
 

My Soul Magnifies the Lord:  Mary after the Crucifixion 
 

Copyright 2009 

Paul A. Cummins 

 

 

Cover Art by Stacy Kiklis 

 

For Melanie, my angel. 

With special thanks to Mary and Kaya Tuncer. 

Other Books by Paul A. Cummins: 

The Christmas Cardinal 

Quantum Entanglement 

Liz Matchett: Science Sleuth 

The Doodler 

The Story of You: Everything You Need to Know about Science before High School 

Not Up To Code: A Bill Johnson Mystery 

 

All Available on Kindle 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



My Soul Magnifies the Lord: Mary After the Crucifixion                                    Paul A. Cummins      

 | P a g e  

 

2 

Preface:  

This is a work of fiction.  It was inspired by a trip to Ephesus and to Mary’s reconstructed house 

there.  I had rarely thought much about Mary before and had my own trouble setting the Biblical 

stories in the context of their time.  The more I thought about it, the more I realized her unique 

position in all of history and how formative her views as the mother of Christ surely must have 

been.  Life was much different then and the creation of a world religion was by no means certain.  

I think it must have been much like the founding of the United States, where lives, fortunes and 

sacred honor were at stake for all participants and there was much bickering and eventual 

compromise about the form the Church should take.  It is also my belief that, like our 

Constitution, the design of a religion must allow for change and we are always in danger of 

worshiping our religion instead of God.  God wants us to grow continually in the knowledge of 

Him and this requires us to not limit Him in any way. 

I have tried to set my story accurately in terms of daily life, geography, and use main characters 

that really existed as I flesh out many of the stories in Scripture and legend surrounding Christ’s 

life and the work of His disciples.   

However, it is ultimately a product of my imagination.  All art is inspired in some sense but I 

make no claims of authentic prophesy.  As a believer I think our main goal is to interpret 

Scripture to find its relevance in our daily lives.  In fact, the Bible provides very few details 

about the personalities in it and how they lived their lives.  If my fictional portrayals start a 

discussion about how others think the characters may have reacted, then our common goal of 

finding meaning in our lives will be furthered.  Or as Paul says in Ephesians, “That [we] may 

have [more] power to comprehend, with all the saints, what is the breadth and length and height 

and depth…” [3:18]  

There has been much aggrandizement of Mary as a special being separate from normal human 

females, with a special birth of her own and an angelic childhood.  My understanding of 

Scripture is that God normally uses ordinary people, thrusts greatness upon them and sticks with 

them despite lapses in their faith.  If this were not the overall message, what hope would there be 

for any of us?  Therefore I treat Mary as a human mother who was given a very special role in 

history.  I hope it will be abundantly clear the reverence I have for her and her crucial part in The 

Greatest Story Ever Told.  

I use the Aramaic names for Mary: Maryam, Jesus: Yeshua, and Joseph: Joses, because it seems 

most likely that this is how they would refer to each other.  Asia Minor in the first century was 

basically modern Turkey.  The followers of Jesus did not call themselves “Christians” early on.  

When they referred to the “wilderness” it meant “not the city” (modern Filipinos have a similar 

distinction simply between barrio and “mountain”). The Parthian Empire, from which the Magi 

came, is modern Iran.  They were probably Zoroastrians, a belief system that surely influenced 

all western religions.  According to Matthew, Herod had the Magi visit a “house” and Herod had 

all boys under age two killed based on the Magi’s information of when Jesus was born, so I have 

the Magi visiting Jesus when he is 18 months old.  The Jews call God, “Yahweh” as was told 

Moses in Exodus and which means “I am that I am.” 

Two Gospels say Jesus had brothers (Mathew and Mark) and one mentions sisters (Mark).  

Galatians also mentions James as the brother of Jesus.  This James, James the Just, is mentioned 
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in Acts as a leader of the church in Jerusalem.  There is another James, the disciple, James the 

Great, a son of Zebedee, who was also the first disciple to be martyred (in 44 AD) whom I also 

mention in the story. Therefore, I use James, St. James the Just, the author of The Letter of 

James, as Mary’s second son, and I also include two sisters, whom I call Talia and Seema. 

Today we take literacy for granted but it was very rare in the ancient world.  It is thought that 

Jesus himself could not read or write, and it was very unlikely Mary could.  Scripture, stories, 

and letters were simply memorized by those who couldn’t read.   

I take the position that the writer of Revelation is a younger disciple than John, the other son of 

Zebedee, the brother of James, the writer of the Gospel of John.  Most commentators agree The 

Book of Revelation was written either in 70 AD or 90 AD following the major persecutions of 

either the Roman emperors Nero or Domitian and in a less learned manner than the Gospel of 

John, meaning not just that it was written in the apocalyptic style but that it has grammatical 

errors. Even if Revelation were written down hastily or in reverie, most likely a learned author 

would not make simple grammatical mistakes.  In the story I have John being “not so attentive” 

to his Greek lessons. If the writer were close to Jesus’ age, that would mean he lived to be at 

least 65 to 90 or so years (when the life expectancy was well below 40) after having survived 

being put in boiling oil.  It also makes sense that Jesus would entrust his mother to someone who 

had a long life ahead of him, and the vitality to take good care of her.  

Therefore, my John, “the disciple whom Jesus loved” and the author of Revelation, is 17 years 

old when Jesus is crucified and wrote Revelation when he was about 45 years old, soon after he 

survived being martyred by Nero.  Legend has it that John took Mary to his home in Ephesus, on 

the southwest coast of modern Turkey, for her safety after the Resurrection.  Her house has been 

rebuilt and is now a famous site of pilgrimage.  In Ephesus Mary eventually supplanted the 

famous city’s matron goddess, Artemis, but only after much turmoil, as related in this story.  The 

first church in the world dedicated to the Virgin Mary was built in Ephesus in 300 AD.  Ephesus 

takes its name from an Amazon chief, the quintessential strong woman.  The goddess Artemis 

was their “Mother Provider” revered over the centuries by whole empires.  Mary, as the mother 

of Christ, offered a new way, much subtler and ultimately more empowering and by no means 

exclusive.  Mothers know every child is unique and there is no one right way to grow up.  As 

Mary says in this story, “My dear, we all have a secret that we need to figure out, and that is, 

‘Who am I meant to be?’”   

What’s your secret?  Who were you meant to be?   

 

 

 

Introduction:          
 

Whatever happened to the Virgin Mary?  She had a unique role in history but the Bible gives us 

just a hint of her character and no details about her life after the crucifixion of her son and savior.  
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How did 12 men foment a religious rebellion that conquered the original fascist state: the late 

Roman Empire?  Anyone who’s been to a church committee meeting knows how contentious 

making simple changes are, even within an established religious community.  How in the world 

do you start a new one, when everyone’s life is on the line?  What might have Mary done to 

help?   

My Soul Magnifies the Lord  is a fictional account, set in the historical context, of what might 

have happened.  Two thousand year old Scripture and legends are combined with a universal 

knowledge of motherhood to flesh out Mary and the main characters of the beginning of the 

Christian Church: Mary, Joseph, Jesus’ siblings, Paul, Thomas, John, the writer of the Book of 

Revelation, and others.  It is a love story, a salvation story and an adventure story.  The outcome 

of Jesus’ life, and the creation of his Church, was by no means assured, but depended on the faith 

and courage of thousands of people, starting with Mary: much venerated and little understood.   

 

 

 

 

 

I have seen the walls and Hanging Gardens of Babylon, the statue of Olympian Zeus, the 

Colossus of Rhodes, the mighty work of the high Pyramids and the tomb of Mausolus. But when I 

saw the temple at Ephesus rising to the clouds, all these other wonders were put in the shade.”  

Philon of Byzantium [unmuseum.org/ephesus.htm] 

Chapter 1: Our Lady 
 

800 BC 

The lateen-rigged boats had recently put in at the natural harbor.  A scouting party was sent out 

on horseback to survey the area as a potential outpost.  Their leader stood an impressive 5’7” 

when not on horseback.  But given her ease on her mare, highly tattooed body, long feathered 

headpiece, leather breastplate, bow, quiver and fearsome battle axe, Ephesus may as well have 

been 12 feet tall.  She and her companions had held their own against the most competent male 

warriors and forayed with impunity wherever they pleased.  From her mount, Ephesus took one 

turn in her saddle and found what she was looking for.  She pointed to a small ridge nearby and 

said, 

 “Place her shrine there.” 

37 AD 

The April rains had long filtered into their aquifers so there was no respite from the piercing sun 

on the Aegean this mid-August day.  The woman stood erect and calm despite the 600 mile 
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voyage and the tide of memories perseverating through her mind.  She was dressed in a simple 

linen tunic and wool cloak but her features belied a peaceful regality.  Her dark eyes were 

clouded with distant thoughts but even so the laugh lines around her half smile revealed a 

knowing acceptance of her fate.   

The shade of a mulberry tree provided relief from the relentless sun as she steadied her legs.  The 

wind that had tossed the sea now soothed her cheeks, hands and feet.  The last few years had 

been rife with hope, torment, glory, confusion, expectation and grief.  The voyage had brought it 

all back at once.  Exultation in the birth of a new kind of community had too soon turned to fear 

as the powers that be felt threatened and hunted down the new sect.  She had been an honored 

member of this group and was now simply an old woman with an adopted grandson far from 

home.  Her land legs would return shortly but how would she ever settle her history?   

As the stevedores unloaded her two small bundles from the boat, Maryam took in the wonder of 

Ephesus, the largest city she had ever seen, consisting of over 200,000 people.  From the docks, a 

broad, gleaming avenue went up a gentle slope covered by temples and terrace houses all faced 

with white marble.  Hundreds of slaves loaded and unloaded exotic cargo from the farthest 

reaches of the world: bundles of grain, jars of oil and wine, crates of spices and metals and cages 

of odd looking animals.  

Pilgrims destined for the Temple of Artemis disembarked from vessels of all sizes and shapes.  

In Jerusalem Maryam had seen Jews from many different districts and Roman citizens from 

distant lands but here were men with turbans, grand robes and strange looking swords.  At first 

she was startled by all the new smells and sounds and activity.  But when she realized she had 

seen such turbaned men long ago, when her Yeshua was just a baby, and they had brought fine 

gifts for him, she felt as if this new place must hold promise and was comforted.   

At that moment a young, wiry man with dark, curly hair and hazel eyes, her beloved John,  

trotted up to her with the bundles and said, 

 “Mother, we’re almost home. Come, I will take you to my father’s house.” 

They walked together up the white marble avenue, clean and cool from purposeful flooding to 

wash away the dust and waste and dissipate the heat in the stone-clad city.  They walked past 

vendors of goat’s milk, mutton on skewers, pigeons, salted fish, and wine.  On the boat they had 

eaten only roasted wheat, lentils and figs.  Maryam watched John’s eyes bulge and lips smack as 

he passed the mutton vendor.  She said, 

 “John, can’t we stop a moment?  Have some…it’s been a long trip.”   

John smiled and bought them both a stick of meat and some wine diluted with water.  They stood 

to the side of the avenue and ate quietly while they watched all the commotion.  They relished 

each bite of the aromatic flesh.  Finally, Maryam said, 

 “What a wonderful city, you must have missed it!” 

 “My life has changed so much in the last three years, it seems I’ve been gone a century, 

but, yes, I can’t wait to see my family again.”  



My Soul Magnifies the Lord: Mary After the Crucifixion                                    Paul A. Cummins      

 | P a g e  

 

6 

Then they walked a half mile to the theater, turned right and approached the nominal city gate 

past which only citizens or their slaves were allowed.  The guard looked condescendingly at the 

plain woman and young man who smelled as if he had been on a boat for weeks.   

“You can’t enter here,” he said. 

John’s father was a very successful freedman who had taken the name Mithridates, after Mithra, 

the Persian god of truth and light.  He was building the main gate of the city which he had 

dedicated to the current emperor, Augustus.  John answered, 

 “Sir, I am the son of Mithridates.  My companion and I have just returned from a very 

long journey and would like to get home as soon as possible.”   

 “Forgive me, sir, of course you may pass,” the guard said as he bowed slightly. 

