and rules to guide our lives. This way of Love seems too free at times. So many don’t seem to understand it and they ask questions I can’t answer. What about the wisdom of the ancient ways, Master? Isn’t the way of Love there too? And how can we disregard all that Moses taught, or David, or the Prophets, and still be the people of Israel?”



Jesus put his hand on Peter’s arm. “Honesty is the first law of Adonay. So you see, you are keeping the Law right now.”



Peter smiled, then slowly shook his head, “It’s just that if this way cannot be understood and passed on to others so that they can understand it too, it will surely die with you, Master.”



“Or with you, Peter,” Jesus said.



Peter looked at him a long time and Jesus could feel the slow wheels of his mind turning. Finally Peter said, “What do you mean by that?”



Jesus smiled tenderly at him, “Time will tell, my friend. You know that the way of Life is as big and free as Alaha. How else can it be? Let us gather together and we will talk, for our hearts must be open and honest to journey together in peace.”



Peter nodded, “Yes, it is time for that. I will tell the others. Shall we gather here?”



“No, let’s wait until we leave my mother’s home. I haven’t seen my brothers or her for some time. Perhaps in Cana.” Peter smiled and hugged them. Then, as he turned he saw James and Judas standing watching, waiting to come. Peter nodded to them as he walked back to the house.



James was the first to reach Jesus and grabbed him like a bear embraces a tree. Then Judas threw his arms around them both. They opened their arms and invited Mary and she hugged them all and felt something sweet arise in her, some delicious sense of a child’s belonging. And they just held each other for a while in the buzz of the cicadas. Then Jesus said, “How good it is to be with you, my brothers.”



“Yes,” said James. “It has been quite boring around here without you.”



“You certainly know how to stir the hornets from their nest,” Judas said.



“They will calm down,” Jesus said.



James put his hand on his brother’s shoulder, “Yes… after a while. The Rabbi will talk some sense into them.”



“Yes, like a shepherd talks sense into goats,” said Judas, “with the slap of a stick on their backsides.”



Jesus smiled at them. “I hear your business prospers.” James nodded. “And Judas, is he still as stubborn as he was?” he asked, pointing to his brother.



“More so. As stubborn as you, my brother, but in his own way. I think that if he was not working here with me he would run off to Jerusalem to become king of the Pharisees.”



“Oh, yes, I would out debate them all. And if they didn’t agree with me, I would thrash them like wheat and burn up their chaff with the fire of my anger.”



They all laughed. “That’s a good saying,” Jesus said. “Perhaps I’ll use it some day.”



“Only if you give me proper credit,” Judas said.



“Oh, most certainly.” Jesus laughed, then reached out and put his hand behind the head of James. “And may Alaha bless you, my brother, for all you are and do. How good you are to Mother and Abigail — and this rascal brother of ours.”



James nodded. “We each have our call. I don’t know if I could stand wandering around with you every day, listening to all the wild things you say.”



“And I don’t know if I could stand arguing with you every day about everything. You would wear me out like you did when we were boys.”



“Me wear you out? You have always been the troublemaker and I the wise one. You know it’s true!” James said with a toss of his head.



Judas agreed, “Absolutely! James is the only one in this family wise enough to debate me, and with a humble enough heart to secretly admit that he is always wrong. That is true wisdom.”



“You see,” said James, “even though Judas is all mixed up and turned around, he can still recognize my wisdom. That’s a good sign, isn’t it? I mean, maybe there’s still hope for him.” They all laughed again.



Mary felt a great love for them, and wrapped her arms around James. James hugged her back. “I was frightened for you both today,” he said. “And I think that Judas here was more frightened then even I. What is going to become of you, my brother?”



“Whatever the Light of Alaha makes of me,” Jesus answered.



“Yes, that is certain. And who knows, maybe some day I too will become a student of this way you teach.”



“Oh, I’m quite sure of it,” Mary said.



“And I as well,” Jesus said. “Not because of who you are, but because I know not to doubt the wisdom of Mary’s heart.” He laughed, and James laughed with him — and Mary felt for a moment like a queen.



Judas said, “It took great strength to do what you did today.”



“Strength or madness?” Jesus asked.



“Well, we both know you have always had the strength of madness,” Judas answered.



Mary reached out and hugged him. “What is it about your family?” she said. “I just can’t help but like you all, even though you treat each other like goats. I especially like Abigail of course, but you boys aren’t too bad either. Though you are all strange. I just have to say that.”



“It is all because of our Papa,” James said. “He gave us too much freedom and ruined us.”



“Absolutely,” said Judas. “Especially you know who. He ruined him completely.” Jesus slapped him playfully and they all laughed. “I may actually come and join you before long,” Judas said. “James and I are talking about it. To leave right now would be too great a burden for him, for we are much too successful.” He smiled proudly. “But we shall soon start to apprentice a boy named Eli from Sepphoris. He is big and strong and good with his hands. His father died and he needs someone to take him under his wing. James will make him a master carpenter in no time.”



“You are always welcome to be with us my brother, as long as you are gentle, quiet, and completely obedient,” Jesus said.



“Ah… just like you!” Judas said. Then he squeezed Mary again and she kissed him.



“Oh, I’m so happy to have you as my brothers now!” she said. “You are my brothers now, aren’t you. Or perhaps you are not the real brothers of Jesus. Perhaps you are bastards.”



They looked at her with shock, and then burst out in laughter. Their mother heard them laughing together from the house and felt happy and sad all at once. But her heart would not let her run to them as she wished she might.
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They ate together with much talking, and when they gathered their things to leave Mary hugged Jesus’ mother who felt her own cold heart and sighed. They looked at each other briefly, and their eyes asked patience and understanding of each other. Then Jesus kissed his mother and held her and whispered, “All will be well, sweet Mother. The sun arises in its perfect time.”



She put her hand gently on his face and whispered, “Thank you, my son. You know how much I love you.” He took her by the hand and they walked into the midst of the garden where he held her to him and let the Ruah flow from his heart to hers. She put both hands on his cheeks again and thanked him with all the Light of her eyes. “I miss you…” she whispered.



“I know,” he whispered back.



They returned hand in hand to the others where Jesus hugged and kissed Abigail, James and Judas as all the disciples gathered around and gave Jesus’ family thanks. Then with many good byes they walked past the chickens up into the high fields and followed goat trails down past Nazareth towards the town of Cana.



The disciples talked together as they walked, and Jesus walked hand in hand with Mary. She let her hand slip from his until she held just two of his fingers, pressing them together: and he knew her meaning. When they found a large open field with good grass and trees for shade they sat in a circle together.



Jesus looked around at them. Many had shadowed faces. He sat up tall and said, “Let honesty prevail, for the way to Light is Light.”



Peter stood up first. “The Master knows we have many questions, and this circle is the place to get them out. I will start.” He took a long drink of water from a goatskin bag, poured some on his head, then wiping his face with a cloth said, “I have already told the Master some of what I think; and all I want to know now is, where is all this taking us? Oh Adonay, I miss my family. I miss fishing. Can’t we just stay here in Galilee? Why go to Judah again?” Many nodded their heads in agreement. Peter sat down and James got up.



He took off his outer robe and threw it in the dust. “I say it takes passion to bring change, and this change is worth whatever price we must pay. Are we only in this for the good times? Are we too afraid to pay the price we might have to pay to be true to this Life that has been poured out upon us? If this is worth living for, then it is worth dying for.”



John stood up with him, “I agree with James. Fear is the greatest enemy of Love. We all know that. When we let fear take over look what happens: our hearts become shadowed, our minds confused. No, we must be willing to face whatever it takes to spread this way of Life into all of Judea as well as Galilee.”



There was much heated discussion for some time. Jesus sat with his back against a tree and Mary lay back resting in his arms. They waited. Finally Judas Iscariot stood and went into the center of the circle, “What if the trouble in Judah has made it ripe for this message? We must trust the Ruah! I will go and talk with the leaders of Jerusalem who were friends of my father and prepare the way. Then when you come you will be received and listened to. These men are not evil; they only seek the good of the people.”



As Judas sat Mathew stood. “I believe Judas is being naïve,” he said loudly. “Perhaps you still see them through the eyes of the boy you once were. These men will not welcome a change as great as the Master proclaims. Look what they did to John the Baptist. No, we will all be arrested and disappear into the dungeons of Rome at best.”



There was much discussion again for some time. Then Leah stood up and walked around the circle saying, “My brothers and sisters, isn’t this Love worth whatever price we must pay? Can we hold back from others the joy and freedom the Master is sharing with us? I have many sisters in the towns of Samaria and Judea, and in Jerusalem as well, who weep on their beds at night, longing to hear the words that we hear, and feel the Love we freely share. Let us go. We have not been prepared by Alaha for less than this!”



Jesus nodded to her as she sat down, then said, “Listen, all of you, with your hearts: the law of Love is freedom and the law of freedom is Love. Therefore, whoever wishes to return to their homes should be free to go, with all our good will and blessings. Is this so?”



Phillip quickly stood up. “Yes, it must be so. If any wants to leave, know that we will not judge you for it, but will put our hands on you in blessing, and arms around you in Love; and thus it shall be forever.” They all agreed, and there was a sigh of relief in many hearts.



Jesus went to the center and sat down. He took off his robe, then undergarments, and sat naked before them. He began slowly lifting his hands from earth to sky, then opened them wide to the sky and gathered the freedom of wind into his arms and brought it down slowly through his flesh and bones into the heart of the earth. Some of the others started doing the same, and one by one they joined until they were all opening and washing in the invisible rivers that were as fresh as a breeze over snow. They started looking around at each other with new eyes, and smiling, and when someone started to laugh they all began laughing. Jesus stood up and put on his clothes and sat back down under the tree with Mary. She kissed his hands.



He said, “And how do you see now?”



“Everything is lighter and clearer,” said Simon.



Thomas said, “It is like an inner sun arose beyond dark clouds in my soul.”



Then Jesus said, “In the Ruah all is Light and clear and fresh forever. Blessed are those who wash.”



They all agreed. But Matthew said, “And yet, what about everyone’s doubts and fears? They will come back. You know it’s true! They are always there, waiting for us in the depths of our own minds.”



Jesus nodded. “It is like this, for the darkness has its own nature and will always be true to it. There is no way to argue with it to be different. That is like trying to argue with a goat that it should be more like a bird. Just let it be — and know that when you understand how to open to the Ruah you are always free to choose what you will listen to. You have all seen the hawk stretch out its wings and ride the warm air high into the sky. So we too can stretch forth our arms like great wings and draw the breath of Life up from earth to sky through us. And when we reach the heights we can attain, we can bring the freedom of Alaha down through our bodies into the earth that Adonay loves. This is our highest service, and from this is born the Light of a wisdom that is pure. So what do you all say now?”



They talked a bit between them. Then Thaddeus stood up and said, “Master, give us more time to grow in this before we go again to Judah. And then we will be clear who should go and who should stay here in Galilee.” There was much agreement.



Jesus said, “What Thaddeus says is wise.” Mary put her hands over her face and sighed with relief.



But Judas stood and said, “It is my wish to return to Jerusalem now. I feel my purpose is best served there.” They all agreed and wished him well in it.



Then they asked Judas to stand in the center: and they put their hands on him and blessed him that the will of Alaha be done in his life. He was thankful for their Love and went around and hugged each of them. Jesus and Mary both kissed him warmly and wished him well. Mary saw the eager little boy in him again and whispered in his ear, “We will always love you.” Judas looked at her, and his eyes lit up with joy.
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They passed again throughout Galilee and Jesus continued to teach while the disciples continued practicing opening and sharing. So they grew in strength as more men and women followed them. News kept coming of violence in Judea, and many people who had family in Galilee came north to live with them in order to escape the trouble there. The Roman soldiers had begun to come unexpectedly into family gatherings and to break up normal community gatherings in the market place, which made the people anxious. So the talk turned more and more from fish and figs to politics. Taxes were increased and new taxes levied which grieved and angered the people — yet they were afraid to speak out. And yet as the world grew darker around them, Jesus taught more and more about living in the Light of Alaha’s joy that they might be good medicine for the people’s hearts.



One morning he was walking beside the sea, talking with a group of women who had come with Sarah and Leah to meet him. Peter came and called him aside. “Master,” Peter said, “Mathew has been looking for you, for a Roman soldier and a tax collector came to him and said we must pay a tax because you are receiving money from your supporters.”



Jesus looked out at the sea, then laughed and took Sarah in the water until they stood in it as deep as their waists. And he said to Peter, “If a king commands all his subjects to pay a tax, are his children taxed as well?”



Peter said, “No, I don’t believe so.”



“Then the children of the king are free,” Jesus said. “We are children of the King of this earth and that sun in this sky, and this water,” he said, splashing it around. “And those trees, and that bird that just flew by are our Father’s, and so are those sheep grazing in the fields. Is this true, my brother?”



Peter nodded yes. The women who stood on shore were amused by what he was saying.



“So Peter, are not we, as children of the true King, also exempt from the taxes of men who are his creations?”



“Yes, I suppose, but I don’t think the Romans will agree.” he said sheepishly.



Jesus smiled and felt again the Light open all that was possible to him. So he reached down in the water and brought up a tilapia fish with both hands and Sarah held out her skirt and he put it in it. Then he said, “In this fish’s mouth you will find a golden coin worth many day’s wages. Take that and pay the tax for us all.”



Peter didn’t know if he was making a joke or not. But Sarah laughed and brought the wriggling fish to Peter and put it in his hands. So Peter walked off with a puzzled look on his face and the women all laughed. When Peter took a knife and opened the fish he found the gold coin just as Jesus had said and gave it to Mathew who was pleased.



When Peter next saw Jesus he said, “The tax is paid, Master.”



Jesus said, “Remember Peter, it is to children that the secret of the kingdom of the heavens and all that is possible is revealed.
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After many days Jesus took Peter, Phillip, James and John, and they walked into the wilderness, for Jesus wished to spend time purifying them before the face of El. They found a sandy place and sat in a circle and did their opening with their hands, and breathed in the Ruah and out the Love and stayed in the Ruah for many hours. When night came they continued washing until old guilt and shame arose in the men’s hearts. Then they practiced turning everything around into the Light of Love until the blockages softened and they moved past them.



Jesus felt great joy for the lightness of the Abba was in them, and the faces of each man looked like that of a child and shone in the firelight with Light. Then they listened to the music of the night noises and slept under the stars. Jesus awoke them in the cold before dawn, and they built the fire, and wrapped themselves in blankets, and sang songs of thanksgiving until their hearts opened wide again. Then in the first light of dawn, just as the sun streamed over the mountains to the east, Jesus shone brighter than they had ever seen him before. And, as if in a dream, they glimpsed another world around him with luminous beings and white wings and creatures they had never seen nor could describe. Then the Light dimmed into the golden light of day and they each fell on their faces for a long time. Jesus’ eyes were closed and his arms open and he seemed to be listening to voices only he could hear.



After a long while, he opened his eyes and smiled at them. They began to laugh together and John said, “Master, I did not know if we were in this world or another.”



“In truth,” Jesus said, “there are worlds within worlds, John, and all worlds are here, within and around us forever.”



As they walked back towards Capernaum Jesus said, “Hold what you have seen in your hearts and let it work there, for there are many things that should not be spoken too quickly, but held in the way a woman holds a man’s seed in her womb. And when the time is right, and the Light has done its work, you will open your mouth and share it freely with joy. Then the words you speak will be alive with the Life that you have let grow strong within you, for each unveiling of truth is a living seed of Alaha, and is given to make you wise and full of laughter.



“And if others think you mad, receive this with Love, knowing that one day they too will see with open eyes — for death comes to all and takes us from our bodies. And when the soul flies free its eternal senses open, and it sees and hears what it has always know but had forgotten, for to be in a body is to be for a season blind and deaf to the heavens, and to forget the true nature of the Creation of El.”



So they swore to him and each other they would tell no one. And they kept their word until the years had done their work of joy and sorrow.
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He gathered the rest of his disciples and they sat together in a desert valley for some days. They practiced opening to the Ruah in many different and new ways again and again, for Jesus knew that before the mind is cleared of its deeper shadows the Light must shine within the heart as naturally as the sun shone on the hills of Galilee.



Some said that singing was their way, and others empty silence, and some said that walking and calling on the Name of El was their way, and others danced to drums. Every morning they sat in a circle and slowly moved their hands from heaven to earth and earth to heaven as Jesus did, and wished for the Love of El to flood through their bodies. They put their hands over the centers of the Flames of El within their bodies until the flames were lit, and drew the natural pleasure of body and spirit through them and laughed in it. Then they sat and gazed in each other’s eyes and stretched out their hands and blessed each other until the blessing grew too great for them to contain. Then they would all dance and shout and run the hills, and wish for good, and thank and praise. So they grew in strength and power — and the Ruah made their faces shine.



Jesus also taught them one by one, and asked questions and listened to their hearts until they knew they were heard and known. Then in the evening, when the fires were lit and the meal eaten, he would teach them all.



And they remembered his words, one this way and another that according to how the words were laid within the patterns of their minds. These are some of the many things he said.



“Listen to your body and love it, for it is the temple of the Abba, and in it are the flames of his Menorah and doors to his Presence. Where else shall you find the Great Love that you seek? If you say it is in the sea, the land will laugh and say, ‘what of me?’ And if you say it is in this country, the citizens of other lands will shout, ‘what of us and the Love that we know?’ No, though the Abba is everywhere and in everything, only in your own body is he intimate.



“Not a bird falls apart from him. He knows every hair of your head, and your children’s, and every hair on the head of every child in Rome. Do not forget, if Abba is El indeed, the Abba is in all and everywhere. And everywhere the Abba is, Love is silently waiting to happen.



“Your body is a flower waiting to unfold: and Love is the body’s sun, and kindness its rain. And when your body opens, the Seven Flames of Abba will sing as one, and the seven colors turn white. It is then that the two will become One in your minds — and you will be One. And out of this Oneness the River of Life will flow with freedom from your innermost being into the world.



“Each time the Ruah moves through you from sky to earth and earth to sky you are the door of paradise thrown open and regained.



“When you pray, see others full of Light in your heart. Let them enter a paradise within you and dance out free again. This is your hidden service of Love for them that only the eyes of the Abba sees. Do this for the sake of all you love, and more Love and Light will pour through you into the world.



“Do not wrestle long with Alaha unless you desire to be touched and broken. Let go of anxious striving like a fist unclenching, like a woman’s soft sigh, and you will find the song of Alaha singing, ‘Here am I!’



“Love what you love with all your heart, and know why you love it. In this way the Light of Alaha will soak into your soul and mold you in his image.



“Be innocent as a suckling babe and drink the pure milk of Alaha that flows through the heart of your heart. And do not be troubled by the shadows of your mind, for the mind shall not understand the simplicity of Light or its true value until its suffering is complete. Then it shall bow before the Ruah too, and your heart shall know it fullest peace.



“Many look and look but do not see. They listen but do not hear, for the miracle is too great for numb hearts to know. But when you are awake you will see what you have always seen, but know it as if you were a newborn child.



“What is Life? Find that answer and you will be struck dumb for it cannot be said in words other than this: we are the Word that Alaha speaks, and we are the song that Alaha sings. So make your words fragrant, like honey or apples, and sing new songs of beauty: for in this the glory of your Abba shall be seen, and the unspeakable Word spoken.



“Life is not for the fearful, but for those who trust enough to risk being wrong that they might follow the Life that forever creates new things in the joy and beauty of loving.



“As you cleanse your body in a stream, so dip your soul often in the silence of Alaha, for it opens your heart and brings freshness to your mind. All wild things live in the Great Silence. So do the stars and moon. Trees are silence in the form of wood; stones its solid temple. Silence is the sea we sail in, the home where we meet together with angels and animals and kiss, for silence is the peace of the wholeness we call Love. And when you have washed in silence then arise and sing. Celebrate the gift of song, sounds, movement, all creatures, form and meaning. Yes, leap with joy for the mystery of your own existence. Then you will see clearly the gift and mystery of all.



“Receive Love as you breathe in; forgive as you breathe out, for this is the natural rhythm of the Abba. Let not the sun go down until you roll the sorrows of the day into the hands of El. This way you will be lightness, for the journey is long and can be finished only by those who fly on the winds. And know that if you do not forgive, the poisons of your heart will make you heavy as stone. And you will moan about your life of troubles, and deny that it is you who have created them, and that the heaviness you bear is your own.



“Honor the mystery of each other and each soul’s boundaries and limitations, for it is not you who save, but it is the work of the Abba in each one. There is a time for a soul to bloom from pain to joy, and this cannot be forced any more than you can speed the swelling of a bud at the coming of spring. Let the Light of Love shine through you with the freedom of sunlight, and buds will bloom each in their time through the rise of green life from the root.



“Forgive and set free and you will be free. If you are angry when you see the truth, then shout it to the sky and pass through anger into mercy. For if you do not release in your heart those who harm you the fire of your anger will burn you up, and the resentments you hold will be the dark walls of your own limitations.



“Be wild as the prophets of old who drank fire from the cup in the hands of Alaha. Go out from the safe and familiar and stand naked under the limitless sky until, with eyes wide open and mouth filled with song, you are struck by the ecstatic lightening of El.



“Whatever Love dreams in you as a purpose to fulfill, feel it as if it already is done. See it with the eyes of your heart, and hear it, smell it, taste it there. Let the joy of this fulfillment shake you. Celebrate it. Sing it. Dance it and give thanks, for in this you plant a living seed in the fertile heart of the Abba out of whom all good can bloom and come. But give Alaha freedom to mold the completion your dreams in ways you do not expect or imagine. And when the fulfillment happens you
 will
 be
 surprised, and in awe, and know
 yourself as true children of the Maker who has perfectly designed you so that Love may work through faith like this to create new beauty in the world.



“Light the Seventh Flame with the simplicity of the child you are, and let it teach you that Life is innocent and the Ruah pure. Let it burn as an innocent flame of delight and you shall know in the harmony of your mind and body the true song of everything.”



The disciples drank in his words and let them open them. And they repeated them often as if they were poems until they were imprinted like seals in the soft wax of their hearts.



And Jesus was comforted and knew that each was on his own path to fulfill his own chosen destiny, and that he need not regret having called them, even though many might suffer before their work was done.



So he gathered them once more and asked, “If we walk together into the valley of the shadow of death, as king David sang, will you have regrets that you have followed this way?” One by one each came and looked into his face. And all said they were ready to follow.
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Jesus sent each disciple to his home to be with his family for a time. Some of the women returned to their families whom they had not seen for many years. A few were reconciled, but most were not. Jesus and Mary went to Capernaum to be with Joseph’s family there. He sent word, and his mother Mary and Abigail came. Ruth made a large dinner and Peter and his wife were there as well. After they had eaten Jesus said, “You know, soon it will be time for us to return to Judea.”



His mother and his uncle Jacob both just sat looking soberly at him in silence, thinking, but Abigail stood up and said, “Don’t go there now, my brother. There is too much danger! Wait for a more peaceful time. Stay here in Galilee: you’ve got to help the people here grow wings. I haven’t see any of them flying yet.” Jesus smiled at her and slowly shook his head.



His aunt Ruth said, “Why should you do this, Jesus? My heart also says no.”



Peter’s wife objected as well, “You teach the way of Life is natural and good. Master, show the people how to work the sea and earth with Love, and trade fairly with each other. Here is the place for you — and my good husband.” She reached out and put her arm around Peter’s neck.



The children gathered around him shouting ‘Stay, stay,’ and the older ones too begged him to stay. Jesus looked at Mary. As she listened to them all she could feel herself softening with hope…



“And what does your heart say, Mary?” he asked.



“Could there not be wisdom in this, my love? I feel a deep fear about going to Judah, here, in my womb.”



Jesus sighed, then said, “I must be alone with the Abba.” So he walked out of town and far up the creek to where he and Mary first met and made love. He sat for a long time, listening to the creek’s laughter, and felt his great Love for her and for his family and for each of his followers. Then slowly his mind became very quiet and he began to see visions.



He saw himself living with Mary by the sea in a little home with lush gardens and flowers. They had many children, with faces like angels, who played happily together in the garden and sea. He saw himself fishing with Peter and John, and how they ate well and laughed together. Many people came to see them, and the Ruah moved freely and healed all those who were sick.



The water splashed, the birds sang, and his mind drifted deeper. He saw many men and women coming to Mary. She guided them with wisdom concerning the
 s
 even
 f
 lames of El — and the Light of purity and freedom grew. And he traveled around Galilee and helped many go deeper in the Ruah so that they grew wise in the way of Life. Then, when the time was ripe, he went with a great many followers — all of them strong in the Rivers of Ruah — and they sang and danced into Jerusalem. No man was the leader, but he saw that they had all grown to be free people, and the Ruah worked powerfully through each person’s overflowing heart. They taught and healed many and the common people were filled with joy. The leaders also saw the good fruit and many learned the way of Ruah. And the kingdom grew soul by soul until the land was full of the joy of Love.



Then he ached for this goodness to be. So he opened his heart wide to the endless Sea of Light and felt a joy of relief. And yet… something in him held itself back and would not enter the circle of his gladness. So he cried out to Alaha to know if it was something twisted in him, and trusted that the Abba would show him the truth of it. Then he sat in silence for several hours but nothing more came to him, so he returned to Capernaum and found Mary with Salome. They also sat together in silence for a long time, waiting on Alaha, but he felt no insight or release, so he said nothing about the visions — though his heart ached to tell her. They stayed at Salome’s and late that night fell asleep in each other’s arms.



Soon he had a dream more alive than day. It was like the dream he had as a child. He saw the holy city, and in it was the great dragon whose darkness entered every human mind. And many people surrounded the dragon crying, ‘Do not touch him, for if any man touches him he must die!’ Then he saw a lamb given to it to eat, and he saw himself enter the lamb as it was eaten and thus entered the dragon’s belly alive. Many souls were in the dark belly of the beast, crying out for Light. And the lamb shone: and in its shining the body of the dragon vanished, for it was made entirely of shadows. Then the lamb arose into the worlds of the Abba and the shadow of the fear of death melted from many minds on earth. And countless souls from many ages arose from shadows with him, singing. Their faces were like the sun; and great rivers of Love flowed from Israel to as far as he could see and beyond. Everywhere the rivers flowed trees of Life grew and children played in their branches. And if any were sick the leaves of the trees healed them.



He awoke, and sighed deeply, and walked out into the night, as was his custom. Mary felt a deep sorrow for him and could no longer sleep. She arose too, and went out in the night and found him lying under the stars. She laid down close to him and said, “You had a dream. I felt it.”



He said, “Yes, like the one I had as a child.”



“Has it answered your questions then?”



“Yes,” he said tenderly, “ though I do not understand it fully, I know this is what I have been born to do. Mary, I must go to Jerusalem.”



She shook her head and started crying. He held her and wept with her for all the joy that could have been, then said, “If I do not trust the Abba in this, my Mary, then all the dreams we have will turn to dust in the end.”



She nodded and put her hand on his face and said with a trembling voice, “It is trust that has led us to where we are today, and in this trust we shall walk into the shadows of tomorrow.”



He kissed her lips many times, then kissed the tears from her face and eyes. And she held him as if today alone was real and tomorrow only a dream that would never happen.
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When the sun arose they walked to Jacob and Ruth’s where Mary and Abigail slept, and called them. They walked together down to the sea and Jesus told them all the dream and that he knew that this was the way he must follow. Abigail cried “No!” again and again, but his mother was silent.



Then she motioned for them to sit and turned to Jesus and said, “Before you were born the Ruah came to me. And in a vision or a dream — I cannot tell if it was one or the other for it was so alive and real — I saw many things about you and your life. I told Joseph, and then you when you were a boy — and you know these things — but the last part of the dream I never told to any soul for it frightened me.”



“Will you say it now?” Jesus asked.



“I do not need to, for it was the dream you had last night.”



Mary Magdalene started crying again. And Abigail came and wept with her.



Jesus’ mother said, “My son, there is a bigger purpose to all this than we can understand.” Jesus nodded. “What will you do then?” she asked.



“I will put my trust in the Abba who loves us all and go to Jerusalem next Passover, for there the dragon lives and it is there that the lamb must be slain.”



Mother Mary nodded and tears welled in her eyes. “And there was one more part to the dream.”



Jesus asked, “Will you say it?”



She nodded yes. “And then a sword pierced through my heart that through the greatness of my pain the secrets of many hearts would be revealed.”



Jesus put his arm around her and she started weeping as if she mourned a death. Then she looked up and opened her arms to Mary Magdalene who came to her. And they held each other, and felt each other’s Love and sorrow.
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The heart of winter was passing and with it their time in Galilee for Passover was approaching with the birth of spring; so he had the disciples call many who had been receiving his teaching. They gathered in a valley to the north of Capernaum where the hills sheltered them from cold winds and the eyes of Rome. Jesus walked amongst the people, talking with them and listening to them, and the disciples did the same. A man stood up and said, “Teacher, speak to us, for we are all afraid of what may come upon us. The troubles of the south will not stay away forever.”



He stood in the middle of a great circle of people and looked at their faces and the sorrow that he saw there. And he said, “I cannot tell you that the times will be easy, I can only say that this world is turned upside down. So turn all things in your hearts around right and live in that Light that dawns upon you until a better day. Dare to be open, no matter what pain it brings, for Adonay is Light, and in openness Light happens. Love each other tenderly and truly; thus you will grow to be the happiness you seek.”



Then he walked around and looked in many eyes with the care a mother has for her children. As he touched many, the blessings of the Ruah flowed, and many people felt peace come on them.



Then Jesus said, “Live in the Abba’s peace, though you do not know what tomorrow shall bring.”



Someone asked, “What do you mean Master? You are close to Adonay. Can’t you tell us if good or ill shall come upon us?”



He said, “No one knows what will happen, not even the Elohim.”



Many people shook their heads in disbelief. Then a woman stood up and said, “If the Elohim does not know what shall be, then who is in control?”



Jesus said, “No one is in control, but there is One who is free.”



There was much talking and Jesus waited for a while, and then said, “We must let Life unfold as it will, for many choices are made every day, and each choice can alter the outcome of all things. Make your choices for Love and live in Light, for this is a great power, and leave the rest in the hands of El.”



“What should we do about the Romans then when they even come into our homes with their spears and swords?” the woman asked.



“Love your enemies and do good to them, for if you hate them you will be crushed in the shadows of your hate.”



“But Master,” said a young man who was close to many of the Zealots of the south, “people are dying for the sake of the freedom of our land. I will not dishonor them by doing good to the very men who crucify my friends.” And many people agreed.



Jesus raised his hands until they quieted. “Know that if you seize the sword the sword will pass through your own flesh and the flesh of your wives and children — and for every Roman you kill a hundred of Israel will fall. No, forgive your enemies. Offer them Love. In this way, in the time of Adonay, you will disarm them.”



“Your teaching sounds good enough,” the woman said, “but when a Roman stands inside my door and my children hide behind my skirt, and I feel helpless and shake with fear, how can I do what you say?”



Jesus said, “There is one fear that is the father of all fears, and that is the fear of death. When that fear is undone, remember my words to you, and you will find the greater strength to live them in that day.”



They looked at each other and shook their heads and asked each other what he meant. Mary stood with Salome and turned into her open arms and rested there. “How can I accept this?” she whispered.



“In the same way you have accepted all that Life has brought,” Salome replied. “Trust him.”
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The disciples were preparing their things to leave and Jesus gathered with Mary and many of the women who had followed him. His mother was there, and Abigail, and Rebekah, the mother of the Zebedees. He said, “Ah, my sweet friends, this could be a perilous journey, and some of you could be arrested or even worse. Please, think carefully about coming, for there is much work to be done to strengthen the people of Galilee, and some are needed here to do it.” So some of the women said they would stay, but Leah said, “We have spoken together and I speak for all the women who have been prostitutes: we will follow you no matter if you go to Hades.” They all nodded their assent.



Abigail put her arm around Leah and said, “You shall not escape from me that easily, my brother, or you either my sisters! I must go so I can turn the High Priest into a bird.”



His mother put her arm around Leah as well and said, “I also am coming with you.”



“Mother, Abigail…” he began to say, but his mother stood strongly before him.



“And why should you alone give yourself so the greater Light may dawn? Can you look me in my eyes right now and tell me that I have no destiny to also fulfill?”



He sighed and knew in his heart she was standing in the strength of what was most true to her. So he nodded yes and felt a deep sadness surrendering to a deeper sadness that was somehow now the truest thing for them all.



Rebekah Zebedee stepped forward and said that she was coming to minister to Mother Mary and nothing would stop her. So Jesus agreed, and said, “Let each follow their heart.”



Soon after, Judas his brother came from Nazareth with a donkey and cart and was greeted warmly by all. Judas embraced his brother and said, “I heard you are preparing to go south. I have brought this cart for mother to travel in, for I know she is determined in her heart that that next time you go to Jerusalem she will go with you. And you know where we all got our stubbornness from.” Jesus nodded and thanked him profusely as Mother Mary came and hugged him. Then Judas said, “Since you are going to Judea for Passover, I am going with you as well.”



But John said, “He has no training, Master. He should not come.”



Jesus looked at Judas and agreed. But his mother said, “Let him come.” Judas was passionate about it and said if they would not let him come with them he would travel there alone. Mother Mary said again, “Let him come. You do not know what Adonay may have for him to do as well.”



Jesus looked at the eyes of his brother and said, “Yes. But you have much to learn. Walk with James and John and Philip and the others and learn from them all they know. I will also teach you how to open your heart more to the Ruah as we go.” Judas was happy. But Mary Magdalene and many of the other women were troubled in their hearts.



The next day they gathered in the center of Capernaum and said good-bye to those they loved and asked for many prayers. Many of the people still shouted that they must not go: but they knew they could not turn them from this decision. Then Roman soldiers came by. “You there,” a soldier shouted to Peter, “why are you gathered like this?”



“We are going to Jerusalem and are bidding our friends and families farewell,” Peter replied.



One young soldier said, “It is more dangerous there now then it has ever been since I first came here seven years ago. Take care.” Jesus looked at his eyes, and they were good and held many hopes and dreams. Jesus thanked him for the warning.



Then Salome came with a traveling bag in her hands and embraced Mary Magdalene and the mother of Jesus: and no one needed to ask her to consider the danger, for they knew when her mind was made up that no one could deter her.



So they sang a song of the Ascents of David with all the people there,



 



‘Adonay is our shade upon our right hand.



The sun shall not smite us by day, nor the moon by night.



Adonay shall keep us from all evil;



he shall preserve our souls.’



 



Then they hugged each other, and there were many kisses an
 d wishes of good and farewells.
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They camped in the valley of Jezreel near the Jordon River. Jesus came and sat with Judas his brother and showed him how to open his heart and move his hands in front of his body from sky to earth and earth to sky. Then he left, and Judas practiced this for a long time. When he was done, Leah came and sat with him. He told her, “I didn’t feel a thing.”