They passed through the pillars and John guided Maryam a short way along the city walls, past 

the brothel, and to the gate his father was having built. They stopped for a moment to admire the 

three arches, one of which was complete-- the other two heavily scaffolded.  Then they passed 

through the completed arch into the agora.   Dozens of stalls filled with carcasses of cattle, sheep, 

goats and deer, fish, figs, nuts, spices, vegetables, fruits, flowers, pottery, wine and fine cloth 

filled the large space as shoppers milled about bargaining.  

John led Maryam through the labyrinth and onto a short path leading to the fine home where he 

had grown up.  An elderly servant woman sweeping leaves and dust from the front of the house 

saw them coming and ran with light steps to call the mistress of the house, Trophima,  

 “Madam, your son has returned!  It’s Johnny!  All grown!”  

A stunning, dark haired, green-eyed woman in her early thirties walked gracefully through the 

atrium then to the front door.  There she saw her beloved second son escorting a stately peasant 

woman through the market past a table full of cucumbers and onions.  Her boy had grown into a 

man but she would have recognized his thoughtful intensity anywhere.  

 “There he is!” Trophima said to her herself, “Artemis be praised!”   

Just then John saw his mother standing at the door and, in boyish zeal, left his charge and ran 

into his mother’s arms.  

 “Mother!  I’m home!” he said, looking down into her face, and then, “I forgot how 

beautiful you are!”   

Maryam stood at a distance taking in the reunion.  She bowed her head slightly when she met 

Trophima’s gaze over her son’s shoulder.   

“John, you’ve neglected your guest… This is the remarkable woman you’ve written me 

about?”  

“Oh dear,” John said as he turned, walked toward Maryam, took her hand and placed it in 

his mother’s. 

“This is Maryam,” John said as he then returned to carry in the bundles he had dropped.  
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The two women took in the warmth of each other’s hands.  Trophima, the younger and taller of 

them, smiled and looked down at Maryam.  Maryam raised her head and when their eyes met 

Trophima felt as if she were being seen for the first time.  She was used to being the center of 

attention but this was different.  It was such an odd feeling, calming and disconcerting at the 

same time.  Trophima quickly glanced away from the depth of Maryam’s dark eyes, let go her 

hand, and said, 

 “You’ve had a long journey, please come in and rest.”   

 “Thank you, it would be lovely to sit still after weeks on a tossing deck,” Maryam 

answered as they walked over mosaic floors and past colorful frescos of battle scenes from far 

off lands, Maryam continued, “What a fine home you have.”   

 “My husband has been very successful.  We are fortunate to live this well,” answered 

Trophima as she offered Maryam a seat by a fountain with a wild boar spouting cool water.   

 “How is the rest of your family?  John says he has two brothers and a sister,” Maryam 

said as she settled herself on a cushion.   

“We lost poor Callum, to a fever two years ago. He was my youngest.  Rachel is 8 and 

has been preparing to serve as one of the young assistants, or ‘bees’ at the Temple of Artemis.  

My eldest, Adolphus, is learning the dye business from his father,” Trophima answered, as she 

tried not to stare at Maryam’s unbleached, rough clothing.  

“I’m sorry about your youngest.  It’s hardest to lose the little ones…  Rachel must be 

honored to work at the Temple of Artemis. Is it very near?” inquired Maryam. 

“Yes, it’s only a few miles from here.  You should visit soon,” answered Trophima.   

“I’d like that very much.  I heard the statue of her is magnificent!” answered Maryam. 

“Truly,” responded Trophima, and then, “Surely you must be famished, let me get you 

something to eat and then you can tell me all about how John became part of your life.”   

Just then John returned from a tour of his old home, 

“Who?  Me?  What did I do now?”  

“Sit down,” Trophima said, “Maryam was just going to tell me her side of the story.” 

“Uh, oh,” John answered with a smile and a hand on both of the women’s shoulders.   

Trophima called the serving woman who brought olives, bread and cucumber-yogurt sauce along 

with wine and water.   

While the table was being set Maryam said, 

 “Ephesus is the most exotic city I’ve ever seen.  Is Artemis revered by everyone or are 

there other gods worshipped here?”   

John answered, 
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“This is the meeting place of East and West.  As you know the Romans tolerate all 

religious practices as long as they don’t threaten the ‘holiness’ of the Emperor.  Artemis, as one 

of the local gods, goes back thousands of years, from the Amazons to the Lydians and then 

Greeks.  The Romans adopted most of the Greek gods,  now including Artemis.  My father’s 

family was enslaved by the Romans after they conquered Gaul and they converted to Judaism 

sometime after that.  My mother is Greek so my parents represent the eclectic mix of religions 

present here. The Ephesians have survived well by being flexible.”   

“Fascinating,” answered Maryam.  

“Maryam, please tell me what’s happened to my son the last three years,” asked 

Trophima. 

“John, what a unique young man…” Maryam began, “So sensitive, so open, so loving 

and determined.  The first time I met him we were in the wilderness near Capernaum…over a 

100 of us.   We were living on miracles.  It was a heady time.  John arrived at our camp just after 

dark.  He was covered with dust and looked very young and half starved but there was a 

lightness in his gaze that said, ‘All is adventure.’ 

“That’s my Johnny…” interjected Trophima, “He has always been an adventuresome 

boy, and not so attentive to his Greek lessons.”      

“I write well enough, mother!” John answered the mild rebuke. 

“Indeed, he has been my faithful scribe!” contributed Maryam.  

Trophima smiled and John continued,  

“As the second son I left home to seek my fortune.  I had arrived in Caesarea on one of 

my father’s ships when I heard from the High Priest about this new prophet who was teaching 

around the Sea of Galilee.  The feats attributed to him sounded like fantasies but I just had to find 

out for myself.  So I searched for weeks and finally found you...”  

John glanced at Maryam, who responded,   

“Well.  Many people sought us out, with all kinds of desires.  Many wanted healing from 

disease.  Many felt burdened by past sins.  Some wanted what we couldn’t give them.  So most 

visitors stayed awhile and then went on home.  John was different.  He didn’t want anything but 

to be enlightened and he seemed courageous enough to accept the consequences.”   

“Little did I know what those might be!”  John added. 

“How could any of us?” Maryam answered, “So John became one of us.  Most of the 

disciples were Yeshua’s contemporaries and by the time John came were feeling the burden of 

leadership.  John brought the fresh, open perspective of youth, and surely aided by your own 

family’s tolerance, simply accepted that which seemed to be true.  His intensity and courage 

made him very welcome.” 

“How did you live?  What did you do day to day?” asked Trophima. 
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“There was so much to do, but it was as if time had been split open and had no meaning,” 

answered Maryam. 

“People would just bring things,” John said. “Strangers, family of the disciples, 

townspeople of the villages we visited.  Many maintained their trades and continued to sell their 

goods and services.  Sometimes food appeared from nowhere.  We read Scripture, talked, 

argued, strategized, sang, prayed…always prayed.  With Yeshua every motion, every word, 

every sermon was a prayer.  To just watch him was worship.  How to make life a prayer…that 

defined his existence and message.  Would that I could aspire to such a complete life.” 

“John found his place looking after me,” said Maryam. “I have got my aches and pains of 

old age and it wasn’t easy keeping up with the entourage.  Changing the world is young people’s 

work.  I only wanted to be there as a witness.  By that time the rest of the family had made their 

choices… one son, Joses, rejected the unorthodoxy of his brother’s teaching, one son, James, 

became a convert and a distinctive leader, the surviving daughters had married and were mainly 

looking after their own families.” 

“What about your husband?” asked Trophima. 

“He passed away when Yeshua was 8 years old.  He was quite a bit older than I,” 

answered Maryam. 

“So it really was just you and Johnny,” said Trophima. 

“Yes, in the midst of a whirlwind of history…” answered Maryam. 

“But your son, the famous one, Yeshua, he didn’t need his mother?”  

“Boys need to learn how to be men from other men.  They just need to know their 

mothers always love them no matter what.  I would stroke his hair when he was feeling low and 

speak softly to him.  He would relax then and I could pretend he was my little boy again for a 

moment.  But Yeshua had a burden none of us could really understand.  I probably had more of 

an insight to that given the circumstances of his birth so I tried always to just let him be whatever 

he needed to be.  There always comes a time when the children take care of the parents.  With 

Yeshua I had to let him do that a little sooner than normal.  But our task as mothers is to love 

each child for who he is anyway.” 

“Which is rarely easy,” Trophima offered. 

“Not always, but the alternative causes much more pain,” concluded Maryam. 

“What do you two mean?  How could I be hard to love?” John said lightly. 

“Not hard to love, really.  Difficult to let you be you, instead of our notion of who you 

ought to be,” answered Maryam.   

“Speaking of which, what are your plans now?” asked Trophima. 

“How about sleeping for a day and being waited on hand and foot for a week?” answered 

John. 
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“Very funny!” answered Trophima, “But I’m sure you deserve it and I don’t want you 

running off again for a long while.  And Maryam, you are welcome as long as you wish to stay, 

of course,” Trophima said with perfect manners but with a nagging dread in her bowels.  What 

would the neighbors say about this strange peasant woman living in her house?  And how would 

her husband, Mithridates, respond?  His business depended on his high social standing and 

keeping up appearances.   

“That’s very gracious.  I too would enjoy a respite,” answered Maryam. 

“Well, let me show you to your room, then.”  

XXXX 

The Minotaur-like creature stood over nine feet tall.  Blood was dripping from its horns. Bits of 

flesh hung from its teeth.  Stab wounds wept red serum along the length of its body covered 

otherwise in short black hair.  It was going from house to house in the darkest part of night 

killing everyone, destroying everything.   

Meager light from oil lamps put most of the turmoil in shadow.  Those not frozen in abject terror 

screamed or lashed out with feeble swords.  The Minotaur’s victims withered like dolls under the 

force of its horns propelled by a massive head.  John’s family was next.   

He was standing behind the only door ready to do what he could.  The ground thudded as the 

massive bull approached, each rear hoof splayed unnaturally from the strange creature’s bipedal 

gait. The dust, the blood, the shadows, the smell of death made him a menace beyond 

comprehension. John’s eye peeking through the spy-hole made him look especially pitiful to the 

Minotaur as his giant black nostrils flared, he grunted and swung his head to splinter the door 

and gore the insignificant creature…  

It was always the same.  This is when it would end.  John was on his mat on the roof in a cold 

sweat having just awoken from this awful recurring nightmare.  Sunlight had broken over the 

hills surrounding Ephesus and the freshening light made the valley glow with an ethereal green 

as if all the vegetation were newly grown.   

The agora was starting to fill with merchants tending their market stalls.  Living across from the 

market, John had watched the activities there for countless hours.  The ordinariness of this ritual 

calmed John and helped clear his mind.  He could not help but wonder, however, why he was 

burdened by this dream and what it might mean for him and his beloved family.   

Was a war imminent? Is there something he should do to prepare?  Did his being away put his 

family in more danger somehow?  Should he not stay now?   

When John saw an old friend helping set up her mother’s stall his head cleared and he climbed 

down from the roof to meet her.  

 “Is that you, Daphne?” John said from several yards away.  “Or have I mistaken you for 

some other goddess?”  … 

XXXX 
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Maryam, in contrast, had the best sleep she could remember.  Nomadic life was hard on an aging 

body.  Her stiff back and creaking knees were the price of bearing six children and walking 

hundreds of miles over the hard, dusty ground.  She found the human sounds of the awakening 

market comforting after the solitude of exile.  Despite her reluctance to leave her homeland 

Maryam was looking forward to a new life that wasn’t so tumultuous.  The Mediterranean breeze 

passing through her small window was cooled by the respiring juniper, terebinths, laurel and 

jasmine. It wafted over her like the compassion of The Creator.  Maryam sat up and began her 

morning devotions with a light heart.  