“It doesn’t matter,” she said. “It takes time to weave your mind and body into one when they are used to being two. It is certain that if you keep doing this the Ruah will open you and flow through.” Then she laid him back and said “I will help; relax, let me show you.” She softly ran her fingers over his body from his feet up to his belly, up his sides and chest, then over his face to the crown of his head, and back down again.



Then suddenly Judas sat up and said, “This is not right. For you and I are not wed.”



She said, “Why do you say this?”



“For my flesh is stirring.”



“It is natural. When you scratch a dog’s ears its tail wags. I am awakening your body to flow with the Ruah in which everything lives.”



Then he stood up and said, “Is this what you do here? How can you say you are doing the work of Adonay when you are in sin?”



Leah looked at him with Love and said, “You body sings and your mind says ‘no’ in fear. How can you hope to be whole like this? A house divided against itself is weak. As the Master says, when you come to wholeness it is then that you fill with the Light of Alaha. Move past your fear into trust. Your body is as innocent as a nursing child; and the Ruah is the purity of Adonay — so let your mind become as innocent as a babe as well. I am not making love with you, I am opening the pathways of your body so the Ruah may move freely through you.”



Judas looked at her face: it was as simple as an angel’s and too beautiful for him to see, for his body was coming alive. So he left her and found Jesus and took him aside from the others. “Brother, is this what you teach them? Are these women still prostitutes?” And he told Jesus what Leah had said and done.



Jesus spoke firmly, ”Judas, our people have learned since they were children to fear their bodies and the joy it makes, but this is not the way of Alaha who is the fountain of Life. What she said is true and her heart is pure. She does not seek to seduce you but only to open you wide to the winds of El. Go back. Try again. And when fear comes up in your mind turn it around, for what it believes is backwards to the truth of the Ruah of El.”



“What do you mean, turn it around?”



“What is the opposite of fear?”



“Trust… and courage.”



“So ignore the fear and turn to these and see what the Ruah will do,” Jesus said. “If what we say is not true you will soon know it.”



Judas looked at the clear light in his brother’s eyes and it gave him the will. So he said, “One more time.”



Jesus smiled and said, “Open everything within you to the Ruah. Leah is a servant of that which is greater than her or you. Be fully in your body. The Ruah is not an idea in your mind; it is a freedom in stillness that seems like a River that moves.”



Judas shook his head. “What does that mean?”



“Jesus said, “I’m simply describing the truth of it. Your experience will make it plain.”



Judas returned to where Leah was and said, “I will try once more.” She smiled and made a place for him and told him to breathe slowly and that his heart would open simply because it was his purpose. So he breathed slowly as she brushed her fingers lightly over his skin from feet to head, and then down his arms to his hands; and he followed the gentle feelings with his mind and began to feel a power moving through him and softened into it.



“Surrender all to the Abba,” she said, and he felt his heart opening. And she kept moving her fingers lightly, as if they were shy breezes. Then she moved her hands over him without touching his skin and he felt the power growing and moving like a wave.



Then he sat up and said, “Is this the Ruah then that I feel?”



“Is the bending of a tree the wind? No, but this is your body moving with the moving of the Ruah which is beyond all we can sense.”



“Then how do you know it is the Ruah and not just the body?”



“By its good effects — every tree is known by its fruit, as your brother teaches. Our hearts become clean, and the Ruah gives us power to turn our minds around from twisted ways unto the true. And then, as the Ruah gets stronger, our Love gets stronger too. And as we reach out to others to share this gift it grows stronger yet. Look around at the faces of the fishermen, and the tax gather, and merchants, and the women who were whores and tell me if this is not a true movement of Alaha: for only the Ruah is pure, and it makes pure whoever it moves through as the water of a stream makes clean its bed.”



Then she showed him how to hold his hands over each Flame of Alaha in his body and to put the eye of his mind there until he felt the Flame began to burn. She stayed with him for many hours, but he would not let her light the Seventh Flame in his loins for his mind resisted this greatly. She said, “It is well, my brother. There is a time for all things. You cannot force your deep mind to give up its resistance and open. Just turn things around as best as you can and keep opening and wait. Then turn them around again and again until at last they settle into new and peaceful ways. The new creation the Master shows and teaches is when our minds and hearts and bodies dance as one with the Ruah that no one can see or feel. Then like many trees swaying in one breeze we show the Life beyond our lives, the Light beyond the light of this sun, and the Love that shall not die.”



Then she left him and Judas practiced by himself, and prayed, and surrendered and turned his fears around as best as he could. When the others saw him in the morning they said he had the face of a lamb, or of a child. And he was happy.



Jesus embraced him with great joy and said, “Be patient little brother, for the rivers of thought that flow through the deep mind carve new channels slowly over time. Peter and John and James and these others have been turning their minds around for almost three years and still their old ways of thinking can quickly arise. It is a work that must be done with the same patience and care you use as you carve your flowers and fruit in a wooden wall or door.”



Judas thought he understood — but he did not understand, for the mind is the last to know its true nature and its ways.
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The Messiah Is Here



Age 33



 



 



They came to Joseph’s well in Sychar of Samaria and Jesus sat by it with many of his friends. Some Samaritan women came to fill their jugs and Mary said, “Will you draw water for us as well?” They said they would. They were young women who had dark, innocent eyes, like sheep. Jesus smiled at them and said, “The Great Love loves you.”



One woman said, “Who is this Great Love you speak of? Is it the El of your people or of mine?”



Jesus said, “Yes.”



She asked, “What does this mean, yes, for I do not know if you mean one thing or the other?”



Jesus said, “This Great Love is beyond all Els and all people, but is the breath of all Life everywhere.”



She said, “You Jews say salvation is of you, and we say it is of us. Who is right?” for this was a question that had divided them for generations.



“Does not salvation mean to be open and free?”



“Yes, this is its meaning.”



“So, are you open to the breath of Ruah, and the miracle of Life, and are you free to Love?”



She said, “I see something in your eyes and the eyes of all these with you that tells me I am not, for neither my eyes or the eyes of my sisters shine with such Light as yours.”



Jesus took the heavy water jug from her and poured it on the hands of those who sat with them to refresh them. He then poured some on Phillip’s and Simon’s heads and there was much laughter amongst them.



Mary and some of the sisters took the women apart. She had them sit in a circle together. “Put your hands over your wombs, but leave some space between your hands and your body,” she said, and showed them. “Now put your minds on the space between your hands and your womb and feel it.” Sarah, Leah and Naomi helped the young women and they sat in silence for a while. “Now bring your hands up slowly to your hearts and feel the space within your chest as you breathe in the sky.” The women did, and one by one they started naturally smiling. “Now, bring your hands up to your throats,” Mary said, “and open your voices to sing praises of thanks for the gift of your lives, and to speak the truth you know without fear, for the Ruah loves you more than you can know and honors you as women.” The young women followed her movements. “Now bring your hands up to the top of your heads and open them to the sky. Gather the sky in your arms and bring it down through your womb and out your door of Life into the good earth that holds you.” And the women did this, and some of them started laughing. Then Mary showed them to bring the Ruah up through their body to the sky and back into the earth again and again and they were very happy.



The women all hugged each other for some time and the young women were amazed that they could feel such Love for women of another nation who were strangers to them. They asked, “Is this what your Master teaches then?”



Sarah said, “This and many things more. He helps each of us find our way to naturally open to the breath of Life and to let the Love we all truly are shine out through us.”



“This is a very great thing,” one of the young women said. “Our men teach us nothing except to stay in our places with the children and not disturb them.”



“Your place is in the heart of Adonay, in the rivers of his Love for you,” said Naomi. “for the Ruah is free and makes all people free. This is the truth we each must come to know.”



Later they came to where Jesus was laying down eating and said, “Are you the Messiah then that we are waiting for?” He looked up at them and said, “I am… and so are you if you continue in the way of Life, for what would a true Messiah do but open us to the Ruah in the heart of our hearts and to each other in Love? Look around — we are all the Messiah we have been waiting for.”



She did not truly understand what he meant, so ran to tell others that the Messiah was here. And many came to them; and neither did they understand what he had to say for they had other ideas in their minds that were fed by sorrow and great need. So he left them; but some followed and told others on the way that he was the Messiah.
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The Seventh Flame



Age 33



 



 



That night they made camp near the borderland of Judea. Leah came once more to Judas. They sat by the fire and moved the Ruah through their bodies with their hands. After a while Judas’ face shone again with peace. But he brought his hand only down as far as his belly, then back up to the crown of his head. Leah smiled at him as she watched him.



“Teach me a prayer to say as I do this,” Judas said, “for I am used to speaking aloud to Alaha.”



“I know no better prayer than this —
 Open me
 . Say this from your heart until your whole soul yearns for it. Feel the words coming from your heart. Then, as you grow more open the Ruah will flow sweet and free through you without your giving it thought.



So Judas whispered, “Open me.” At first they were just words in his mouth, but then his deep longing to be freer came into the words and he felt a passion arise within. “Open me,” he said again. This time he felt a great resistance in his mind, but he stirred himself and said it again as if his heart had lips.



Leah smiled and whispered, “Open me, open me,” with him. Their hands arose and fell, arose and fell. Then she said, “Now say, I open, thank you Ruah… for in this is pure trust. Here, follow me.” She opened her hands over her head slowly, again and again, saying, “I open, thank you…” then over her heart.



“I open… I surrender, I open,” Judas said as he too slowly opened his hands over his heart. “Then he began whispering, “Thank you, thank you… oh! Thank you.” They stopped and he looked at her with wonder in his eyes. “It’s so simple. Of course! I really feel the Presence of Alaha. My heart feels lighter, and my wandering mind is peaceful and clear. Why haven’t we been taught this by the Rabbis before?”



“Because we can only show what we know. The teachers teach old stories, but have forgotten that the stories tell of a living Ruah moving through the people. This is what we need now, the Light of Adonay shining in our lives, the Wisdom of Adonay rising freely in our minds, for the Life of Adonay has never stopped speaking, as it is written, ‘Wisdom cries out in all the earth.’”



Judas said, “Where did you learn such things? Have you studied ancient texts?”



“No. I have listened in my heart to the one who wrote those texts in the language of the ancient ones. The Wisdom of Alaha is alive now and forever.”



Judas shook his head in wonder, then returned to the rhythm of his movements and the opening of his heart. “He whispered again, “Open me, open me. Thank you Adonay. Thank you Ruah, I open, I open... Ahlalalaleeee!” he shouted and started laughing.



“Why are you laughing?” she asked.



“I’m beginning to feel the freedom that Jesus has always known. James and I used to be so critical of him making up his own names for Adonay. But now, somehow, it makes perfect sense when it flows from my heart in Love.”



“And so will the Seventh Flame make sense to you Judas, when you have the courage to turn around your mind and open it.”



“Why is it so important then?” Judas asked.



“Because, as it will teach you, it is the center of innocent joy and new creation. Because it has been cloaked with fear and many reproaches we have never been free to know the full pleasure of being in our bodies, here, in the freedom of the Ruah. Only when we light this Flame too, will we know the innocent purity of all things and fully live.”
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I Am Dying In Saying This



Age 33



 



 



As the others drifted into sleep Jesus lay in Mary’s arms, breathing slowly, deeply, listening. He felt as if he was climbing a mountain with each breath, with every prayer, and when he arrived at the top, there was only a cliff. And now it was time to drop off.



“Mary… are you awake?” he whispered.



“Yes. I was praying for you,” she said softly.



He sighed, then said, “I understand more clearly now.”



“What, my love?” she answered and put her nose into his hair.



“All of the dreams, and what I must do.”



She sat up and looked at his face that was pale with moonlight. “I am afraid to ask,” she said.



“But it is needful that you know, for once things are set in motion there will be no turning back.” He looked towards her face but it was shadowed, for her back was to the moon.



She sighed and said, “Oh, Abba, help me… tell me then.”



He sat up in front of her and reached out for her hands. She squeezed them tightly, as if she was holding him back from drowning. He said, “I feel that I am dying even in saying this, but I must. I need you to understand, Mary.” She closed her eyes and nodded, rocking back and forth a little, to help her take it in.



He looked up at the stars for a moment and felt again the trust that carried him, then down at her face he could not see. “Mary, my Mary… these are the thoughts of my heart. We know that since ancient times men of every nation have sacrificed to their Elohim. And I have been asking the Abba, why?”



“You know why. People believe it is to win the favor of the holy ones,” Mary said without opening her eyes.



“Yes, for we have known the goodness of Elohim in the blessings of earth, but many believed that great storms and other misfortunes were his wrath — and they have feared the Elohim. They also prayed and offered sacrifices for victories in war, and whoever won believed their El was the greatest. And now, our people still come to sacrifice to Adonay with many lambs as Passover approaches. Why?”



“To make payment for their sins…”



“So…”



“So Adonay will forgive them and smile on them with many blessings,” she answered, rocking a little faster now, for she already sensed, without words or understanding, where this was going.



“Yes, this is what they believe,” he said. “And they recite the old stories of Adonay rising up with power and fighting for them, and many of the Zealots believe this, and so they pray and cry out for help; and yet when they act in faith they are caught and crucified. So where is the favor of Adonay?”



“I don’t know,” she said a bit angrily, not at his question, but at all he was about to say. “Probably many secretly wonder about these things as well.”



“Adonay does not fight, as in old stories, and cast the Romans down as the armies of Pharaoh were cast down by Yah,” he said. “Why? Why?”



She opened her eyes. “I don’t know. Has Adonay changed?”



“That is a powerful question, Mary.” He sighed once more, his eyes searching for hers that he could not see, but could feel watching him now. “No, Adonay has not changed.” He reached up to move the dark lock of hair he knew always fell over her face. “I don’t believe that the old stories passed from father to son and mother to daughter for countless generations are true. They can’t be.”



“You mean it’s all a lie, everything we have always believed to give us strength?”



“No, no, there is much truth of the Abba’s Presence woven in them, and this truth has carried our people, for truth opens the heart to the strength of Ruah which is forever here. But these stories of the warrior El, full of power and wrath who slew many with fire and plagues, showing no mercy, were born of a tribal people who had to fight for their lives. So they dreamt of a great El who would give them protection and be their strength in battle. But this has never been the true nature of Adonay. All I have seen and all that I know tells me that the Elohim is pure Light and Love —only this — and as free as wind. And it is clear that he gives us freedom to keep the ways of Love and know its blessings, or to break the laws of Love and know for ourselves what sorrow this brings.”



“But how are you going teach such things in Jerusalem?” she said sharply. “Jesus, we both know those in power will never accept what you believe, even if they see you doing miracles.”



He sighed deeply. “Mary, my sweetest love, it is true. Some may believe, but most of those in power will fight to hold onto their power. It is because of this that these truths must be acted out. There is something very big that must be done.”



“What do you mean? What kind of actions?” she asked, and her voice revealed her fear.



“Mary…” he moved and pulled her around so he could see her face in the dim light. “Please hear me now. Our people are sacrificing to El to win his favor, but what if this was turned around… and the Abba sacrificed himself to win theirs? What if the image of Alaha was turned completely around?”



“And how can such a thing happen?” Mary asked, and she felt her womb quiver.



“Alaha has no form but us, no hands but ours, no body to give but our own. I have been remembering the old prophecy of Isaiah, and thinking of my mother’s dreams and mine about entering the dragon… and after John baptized me I met a lamb and a raven on a bridge, and it was as if they were conversing...”



Mary reached out and put her fingers on his lips. “Now, I can hear no more. You know the raven is a symbol of death, and I know what the lamb means. I am with you. I will walk this way with you no matter where it leads. But please, my love, let it unfold one day at a time. I cannot bear more than this,” she said, and turned her face from him into the dark. But even in the shadows he could still feel the sorrow of her eyes.
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Open Me, I Open
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They came at last to a hill that overlooked Jerusalem. It was late in the day and a wind was blowing into their faces. Below them the road was packed with a long line of colorfully dressed pilgrims finishing their journeys to the Passover feast. Peter motioned with his arms and they stood along the crest of the hill, and Simon started beating a rhythm on his drum and leading them singing a song of praise from their hearts. But Jesus and Mary were silent, and looked very solemnly at the city walls. Jesus’ mother Mary stood and sang with Rebekah, mother of the Zebedees, and her eyes burnt with sorrow and Love.



Jesus opened his arms as if he embraced the sky into him and felt the full freedom of the wind. Some others did too, but most simply stood and felt the wind move over their bodies as they sang. Phillip took off his robe and stood in his loincloth. “Like this in me, Ruah,” he said,  “Like this in me.”



Abigail laughed at Phillip, then shook her yellow hair and started dancing around as Judas began shouting “Open me, open me… I open, I open” They all stopped singing and joined with him, shouting, “Open me, Ruah. I open.”



Then they all put their arms around each other and started chanting from the Hallel of David, “How good and pleasant it is for brothers to dwell together in unity.”



Leah sang, “How good and pleasant it is for sisters to dwell together in unity,” and the young women laughed and sang it all together again.



Then John sang, “How good it is for us all to be here, right now, in this open Breath of El.” And they laughed together; and James waved his arms for them to gather around Jesus. Everyone put their hands out and blessed him.



Peter said, “May you follow the wisdom of Alaha wherever it leads you, Master, and may the Ruah gather many people into Love’s nets.” Then he put his arms around Jesus and said quietly, “I love you more than my life.” Jesus looked at him with great tenderness and kissed his cheeks.



James said, “May the flame of this Love you have lit in us burn in many hearts here.” Jesus nodded and put his hand on the back of James’ neck.



And Mary, his beloved, whispered a prayer she could not speak, then kissed his cheek and said, “May the will of Adonay be done!”



The others shouted,  “So let it be, so let it be!” And they were full of joy and expecting great things.



Jesus looked around at them all. His expression was soft, and he felt a sweet peace which had no need to speak itself through him.
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The City’s Blue Shadows
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They entered the gates of Jerusalem, and the disciples who were used to boats and sleepy villages were once more in awe. But a few had been many times before and some even had relatives who lived there. Those who had family left to go to their places of lodging, but most of the disciples went to the garden of Gethsemane, a large area of public gardens and olive orchards to the east side of the city where pilgrims could safely sleep under the trees.



Rebekah’s father had a large house in the upper city, near the theater, and she took Jesus’ family, Mary Magdalene, Salome and some of the sisters there to prepare a place for Jesus. But he told them he would come later and went alone to the sheep market in the lower city, where many sheep and lambs were being sold for sacrifices.



He watched the buying and selling for a long while, and not once did he see in the eyes of the people compassion for the animals that would be killed. Then he looked into the unknowing eyes of frightened lambs, and his heart was moved for them. As the sun sank low behind the Western Walls, filling city streets with blue shadows, they closed the markets, for it was the beginning of the Sabbath and no buying or selling could take place. Then Jesus went outside the Water Gate and sat with his back against the massive stones of the city wall to watch the last orange glimmer of the sun as it disappeared behind the Mount of Olives. He talked to the Abba and waited in silence until he felt the Ruah moving. Then he passed back through the gate and followed a man lighting torches on the walls to the pool of Siloam where many beggars huddled in the shadows. There was a man laying there in the dim light reflected from the water. Jesus knelt down by him and said, “My brother, how long have you come here to this pool to beg?”



The man said, “Thirty years, for I have had misshapen feet since I was a boy.”



Jesus looked carefully at him and asked, “Do you wish to be whole?”



The man did not understand what he meant, but asked him for money. Jesus asked again, “If Alaha wills to heal you, are you willing to be whole?”



The man looked more carefully at Jesus and sensed the Light shining in him. His face softened with hope, “Yes Master, I am willing,” he said.



Jesus took him by the hand and the Ruah passed through him into the man’s body. And the beggar’s body danced with Light, and things moved as the beauty of Alaha became real. Then the man stood up and looked down at his feet which were straight. He rubbed his eyes and laughed, and embraced Jesus, then said, “I’m going to walk to my sister’s house now. She hasn’t talked to me for over twenty years. Do you think her heart will fail when she sees me?”



Jesus smiled and said, “May Alaha prevent it.”



The man picked up his bed and walked off shouting and laughing through the city streets. Some Pharisees, who were members of the Sanhedrin, saw him and asked, “Why are you carrying a load? Don’t you know the sun is down and the Sabbath has begun?”



The man said, “My joy was so great I forgot what time or day it was, for I have been lame for thirty years and laying on this bed by the sheep pool, and I now I am healed”.



The men asked, “Who did this?” And the beggar said, “I didn’t think to ask his name. But his speech was from the region of Galilee.” Then the men returned to the portico of the Temple, where many of the priest and doctors of the law gathered, and told what had just happened. Judas Iscariot was there. And his heart leapt, for he knew the Master had come. He asked the men where the healing had happened and ran there but could not find Jesus. Then a cry of joy rang out from down a lane, for a woman had just been healed. Judas ran there and found Jesus and warmly embraced him.



Jesus was glad to see Judas again, and said, “My brother…”



“Master, I knew in my heart you would come,” he said with joy. “I have great news for you! I have been talking with many of the leaders here, sharing things you have taught me, and telling them of the many miracles that Alaha has done. And some very influential men are open in their minds and are eager to meet you. I can bring you to the High Priest himself and the Counsel of Elders. You can teach them and show them your healing power. This is such a great blessing, Master, for with the good will of the elders you can bring your healing to the people and teach them freely.”



Jesus looked at Judas and his mind seemed to leave and drift away. Judas had never seen this before. So he said, “Master, are you well?”



Jesus focused back on him, smiled and said, “Thank you, my brother. I know your heart means good in this. But I will rest now with Mary and the others, for we have traveled many days, and will meet you where you wish following the Sabbath.”



Judas said, “Come to the portico and I will find you there.” So they embraced again and parted. Judas went quickly back to the temple and told many of the priests that the Master himself had come.
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A Lamb For The Slaughter
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On the Sabbath day Jesus arose early and found his disciples in the Garden of Gethsemane. Then they went together to the Synagogue of James and John’s grandfather. More of his followers met them there. Salome also came with many of the women and Jesus greeted them outside. He embraced Salome and held her for a long time. Then he said, “And my Mother and Mary?”



“Your mother is weary, so Abigail and Mary stayed with her.” She did not tell him that Mary Magdalene had not come for she did not want to hear what she knew he would say. Jesus nodded and kissed her on the top of the head, then looked up to the sky, closed his eyes for a moment, turned and went inside. The Rabbi warmly welcomed them all, for he sensed the power and Presence that came from them. He asked Jesus to read from the scroll and opened the prophet Jeremiah, but Jesus asked for the scroll of Isaiah. The Rabbi looked at him for a moment, then nodded his assent and gave him the scroll. Jesus found where it was written of the suffering servant, kissed the scroll and read.



“‘He was reviled and rejected by men; a man aware of grief. We hid our faces from him and did not value him, though it was our misery he carried when he was afflicted. Because he did not defend himself we thought it was Adonay who struck him. But his wounds were caused because of our iniquities, and by the beatings he endured we are healed.’”



Then he put the scroll down and looked at the faces of the people. Flies buzzed around them in the shafts of light coming from the window spaces. Some of the people were half asleep and others stared blankly at him. Jesus sighed and walked into the midst of the crowd, which surprised them, for this was not the custom. He began touching the ones near him, just to feel their presence. He felt the compassion of Adonay run through him and his heart widen. Several members of the Sadducees and several Pharisees were there and Jesus looked long at them. Some of their faces were open and sincere, but he saw in others the pride of their knowledge and power. Then he went back to the front and asked, “Who is this the prophet speaks of?” There was some talk amongst the crowd.



Then one of the Pharisees said, “It is the nation of our people, for the prophet speaks of our suffering.”



Jesus asked, “If this is the nation then who rejects it; who hides their faces from it; whose sorrows does it carry; and whose iniquities is it wounded for? And have the beatings our nation has endured healed the people, or made them bitter?”



There was more talk, and a Sadducee said, “These things are written as mysteries, for prophets are mysterious men.”



Jesus said, “I say to you this day, it is Adonay that you reject and do not highly value. It is El who carries your griefs. And it is Alaha that you wound, for the innocence of Adonay is the lamb within you that you slaughter every day, and yet he does not complain or speak out in his own defense.” Some of the people shook their heads as if they were a bit shocked at what they were hearing. Salome looked down on him from the place of women and sighed deeply.



Jesus turned back to the scroll and looking up he quoted it from memory, “Adonay laid on him the iniquity of us all. He was taken from prison and judgment; he was brought as a lamb to the slaughter; he was cut off from the land of the living — he was stricken for the transgression of my people.”



Then he said, “Since the times of Abraham we have sacrificed to Adonay, but I say to you today, Adonay does not desire sacrifices. You slaughter lambs without feeling; and they look at you with trusting eyes before fear darkens them and you let their blood run. So will you slaughter Adonay with merciless eyes — and in this the heart of the Abba will be seen — and your own calloused hearts will be revealed. For Adonay does not seek other than that your hearts become tender, and open to the innocence of your own true Life, and to the Light in which we all live.”



Salome felt her heart’s sadness and slowly shook her head and sighed again. And many of the younger women, who did not understand, looked at Salome and felt somehow, something terrible was happening.



A Sadducee said, “This is a strange interpretation, for it says that Adonay laid on him our iniquity and that he was taken from prison. How can Adonay lay on himself our iniquity? There is no sin in Adonay. And how can Adonay be in prison?”



Jesus answered, “You clothe the naked body of Adonay everyday with the shadows of your mind and your twisted ways of seeing. And it is Adonay who sits in silence in the prison of your sleeping hearts, waiting for you to open the doors and let him be free so that you might fully live. And so too, it is Adonay, who as a scapegoat, shall carry your secret guilt and shame away so that you might learn what this means: forgiveness of all is the door to the Oneness that heals all.”



“This is foolishness,” another Pharisee shouted. “For how can Adonay be taken from the land of the living as it is written, ‘Adonay is the fountain of Life and lives forever!’”



“You speak truly,” Jesus said. “He is the fountain of Life that created the stars and earth and seas and all people and things. And so cannot Adonay also create an expression of himself fulfilling his own prophetic Word?”



“What do you mean? Are you saying Adonay will come here, amongst us?” a Sadducee asked loudly.



“You shall see the meaning of these words in the coming days and remember what I have spoken, for Adonay does not desire your sacrifices but is the one who sacrifices himself for you.”



Many of his disciples began crying. Peter stared at the wall as if he was not hearing these words. James and John and Phillip put their arms around each other and rocked together as if they were already mourning.



“What? This is not true!” another Pharisee shouted. “How could Adonay be the sacrifice for us?”



“In his son.”



“What do you mean, in his son? Adonay is One and has no son!”



“Then why is it written by the prophet Hosea, ‘Where it was said, you are not my people, there it shall be said, you are the children of the living El’?”



“Yes, we are all children of El,” the Rabbi said, ‘for we are sons of Abraham…”



“Not only this, but listen to what the prophet David wrote, ‘You send forth your breath and
 all
 things are created, and you renew the face of the earth.’ All creatures are offspring of Adonay who is the fountain of Life: and the breath of El gives life to all beings. And those who live in the fountains of Life and breathe the breath of El, reflect his nature and are sons and daughters of the Great Love. So how can you say Adonay has no son? A son reflects the glory of his Abba, and you shall see the glory of the Abba when Adonay himself becomes the lamb that carries your darkness away.”



A Sadducee shouted, “This is not true! This is a mad man’s interpretation.” And the people started shouting their opinions.



Jesus raised his arms to quiet them, but they quieted little. So he stood up on a bench and shouted, “No longer think you can win the favor of Alaha by killing innocent lambs, for the heart of the Abba is for you and open to all, but your hearts are hard as stone. So the Abba shall be the lamb — and when you kill Alaha the truth of your hearts shall be revealed.”



The people burst out louder in much talk. And many were angered and said that Jesus was mad or a fool. But others had heard of him and the healings he did and said, ‘No, we must hear more of what he has to say.’ A Pharisee by the name of Nicodemus, who was a respected member of the high counsel, sat in the back saying nothing, but staring at Jesus and thinking. But another Pharisee with him glared at Jesus and said, “This is the teacher we have heard of from the North. He is mad and teaches many strange things indeed.”
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Stones Of Rage
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That night he slept little, and Mary did not want to speak to him, for her heart had lost him once and remembered its great pain, so she felt herself closing inside, though she wished it was not this way. Jesus too felt himself slipping from her and did not fight it, for he knew it must be. And he felt his great sorrow and that there was nothing he could do about it, for the time was upon him and there were many things that must be done. In the morning light, as he was leaving, he put his hand gently on her head; she did not look up at him, but just touched his hand. Then she watched him until he was only a shadow in the door and turned back upon the bed and held herself and moaned.



He went out into the streets, and walked towards the temple as if he was in a dream until he came upon Sarah and Leah who had gone to the well. They kissed him, and sensed his sorrow, so they walked with him in silence until they came upon a group of angry men who had dragged a young woman into an open place. She was covered with dirt and her dress was torn and her face wet from weeping. Some of the men were Pharisees. Jesus shouted, “What are you doing?” and knelt down by her. Sarah and Leah took her in their arms.



One of the men screamed with rage, “I caught her in adultery just now when I returned home, and have brought her here as a witness that we might stone her.”



Jesus looked carefully at her. Her eyes were filled with fear, but he saw something tender and beautiful in her. “And where is the man who slept with her?” he asked.



“He fled when I found them, for he is a coward.”



“And are you not going to punish him as well?”



“He is a man, and men eat honey when they are offered it. It is my wife who has played the whore; and it is she who shall bear the judgment of it!”



Jesus picked up a stone and walked to the man and looked him in his eyes. He saw a great hardness in him and said, “If you had loved her as you should she would not have offered her honey to another man. So who is the one with the greatest sin here? If you have known her in tenderness, and cherished her as if she were your greatest treasure, then here is a stone — break her body with it.” And he motioned to Sarah and Leah who reluctantly stepped back from the young woman who shivered with fear, as if she was naked in snow.



The man was filled with rage, and lifted his hand with the stone: but his heart tightened like a great knot, and he felt as if he could not breathe and stumbled back.



Jesus looked sternly around at them all until they left. Then he went to the woman and lifted her up. Sarah and Leah took her in their arms and led her to where they stayed, and washed her, and anointed her body with oils and perfumes, and comforted her.
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Close To Blasphemy
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Jesus went to the temple portico with its rows of high pillars and drifting clouds of incense. There were many teachers of the Law there, from both the Sadducees and Pharisees as well as Chief Priests and Elders. They were sitting in small circles debating many things, as was their custom. Judas was there. He embraced Jesus with great joy and introduced him to a group of men. They greeted him and asked him to sit and share his thoughts with them about the revealing of Adonay to Moses in the burning bush, for this was what they were discussing.



Jesus looked at their faces and asked, “When Moses asked Adonay ‘What is your name,’ what did he say?”



An old man with a white beard and a golden band of silk around his head answered, “‘Hayah, hayah …’”



Jesus asked, “And what does this mean?”



The old man answered, “I am, or I exist.” He curled his fingers in his beard. “Or it could mean, I become. I believe it is a statement that Adonay is the One who lives through all ages.”



Jesus asked, “And why would he say hayah two times?”



“Perhaps to emphasize its truth, like I would say, come here, come here!” the old man replied.



“But as you say, the same word can mean both existence and becoming. So what if Adonay was saying, ‘I am Existence; I am Existence itself becoming?’”



“Then that would imply that all that exists is Adonay, and we know that the Creation of Adonay is not Adonay, for Adonay is holy and cannot die, and yet all Creation is filled with sorrow and death.” the old man said as he stroked his beard and watched Jesus carefully.



“This is true,” Jesus replied, “and yet Adonay is not far away, though most act as if he was not fully here. As David wrote, ‘He causes the grass to grow, and every tree is Adonay’s. He hears every bird song, and gives the lions their meat — and it is he who feeds the fish of the sea.’ And he also wrote that it is Adonay who carefully creates us in our mother’s wombs. And Solomon even wrote that, ‘the Ruah of Adonay fills our nostrils.’ How can these things be unless the limitless One is with us, lives in us, is in every part of our bodies and beings, and is everywhere and in all things?”



“Then what is the exact relationship of Adonay and his creation?” Nicodemus asked. This was the same Nicodemus who had heard him speak in the Synagogue.



“I have seen that he is Existence itself, and all that exists moves and breathes inside of him. And the miracle of Existence, in its naked nature beyond all form, is pure, silent Light: utterly free and completely harmonious. The Creation we experience through our senses is like frozen Light. This is Light in a solid form,” he said and slapped a pillar of stone. “All these forms arise out of the Sea of Light. And we are beings of Light in bodies: children of the Great Oneness, who have forgotten who and what we are. Here we experience a sense of brokenness, of being separate beings lost in our conflicts of good and evil, Love and selfishness, Light and blindness. And it is here that we can wake up and heal, and come home to the One Light who is our true Life.



Then he put his arm around a very old man and said, “And when we are released at last from these bodies we will fly free back into the worlds of Light within this world — the everlasting kingdom of the Abba.” The old man rocked from side to side and smiled. Then Jesus said, “And both we and Adonay are made richer in Love and wisdom through it all, for as his children we are all parts of his One Great Soul that is growing and becoming.”



Nicodemus and many others nodded thoughtfully.



Jesus stood up and spoke loudly so all could hear, “You say the Shema, ‘Hear O Israel, Adonay is One,’ as if there were only one El and he belongs to us — but I say to you that Adonay is Oneness, and all is in truth one in him. Only those who live as Light in the Great Love can know what this means, for if Adonay is the Oneness of Existence, then Adonay is in all places at once: even in the hearts of every Roman soldier and their children as well.”



“But they are pagans!” a Pharisee cried.



“They have their own way of relating to the Oneness, and shall be judged by Light and Love, like us, in the end.”



The men started speaking with each other loudly, and many of their faces were suddenly darkened. Then one of the Chief Priests raised his arms to hush them, and he came close and looked Jesus in the eyes carefully, then said, “You have the eyes of a child and say childish things. Adonay is indeed One, but the power and blessings of Adonay are for his chosen people only, for only we have the covenant with him given through Abraham and Moses. The Prophets are ours, and all the promises.”



“And just how are these promises blessing you this day, my brother?” Jesus asked.



“I am strengthened when I read the words of the psalms and prophets, and much instructed by the books of the Law, for they teach me what is good and what is evil. And the stories of my forefathers give me identity and hope.”



“So your mind lives in the past then…”



“I learn from the past and am inspired by the works Adonay has done,” he answered.



“But what of the works that Adonay is doing today, right now?” Jesus asked. “For Adonay is here, and closer than our thoughts or breathing.”



“We are doing the works of Adonay by keeping his temple and offering sacrifices to him…”



“Yes,” another man said, “And keeping good judgment, and the rules and laws that have been handed down.”