Maryam had always felt as if she were cared for on some higher level.  She happily performed 

her Jewish religious duties as a child and relished the stories of her people.  The events thrust 

upon her immediately after arriving at young adulthood shook her to her core.  She remained 

awestruck and courageous through it all despite many questions and fears for herself and her 

family.  Her Jewish roots and her position as a woman gave little room for anything more than 

deference to Yahweh.  However, her most intimate experience with his angels and his son gave 

her no real choice but to speak frankly to Yahweh.  She began with real words spoken aloud but 

imperceptibly changed to internal conversations with him and then eventually didn’t use words 

at all.  He was.  She was.  The boundary between them vague.  But human life always had its 

distractions and she made sure she was still open to him every morning.  Besides, there didn’t 

seem to be anything to witness anymore and she needed to discern a new purpose. 

The two bundles Maryam had carried on her voyage consisted of a woolen shawl wrapped 

around a small wooden chest, and an extra linen tunic, worn under her woolen cloak, wrapped 

around another wooden box.  She was married into a family of carpenters and the chests 

represented their finest work, well sort of… The larger box was truly magnificent and was made 

of mulberry wood inlaid with cedar and olive wood.  Heart-shaped leaves on a vine wrapped 

around the box.  The top showed a stream flowing through an olive grove.  As Maryam traced 

the windings of the stream she felt like she was caressing the strong hands of the man who had 

made it for her and thought of the twists and turns of her life together with her husband, Joses.  

Inside this chest Maryam kept her formularies: herbs, infusions and salves which she used to 

help treat all sorts of ailments, from toothaches to fevers.   

From this larger box she pulled out a pick and a mint infusion to clean her teeth and a comb and 

some perfume to fix her hair.  After she combed and perfumed her long, graying, jet black hair, 

Maryam opened the second box, which was smaller and cruder.  It was a simple cedar box with a 

peg-hinged top that had been the first real project of her son, Yeshua, as he was apprenticing 

with his father.  Yeshua had always helped by handing him tools and fetching the needed pieces 

of wood and always watched meticulously.  This box was made on his own time as a present for 

his mother on her 20th birthday.  It reminded Maryam of the simple human innocence of her boy 

and the beautiful imperfection he had seen in everyone.  She then opened this box to see earrings 

given to her by her youngest son, and a necklace and bracelet made by her daughters.  She gently 

pushed these aside to find a piece of wood carved for her in the shape of a cross by her third son, 

James, from the crossbeam which Yeshua carried and, hanging from which, he died.  By this 

time it was darkened and polished by the oils from her hands.  Maryam wrapped her hands 

around the small symbol of the paradox of Yeshua’s mission, bowed her head and opened her 

heart to her Lord.   
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Chapter 2:  The Reigning Goddess 
 

Mithridates had arrived home late the evening before after business at the baths.  Slightly shorter 

than his statuesque wife, Mithridates was stocky and muscular despite being in his fifties.  He 

had come a long way from padding on vats of cloth soaked in stale urine in his bare feet in the 

fullonica where he was a slave as a youth.   

He had used some woad seeds his grandmother had brought from her homeland in Gaul and 

developed a lovely blue dye the color of a slightly overcast sky.  He used the proceeds to 

eventually buy his freedom.  On a trip back to his homeland to acquire more woad varieties he 

found local weavers using saffron flower stigmas to make a fine yellow, the color of the noonday 

sun.  Finally, lawsonia, with its deep browns, had recently been discovered in the surrounding 

hills.  With the nearby, extremely expensive crimson from Tyre, which came from mollusks, 

Mithridate’s colored linens and wools were sought out from the farthest reaches of the Empire. 

 The Emperor Augustus had made him, and his partner, Mazaeus, citizens after they sent 

Augustus a gift of their finest colored fabrics.  Mithridates liked to spend each morning tending 

his newest varieties, which he kept on a linen-covered, walled patio just outside his bedroom.  

Gardening always calmed him and cleared his mind for the arrival of his best ideas.  He was 

dead-heading some saffron plants when Trophima walked out barefoot in her dressing robe.   

 “Hello dear,” she said.  Mithridates looked up from his flowers to see his wife’s body 

clearly outlined through her robe.  The low neckline of the robe revealed the ease with which it 

could be removed and Mithridates struggled to meet her eyes. 

 “Having trouble breathing again?” She asked playfully. 

 “No doubt, what did I do to deserve such a sight each morning?” he responded. 

 “It seems to me you’ve always known what you want and how to get it,” Trophima 

answered as she kissed him on the cheek.  “How was your meeting last night?  Looking for new 

sources of linen, as I recall…” 

 “Yes, our agent in Rome is getting more orders than we can process.  I was talking to a 

man Mazaeus said could get us more linen from the western provinces, renowned to be of 

excellent quality.”   

 “You won’t be taking another trip to Gaul soon will you?”  pleaded Trophima. 

 “I’m getting too old for such adventures.  Anyway I have to oversee the building of the 

gate.  Maybe it’s time for Adolphus to go back home,” answered Mithridates, and he continued, 

“I understand we have a visitor.” 

 “Yes, Johnny calls her ‘mother’ and she is quite plain and odd,” answered Trophima 

petulantly. 

 “You’re not jealous of another woman, are you, my dear.  You know no one can 

compare…”  
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 “She is different.  Johnny is different.  He must make his own choices now.  But I have a 

bad feeling about her…I can compete with any woman when it comes to beauty or scheming. 

This Maryam just seems so impervious to normal conventions and she thinks her real son was a 

god!” 

 “She sounds like a freak.  But if Johnny is taken with her she will not be so easily 

dismissed.  He can be impetuous but he is no fool. Let me meet this remarkable woman.”  

If there was any doubt about how Mithridates would get along with Maryam it was dispelled 

when he and Trophima walked into the courtyard and found Maryam treating the foot of one of 

their slaves with honey and balm.  He had cut it badly while herding sheep in the nearby hills 

several days ago and it had just gotten worse.  Maryam was sitting cross legged on the tile with 

the slave’s foot in her lap.  She was just starting to wrap it with a scrap of linen when the master 

and mistress walked across the courtyard with obvious purpose.  They were about to walk right 

by the scene when Trophima stopped in shock and then Mithridates took in their visitor for the 

first time.  The slave looked up in fear but had nowhere to go because his foot was trapped in 

Maryam’s lap.   

 “Madame,” he said, “I am Mithridates, you are a guest in my house, I will not have you 

prostate yourself for my slaves.” 

 “How do you do sir, my name is Maryam.  I am most appreciative of your hospitality, but 

I could sooner cut off my own foot than fail to treat that of a fellow traveler when I have some 

means to help.  Also, aren’t I to understand you yourself were once a slave?” answered Maryam.   

 “Indeed you speak wisely.  No one ever went out of his way to help me.  I am indebted to 

you as is Daidalos,” Mithridates said as he nodded to the slave.  “Please come into the house 

when you are finished and we will start off on the right foot!” Mithridates said with a winning 

smile.   

 Trophima looked at him aghast and stomped into the house.  Mithridates followed behind 

with a light step. 

XXXX 

 “So, you are a healer?” Mithridates asked Maryam after the three of them had settled 

comfortably in the shade. 

 “I have a few remedies that have proven effective over the years.  Anyway, what’s an old 

woman to do?  Might as well try to be useful,” answered Maryam. 

 “There is nothing trivial about the medical arts.  We have a fine apothecary here in 

Ephesus,” said Mithridates. 

 “I’d love to visit,” answered Maryam.   

The thought of her husband taking this peasant woman around to see their city and meet their 

friends was too much for Trophima, 

 “I’m sure Maryam has all the cures she needs,” she suggested. 
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 “Oh no, I’m in a new region now, unfamiliar with the plants.  If I’m going to be any help 

here I need to be taught.  Also, I would love to see your dye plant.  It sounds fascinating,” 

answered Maryam. 

 “Absolutely.  We’ll have a tour today!”  said Mithridates.  Trophima slumped in her chair 

but then caught herself when John entered the room with his sister Rachel on his shoulders. 

 “Hi mom, dad,” he said as he went over and hugged his father with Rachel still on his 

shoulders.   Rachel patted Mithridates on the head and John continued, “Where’s Adolphus?  I 

haven’t been able to find him?” 

 “My oldest son is at the dye plant learning his father’s trade.  He hasn’t the liberty to go 

gallivanting about Judea getting religion!” answered Mithridates affably.  “We were just talking 

with your Maryam here of the need for a tour.” 

 “Excellent!” answered John.   

“Master, may I have a word with you,” said Trophima under her breath. 

After everyone had left to get ready, Trophima spouted, 

 “You cannot take that woman out looking like that and how will you explain who she 

is?”  

Mithridates stood stock still, and quietly assessed his options, as any knowing husband should 

when faced with an angry wife.  Finally, he said enthusiastically,  

 “I make fine clothes.  Why don’t we just give her some?” 

 The wheels turned in Trophima’s head… 

 “Alright, that will work, as long as she’s not too obstinate to accept them,” she said. 

 “You can work your magic on her.  You could charm the stinger off a scorpion,” 

answered Mithridates.   

 “What are we going to tell people?” Trophima continued.  

 “Something close to the truth…that she’s a friend of the family, the mother of one of 

John’s colleagues in Judea.”  

XXXX 

The entourage was a happy one.  Rachel led the way skipping, delighted to have her beloved 

brother home.  John followed, stopping every other step to greet old friends.  Mithridates 

followed with Maryam who looked positively regal in a brand new woad-dyed, light blue, cloak 

and blazing white linen palla, or shawl, which she wrapped around her shoulders and over her 

head.  Maryam’s new outfit accented her dark features and softened her whole aspect.   

 Mithridates proudly described the city’s buildings and its people as they walked through the 

agora towards the gate he and his partner, Mazaeus, were having built as a testament to their 
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success. Trophima had stayed home with the excuse that she needed to manage the house but 

really so she could forestall gossip among her neighbors.  She had presented the fine clothes to 

Maryam as a gift for her devotion to John after she had a seamstress quickly shorten one of her  

of her own stolas, or cloaks.   

In the middle of the agora they all stopped to admire a sundial and magnificent water clock.  The 

sundial was as big as a man and made of bronze.  The gnomon of the dial swept up in the shape 

of a wave with a water nymph reaching up to try and catch a gull.  But the water clock was truly 

remarkable.  It was twice as tall as a man.  Its water inlet filled a piston, which pushed the figure 

of a turbaned prince up, while another spout filled spherical sections that served as the buckets. 

These turned a clock work which spun a cylinder and indicated the time with the prince’s sword. 

 They could have stood there for hours but Rachel eventually cajoled everyone to move on.  

 “Come on, everybody!” she kept shouting, “I’ve got to see how the arches are coming!” 

 At the southeast corner of the agora they found the wonderful gate under construction.  It 

consisted of three massive arches.  The one on their left was finished while the other two were 

fully scaffolded awaiting their keystones.  As they passed through the completed arch, like John 

and Mary had done the day before, John noticed an inscription he had missed the first time.  He 

couldn’t help smiling because the inscription threatened dire consequences to anyone caught 

urinating in the safety of the arch.   

He knew this was his father’s touch since Mithridates’ whole business depended on urine being 

safely deposited by passersby into vessels along all the major thoroughfares in the city.  The 

urine was used to bleach out oils in the cloth so it could then be treated with alum or fuller earth 

as a mordant for holding the dye.  John smiled as he poked his father with his elbow and said, 

 “Can’t lose a drop of pee, eh dad?”  

 “Right son! Save it all for the fuller!” 

Maryam, ignoring the boyish talk said,  

“What fine stonework!” 

 “Yes, indeed.  The marble is cut 20 miles away and brought by ox cart, then the masons 

do their work.  The Romans learned to build arches from the Etruscans, the first to be enslaved 

by them,” answered Mithridates. 

 “An empire of slaves…” whispered Maryam and then she asked clearly, “How did your 

family become enslaved?” 

 “My people come from the Carnutes tribe in Gaul.  Some 80 years ago Julius Caesar 

imposed a puppet king over us.  My ancestors killed the king and all the Roman merchants in the 

city of  Cenabum.  Caesar had all the men killed, about 5,000 of them, and enslaved all the 

women.  My grandmother was one of them.  Our tribes were unified under Vercingetorix who 

gave Caesar a rough time until the siege of Alesia, where Caesar had walls and moats built 

around the whole city.  Vercingetorix eventually surrendered the city and was paraded around, 

until they strangled him five years later.” 
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Maryam then asked Mithridates,  

 “How did you become Jewish?” 

“My grandmother was brought here to Ephesus and converted to Judaism because of its 

rationality, order and history of oppression.”   

Rachel then nagged,  

 “Dad, come on, I want to get to the temple!” 

They turned left down a broad avenue past the theater, which was continually under construction, 

then skirted around the gymnasium down a path to the north end of the city.  After they passed 

through the north gate there it was…the grandest of the Seven Wonders of the World.  The 

largest all-marble edifice ever built, The Temple of Artemis. 

Mithridates recited proudly, 

 “It is 430 feet long, 260 feet wide.  Those beautiful green columns are 70 feet tall and 

there are 127 of them!” 

 “My goodness,” exclaimed Maryam.   

They washed their hands and feet at a fountain out front surrounded by pilgrims, many clearly ill.  

Priestesses attended to the infirm and helped guide them up the many steps.  Money changers’ 

booths were mingled with sellers of food and statues of Artemis as well as miniatures of the 

temple itself.  John pointed to the money changers tables and said to Maryam, 

 “The temple priests will hold money and valuables and give promissory notes offering 10 

percent interest after a year.  This used to be unheard of anywhere else in the Empire.  It has 

helped contribute to Esphesus’ status as the trading center of Asia Minor. Remember when 

Yeshua got so upset at the usurers at the temple in Jerusalem?  I guess we started it all.” 

 “Really!” replied Maryam. 

“Now, let’s go see Our Lady!” said Mithridates. 

The happy group walked slowly up the steps with their necks bent back in awe of the pediment 

where gorgons guarded an image of Artemis, while Persian magi brought her gifts.  Lions and 

bulls flanked the doorway.  Each column’s foot was adorned with stunning artwork.   

When they entered the temple there was a noticeable silence as those inside walked transfixed 

towards the colossal statue in the rear.  Artemis’ headdress held full-breasted lions, goats and 

cattle.  From her ears dangled earrings of wheat.  She had a broad necklace of berries which 

enclosed a bas-relief depicting grand women.  Under that was a scene with a centaur, deer, 

scorpion, and bodies dead and alive.  Fierce lions draped on her upper arms.  But the focus of her 

form was just below her ribcage where two dozen massive bee eggs hung voluptuously.  Her 

lower body was fully covered with more breasted animals.   

An eternal flame at her feet was tended by her “bees” or young priestesses.  
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Rachel pointed them out and said excitedly, 

“That’s what I want to do!” 

There were offerings of food and coins and other goods placed around her statue.  Her devotees 

muttered prayers and bowed their heads.  Some lay prostrate before her.  Maryam was impressed 

with the strong female presence of Artemis and the strength of devotion shown her.  She said 

quietly, 

 “Lord, thank you for making me a mother.  Please help these people find the comfort they 

seek.” 

After a few moments, Mithridates asked, 

 “Maryam, would you like to see my dye plant?”   

 “Yes, very much,” she answered. 

 “Can we get something to eat first?” pleaded John. 

 “Of course,” answered Mithridates, “Just find something you want  and we’ll sit in the 

shade over there.” 

Chapter 3:  City Life 
 

Trophima left a few orders with her head servant and went right to the baths after she was sure 

the rest of her family was well on their way.  She took two personal slaves with her, one to watch 

her possessions while she bathed and another to attend to her in the baths.  She entered the 

theater gymnasium and went to the apodyterium or changing room, which was filled with 

women at this hour because the women came in the morning and the men in the afternoon.   

Trophima took off all her clothes and put on a thin linen tunic.  Then she entered the palaestra 

which was paved with marble and surrounded by columned galleries on three sides. The fourth 

side, which faced north, had three stacked rows of seats which where half filled with women 

relaxing after exercising.  Trophima did not see who she was looking for so she took off her 

tunic, handed it to her slave and entered the swimming pool.  Her strokes were smooth and 

efficient.   

She looked elementally stately as her toned body glided through the water.  She stayed in the 

middle of the pool to avoid less serious swimmers.  After a steady 25 minutes she stepped out of 

the pool, slipped on her tunic, walked up the steps nonchalantly and sat next to an elderly woman 

who was having her hair combed and perfumed by a servant.   

 “Hello, Trophima, dear.  My, what I would give for one more day in a body like yours!” 

said the woman. 

 “Messalina, good to see you!” answered Trophima.  
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Messalina was wife of the proconsul, G. Sallustius Crispus, and she had occupied her usual spot 

while Trophima was in the pool.  Messalina was surrounded by servants and other high status 

women to whom Trophima nodded.   

 “I hear your son John is home.  Is he well?  What has he been doing in Judea?” asked 

Messalina. 

 “Thank you, he is well.  He has found himself in a new philosophy,” answered Trophima. 

 “Ah, such with all young men, and the center of this philosophy is beautiful young 

women?” Messalina asked with a laugh. 

 “Rightly so, he does have a peaked interest in that subject,” Trophima answered. 

 “I heard he brought an unusual visitor with him and they are just now touring Ephesus,” 

said Messalina. 

 “I assure you Maryam is quite usual. She is the mother of a business partner of John’s 

who died of an abscessed tooth.” 

“How many horrible deaths can Orcus, in his underworld, concoct?” interjected 

Messalina.   

Trophima wondered for a moment who was the better conjurer of death, the gods or man, then 

she continued, 

    “Maryam has relatives in the area and will be moving out to the country soon.”  

After some more gossip Trophima took her leave.  Then she entered the tepidarium and stepped 

directly into the warm pool.  When her skin was well hydrated her slave covered her with 

scented olive oil and then gently scraped it off with a curved metal wand called a strigilis.  It was 

then the fashion for both women and men to have as little body hair as possible, so she next 

sought the not so gentle services of the hair-plucker.  

To reward herself after this painful ordeal, Trophima had a snack of sausage, nuts and fruit and 

then went into the caladarium after she put sandals on to protect her feet from the scalding floor.  

She met friends at every stage but heard no more gossip about Maryam.  While she was in the 

hot water surrounded by billows of steam, her slave brought a patara of cool water to splash on 

her face occasionally.   

Finally Trophima submerged herself in the cool water of the frigidarium’s pool. She passed up 

on listening to the morning’s entertainment of a poetry reading, and left the baths refreshed with 

a feeling of her day’s mission being accomplished.  Messalina and her gaggle would put out her 

version of the Maryam and John story. 

XXXX 

Mithridates, Maryam, John and Rachel sat happily under the shade of a mulberry tree watching 

all the hubbub surrounding the temple of Artemis.  John had purchased some boiled eggs, bread 
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and figs.  They ate these with a pickled fish sauce called garum, which was made by fermenting 

fish intestines.  Maryam had never tasted it before and asked what it was.   

Rachel explained,  

“They put fish guts in a large vat and let them sit for months!  It smells so bad, garum 

makers are not allowed in town!”   

“My goodness,” answered Maryam.   

Mithridates joined in, 

“There is actually one near my dye plant.  Which is also located on the outskirts of town, 

for the same reason, I’m afraid…the smell.”  

John said, 

“Maryam, garum is supposed to be effective on dog bites, dysentery and ulcers.  Maybe 

you could investigate these treatments.” 

“I wouldn’t be surprised if it caused ulcers and dysentery in some!” answered Maryam. 

“Well if you are all brave enough, we can see the dye plant now and maybe Maryam can 

visit the apothecary tomorrow,” concluded Mithridates. 

“Sounds good,” John answered.  Maryam nodded her assent.  

“All right then, let’s march!” said Mithridates and then, “Rachel why don’t you lead the 

way again. 

“Very well sir!” Rachel said crisply and then she feigned soldierly marching ahead of the 

happy band.   

They continued heading north past two small hills and started smelling their destination before 

they could see the small complex of buildings tucked on the far side of the smaller hill.  The 

garum factory’s stench clearly had a fishiness.  The building they were heading for reeked of 

stale urine.   

Mithridates paid a fee for the dubious honor of emptying the jars full of urine collected from the 

streets of Ephesus.  His old job as a slave was kneading large, rectangular vats full of urine- 

soaked, freshly woven fabric, with his bare feet.  As they entered the factory, this is the first 

process they saw.  A half-dozen slaves were shin deep in the metabolic effluent of thousands of 

Ephesians.  Mithridates’ oldest son, Adolphus, ran to meet them as soon as they entered.  He 

kissed his father, hugged his brother and bowed to Maryam.   

Rachel complained, 

“You never do that for me!”   

So Adolphus bowed to Rachel very dramatically.  He was a younger version of his father:  

solid, ruddy, conveying a sense of competence.   
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“Sorry for the smell, let me show you around,” Adolphus said, and then he continued, 

“I’m sure you know this is necessary to bleach the oils out of the fabric so that it may be 

dyed,” Adolphus  said to a gagging Maryam.  He and his father seemed to barely notice the 

stench.  Next they went to another rectangular vat where more slaves were rinsing the fabric 

from the first process with fresh spring water. 

“Here we’re simply rinsing out the urine and you can see the fabric is much whiter,” 

remarked Adolphus.  Next they walked to a part of the plant where, sunk into the floor, were 

dozens of six-foot wide earthenware pots.  Some were full of colored fabric, some were not. 

“Depending on the dye and color we’re after, the mordant, alum or a fuller’s earth, must 

be added before, after or during the dye process.  So these vats with hot water show a range of 

processes,” said Adolphus and he continued, “To finish we simply rinse the fabrics again and 

hang them to dry.”  He then led everyone outside where they were met with fresh air and a 

rainbow of clothes lines.  Maryam was astounded, 

“I’ve never seen such a beautiful sight.  With all these hues of red, blue and yellow it 

looks like a magical sea!” 

“It does help make the negative aspects of the process meaningful,” answered Adolphus. 

“And it makes us a good living,” said Mithridates.   

Adolphus got back to work and the rest of the company took their time getting back home.  It 

was a clear, beautiful day but they were happy to sit in the shade of the fine courtyard and just 

enjoy the breeze after their long walk.  

Chapter 4: A House Divided 
 

Trophima greeted them all warmly and wanted to hear about everything they did and everyone 

they talked to.  Mithridates reflected on the experience quietly and noted that every ordinary 

encounter they had was a bit different because of Maryam’s presence.  She had a calm stateliness 

that seemed to bring the best out of people.  Nothing tangible.  Just a kind word or look here or 

there from her made people different.  He felt better around her too.  Who was this strange 

woman?   

Rachel summed it up in her own way during the conversation, 

 “Miss Maryam’s nice!” she said as Maryam patted her hand.   

They had a fine meal of fish, bread, lentil stew, and a dried pomegranate-honey dessert.  

Everyone sat around the food and scooped out the stew with their bread.   

Towards the end of the meal Maryam said, 

 “You have such a fine city.  You are most gracious with your hospitality.  I must find a 

way to make myself useful here.”   
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Mithridates responded, 

 “Dear Maryam, in just a day you have made yourself indispensible to us.  Please consider 

staying with us indefinitely.”   

Trophima shot him a glance that could melt ice.  Mithridates simply dropped his eyes.  Maryam 

took this in and answered, 

 “I love your city but will soon miss the wilderness.  Perhaps John could show me some of 

the surrounding countryside?”   

 “Of course, mother,” John said.  “Maybe a trip to the country will help me figure out my 

next step.” 

 “Alright,” answered Mithridates, “But you must at least stay a few weeks and I will take 

you to visit the pharmacist tomorrow!”   

Night descended and they all went to bed, except Trophima and Mithridates, who had a few 

words to exchange. 

 “What were you thinking?”  Trophima began vehemently, “This odd woman cannot stay 

with us!”   

 “Why in the name of Jupiter not?” exclaimed Mithridates.   

 “You must be kidding,” answered Trophima.  “John calls her ‘mother’ for goodness sake!  

She thinks Jupiter is her son.  I thought we might just be able to keep her inconspicuously as a 

visiting aunt or something, but she has a way of drawing attention to herself, even with decent 

clothes!”   

 “I like her!” Mithridates answered feebly.   

 “You can like her all you want, but not in this house in this city!” responded Trophima, 

and then, “Why don’t you build her a house in the hills where she can cast her spells on the riff 

raff and we won’t have to hear anything about her?”   