“And yet you eat of the tree of knowing good and evil that Adam ate of, and thus make yourself the judge of other’s hearts. But you do not know their hearts, or the story Adonay is writing with them, or that they are another face of Adonay, just as you are. This is not the way of Life but is the way of separation and death. It is the Law itself that draws these distinctions and makes you miss your true inheritance.”



“You are close to being blasphemous,” an old Pharisee cried.



“My brother,” Jesus said, “What if Adonay would do something new, as it is written in the scroll of Isaiah, ‘Remember not the former things, nor the things of old. I will do a new thing; shall you know it? I will make a way in the wilderness and rivers in the desert.’ Would you throw your hearts open and welcome this?”



“Yes, of course we would,” a tall, prestigious looking man replied, “for we want the Word of Adonay to be fulfilled.”



“Then why did you reject John the Baptizer who made a way in the wilderness and brought rivers of Ruah in the desert, and then stand by while he was killed?” Jesus asked. The man scowled at him.



“Teacher,” Nicodemus said, “We know you are from the North Country where life is simple. There are many complexities to life here. The Romans will not stand for any who cry out for change. They see this as a threat to their power.”



“John cried for a change of your hearts: nothing more than this. He was not a threat to Rome and you know it; yet you made the Romans believe he was. He cried for the rivers of Ruah to flow through every heart. But you would not hear him. You honor the old prophets who are dead, but the living ones you kill. How can you say you welcome the Words of Adonay?”



Nicodemus’ face was grave. And the others looked hard at Jesus, and then at Judas who felt embarrassed.



“We have a meeting inside,” Nicodemus said, “You will excuse us now.” The men got up to leave and motioned for Judas to follow. Judas looked at Jesus with frustration and Jesus looked soberly back at him. Then Judas turned and followed the men out through the gate.
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Caiaphas Speaks
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The group walked quickly through great halls, talking to each other in hushed and hurried tones. Nicodemus motioned for Judas to catch up with them and said, “We have a meeting with the High Priest. Come, I’m sure he will have many questions about your Jesus now that he is here amongst us.” Judas nodded and walked with them, his mind racing as to what he should say.



They passed into a round, open room that was plated with gold. Caiaphas, the High Priest, was tall, with hair as white as a summer cloud and eyes as gray as winter. He greeted the men warmly, and Judas whom he knew from their many talks about Jesus before. One of them said, “We have met Judas’ teacher from the North Country.”



The High Priest said, “Say on.”



The tall, distinguished priest said, “He is a trouble maker. He obviously sees himself as some kind of prophet. He is an illiterate, yet arrogantly sure of himself. He was telling us his interpretations of the sacred writings with no room for normal disagreement or discussion.” And many of the men agreed with him.



But Nicodemus said, “Don’t be so quick to say this is mere arrogance. The prophets always speak with an authority that comes from what they have seen. They are not like other men.”



“Please, if I may speak…” said Judas. Caiaphas nodded. Judas took a deep breath. “Honored teachers and scholars,” he began. “Jesus is a prophet and sees many things in the world of Adonay. I beseech you, let him come and speak before you and all the Sanhedrin. You may ask him questions and he will show you who he truly his. I have seen his healing power with my own eyes and the joy he brings to people’s lives. He only does good: please believe this.”



Caiaphas rubbed the back of his neck. “I will surely hear him for myself. But I can tell you this, there must not be any new trouble now with so many people in the city for the feast. Pilate is adamant about this. If this young teacher stirs up the people, something drastic will have to be done to show we are in control or it will be our backs that are flayed by Rome. You tell him, Judas. Make him understand the seriousness of the situation.”



Judas thanked him profusely. “You will see: the Love and power he shares is magnificent. We will work everything out. We will…” he said to the circle of men, many who had dubious looks in their eyes. Then Judas excused himself with many shows of courtesy.



Nicodemus walked with him to the door and said, “I have not made up my mind about your Master, but am much impressed with him. Not all in the assembly are as critical as those who raised their voices here. Tell your Jesus he has friends here as well as those who are suspicious of him.”



Judas thanked him greatly and went to find his Master.
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Judas Meets Judas
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Judas found James and Phillip by the market place and they told him Jesus was with his family near the Tower Pool, sitting under a old tree that was well known, for its branches spread out as if to touch the four winds. So Judas went and found them. Jesus sat by himself, leaning against a stone wall that formed part of the washing place. Judas came and greeted him with a warm embrace, then Mary, who touched his face gently and kissed his cheek. When Judas, Jesus’ brother, hugged him he said, “I want to thank you for all you are doing for us here. Can you really get an audience for us with the leaders?” Jesus looked at his brother, then over at Mary whose sad eyes needed no interpretation.



“Yes. I have just been talking with the High Priest himself. He wants the Master to come and speak with them,” Judas said enthusiastically.



Jesus’ brother turned to Jesus. “You see how Ruah works for you. This is the blessing of Adonay. You can share your message with them, and with the backing of the leaders, you will be able to teach here as freely as you have in Galilee.”



Then Judas Iscariot said, “Master, the people of Jerusalem have experienced so much suffering. They will surely receive your teachings with joy. You only need to be cautious how you say things. There is a difficult political situation here, and if you stir up the crowds the Roman Governor will pressure the leaders to do something quickly. If they don’t act, some of them could be arrested as well as you and many of us. So please, show wisdom Master, I beg of you.” Jesus looked deeply into Judas’ eyes, then took a deep breath and looked up at the sky.



Jesus’ brother took Judas by the arm and said, “Come, walk with me. My brother wants to spend time with his family here.” So Judas nodded to Jesus and the others, and the two Judases walked together through the city discussing many things, for Jesus’ brother had always dreamed of the day when he might come to Jerusalem and meet many teachers and discuss things he had thought about and debated with his brothers since he was a child.



Jesus watched them leave, then went over to Mary who was leaning back against a stone in the shade. He sat close to her and she put her arm around his shoulder. “All I need to do is not say anything that causes trouble…” Jesus said slowly.



“You can see it, can’t you?” Mary said. “I mean people opening their hearts, the Ruah moving through them, many being healed, the family of Love growing.”



“Yes…” he answered slowly.



“And what is so wrong with that?” she asked softly.



“I don’t know…” Jesus answered. “Perhaps…” and his mind filled once more with dreams of living joyfully with Mary and those he loved. Then he shook his head and sighed.
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That afternoon Jesus walked with some of his disciples through the milling crowds. There was much excitement in the air as there always is at great festivals when many families are gathered. People pushed through the crowds, the clatter of donkey hoofs sounded on the stones, there were shouts as the merchants hawked their goods and people called to each other above the din. Children ran here and there, many of them playing with cousins and other friends they rarely saw. The disciples enjoyed the smells and many sights, for the market place was huge and there were goods that had been brought on the great trading routes from as far as Egypt, Greece, and even Persia. The air was thick with the fragrances of herbs, spices, and many kinds of incense.



They wove through the colorful booths of cloths and rugs, great pots and painted jugs, bronze and iron knives and many other utensils, then walked down a hill through vegetable stands piled high with oranges, figs, dates, nuts, and the many greens grown in the fields around the city. Further down they saw chickens and ducks blinking in cages at the feet of wrinkled faced old women, and squawking geese tied together by their necks, and then a huge dirt square where donkeys, sheep, goats, cattle and camels were being sold. There, in the thick dust and heat, men with long sticks cried out their prices and bargained heatedly with customers.



James and John and some others of the disciples tried to talk to men there, but none were willing to listen to poor men not seeking to buy anything, so they circled back up towards the city and came at last to where many beggars sat in the shade of a wall made of great stones that were cut in the times of David and King Solomon. Some of the beggars were blind with a cloudy film over their dead eyes, and many others had wilted limbs, and others infected sores wrapped in dirty rags. Most of them cried out for alms to the people passing, but others just sat dumb, as if in a daze. Jesus looked at them, and then at Peter. “And what should we do here?” Jesus asked him.



“Follow the Love,” Peter said. “What else is there to do?”



Jesus nodded and felt his open heart and the Ruah’s stillness waiting. Then he moved and the Ruah moved in him. He sat down next to a man whose bones showed through the skin of his face. The man’s teeth were rotten and crossed like twisted sticks in a thicket. He was blind in both eyes that were milky blue, with flies drinking from the moist corners of them. Jesus asked, “How long have you been blind?”



The man whispered, “I was born blind,” and held out his bowl.



But Jesus lowered the bowl and asked, “And if you could see for the first time today, would you rejoice?”



The man said, “With all my heart. And if I could rise up on these feeble legs of mine, I would dance.”



Jesus spit on the dirt beside him and mixed a pool of mud in his palm. He smeared it over both the man’s eyes, then called for a jug of water and took a corner of his robe and carefully washed the pus from the man’s eyes and face. The man’s eyes cleared. He blinked and looked at Jesus’ face and saw a dim form. Then Jesus put his hands over the man’s eyes and the Ruah breathed through him. The man started shaking as the power of Alaha unfolded him. Then Jesus moved his hands. The man blinked again and looked around in wonder, for he did not know the meaning of form or color or that the sky was blue. Then he began to cry, and his tears cleared the remaining pus that was in the recesses of his eyes. Jesus held the man’s leathery face and pressed his forehead against the man’s head. The Ruah moved again and strengthened his weakened limbs so that he stood up. He began to walk and reached out his hands as was his habit, but this time to feel all he saw. At first the merchants reacted with annoyance, but then some recognized the man who had sat against the wall every day for as long as they could remember. And there were gasps in the crowd. Someone cried, “Who healed you?” The man pointed to Jesus. And the disciples shook their heads with amazement at a miracle such as this.



Then Jesus began to teach the people that were gathered, for many came as the word spread quickly through the crowd of what had just happened. He shouted, “What you see here is what is possible when the Ruah of Adonay is free to move, for the Ruah of Adonay is Love, and it is Love that heals us. Many of you are from other lands, not only Jews but some are Greeks, and some from Phoenicia, and Cilicia, and Galatia, and regions beyond. To this day some of you have had this El and another that. And you know that since ancient times we Jews have followed our El as the Adonay of all the Earth and Creator of all things. Yet we have not poured out blessings freely upon you, as it was the will of the Maker for us to do. But I say to you a new day has come. From this time forth there should be One El and his name One, for we are all children of his Ruah,” he shouted, opening his arms to them. “The Ruah moves like a wind through me now, and through these friends here with me. And the Ruah will move through whoever is willing to open his heart.”



There was a great stir in the crowd. “But what of the promise of Adonay to send the Messiah to us?” asked someone. “We know that then all nations will come to this city and bow down to learn of Adonay and his laws and ways.”



“The Messiah comes to restore you to your own true selves,” Jesus shouted, “not to give you power over others, for all are welcome and equal at the table of Love. For this is truth: in the Light of the Oneness of El all are One, and all differences have been created for delight, for Love reveals in each person a unique beauty.”



“But this is not what our prophets have said,” a young Pharisee shouted. “There must be judgment by fire to cleanse the wickedness of the earth.”



“The only fire of Alaha is the flame of Love,” Jesus shouted back. “This alone can cleanse and free the human heart. Let this flame burn now in you to cleanse your inner land. And know that Alaha is a fountain of Life as well, to renew you as it flows and grows and becomes more beautiful with time. Do not limit the newness of the Abba of all!”



“This is not right what you say!” another Pharisee cried out. “Adonay never changes! You teach another El. Away with you!” he shouted and waved his hands as if he were shooing a cow.



Then a little boy ran up to Jesus. He was missing a hand and the forefront of his arm. The child held out his arm to Jesus with innocent, trusting eyes. Jesus closed his eyes and saw the child’s body of Light that was whole and well. So he breathed from the Light in him into the Light of the child until his body harmonized with it. Many of the people gasped as the child’s hand appeared. Jesus picked up the child who began laughing and running his fingers over Jesus’ face, feeling where he could not feel before. Jesus held the child close to him as great confusion broke out as the people shouted many different opinions to each other. Some asked, ‘Is this the Messiah then?’ And others were saying, ‘It must be the Messiah! We have never seen things like this!’ But one said, “This magic will deceive the hearts of the people until their minds lose all reason. He teaches dangerous things!” Yet others simply cried, ‘Blessed be Alaha for his mercies!’



One man shouted above the uproar to the Pharisees, “What do the leaders say about him then?”



A Pharisee answered, “We will soon know, and then all will know — but meanwhile quiet down! Do not stir up trouble!”



Many of the people were amazed and went their way praising Alaha, but others were worried and talked together in small groups, for the Roman’s put up messages daily warning the people against any thing that was out of normal. And they said, ‘This is not normal!’
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That night Jesus came to Mary and said, “I will not be with you tonight for I must seek the face of Alaha alone.”



Mary said, “Why can’t you seek Alaha with me?”



He put his hand on her cheek and said, “Perhaps John the Baptist was right. There are times when a man must stand alone and find the strength of El. I need this kind of strength now, not the soft comfort I know with you.”



Mary looked at him and felt numbness, and yet the tenderness deep within her was still alive, still longing to hold and love and comfort him. But she nodded yes and let her heart drift deeper into all that shielded her from a pain she did not yet know if she could bear.



So Jesus left her, and as he disappeared she held her two fingers up together, then sank down slowly on the bed.



 



He passed the brightly lit temple and out the Golden Gate, then climbed to the top of the Mount of Olives where sparkling clouds of stars shone above him. He found a large stone and sat on it, and looked down on the city lit by torches and dim golden lamps. And he thought about his whole life, the many years in Nazareth, his wanderings, his love of his father. And he thought of his mother’s faith, and his love for Abigail, James and Judas… and most of all Mary, his Mary. He saw her dark, passionate eyes asking him to be with her, to find some other way, to stay. And he saw Peter, and John, James and Phillip, and each of the others who trusted him with their lives; and he prayed and opened, and surrendered as deeply as it was possible for him to do. He looked down on the city again and felt the growing turmoil underneath its sleep, and knew that it must not cast its shadows on his heart and weaken him.



Then, with his arms spread wide, he cried, “Abbaaaa! I sacrifice myself for you! Fill me with your strength! I only know, that in the living dreams you gave me, through my death Light breaks out and blesses many. Abba, my Abba, give me trust that your Light will not fail me. Transform your image. Make yourself beautiful! May your own pure Life transform the hearts of mankind. Flood the world with the beauty of your peace.



“I pray people’s hearts would soften and open to you that they might become happy and free, helping and healing each other, loving each other until all become whole in your True Being. More Love in the world, more Light, more freedom! I love you! I love you,” he cried as he gazed up. And he saw his words arising in shining letters up into the heart of the stars and knew they were heard.



“Your will be done,” he whispered… and a night wind answered in the ancient olive trees that silently watched him under the silent sky.
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Mary sat alone, staring at a candle, numb in her longing, thinking of him as if he were the only thought she was capable of thinking — wishing she could feel him with her heart, with the joy of some new hope, with her opening flesh that was only his. Finally she arose and went across the garden of Zebedee’s house to find Abigail. She knocked on the door and Mother Mary answered. Her eyes looked weary and her face drawn, but there was a softness in her spirit.



“Mary, I’m so glad you have come. Where is Jesus?”



“He says he must seek Alaha’s strength and has gone alone to the hills to pray,” she said, and the tone of her voice said more than her words. Mother Mary put her arm around her, and then drew her to her breasts. They held each other for a long time.



Finally Mother Mary said, “Mary… I have been feeling that I really must tell you how sorry I am for the way I first treated you.” Mary shook her head. She didn’t want to talk about the past now, but Mother Mary seemed to need to say it. Mary turned and walked back towards the garden. Mother Mary came and put her hand gently on her shoulder. “All I had to offer you was anxiety, grief and fear; anything but Love...” she said quietly.



“What were you afraid of?” Mary asked, hoping the weariness in her voice wasn’t too obvious.



“That Jesus would not fulfill his mission. That by marrying you he would fail everything Alaha has been working to birth through his life.”



“I can understand that. I mean, a whore is a shame and disgrace in the people’s eyes.”



Mother Mary winced, “Yes… and in mine too.” She looked at her with glistening eyes. “I’m so sorry, Mary. You didn’t deserve such prideful scorn.”



“Prideful scorn? I’ve never sensed such things from you.”



“No? Perhaps not, but you must have felt how cold I was to you.” Mother Mary reached out her hand. Mary noticed it was trembling and took it between hers.



“Please don’t be so hard on yourself. I know it must have been a terrible shock.”



Mother Mary sighed. “Yes… it was a shock. But is that an excuse for failing Love so completely?” There was a moment of silence. Then Mother Mary sighed again. “Mary…” she said, and her voice trembled a bit, like a twig in the slightest breath of breeze, “may I ask you, did you meet my son before, I mean when you were young?”



Mary pulled back some loose strands of hair from her face and twined them together behind her head. She looked at Mother Mary, “Yes…” she said simply.



“Then… you are Rachael?”



“I was Rachael, once, long ago,” she said a bit sharply. “But now I am Mary,”



“And, all that happened to you, it was because my son did not marry you?”



“He did marry me, so does it really make any difference now?”



Mother Mary nodded, “Oh… it does make sense of things. He loved you so deeply, and yet, he was so young…”



“No, he loves me so deeply,” Mary said abruptly, then noticed Mother Mary’s hurt expression. “I’m sorry… the truth is that my heart is trying to protect itself from everything that’s happening.” She reached out and took Mother Mary’s hand again. “You know, Jesus accepted his responsibility for what happened: fully, and without remorse. I know it only deepened his love for me. I have lived with my head held high, and with no regrets.” She noticed the tenderness in Mother Mary’s eyes. “Oh Mother Mary… no regrets, no regrets. This is just how I’ve protected myself from all the shame and scorn…”



She turned and walked to a white rose bush with new spring blooms that softly glowed in the night. The fragrance soothed her. “But look... by the mercy of Alaha my worst shame has become my greatest gift,” she said hopefully. “I would have never known Salome, Leah, Sarah, and all my sweet sisters if things had gone any other way. So you see, Love really can make everything beautiful. Can’t it, Mother Mary? Can’t it?” She felt the depths of her fears, and the sudden warmth of tears welling up.



“Yes, Love can make everything beautiful,” Mother Mary said softly. “They are your family, aren’t they? I can see that. They are all so lovely. I… I’m so sorry, Mary…” she said and her eyes filled with tears again as well. Mary put her arms around her and rocked her. Mother Mary felt light as feathers in her arms, and fragile.



Finally Mother Mary said, “You think I would have been sensitive to how important family must be to you: I mean to suddenly have Jesus for your husband, and then to not celebrate with you...” She sighed, “You know, family has been my whole life…” She turned and walked to the rose bushes and touched several blossoms gently.



“And such a family,” Mary said.



“Yes… such a family.” Her voice trembled again. “I’m so thankful for Jesus: that he was given to me… but I certainly don’t know why. I was just a young girl born in a poor village. Nothing special. But he came; and I have loved him with my whole heart. People used to say that Joseph and I gave him too much freedom, but who am I to think I know better than Alaha what Jesus needed growing up? We gave him Love as best as we could.” Mother Mary pulled a cloth from a pocket in her robe and wound it nervously around one of her hands.



“And I’m so thankful for all my family… Oh… my dear Joseph. I can’t tell you what a gift of Alaha Joseph was to me…” her eyes filled with new tears. “And James. He is such a strength to the family, like his father was. And Abigail… what can I say about her? A mother couldn’t wish for a better daughter. She bubbles with the joy of life, and has always been such a happy servant of others. And then dear Judas: well, you can see how eager he is to please, to help others.”



“Yes… they are beautiful,” said Mary and felt her heart both softening and aching.



“Mary… may I confide in you about something I rarely speak about?”



Mary nodded. “Of course, Mother Mary,” she said gently.



“Well, there is this dark shadow that comes over my heart...” Her voice got thin again. “It’s just that… I’m so afraid of losing those I love…” her voice choked off. She waited, then said, “I’m so afraid that the visions will actually come true, that I’m losing my son. I just don’t know if I can…” and she broke again into tears.



Mary held her and felt her own grief, and longing, and fear… and the protectiveness of her heart crying out to run away. “Yes, he is acting out the visions,” she said. “He believes in them with his whole heart, no matter how crazy they seem, or what they do to us.”



Mother Mary nodded. She brought the cloth up to her mouth. Her hands shook.



Mary whispered, “Do you have any doubts about the truth of what’s happening now, Mother Mary?”



“It’s too late for that, isn’t it…?” she said.



Mary took her back into her arms. They hugged each other tightly, as if for that moment they somehow knew they needed each other more than breath.



Then Mother Mary put her hand on Mary’s cheek and looked deeply into her eyes. “Mary, I don’t want to leave anything unsaid. You never deserved my coldness, but rather to be held as I long to hold you now, to be welcomed as I welcome you now — with all my heart. I love you as my own daughter. Can you ever forgive me?”



Mary did not answer but just softened and nodded, then cried for the little girl she had lost so long ago. Mother Mary wrapped her warmth around her, and they stood together in the quiet song of crickets.



Abigail came out of the room where she had been listening and put her arms around them. “Ah, my two Marys…. how I love you both,” she whispered. “And with my magic wishes I wish endless happiness for you together in the great beauty our Jesus has remembered for us all.” They both kissed her on her cheeks. Then Abigail put both arms around her mother and gently rocked her, as if she was her child, and asked, “Is it all right Mother, to leave you for a while? I have been wanting to talk to Mary, and now seems to be the time.”



“Of course, go. My body calls me to sleep. I will rest much better knowing my beautiful daughters are together, and my son is safely with the angels under Alaha’s sky.”



“Then come walk with me, Mary,” Abigail said, and Mary nodded.



They kissed Mother Mary and saw her to the door, then walked hand in hand through dimly lit streets towards the great wall.
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The city streets were empty and the night had a chill to it. Abigail put her arm around Mary’s shoulder as they walked. “You know, Mary, all my mother said about being afraid of losing Jesus, of any of us… it goes very deep, into her darkest secret.”



“Her darkest secret? There are secrets in your family?” Mary asked.



“Yes, Mother’s secret. Oh we always talk about being open and honest, and she agrees, but it’s something she just can’t talk about. Not yet. That’s not the same as not being honest, you know.” Mary nodded. “Of course everyone in the family knows what it is. So it’s not really a secret, I suppose. We just respect her wishes to not bring it up. But I’m going to tell you because you are my very own, real, genuine, actual, authentic sister now,” Abigail said. Mary kissed her cheek. “You must promise not to tell Mother you know. Just hold it in your heart. It will help you love her more.”



Mary nodded. “I’m good at keeping secrets,” she said.



“Well… my mother grew up in a big, wonderful, loving, kind of crazy family. That’s where she gets her good heart. Of course Jame’s workshop was her father’s then, and her grandfather’s before him. I hear he loved to make toys for the village children and give them away; and he loved bright colors and spent all the extra money he could get on colorful ribbons and flags which he would hang everywhere — I mean all over the house, in the trees, and down the path all the way to town. And of course her mother was just as crazy. She helped him put them all up. Well when Mother was fourteen she was betrothed to my father who was a carpenter in Capernaum. She had gone to Capernaum to be with his family there and so wasn’t with her family when they traveled from Nazareth to Sepphoris for a big wedding. They were caught in the uprising of Judah ben Hezekiah, when Roman soldiers suddenly attacked the city and burnt it to the ground. She lost them all: mother, father, three sisters and four brothers, plus aunts and uncles and many cousins. That’s why her children are so important to her,” Abigail said. “And it’s why she has grieved my father’s death so deeply and for so long…”



Mary sighed, “We don’t really know the pain each of us bears, do we?”



“No… I guess it’s one reason Jesus teaches that we shouldn’t judge.”



They walked in silence for a while until they came to the Great Wall of the city that was rimmed with torchlight on the top. It towered above the streets. “Look,” Abigail said. “A short cut.” She pointed to steep, narrow stone steps up the face of the wall that were better made for careful-footed cats than humans.



“What do you say, Mary? Should we climb it?”



“Why not? Who knows, we might fall off and it will save us both of us a lot of grief.”



“Yes, that’s true,” Abigail said cheerily, “but we won’t, because I will now surround us both with invisible feathers and rainbows.”



“Well in that case, let’s go,” Mary said. And with Abigail in the lead they climbed hand over hand. “Don’t look down,” Abigail said, as they got close to the top. “I just did, and if I wasn’t so brave I would have gotten really frightened, thrown up my hands screaming and fallen like a stone.”



“Well, stay brave,” Mary said. “I’m riding your courage.”



When they got to the top they held each other and looked back down. Abigail said with satisfaction, “When Jesus was young he could climb up cliffs like a goat. I always knew I could do better than him. I think I can climb like a spider.”



Mary nodded. “That was crazy. But I’m glad we did it. I remember I used to love climbing trees as a little girl, but it’s been a long time since I climbed anything higher then a bed.” Abigail laughed and they hugged each other.



The top of the wall was wide, with bulwarks and towers and a broad path where they could walk and gaze up into the fields of stars that stretched out forever. Abigail boosted herself onto her elbows and peered over the top of a battlement to the empty marketplace outside the walls far below. There were torches burning in it all night, and it looked beautiful. Abigail laughed with delight then jumped back down. Mary smiled at her. “You are still such a playful little child, Abigail. Oh… what has happened to the little girl in me?”



“She is still right here, Mary,” Abigail said happily, “always trusting, waiting to take her place fully in the circle of your soul.”



“Along with the whore?”



“Of course! Happily loving Mary of Magdalene, admiring her courage to be herself and come into the Light so everything within her can become more beautiful and free.”



“Do you think so?”



“I know so,” Abigail said.



“And how do you know such things, Abigail? You have a lot wisdom. Did you have many long talks with your brother when you were growing up?”



“Yes… he learned every useful thing he knows from me,” Abigail said and laughed. They walked around one of the guard towers and found a place to sit where torchlight illumined the stones. Abigail started playing thoughtfully with some long strands of her hair. “Of course, Jesus inspires me constantly, Mary, whether he is with me or not. I don’t know what it is about our family. I was just born with a happy heart and simple trust, like my brother. But luckily I haven’t been bothered by wild visions and dreams like he has; so I just dance along in the dark and let trust hold me.”



“And does it hold you even now? You must know what is happening.”



“Yes, I know…” she said slowly, then sighed. “And yes, I do trust. Don’t ask me why: perhaps because Jesus trusts. He is betting all he loves that he is in the will of Alaha. There can be no greater trust than this.”



Mary’s eyes softened as she looked at Abigail’s face in the warm torchlight. She looked like an angel, and Mary felt the same love she had for Jesus flow out to her. “Oh Abigail, can I trust like this too? I’m so afraid, and my heart has been closing… It’s killing me inside.”



“I can understand you being afraid… but why are you closing your heart?”



“I’ve been a whore, Abigail. Whores learn to protect their hearts. If you can’t you don’t survive.”



“Mary… I know what will help you. I want you to tell me all about your life. You just need to be known. Will you tell me, please?”



“What is this? First your mother needed to talk about my past, and now you want to pry into it.”



“But is it doing you good?”



Mary sighed. “Yes… so far.”



“Good. Then it must be Alaha’s wisdom at work. So, I want to know everything. Well, or whatever you want to tell, of course. I don’t really mean to pry...”



Mary smiled. “Of course you do.”



“Yes, you’re right. But I was born curious. It’s not my fault,” Abigail said.  



“All right. I’ll tell you some things, but not all. You are much too young.”



“Too young? I think I’m almost as old as you!”



Mary just looked at her, and Abigail blushed. Mary ruffled her hair and sighed.


“You are sure this will help?” Abigail nodded yes. “All right. Well, I’ll start when I met your brother and we made love, for in a way that was the real beginning of my life. Everything within me loved him. When he wouldn’t marry me I was kicked out of my family.”



“Lost your family? That must have hurt a lot,” Abigail said.



“Yes… It hurt almost more than I could bear. I mean, to be so young, full of grief, and suddenly alone without a place to go.”



“How old were you, Mary?”



“I had just turned fourteen.”



“Fourteen… Why, when I was fourteen I had just learned to change my own diapers. But, what did you do then? Tell me.”



“I wandered through the hills like a wild animal until hunger drove me to a town.”



“Which town? Was it Magdala?”



“Yes, Magdala. I came to the marketplace. I had no money. I didn’t know if I should start to beg or try to steal something. I just sat down and shivered.”



“Didn’t anyone ask what was wrong or try to help?”



“People look after their own. If you are without a family you have no contacts, no dowry, no honor. You are shamed, and it would bring shame on the person who took you in. So only someone who was already shamed could care. You know Magdala is small. There was only one whore there. Her name was Mary. She took me in.”



“May Alaha bless his whores,” said Abigail.



Mary smiled gently at. “Yes, may Alaha bless his whores. I had to sleep in a goat shed, because Mary had customers most every night. Once in a while I would sit under her window and listen to her making love. She was kind to me, Abigail. She never forced me to become a whore. She just knew that if I didn’t I would probably die. I tried to get other work. I pleaded with people, but you know no one will even hire a shamed woman.” Abigail nodded. “So finally I gave in. A young man who worked at one of the fabric dying places wanted me and had money to pay. Mary took a night off and let me have her place.”



“What was it like?” Abigail asked. “I mean, was he kind to you?”



“Yes, he was kind. He could tell it was my first time. I… I imagined he was your brother. It was the only way I could do it. When he left he dropped some coins by the lamp. I can still hear the sound of them clicking one by one on the table. I went outside and threw up, then laid in the goat shed and cried for days until I could cry no more. Then I did what I had to do: I got my own customers and soon my own place. Before long Mary moved to Tiberias so that I could have Magdala to myself. She said it was because she was old and I was young and she couldn’t compete with me, but I know it was because she wanted me to succeed and was willing to sacrifice for my good. To me, she was holy. When she left I took her name to honor her. I became Mary of Magdala, the whore.” She looked at Abigail who was watching her with wide eyes. “Can you imagine a life like this, Abigail?” she asked.



“No, Mary, not really. But I could burst with love for you because of all you have suffered — and all you are now!” she said and threw her arms around her. “You are my best and favorite sister,” Abigail whispered. Mary felt a fresh springtime pouring through Abigail’s flesh, and in it two little girls dancing. She held her and began to laugh and cry at the same time.



Finally she said, “I love you Abigail. I love all your family so much!”



Abigail rocked her from side to side and said, “Mary. Whatever happens in the days ahead, don’t let fear stop you from feeling everything! The pain of it — no matter how great — will not compare to the pain of your regret if you draw back and try to shut it out. You know this, don’t you?”



Mary nodded and held her even tighter, as if she could climb inside the pure circle of her being. Then she felt something in her heart soften. She let go of Abigail and wiped her eyes. “Yes, yes, I can do it now. I will do it! I will stay open, no matter how much it hurts. I love your brother with my whole soul, with all the strength of my will to live.”



Abigail put her hand on Mary’s cheek and said, “How beautiful you are. Your eyes are like two pools full of warm shadows and shining with sunlight.”



“And you Abigail. You have the clear eyes of an angel,” Mary said, then sighed. “But… my sister, what if our worst fears happen? What will you do?”



“We never really know what will happen, do we?” Abigail answered. “I only know that trust in Alaha is who I am — and who Jesus is. It is the heart and soul of our family. If I should lose this trust I don’t know who I would be. I can only hope… only hope,” she said and her eyes shone with the gathering of her tears.



Mary reached out and held her again under the stars, on the warmly lit wall of a great city that held so many people’s fears and dreams.
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In the morning many gathered in the great hall of the Sanhedrin. It was a round room under a soaring dome, its floors decked with white and golden tiles, and mosaics on the walls set in patterns of pomegranates and bells that shone between many golden curtains. There was much debate about Jesus, for the news had spread all over Jerusalem about his healings and the new things he was teaching. The Romans knew of it and sent high officials to the Jewish leaders to inquire how the Sanhedrin would respond, for as long as the leaders kept the people in order they had agreed not to interfere in religious matters.



Caiaphas was in the chief seat listening carefully to the debate. Judas Iscariot was also there for he had been called again to come. A Priest shouted, “I have heard this Jesus with my own ears, and he is dangerous. He teaches things that would undo our world.”



Nicodemus stood up and said, “Perhaps that is not such a bad thing after all.”



The man shouted back, “Are you crazy? The Law of Moses and our traditions are the only things that hold us together. We need them now more than ever. If we fall into chaos, violence will erupt and the Romans will crush us all to dust.” Many shouted their agreement.



Judas worked his way up through the crowd towards the High Priest and motioned to him if he could speak. Caiaphas banged his rod on the steps and the men hushed. He said, “Judas Iscariot is here representing the Teacher. Let him speak.”



The crowd hushed as Judas came to the center and said, “Honored members of the Sanhedrin, as many of you know I have been here for some time speaking about Jesus and all he has done and taught in Galilee. I implore you to not make any sort of judgment without letting him come here and give his defense. I have lived with him and watched him closely for many months. He teaches many new things, of this there is no doubt, but is newness always wrong? Each era of our nation’s history has brought in new Light and understanding. He teaches Love and peace. I have never heard him even once mention violence of any form as a way to resolve conflict. His healing work is astonishing. Not even Elisha himself has done so many miracles. Many of you heard that he just gave sight to a man who was born blind. If this is not the work of Alaha then whose is it?”



A Priest shouted, “Beelzebub, Adonay of darkness.” And many men began to shout, but the High Priest banged the floor again and they grew silent. Then the High Priest motioned for Judas to proceed.



Judas stretched out his hands to them, “Tell me, why would evil do good, even if it had the power?”



“Evil has more power than you think,” said a tall scholarly Sadducee, “and uses good in order to create evil in the end. I have seen the works of sorcery in Egypt where men turned sticks into snakes, just as it is written in the scroll of Moses.”



“But Jesus does not do tricks to impress the minds of ignorant people. He teaches people to open their hearts to the living Ruah of Adonay and to turn their minds from evil to Love. Can you find fault with this?”



There were some minutes of noisy debate. Then the High Priest banged his staff again and they quieted. One of the leading Pharisees asked for permission to speak and was given it. “He may be sincere and have extraordinary gifts as you say Judas, but is he wise? Does he understand the dangers that we are in right now? And is he truly seeking the good of the people or does he have plans of gaining power, or worse: is he seeking to fulfill some crazy delusion of him being the son of Adonay that will be sacrificed for us. Master Nicodemus and I were together in the Synagogue where your Jesus taught — and heard him say these very things.”



“What is this?” the High Priest shouted sitting straight up with a furrowed brow.



“It is true! He quoted Isaiah the prophet about the suffering servant and said that this is the son of Adonay, and that he is the one who will take sin from us.”



The High Priest glared at Judas, and Judas said, “The Master says many things that are hard to understand, but this is the way of prophets. They dream wild dreams and speak in poetry and utter mysteries, and many things they say are easily misunderstood. We who study the writings of the prophets know this for certain. But I know his heart is like that of a child, without guile, and he has taught that we must become harmless as children to know the Love of Alaha.”