 “What about John?” asked Mithridates. 

 “John won’t stay around here very long.  He’s got itchy feet.  He always has.  If he gets 

preachy here,  people he grew up with won’t take him seriously anyway,” responded Trophima. 

 “I suppose you’re right,” answered Mithridates after a few moments. 

 “So what’s new?” Trophima answered playfully. 

 “Come here you Siren you!” entreated Mithridates. 

XXXX 

During her devotions the next morning Maryam again prayed for guidance.  She doubted she had 

a place in this big city as part of John’s old family.  But she was so far from home and had no 
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husband or relatives to rely on.  She couldn’t see John’s mission as just caring for her.  He had 

his whole life ahead of him and was a special witness to her son’s ministry.  Surely he had some 

other purpose.  Most women of her age were either already dead or nearly so.  What should she 

expect of herself now?  After all she’d been through what did Yahweh expect of her?   

She was sitting at a small table facing a window looking out over the courtyard, where yesterday 

she had treated the lame slave.  The courtyard was dappled with morning sun.  The washer 

women and gardeners and shepherds were moving with ease in the quiet coolness and relative 

freedom of the new day.   

With the next blink of her deep brown eyes Maryam saw herself sitting on a lush hillside 

surrounded by girls of all ages, who acted very familiar with her but whom she didn’t know.  

Was this another vision of heaven?  Maryam had an earlier vision years ago, when she was 

tending a dying young man, where she was surrounded by strangers and it felt like they had all 

been good friends.  She knew this must be heaven and that the young man would soon arrive 

there.  However,  this new vision felt different, more earthly and she was in it this time.  Is this 

where she should go?  Where was this place?  In another blink the vision was gone and there was 

nothing left but for her to ponder it in her heart, which miraculously, despite all her questions, 

just felt fuller and fuller. 

Maryam was tired from her trip and the long tour the day before so she stayed in the house all 

morning and went out exploring on her own in late afternoon.  Mithridates had told her where 

she could find a pharmacy, which, after a long meander, she found not far from the theater.  

There were many smells in the blistering city: of unwashed bodies, various animal discharges 

and bodily decay, cooking, the urine pots, which Maryam now had a new appreciation of, and 

the fresh wind blowing through the valley after passing junipers, oaks and terebinths.   As 

Maryam was nearing the northwest corner of the theater she was overwhelmed with familiar 

smells from her own herbs and infusions.  It was coming from a little stone hovel, in shadow 

except for light passing obliquely through one small eastern window.  Incense was burning in a 

small clay vessel and an elderly woman was bent over a table of herbs in the far corner.  When 

Maryam entered the woman said politely, though with her back turned,  

“Be with you in a moment!”   

Maryam answered, 

“Take your time, I’ll just look around.”    

In a moment the apothecary looked up from her work and turned and asked the stranger, 

“What is your ailment?”   

Maryam answered playfully,   

“Ah, if I answered truly, that may be more answer than you’d like!”   

The old woman took a long look at Maryam, smiled and said, 

“Indeed, I probably give more comfort by listening to people’s problems than by my 

concoctions,” and she continued, “Which do you need more of?”   
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Maryam bowed slightly and said, 

“How do you do?  My name is Maryam and I have come from Judea with my adopted 

grandson.  My interest here now is primarily because I too dabble in herbs and the treatment of 

ailments.  I would be delighted if you could explain how you use some of these herbs.”   

“My name is Hortensia, madam, I would like nothing better.”   

The two women spent hours going from shelf to shelf and jar to jar.  Hortensia showed Maryam 

fennel, mint, rosemary, sage, chamomile, cumin, anise, bitter rue, nard, myrrh, salt grass, 

purslane, saffron, and various gums and balms.  

Of this list Maryam had not known that rosemary could be used for bad eyesight, sage for cough, 

fennel for nerves, lemon balm for headaches and mustard for snake bites.  Maryam was able to 

share some of her secrets in return, particularly the healing effects of honey: it never spoiled and 

therefore somehow kept wounds from festering too.  It also helped keep them dry.  The two 

reveled in their mutual passion until after dark, when they were finally startled by the passage of 

time.   

Before Maryam left, Hortensia asked, 

 “So what will you do now?” 

 “I think I need to leave the city.  I can’t overstay my welcome and I much prefer 

open spaces,” answered Maryam. 

 “Well, if you have half the skills that you appear to, you could be of much service 

in the nearby hills.  The rural people don’t come to the city very often and many can’t 

afford my medicine when they do come,” responded Hortensia. 

 “Is there any particular place you’d recommend?” asked Maryam. 

“There is a very lovely village two miles to the southwest,” said Hortensia.  “It 

doesn’t have a name but it is known for its three springs. Ask anyone nearby and they 

will tell you.” 

“Thank you, I will think about it. And thank you for this lovely afternoon.  I 

haven’t felt so much at home for a long time,” said Maryam. 

“You’re welcome.  You must stop in often.  Goodbye.”  The women hugged and 

as Maryam left the pharmacy, she ran into a winded John who was beside himself with 

anxiety. 

“Mother, where have you been!” John said as if he were talking to a teenager.  

“We’ve all been worried sick!” 

“I’m so sorry.  The time just got away from me.  I’ll come home now and take my 

punishment,” Maryam said with that disarming half smile. 

“Yes indeed!” answered John, his tension fading. “We’ll have to think of 

something particularly onerous!” 
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Chapter 5: What Must Be 
 

The next day was the Sabbath.  Both John and Mary said prayers in preparation and were excited 

to be able to go to synagogue again.  Ephesus had a small Jewish community.  Mithridates  was 

not particularly devout, as his tolerance of Trophima’s dedication to Artemis suggested, although 

he was very generous with his money to the synagogue.  So Mithridates was happy to let his son 

and guest go off without him.   

The synagogue was further southeast from Mithridates’ house along the foothills of Mount 

Koressus.  It was a modest stone building and indistinguishable from a large house except for a 

small bronze relief of a partially unrolled Torah above the doorway.  John went to the men’s 

court and Maryam to the women’s.  In the next hour they sang several psalms, the leader read 

from the Torah and they all offered prayers for their community.  Immediately after this there 

were murmurings surrounding John.   

Everyone had heard he was home and had many questions about what they had heard about the 

self-proclaimed messiah who was put to death instead of leading the Jewish people to military 

victory.  The women too wanted to know all about this stranger who had arrived with John.   

When John was physically pushed to the front of the men’s court, he said, 

 “It’s great to be home and I have wonderful news to share!” began John.  “The messiah 

has come! I saw him crucified then risen as he promised!  He offers not a human kingdom but 

the kingdom of God!”  Some of the crowd shouted with delight, some with disbelief, some 

murmured “Who is this John?  He is not really even Jew, because his mother worships Artemis.”   

 “I know this must sound preposterous, but you know me as an honest man,” John 

continued.   

One listener responded, 

 “We knew you as a good boy, but manhood can change one!”  

John answered, 

“Well said!  I left you years ago naively thinking I could find my fortune in gold and 

cloth but I found a much richer treasure in Yahweh’s son, through every word that he uttered and 

his lesson of humility and sacrifice!”   

“But what of the prophets?” said another. 

“Yeshua preached that we misunderstood the prophets.  That we went astray and continue 

to worship our own ideas about what Yahweh should be.  Indeed, that this is where we all start, 

but the truth shall set us free from our own mortal thinking and give us everlasting life.” 

“What truth? This is blasphemy!” several shouted. 

“Hear me, dear brothers and sisters!” John responded.  “The truth is we Jews have always 

been close to Yahweh’s providence.  He has chosen us again and again as his emissaries to the 
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rest of the world.  Now he has chosen us, you, me, at this very moment in history, to reveal his 

love for the world through his every bit mortal and every bit divine son: Yeshua, the Christ, 

whom I have seen with mine own eyes and whose mortal, holy mother is here now in the 

women’s court!”  A tremor reverberated through the assembly.  All eyes in the women’s court 

turned to Maryam.   

She said simply, 

“It is I.” 

XXXX 

John and Maryam returned to his home saying little.  Maryam went directly to her room. John 

didn’t respond to Rachel’s playful forays.  Mithridates got no response when he asked how 

things went at the synagogue.  Adolphus patted his younger brother on the back.  Trophima 

wrung her hands worriedly at dinner as they all sat awkwardly around the table.  John excused 

them both immediately after eating and Maryam said, 

 “Why don’t we go for a walk?”   

The mother and adopted son who had shared so much as part of a much larger group now only 

had each other.  How could anyone really understand what they had witnessed?  Yeshua was no 

longer to be seen.  They were at a new place where he had to come alive through faith, which is, 

in fact, where he had always resided.  However, what a burden for those left!  His legacy, the 

future of faith, humankind’s salvation, depended on their actions.   John, in the self-centeredness 

of youth, felt he had to save the world all by himself.  Maryam, as a mother, as Yeshua’s mother, 

learned long ago that she only had so much influence over her children’s fate.  Yeshua’s lesson 

was one of surrender to Yahweh, of letting self go so that Yahweh could do his work through 

you.  Maryam sensed John’s burden and said, as she put her arm in his, 

 “You don’t have to do it all by yourself, you know.”   

 “Who else is there?” John answered quietly. 

 “Yeshua,” Maryam said.   

John began to weep as they headed north along the path they had taken to the Temple of 

Artemis.  The road was lit by fires supported by braziers while they were in the heart of town.  It 

was late, so the only other people out were merchants cleaning their stalls and the clients of the 

brothel.  As they left town and its artificial light, the dark, black-blue of the Mediterranean night 

sky covered them in a veil of quietude.  The stars shown from the heavens as they had always 

done.  Their fiery light comforted John as he felt the coolness of night for the first time since 

they’d left home.  He relaxed and took a deep breath. 

 “Mother, I love you, I fear for your safety,” he said. 

 “My dear John, every moment of our lives is a miracle.  I have had a unique privilege 

among all women to bear the son of Yahweh.  You too have been one of only a handful of men 

to witness his ministry.  Our lives then are fulfilled.  What is left for us is up to the Almighty 

Himself.  It has always been so, we just didn’t know it, as we do now,” she answered, and then, 
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 “Pray simply for guidance.  Offer gratitude for knowledge of him.” 

 “This is hard,” John said quietly. 

 “Yes, harder for you.  You have your whole life ahead of you, your family to consider,” 

responded Maryam, “But don’t worry about me, my son.” 

 “What should we do now?  I’ve really stirred things up,” asked John. 

 “That is as it should be, dear.  I’m so proud of you.  I’m sure Yeshua’s spirit is fuller 

now, too.  I think I should leave your home and let you settle things among your family.  I can 

probably find a place in the surrounding hills where I can do some good without drawing  

attention to myself,” said Maryam. 

 “Good luck with that!” John said.   

Just then they heard a weak cry from the hill above them to their right.   

 “What’s that?  It sounds like a baby,” exclaimed Maryam. 

 “It most surely is, and a girl at that,” answered John.  “That’s where unwanted newborn 

girls are left to die.  Either that or be snatched up by slavers who take only the most beautiful 

ones to be used in the brothels.” 

 “You can’t be serious!” Maryam responded with incredulity as she started determinedly 

up the hill. 

 “Unfortunately, yes,” John said as he followed her up the hill automatically, and then, 

when he realized what was happening, he asked stupidly, “Where are you going?”   

Maryam, unlistening, responded,  

 “What does city life do to people?!”   

They were quite a sight as Maryam, with her bad knees, outpaced the young man trailing behind 

her like a plume of smoke, two shadows following a faint cry into the darkest night.  

XXXX 

The child had no say about being born, nor who her parents were, nor her gender, but she dealt 

with the shock of leaving the warm, oceanic womb with all the resources at her disposal.  She 

had screamed and writhed for more than an hour, but despite the warmth of the night, her 

complete dependence on her kind left her little energy to cope.  The poor creature was merely 

whimpering by the time Maryam reached her.  Maryam looked right and left, daring slavers to 

appear and meet her wrath.  She was all alone on the hill.  Maryam instantly warmed as she 

picked up the newborn baby, wrapped in an old linen rag, and held her tight to her bosom.  The 

child calmed and then rooted for life sustaining milk.  Maryam said gently, 

 “Dear little one, I’m sorry I have none to offer, but we will fix that very soon.”   
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John caught up to Maryam and stood there dumbly as if he were the new father.  Maryam handed 

the baby to him and he held her stiffly while Maryam took off her fine linen shawl and wrapped 

the baby tightly in it.  Maryam said, with the firmness only a determined mother could 

command, 

 “We must get this child some milk!” and then, “John, do any women in your household 

have a newborn?” 

 “I don’t think so,” he answered weakly. 

 “Very well, you run ahead and milk a goat.  I will follow with the baby.  Hurry!”  

Maryam ordered.   

John took off as if his life depended on it and had the time to wonder when he had last milked a 

goat.  

 “Well, it couldn’t be that difficult…” he thought optimistically.   

Maryam followed while the baby went to sleep from exhaustion…at least she hoped it was 

sleeping.  It took Maryam half an hour to hobble home despite her fierce energy.  She entered the 

courtyard to find John spotted with milk, with the teat of a terrified she-goat in one hand and an 

awakened slave nearby nervously trying to help.   

Maryam told the slave to fetch a carafe.  She then plopped herself down next to the unhappy 

couple and grabbed the jar with the few ounces of milk John had acquired so far. When the slave 

returned she poured the milk in the carafe, offered her right index finger to the baby, and asked 

the slave to pour it slowly over her finger as the baby sucked.   

John continued his furious activity until Maryam mercifully determined they had enough milk.  

The rag-tag team continued their ministrations until the baby’s nursing slowed and it fell into a 

deep sleep.  Maryam took the baby to bed with her and slept the few hours remaining of the 

night.  

Chapter 6:  A Gathering Storm 
 

John had only been home days but it felt like years had passed.  Events had changed him so 

much that he could never really return home.  He left as a boy with few responsibilities.  Now his 

own words may be the downfall of his family.  Also, he had not only a grandmother to care for, 

but, acquired this night, an infant girl.  Where was Yeshua’s salvation in all this?  Was he doing 

the right thing? How would it all end?   

John fell asleep fitfully and it wasn’t long before the horror began. 

It started as it always had with screams and flickers of terror in the deep night.  No attempt at 

vanquishing the huge black Minotaur did more than unleash additional fury.  All was laid waste 

in the wake of its dreadful horns dripping with his neighbors’ blood.   
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If only he could hold the faintest hope that the outcome might be different this time, but since 

John had this nightmare time and again, knowing what was going to happen only made the 

waiting worse.  The bull, standing upright on its splayed hooves, came toward John once again 

as he looked through the spy-hole in his front door.   

But then, just as the creature swung its awful head to dispatch him for the hundredth time, 

something was different.  There was a bright light behind John.  He took a step back from the 

door and turned to look.  Yeshua, in blazing white, stood behind John with a look of sympathy.  

John wanted to know what this meant but remembered the terrible horns being thrust at him and 

turned back to find the bull temporarily dazed by the bright light.   

However, immediately the bull cocked his head for another thrust.  Yeshua’s beaming presence 

behind him gave John a new hope but nothing could have prepared him for what happened next.  

As the bull lunged, John was frozen a step back from the door and then, from nowhere, his 

mother, Trophima, jumped in front of John, was immediately wounded by bits of shattered door 

and then run through with the demon’s deadly horns under the helpless gaze of her beloved son.   

XXXX 

Maryam thought she was dreaming when she awoke to John’s scream.  But then, upon gaining 

consciousness, she realized it must have just been the baby crying.  Wasn’t that all over with?  

Yes, it had been a long time since she had suckled infants.  But now it was time to be a 

grandmother, and not the doting kind where everyone else did most of the work.  Well, Maryam 

knew how to take care of a baby, she just couldn’t feed it as easily as she had long ago.   

She took a good look at the baby for the first time in the early morning light.  She had saved her 

good shawl and wrapped the baby in a less valuable cloth and laid the child next to her for 

comfort.  Maryam rolled on her side and laid nose-to nose with the little creature trying so hard 

to survive.  The baby’s tightly closed eyelids loosened a bit at Maryam’s touch to reveal hazel 

irises.   

 “Aren’t you pretty?” whispered Maryam, even though the poor girl’s skin was mottled 

from birthing and her soft dark hair made her look more animal than human.  “We’ll have to get 

you a name since we are going to be such good friends.  I will call you Abrianna, or ‘mother of 

grace’.  Now, let’s get you something to eat, Abrianna,”  

Maryam then put on her cloak, deftly picked up the newly named baby, and went to find that 

poor goat dam. 

The rest of the household had not yet stirred but the sounds of a crying baby had been refined 

over millennia to get attention and it wasn’t long before Maryam had a small crowd of slaves and 

family members around her who were all curious about the new arrival.  John had hurried out to 

try and forestall his mother’s shock but arrived too late because Trophima had entered the 

courtyard moments before, hastily adjusting her cloak.   

 “What, in the name of Artemis is going on here?” she exclaimed, “Where did that baby 

come from?” 



My Soul Magnifies the Lord: Mary After the Crucifixion                                    Paul A. Cummins      

 | P a g e  

 

29 

 “Apparently she was the wrong gender.  We found her, abandoned, on the hill near your 

Artemis’ temple,” Maryam answered, not looking up from her work, “What would the Mother 

Provider have to say about that?” 

 “What do you intend to do with her?”  Trophima answered a little less acerbically. 

 “Find her some real mother’s milk and then a home, of course,” Maryam answered as if 

talking to a simpleton. 

 “Maryam, certainly your heart breaks for this child, but you just can’t come in here, and 

after two days, change all our ways,” Trophima responded.   

At this point Maryam handed Abrianna over to finish drinking her goat milk with willing female 

slaves.  She stood up and met Trophima eye-to-eye.  Mithridates had joined the growing 

assembly at this point and had wisely remained silent with a supportive hand on his wife’s 

shoulder.  Maryam spoke in a measured tone, 

 “I am new here and I have no right to misuse your hospitality.  There are things that I 

have seen and things that I know that I’m sure most people would never understand.  But I would 

be a poor witness to the truth if I didn’t take the simplest right actions when called upon to do so.  

Saving this child from certain death or servitude of the most base kind was simply the right thing 

to do regardless of the consequences.” 

 “Madam, without slavery we would have none of this,” Trophima said, as she waved a 

hand around the compound and then higher to indicate the wider city. 

 “Indeed this is an empire of slaves and there are many kinds of slavery,” Maryam said 

enigmatically.  Trophima stood without response.   

John eventually broke the weighted silence. “Mothers, you inhabit separate worlds and I find 

myself caught between you.  I too have seen things that would label me a freak but which I 

cannot deny.”   

Just then, a slave ran into the compound and said nervously, 

 “Master, mistress, there is a crowd assembled on the street and they demand an 

audience.”   

Trophima exchanged glances first with Mithridates and then Maryam and they all walked quietly 

to the front door.  Mithridates opened the door and stepped out to see friends and neighbors in 

various states of agitation. 

 “What is all this about?”  Mithridates asked firmly.   

One of the elders from the synagogue stepped forward and said, 

 “My dear friend, pardon this intrusion but I’m afraid events are in danger of getting out 

of control.  Your son, John, and his guest have stirred strong emotion.”   

As if to emphasize this fact one of the men shouted, 
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 “I heard believers in his sect worship in catacombs and are cannibals.  They eat the flesh 

of their human/god!”   

A woman added, 

 “That woman claims to be the mother of Yahweh.  What blasphemy!”   

Upon hearing all this John tried to step past his father to give reply but Mithridates held him back 

with a strong hand.  At this point, a city official called a lictor, who answered to the magistrate, 

stepped forward and declared, 

 “We will allow no disruption of the common order.  This sect, that claims its own king, 

will not be tolerated!”   

Mithridates closed the door to his house firmly and walked into the middle of the crowd-turned 

mob.  He stared for the briefest moment at every one of the people assembled.  Despite his small 

stature, this had the effect of quieting them all to shame.  He then said, 

 “You are talking about my son and an honored guest in my home.  Nothing good will be 

accomplished by this rude assemblage.  You will disperse now and go home and think about how 

one should deal with controversial issues among one’s friends and neighbors.”   

Everyone turned and started walking away quietly, except the elder, who patted Mithridates on 

the shoulder and said, 

 “You’ve got a mess to clean up here, my friend.  This isn’t over.”   

Mithridates replied with resignation, 

 “I know.  It’s just begun.” 

Chapter 7: The Exodus 
 

The household had heard every word over the courtyard wall.  When Mithridates came back 

inside, the slaves, who had been eavesdropping, dispersed to their normal duties, leaving only the 

family gathered round.  Adolphus stood sheltering Rachel protectively.  Mithridates nodded to 

him and said, 

 “Why don’t you leave us to do some strategizing?”   

Adolphus then said to Rachel, 

 “How about  you show me that new doll you mentioned?”   

Rachel then answered excitedly, 

 “Yes, she’s got the nicest hair and her arms and legs bend!”   

As they left, Mithridates said to Trophima, Maryam and John, 
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 “Let’s go sit down.”   

They went to a shaded corner of the courtyard surrounded by yellow jasmine in bloom.  

Trophima ordered food and drink to be brought. The slaves returned Abrianna to Maryam’s 

arms.  Exchanging only pleasantry’s, they ate squash soup flavored with garlic, leeks, hyssop, 

mallows and chard.  

John finally asked his father, 

 “How bad was it?”  

 “Hard to tell.  Rumors will probably just get worse.  More formal action from the 

synagogue and or the city may arise.” 

 “It sounds like it’s time for me to leave,” Maryam interjected flatly. 

 “You may stay as long as you like!” Mithridates stated firmly while Trophima gasped 

and writhed in her seat.   

Maryam responded, “That is both gracious and brave of you, Mithridates, but there is no 

need for you to jeopardize your position in the community nor put your family at risk.  I don’t 

feel comfortable in the city anyway.  The pharmacist told me about a place with three springs in 

the hills not far from here. Could I settle there?  Or should I just return to Judea?”  

Mithridates answered, 

 “This city is so claustrophobic, whoever goes two miles out of town may as well be in 

Gaul!”   

Trophima finally spoke, 

 “John, dear, what will you do?”  

 “I’m afraid I’m lost to Ephesus too.  I opened my mouth and started a riot.  I think there 

are those who would listen here but not to a boy whom they knew in diapers.  Someone else will 

have to teach them.”   

Mithridates stated conclusively, 

 “Alright, we will take a temporary shelter and provisions for Maryam, John and the baby 

and head to three springs.  If things look promising there, I will build a permanent home for 

Maryam and John will plot his course from there.” 

XXXX 

Trophima had been in tears most of the day as preparations were made to move John and 

Maryam out.  She was in too much shock to know if she were mourning the almost certain loss 

of her beloved John to his cockeyed mission or the almost equally probable reduction of her 

social standing.   
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Another possibility was a nagging guilt that she had brought all this on.  There was also an 

aspect of doubt for her regarding Maryam.  Trophima had been quick to judge her as a pariah, 

but the strange woman was not so easily dismissed.  Trophima’s machinations had not been 

sufficient to forestall a firestorm around Maryam and Trophima allowed herself to consider the 

remotest possibility that something bigger was at play.   

However, it takes too much effort to completely change your way of thinking and Trophima 

would soon be back to complete acceptance of all she used to think was important. 

John couldn’t help checking in on his mother again and again.   This was a futile way to try and 

ensure that their current plan was enough to prevent her from suffering some horrible fate 

because of him.   

Yet John was caught up in the excitement of a new adventure.  There was nothing left for him 

here except poor Rachel, whose heart he would break.  She had expected to have him home 

again forever and, in her little girl’s mind, construed the current events as little more than a 

camping trip.  She hurried about helping with this or that, caught up vicariously in her brother’s 

excitement, begging to be brought along.  Her mother finally relented and Rachel, walking on 

air, added her few things to the oxcart.   

XXXX 

Needed supplies were delivered early the next morning and Mithridates completed arrangements 

with his business partner, Mazaeus, and Adolphus to allow Mithridates to be gone for awhile. 