“It seems to me,” said an old Priest with a starry silence in his eyes, “that this Jesus has a different El than us. I can’t help but feel that he makes up what he wants instead of fearing the Words that Adonay has given. We must remember the Words of Adonay, that if we turn to other Elohim he will reject us and bring fierce judgments on us. Now is a time for strict faithfulness. Do not forget, it is the fear of Adonay that keeps us from the great transgression of pride through which our own minds deceive us.” Many men agreed.



Judas felt downcast. But Caiaphas said, “And let us also remember the words of the Prophet Isaiah, ‘I who dwell in the high and holy place dwell also with him who is of a humble spirit.’ Because of the great miracles that are being done and the joy he brought to the people of Galilee, as we have been told, I believe he deserves a fair hearing. Let us see if he is humble and if it’s the Ruah of Alaha that is truly in him. If so, he will understand our situation and work with us.”



“But the Romans…” one of his counselors began to say, and Caiaphas lifted his hand.



“It is because of the Romans that we must precede with openness and caution. If we were to arrest this teacher for no apparent reason other than we think he is eccentric or proud, we will stir up the people, for these miracles have already affected many people’s lives. Then Pilate will say we cannot be trusted to exercise good judgment and forcibly take more administrative power over us. No we must walk very carefully and not be hasty. Let him come and speak with us and we will give him a fair hearing. And what is true about him will become evident to us.”



Judas breathed a sigh of relief and whispered to himself. “Oh Master, if you only knew what I’m going through for you.”
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Jesus had come into the city early in the morning and found Phillip. They were walking together through the crowds and came upon an old man dressed completely in white who wore a large hat woven of reeds. His hair was white as starlight, and his pale face held eyes that shone like little suns. He was with a young woman with yellow hair and a round, innocent face that shone like a pearl. The man reached out his hand to Jesus and said, “You are the young teacher we are hearing about. I can tell for I sense the power of Ruah like a wave within you. My name is Aaron and this is my daughter Labana. We are of those who have formed a community in the desert where we might live in the ways of Adonay without compromise. Ah, you should see the faces of those who are with us, Teacher: they shine like the faces of Cherubim. We have ritual washings two times a day and eat only pure foods. Our life is simple and our peace is great. Come Teacher, live with us. You must know it is not possible to bring the pure Light to these people here, for their minds are set on earthly good; and they trade and barter to acquire the goods of other nations, thinking wealth will bring them happiness. Their hearts are far from the Elohim. Come, come, you are welcome, you and all who are with you.”



Jesus embraced the old man and felt the starry silence in his body and mind. He turned to the young woman and put his hand on her cheek. She was tender in her heart, and her eyes were like the doves that were being sacrificed to Alaha.



“Labana… your name means white moon. It is a perfect name for you,” he said gently.



She smiled warmly at him. Jesus felt in his heart the peace that could be his with people like this, but he would not follow it and said, “In the name of Alaha it is not my call, my brother, for the way I teach is for mothers and fathers, fishermen and merchants, and for all to live right here, in this world: in the marketplace, in the Synagogues and houses of the whores, until Love shall transform each soul, one at a time, and remake this world into the kingdom of the Abba.”



The old man smiled gently at him, and took his hand and kissed it and said, “May the children of Light be triumphant at last.”



“And may this Light shine in the midst of darkness until the darkness melts into the greater day,” Jesus said and hugged him again.



As they parted Philip said, “Master, perhaps I should go with the old man and his daughter to be sure they make it safely back to their own.”



Jesus looked at Philip and smiled and said, “Yes, she is very beautiful, isn’t she. Her face is like that of an angel I have seen.” And Philip laughed and hugged Jesus, for he knew he could never fool the Master.



They walked through the crowds until Andrew, James, John and Peter joined them with Naomi and some of the women. A crowd gathered and followed him until he came to a square near the temple grounds. There he stood on some high steps and began to teach.



“Why do you long for a happier tomorrow?” he asked as the people settled down around him. “Now is the time to throw open your hearts to the miracle of all that is real. And when tomorrow comes, you shall find this same moment and miracle unfolding to lift you higher into the joy of the Abba of all. Then the great unceasing river of time will carry you at last into the heart of the mystery of the Abba: and you will leave your bodies, and rise in the winds of Ruah as shining stars, and come at last into the endless kingdom of the One that you have learned to Love.”



A Sadducee shouted, “Who is this Abba? You teach other Elohim!”



Jesus shouted to him, “The Abba is the one who opens his arms wide to you and welcomes you as his son. How can you say, who is the Abba? The Abba is this Love that speaks.”



“We know that Moses was true, and the prophets of our fathers. But how can we know that what you say is true?”



“Have you not seen the works of Love that pour through me? These are the works of Alaha, and these are his living Words. But you say that Alaha is silent and that now he only speaks through old scrolls. But the Abba is always creating something new, something that you yourselves will not allow. So you cling to that which was alive many generations ago and say, Alaha spoke then, we trust in this. And if you lived then, you would have cast the prophets out of the city and stoned them. And when Alaha speaks now you will smite the lips which speak that you can see, because you know you cannot smite the wind. But Alaha is the wind, and these lips now, and this tongue — and if you cannot hear this living Word then sleep on in your dream that Alaha is silent and shall never speak again!”



Then Jesus left, but the crowd remained and erupted into much heated debate. The Pharisees were saying, “This man is certainly teaching another El.’ And many agreed. Others said, ‘We have been waiting a long time to hear words such as these. How can you not believe him? Look at the works he is doing!’ And they were shouting loudly at each other and some began pushing each other around.



Roman soldiers heard the uproar and came running quickly with their helmets and spears flashing in the sun. Each man wore shining metal over his chest and a red robe on his back with a thick leather belt that held his sword. Their feet beat in time as they ran, and they quickly gathered in a circle around the crowd. Then a Roman Centurion rode into their midst and spun his great horse around, which scattered the people backwards. He stood up high in his stirrups and shouted, “Know that we are aware of all that is happening. Don’t let this troubling of the peace happen again! This time we will disperse you with words, but next time it will be with swords and spears.”



So the people broke up into small groups. And many said, ‘No good will come of this.’ But others said, ‘Truly this Jesus is the Messiah we have been waiting for.’
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Jesus went with his disciples out the Golden Gate, then down into the Kidron Valley called Gehenna, where they burned the city wastes. The place reeked of rotting food and carcasses, and the air swirled with crows and buzzards. There they saw a man crawling on all fours, huffing like a bull and eating rotting things. The disciples gathered around the man, and some of them started gagging from the smells and held scarves over their faces. Then Jesus nodded to Andrew who went and took the man by the scruff of his neck and brought him before Jesus. The man did not resist, but groveled at Jesus’ feet, and looking up with wild vacant eyes said, “We have been waiting for you to come.”



Jesus said, “Who are you?”



The man answered, “Many, and we know you. We have always known you.”



And Jesus said, “Be still!”



The man whimpered and rolled on the ground until Andrew began to lift him. Then a great force suddenly entered the man and he threw Andrew back and stood up tall. A dense darkness covered his face and he shouted, “We have brought you here for this! Now the truth of you and your lying El shall be known — you twister!”



“You are the liar and deceiver!” Jesus shouted.



“No! I am the face of Alaha he does not want to see! You will cast me out now, but I will come back a thousand times stronger and devour you, for how can Alaha cast out Alaha’s own living shadow? This is not the way of truth!”



“Lies! I command you to be silent and come out of him!”



“It is you who are deceived and shall be deceived until the end, you poor ignorant fool. You do not yet understand the true nature of the Light to deceive itself and all who trust in it. And when you are awakened, how great will be your horror!”



“The Light is truth. I trust the Light! Come out of him!” Jesus shouted again.



“A house divided against itself shall not stand,” he shouted back. “Today I give you your will. Tomorrow I will eat you alive!” With that the spirit screamed with such terror that some of the women burst out crying with fear. Then it threw the man down and came out of him with a great rush of breath that left the man senseless. And the disciples looked at each other with great awe, and then at Jesus who burned with anger. He went to the man and touched him and called on the Abba to heal him, but he knew his anger stood in the way. So Jesus sighed and opened wide and softened in the pure Light so he could rise above his fury. And the Ruah moved through him like a breeze.



Then the man sat up and blinked, as if he had just awoken from a long sleep. He looked up at Jesus and smiled like a harmless child. Jesus lifted the man in his arms and carried him into the middle of the disciples. They all put their arms around him, and sang tender songs to him, and rubbed his chest and legs and arms, welcoming him back to the world of his own soul.













 



Chapter 130



 



Her Final Rest



Age 33



 



 



Mary walked with Leah and Sarah to meet Salome in one of the narrow, back alleys of Jerusalem’s southernmost section, an area good people stayed away from, for it was a place of thieves and whores.



“Here, Mary…” called Salome from a narrow door. They went in. A young woman lay on a rumbled bed. She held a bloody cloth between her legs and her face was pale as chalk. “This is Esther; she is having a miscarriage and has bled just about dry.”



“Why is no one else with her?” asked Mary.



“She has a man who runs her business, but I guess he left when he saw so much blood. One of the whores found me.”



“Why did she get pregnant? Didn’t she use her sponge?” asked Mary abruptly.



“They don’t always work, do they,” replied Salome with a stern look.



Leah lifted Esther and slid between her body and the wall. She pulled the young woman up into her arms. Sarah washed a cloth and replaced the bloody one that Esther held to her. Esther tried to show her thanks but pain shot through her and she moaned.



“Where is the Master?” asked Salome. “I think we should find him.”



“I don’t know,” Mary said, and there was tension in her voice.



“We have open hearts,” said Leah, “and that’s enough…”



“Let’s heal her then,” said Sarah and started singing a song of praise as she put both hands on the woman’s belly. Mary and Salome did as well. And they sang, and breathed, and prayed until they felt the Ruah strongly flowing. The young woman’s body relaxed some. Then she jerked and moaned uncontrollably again. The fresh rag was already soaked with blood.



Mary put her hand on Esther’s head. “She is burning up with fever. Bless her some more. More…” she said loudly, then sighed and got up.



Salome wrapped her arms around Mary. “It’s all right, my sister. We will take care of her. You go find him.”



“No… If I start looking I’ll go crazy and never stop. He will come to me. He will… He wouldn’t just turn away and do this all by himself, would he?”



“Of course not. He will come.”



Esther screamed and Mary jumped.



“Mary, Mary,” said Salome. “Come to peace…”



“Let’s help this woman,” Mary said. “It could just as well be you or me laying there.”



She put her hands on Esther’s head and started crooning and moaning her prayers. “I will be open. I will stay open…” she whispered. “May Alaha flow in his freedom… and heal.”



             
 The four women knelt around the young whore and sang, and cried with her, and let the Ruah flow until her pale face froze and she softened into her final rest.
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Death Is The Story’s End



Age 33



 



 



Jesus came to Mary that night to be with her, for he knew the time left was short. She was relieved to see him, and opened her heart with all its pain and welcomed him. She lit three small clay oil lamps and put a nub of incense on a coal. Then she carefully opened her hair like a black wing and spread it out around his head, bringing her face close to his face. Her mouth smiled, but her eyes held sadness. “Where are you now?” she asked.



“I feel like the Life that was me is slowly slipping away as a flower falls from the vine,” he whispered.



“Just draw it back down through you, my love…” she began to say and he put his fingers on her lips.



“No, this is the way it must be, for the time for the sacrifice comes soon, and I must have strength to do it. The resistance is getting stronger and I know my heart would betray me for the love of you.”



“Let it betray you then,” she said and rubbed her body slowly over him as her body knew that if it could only take all of him inside her skin she would save him from everything he believed was true.



He sighed and melted into the stillness that welled up within every cell and drew him deeper into the silence that separates the worlds. She felt him drift from her. “Come back my love, oh… please don’t leave me now!” Her strength broke and she bit her hand and wanted to bite his ear, his nose, his face. He felt the grief and knew her in it. They both just held each other and sighed: and he sensed her tears that would not fall, her muffled anger, and the hopeless wail that could not utter a sound. They remained for a long time like this, and once in a while, between long slow breaths, she moved her hips, her hair, her soft lips and tried to taste him. And each time he put his hand on her head, then ran his fingers down her face and put them on her lips as if to hush her. Then she sat up and her anger burnt, “How can you be so certain this is what the Abba wants?”



“The Abba wants nothing…” he replied.



“What! Don’t say things that make me crazy. What do you mean?”



“What can the Ocean of Light that holds the stars in place need or want? No, it is not that the Abba wants this, it is that it is the nature of Love to grow more giving, to transform people and times, places and things, to cast an ever wider net, to strip off the clothes it wore just yesterday and run naked in the sunshine, welcoming all people to put arm around arm and dance the one dance. All my life and every vision tells me this is the time. And the forces of darkness are fighting it, Mary. They want me to believe I’m crazy. And my heart would agree with them, for it is crying out to stay and love you and have many children with you. You must know this. You sense so many things I think and feel.”



“Listen to your heart, you fool!” she said. He sighed, and she felt him drawing back, leaving everything that made their lives beautiful. “Oh Jesus, I sense death in you, and its shadow growing!” she shouted and took the blanket by her and threw it over the lamps. He reached out to her in the dark and drew her to him and felt her flesh trembling.



“But what is death…?”



“It is you not here!” she shouted. “It is me here alone! It is no more us! It is complete, final, the story’s end. I know death! I have seen it twisting beloved faces as they fight with every breath to escape it. But it comes like a black tide that will not turn aside and squeezes fearful souls out of their bodies. I have seen it like a cold gray snake inside the skin, twist a face and suck the color out of it until only an empty-eyed mask remains. And we sit in its shadow and weep until we can weep no more, and take the stiff body and cover it with earth so worms can eat it. Don’t ask me what is death!



“Are you sure, Jesus? I have never seen your sense of truth fail you — but this? Is it possible that the Light can enflame us with dreams that are too high to be real — and so our own trusting heart at last deceives us?”



Jesus sighed deeply. “Yes, it is possible,” he said quietly.



“Then give up this dream! Let’s leave here. You can’t compromise the truth that flows through you and they can’t hear it. Let’s go now, while we still can!”



He moved away from her and opened the window shutters so the moonlight could come in. “Mary…” he said and turned back to her, “come look at the moon with me.” She sighed and shook herself and came to him. She hit him in the chest with her fist, then leaned back against him and looked up at the moon.



“The wall that separates the worlds is made of Light, Mary, and the Light we are passes freely through it. There is no death. The eyes of earth see the cold body while the eyes of Light behold the face of Alaha.”



“But I am flesh and blood. And you are flesh and blood. And my flesh is one with yours and your blood is in my veins. If you die I will die too!”



“No Mary, you know me best and what I teach and mean. The others need you. Strengthen them.”



“No! Let me melt into the dark of death with you.”



“Oh my love,” he said and kissed her hair, “you too are Light, and this Light we are is forever. I know you will stand up strong when your sorrow has past.”



“Oh Jesus, I’m so afraid,” she said and rubbed herself into his arms. 



“But this is why I’m doing it, Mary. The greatest fear is of death itself, and its power rules in every heart. This is the dragon that will eat me so that this father of fear shall be undone. Then a great Light will dawn. This is my hope. If it is truly possible, now is the time for it. And if what I have been shown is not true, then remember, I did it in a wild dream of Love. All that is human in me would betray this just to see your eyes, and kiss your lips, and be the father of your children. But I am dying already. I must. Death shall take me before it takes me. It is the only way to triumph over it. I know that now.”



She threw herself away from him and slammed her hand against the wall, then turned back to him with her wet eyes brimming with moonlight. “Oh Jesus, I’m going to miss you!”



“I know, my love. But, by the will of all I trust is true, it won’t turn out the way your fear imagines.”













 



Chapter 132



 



He Is Going To Die



Age 33



 



 



The next day Phillip received word from his sister Mary that her husband Lazarus was ill and close to dying. The messenger said to Phillip, “We have been looking for you for two days. Ask your Master to come quickly.” So Jesus and his followers left to see Lazarus, for he lived in Bethany, just an hour east of Jerusalem.



Mary did not go with them. Instead she found Salome and they walked together beyond the walls of the city so they could be alone. Mary found a flat place on a ridge and sat on it, then covered her head with a great white scarf to keep off the sun. Salome gathered some sticks, then put them in the ground and took Mary’s scarf and one of her own and knotted them together to make a small tent. They sat together in its shade and Mary stared blankly out across the desert for a long while. Salome said nothing to disturb her. Then at last Mary whispered hoarsely, “There is no way to stop him. I can see it all happening. He is going to die.”



Salome thought about her words for a while, then turned her eyes on her. “You knew this day would come,” she said. “You are not a vain dreamer. This world cannot hold a soul like his for long.”



Mary looked at her with squinted eyes, studying her face. She always relied on Salome’s brutal honesty, but didn’t want it now. So she blew out breath as if she was a teapot full of steam. “But Salome, what if it ends up all being for nothing?”



“Perhaps it will. Only time will tell: perhaps a very long time. If nothing comes of it this will not be the Master’s fault, but his followers,” she said firmly, and Mary looked at her with questions in her eyes. “Mary, I have seen too much selfish blindness to have much faith in men. What I believe is that no matter what the Master does or does not do, his followers will soon twist his words and ways around and undo everything that has been shown us. Jesus has turned the world around and Love flows out. His followers will soon turn it back. I’m quite sure of it.”



“Oh, Salome… then what is all this happening for?”



“Perhaps some little good from it will endure for generations and help some children in some other land and some other time to believe in Love and in a better world. We cannot know. But if the Master dies, there will be a great temptation for everyone to flee and go back to their old ways. We cannot allow this. We cannot let all the Master has given us come to nothing.”



“What can we possibly do?”



“Who do you trust of the Master’s disciples?”



“You and Abigail, Sarah and Leah… all the sisters.”



“Yes,” she said and smiled, “but I mean of the men.”



“Oh… I don’t know. Not Judas Iscariot. Not Jesus’ brother. He is too young and thinks he understands much more than he really does. Perhaps Peter because he has a big heart, though his mind is not quick. Phillip… but he is not a leader. John and James have much to learn. I’ve never fully trusted Matthew…” her voice trailed off. “I don’t want to think about all this.”



“But you must, Mary. You understand the Master’s heart better than any of us. If what we fear happens, then you must rise up out of your sorrows and stand with them.”



Mary looked at her with unbelieving eyes and shook her head. “This is what Jesus just told me,” she said.



“Perhaps because it’s true. You must Mary. I will stand with you. We must find the strength to strengthen them until they find their way. And if they try to turn things back around we must raise our voices loudly. I know, I know, they are not used to listening to women, but we cannot let all the Master has done be undone. Do you understand?”



Mary nodded. “I don’t think I can cry anymore, Salome,” she said. “Perhaps this is some kind of strength.”



“It has been my strength for years,” Salome replied.
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Lazarus Arise
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On the way to Bethany Jesus left the trail and went to the top of the Mount of Olives, just east of the city gates. He sat on a great stone while the disciples went under the trees to wait. Jesus felt numb and sorrowful within, but knew that for the sake of Lazarus he must rise up out of his grief now in the Light of the Ruah. So he took off his robes and felt the sunshine with all his body and the flutter of wind on his skin. Then he sank into the deeper stillness that held flowers and trees, the stones and animals, sky and stars. And in that stillness his strength was renewed, and he did his practice of moving the breath of Life freely through him.



He felt the power of Ruah move up as if it were the breath of earth speaking his soul to the sky, and the power came down as if his body was the word the heavens uttered in reply. As the power surged through his arms and hands it enflamed the Light of Yah above his head; and as it moved through his belly and out his loins the earth groaned as it felt the Ruah touch it through him. And he felt the earth cry to him for wheat and wine and oil and the laughter of children to grace the green fields of its face. Then he surrendered deeper into the River and felt the brightness arising to dispel the heaviness of death that did its secret work in him. So he arose and shouted, “Ahlalalalee!” as he did as a boy and started laughing, for the highest thing in him knew that beyond all sorrow was the Sea of Laughter. The disciples heard and came to him and shook their heads and started laughing too. Then they put their arms around each other and walked this way to Bethany.



When they got near to the house of Lazarus they heard much wailing and knew that he was dead. Phillip ran ahead and found Mary his sister sitting with many women in their house. The dust and ashes of mourning covered them and they were weeping bitterly. Many men who knew Lazarus were also gathered together and talking sadly about their friend. Then Phillip ran back and saw Jesus coming up the path with the Light of the beauty of the Abba burning in his eyes, and Phillip knew something great was about to happen. So he hushed the women and said, “Whatever the Master says, do it!”



With that Mary came out, and Jesus said to her, “Where is his body?”



She said, “He died yesterday, Master, and we have already put him in a tomb.”



Jesus said, “Take me there.”



Mary looked at Phillip who urged her with his eyes, and so she did. They took him to an open place amidst the great stones that covered the hills. There was a large round stone there covering a small cave. The women gathered in front of it and started weeping loudly again. Jesus went and put his hand on each of their heads until they quieted. Then he said, “Don’t be afraid, Lazarus is only asleep,” and looking up shouted, “Take the stone away!”



Mary looked anxiously at Phillip who raised his eyes to the sky as if to say, this is too much — but he took a deep breath and looking at John and James said with strength, “You heard the Master. Let’s do it!” They got three strong staffs and quickly pried the stone away. Already the heat had swollen the flesh of Lazarus so much that some of it protruded through the windings of his death cloth — and there was a great stink of death.



Then Jesus spun around slowly with his arms open to the sky gazing up and saying, “Alalalalaleee…” again and again. And the people were confused. Then Jesus looked at the body — and his eyes were as fierce as if he was Joab of old who shook a lion’s head in his great hands. And Jesus knew his enemy as if he could see its heavy black body coiled before him. So he cried out with a loud voice as if he were summoning the stars into existence, “Lazarus, arise!”



There was only the silence of death and buzz of flies, and no hearts beat for no one drew a breath. Then Jesus looked up into the sky and the Light of Alaha burnt even more brightly and he once more cried, “Lazarus, arise!” And the flies buzzed…



They all waited until some of the people started to whisper their doubts. Then Jesus sighed deeply and shook his head and felt a shadow of fear start to enter him. So he blew out all his breath and raised both arms and once more shouted, “Lazarus… arise!”



Then, amidst a cloud of flies, the body slowly stirred and the people gasped. Phillip stood with his mouth open, and Mary came and he held her.



Suddenly the body convulsed as if it were trying to cast up what was in its belly. Some of the people who saw this screamed with fear and ran. Jesus sighed a great sigh of relief and said, “Loosen the bandages and let him breathe.” Simon and James ran to him and unwound him.



Lazarus was dazed and gulped in air, and his color returned — as if a rainbow had been poured suddenly inside him.
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The Peasant King Comes
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The word of this traveled as fast as wild birds down the road to Jerusalem. ‘He has raised a man from the dead!’ For some this was not good news, for it shook everything they believed was true. One man said, “The world as we have known it is coming to an end.” But for many others a great Light arose in them; and they cut palm leaves and took many branches and came singing and dancing out the road to meet him.



Jesus saw the great crowd coming and heard them saying, ‘Hosanna to he who comes in the name of Adonay.’ He knew there were prophecies about this, and that they wanted him to enter Jerusalem in triumph like a king. So he said to James, “Run and get that little donkey in the field.”



It was just a colt, barely able to hold a man, but Jesus sat on it and the little animal carried him on legs as thin as reeds. Jesus looked as if he were a peasant king from some old children’s story and many laughed. And he smiled and laughed with them. The disciples were filled with joy and many people offered them fruit and flowers. They put flowers in their robes and hair, and ate fruit and gave much of it away, and hugged many people in celebration as they walked along.



Many joined them, and the jubilant crowd grew in numbers so that as they came closer to the city wall there was no room to pass, and the disciples had to go before Jesus and make a way.



Many of the Sadducees and Pharisees heard the news. When they saw Jesus entering the Golden Gate of the eastern wall, and that the people cried Hosanna and cast their robes down under his feet, and waved palm branches, and threw many flowers down as if he were a conquering hero, some shook with anger and others threw up their hands saying, ‘What next? Soon he will be made High Priest or King.’



Jesus went to the temple; and a great crowd of both men and women gathered around him in the Women’s Court. Many started crying out, ‘Teach us; tell us your way.’ He raised his voice and said, “You welcomed me just now as a king, but I came on a little donkey as a servant. Now is the time to turn all things around. The kingdom does not come with power but by Love. Love each other and turn your hearts around, for the kingdom of the Abba is here!”



A man said, “Tell us what you mean, the kingdom is here.”



“Each of you is a king, and each a queen in the Great Love,” he said, “for in the eyes of Love you are all good and beautiful. See the beauty in each other and live in peace.”



A woman cried, “I see the beauty in you! You should be our king!” And many shouted, ‘Yes! Be our king!’ With that some of the leaders left.



Jesus said, “You wish for someone to rule over you only because you have not discovered that Alaha is in each of your hearts. Find his kingdom there and let Love conquer you — then you shall live in the freedom you long to know. You desire Alaha to arise with great power: but I say to you, the power of Alaha is the power of all that’s innocent and good. Therefore look to yourselves, and be the ones through whom the power of Alaha shall arise. You cry day and night for him to come and cast your enemies down, but there is no enemy in the world that can harm you except through the shadows that are in your own hearts. Become like children and you will find the doors to paradise opening within you.”



Many people felt his words pass into the deeper places of their souls. But many of the Sadducees and Pharisees who had stayed stood back in the shadows of their minds, and one said, “What he says is not practical. People cannot rule themselves.” So he called out, “There must be leadership, for the people are sheep and do not know how to govern themselves. There would only be chaos if we were to do as you teach.”



Jesus said with strength, “Chaos comes from thinking you are many when you are One. I am proclaiming a new creation of the harmony of Love, and turning all things around is the pathway to it. Therefore, become as children and serve the true Love in each other, and let the kingdom grow.”



“But Master,” asked a young Sadducee, who hoped that all Jesus said was really true, “we try out best to be good to each other, and yet time and time again we betray each other’s trust, and speak ill, and turn against each other in countless ways. How can we stop this and live in this freedom that you teach?”



Jesus loved the passion for truth he saw in the young man’s eyes, and said, “My brother, sin is missing your portion in the beauty of Love that can be. All sin is the shadow of this beauty you are missing. You must let Love fill you completely. If you loved yourself as you should, the Great Love would pour through the portal of your heart to bathe you in the Light of Life. Then alone will it flow out freely from you. Therefore, love your bodies, love your minds and turn them, love your souls for they are gathering experience that shall enrich the Soul of the One. Then see your brother with luminous eyes, as if he were your other self you love, and know that you are of his self and what you do shall work to either lock him up or free him. Forgive him for his failings, and let your Love make him beautiful in your heart — then do actions that cause him to rejoice, for this is the essence of the Law and Prophets.”



“But Master,” a merchant cried, “there are men who have cheated me time and time again, and I have forgiven them and tried to trust them, and yet they just take advantage of me. Should I just be a fool for this Love you speak of and let them keep using me?”



Jesus smiled, “Yes, be a fool for Love; be wild for Love; don’t hold anything back! But know that Love is not foolish: it is wiser than Solomon and stronger than death. Live fully in the Light given you and you will grow to see clearly the darkness at work in your brother. Then draw your line and say this far and no further. And even as you resist the cunning you can see, do kindness in the way Love shows you that you might win their hearts to Love — for the same Love that softens and comforts the heart also circumcises the darkness from it. Every vine that grows strong and bears much fruit has been cut by the prunner’s knife many times.” The man nodded thoughtfully.



“Master,” a frail young man said, “I am very hard on myself. You say we should love ourselves, but I don’t like myself at all. I am weak and small and not attractive, and have little talent or money. I have failed all my hopes and have many shattered dreams. I often feel like I have failed everyone who cares about me — so how can I love myself as you say? Many times I have offered sacrifices to Alaha for my sins, but I feel the same.”



Jesus looked at him with great Love, and then around at all the people and felt more of himself dying and melting into Light. He closed his eyes and tipped over the border of his soul into the Sea of Ruah. Then he slowly opened his eyes and said to them all, “If the Son shall liberate you, you shall be truly free,”



“What does this mean?” a Pharisee called. “Do not speak in riddles. Make it plain.”



“I mean there is no price that you could ever pay for sin! Do not think that killing lambs or doves can take your secret burdens away. It is the Abba who alone can pay the price to win you. And when you truly know there is no price for you to pay, and that the arms of the Abba are always open to you, you will forgive yourself completely — and thus release your soul into the Light of the Abba’s day. And you will run free as a colt released from its stall, and dance the wild dance of a joy that is not tethered. This is the meaning of my saying.”



He asked the young man to come. Jesus stood behind him and put his arms around him and held him to his heart. He said, “Breathe into your heart as if it was sky.” The young man did. Then Jesus said, “Feel the empty breath in you.” He breathed slow and deep, then nodded that he did. “Now relax and go deeper,” He felt the young man opening with his breath and becoming more alive. “Now breathe out Love on all these people here, one at a time,” Jesus whispered. The young man looked at each face in front of him and sensed something move in him that wished for their happiness and good. The people saw his face changing, and a shadow melting from it, and his eyes opening and starting to shine.



Suddenly a young woman ran to him from the crowd and hugged him, and everyone laughed. She said, “I couldn’t help it; he just became so beautiful.”



Jesus said, “This is the way of Love, for it is the true beauty of your soul unbound.”



Many of the people rejoiced greatly and Jesus healed some that were sick. But the Sadducees and Pharisees, who usually were opposed to each other, were seen conferring. The people noticed this and said, ‘The leaders are uniting against him.’ One man said, “Then we need to do away with them.” And some agreed. This was told to certain priests who took it to the assembly.
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Judas’ Part To Play
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The Sanhedrin gathered again. One of the Elders cried out, “If he does not get his power from Adonay then where? Not since the days of Elisha has someone been called back from the dead.” The discussions were heated and even more urgent, for it was told that the people wanted to make him their King, and a priest came and reported what some of the people had said about getting rid of them. The High Priest sat solemnly on his chair, listening and thinking.



Then Judas Iscariot entered the assembly with Jesus’ brother Judas, who looked around at the beauty of the place and its grandeur and was amazed that he actually stood amongst them. The High Priest motioned to Judas Iscariot who went into their midst. Judas said, “I have brought Jesus’ own brother. We have come to find a way to work this out with you.”



One of the Chief Priests said, “Judas, you know I was a close friend of your father, and I am greatly inclined to help you if possible. You have told us many things about Jesus’ teaching of Love and mercy in Galilee. But here he is saying many wild and irresponsible things. If he will return to teaching peace and respect for the laws of Moses, then perhaps there is a way. But he seems to have no regard for us, or our institution, or the delicacy of the situation we face.”



Judas bowed with respect, then said, “I request that Judas of Nazareth may speak.” The High Priest gave his assent. Judas Iscariot motioned and Judas started out onto the central floor, but stopped off to the side and looking around said quietly, “Honorable Masters…”



“You must speak louder,” an old man shouted.



Judas whispered, “All right,” to his own heart, then shouted, “Honorable Masters, my brother is a carpenter, and a simple man at heart like me. It is difficult for country people who grow up thinking of chickens and geese to understand the nature of the politics of nations.” The leaders nodded their heads. Judas felt lightheaded and knew by the warmth of his face that he was blushing. He hoped they didn’t notice. “But we can work this out,” he shouted again. “I know we can! When the people see that we are in agreement and working for peace, they will calm down.” Judas Iscariot nodded his approval, but the leaders were not convinced.



“We must act now! This is for certain,” said another leader. “Pilate will know what happened today, and he will see it as a political event — not a religious one. If we do not show strong action right away this is soon going to be completely out of our control.”



One of the High Priest’s counselors said, “What if we arrested him and brought him here and inquired of him? This would show the Romans we are in control and rightly using our power. Then, if he will agree to stop all inflammatory teaching, when we release him and say we have found no fault in him it will win over the people who are against us. With the people united behind both him and us we can bring peace. But this Jesus must understand our predicament and agree to work in harmony with us.”



There was agreement amongst all that this was wisdom. Judas Iscariot also agreed, and Jesus’ brother too felt the wisdom in what was said.



 



Both Judases came and found Jesus. Judas Iscariot took Jesus by the arm and pulled him aside and said, “Master, it has gotten much more complicated, but we can still work it out. Please, just be patient and teach only things that bring peace. The leaders want to work with you, but with what happened today the Romans are going to get involved if the Sanhedrin doesn’t show strong action soon. There is a way, but we must trust them. They want to arrest you and bring you before them for questioning. This way they will appease the Roman’s and show they are in control.”



Jesus’ brother said, “Listen to him, Jesus. I have been to the Sanhedrin. What Judas says is true. This is about political power. They must act or it’s going to be quickly out of their hands. You don’t want the Romans involved. Think about everyone else here that you love.” Jesus looked at them as if they were in a dream.



Then Judas Iscariot said, “Master, when you come before them show them your power. Tell them your vision and the way of Love. Once they know you only seek the people’s good and are not a threat to their rule they will release you.”



“Yes,” said Jesus’ brother, “then all the people will back both them and you. The Romans will be satisfied and the doors will be wide open for you to do your work.”



Jesus put his arms around them and wished with all his heart for their good, but he could not say it. So he just looked at them and nodded. They thought he was saying yes, but he was surrendering to more than they understood.



So they were relieved and hugged him and left together. And Jesus’ brother Judas felt very happy that he had found his part to play in helping to bring the work of his brother to the world.
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Crossing The Line
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With the setting of the sun Jesus did not return to the home of the Zebedees, for he could not bear to see Mary and wanted to sleep under the stars. So he went to the Garden of Gethsemane. When Mary knew he wasn’t coming she went to be with Salome and slept in her arms. And they comforted and strengthened one another.



All night Jesus breathed in the breath of Adonay and breathed out the Love as the great wheel of stars spun slowly above him. One by one, the face of each person he loved came before him — and they all held a shadow of his fear of losing them. So he lifted each one into the Light and freed them as the flower of his soul wilted and held ever more lightly to the vine.



The day dawned amongst the chorus of rooster crows and Jesus sat with the disciples who had slept by him and said, “Today I will pass through a door, and from this there will be no turning back.” They looked at each other and some were confused.



“Master,” Matthew said, “the crowd is becoming more and more for you. Isn’t this good?”



Jesus said, “Oh Matthew. Of all of us gathered here you should best understand the politics of men. This is not the way. I walk a different path and it must be so. After, you will understand.”



“After what Master?” Matthew asked.



“I tell you all, the image of Alaha must die and be reborn again and again. And this is only the beginning.” But they were not willing to understand what he was saying. So he gathered them in a circle and said, “Love each other no matter what happens.” This they understood and agreed.



Then they went into Jerusalem. Jesus took a long willow branch from the valley before the gate and carried it with him. The sellers of sacrificial animals and birds were setting up their stalls along with the moneychangers. Jesus came and with a loud shout started beating them and opening up the cages of the birds and setting the lambs free. The sellers cried out, and some would have fought back but John, and James, and Peter, and the others looked hard at them. Then Jesus took his stick and scattered the money from the tables and cried out, “This house is for Light, not for commerce and the darkness of men’s minds.”



Then Jesus went into the temple and his eyes were fierce with the flame of Yah as his soul passed beyond the boarders of his mind into the Light. He cried, “I am the way of Life. I am the Life within you speaking. I am the voice of truth your body wishes it could say. I am the Light of the world with lips. I am you saying what you wished your heart would say and sing!”



Some of the teachers said, “He has gone mad.”



“I am the vine,” he cried, spinning around, “and you the branches. I am your own Self blooming and fruit that you may eat. Oh come and eat, and drink, and be drunk with Love.”



One of them said, “You are drunk indeed, but not with Love.” Some of the younger ones laughed, but the older ones could find no joy in this. Then the word was whispered to them of what Jesus had just done with the merchants and their eyes flared with anger. Many walked quickly away.



Jesus turned to Peter and hugged him, and then the others and said, “It is enough.” So they left the city. And many of the disciples were very sad about what had just happened.



Jesus said to Andrew and Thomas, “Will you find a place for us to eat a Passover meal tonight, for tomorrow will be too late?” They said they would. Then Jesus and the others returned to the Garden of Gethsemane and gathered in the shade of the trees there.



 



Jesus said to them, ’In the One Light there is only Light, and you are all faces of it. And how beautiful are your faces, for you are yourselves the feast of Life. I am leaving soon and all things will change in the heavens. And you will follow, each in your time. Then we will eat and drink and dance together in bodies of Light, and in the Abba’s worlds fly faster than wind. Yes, there we shall understand all things and laugh at the meaning.”



Peter said, “Master, you say many things I cannot understand. But my heart trusts you.”



Jesus looked at Peter’s simple face and said, “And if you should doubt, forgive yourself my brother. Then nourish the others as is your nature to do.”



To John and James he said, “Trust the winepress. It will crush you so that you may give your finest wine.” They looked at him and nodded, yet did not really understand.



To Phillip he said, “You look up into the sky at night and what do you see my friend?”



“Stars,” he said.



“In truth, the endless fields of Alaha are what you see. The great silence has sung sun and moon and stars in the same way that it has uttered you, for you are a Word of Abba created to shine. Be Light in this world, Phillip. Be a shining star for others in this night of human fear.”



To Simon the drummer he said, “You will become music itself, Simon, and your song will remain amidst the fading flowers and grass.”



And he spoke in this way to each one of them, to comfort them, and prepare them for what was soon to come.



 



Later in the day both Judases came and found the disciples in the garden, but Jesus had gone further up into the hills to be alone. Judas Iscariot said to James and John, “What in the name of Alaha is the Master doing? The whole city is talking about him whipping the sellers of sacrifices. Has he gone mad? We were working things out: everything was going our way. Now things are completely unstable. Can you talk to him? Can you make him understand how important it is for him to be quiet now and not create any more disturbances?”



James got up and came to Judas who was a much smaller man than him. He picked him up by the collars of his robe so that his feet were almost dangling above the ground. James gritted his teeth and said, “I have never trusted you, little man. Stop your meddling. The Master knows what he is doing.” Then he threw Judas backwards so that he almost fell to the ground. Jesus’ brother was shocked, for he had always seen the brothers as men of peace.



Judas Iscariot gathered himself and angrily said, “What do you know about political power? You are just ignorant fishermen! Now the Romans are going to be involved unless we do something drastic. Do you think this is just a game? We have to resolve this quickly or every one of us will be in danger for our lives. Listen, you must trust me. I am working for the Master even if you can’t understand what I’m doing with your thick brains. The leaders want to arrest him and…”



“If you dare to bring soldiers,” James shouted, “I will put this fist of mine inside your throat and tear out your meddling voice.”



“And after he tears your voice out,” said John, “I will grind your face into stone.”



Judas Iscariot winced, and backed away from them. Jesus’ brother became filled with anxiety. He walked quickly with Judas out of the garden and said, “What is going to happen now?”



Judas said, “We have to proceed with the plan. There is no other way now. We must hope and pray that your brother has the sense to do what’s right before the Sanhedrin. I am going to need your help before this is over. Can I trust you?”



And Judas of Nazareth gave his oath he would do whatever he could to make things turn out right.
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I Am Your Own Life Speaking
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Andrew and Thomas found a man who had a large room outside the city gates that was used to store grain after harvest. The man believed in Jesus, for he had healed his son, so he said they could use it whenever they wished. Jesus and the disciples went there and word was sent to Judas Iscariot and his brother Judas, and Mary and all the women disciples. But Jesus asked that his mother and Abigail would not be told, for he felt they could not bear all that was happening.



This time Mary came because she knew it was essential for her to be there. Jesus asked her to sit at his right side, which she was hesitant to do — but Salome urged her, and she did. He had Judas Iscariot sit at his left, which puzzled James and John. Then Jesus looked at Mary as if she was a beautiful dream he had when he was a child. And he felt the borderlands melting again between his soul and the Ocean of Light. She felt he was too far away to reach, so closed her eyes and surrendered her heart until she felt an inner stillness mercifully hold her.



When Jesus sensed that he turned and looked at Judas Iscariot with kindness in his eyes. Judas felt much relieved and trusted that the Master really understood. So he smiled and was thankful again that he was able to play his part. Then Jesus looked for a long time in silence at them all. And they looked back at him and felt as if the silence of stones and stars had entered the room. He lifted the bread before him, asked the Abba to bless it, and broke it. He handed half to Mary and half to Judas and said, “Each of you take a piece of this loaf that was one but is now broken, for all mankind is eating from the broken bread of Life. And as you eat it remember that in truth the loaf is one and you are part of each other.” They passed the bread around, and many of them traded pieces and fed each other.



“What I have said to others I now say unto you,” Jesus said and sighed deeply, “I am your own Life speaking, and nothing but this — for the silence within you seeks a voice to speak. Love each other and you will understand all I say.”



“Master,” said Leah, “What will you do now? Can you tell us plainly?”



“I am your own true Self paying every price that can be paid, so that you shall know that you are forgiven forever and the free Love of the Abba is your Life.”



“And are you going to leave us now?” she whispered.



“How can your own Life leave you? No, I will be you overcoming all you fear, for what is done in the Light shall live in Light forever.“



They shook their heads, struggling to understand. Peter rose up on his knees and asked, “And what of these others, Master, the many who are believing in you here in Jerusalem. Should we gather them?”



Jesus looked at his friend and said, “Remember Peter, the kingdom of the Abba comes one soul at a time. Beware of all forms of power, for the only one who has the right to power is the Abba, and you will find no power in him. Be as children and serve the Light of Abba in the deep heart of the one who stands before you looking in your eyes. In this way Love will grow by its own nature: for the way to Light is only Light, as the way to Love is Love.”



Andrew asked, “And when I fail to Love, what should I do?”



“Forgive yourselves my brother, for all the wrong you think you do, and for every way you truly hurt another,” he said then looked at Judas Iscariot. But Judas didn’t understand. Then he looked out at his brother Judas and said, “For forgiveness frees your heart of its burdens, so do not hesitate to freely receive and give it.” His brother winced as their eyes met, and neither did he understand.



Then Jesus said, “Release yourself, all of you, and in that act you will be released and find Love urging you to release your brother also into the innocence of El. Now you know that an eye for an eye with time blinds all; so turn it around and let forgiveness reveal your true love of freedom, for it is forgiveness alone that allows the beauty of the One to arise.”



“And what of this new world we all hope for, Master?” Thomas asked. “Can you tell us when it shall fully come at last?”



Jesus looked at Thomas and said, “Do not wait for newness my brother, as if it were not already here, for as the Abba is pure so Creation is as pure as a mother’s milk, and the pure of heart shall taste it. Gaze at the light of a star until you truly see it. Feel the beauty of a tree and I am there. Hear the joy of a bird’s song and know that it is I who sing it: for I beyond me am True Life happening and speaking, and you are one of the many faces of the One who is forever free.”



Then he took the cup of wine and raised it up with two hands, and Light shone through his heart so brightly that many later swore they saw it. And he breathed upon the wine and put his hands over it to bless it saying, “This is my blood, as the stars are my eyes and wind my breath. I pour it out for you so that the ancient ways may pass, and all may know the Abba pours Love and Love and only Love through all things and everywhere. Drink this blood and you will drink of me. Allow the Ruah of it to wash your souls white as snow. Then touch each other’s faces and see in your eyes the Light that forever heals you.” He handed the cup to Mary, and she looked at him with soft eyes and tried to smile. He felt the smile her mouth could not fully make and touched her cheek. She drank it and passed it on. And they all drank from it and looked at each other with Love, then sat in silence until silence became the only song.



Finally Jesus turned to Judas and whispered in his ear, “My brother, do what you have planned to do.” Judas’ eyes lit up with hope. He looked over at James and John whose faces turned to stone. Then he looked at Jesus’ brother and his eyes said to him, come. And he left the table and went out of the room.



Jesus’ brother found him in the dark and Judas said, “I must bring the temple guards so they can arrest him, but if I come James and John will fight, and some may be killed and many will certainly be arrested. So come with me. You must bring the guards for the disciples will let you pass. Jesus’ brother was hesitant. So Judas said, “Your brother understands. He just said in my ear that we should do as we have planned.”



“Truly, are you sure he said that?” Judas asked.



“Yes. There is no doubt. We have to trust the Master now. His ways are not easy to understand, but it is going to work out. It must! We can only hope and pray.”



“All right,” said Jesus’ brother, “I am ready to do whatever I can to help.”



Then Judas Iscariot embraced him and they went up together through the Golden Gate to the palace of the High Priest.













 



Chapter 138



 



The Darkness Begins
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After the meal Jesus felt a great sorrow, and asked his followers to come to the Garden of Gethsemane and watch with him under the stars. Mary saw his face and knew her fear must not be greater than her Love — so she came with them. The disciples went and lay under the trees, many in each other’s arms.



Then Jesus went with Mary to a place where they could be alone, but his soul was not with her. He felt deeply troubled and knelt down and opened his arms and looked up… but he could not feel the wonder of the stars. Then Mary saw a great shadow gather over him. Jesus stayed like this, with his eyes wide open, seeing nothing, staring not at stars but into the heart of dark. He started sweating, though the night was cool, and Mary wiped his face; but it was as if he could not feel her touch. Mary moaned and remembered Salome’s words that now was the time she must find strength to move beyond her own sorrows. So her Love for him kept her fully there. Then Jesus said with a voice that trembled like a twig, “Mary, is this real or am I mad after all?” Mary’s heart tightened and her eyes blurred, for she had never seen him afraid before. Then he opened his arms wider, as if they were broken wings, and said, “How can I believe such a wild thing as this? Have I been through this before?” She saw a look of madness in his eyes, and tenderly wiped his brow for she did not know what else to do. Then Jesus cried, “Alaha, let this temptation pass!”



When he said this he fell down and twisted on the ground as if he was trying to open his shrinking heart. And he felt the dark like a mountain of terror that no one could move. His face was filled with anger and he spoke with the voice of all lost souls, “I hate you Alaha! You have deceived me with your beauty and I am losing everything I love!” Then Mary turned from him and sunk down with her back against a tree and shook and wept. But the disciples did not hear for a deep sleep had come over them all.



Then Jesus wept, for his soul was caught within the hate that harms the world. And he moaned and shook his head, and his body was thrown from side to side as if all the darkness he had cast out of others had forced its way into him. Mary whispered, “My love, remember your first dream!” And Jesus convulsed, then lay still as if he were not breathing.



At last he said, “This is not me. It is the lie of all that wounds the heart. Oh hateful power of the world, this is your grief, your bitterness, your unknowing blindness!” And he shouted, “Alaha! My Abba... I surrender to you. If this is the cup that I must drink, let me drink it all!” Then he rolled and gasped again as if in the pains of labor. Mary came to him for she could not hold her body back. And she saw that blood mixed with his sweat and wiped it with her hair and kissed him on his eyes. He opened them and saw her as if she was an angel and it strengthened him. So she held him and rocked him like a child.



Peter awoke and called out, “Master, is all well?”



Mary said, “Go back to sleep, Peter!”



He said, “But I thought I heard a cry.”



Mary said, “It was only the wind.” So she held him and covered him with her hair as if she could protect him from his fate. And her whole heart cried for him. Slowly he grew still and she could feel him begin to rest in all he hoped was true.



Then she heard the feet of many men and saw their torches. John and James were sleeping by the lower gate and jumped up. James said, “If Judas has betrayed us I will cut him with this knife,” and tucked the blade beneath his robe. They stood in the pathway, and Andrew and Bartholomew stood with them. They saw the temple soldiers coming and a man leading them with a light. But it was Judas, the Lord’s brother.



The disciples stood in shock and could not speak. Judas came with his arms outspread and said, “All is well my brothers. Have faith. My brother has sent for them. Don’t be afraid. Don’t’ be afraid.” So Judas passed by, and the soldiers came to Jesus. Mary looked at them as if she saw the face of death.



Jesus rose up slowly to his feet, and his brother kissed him saying, “All is well, my brother. See, I have brought them.” Jesus looked at him with disbelieving eyes and tears fell from them. Judas did not understand. But Jesus reached out his hand and touched him and said, “I will always love you.” Then the soldiers roughly took him.



Judas was confused and looked at Mary who could say nothing, but stood with eyes full of torchlight… and tears.
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Adonay Must Die
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They brought him to the High Priest who had summoned the Sanhedrin. The great hall was full of Pharisees, Sadducees, Chief Priests and Elders, and Jesus stood before them like a broken bird. They had Judas Iscariot stand by him, but his brother they would not let in. Judas looked at Jesus in confusion for he had never seen him like this.



Then the High Priest walked to the center of the great circle around which the assembly sat and banged his staff on the tiles until all the men grew still. “Honorable members of the Sanhedrin, I thank you for coming on such short notice to this emergency session. We are gathered here tonight to question Jesus of Nazareth,” he said, waving a hand toward him. “You have all heard of the remarkable series of events over the last few days, culminating in the actions that bring us here. It is reported that this Jesus actually raised a man from the dead in Bethany, then was led into the city by a great crowd of people, many of them calling for him to become our king. Then, just today, he smashed the tables of the sellers of sacrifices right here on the grounds of our Holy Temple. Pilate is requiring a full report on these events immediately, along with our recommendations, as both he and many of us here feel this is a critically dangerous situation. If Pilate sees this as a political uprising I needn’t tell you how quickly blood may be shed, including some of our own. So let us proceed with decorum and with a full acknowledgment of the seriousness of this situation.”



Then he banged his staff again and turned to Jesus. “Jesus of Nazareth,” he said, “evidently you have done a great number of quite amazing things that have stirred up the hearts of our people, not only here but in Galilee and Samaria as well. But as the leaders of this nation, it is critically important for us to fully know your intentions, here and now. I can assure you, we will be much relieved if we can find a way to calm things down, and even work together with you to fulfill all our hopes of bringing peace to the people.”



Jesus looked at the High Priest with empty eyes, as if he were in a world far away. Then Caiaphas nodded to his Chief Counselor who walked to the center of the floor as the High Priest ascended the great golden steps to the Chief Seat and sat down. The Counselor was an old man with shrewd and experienced eyes. He had a large green stone on a thick golden chain around his neck, which was the sign of his authority, and walked slightly bent over from wearing this heavy stone for many years. He said, “We know you wish to bring many changes, young man, but you must not break with the traditions that have held us together for all these generations. Change comes slowly through much debate. It is our way. Surely you must understand this?”



Jesus looked at him as if he spoke another language. Judas became anxious and whispered, “Master, tell them your vision of the way of Love… and perhaps someone here is ill and you can show them your power to heal.” He looked nervously up at the High Priest, who watched them carefully, then whispered, “I’m sure you understand, this may be the only chance that any of us get!”



Jesus looked up to the ceiling and raised his arms, then slowly turned around as if he was listening to the sheep bells and birds of Galilee once more. The men looked at each other, and some whispered, ‘I knew it: he is mad.’ Jesus drew in his breath and moved his hands down over him from heaven to earth once, then again, and felt for a moment the sweet Presence he adored. Then he looked quietly down at the floor and waited.



The Chief Counselor raised his eyebrows and stared at him a few moments, then turned to the assembly and said, “We will interrogate him now, in strict order: a member of the honorable Elders of Jerusalem first.”



An old man, with hair like swan feathers, came to the center of the floor. “Jesus,” he said slowly, “I heard you say that Adonay, or this Abba as you call him, shall become the lamb of sacrifice himself, and that we, the people of Adonay, ‘are rejecting and slaughtering him every day’ if I remember your words correctly.”



Jesus nodded his head, as if he was waking from a dream and trying to remember it. The Chief Counselor said, “What kind of teaching is this?”



Jesus quietly said, “A true one.”



Many of the men immediately began debating amongst themselves until Caiaphas cried out, “Silence! Honorable members of the Sanhedrin, we are just getting started and its late. Not so much talking — more listening.”



Then the Chief Counselor motioned to the Sadducees and one came forward and said, “I heard him say there should be no leadership, but that everyone should be their own king and do whatever they want.” Jesus nodded his head, thankful to hear the truth said, even if it was bent in the man’s mind. He drew in a deep breath again, and shook his head, as if to clear it. As he stared at the floor the patterns in it became sharper and he felt himself more present.



Then the Chief Counselor fingered his emerald stone and asked, “Is this true?”



Jesus replied, “Yes, this is true…” and there was much murmuring again, until the Chief Counselor looked hard at every one.



Then he looked back at Jesus. “Are you teaching anarchy then? Can you tell us one time in history when people were able to peacefully rule themselves?”



Jesus looked up. “Anarchy? No.... what I teach is true in the Abba alone, for it is only there that people remember their true nature.”



“Yes, yes,” the Sadducee said, “we can appreciate that we all need to pray and stay open to Adonay. Most of the people come and pray, and yet it is evident that the people are like sheep. They need shepherds to guide them.”



“A shepherd leads ignorant sheep, but as each of us becomes mastered by the One we are held and strengthened, and the Ruah leads us into freedom.” He looked around at them all and felt the Ruah within him rising. He surrendered to it, knowing everything now depended on this. “So what need is there to be led when all are on the way?” he said. “Only the blind need guides, but how dark it is when the blind only have the blind to lead them.”



“Are you inferring that we are blind then?” the Sadducee asked.



“Whoever lives in Light recognizes words that flow from Light, for the Light is One. If you cannot hear the words of Light I speak, then what are you listening to?”



The hall erupted again and the Chief Counselor raised both his arms. Gradually the men quieted down.



“Counselor,” a Pharisee shouted, and the Counselor said, “Let us hear from the honorable assembly of the Pharisees.” Then a tall man with a red beard walked to the center. “Honorable members, with my own ears I head him say that there is no price to pay for sin and that sacrifices are useless. Since the beginning of our history we have sacrificed to Alaha, and this is clearly commanded to us by Moses. What does he have to say about this?”



The Counselor swung the great green stone around in a tight circle and stared at Jesus, then said. “Is this possible? Did you actually teach this publicly?”



Jesus said, “Yes, it is true.” Immediately the hall burst out again with much discussion, and the Chief Counselor looked up to Caiaphas who frowned and sat staring at Jesus. Then Caiaphas slowly stood up and banged his staff and they all came to order.



Jesus looked around at their somber faces and said, “Since we were children we have been taught that if we do wrong the Law demands the payment of a price — for this is the judgment of the holiness of Adonay. And so the people endlessly sacrifice innocent lambs and doves and yet they return to their sin again and again: for this is what is natural to them in their state of separation. But when a soul awakens to see the true nature of the Abba is Love and forgiveness, then their heart can fully release itself into the freedom of the Light they most truly are — and that alone can heal and save them.”



The Chief Counselor said, “But we have no such teaching that says this is the true nature of Adonay or of us. Adonay is holiness and justice and true judgment as well as compassion. And we are creatures of Adonay who is forever higher than us. Adonay loves those who love him and keep his law, and his wrath is on the wicked.”



“There is no judgment or wrath in Adonay,” Jesus said.



“What! You are truly mad!” an Elder cried out.



Jesus shouted back, “Have you not read in your scriptures that the wicked draw trouble on themselves by their own iniquities? The only judgment is that which we create ourselves by failing Love. We create our own hell and live in it until we believe in the Light more than our separation. The Abba is only Love and Light, — and so are we. We must awake to this!”



“This is madness!” A Pharisee cried, and one of the Chief Sadducees concurred. “He is teaching another El.”



“To teach another El than Adonay is blasphemy!” an Elder cried. “So will the wrath of Adonay be on you, young man, even as you draw it on yourself with your wickedness!” The room exploded into heated debate and there was much agreement even between the Pharisees and Sadducees. The Chief Counselor tried to quiet them, but there was too much uproar, so finally Caiaphas stood up again and banged his great staff on the golden floor three times and the men quickly quieted, for to not respect the High Priest would bring immediate expulsion from the Sanhedrin.



One of the Elders stood up and the Chief Counselor recognized him. “Jesus,” he called out, ‘I have heard you are even teaching we should turn from the commandments given us by Moses. What would become of us then?”



“You might become a Light to the world,” Jesus said. “But I have never taught to disrespect Moses, rather to simply keep the law that is the Ruah’s true nature. And that law is a freedom flying through you now, just above the darkness in your minds.”



Judas had his hand on his beard and was listening intently, but inside his heart was dropping like a stone and he felt sweat running from his armpits down his sides.



Then a young Sadducee stood up and shouted, “We are not in darkness, but you are! You are a deceiver of the people.”



“I deceive no one,” Jesus said, “but show the truth. What you think is normal is Life turned backwards and you can’t see it. This is your deception. I do not tell you this to judge you, but to wake you up to the Light you are and can be.”



“Adonay alone is Light. What do you mean we are Light?”



“In the Abba all is Light and we are his Light as flesh.”



Then the High Priest came down off his seat and said, “The Abba, the Abba! Who is this Abba? We know of no such one, but keep the law of Adonay and honor his sacred name given to Moses for all time. Are you teaching some other El then? Speak the truth!”



“I will always speak the truth unless fear should bind me,” Jesus said. “You will not even utter the sacred name for fear of defiling what? A purity you yourselves are and yet do not know. I say Abba for it is the name of Love he showed me: and I always seek to do what pleases him. Or I call him Ahlalalee or the Great Love.”



Caiaphas stared hard at Judas who felt himself melting inside.



“May I speak?” a Pharisee shouted. Caiaphas motioned for him to proceed without taking his eyes off Judas. “I haven’t wanted to say this, for I have been most impressed by this man’s healing work, but it is too important not to let it be known. My son’s wife is from Galilee, and she knows many of the people who are traveling with Jesus, and she tells me that not only are many of them prostitutes, but Jesus’ own wife is one.” And the entire assembly went quiet.



Caiaphas walked over to Jesus and looked him in his eyes, and Jesus felt the great emptiness of his own openness and looked back. And Caiaphas said, “Is this true?”



Jesus saw Mary’s face in his mind, and the faces of Leah and Sarah and the other sisters whom he loved, and he said, “They were prostitutes, and when they found the way of Life they became the face of Alaha.”



And Caiaphas said, “What do you mean, the face of Alaha?”



Jesus said, “Don’t you know the Elohim made mankind in his image, male and female? So they are the feminine face of Alaha.”



The Chief Counselor said, “The Elohim of Israel is mighty in battle, a defender of the helpless, a great warrior and king. Are you saying Adonay is a woman then?”



“Ruah is a woman’s name, so is the Shekinah glory which you do not know, for she is a bright beauty in the hearts of all true lovers of the One. But you are afraid of the feminine El and of the wisdom of your own wives, and you will not know or love the Eloah of Elohim.”



“What!” the High Priest shouted. “You are mad! Is this what you learned wandering the hills of Galilee, that you can make up anything you want about Adonay and teach it?”



“I teach only what I have seen in Light! But you say only what was said a thousand years ago, and so you do not understand that the fire that burnt in Moses’ bones to change everything is meant to burn in yours. And this Light would teach you many new things, for the Abba now makes all things new as was foretold.”



“That’s right,” Judas said, “Remember the words of the prophet Isaiah. And Jeremiah also said…”



“Hush!” shouted the High Priest. “Who are you to teach us?” And Judas shrunk back.



“Balaam learned the way of Truth from the mouth of an ass,” Jesus said. “Are you not able to hear Truth no matter who speaks it?”



Then the Great Hall erupted into a loud uproar. And the High Priest stood staring hard at Jesus. Then he pounded the floor again and it took some time for them all to grow still.



The Chief Counselor came up to Jesus. “Didn’t Judas and your own brother tell you how difficult and dangerous a situation we are in?”



“Yes,” Jesus replied.



“And yet you stand here and defy the words of the High Priest of Adonay himself. What is your purpose? Say it clearly!”



“That the image of Adonay may die and be reborn again and again.”



“This is enough!” the High Priest shouted and threw down his staff. “I never thought that in my lifetime I would meet a greater danger to the survival of our nation than the Romans are
  
 — but today I have! You are the most dangerous man who has ever lived! May your name live only in infamy: you troubler of the righteous; you unsettler of our father’s ways; you defamer of the good name of Adonay. May his name be praised and your evil be on your own head. I say we send this man to Pilate and tell him we accuse him of blasphemy and stirring up rebellion. What say you?” he shouted to the assembly and the great majority of them shouted, ‘Away with him, away with him!’



“So be it!” Caiaphas shouted. “And find his followers and arrest them too!” Then he turned and stormed out of the room.



The guards quickly seized Jesus by the arms, and he looked over his shoulder at Judas who stood with his mouth open, unable to think or speak. He thought he saw Jesus’ eyes smile at him, and felt as if he was going mad.
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The guards hurried Jesus out of the chamber. As they took him into the hallway he saw Caiaphas conferring with the captain of the Temple Guards and he called out to him. Caiaphas came and Jesus looked him in the eyes and said, “You have me and will do what you believe you must, but those who follow me are sheep from the North Country and will not harm anyone. Let them go, for their arrest will only further stir up all the people.”



The High Priest said, “These are the only wise words I have heard come out of your mouth today.” Then Caiaphas nodded to the guards and they pushed Jesus out of the door.



 



Judas came out of the temple buildings as if he walked in a dream. There was much movement in the city and many people were in the streets, though it was late, for the word had spread about the arrest. Judas saw Peter and others of the disciples sitting by a fire. J
 esus’ brother
 was talking to them, trying to help them understand everything would be all right, but Peter’s brow was furrowed and his eyes heavy. Leah and Sarah were with them, holding each other, for they were frightened. When Peter saw Judas Iscariot he ran
 to him
 and said, “My brother, what has happened?”



Judas looked at him with glassy eyes
 ,
 then shook his head and said, “Why? Why? This can’t be real
 …
 ”



All the others gathered around them. Peter
 took him by the arm and
 said, “Tell us!”



Judas said, “They have condemned him and sent him to Pilate.”



Matthew cried out and lifted his arms; and James started to go towards Judas, but John and Andrew held him back.



“What does this mean?” Peter asked. “I don’t understand politics.”



“It means, that unless Pilate shows him mercy they will crucify him,” Judas said.



Peter sat down hard on a stone in shock. But Judas, Jesus’ brother, cried out, “No! No! You promised
 everything
 would be all right! O, my Adonay! My Adonay! I have betrayed my own brother to death!” His eyes were wild and he started shaking and weeping. Leah came and held him to her.



Then Sarah said to Judas Iscariot, “No matter what happens, remember the Master’s ways.” Judas looked at her as if she spoke the gibberish of children.



Peter said, “And what of us? Will they arrest us too?”



“Yes. They will arrest you all,” Judas said, then put his hands over his face and drew them down to his heart.
 He said,
 “Oh Adonay, what have I done?”
 then turned and stumbled away.
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Pilate was the Governor of the regions of the Jews, appointed by Caesar to bring order and subjugate the people to the rule of Roman law. He was a strong man with a high forehead and sharp chiseled chin. He had come to his duties the hard way, not from favors bought but bloody deeds of valor done on battlefields. He enjoyed the power and prestige of politics and was extremely good at it. He made it his business to know everything that was going on in the regions he controlled and had many spies, even in the Sanhedrin.



Rome demanded order. The Roman order had brought many diverse people under its thumb. A nation was allowed to rule itself within the boundaries of Roman order. If it stepped beyond these lines there was little diplomacy: the response was ruthless. This way the people knew just what to expect — and he liked this kind of harsh clarity.



He was slightly annoyed at being called to the judgment hall this late at night, but he was closely following all that was going on with Jesus of Nazareth and was not surprised that it was coming suddenly to a head. He had little sympathy for the Jewish rulers and, though he understood their religion and politics well, he abhorred their arrogant treatment of him as if he was merely an educated animal.



The hall was already echoing with many voices when he entered. Jesus stood
 silently
 between two Roman guards in the midst of eight of the higher members of the Sanhedrin.



“So,” Pilate said, “what have we here? Jesus of Nazareth if I am not mistaken.”



The Chief Counselor spoke up, “Governor, we have acted swiftly as you have required and I will be brief. As you know, this man has stirred up great trouble. He teaches against the Law and the Prophets and authority of any kind
 — which you should note
 . We have tried him and found him guilty of blasphemy and sedition. He is a grave threat to us and to you.”



Pilate walked around Jesus, looking at him closely, but Jesus kept his eyes down to the floor. Then Pilate smiled and turned to the leaders. “I have heard much of this young man from the time he began teaching in Galilee three years ago. I probably know more about him than you do,” he said, and their troubled response brought him a feeling of satisfaction. “In fact, when I heard this fantastic thing of him raising a man from the dead in Bethany, and that many people were then crying out to make him king, I thought, I wonder if those hay heads in the Sanhedrin are going to be afraid of him taking their place? This couldn’t have anything to do with your swift condemnation of him, could it?” They glared at him, and again he smiled. “I trust you have the appropriate papers concerning your accusations and appeal for Roman Justice?” The
 c
 hief Counselor nodded and handed them to Pilate. He glanced quickly at them and gave them to the
 c
 aptain of his guard. “All right, I will review them and have now formally heard your accusations. Put them out,” he said to the Captain. “I want to talk to this young man alone.” The leaders scowled at Pilate as several soldiers roughly hurried them out of the hall. 



Pilate stood squarely before Jesus and said, “Look at me.” Jesus looked up into Pilate’s eyes and touched something that Pilate did not want to feel; so he quickly averted his gaze and said, “I know those old hens are jealous of you, and that if you had your way Romans and Jews would be sitting down at a great feast together, rubbing each other’s backs.



“All right, listen to me. I know you do miracles. Oh yes, I’ve heard. Nothing goes on in this country that escapes my notice. Do you understand?” Jesus nodded. “If I thought you were dangerous to Rome I would have arrested you long ago. No, I am much more sympathetic to you than you may believe. In fact it is my will to release you, which I may do, for though I am bound by Roman law to support your quacking leader’s judicial decisions, I may also release one prisoner now for Passover
 , as is the custom
 . So I will release you if you promise to return to Galilee and stay there. Settle down with your wife, Mary of Magdala. That is her name isn’t it?” Jesus did not respond. “Yes, the whore of Magdala — you see, nothing escapes me. Go back and make a home with her. Make love, have children. Do your healing work up there amongst the shepherds and fishermen. They understand you.



“These city people do nothing but create trouble, blame everyone but themselves, and then spend all their time trying to undo it. Politics,” he said, and then laughed. “It can be such a dirty little game. But you aren’t like that, are you? No, you would teach them another way if they were willing to learn it.”



Then he looked hard at Jesus. “What do you say, my friend?” Jesus stared blankly at the floor. “It’s late!” Pilate snapped and I have no more patience for this tonight. You can think about it in a Roman jail. Guards,” he called and the Captain of the guard came in. “Put our friend here in the same cell as Barabbas, and bring that gaggle of geese back in here.



“Oh, by the way,” Pilate said to Jesus as the guard took his arm, “Barabbas is
 the
 only other prisoner
 condemned to death
 : so it is either him or you.” He smiled at Jesus like a fox smiles at a hen, then nodded to the Captain who led Jesus out as another soldier brought the leaders in.



“I wish to release him,” Pilate said. “He is not a threat to Rome.”



“You can’t do that! He is more dangerous than you can possibly know!” one of the leaders cried.



“To whom?” Pilate asked.



“To the stability of this nation — and that means to your Roman peace.”



“Since when were you concerned with Roman peace? No, I think it is you who are becoming more of a threat to the stability of this nation and its fragile peace. I depend on you to bring order here and just how many wild-eyed fanatics have we crucified to date? Hundreds, and there only seems to be more of them running around this forsaken desert claiming to be inspired by your El. And you think all this turmoil is because of us? I tell you, Roman peace is spreading through the whole world: everywhere except for in this dirty little desert land of wild-eyed fanatics who are fed by the flames of your belief that you are the most righteous people in the world and meant to rule us all. You are all a bunch of arrogant fools!” he said, waving his arms at them. “I am surprised at your decision to condemn this man who is only doing good — and now, of all times! Do you really want us to execute him just as your people prepare to sit down and eat the Passover feast? That will perk the appetite of all those who were so recently rejoicing that he healed them, or someone in their family, or a friend. Tell me, are you trying to commit political suicide?”



“But, Pilate, he teaches things contrary to the Law of Moses and the promises of the prophets…” one of the men said, rather weakly, and Pilate felt that familiar surge of power over others that he loved.



“Perhaps…” he said slowly, enjoying the moment. “But I see that as a good thing.” He paused to observe their anxious eyes. “Nevertheless,” he said with a sword’s sharpness in his voice, ‘just what do you think will happen tomorrow when this infernal city realizes that you have arrested the miracle worker right after he has done his greatest miracle? Do you think everyone is going to hug each other and dance in the streets? You are so blinded by your all-consuming religion that you have lost sight of political realities. But I have no such blindness.” He smiled broadly at them, then turned on his heel and sat on his judgment seat. “Fortunately for you I have an idea that may save your worthless necks. Tomorrow is the day we release a prisoner to honor this Passover commotion of yours. I will bring Jesus before the people with a prisoner named Barabbas who has been convicted of murder and sedition, and we will let Jesus decide who shall live or die.”



‘What!’ the leaders cried, and began talking excitedly to each other.



“Quiet, you roost of hens,” he shouted. “If Jesus decides to save himself he will lose face with the people. He teaches Love and yet will show, for all to see, that he would put another man to death in order to save his own neck. The crowds will turn away from him for his hypocrisy and you will have your victory. I will then deport this Jesus to Galilee, where he can raise a brood of children with his whore wife, and he will have learned a good lesson to stay away from Judea and out of its politics. And if he condemns himself instead, you can proclaim to the people he was nothing more than a self-destructive mad man. It will justify your decision in their eyes and they will praise you for your magnificent insight regarding his true nature. You will be proclaimed the saviors of your people and they will come back under your control and all this madness you teach.”