Mithridates had purchased a young slave named Zehra who had lost a baby in childbirth to be a 

wet nurse to Abrianna.  Zehra had grown up in the area, was educated, and could therefore help 

translate from the local dialects to the Greek as necessary.  

Maryam was aghast that her attempt to save one girl from slavery contributed to another’s 

bondage but accepted the situation as expedient. The contingent included Mithridates, John, 

Maryam, Rachel Zehra, Abrianna and a handful of other slaves.  They all walked ahead of the 

oxcart and, despite their early departure, gathered a troupe of hangers-on who alternately offered 

derisive comments and encouragement.   

The pilgrims arrived at three springs in late afternoon.  Maryam recognized the grove she had 

seen in her vision although there were no girls to be seen.  She said simply, 

 “This will do.”    

And they set up camp.  It wasn’t long before the whole grove was filled with people, as those 

who came for water spread the news over the hillside.  Many of the residents had never been to 

Ephesus but some knew of Mithridates, his fortune derived from fabrics and his famous arch.  

The locals earned their livings raising grapes, goats, vegetables, wheat, olives and figs.  They 

lived in small stone homes scattered along the mountainside on any level patch of ground.   

John introduced Maryam circumspectly, given the hubbub he had created before with the whole 

truth, 
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 “My grandmother wishes to end her life in the countryside.  She is an herbalist of some 

skill and will be happy to tend to your health needs.  She has saved this baby after her 

unfortunate mother died in childbirth and this slave, who just lost a baby herself, will be mother 

to the child.  Your hospitality towards them will be considered honor done to my family.” 

John then set about with the slaves planning places for gardens and olive groves of their own. 

Of course, the residents of the three springs area considered it their great good fortune to have 

someone to tend to their aches and pains.  Any reservations they had about dealing with a woman 

from an aristocratic family were dispelled as soon as they talked to Maryam.  It wasn’t long 

before they treated her like she had always been one of them.   

Mithridates too, enjoyed his time on the hill.  When he had first earned his freedom he had taken 

a pilgrimage to his ancestral home in Gaul.  He felt doubly free walking through the primeval 

forest of his homeland.  Mithridates felt the same freedom now, but this fresh start was not his 

own, so, in two weeks, he and all but one of the slaves besides Zehra, returned to Ephesus.    

John remained on the periphery as Maryam created her new community.  He was always ready 

to see to her every need, which was ironic because Maryam always seemed to do more for him 

that he did for her, no matter what he fetched.   

But John had not been idle regarding his own role as a disciple during this settling-in period.  It 

had been less than a week since they’d come to three springs when two old family friends, Alon 

and his wife,  Jola arrived. They began by explaining they had just come up as a courtesy, as a 

way to apologize for how the community had treated him and Maryam, but they eventually 

revealed a deeper interest in what John had said in the synagogue.   

Alon asked, 

 “This new way, is it real?” 

 “He was a man, he was God,” John began simply, and then he continued, “ He was my 

friend and my savior.” We were all slow to grasp his true mission but we are all now 

emboldened to carry out his work. He even said we will have more power than he did because 

his spirit will be working for us now.  And He healed the sick and raised the dead!” 

 “This can’t be!” exclaimed Jola. 

 “You’re right.  How could Yahweh love us so much to sacrifice his own son to our 

narrow-minded self-centeredness?  That is the Good News I and his other disciples have to share.  

Salvation not through acts.  Condemnation not through your antecedents.  But eternal life 

through simply opening yourself to Yahweh’s Grace.” 

 “But isn’t this is contrary to Jewish law!?” asked Alon. 

 “Perhaps, but it is consistent with Yahweh’s message to us throughout time.  After all, 

Yahweh only started with ten commandments.  We added hundreds of our own, which had their 

purpose in their time.  The question remains the same as the first commandment:  How does one 

love Yahweh with his or her whole heart?  Yeshua gives us an intercessor with the Almighty.  

He has lived and suffered as one of us, yet did not sin.”   
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 “How can any of us meet that mark?”  responded Jola. 

 “We can’t, but we can rely on the Christ for everything,” answered John. 

 “Like the Mother Provider Artemis?” asked Jola.   

John then said, 

 “Artemis is a glimmer of Yahweh.  Yeshua IS Yahweh.”   

 “Isn’t it just a matter of opinion, then?”  questioned Alon.   

 “Yahweh is Yahweh.  The issue is how we perceive him and then what we do about it.  

Basically, because Yahweh is infinite, we are all infinitely ignorant about Yahweh.  Ignorance is 

not a crime, but we must share what we know.  Your choices based on your knowledge 

determine your fate.” 

 “Must we all be rabbis then?” asked Alon.   

 “Salvation is not a matter of scholarship, although enlightenment can come from studying 

Yahweh’s history with mankind.  But we live here and now.  Yahweh has a purpose for us in the 

present.  Yahweh taps on all our shoulders constantly trying to get us to wake up and see his 

Providence.  We must simply turn and acknowledge him, each in our own way, and he will 

reveal each of our true selves and we will slowly be freed from our own images of ourselves.  

This is what he meant when he said we must give up our lives to gain them.” 

 “The problem is then that we too often put ourselves before Yahweh?”  asked Jola. 

 “Exactly.” 

 “But that doesn’t just clear things up! How do we know what’s Yahweh and what’s us?”  

exclaimed Alon. 

 “That’s the mystery.  We need to always be checking and we will often fail.  There may 

even be a time when we can’t tell the difference because we have come so far.  What we can 

hope for is clarity amid confusion.” 

 “There is a beauty in that,” stated Jola. 

 “Yes, it gives one purpose regardless of the situation.  It keeps the focus on our behavior 

instead of others’ and it means we are never alone in our troubles.  The Creator of this whole vast 

universe is there with us.”  

Chapter 8:  A Fledgling Church 
 

After several months in the hills it was clear to John that Maryam was settled and, despite her 

protests, Mithridates had a fine stone house built for her.  The main room was rectangular with a 

domed roof and a round back wall.  It gave Maryam plenty of room to receive her patients and 

guests.  Attached was a smaller room that Maryam slept in.  By the time the house was finished, 
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Maryam was fully independent.  She was usually paid in kind for her remedies and other 

neighbors just looked after her.  Zehra had weaned Abrianna by this time but begged to stay with 

Maryam.  They had become a close knit family of grandmother, mother and daughter.  Maryam’s 

insistence on having no slaves, and Mithridates’ growing respect for Maryam gave him little 

choice but to free Zehra and so he did.   

That left John the odd man out.  But that one meeting with Alon and Jola led to others.  Alon and 

Jola brought friends with them.  They started gathering in Ephesus and John would sometimes 

join them.  The movement grew and John came up with a secret symbol to identify meeting 

places.  He used the first two Greek letters for the word Christ, Chi and Rho, and placed them in  

a circle symbolizing eternity:                

 

Most people upon seeing this circle with six spokes construed it to be a child’s game.   

The meetings included men and women together.  This alone would have been enough to get 

them all arrested if they were found out.  This new sect promised salvation for all, so those who 

were marginalized or otherwise powerless were drawn to it.  Maryam would often join the 

meetings and when she spoke John was reminded of how far he had to go.   But Maryam was 

always very encouraging, even when John got too full of himself.  

Yeshua left no instructions for how to build his Church.  The disciples wrote letters to each other 

and argued constantly.  Maryam’s third son, James, was a leader of the movement in Jerusalem 

and kept them informed of events there.  His letters to Maryam often included brotherly advice 

to John.   

Everyone was risking his or her life dabbling in this revolutionary ideology.  The earth had never 

before seen a movement where the power of Yahweh himself could be channeled through 

individuals of all genders and tribes for their own salvation and the benefit of all humanity.  The 

earth was one of kings and slaves.  You only had worth if you had power exercised through 

coercion.  This was a whole new way and it turned things upside down.  It was equally inspiring 

and maddening and could have simply vanished through bickering.  During one meeting where 

the men were arguing over how to add more structure to their meetings and several members 

were threatening to walk out,  Maryam stood and said, 

http://images.google.com/imgres?imgurl=http://www.londonbaystationery.com/Images/chi_rho.jpg&imgrefurl=http://www.londonbaystationery.com/?page_id=5&usg=__ju-vqywoHZNOEcTkc2LVVWh0Fms=&h=937&w=937&sz=18&hl=en&start=4&sig2=_kM85MPvOs8saoPWrBYrTg&tbnid=xb6KOY6sK8rr4M:&tbnh=148&tbnw=148&prev=/images?q=chi+rho+circle&gbv=2&hl=en&sa=G&ei=9CwASpuCKt-clQf
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 “This new way demands that each individual question his or her whole way of life—

basically to be at war with oneself.  But the reliance on Yahweh’s help with this battle brings 

peace.  We should expect that our communal method of practicing this new way should be even 

more difficult for a group than it is for each individual.  However, the key to the group’s success 

is the same as for the individual: reliance on Yahweh, and not a static Yahweh but one who 

reveals more as our ability to understand increases.  So when we get to the point of fracturing our 

little community, we must stop, ask Yahweh’s help and only start again when we find peace.  

And always remember, Yahweh’s peace is not a passive peace but an empowering one.”   

John stayed with Maryam and the new church for three years.  New leaders arose among the new 

community in Ephesus and it was large enough to not be kept secret any longer.  Maryam, 

sensing John’s growing restlessness, finally let him go, 

 “John, I release you from your promise to look after me.  You have been a dutiful and 

loving son.  Any real mother would be extremely proud of you.  You were pressed into service 

for me and could have relented at any time.  You’ve given me a new family and a new 

community and a new purpose.  It’s time now for you to find yours.  I will always regard you as 

my son.  My gratitude knows no bounds.  Go in peace and return in glory.”    

Chapter 9: Foundations Crumble 
 

47 AD 

The magma churned molasses-like sixty miles below the surface of the ancient rock as it had 

done for millennia.  This drove the continent of Africa under the Aegean subplate at a rate of a 

few inches every year.  Much of that rock would melt as it was put under unthinkable pressures 

and then met the semi-solid magma far below.  Some, however, would resist the downward 

pressure and simply push until it broke.  The calm, cobalt sea belied a terrible violence hundreds 

of feet below as behemoths clashed and mountains of rock cracked.  The subterranean shock 

waves emanated 25 miles from Ephesus but it was the surface waves arriving a minute later that 

shook the earth’s surface like it was a stiff blanket.    

Adolphus was overseeing a new mordant mixture for a particularly fine batch of linen being 

dyed with the most expensive Tyrannian mollusk ink.  As he stared at the crimson vat the tremor 

jolted the rigid stone factory.  It lasted only a few seconds.  Adolphus unconsciously peered out 

the nearest window looking for the huge men who must be shaking the building, for the mind 

automatically uses what it knows to try to make sense of the unexplainable.  Then he heard a 

crack of the building’s footings and looked up in time to see the heavy adobe roof falling in on 

him.   

In town the earthquake toppled the statue of Nike in the city center and knocked a few things off 

shelves, but no one was hurt.  Mithridates had gone out to check on his arch when the runner 

reached him with the terrible news.  Despite his 57 years he made it to what was left of the 

factory within the hour.  Slaves were clearing away the rubble with bare hands and had only oak 

baskets to move the debris.  They were focusing their attention on the area where Adolphus was 

last seen.  When Mithridates arrived there were already five bodies laid out in the dust.  He made 
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a fleeting inquiry from the slave taking charge of the rescue and wordlessly got down on his 

hands and knees with the other slaves.   

After two hours of backbreaking work, the men, who were so dusty they looked like phantoms 

made of smoke, had cleared enough of the fallen roof away to find a crimson puddle where the 

Tryrian dye vat had been.  They found Adolphus’ right foot first.  The slaves nearby nodded at 

Mithridates who came over and gently brushed the crumbled adobe from around his firstborn 

son’s head.  He saw Adolphus’ chest rise slightly and was filled with a faint hope looking over 

his oddly twisted body.  Mithridates stroked his boy’s hair.  Adolphus opened his crusty eyes 

slightly and said weakly,  

 “Father!”  

Then he died.  Mithridates’ tears made chalky streaks down his face.  He sat motionless and wept 

over Adolphus for an hour until Trophima arrived and pulled him away with the help of several 

slaves. 