“But if he chooses to die to save this Barabbas that would make him a martyr. Many would see him that way,” one of the Chief Priests said.



“Perhaps, but in this case a dead martyr may be better than a live prophet. You know his followers are a bunch of uneducated fishermen, farmers and women — including, if you weren’t aware of it, a great number of women who were whores.”



“We just found this out,” said one of the Priests.



“You are a little slow,” Pilate said. “Well, now you have one more reason to justify your decision to kill him. But what are these simple-minded people going to do with their leader dead? They will go back to their homes and sleep in the arms of their wives, or return to their businesses as whores, and this whole thing will be just a memory: another wild story you can tell your children and their children.”



The leaders conferred with each other, talking heatedly. “Hurry up. It is late and I grow weary of your company,” Pilate said with distain.



The
 c
 hief
 c
 ounselor turned to him. “Very well. We will tell the High Priest your decision and prepare to deal with the crowds tomorrow.” Pilate nodded and waved his hand for them to go.
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The cell was an underground cave that was dark and damp and cold forever. Barabbas was lying on filthy straw in a corner. He was big and dirty, bushy and desperate — he reminded Jesus of a twisted version of Peter. The guards pushed Jesus inside and locked the iron gate. The cell reeked of excrement and rotting greens that Barabbas refused to eat. And there was another smell Jesus recognized: the odor of rotting flesh. Barabbas glared at him. “You know what that fucking odor is then?” Barabbas said, in a wild, mean voice. Jesus nodded. “When they caught me they slashed my legs with swords then wrapped my wounds in these filthy fucking rags” he said, ripping them open, “and now they run with the green ooze of death. Jesus looked at Barabbas’ eyes and saw the fear and pain that possessed him.



“Who are you? You don’t look like a shit hole criminal.”



“My name is Jesu
 s. I’m from Nazareth in Galilee,
 ”
 he said quietly.



“The healer? They got you? For what, being too good? The fucking bastards!” Then Barabbas dragged himself by his arms closer to Jesus and looked up into his face. “Can you heal me?” he asked.



Jesus put his hand on Barabbas’ shoulder. He felt the Light in him move, longing to touch the Light beyond what he could see. He whispered his thanks and knelt down,
 carefully peeling back the bandages.
 Then he put his hands over the deep wounds and let Light birth its dream.



Barabbas was startled. He slowly got up, shook his legs and walked around in a circle. “Alaha…”
 he shouted,
 and sank back down on his knees.
 He sat in silence for a while
 , staring at Jesus
 . Finally he asked,
 “Who are you, Master?”



“I told you, I am Jesus from Galilee.”



“
 You are of El...
 This is truth!
 Why have they arrested you?”



“For teaching things they cannot yet accept.”



“And for this they want to kill you?”



“Changing what people believe
 changes everything. Those in power
 are afraid of
 what
 greater truth
 might
 bring.”



Then Barabbas looked at Jesus and his eyes softened. “Are the bastards going to kill you?”



“Yes. This is the way it
 must
 be.”



“Are you afraid of death, then?” he asked, and his eyes asked to know more than what he asked.



“No, not now. Fear is
 only
 a passing shadow in
 the
 sea of Light.
 In truth, t
 here is no death.”



“How can
 be so certain
 ?”



“I have seen beyond the veil of it,” Jesus said.



“
 Whatever death is, it’s coming
 soon
 enough
 to take me,
 ” Barabbas
 said, and
 took Jesus b
 y
 the arm. “Master, I
 have
 killed trained soldiers
 with these hands through the power of my
 hatred
 .
 Hatred can be a great
 strength! But now, my hatred has melted in the stench and silence of this
 rat hole
 into a fear of the unknown. What have you seen then?”



“The laughter.” Jesus said.



Barabbas
 star
 ed at. “Are you mad?” he asked.



“No,” Jesus answered. “I thought for a while that perhaps…but thank Alaha, his Light is true.” He looked deeply into Barabbas’ eyes. “My brother, you ar
 e not the dark of anger and hatred
 : these are but the powers of your soul’s grief at losing the Light you truly are. In the Abba’s Light is all you have ever truly sought.”



“
 I don’t understand your words, Master; but what I want to know is,
 can I
 have
 the peace I see in you?”



“Yes. See the dark in you
 for what it is,
 and let your no be no! Then yield to the Light and let your yes be yes! Do you understand?”



“
 No… but
 I understand yes and no.”



“
 My brother,
 put your no to the dark and your yes to the Light with all your heart. Then surrender and wait, for the rest is up to the Light and mercy of
 Alaha
 .”



Barabbas sat in silence with his eyes closed for a long time as Jesus
 held him in
 Light
 to strengthen
 him. Suddenly Barabbas shouted “No!” and was silent. Then he jumped up and shook his arms as if he held two swords and shouted, “No, no, no!” again.
 S
 lowly his face changed as if there was an ancient block of ice that melted in him.
 H
 e opened his eyes and said, “Yes! Yes, Master. I say yes to
 Alaha… and
 you!”



“
 Then i
 n this you say yes to you,” Jesus said, and blessed him with both hands. Barabbas knelt with his arms up and started sighing. Then he coughed and heaved
 ,
 and spit up something foul
 ,
 and began laughing. “The laughter!” he cried. “I am this!”



Jesus said, “Yes.
 ”
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It started when he lay down to rest: a loud hum in his mind. It wasn’t the inexpressible
 song of Creation
 he had often heard since he was a child, but just the opposite. It was something harsh
 , and with an
 edge to it, like rusty swords grinding together. He tried his breathing and opening, welcoming everything and yielding in prayers — but
 it
 only g
 rew
 louder. His body was exhausted and longed to melt into some semblance of sleep, but the sound
 grat
 ed his nerves
 — and so he lay rigid and restless on the cold stone. And there was the shadow again. Not all consuming as it was in the garden with Mary, but lurking,
 dense,
 pressing in then melting back, as if it was testing his defenses. Barabbas had slept for a while, and when he awoke he could see Jesus watching him in the dim light reflected from a torch outside the cell. “What are you thinking about, Master?” he asked.



Jesus sighed long and deep, as if it was a great effort to breath, let alone speak. “About
 you, me,
 what Pilate said last night,” he whispered.



“What was that, Master?
 What did the bastard say?
 ”



“He promised me my freedom, Barabbas, if I will return with my wife and those I love back to the North Country.”



“Holy shit! Then why do you look so sad?”



“Because I can’t do it. It is not the reason I was born. And if I did
 leave
 you would die, for only one of us will be released today for the Passover feast.”



“Oh, Master, save yourself!” Barabbas said passionately. “I have killed others and deserve my punishment, but you have done nothing worthy of this. And we need you now! The people need
 you
 to heal them. You alone can bring peace
 to our people
 .”



“I must die to undo the fear of
 death,
 ” Jesus said, and felt a cold chill move through his muscles. He jerked a bit, as if shocked by an unexpected loud noise: but there was none. He broke out in a cold sweat. The dark darted around, then hovered.



“I don’t unders
 tand what you’re saying, Master
 ,
 ” Barabbas said.
 “
 You speak in
 many
 riddles — but listen. Y
 ou know the story of Abraham, and how he was asked to sacrifice Isaac his promised child?” Jesus nodded. “And when it came time to kill his son he was held back, wasn’t he. And Adonay provided another sacrifice: it was a ram caught by its horns in a bush. You remember, don’t you Master?” he
 aske
 d excitedly. “
 We all know the story. So
 , what if I am that ram, caught here in this prison by the horns of my own violent deeds? Would you deny me the right to fulfill my fate to be sacrificed so you might live?” He got on his knees in front of Jesus. “Oh Master, I believe you are the Messiah we have been waiting for,
 sent by Alaha himself to bring Light to our people
 . Adonay would not sacrifice you! Master, let me die for you! To die so the Messiah might live would cleanse me of
 all the wrong I have ever done.
 ”



Jesus looked at him for a long time. Thoughts started flying into him from all directions: swirling, convoluting, combining in new forms, creating wild uncertainties. He shook his head, trying to clear it, and whispered, “Oh, Alaha… What now?”
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When the roosters crowed their chorus was heard all over the city, even in Roman prison cells. Jesus could feel what he couldn’t see, as if the morning light was rising in his bones, and his soul dreaded the day. He tried to do his opening once more, earth to heaven, heaven to earth, but felt even weaker — as if the Ruah had been slowly draining from him and now was wholly gone. His mouth was dry and his arms so tired he could barely lift them. He whispered more prayers and felt as if he was talking only to the stone and heard only by shadows. Barabbas too sat in the cold dark praying. When the guards came with their torches they were amazed to find Barabbas’ legs healed. They tied the prisoner’s arms to their sides and hands behind them
 ,
 then led them to Pilate’s chambers.



Pilate smiled his wide, crafty smile when he saw them together. “I’m rather looking forward to this little spectacle,” he said, then realized that Barabbas was standing and said to him, “So the healer worked his magic on you as well.” He turned to Jesus, “Do you have any idea the power you wield over people? I wonder…



“Well, I have some surprises in store for you today,” he said. “I trust your mind is clear about your decisions.” He turned away from them abruptly and motioned for the guards to let the people into the courtyard of the Pretorium. There was a great crowd gathered outside its gate, for they knew Jesus would be presented and could be released. As the gates swung open a sea of people surged into the square and stood below the balcony where Pilate made his judgments. Pilate came out and lifted his arms to quiet them, then motioned to the guards who brought Jesus and Barabbas before them. Mary was amongst the people as well as John, with Salome, Abigail and Leah — but the other disciples did not come, for they believed the soldiers were looking to arrest them and were hiding together in the grain room.



Then Pilate said, “You know it is the custom to release a prisoner to you before your Passover celebration. We have two prisoners: Barabbas who has been found guilty of murder and sedition, and Jesus who has been found guilty of blasphemy and acts of treason.” The people began to murmur. Pilate took a hammer and hit a large cymbal, which signified silence. “We will do everything in order here!” he shouted, and the crowd hushed. He gazed across the sea of faces and nodded, satisfied with their quick response. “Your leaders are looking after your welfare,” he said, “as they know that this Jesus has caused much confusion and division amongst you, and are afraid that his teachings will break down the rule of law and that chaos would ensue. And if chaos led to violence they are aware that we would be bound by our law to repress all such violence to restore peace — and that many of you would suffer for it. So do not be too harsh in your judgment of them.”



One of the chief Pharisees leaned to another and said, “I have never seen a craftier politician than Pilate. I wish we knew what he is going to do.”



The other said, “We shall know soon enough.”



Pilate tapped the palm of his hand with the hammer and said, “But I have carefully questioned this Jesus and, though I am not an expert in matters of your law,” he said with a sly smile, “I find no fault in him. He seems to be a good and honest man who teaches the way of peace. By now you all know about the healing miracles he has done and many of you have heard him teach and believe he brings a new way for your people that will lead to widespread happiness.”



The crowd reacted and many were saying, “This is true. He is a man from Alaha and we need to listen to him.”



And Mary, Abigail and John began crying out, “This is true! Show mercy to him!”



The Pharisees were angered. A man who stood by Nicodemus said, “Pilate is betraying us.” Nicodemus said nothing, his mind fully intent on what was happening.



Then Pilate said, “I give you Jesus and Barabbas. Today one of them will die and the other go free.”



Then Barabbas shouted, “I will die! You must let Jesus live! He has done nothing wrong. He is our Messiah who shall lead us in the ways of Alaha!” A soldier moved towards Barabbas to restrain him, but Pilate stopped him. Barabbas shouted again, “You have seen the miracles he does: swords crippled my legs, yet look at me! Here I stand, for last night in the prison cell he healed me. This is the work of Alaha. Release him!” Mary gasped and looked at Salome who did not respond for she had no trust in Pilate.



When the crowd saw that Pilate let Barabbas speak they were emboldened and a man cried out, “What he says is true! Jesus healed my son.” Another cried, “And my wife!” And another, “Look, he healed me for I could not hear and now I can hear you all.” And someone shouted, “This is the one we have been waiting for!” Then the crowd began to cry out, “Jesus, Jesus, release Jesus,” in one voice. Mary began screaming, “Show mercy Pilate! Release Jesus!” And Abigail, Leah and John were jumping and shaking their arms and crying out with her.



Pilate smiled and turning back to Jesus said, “If you want to be their king, now is the time. Don’t worry. I will back you! The leaders of the Sanhedrin are a bunch of fools. You have vision and power over the hearts of these people. You can teach them to love their enemies and together we will bring in a new era. Do not think Rome is against you, my friend, for though our methods are different we both seek the peace of this land of vipers and scorpions.”



Jesus stared at him in shock. And he remembered the Speckled Trout that he found with Mary when he was young and how he did not kill and eat it and thought, ‘Did I misunderstand? Am I wrong? Has Alaha given me another chance to fulfill my true destiny?’ He looked at Barabbas who was pleading, “Master, save yourself! Let me die for you! You are our Messiah!”



Pilate slowly smiled and turned to the crowd, then hit the great cymbal again and they all grew silent except for Mary who kept crying, “Release Jesus!” until a Roman soldier came and stopped her. Jesus heard her and his eyes desperately searched the crowd to find her.



Then Pilate said with a loud voice, “It is my judgment to let Jesus decide before you who shall live today and who shall die.” Jesus gasped. Mary gazed intensely at Jesus as if her eyes were speaking to him, and Abigail leaned against John, praying with him — but Salome felt something dark and stood back, watching. Across the square, amongst the Pharisees, Nicodemus held his breath. But Jesus just stared out with desperate eyes at the crowd, for with these words all the goodness that might be with Mary, and all the hopes and dreams of the people for a Messiah, and every vision he had ever had of his life’s purpose crashed together as if three great rivers had met together in his mind and turned it into a foaming madness.



Then someone cried, “Save yourself, Master. Do it for us! We need you to lead us!” And many cried out after them, “Save yourself, Master. Be our king. Be our king!” And Mary cried out with eyes and heart and mouth, “Save yourself my love!”



Jesus felt his knees weaken and he began to sink down, but Pilate caught him and stared him in the eyes and said, “Stand up like a man! It takes great courage to be a king. A leader must be willing to sacrifice the lives of others for the good of all.” Then he turned and hit the cymbal again and said, “We shall wait for him to choose!” And they all grew still and every eye was on him.



Jesus felt himself shrinking inside into a confused, fearful child and began weeping. The crowd watched him in silence for a long time as Pilate stood watching and waiting, whisking flies away from his face with his hands. Finally the crowd began to stir, and a leader of the Pharisees cried out, “He can not choose. Give us Barabbas then!” The crowd went silent again for everyone was too stunned to speak.



Pilate put up his hand, and waited minutes more. Jesus felt as if his mouth was made of mud, and cold sweat ran over his body again, and it began to tremble until he could not restrain it. When Pilate saw this he sighed and went to him, and putting his face close to him said, “You could have had it all, you know, if you had been man enough to choose. See if you can overcome your fear long enough to make this one choice now. Shall I save Barabbas then?” But Jesus only stared at him, and trembled, and couldn’t speak.



Pilate scowled, then turned to the crowd, lifted his hands and said, “The poor man’s mind is broken. Look, he is shaking uncontrollably with fear! Though he had many gifts he did not have the courage needed to stay with us and give them. This man cannot lead others. I release to you Barabbas!”



The Pharisees and other leaders sighed with relief; except for Nicodemus who was astonished. When Mary heard Pilate’s words she collapsed onto the ground, and Salome covered her as John held Leah and Abigail who were weeping.



Then Pilate turned to the captain of the guard and said, “Take this man and crucify him before the Sabbath begins.”



The Captain said, “Should we beat him also or spare him?”



Pilate curled his lip and said, “Do to him as is the custom. Let’s show these people we still rule with an iron will.”
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They took Jesus into the Pretorium and gave him to the soldiers in charge of punishment and execution. They were animal-like men, many covered with thick hair, and arms and legs like great gnarled trees. Jesus was dazed and looking at their faces could see no Light, for the darkness of their anger and hatred was great. The Captain said, “Beat him.” One of them leered and put on a heavy leather glove and hit Jesus in the face to break his nose. Jesus fell back in a spray of blood and was caught and held by two others. And the man took great pleasure in beating Jesus in the face. Then they stripped him naked. Jesus’ mind was spinning and his body trembling. A man laughed and said, “He trembles like a fearful little girl. Are you afraid to die?”



Then they stretched him on the ground face down, and tied each arm and leg to a pillar, and a man kicked him between his legs and Jesus threw up bile and blood for he had no food in his stomach. Then they took a whip of nine tails, which had sharp iron at each tip, and a man who was like a bull began to beat him. Each lash tore chunks of flesh from his body as the man whipped him from head to toe. Then, like a carcass of meat, they turned him over and the man whipped him again. Jesus cried out and his body heaved. And the whip tore Jesus’ face in places to its bones. Then they untied him and stood him up and put a crown with long, curved thorns on his head and pressed it into his skull with a stick. Then they mocked him saying, “Look, the Jew’s new king, a king who trembles…” and the man hit Jesus in the stomach with the stick.



The captain of the execution party came and said, “That’s enough. You will kill him before we can crucify him.” So they threw a robe over him, and tied his hands in front of him, and put a rope around his neck, and blew a trumpet, as if to call the people to the procession of royalty, and dragged him out into the streets. Normally a criminal was made to carry the beam of wood he would be nailed to, but Jesus had no strength for this, so they put it on a donkey cart and had Jesus walk behind the cart and led him this way through the streets. But Jesus’ legs were trembling and blood was pouring from him, which further weakened him and made his feet slip on the stones, so they passed slowly.



The crowds were shocked to see him like this and there was little noise except for the sound of the cart creaking and people weeping.
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A Procession Of Mad Grief



Age 33



 



 



Jesus’ face was covered with blood and his eyes swollen almost shut, so the faces of the people looked as if they were reflected in broken glass. His body heaved and shook and he fell down often on his knees. Each time he fell a soldier jerked him back to his feet. He could hear the weeping of women, and saw sorrowful faces come near him then pass as in a dream. He caught glimpses of the sky and the bloody stones beneath him until someone threw himself before him and grasped his face with both his hands. It was Judas Iscariot. The guard allowed it for he took pleasure in the drama and the misery of the people. Judas looked into Jesus’ face, then at the blood on his hands and got up and backed away trembling, then ran screaming into the crowd.



Someone else came near and said, “We believed in you, Master! Why have you betrayed us?” A guard pushed the man by the face out of the way. Jesus struggled to open his eyes, for they were heavy with blood, and he saw a woman who was weeping. She had a child clinging to her breast. The child was too young to know good or evil, so looked at Jesus with innocent eyes as it sucked its mother’s breast. Then Jesus fell again and a hand lifted his face. He looked up and saw that it was John. Jesus struggled to speak, but his lips were fat and heavy. So with great difficulty he said, “Judas, what of Judas?” John said, “He is here. His heart is broken.” Jesus did not know who he meant.



Then Abigail threw her arms around him, weeping and crying out, “My brother! My brother!” but the guard dragged her off and shoved her by the face back into the crowd. Then Jesus saw the face of an angry man and another child, but this one was frightened, and trying to hide. Then it changed into the small, shrunken face of his brother Judas, pale as the moon with glassy eyes gazing up as if he saw nothing. And he was lying in the arms of Leah who looked at Jesus with streaming tears. And he saw the sky again, and a dog that was trying to lick his blood.



Then a trembling hand reached to him and touched his face. It was Mary. He looked at her as if in a dream and whispered, “I have failed you, my Mary.” Her eyes desperately searched his, trying to pierce through the thick veils of pain and touch him. “My Light deceived me,” he said, trying to shake away the blood that ran into his eyes and blinded him. And the guard came, but John’s eyes pleaded and the guard waited for she was clearly his wife. Mary said, “I will love you forever, my love.” And Jesus said thickly, as if drugged or drunk, “I could have had it all.” She shook her head and didn’t understand. Then the guard grabbed Jesus by the back of his robe and dragged him from her. And she let his hair run through her fingers until there was nothing of him in her hands but blood. Then she fell into John’s arms and covered her face with her hands.



They drove him on until he could no longer walk, then threw him in the back of the cart and took him just outside the city gates to the Hill of the Scull, for this was where they executed the criminals of Jerusalem.
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When they reached the top of the hill they attached the cross beam to a thick post laid on the rocks, then dragged Jesus out of the cart where they let him lay in a pool of his own blood until a large crowd gathered.



John brought Mary and Abigail, and Salome came with Jesus’ mother and Rebekah and some of the other women who had supported him. When they got to the top the guards let Jesus’ family come to the front of the crowd, as was the custom. Mary pressed close, so they let her come and wash the blood from his face so that he could better see them. Mary could weep no more, but her eyes were red and swollen and her face pale. She washed his face with trembling hands and cleared the blood from his eyes and mouth. He saw her and moaned, “Mary… my Mary.” Then they pulled her aside and gave her to John to hold her back for she would have thrown her body over him to protect him. They stripped the robe from him so he was naked. Mary began weeping again and John with her when they saw how his body was torn. And Mary, his mother, sank down in Abigail’s arms.



Several soldiers carried Jesus to the cross and stretched him on it. Most looked away, except for Mary and Abigail, as with great hammers they drove long iron nails through his wrists into the wood. Jesus’ screams shook the crowd. Then they nailed his two feet through their bones to the tree and quickly raised the cross with ropes. Many men held it steady until they gave the word and dropped it into a deep hole. When the cross slammed down Mary screamed as the nails tore at Jesus’ flesh — but his bones held him.



  They had nailed a sign above his head in Latin and Aramaic that said
 King of Cowards,
 for this is what Pilate said to write. Jesus gazed down at the crowd and its sea of faces distorted with pain. Most were grieving, but others were bitter for all the times their hopes had been crushed. A man shouted, “Jesus, you are a deceiver!” And another man shouted, “Why didn’t you save yourself and us!” But a woman shouted, “Quiet you fools! We are all Jews and this is our brother. Respect his mother and family who are here!”



When Jesus heard this he looked around to find the faces of those he loved. John started to come nearer but guards stopped him. The Captain said, “Let the family gather as close as they wish around him,” for he knew the soldier whose servant Jesus had healed. Then Mary came and held his feet and kissed them again and again until her hair and face were covered with his blood. His mother lay down on the ground by the base of the cross with her head in Rebekah’s lap and gazed up with sad eyes into the sky. John held Abigail and they came in front and stared up into Jesus’ face.



The nails tore at Jesus’ wrists until he pushed up with his feet to relieve them. He held himself like this as long as he could until his legs gave way and he tore his wrists once more. So he writhed like this, up and down. His neck muscles began to cramp so that he could only hold his head up for brief moments. When he did it seemed as if the crowd spun around him, and he saw darkness moving in and out of the people, appearing with insane faces that mocked him. Then he heard a voice within him, “Twister, see! You are one of us!”



Some who had been healed were there. The man born blind said, “If I was still blind I would be spared this sight,” and a girl who had been deaf said, “If I could not hear I would be spared this sound of grief.” Then crows sailed above the crowd, swirling in closer, for they were used to eating out the eyes of the crucified. John got a long stick from one of the guards to keep them away. And he watched with care and beat at them for they knew it was their right to eat.



 



In the empty grain room the disciples sat huddled together in the dark, for the window shutters were closed so that no one would know they were there. Thomas asked Peter, “Was it all for nothing then?” Peter could not answer, but just shook his head. In the back of the room, in the darkest place, James sat, staring, biting his lip and grimacing. He got up and paced back and forth, then slammed his fist into the wall.



 



Phillip and Leah brought Judas. Phillip said to the guards, “This is his brother,” and they let them through. Judas’ face was white, and he shook with grief, and came in front of the cross where Jesus could see him. Judas cried out, “Forgive me my brother! Look what I have done to you.” Jesus looked down at him with pity and said with much labor, “It is I who failed you. Forgive yourself, Judas.” Then his vision blurred and Judas’ face turned into the face of the mad man in Gehenna.



Judas’ mother called for him, and Leah took Judas in her arms and led him to her. Mother Mary held her son and rocked him. Then Phillip came, and Jesus said, “Find Iscariot. Ask him to forgive me, for I failed him.”



“I will, Master,” Phillip promised, then put his forehead on the cross and wept.



Salome came and looked into Mother Mary’s eyes and saw the mother she never had. Mary felt this and loved her, and reaching out her hand to her asked, “Did I do this to him, Salome? Was I the one who was first deceived?” Salome could not answer, but stroked Mary’s face. Mary’s tears streamed down her face and she kissed Salome’s hand.



High on the city wall, Judas Iscariot looked down at them all. His face was blank and eyes dull with grief he could not weep. He had a thick rope and slowly tied it to the stanchion of a lamp.



The Sergeant of the executioners came to the Captain and said, “This must be finished before the Sabbath begins. Let us break his legs.” This was how they hastened a prisoner’s death, for without his feet to push up on his chest muscles would quickly cramp and he would suffocate. But the Captain said, “There is no need. I don’t think he will live much longer, for the beating has taken all his strength from him.” Then another soldier came and said, “Pilate calls for you to come and report all that has happened.” So the Captain said to the Sergeant, “I leave you in charge until I return.” And the Sergeant was happy, for blood and spectacle were his sports.



The sun rose higher, and the flies buzzed, and many crawled on Jesus’ face and body, drinking from his wounds. Abigail left her mother with the others and came and stood by Mary. They held each other and rocked slowly back and forth, weeping with their bodies for their eyes had no more tears to cry. And Mary felt her life leaving her, seeping like a dark pool out of her feet.



Suddenly a large crow landed on Jesus’ head and tried to peck out his eyes. When Jesus felt the heavy weight of it and its claws digging into his scalp he tried to shake his head until John hit at it wildly with his stick. When Mary saw this, her eyes widened with a look of madness. Then she ran from Abigail and broke through the line of the guards, but they held Abigail back.



Mary cried out, “Crucify me with him!” The men laughed at her and one said, “You are delirious woman.” She said soberly, “I know what I am saying. I want you to nail me up there with him.” The Sergeant was a coarse and brutal man. Mary looked him square in the face and said “You may have my body for your pleasure if you will crucify me with him after.” The man leered at her and his eyes started burning as he looked at her, up and down. Then he looked at the soldiers by him and read their eyes and the desire in their faces. So he took her roughly by the hand and four of them led her quickly down the hill. Salome and Abigail desperately tried to run to her but other guards stopped them and were laughing at them. Then they grabbed John and Phillip and threw them to the ground and pulled their swords to show that no one should follow.



The soldiers took Mary into a garden where there were tombs at the base of the hill and threw her over a stone. The Sergeant pulled her robe up over her back and rubbed her soft skin with his calloused hands. Then he tore her undergarments down, peeled opened his front and forced his swelling manhood into her. Mary hugged the stone with wild eyes and gasped as she felt the man thrusting in her. Then he cried his pleasure and another man grabbed her by the hips and forced into her. And so all four men had their pleasure. Then they dragged her back up the hill and tore her clothes from her and brought a ladder. The crowd started shouting, but the soldiers drew their swords and made threats with them until they quieted down. Mary stood shaking like a little bird and looking up at Jesus. He could barely see her through his swollen eyes, and said, “Mary, what are they doing?”



She said, “I’m going to die with you, my love.”



He shouted, “No! No!”



The soldiers again forced John and Phillip back for they were trying to come to her. Abigail cried and ran to Salome who held her and rocked her. Mother Mary buried her face in Judas’ robes.



Then they brought ropes and began tying them around her wrists. She said, “What are you doing? Where are the nails?”



The Sergeant said, “We aren’t using nails, missy, that would get us i
 nto big trouble. If we crucified you without an order
 we would each get our own cross. No, we’ll just tie you up there with your lover for a while then cut you down.”



“No! No!” she cried. “Nail me to him! I want to die with him!”



Then they hoisted her up on a ladder and tied her to the backside of his cross. She screamed as they let her full weight down on her outspread arms. And Jesus screamed, for he felt her pain, and the cross shook and tore his ligaments. Salome looked up at Mary and wept for the first time since she was a little girl. And her tears ran in streams. Mother Mary wept uncontrollably and Abigail ran to her and held her mother and shook and sobbed.



And all the women who had gathered with them held each other and wept, and every woman in the crowd wept, and the men stood with cold, solemn eyes. High upon the city wall Judas looked down at them with wide, wild eyes, unable to think or feel.



Quickly Mary’s arms and shoulders cramped for her feet were not fastened to support her. She screamed uncontrollably and Jesus cried out, “Mary! Mary!” He pushed himself up on his broken feet so he could gasp some air, but his feet would not hold him and he fell back on his arms which spasmed.



John put his arms and legs around the base of the cross and hugged it as if it was them. And their screams grew louder as more and more of their body’s muscles cramped. Mary cried, “Jesus!” Then she collapsed as her shoulder muscles tore, and she hung and moaned. He was too weary to move and whispered, “My Mary…” So they hung like this against a dark, brooding sky, and cried for each other and death.



Nicodemus stood staring up at them. He put his hands over his heart and whispered, “I see…” The man with him said, “What do you see, Master Nicodemus?” And Nicodemus said, “The face of Alaha
 …
 ”



High above, Judas Iscariot leaned against the top of the wall with the rope around his neck. His eyes were fixed on Jesus and he could see that the end was near. Phillip looked up and saw Judas’ pale face looking over the top of the wall and the rope around him. So he shouted and began to push his way through the crowd, trying to reach the city gate.



Jesus cried out, “I thirst!” So John got a sponge of water from a guard and put it on a stick and rubbed Jesus’ lips to soften his mouth. Then Salome took the stick from John and rubbed water on Mary’s face. She revived some, and moaned in pain. Jesus tried to look around to see her, but could not. Then he said, “My love… it was Love that deceived me.”



Mary shook her head, and said, “No, no! How can this be?”



And Jesus said, “Oh my Mary, I am lost…”



Then he began laboring to breathe, for his feet were badly torn and he could no longer push himself up; so his arm muscles were cramped and the cramps had begun to compress his chest as well. His breathing grew loud, and liquid rattled in each breath. And Mary cried, “Jesus, Jesus! Let me die with you!”



The dark clouds had thickened, and above them the moon began to pass over the sun. The people were suddenly afraid, for a deep darkness came on them and this was considered an omen of evil. Even the Roman guards looked up in fear. And Nicodemus sank to his knees.



In the grain room the disciples felt a dread. Peter opened a window. They saw that it was dark and looked at each other with fear and amazement. Then Peter said, “The Master is dying.” And those with him all began weeping. Peter wept so deeply his face could not show it; he just stared out in empty silence.



The crowd grew still as the darkness deepened. Then the earth began to tremble. Mary screamed, “Jesus!” and her body shook with convulsions. Then Jesus pushed himself up with his last remaining strength and cried with a loud voice, “Eloi, Eloi, why have you betrayed me?”



When Judas on the wall heard this he threw himself off it. And the sharp crack of his neck breaking turned many faces towards him. Phillip ran up too late and saw his body swinging below.



Then Jesus’ eyes bulged and his face showed great dread and he cried out, “I see death coming! It is an endless despair!” And Mary twisted, trying to see him, but her body convulsed again. Then his chest spasmed completely, crushing his heart, and he thrust himself up high with his feet and they tore. Then he screamed in terror, and Mary screamed with him. And he fell down and died.
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Like Broken Wings



Death



 



 



They climbed up ladders and brought Mary down into the arms of Salome and Leah. Her arms hung down like broken wings. Salome wiped Mary’s face and kissed her until she stopped shaking. Then a woman came up and said, “She cannot travel like this. I live just inside the city gate. Bring her there and nurse her.”



Then they brought Jesus’ body down with ropes into the arms of those who loved him. A rich man named Joseph, whose son Jesus had healed, said, “I have a tomb just below here in a garden. You may have it to bury him. Then Abigail and Rebekah and the other women began to wrap his body with linens which they soaked with fragrant oils. Phillip took Mother Mary in his arms, and they stood together, silently rocking.



Nicodemus came up quietly to them. And looking down at Jesus he said, “He bore our sins and iniquities. Isn’t that what he said?”



Mary heard him and struggled to raise her head. So Salome motioned to Nicodemus and he came to her. John came too and said, “Do you still believe this, Master? He lost all hope and died in darkness and despair.”



Nicodemus said, “What else could our iniquity be than this?”



Then Mary turned her eyes to Salome and whispered, “Could it be?”



Salome said, “Mary, he is gone.”



But Mary whispered to Nicodemus, “Something deep inside me still believes.”



Then she asked to see Jesus’ body. They helped her to him and John pulled the wrappings from his head so she could run her fingers over his wounds from the crown of thorns. Then she uncovered his face and kissed his mouth until Abigail gently pulled her back.
 S
 he had his thick blood on her lips and tasted him one last time. Then the women covered him as the men lifted his body and followed Joseph to the grave.
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All the disciples gathered in the grain room except for Salome, who stayed with Mary near the gate, and Abigail who went with Judas and her mother to grieve.



There was much fear and confusion amongst them, for most thought the soldiers were still looking to arrest them, but others heard this wasn’t true. Many were asking what they should do. Then James stood up and said, “It is obvious that the Romans will not arrest us, for they knew that John and Philip and the others were with Jesus and didn’t touch them.”



But Matthew asked, “But what about the Temple guards? We don’t know if the Sanhedrin will yet bring charges against us and crucify us all.”



Then James said, “Let us wait until things calm down and then cover ourselves and leave the city at night. We can return to Galilee and give ourselves time to grieve. Then we shall gather again and know better what to do.”



Peter sighed deeply and said, “I will return to fishing, for I wish I never left it.”



Bartholomew said, “I will return to the hills and gather herbs. It’s enough for me.”



But Sarah said, “We know nothing yet as we should know. Let us not lose hope.”



Then the young women who were prostitutes went around and touched the grieving men gently and spoke soothing words to them. And everyone rested for all were weary. So they stayed together until the lamps were lit and slept in each other’s arms.



On the Sabbath day they remained and grieved; and some fasted and others ate little. And some of the women agreed to find Mary the next day and help her go to the tomb to grieve there.
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A Small Gold Light
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That night a strong wind blew, and lightning flashed, and thunder shook the city while donkey’s brayed and roosters crowed in the dark, and children climbed into the beds of their mother’s out of fear. The Sanhedrin had posted temple guards in the garden by Jesus’ tomb to keep all but family members away, for they didn’t want the crowds making a martyr of him. The guards had warmed themselves around their fires until the rain came and put the fires out. Then they huddled beneath their blankets, shivering as the rain began to fall with fury until water poured down the face of stone from the Hill of the Skull above them. In the city the streets ran with so much water that no one could pass. Then, as the sky began to gray with dawn, the rain fell so heavily that it could even have been heard deep inside the cave where Jesus’ body lay.



Mary la
 y
 close to
 Salome and listened. She wished with all her heart that she had stayed in the tomb and died in his arms. Now it was too late. The stone was sealed. The rain pounded and poured. Mary felt the ache of her torn arms and loneliness. She lit a lamp with difficulty and looked around. Salome awoke. “What is it, Mary?”



“I think I’m going crazy. I must go to him, now!”



“You can’t go out in this. You can barely walk and will be washed away. Wait till it is light: we will see if you are able and then go together as soon as the rain stops.” Mary sadly nodded, then looked at the tiny flame and saw his bloody face in her mind and heard his words, ‘My Light deceived me.’ She angrily blew out the lamp.



At that very moment a small gold Light began to shine in the darkness of the tomb. It grew in strength, then came and hovered over the body. Then Light reached from Light and moved the linens from his face that was stone gray and blackened with wounds and blood. The Light seemed to be carefully looking at it, as if it wanted to remember this forever. Then the Light came softly down and kissed him on his lips. Color slowly arose within him. And Light shone in his body and grew in brightness. And the Light that kissed him shone more brightly yet. Then Light shone in Light as in two mirrors until the tomb blazed brighter than the sun. And Jesus sat up and looked at his body that was only Light and began to laugh. And the Light laughed with him. He looked and saw a woman’s face smiling at him from the brightness. He said, “I know you! I remember now!”



Outside the tomb the rain suddenly stopped and the guards stirred. One said, “Something is wrong.” Another asked, “What do you mean?” The guard said, “I don’t know. I feel it in my bones as if death was approaching.” The other guard laughed at him. But a third guard said, “I feel it too. Like something terrible is about to happen.”



Suddenly the earth shook violently and rocks rained down from the
 H
 ill of the
 s
 kull into the garden. And the soldiers clung to the earth and cried for it to pass.



Then the stone before the tomb rolled back and the guards’ faces paled. Wild Innocence walked out laughing — and the
 s
 hining
 w
 oman came with him!



The guards fled.
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Mary and Salome held each other as the earth shook. When it stopped Mary said, “We must go!” Salome nodded, then put her arms around Mary and helped her walk. They had to stop often as the pain overwhelmed Mary. Salome saw a man riding a donkey cart and paid him to take them down to the entrance of the garden tombs. They came in the first beams of morning light and saw that the stone was rolled back and the guards gone. Salome helped Mary to the entrance of the tomb. Mary looked in and shouted, “He’s not here! Where have they taken him?”



Salome said, “Come back to the house. Then I will find John and the others.”



Mary said, “You go. I will not leave here now even if it means my death.” Salome nodded and ran towards the city. Mary went further into the tomb and saw that the death wrappings were there. She took them and held them to her breast and started weeping and said, “Oh, that I had died with you!” The dark, wet silence held her in its womb until she heard someone coming. She slowly came out of the tomb and saw a gardener dressed in rags who was picking up stones that had fallen from above and putting them in a wheelbarrow. Mary said, “Do you know where they have taken the body that was here? He was my love.”



The gardener turned and smiled and said, “Mary.”



And she knew his voice, for no one else could say her name with such sweetness. She couldn’t move or breathe, but just stood with the grave clothes in her hands. And he said, “Look what the darkness did to me,” and held out his wrists, and she saw that they were torn. Then she dropped the cloths and ran to him.
 H
 e
 warmly
 embraced her and said, “I am only Light now Mary.”



She said, “How can this be? Am I mad? Or have I died? Or am I dreaming?”



He said, “No, but the Great Love has turned everything around.”



She looked at his face, but it was changed. And she knew him, but did not know him. He said, “I am the face of everyone now.” Then she kissed him and knew for certain it was him. He smiled and started laughing.
 She began laughing
 with him
 , crying and laughing,
 grimacing
 with pain,
 until she
 almost fell down from laughing.
 H
 e caught her, and as she got her breath she said, “
 But
 Jesus
 what does this mean? Can you come and be with me now?”



He
 said, “I will always be with you, Mary, but not in a body. Not until your work too is done. For this is not the end but only the beginning.” She looked at him with questions in her eyes, and he said, “Oh, my Mary, through your great Love you too are the face of Alaha. And this was her doing. You will understand more clearly; and as your understanding grows, so will your joy. Do not be afraid. I am with you forever: you on earth and I in the heavens, waiting for you, loving you. Then when all is finished here you will come to be with me and your truer
 s
 elf, and in that Light will know as you are known.”



She held him and felt the Light he was enfold her. He touched her shoulders and said, “And you, my Love, can you lift your arms?”



She said, “Not yet.”



And he said, “Mary, there are many who cannot lift their arms yet to the Light. They will find comfort in you.” Then he touched her arms
 …
 but did not heal them.
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Salome came to where the disciples were sleeping and pounded on the door. Sarah opened it slightly to see who it was, then let her in. Peter saw the look on her face and said, “What is it, Salome?”



“The tomb is empty!” she said. All the disciples quickly got up and gathered around her; and many shouted questions at once and she said, “Hold your peace, all of you! I don’t know what has happened, just that his body is not there.”



“Where is Mary?” asked John.



“She is at the tomb, alone.”



“Alone! What if this is some trickery of the Sanhedrin? Were the guards there?”



“No. No one was there.”



“Then they must have taken his body,” said James.



“Yes, possibly. But come quickly.”



They all began to go, but Peter said, “Not all of us. We still don’t know what the Sanhedrin plans to do. This could be a trap so they can gather us all in their net at once.”



James agreed. “Yes, that makes sense. Ah, I would like to wring the High Priest’s neck.”



But John said, “Let Philip and I go. We are young with quick legs. We will find out what we can and see that Mary is safe. Then we will come back here and meet you. In the meanwhile, don’t let anyone in you don’t trust completely.” They all agreed. So John and Phillip ran through the back streets which were filled with much debris from the storm. Many people were already out and had begun clearing things away, so they could not move as quickly as they hoped.



When they came to the city gate that led out to the Hill of the Skull Phillip looked up at the wall where Judas had hung himself. “Oh, Adonay,” he sighed. “I wonder if I would have followed the Master if I had know how all this was going to end?”



“I wonder too,” said John. “What kind of world is this that such a Love could lead to this?” They looked carefully around.



“Things seem too quiet. Something isn’t right,” Phillip said.



John nodded.
 “I will go first. If they grab me you return and tell the others to stay hidden until tonight. Then leave the city.”



“If they grab you I will come at them throwing stones and they can kill me if they will.” But John shook his head and looked hard at him. “All right then, for th
 e sake of the others I’ll do it,” Phillip said.
 “
 Now go!”



John ran across the open place down the hill to the corner of a building. He looked around, then ran out of sight towards the garden that was further below. Phillip waited
 for a while
 , listening and looking around carefully, then followed.



When Phillip came into the garden he saw John with Mary. Her face shone with peace. John looked at Phillip with tears in his eyes and said to her, “You tell him.”



Mary said, “There are no limits to the Abba’s Love.”



“What do you mean?” Phillip asked.



“He is risen!”
 she said.



Phillip looked at John. “What? He’s alive? Do you believe this John? Perhaps she has just seen a vision.”



John said, “Look in the tomb.”



Philli
 p ran and saw that it was empty, then
 came out and took a corner of the grave cloth that was in Mary’s hand.
 She said, “Remember what he told us —
 all things are possible
 with
 Alaha.” Then she looked at each of them. “You will see with your own eyes, for he said we should return to the room where we ate together and he will meet us there.”



Phillip looked at John and said, “If she is mad then may we all be mad like this as well, for I have never seen her face look so beautiful.”



“A
 nd see how much stronger she is,
 ”
 John said.



Phillip nodded and smiled. Then they took her by the hand and started back across the city.
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They went to where Jesus’ family was staying. John pounded on the door until Judas answered. His face was thin and pale and his hands trembled. Abigail came from the room and put her arm about Judas and said, “What is it, John? No one here is well. We all need much sleep now.”



John said, “Come out here. You must talk with Mary.”



“Mary? She’s here?” When Abigail saw Mary’s face she knew at once and ran out
 and
 threw her arms around her. But Judas was confused.



“How can you be so peaceful?” he asked.



“I have seen him. He’s alive,” Mary answered.



Judas said, “Mary, have you gone mad? John, please…”



“I know as much as you. Either she has seen a vision or this is true. But we have been to the tomb and it’s empty.”



“What?” Judas shouted. Then realized his voice would awaken the others.



“That’s all we know. Except this: look at Mary. She couldn’t have walked here with us today unless someone strengthened her.”



“I have seen him. I held him and kissed him,” she said.



“But… this isn’t possible!” said Judas.



Abigail said, “Neither was healing blind eyes, or lepers, or raising Lazarus from the dead.” She held Mary and didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.



Mary kissed her on the cheek and said to Judas, “I know it isn’t easy to believe. If you wish, we will not tell your mother until you know for
 certain
 this is true.
 H
 e
 said he
 will meet us when we gather in the room where we ate with him before.”



They all agreed, s
 o Judas and Abigail went with them.
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They gathered in the grain room; and Abigail and the other women set the table as it was when they were there before. The men came and took their places around it. Judas sat near Mary, where Judas Iscariot had been, for Mary asked him to sit there. Then they waited
 , gazing at the empty place where Jesus had been
 . The room was quiet except for the sound of a rooster crowing. Then Peter stood up and said, “Let’s sing a song together for the Love of him.” And they agreed, for many began to feel this gathering was just a way to help Mary with her grief.



Phillip started singing from the Song of Solomon,



“‘Come up, come up my beloved,



until the day breaks and the shadows flee away.’”



And Abigail sang,



“‘H
 e stands behind our wall,



he looks through our windows,



and shows himself through our lattice…’”



which was from the same song.



Then they all sang these words again together — and as they sang a soft Light began to fill the room. And they felt a great peace as if they were awakening from a dream. So they kept singing. And as they sang their joy increased. Then Mary began to laugh. And John laughed
 ,
 and Abigail. Then they all began to laugh… And he was there.



No one moved, for they were all more awake then any had ever been before
 ,
 and did not wish to disturb a thing and sink back into sleep. Then Jesus raised his hands and they saw his wrists were torn and a soft light glowed from the wounds. He smiled at them and said nothing. They sat in the Light together and let it soak into their souls and bones. And they breathed as if they were one breath and sighed one sigh.



Jesus put his hand on Mary’s face and gazed deeply into her eyes, smiling. And her soul opened to him as it did when she was a girl. Then he kissed her on the lips and arose, and walked from one to the other, taking each one by the hands and looking into their eyes. And they gazed into endless worlds through the open window of his being.



When he greeted Salome, a quiet smile arose in her eyes that was mirrored back to her in him. And Peter looked at him like a happy bear looks at her cubs. James and John looked at him with a painful tenderness of heart. And Abigail just held his face in her hands and tried to hold her laughter back until Jesus rubbed her ribs and kissed her. After he had greeted each one he came to Judas who hugged him for a long time. Then Judas sighed and said, “My brother, can you ever forgive…” And Jesus said, “I have, forever.” Judas smiled.



Peter said, “Please Master, tell us what happened.”



Jesus nodded and reached out for Mary. She leaned against his breast and he put his hand on her head and kissed her hair, then looked tenderly upon them all and said, “With my last cry my heart broke and I came out of my body. And I looked back and saw you
 my
 Mary, and loved you as I had never loved you before. That was the beginning. Then I heard someone call my name and looked up and saw many lights coming and going from a blinding Light above. Oh, that Light! It was brighter than ten thousand suns and more beautiful than words can ever say. And it was loving me, and you, and loving us all. So I loved that Light with all my Being, and my heart expanded beyond the stars in thankfulness that I was not mad or forsaken.



“Suddenly, a River of Light poured down from the brightness and caught me in its laughter — and in joy it carried me to wherever it would take me. Then a great mouth opened in the earth beneath the city and the River rushed through it into the darkness of the dead.



“There I fell into a sea of sad, gray faces who believed in their own sorrows more than the nature of the Light. They were twisted by the dark to feel the Light was against them — though I could see it still shone within them beyond the shadows of their minds. And the River was warm and bubbling, and its waters bright and tumbling, and as it shone upon them they cried out in pain: for they saw the empty shadows they thought were themselves, and feared they would be seen and their miseries affirmed.



“Some were leaders of religions whose passion to be right was born of fear they would be abandoned by the Light if they were wrong. So they had bound themselves in chains by their own harsh judgments by which they had bound the souls of others back from the Abba’s joy. But many cried for Light when they heard the River’s laughter — and to them the Light was given, and I sang to them its welcome — for the Light was only flowing down to save.



“And the River flowed freely, gaining speed and racing wild, down into a deeper darkness where many souls were bound in anguished fetters they had fashioned, in which they hated every thing and El. But many saw the
 r
 iver shone with Love and mercy: and those who softened slipped from chains of torment, and were washed in the River’s brimming joy.



“And my soul was singing in the River’s beauty, and each soul who opened made the River brighter, and down we flowed as the soul of Abba grew.



“As the darkness deepened it became more twisted, and its distorted souls were in a greater agony of despair. On the Fluid Beauty flowed, and I was singing Love and mercy; and if any in the darkness cried for Light, I reached out and touched them — and in the music of that Laughter they were freed.



“And at last the River fell into a dark of desolation that was an abyss of the horror of fear. But there was nothing left within me to resist the Light or darkness — and no fear of fear! — and so the River poured. And I rode the falling waters, and knew it was forever, and there was no way to return to worlds above. But the Light sang in me, ‘So let it be my Abba. What a way to worship and adore!’ So I fell forever, with my arms wide open, into the endless blackness of despair…



“And suddenly, I awoke… as from one dream into another, and was in a body: dark and stiff and cold. Then a Light shone on me… and someone kissed me — and a Woman stood before me who said she
 had
 always loved me. Then I remembered who she was, and we laughed like happy children. And she opened up the tomb and I arose.”



Then he simply smiled. They looked at him in amazement; and some of the disciples kissed each other.



“And… who was she?” Mary asked shyly.



Jesus looked at her with great tenderness and touched her face, “She was you, Mary,” he said. She blushed, and looked at him with questions in her eyes. But he simply smiled again, and leaned towards her and kissed her.



Then he arose and came around the table to a group of women. “And you Salome…” He knelt before her and held her hands, looking into her heart beyond her eyes.



“And you sweet Leah,” he said and touched her. “And you Sarah, and you my Abigail.” She smiled. And all you beautiful women who are here,” he said, going to each one and touching them. “In truth she is all women of all ages and places, for the One Light wears many faces, and she is loving me through them all.”



“You mean she is Alaha?” Sarah asked.



“Yes… Alaha as Eloah loving El, and El as me loving her — for it is in this Love worlds are born to unfold forever and shine. And I am you Peter, and you John and James, and Phillip and Andrew, Simon and Mathew, one and all, El loving Eloah in all women, and every bird and tree, and the fish you catch and eat, and the seed you sow, and fragrant earth you till.” The men smiled.



Then everyone sat together, with arms around each other, in a circle on the floor, and John asked, “And what about your great despair, Master? Why did you have to suffer like that?”



Jesus looked at him as if he knew a joke he couldn’t tell. He said, “John, the Abba turned all things around, and then turned them round again. It was not fitting for me to die in strength, but in doubt and fear lest there was something left in me that would boast — for this would have feared the darkness through which I freely fell. But I was so happy to be alive, and in the Abba’s Grace, that I fell and fell in Light and laughter back into this very place with you.” Then Jesus started laughing, and they all began laughing with him. And though they didn’t really understand what he saw or knew, it didn’t matter for they trusted him. So they laughed together until they thought their sides would burst.



Then, as they caught their breaths Jesus said, “I cannot tell you how happy I am to be here with you all, for you are the Great Love alive in his own world. Love each other, little children, for this Love is who you really are.”



He put his arms out to Mary, and she came to him, and he held her and kissed her again, and again, then led her to the center of the circle and asked, “How high can you lift your arms, sweet Mary?”



She said, “This high,” and raised her arms with pain to the height of her ribs.



Jesus looked around the circle and said, “Each of you are El and Eloah alone, but together are the Elohim. And where two or more are gathered in the Great Love, everything is possible.”



Peter came and knelt before her, then Phillip and John, and Leah, Sarah and Abigail, and they all came close. They stretched forth their hands and laid them gently on her, and sang their own songs in praise of Eloah and Love for her. And the River of Light flowed and healed her. Mary looked around at them all and wept with happiness. Salome came and held her and wept with her. They were like two little girls washing in sweet rivers.



Then all the women gathered around them, and the men stood around the women, singing their Love, as above them a gentle Light gathered… and Her smile was almost seen.













 



Chapter 155



 



Come Eat Fish With Me



A New Day



 



 



They returned to Galilee, for Jesus said he would meet them there. Many days passed; so they returned to their simple lives and waited. Then one night Peter went fishing with John, Philip, and a boyhood friend named Nathan, a merchant who had just returned to Capernaum after working for
 many
 years in Damascus. They rowed over much of the northern part of the lake with torches and nets but caught nothing. As dawn light spilled over the hills they saw a man sitting on a beach cooking fish. He shouted to them and asked, “Little children, did you catch anything?” They said, “No.” And the man laughed and said, “Then come eat fish with me.” Peter knew that laugh and dove into the sea. Phillip and John took off their robes and dove in after him, and they swam to shore while Nathan brought the boat. When he arrived he found them all sitting around the fire talking and laughing. Then Nathan hugged Jesus, whom he had not seen him since childhood, but he recognized the Love in him and knew him.



Jesus looked with luminous eyes at each one until they almost burst with happiness. Then they ate fish together and talked about their friends and families and the changing weather. When they were done eating they sat for a long time in silence amidst the awakening day until cicadas drowned out the bird song. Finally Jesus said, “You have a new vision of the Abba now — and for you the world will never be the same. The Abba loves to pour his freedom through all Life: look at the sea, and here is the earth, and there the sky full of clouds and birds. In truth, everything is shining with the Abba’s Light. The Abba loves what the Abba makes. So simply
 l
 ove what the Abba loves and his Love will pour through your hearts to fill his world with beauty.”



Phillip smiled and said, “I wish I had my flute here now. I would play the Abba an endless song of laughter.”



Jesus laughed and said, “Phillip, you can do that whenever you like!”



John came behind Jesus and wrapped his arms around him and put his hands over his heart so he could just feel him. He said, “I’m trying to touch the sky through you, my brother.” Jesus laughed again.



“Master…” asked Peter, “will you come like this often to help us in the way of Life?”



“I will be with you like this for just a little more, my friend, and then I will melt into the face of all that is. But Peter, keep remembering, there is more Light in you than solid flesh.
 I
 n the eyes of Light you are all many faces of one Freedom; and I am mankind’s truest Self speaking to you
 both now
 and from beyond the ages when all things are regathered and fulfilled. So simply think of me, or sip a bit of silence and I am here, for your truest Self is always more here than you. And when you whisper a prayer, know that all you have seen in me is listening.”



Peter nodded, then scratched his beard and asked, “But will you ever tell us what each of us should do? I’ve been wondering, who shall be our leader now? And should we call for meetings together with the others; or should we start to travel and teach; or should I just fish, and live in Love this way?”



Jesus smiled at him, “Remember Peter, Love is your way and your goal, and there is no real Love without freedom. The Abba’s will for you unfolds in unexpected ways — and the Abba will not ruin the great surprises of your life by telling you more of his purposes than this: whatever road you choose is your pathway to Love, and when you help others become freer in Love you are in the Abba’s way.”



“Yes… that’s what matters now. There’s no doubt about that,” he said, “but… these others you speak of, do they also include fish?” They all laughed.



“Yes, of course, Peter,” Phillip said. “Alaha has done all this just so you can bless the fish in your nets to be freer in Love…”



“Right before you kill and eat them,” John said, and they laughed again.



Peter shook his head and laughed with them until there were tears in his eyes.



“Master,” Nathan said, “Sitting with you here is like being in a dream.”



Jesus said, “A dream within a greater dream. It seems that way because it is.”



“But what does that really mean?” he asked.



“It means that all this you see is made of thought,
 for
 the Abba meditates from beyond the endless worlds on all that exists. Therefore, it is a real dream, Nathan, for the Abba is very real. And yet, it is so much freer than you dream of or allow. Waking up is entering the higher freedom of the dream and its nature to become more and more beautiful with Love.”



“So loving others makes things beautiful…”



“Yes, in this you make the dream come true,” Jesus said, his eyes shining with the beauty of his freedom.



“And may I ask another question?” Nathan asked.



“Oh, Nathan, ask, ask, and keep on asking. And when you hear the truth it will be like remembering what you have always known and yet forgotten, for the higher You forever knows all things in the Ocean of the Abba’s knowing.”



“Well, all my life my brother and I have argued: I say all things must be done in order with clear goals, for I’m a merchant and run our family business, and he says there must be freedom to explore and create, for he’s a craftsman and trusts the power of inspiration. We think so differently. Is one way more right in the eyes of Alaha than the other?”



“Nathan, remember: a half truth taken for the whole will forever divide. Do not think that the way of Life is like a narrow road, for then only those who think alike could walk it. Life is more like a wheel that’s circumference is a circle of countless souls. And the Light of Oneness is at the center, and you all walk towards it when you Love. So there will always be others who seem to walk against you, but they are walking towards the center from the circle’s other side.



“In truth, Love creates order out of chaos; but it also tears things down in order to birth newness from the freshness of its freedom — so you and your brother each hold half a truth: and when two halves meet in the shining center, everything becomes whole again and kisses.”



Nathan nodded, and thought for a while. Then he asked, “And what about the higher knowledge of the Ruah that I have heard of? There are many who are living in the desert now, and they say there is a secret wisdom that has been revealed only to them.”



Phillip got up and put his arms around Nathan in the same way John did to Jesus. “I’m seeing if I can touch a thousand questions with my hands all at once,” he said, and they all laughed. “Now that he has started, we will surely sit here forever. I think our friend here is a natural born scribe.”



Jesus smiled and said, “How beautiful are those who question everything, for they will see with new eyes.” Nathan laughed. “In truth the higher knowing is with you every day, Nathan, and it is this: Life is given to be transformed into Love. As you truly Love, the Light you are will grow within your soul. And Light will be your teacher and turn keys to unlock you. And as you open so shall many others, for this is the beauty of the Abba’s way.”



“You mean that the way of Life is wide open to us all, right here, just as we are in the world?”



“Yes, the way of Life is wide open to the wide open, and fully alive to the fully alive! How else can it be? It is the way of Love happening, and it meets us right where we are: for all of Life is an occasion to grow in Love.”



“But isn’t there a hidden wisdom too? Why aren’t we all like you?”



“Yes, there is a deeper wisdom to Love that only lovers know, for the Abba is more creative than you can dream. But the way to all wisdom is this: learn to wash your inner being in Love as you wash your body every day; forgive and thus keep your soul unburdened, clear and clean. Do not build hard and narrow walls around the way of Love happening, for you will only cramp your own soul and those you teach within them. Celebrate Love, and in its nature make everything more beautiful. In this way you will grow more open and alive, hidden things will naturally be revealed, and Light will shine brighter in you until its fuller day.”



Nathan nodded, and his shining eyes thanked him.



Then Peter said, “Master, you know my mind is simple. And I feel troubled when I am with people like Nathan who have bright minds, for he asks questions I never think about. I wonder, is the way really as simple as I think, or is it that I just can’t understand it fully?”



Jesus looked at Peter gently, and said, “Peter, I love you. Don’t you just love this big, warm bear of a man?” he asked, and John and Phillip laughed and came and hugged him and pushed him around. Peter waved his great arms as if his friends were flies bothering a horse, and laughed with them. “Peter, my brother,” Jesus said, “let your heart be at peace: though the Abba is an ocean of infinite knowledge and complexities beyond our wildest dreams, the heart of the Abba is as simple as a breeze: and his wisdom is best revealed to nursing babes. Live the way and the way will live through you — and as naturally as birds fly, or sheep bells ring, wisdom will flow from you to another. It is soul simply drinking Life from soul that makes all souls grow and sing. This is the Abba happening.”



Peter nodded his thanks.



Then Jesus looked up and lifted his hands slowly over his body, and the others followed. And he opened his arms wide to the sky, and brought the singing breath of freedom down through him. Nathan said, “Ah… this feels so good.”



Jesus said, “Of course, for the Ruah is pure and free, and its freshness makes your body sing. It is natural to love washing in the harmonies of Love.”



They continued in the practice and let it grow stronger as the Light grew brighter in them all. Then Jesus opened himself more fully to his inner brightness. Their eyes were opened: and they saw the Seven Flames shining in his body, and his hands began to shine like little suns. As he brought his hands over each flame, the flame increased and a golden Light flowed down through him from high above into the earth beneath.



Then he breathed a long sigh and they each felt themselves relaxing into a greater peace. And they sat in peace and let Life be its own answer.



Jesus said, “This you have seen in me is what happens in you every time you wash in Ruah and open each flame within your being. Simply love to be wide open — and practice it.”



They nodded to each other. Then Jesus jumped up and cast off his robe and yelled, “Ahlalaleee!” as he ran and dove into the sea. And they all dove in and swam together: playing like happy children and laughing.













 



Chapter 156



 



The Beauty of Scars



A New Day



 



 



After this, Jesus appeared by the sea near Capernaum, where he often walked before. He saw some children playing, so he stopped and played with them. They didn’t know who he was, so some continued playing with sticks and pieces of rope while others were making houses in the sand. A girl named Rebekah came and sat in his lap. She saw the long scars in his wrists, then ran her fingers up his face into his hair and felt the scars there. She smiled at him and didn’t say a thing, but knew from her mother’s stories who he was.



She asked, “Are scars bad things?”



“No…” he said, “they show the history of our pain. And this is the story we shall tell without shame, for the more willingly we suffer what Life may bring the deeper will be the thankfulness and compassion of our Love.”



She showed him many scars on her legs where an animal had tore her with its teeth and claws. He ran his fingers over them and looked at her with Love. “See, you have scars like me. With this we better understand each other. And what others think is ugly may become your greatest beauty, and what others think is weakness may yet be your greatest strength — for your suffering shall be turned by Love into all the joy you have ever hoped to know.”



She ran her fingers on his lips and thanked him. He set her down and danced upon the sand. She danced with him and others joined. And they danced until swallows came and flew around them. Then they ran up and down the beach, splashing, and the children doing cartwheels, until they all fell into the sea and pretended they had drowned.



Then they walked to town together, picking armfuls of wild flowers. After Jesus left the children they handed out their flowers to everyone
 they met
 .













 



Chapter 157



 



Grace And Freedom



A New Day



 



 



Jesus appeared to his family in this way: James was busy with his carpentry, and
 his mother
 and Abigail were preparing food when Judas came out of the workshop and saw Jesus standing quietly in the garden. Jesus motioned for him to come for he wanted to talk with Judas alone. So they walked into the fields and sat where they could hear only sheep bells and birds.



Judas looked at him and smiled, then put his hand on Jesus’ arm as if to assure himself that his brother was real. “I don’t know if I can ever get used to this,” he said.



“I hope you never do,” Jesus said. “Keep your sense of wonder alive my brother, for it is the pathway to Paradise.”



Judas nodded, then looked for a while into Jesus’ eyes. “I’ve never seen diamonds,” he said, “but if they are as beautiful as people say they must look something like what I see in your eyes.”



Jesus smiled. “The Life of the Abba shines purer than diamonds and flows freer than music. There are no words for the beauty.”



Judas sighed and just savored the moment for a while. Slowly the expression on his face changed as thoughts and memories arose and he said, “Jesus, I know you forgive me… but… I’ve been struggling. There is this dark, anxious feeling here in my belly.”



Jesus nodded, “Do you know what it is?” he asked.



“Yes… I don’t think I know how to really forgive myself. I’ve been trying. I mean… I failed you so completely. How can I ever forget seeing you hanging there?”



Jesus put his arm around Judas. “Little brother,” he said, “look what happened to me. I failed much more than you. But the greater the defeat by Alaha, the greater the victory.”



Judas shook his head, trying to understand.



“Everything is allowed in the Abba’s Love, Judas.
 Welcome everything
 within you
 and tell me what you felt,
 ” Jesus said tenderly.



Judas hesitated, then his face grew pale. “It was as if I was in a dream,” he said slowly, “a nightmare where all my worst fears were happening at once. I seemed to disappear, as if my soul was sucked out of me. I remember staring at the sky, pleading that the sounds of the people shouting and weeping would stop. Then Leah’s tears were falling on my face and I felt her body shaking. And someone came, I think it was Phillip, and we walked together slowly...  so slowly. I remember struggling to make my legs move, as if I was walking in deep mud by the sea. The hill seemed endlessly long and I was struggling to breathe for I felt like I was suffocating. And then the crowds parted and you were there…” He suddenly started weeping, and his body began shaking, as if he stood at that moment on top of the Place of the Skull.



Jesus put both arms around his brother. “Go on, Judas; share it all with me.”



Judas looked in his brother’s eyes and his face twisted into a mask of pain. “I was shaking inside, melting down into a small clenched fist of fear and shame. All I could feel or think was, this is my fault… my fault. And to see you torn in pieces, all covered with blood and hanging like that…” he broke down again and Jesus held him until his shaking stopped.



“Judas, do you really believe it was your fault that I was crucified?” Jesus asked softly.



“Something in me does; the pain in me does, even though I now know I was just part of something much bigger than me. But why did I have to play that part?” He wiped his face with his hands. “You know, my whole life I’ve tried so hard to do right, to be right…”



“And to be the best?”



“Well… yes, I guess.”



“Well, now you can let go of that,” Jesus said.



“What do you mean?”



“I mean, you failed so completely that there is no hope for you.”



“What?” Judas said with pain in his eyes.



“Remember the caterpillar, Judas. Its striving to be a perfect caterpillar must at some point absolutely fail…”



“So the worm can die?”



“Yes… and become free of its own nature as it melts into a beautiful creature that can fly. It is the way of Life.”



“But it hurts to have failed you so completely.”



“It hurts more to completely fail your own need to be a perfect worm.”



Judas stared at him a moment, then saw the secret humor in his brother’s eyes. “You mean it really doesn’t matter then?”



“Oh, it matters a lot. More than you know. Your failure was a perfect one, Judas, as was mine. Let it be a perfect death to every effort to be better than others, to impress anyone.”



“And…”



“For the sake of the Love and freedom you love forgive yourself completely. Let it all go and set yourself free, little brother.”



“But how… I’m trying.”



“The caterpillar works hard and tries —the free butterfly doesn’t try at all. It simply is. Don’t try, just wake up and change what you believe, for everything that happens comes from our beliefs.”



“I don’t understand.”



“Do you really believe you should have done better?”



Judas paused, “Yes… of course. I should have…”



“Been wiser, more at peace, freer, more confident, not caring about impressing anyone?”



“Yes… that’s what I feel.”



“That is because this is the nature of your true self. And you love the qualities of true self. Everyone does. Why have you tried so hard to be right and good your whole life?”



“I don’t know? Because it is the right thing to do?”



“No, Judas. It isn’t right, because this trying comes from your belief that you are not fully known and loved, accepted and cherished just as you are, and that the gift of yourself is not the one exactly right for you. You grew up believing you are not as good, or intelligent, or capable as James or me, and so you felt that you always had to work hard and prove yourself.”



Judas was silent, thinking. Finally he looked at his brother. “It’s true, isn’t it.”



Jesus nodded. “And you blame yourself for what happened because it fits with this deep belief of your heart. But in truth, the Abba’s work is what is always really happening. It was the Abba’s Love for you Judas, that drew you to play that part. And just as I died, so did you. It’s just that your death wasn’t as obvious; you are slowly waking up to it.”



“And this deep pain I feel. Will it go away?”



“It will soften as your belief changes… and with time. We each have our own grain of sand in the oyster shell of our souls. What you passed through was a violent thing for your heart my brother. As I was beaten in my body, you were beaten in your soul. Remember again and again, that far higher than whatever happens in this world, the Abba sees all with eyes of Love and Laughter and works for your unending joy.”



“So I need to forgive myself completely for being a failure…”



“And forgive yourself for even caring that you are one…”



Judas wiped his face with his hands. “What else should I expect of a caterpillar,  right?”



“Well, it’s just not natural for a worm to fly,” Jesus said with a smile. “It’s a stage of Life meant to be passed through, and outgrown, not defended and lived in all your life. Open to the Ruah, little brother, again and again. Value your own open, empty heart more than anything else. Breathe Love in and out of it, and then you will naturally arise.”



Judas thought for a moment, then smiled too. “I think I understand. I mean, I think I really do.” He stood up, “Yes… I do!” he said. “It’s simple!”



Jesus said, “Yes,” and stood with him as a flock of swallows sailed over the ridge. They watched the birds whirl all around them in freedom, then scatter away.



Jesus laughed with the joy of the birds. “What is most needful is the simplest thing of all,” he said, “as simple and free as those birds; as pure as this sunshine; as alive as the miracle of each unfolding flower. But it takes a while for the heart to fully welcome it, for there is so much resistance to the death that frees us, little brother. But just keep opening the way you love to open into the freedom of Alaha you already are.”



“And this way will free me from trying so hard.”



“Limitless goodness is yours, Judas. We exist in the Ocean of it. A fish doesn’t have to try to drink water. When your heart believes in this beauty, and is truly open, the Abba’s own Life will hold you. Rest in the Abba’s trusting nature: find it in the sky; let every breath be Ruah loving you; sense the purity of Alaha in fire; bless water and drink it as Love; soak up the Great Silence and let it sing into you; be willing to be free! — and Life will have its way with you. You can be sure of that.”



“Open me, open me. I open, I open…” Judas said and smiled.



“Yes, that’s your job. Open wide and wash again and again… and forgive yourself as many times as you must until every anxious effort to be right melts into the freedom of Alaha’s laughing Love.”



Judas sighed again, “You know, I can imagine what a relief that would be, I mean to never have to be right again, or ever prove that I’m worthy…”



“It’s all impossible anyway,” Jesus said. “Right and wrong is a never-ending dance of conflict. Right and wrong is where caterpillars dwell, fighting each other to become the fattest worm. But Alaha is the Tree of Life, full of singing birds, harmoniously One and free. A butterfly simply opens its colorful wings in Light and sails free in the beauties of Alaha’s Creation.”



Judas picked up a stick and tossed it towards one of the chickens that had wandered out from the garden. It cackled loudly and ran back. He smiled mischievously, “So I guess this means I don’t even have to try hard to be better than you? Though I could be of course, if I really wanted to, and really, really tried.”



Jesus laughed. “Or be better than James.”



“Oh… I don’t know if I can give that up! Who would I be if I stopped trying to be better than James?”



“Perhaps your open, free, joyous, innocent, all embracing, ecstatic, truly loving, clear, clean, strong, wise and peaceful self?”



“Oh… well then, perhaps it might be worth it. But I still will want him to know very clearly that I’m more open, free, joyous, innocent, clear, strong… and all the rest you said — than he is,” Judas said with a grin.



“Happily, we don’t have to prove anything we forever are,” Jesus said and tousled his bother’s hair. “Others notice.”



Judas looked into Jesus’ eyes. “For the sake of the beauty I see in you, I will try… I mean, I won’t try.”



Jesus laughed heartily. “Turn it around and there it is,” he said. “The ways of Alaha will kill us every time.”



“Into Life?”



“Into Life,” Jesus said.



Judas looked up into the sky with a wide smile for a while. Then he became thoughtful. “Jesus, I have been thinking a lot about Iscariot too, worrying about him. We both only meant to do good; and here I stand with you… but what of him? Is his soul all right?”



Jesus’ eyes filled with tenderness, “I have been with him, my brother. He is held in the darkness his grief is creating: and he will remain there until he chooses to believe in the Abba’s open arms more than his need for remorse. When he is ready he will call — and I will carry him into worlds of beauty beyond all he can imagine.”



“Is this the Abba’s judgment then, that Judas remains stuck in the unseen world like this?”



“No… the Abba loves him more than we can know. But Freedom forever honors our freedom to experience what we believe, even if we dream of hells unending — for in Love, all must be free to dream and create. So as long as we think we are of the dark and grieve, our pain feeds the faith of our fear, which feeds our pain again. And so the eye of the soul is blinded in lost and twisted ways.”



“But… will all return to the Abba in the end?”



“Judas, all is the Abba in the Abba’s vision. He can see all spokes at once from the center of his wheel. Light sees only Light as dark sees only dark, each according to its nature. The way home is wide open. So choose the way of Love, and your heart will sing with the Great Heart, and in the beauty that you dream his beauty you will know.”



“May Alaha bless Iscariot…” Judas said.



“Dream of him full of Light and your Love will help heal him.”



Judas nodded. “I will do that, and feel his joyous freedom.”



“Ah… now you know as you should know, for the creative prayers of Love have much effect.”



And what of James? He stayed here and kept the family business going and still knows little of these ways… But, come to think of it, that’s good. I now know much more than him about almost every most important thing. Ah… I truly am better than him at last. This feels so good!” Judas said, and laughed loudly.



Jesus laughed and pushed him, and they wrestled with each other as they did when they were boys. Then they embraced again, and Judas felt as if his heart was an open window and that through Jesus’ body a breeze blew into him.



Jesus kissed Judas on his cheek, and then looked across the field to the little workshop so familiar to him. “You know, I love James with all my heart,” he said quietly. “He has chosen his path for his own soul’s reasons. We must trust the secret wisdom in each other, Judas. When he wants more Light, more Light will be given. Each soul grows in its own time and ways. His work is with his hands — and that is noble and good.”



Judas nodded. “And what about Mother? She wonders why you have not come to her. I know it’s really been hard on her.”



“Today I will see her and she will know,” Jesus said… and Judas smiled.



They started walking slowly towards the house and Jesus put his arm around his brother, “And what will you do with your life now? Will you stay here with the family, or will you finally be the one who breaks the pattern and marries?”



“I don’t know, not yet. Perhaps Leah does,” he said shyly. “But whatever I do, may I do it in the Great Love’s grace and freedom.”



“My little brother, you are a greater being than you know,” Jesus said.



They embraced once more and Judas said, “I love you with all my heart.”



Jesus whispered, “I know.”
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Come James, Dive In



A New Day



 



 



Judas went into the workshop and James soon came out wiping his hands on his apron, then took it off and threw it aside. He embraced Jesus with great strength and joy. “What an adventure!” he said.



“And it’s only beginning,” Jesus replied.



“Who could have dreamed it? I’ll be honest, it still feels like everyone is crazy but me.”



“Could be that’s true…” Jesus said and laughed.



“And yet, here you stand!”



“Here I stand…” he said, opening his arms.



James shook his head, trying to take it all in. “And what now my brother?”



“Soon I will leave and melt into the Light of all, but I shall always work to save, for the Abba has made me a glimmer of his Face.”



James smiled broadly, looking into his brother’s eyes. Then he ruffled his own hair with his hands and brushed some wood shavings out of his beard. A concern tightened his face, “Jesus… did I do right?” he asked. “I mean, I stayed here to care for the family… but, to be honest, I also stayed because I didn’t fully believe in you. You remember our old arguments about the Law and this wild thing you call Grace.”



“Ah… too well,” Jesus said. “Your stubbornness greatly inspired me to embrace the way of Grace with all my heart.”



James laughed. “So, see how Alaha uses me. He always loved me more than you.”



“Oh, Alaha uses everything, even these dumb chickens to lay pearly white eggs, so why not you?”



“You haven’t changed that much,” James said with a smile.



“More than you can dream,” Jesus replied.



“So, now that you are who and where you are, how would you answer our old argument? Is the Law good or is it not?”



Jesus laughed. “Law is good when it makes clear the way of Love, for all true Law reflects it. But codes are not the living River anymore than stones. Come James, dive in.”



James laughed and said, “You would have me spinning around in circles shouting to the stars.”



“Ah yes, if that brought you joy. But the same joy can be known spinning around to embrace your wife, or child, or to stretch an open hand to your neighbor.”



“True,” said James. “There is a place in all this for me, then?”



“Of course. To the Abba you are the center of the Abba’s heart. How else can it be?”



James smiled and embraced him again, then looked him strongly in the eyes and said, “My brother, Mother tries not to show it, but she is hurt that you have not come to her.”



Jesus said, “Would you call her to me now?”



James beamed with joy. “That will be my great pleasure.”
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My Mother In Light



A New Day



 



 



Mary ran out to him and threw herself into his arms. “My son, oh my son! I believed what I heard, but now my eyes see, my hands touch! Oh Alaha, I cannot speak my joy!” she said and put her fingers over her lips, backing up so she could drink him in with shining eyes.



Jesus reached out and held her again, this time for a long time, and felt the Light soothing and healing her, for the wound
 in
 her heart was deep. “Mother, I have not come to you until now for the Abba restrained me. He is working a great treasure of faith in you, for blessed are those who have not seen and yet believe. And many will remember your faith and be blessed.”



“Oh, my sorrow doesn’t matter any longer. Grief is the shadow of the loved one who is missing, and you are with me now.”



“I am always with you, and in you, for the Light is you as you birth it.”



She sighed. “Oh… you are not my son now, are you… Not like before.”



“No Mother, not like before,” he said tenderly. “But as you were the mother of my body you are also my mother in Light, for as you birth Love in your soul you birth your truest
 S
 elf, and there I am born and born again.”



“So, this is the way you see us from the heart of Light then.”



He looked at her with great Love. “Ah, Mama, you understand far more than you know. I pray to the Abba that your name will always be honored, for you have been a chosen vessel of his purpose in the world. And you have played your part well.”



She smiled and put both hands on her cheeks, shaking her head and drinking him in again. “Oh, it really has all been true. Everything I hoped and believed for you.”



“Yes, but not as simple as we thought it might be,” Jesus said and laughed. She reached out her hands towards him. He drew her back to him again. “Ah, my sweet mother,” he said, “thank you for your faith in me, and all the Love you’ve shown. How can I express all that you have done? The Abba knew just what I needed to bring me into his ways, and that was you.”



She rested in his arms, murmuring, “Thank you, Adonay. Thank you… thank you.” He held her quietly for a while, breathing from his heart into her heart, then said, “Do you remember the freedom we felt in the sky when I was small?”



She whispered, “Yes.”



“Well, always believe in it, Mama. It truly is the door to Paradise. You too will arise from your body in the Abba’s time and remember how to fly. And you will sail straight through that door singing!”



She looked up at the sky with shining eyes, and turned slowly around, then kicked off her sandals and started dancing, spinning with her arms above her head as she did as a young maid catching Joseph’s eye. Jesus looked up and cried out, “Ahlalalaleeeee…” Then he started moving his arms, hands, feet, whole body very slowly, this way and that, following the freedom of Light flowing through him, dancing with her as she turned. The chickens were startled and began darting around, cackling noisily. Jesus looked at them and laughed.



Mary stopped. “Oh, these chickens,” she said. “Do you think they will also open their wings one day and remember how to fly?”



“Not so long ago I probably would have answered no, but now… isn’t everything possible?” Jesus said.



They both laughed as she returned to spinning, and he to his wild, slow dance.
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My Gypsy King



A New Day



 



 



Abigail was sitting, watching them, giving her mother time alone with him, waiting. But when she saw them dancing freely again she could no longer
 hold herself back, so
 ran to them and started dancing crazily and laughing. Then she
 threw her arms around him s
 aying, “My gypsy king!”



He swung her around and kissed her. “Oh, how I love you, Abigail!” he said.



She kissed him on the cheeks and nose then pushed him back. “Just a minute! Now that you can fly into the highest freedom of the Universe, whatever are you going to do?” She sashayed away. “I was thinking many important thoughts which made me wonder … what if he goes and climbs up on one of Alaha’s famous flying camels and sails off to heavens made of gold, where every street is packed with ten thousand naked dancing girls, and forgets all about us down here? So I have decided to put a magic spell on you that will keep you around forever, because we need you to come and visit us right down here in the dirt. I can always use plenty of help with the dishes, and need someone to do crazy dancing with.”



“And chase the chickens with you every day, of course!”



“Of course!”



He laughed. “Save your spells, Abigail. Your love has bound me to you far better than any magic could do.”



“Oh, that’s good!” she said. “But my spells are awfully strong you know. I save them for only the most special occasions.” She came close to him, looking up into his eyes. “I thought for a while you might need my magic help with things there… But you did just fine by yourself. I mean, you and the Abba of course… It did get a little bloody though… and… and… Oh, Jesus, I love you!” she shouted, then burst out crying and hugged him. “Look at you! You’re really alive! You did it. You did it!”



He held her as she wept with joy; then grabbed her hands and spun her around and around until she laughed hysterically. Then they
 reached out and
 caught their mother by her hands and they all shouted for James and Judas who came running out and joined them. And they put their arms
 around
 each other’s shoulders and sang and danced together in a circle of Life, first this way and then that, until Abigail
 twirl
 ed away and threw her arms open wide. Jesus joined her, and they hugged and laughed and spun in a circle until she shouted, “Ahlalaleee!” He shouted too, and then Mother Mary and Judas, and finally even James started shouting it and spinning.



Then they all came back together and held each other, with their feet on the ground where they were raised: with the chickens pecking around them, and the birds chirping, and sheep baaing.
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In The Arms Of Love Forever
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Then Jesus came to the house of Salome in Capernaum. He heard many voices inside, so opened the door slowly. Mary’s back was to the door, but she felt him and spun around and saw him immediately. He opened his arms wide and she ran to him. “Oh… my Love,” she whispered again and again. Jesus kissed her all over her head and face until she laughed. Then he picked her up and spun her around until Salome came; and the three of them held each other, and sank into the endless silence of Love as the other women gathered close around them.



Finally Mary took him by the hand and they went around the room and looked at each woman’s face, for there were many new women there. There was a freshness about them, like sea spray. “I see Mary and Salome have been blessing you,” he said with a smile. They all nodded, some of them shyly, for they had heard many things about him. One reached out and touched him, saying, “Is it really true, Master?”



He simply looked at her with shining eyes that reflected every color of the day. She drank in his Presence and knew it was so.



“So… there is no death?” asked another.



“The great fear is broken for those who are willing to accept it,” he said. “Live with courage and freedom now… and trust that Love makes everything beautiful at last, and will never fail you.”



Many women sighed and simply stared at him. Salome stood next to Jesus and said, “Because of this man it is a new world for us, my sisters. We are in the arms of Love and loved forever.”



Mary slipped behind him and wrapped her arms around him. She closed her eyes and pressed herself against his back, trying to melt through her skin into him. He put his hands over her arms and gently rocked from side to side.



A woman named Phoebe said, “Mary and Salome are teaching us many beautiful things, Master. Will you also speak to us about the open heart, and the innocence of our bodies, and the Seventh Flame?”



“It is as you are being shown through their sweet wisdom. The door to your own true Life is as simple as a breath. Pay attention to the sky as it flows to kiss you inside, and its kiss will open your minds and you will sense the sweet Presence that loves you. Listen to your bodies, for they will teach you everything. For a woman, the pleasures of Love are the ecstasy of Eloah in flesh, and for a man, the ecstasy of El. And when Love brings you together, something greater than the two of you appears.” He drew Mary around him and put her in front of him. “See this woman,” he said. “She is Love itself, moving in flesh.” Mary blushed as Jesus hugged her from behind, just as she had held him. “What has she told you about yourselves?” he asked.



“That we are Love, first as a seed, then a bud blossoming,” said Phoebe, “and that Love is Light and the truest meaning of our bodies and souls.”



“Yes, for this she knows well, and tells you truly. Your bodies are indeed houses of Light in which the sweetest delights may dwell. Each of you is a visible form of Light, perfectly designed for purest pleasure, and in truth, as innocent as flowers and milk.”



“But we know most people are not ready to make the body sacred and a way to adore the Eloah and El,” she said.



“All that is not brought into Light will twist the hearts of men to seek other than they really seek, until they come to know what they will wish they had never known. If the Seven Flames are not lit, the Temple will hold many shadows — but when all Flames shine, the body and mind become one and shadows melt away. So light each Flame: the crown of Ruah at the top, then mind, voice and heart, will and knowing in the belly — and light the Seventh Flame of sweet pleasure in innocence as well.”



Jesus looked at them all with tender Love, and taking Mary by her hand went to each woman again. Together they touched each one’s face and put their hands on each one’s head. And after they had blessed them with peace, Jesus said, “It is true that many will not understand the way of pleasure in the body, for the world is harsh and this way is pure and tender. But what you do in Love is for the hidden world where all shall wake in the gentle heart of Alaha. You are learning the way of Life’s great wholeness in your own bodies, for Light is strong within you to birth and nurture Love.



“Therefore, do not fear your sacred instincts, but open as a flower opens: for as your body is in your soul, your soul is in the Light — and each reflects the other’s ways when you are whole. And when you die, as a naked child you will be born, and lay upon the breasts of Eloah. And you will drink her pleasure, and laugh and dance forever, for you have known the ways of healing Love so well.”



He sat with them in silence for a long while, and they all lay close so they could feel each other breathing as the sweetness of Eloah hovered over and was in them all. Then he whispered to Mary, “I will come to you soon.” She nodded and kissed him. Then he blew his breath gently upon them and said, “Be open for ever,” as he melted into Light and disappeared.
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Touch Yourself With Joy



A New Day



 



 



Then Jesus walked by the sea where many young people gathered. They saw him and knew who he was and came running. So he sat with them, and they looked at him, and whispered to each other for a while as he looked around at each one and smiled. Then they slowly gained courage and begin to ask him many questions.



“What was death like?” a boy asked.



“
 Painful… and more beautiful than
 can be spoken,” Jesus answered.



“And, what is it like with the body you have now?” a young girl asked.



“Lighter then a breeze, freer then sailing birds, purer than fire,” Jesus answered. They laughed at the thought.



A boy said, “Master, we have heard you teach that our mortal body too is pure and should be honored, and that the pleasures that awaken in our loins are holy and should be opened fully to Alaha.”



“Yes, in this way your mind will stay clear about how beautiful things really are,” Jesus answered.



“But our teachers tell us nothing of these things: they leave us to discover all on our own. Would you tell us more about this?”



“It is joy to speak to you of your body’s awakening,” Jesus answered. “Have you ever seen clear water, flashing and sparkling with sunshine as it flows out of snow into creeks?” They all nodded yes. “And have you seen huge summer rain drops falling from the sky glimmering with light?” They nodded yes again. “Well know that all the powers of your good
 bodies are just as pure as these
 : for the fire of Alaha sparks your hearts and shimmers through your nerves and brains, as the water of Alaha flows through every organ, every muscle, every hair. And the pleasure of your awakening flesh is a shining song of the Abba of Life in you. So play your body’s music with your hearts open to the sky of song, for in the sky of song the Abba flies.”



“So if we touch our own flesh to give ourselves pleasure, are you saying that this is not a sin?”



“Truly I tell you, sin is missing the innocent joy of Life healing and harmonizing you in happiness — for this is your rightful portion. The River of Life’s delight flows through all that opens wide to El. Life is pure to the pure, as it has been written. So touch your flesh with joy to make your sweet body sing. And let the purity of pleasure open all your being — for this is its nature; and singing shall arise within your soul as a song of thanks and passionate adoration. In this, your spirit shall soar in the wider skies of true freedom."



A young man said, “But it is our tradition to not speak of such things openly like this, which makes me feel as if it was a shame.”



Jesus looked with great tenderness on him. “If you walk the way of Light you must be true to the wisdom of your body, for it is perfectly designed by Alaha. So sing your body’s truth and your mind and body will be one as Alaha is One. But if you turn your mind against your body, how great will be your conflict and confusion. And your grief will spill out on the world in the shadows of your pain.”



“But my family won’t listen if I try to talk about my body’s pleasures.”



“If your family will not listen then speak to your friend, and if you have no friend with ears to hear, then speak your truth to the trees and say it to the sky, for the Abba knows and listens, and is innocent of shame.”



“And what of us?” asked a young girl whose breasts were round and just blossoming.



Jesus knelt down and drew the shape of a woman in the sand. Her arms were spread open like branches; and he drew wings on her back, and birds flying around her. Then he surrounded her with a huge sun, as if she stood in the center of it. He studied it for a moment, then looked up at them and said, “Eloah is the sweet feminine of Elohim, and she would dance and rejoice as Light in the bodies of you women with a greater pleasure then even men can know. So open your bodies with fingers of Love in the same way you open your heart with words that sing. And as the pleasure rises, let it fill each toe and finger as if you were a tree flooded with the sweet sap of Life. Then Light shall pour through all your trembling branches. So in this way will you learn to love your bodies — for your bodies are your temples, and your souls will become an inspiration, and your spirits the very wings of Alaha.”



The young women smiled at each other, and the young men laughed. And some were shy and others felt the stirring of their desires. Then a young man asked, “Are you saying that we can learn about each other’s bodies, and make love, and play before we are betrothed?”



Jesus smiled at them all, for he saw the eagerness in their faces to know. He walked around looking carefully at each one, and felt how tender their hearts were, even underneath the hardness some had already learned. “First you are children,” he said, “then your young bodies come alive with great passion — and this is from the Alaha of Life. Then you long to touch another, and be touched, and know the tender pleasures and comfort of Love — for this is your truest nature. But know that as bodies intertwine in Love, so shall your souls if you are open to the deeper truth of your selves. So ask if you would knit this one unto yourself before you kiss or touch them in ways your body loves to feel. Keep the honey of your body for one who is worthy to eat it. Honor your self as the beloved one you are. In this way, Love will guard and guide your path with wisdom, and you will not harm yourself or each other.



“But know that if you take pleasure from another without care for their soul, you will dull your heart and bind it from its freedom with chains of selfishness. And that is a weight that will drag you from your own Light into the lonely shadows of pain. Therefore keep the way of Love in all your ways, for this creates the good and happiness of all.”



They looked around at each other, and many nodded, sensing in their hearts and even in their bodies, wisdom in all he was saying.



A pretty young woman said, “Many young men say I am fair to look at; and when I walk in the market place the eyes of men follow me. And I see other of my friends who are not so beautiful of body and the young men ignore them. And I wonder, do men only love the bright feathers of a bird?”



Jesus smiled at her and said, “It is true, you are a pleasure for the eyes to see, but many do not know that this too can be a burden, for how can you truly know if you are loved only for your feathers or your self? The flower of your body will surely fade with time so that its fruit may come: this is the way of Life and none can change it. Therefore do not trust in beauty but in Love, for Love will open you to your truest beauty that endures.”



“So, how can I let men know that I want more than their attraction to my appearance?”



“If you want your soul to be known you must know it — so be true to the deeper reaches of your heart. Speak to the one who wants you that he must know you, for friendship is the truest pathway to the garden of delights. Honor your self and others will honor you. In this way your body will be one with the beauty of your soul, and your soul be one with the endless beauty of the One.”



And a girl who sat alone asked, “Teacher, what of me? I feel like an ugly goose in a house of peacocks when I am with the other women here. And often boys ask me if I have always been so ugly, and others say I remind them of an animal that is forbidden to eat.”



Jesus looked with great Love at her, and came to her, and touched her cheek and looked into her eyes. She saw a beauty in him she had dreamed of forever. And he said, “This that you see in me is you, for I am just a mirror of your own True Being. Do not judge your soul by the appearances you see, but learn to sense the beauty that can be.



“Until the Light arises, dark will show its cruelty through many wounded souls, for since the beginning of time those who are in pain pass their pain on. So forgive the wounded ones who try to hurt you, and you will release yourself. And forgive your own self for not loving your body and your mind, for how can the Abba reveal his Love for you if you will not allow it? Know that you are loved, and learn to laugh, and the laughter of your soul will be a greater beauty than the empty glory of a soul still blind and locked in flesh. Then the soul who sees your beauty and laughs with you in Light will be your own true friend, and each of you the other one will bless.”



Then he stood amongst them and said, “Care for each other in the same way you long to be cared for. Give the good you desire and you will be it. And good will flow back to you through the hearts of many others, for this is the way that Life can be. Never fear the child you were for it is the simplicity you are, for the Abba in your heart is pure and free. Never wait for the world to make you happy: rather turn all things arou
 nd and be the happiness you are.
 And when you feel the passion of your youth to be alive — be wild with Love! This is the Abba’s way. For if you sing with the stars, and dance your wild dance in the night, then you will bring your joy and laugher freely to the day.”



And one said, “Can we really be wild and free then, like you Master?”



And Jesus said, “I am your free and loving Self revealed. And together we shall be the Ruah flowing to bring beau
 ty unto others, and open hearts
 so that the beauty grows.”
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A Child Is Your Teacher
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Then Jesus came to the house of Jacob and Ruth, Joseph’s family. Many fishermen, merchants and farmers with their families came to meet him there. Jesus walked around the circle that they made and looked into the faces of the fathers and mothers. Some had nursing babies, and many children were there. He took time to greet each child and touch each infant, then turned to the parents and said, “Blessed are you, for you are the face of the family of Elohim. How greatly Alaha loves you for all the love you show and the many sacrifices you make. But do not let the many things that must be done rob you of the one most needful thing: open your hearts every day and wash in the Light you most truly are, for it is Light alone that will make your family sing.



“Do not think you know the deep mystery of each othe
 r, for in truth each of you is
 on a journey from the Light that is before the world became into the Love that is growing rich with soul. So honor in Love the mystery within each other, and Light and Love will hold you in the beauty of El.”



A mother asked, “Master, and what of a teacher? We have always had a rabbi. We have no time to study your ways: so how shall we know them well?”



He picked up a little child and said, “Here is your teacher. When you learn from this child you learn from me, for I am the Child of Wisdom in every child of wonder, and it is this Child in you that opens a pathway to the glory of your most noble Self. Be with your own holy Child within, and Love that Child and listen. And so you will naturally be fully with these your children,” he said, opening his arms to them. “Walk with them at their own speed, get down and see Life through their eyes — and you will find your own.”



Then to the fathers he said, “And you men, listen to your wives and learn from them, for they are the gate of Life, and in their bodies Life’s wisdom secretly works and sings.”



One of the fishermen said, “Master, if we are learning your ways from our wives and children won’t it make us weak? It takes strength to be a man and face the hardships we must to protect our families and bring them food to eat.”



Jesus sat for a moment in silence, remembering Pilate’s words by which he mocked him. Then he said, “The way of Alaha will not make you weak, but truly strong and wise — for it is the weak who rule by power, but the strong get on their knees and gaze into other’s eyes. It is Life that is your greatest strength, my brother, for Life will melt you by its tenderness into that which endures. Yes, Life is El, who through your tenderness will grow to show himself as man.



“And in your wife is the Eloah of softness, who is a woman’s beauty and her strength. And when El loves the Eloah he listens deeply to her, and the Eloah will then listen to the El. In this they learn the mystery of the other, and their Love makes them stronger than each of them apart.



“And in your child Life reveals its naked Light of innocence, which is the greatest power of all: for in the purity of Being is found the fullness of true freedom, and your child is the closest to this strength.



“So learn from each other: and when you are together, loving one another — man, woman, child — the harmony of the Abba truly sings.”



Then he taught them how to open themselves with their hands, and breath, and prayers, and how to bless each other, and to gaze deeply into each other’s eyes until they could sense the soul and Light in each other. And the parents blessed their children and got on their knees, and the children laughed and blessed them back again. And as the blessing grew their faces shone more brightly, and the glory of the One so
 naturall
 y appeared.
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I Will Always Long For This With You
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Then Jesus met Mary, and they walked hand in hand down to where old men and women sat in the sun. There were benches by a little square of grass amidst fishing houses next to the sea. The old ones often rested there and watched the people go by as they shared their many memories and wisdom. Jesus and Mary sat with them, and felt the warmth of the sun, and the breeze blowing on their faces and moving their hair. And they watched children go by, and people of all ages, and little donkeys with their carts. Jesus looked at Mary for a long time. Finally he asked, “My Mary, do you regret that we shall not grow old together, and sit one day like this with our grandchildren around our knees?”



She looked tenderly at him, then around at each of the old people’s faces, and saw the children and felt their innocence. Then she turned to him and said, “Yes, of course: no matter how great the good, my heart will always long for this with you. And you, my love, do you also feel a loss?”



He looked up at the sky and drew in a deep breath of the blue and said, “Yes, of course, for I love you, and I love Life and all that’s here. How else can it be? As you have said, my love,” and he touched her nose, then lips, “no matter how great the good, my heart will always long for this with you.” She sat as close to him as she could so they could feel each other breathing.



An old man with a bent back knew who Jesus was. He came over and stood before them, looking carefully to be sure. Then he said loudly, “This is Jesus who was raised from the dead.” And the old ladies looked at him with laughing eyes; and the old men nodded and tapped their canes. Jesus smiled and held Mary’s hand, and just enjoyed their presence for a long while.



Then a little lady, with creased face and clear stars in her dark eyes, came and put her hand on his knee. She looked at him for a few moments; and he looked into her and saw many stories, and much happiness and sorrow, and many people being born and dying… Then he saw all her hopes that came to pass, and many others that never got to be. And she said, “Teach us, Master. You have seen beyond the veil. What is it truly like?”



He smiled and looked at them. Each one was leaning towards him a little and carefully listening. “Never be afraid of death,” he said, “for when it comes you will be young again, and leap up from your bones and truly fly.” They all smiled warmly at him and each other.



One old man with blind eyes said, “And then I will see again.” Another said, “And I will run as fast as wind.” And another, “I will dance again, for I always loved to dance.” And a woman said, “I will kiss the face of Adonay.”



Jesus said, “In that Light, if you just make a wish it will happen. And you can fly as fast as thought beyond the stars if that is where you wish to be. And you shall know that there are worlds within the worlds, for there are no limits to the Abba’s dream. All you have learned here of the ways of Love, and the sorrows we create when we deny them, and all the grief and all the pain you bore, will serve you well when you are truly free. For how can the Abba tru
 st you with such creative power
 as this unless you know what sadness is born when we turn the truth around and break the mirror of the beauty of his
 b
 eing?”



An old man said, “Fly as fast as thought beyond the stars? I think I would like to take a ride like that.”



Jesus said, “As sure as death you will.”



They laughed together. And some children heard their laughter and came and sat upon their laps, for they loved the old grandfathers and grandmothers. And many sat with Jesus and Mary who looked at them and each other and sweetly dreamed. Then Jesus blessed the children, and each of the old ones, and finally he touched the blind man’s eyes and said, “Just a little more of this darkness that creates your love of Light.” And the old man nodded, for it is never wise to take from a soul its chosen way.



Then Jesus and Mary walked up the cobbled road with many children following, like they were their own that would be born… and live with them forever.













 



Chapter 165



 



Be Wild For Love



A New Day



 



 



Then, when it was time, Jesus called his family and closest disciples. They met next to the stream where Jesus had first loved Mary and they found the speckled trout. He stood with his arms around Abigail and Mary, and looked at the faces he had grown to Love and know so well. Salome stood near them in Mother Mary’s arms.



Then Peter came and kissed Jesus on the neck and said, “For a while I wished I had never met you or ever left the sea. Now I know the sea is bigger than I thought and full of all kinds of fish I never dreamed of. Thank you, Master, for loving and accepting me.”



Jesus looked at Peter’s rough face, and put his hand on the great mop of his hair, and pulled his face to him and kissed his cheeks. He said, “Oh Peter, I love you so much. Keep your heart open, my friend, and just let Alaha be, for the Ruah is free and always happening. And every moment will be a miracle that will unfold in wonder, and nothing will be impossible for you that Love should truly choose.”



“I’ll try my best to keep to the way, Master,” he said. 



“Peter, remember… don’t try, don’t force: go slow. Simply be more aware and let Life be. Then just love others as you love your big, beautiful self. In this way you will nourish each soul, which is your pleasure, and fulfill your truest nature to the end.”



Peter smiled, and turning to them all pointed to his head and said, “It takes a while to get it in here.”



They laughed, and Abigail said, “No Peter, your finger is still a cubit above your heart.” And they laughed again.



Then John came, and Jesus hugged him and said, “You are one who stood by me in my darkest hour, and so you know how Love is a fire that gently burns.”



John nodded. “And it is the way Life is set free to become the most beautiful dream it can be…” he said and kissed Jesus, and put his forehead to his. Then he put his hand on Mary’s cheek and said, “How deeply suffering knits souls together.”



She stood on her toes and kissed his forehead, then his cheeks and lips and chin, and said, “I have kissed you in the sign of the cross where the strong and gentle die together into a new way of being.” He bowed with hands over his heart.



Then James, John’s brother, came and grasped Jesus by the arm and hand and looked him strongly in the eyes. “Master, you have opened up a whole new world for us. We will call many people to you!”



Jesus smiled gently at him. “James my brother, be careful you do not rebuild what Alaha is undoing. All things must be doors that people pass through into Ruah. If the Ruah is denied, then forms confine the soul, and even teachings of the way will divide. Your true self plays with me in bright fields where Life is one. So first make the two as one within you; then look, and you will see my face smiling through the eyes of all who come to you seeking wisdom.” James nodded yes, but Jesus could see the wheels of his mind spinning. Jesus looked to Mary, but she just sighed and looked to the sky. So Jesus hugged James and whispered something in his ear that shocked him. Then Mary and Jesus hugged him together until he softened and stood for a long time in their arms.



Then Phillip came, and Jesus wrapped his arms around him and they held each other in the silence of the hills that was inside their souls. “Let the music of your flute teach you, my brother,” Jesus said, “for it spills out freely through your heart as joy. Joy is your gift, even in the midst of sorrow, for joy born of Love is the soul’s best medicine.”



“I will play my flute to the winds knowing that you hear me,” Phillip said. His eyes held a little sorrow. “But I will miss you…”



“You will be close to me in new ways my friend, that you cannot now imagine.”



“What an adventure,” he said. “It’s getting to be even more exciting than watching my goats eat.” They smiled at each other, looking into each other’s eyes, until Phillip backed away, his hands lifted to bless his Master.



Jesus turned to his brothers. Judas and James came, and they grabbed each other, and shook each other, and spun around until they laughed. Jesus ruffled their hair and his eyes said how much he loved them.



“I will live
 now forever in the freedom of G
 race,” Judas said.



“And I,” said James, “in the peace and good order of law: but with great Love, of course.”



“Of course,” said Jesus. “What a perfect brotherhood.”



They laughed again and Jesus hugged each of them with tenderness.



Then Abigail ran into his arms. He touched her on the nose and said, “If I had to build a temple and have a High Priest in it, I would make her you.”



She laughed, and kissed him on his cheeks and said, “You know, I will always see you, my gypsy king. And if you ever get tired of shining brighter than the sun in Alaha’s freedom, let’s go on an adventure together. I’ve been thinking of sailing across the sea and becoming a gypsy queen.”



“Now that’s an adventure I wouldn’t miss for anything.”



“Then it’s settled. We’ll go just as soon as I make my new dress with a thousand bright ribbons, and little mirrors that reflect even candlelight so brightly that it blinds everyone. Oh, I hope you don’t mind, but I’ve decided that you should wear a robe made of wheat sacks.”



“That’s perfect,” he said and held her until the One Light in their hearts laughed and kissed itself through them. And Abigail gazed into his eyes until Judas came and took her by the hand.



Then Jesus turned to Salome and kissed her on the lips. She said, “I have kissed many men, but never have I tasted such sweetness as this.” Jesus looked at her as if he saw Eloah herself, and bowed to her. And she pressed her hands together and bowed to him.



He turned to Leah and Sarah, who stood together in each other’s arms; and he put one hand on Leah’s cheek, and another on Sarah’s, and just looked at them as if they were the most beautiful women he had ever seen until they both shyly smiled.



His mother Mary put her arms around his waist, and he turned and said, “Mother, I will kiss Papa for you. And when you come and join us we will dance where chickens fly.” She laughed and said, “Thank you my son, for all you forever are.” And he held her a long time, rocking in the gentle wind that began to blow. Then Salome took Mother Mary in her arms and they let Jesus go.



Jesus turned to Mary his wife and took her hand, and they walked to the little pool. She said, “How sweet my memories are of this place. This is the pool we swam in, and where you caught the trout and let it slip away again; and I wondered, is he just wild or is he crazy? But you were not crazy, only wild, and I was glad for the wildness you were, and loved you for it.”



They looked together at the stone where they first made love, and Jesus kissed her hands and said, “You are the face of Eloah on earth for me. And I have always loved you, from before the first wind blew, or grass grew, or the sun rose, or moon shone its silky light upon a stream.”



She whispered, “I know...”



Jesus smiled as she snuggled her body to his body, as if she was water seeping into stone. She kissed his lips, and face, and the scars of the thorns in his hair. Then she said, “Go now, into the higher, wilder place. I will see you in the eyes of children, and in the stars at night, and in my sisters and brothers, and all those you send to me to love. And in the Abba’s time, I will be with you in the Light you are, and I truly am.”



Jesus said, “Ah… Mary, this Love I have for you is forever, my love.” Then they kissed each other again.



The others came and gathered around them as they held each other on the stone until Mary let Jesus go. And he opened his arms to them all and said, “Be open like the Abba, be innocent in the Ruah, and be a little wild for Love.”



Then he laughed, as the Light he was grew soft,
 and disappeared into the Life each one of them saw.
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by Blake Steele



 



A Sequel to the Wild Christ



 



             
 Follow the lives of Mary Magdalene, Abigail, John, Phillip, and all of Jesus’ family and friends as they experience persecution, divisions, assassinations, and deepening Love in their passion to express together the freedom of their own True Lives in a hostile world.
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