XXXX 

John was at Sardis when he heard the news of his brother’s death.  He had spent the last four 

years preaching at major towns in Asia Minor.  Foundling churches had arisen at Sardis, 

Pergamos, Smyrna, Thyatira, Philadelphia, and Laodicea, with his help.  The new movement had 

grown enough to be noticed by the greater Empire.   

A few years earlier, James, one of the Son’s of Thunder, who was the elder brother of the older 

apostle, John, had been beheaded by the grandson of Herod the Great.  He was the first disciple 

to be martyred.  John knew that similar fates probably awaited them all and that gave him a sense 

of renewed urgency.   

It was difficult for John to hold back his frustration over minor bickering within the new 

congregations when he saw the larger struggle as one of survival.  There was nothing more 

contentious than one’s view of religion.  By definition it was the most emotive force in a 

person’s life.  And people’s views depended much on tradition and the rituals they found comfort 

in.  This was all new ground—necessarily challenging.  And as a church leader John had to help 

the congregations decide on forms of worship that would free individuals instead of stagnate 

them.   

Fortunately, Sardis was not far from home and John was able to be by his mother’s side in a few 

days.   

Trophima was ready to end her own life by the time John arrived.  Mithridates’ heart broke when 

his son died.  He walked around the compound for days muttering curses to all the gods he knew.  

For awhile he found solace among his plant nursery but even the rich, earthy smells and stunning 

flowers couldn’t calm his aching soul.  Soon Mithridates got into bed and stayed there.  He 

hadn’t eaten since he went to dig out Adolphus and only took sips of tea with great urging.   

Trophima had always relied heavily on Mithridates’ strength and courage regardless of the 

situation.  He had overcome all the odds as he rose from slave to honored citizen.  His eldest son 
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represented the vindication of all the injustices done to Mithridates.  Adolphus would have had 

all the legitimacy that Mithridates lacked.  This last blow was just too much.   

Trophima’s fastidious attention to her appearance was the first to go.  She wandered around the 

house disheveled and aimless.  Many friends wishing to express their condolences were turned 

away.  The slaves, who were used to Trophima’s constant monitoring, didn’t know how to act in 

this vacuum and feared for their own futures.  Rachel, now 17, was doing her best to keep the 

household running, but she too was numbed by grief and uneasy in her new leadership role.  Her 

work in the Temple of Artemis had been very clearly proscribed.  

When John entered his old home, it felt like someone else’s.   

Rachel ran into his arms as if she were a toddler and said, 

 “John, praise Artemis you’re home! It’s a disaster here! Mom and dad are losing it and 

Adolphus is dead!”  John answered, 

 “I’m so sorry Rachel, dear.  I’m home now.  We’ll manage this somehow.”  He stepped 

back and took a good look at her.  Her resemblance to their mother was remarkable. 

 “My how you’ve grown,” John said softly. 

 “I sure don’t feel very old.  If this is grown-up life, I’d just as soon remain a kid,” Rachel 

answered as she plopped on the floor. 

 “I know how you feel, honey.  There’s nothing easy about growing up, that’s why some 

choose not to.  How about something to eat?”  asked John. 

 “Yeah, I’m hungry.  Nobody eats much around here anymore,” Rachel replied.   

 “Let’s have the cook make some lamb stew.  That’s your favorite, isn’t it?” asked John. 

 “Yes and some honey cakes,” responded Rachel, very childlike.   

Chapter 10:  Salvation 
 

Mithridates was dead within a week of John’s arrival.  John spent many hours praying in the 

room with him, but Mithridates was never able to acknowledge John’s presence. Trophima, 

however, gained much strength from John and it looked like life may go on for her.  Rachel too 

seemed to be back to normal as she delighted in being the little sister again.   

Trophima spent hours getting ready for the public burial of her husband and managed the 

necessary pleasantries during the ceremony.  However, as soon as they had laid Mithridates in a 

sarcophagus right next to her eldest son’s, she stood staring towards the mountains, frozen next 

to the graves.  John stepped forward and silently stood beside her.  After a few moments John 

said gently, 

 “Mother, let’s go home.” 
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 “There is nothing left for me there,” Trophima whispered. 

 “Rachel needs you…” John entreated. 

 “I have nothing left to give to anyone.  I’m not going back there,” she answered. 

 “Where will you go?” John asked 

 “I don’t know,” Trophima answered without remorse. 

 “Let’s take a little trip then.”  

John  managed to coax Trophima back to the compound to make preparations for their trip.  He 

gave instructions to the ranking slave regarding the household and informed Mazaeus, 

Mithridates’ business partner, of his plans.  A small oxcart was loaded.  Rachel and Trophima 

took turns riding in it while John walked alongside and led the beast. 

XXXX 

The girls got news of the little expedition coming up the hillside before they were in sight.  John, 

by this time, was a minor celebrity, and despite their love of their hillside community, the girls 

relished any novelty.  Abrianna, now 10 years old, was joined by half a dozen other girls whom 

Zehra had saved at Maryam’s urging.  Abrianna, being the big sister, led the little ones around 

with a mixture of bossiness and nurturing.  The girls helped as they could in the olive grove, 

vineyard and gardens.  They also gathered herbs for Maryam’s remedies as Abrianna was 

becoming a skillful herbalist’s apprentice.   

Maryam’s house had become the center of the community and if she weren’t treating someone, 

there were people around just to be near her.  A man would arrive with a measure of flour and 

say, “My son is doing so much better after you made that poultice for him” and then he would sit 

and talk awhile.  A young woman would come with some citron and sit and ask advice.  But 

what everyone loved the most was when Maryam talked about her son, Yeshua…the things he 

said and did and how he was born and how she met John and he came to bring her here.  They 

would return home and wonder that such a remarkable woman lived on their humble mountain.   

Trophima had the presence of mind to bring Maryam more fine clothes and bowed her head 

when she presented them to her but said nothing.  John explained what had happened and 

Trophima was left to enjoy the hillside and all the fresh air and freedom from the strictures of 

high society.  Rachel was delighted with all the other female company and was entranced by 

Maryam yet jealous of her closeness to John.  Rachel looked after her mother but she too was 

free from the confines of any particular role for the first time since she was a young child.   

Trophima spent two weeks mourning, thinking and eavesdropping on Maryam’s life.  She would 

often stand just within earshot of Maryam’s informal gatherings.  Finally, while they were 

talking again about the meaning of Yeshua’s life, Trophima stepped forward and asked wryly, 

 “What’s your secret?”   

Maryam turned toward Trophima and said lightheartedly, 
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 “I’ve been trying to figure that out my whole life.”   

Trophima responded vehemently, 

 “What do you mean?  You’ve lost your whole family.  You have no certain means of 

support.  You are aging well but will be feeble someday soon.  Yet you are calm and assured 

enough that all these people come to learn from you.”   

 “My dear, we all have a secret that we need to figure out, and that is, ‘Who am I 

supposed to be?’”   

Trophima, frustrated, answered angrily, 

 “What is that supposed to mean?”   

The handful of people sitting around Maryam shifted nervously.   

Maryam continued calmly, “It means that our mission in life is to be that person Yahweh created 

us to be.  Yeshua said we must give up our lives to gain them.  That’s what he meant.  We were 

born close to Yahweh and we spend our lives trying to get back to him.  We distract ourselves 

with our own images of ourselves.  We keep trying to be our own gods.  But all Yahweh wants 

us to do is see ourselves as he sees us.  You were born with a unique mission, as was I.  We each 

have our own secrets to figure out.”   

Trophima didn’t answer but collapsed where she had stood and wept violently.   

The small group gathered around her offering encouragement.  Finally, Trophima left with one 

of the women who helped put her to bed.  Trophima slept as if she were dead.   

She dreamt she was flying over Ephesus and all the people looked like they had some magical 

glow.  The sounds and smells were the same, but her friends and neighbors all looked like they 

were made of a barely tangible glowing substance, with subtle differences indicating special 

sadness, fear or joy.  The categories Trophima had placed people in such as: worthy of 

deference, social equal, no-accounts and slaves had no meaning.   

She awoke refreshed and renewed and was determined to make more sense of her life.   

Trophima immediately sought Maryam out.  She found her in the vineyard picking grapes with 

the girls.  Trophima said, “Good morning,” patted the youngest girls on the head, watched for 

awhile, and then started to help.  After about an hour, Trophima asked, 

 “Learning my secret, how do I begin?”  

 “All Yahweh needs is a seeker.  You could just start talking to him.  If no one were really 

there to answer you haven’t lost a thing.  You could get down on your knees and ask for help.” 

 “Sounds embarrassing,” answered Trophima.   

 “Humbling, yes.  But if Yahweh is Yahweh he knows everything you’ve ever done 

anyway,” responded Maryam. 
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 “Is it like when you were little and you thought you had secrets from your mother and 

eventually you find out she knew what was going on all along?”  

 “Exactly.  The beginning place is a realization of your complete dependence on Yahweh.  

The end place is a complete acceptance of this fact.” 

 “It sounds hard,” said Trophima. 

 “Yes and no.  It’s like a love affair with the greatest lover on earth, except more so.  

Often it seems too good to be true but the more love sought the more is expected.” 

 “So you get your heart broken again and again?” stated Trophima. 

 “Until you are whole.  It’s quite a lot to take in that the Creator of the universe loves and 

cares about you, a mere speck.”  The girls all listened intently, although they were used to such 

talk around their grandmother, they remained fascinated, each at their own level of 

comprehension.  One of the younger girls asked, 

 “Am I just a speck, Grama?”  

Maryam laughed and answered, 

 “Callisto, you indeed are of small stature but to Yahweh your heart is as big as this earth, 

and he loves you more than even I do.” 

 “Grama, that’s not possible!”  Callisto answered as she bounded over and hugged 

Maryam, who answered, 

 “I’m glad you think so, dear.” 

XXXX 

The next day Maryam was sitting in the shade rubbing some mint salve into her knees while 

Trophima and the girls were squishing the grapes with their bare feet in a stone vat.  Trophima 

was gaining courage trying things she’d never done before.  Rachel, when she first saw her mom 

with her robe tied up around her waist and her purple feet, laughed out loud.  Trophima gave her 

a taunting glace and then said, 

 “Yes, your aristocratic mother is doing the work of slaves now.  That is funny.  But I’m 

tired of ordering other people around who have no choice but to obey and I feel as if I’m tasting 

life more richly now.  This wine is going to be good! Why don’t you join us?”   

During a break in the winemaking, Trophima sat next to Maryam and asked, 

“Why does Yahweh allow suffering, if he loves us so much?”  

Maryam sighed, thought for a moment, then answered, “Life is indeed harsh and short for most 

of us.  As women we risk death with each child.  I have my salves and infusions but there is little 

we can do about a pantheon of diseases arrayed against us.  Each infection could be our last. 

Tyranny is everywhere. The Romans can do as they wish.  Our larders are at the mercy of rains 
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and droughts.  Each time a boat leaves harbor we must be prepared to never see the sailors 

again.”   

 Maryam continued, 

 “Most people respond to the vagaries of life by taking as much as they can as fast as they 

can.  They don’t see life as a gift but a death sentence.” 

 “I never thought of it that way.”  

 “So let’s say you had to decide each day if you got to live or not.  What would you 

choose?  

 “Life, of course.”  

 “And how would you live it if you were asked each day?” queried Maryam. 

 “As fully as possible,” answered Trophima. 

 “In our short sightedness we see only the difficulties of life—what others have and we 

don’t—when, in fact, each moment of our lives is a miracle—that we can see and feel and love is 

a choice none of us would deny ourselves except in the bleakest situations,” said Maryam. 

 “And there are bleak and terrible situations. Ones we can’t imagine a loving Yahweh 

could allow.  To those situations there are two answers… One was given to Job, ‘Where were 

you when I laid the corners of the universe?’ Another was Yeshua’s death on the cross.  Yahweh 

allowed his own son to be ridiculed, tortured and killed.” 

 “Why would he do that?” asked Trophima. 

 “We are not Yahweh’s toys—like Jupiter or Zeus and the others.  Our goal shouldn’t be 

to appease Yahweh to get what we want.  We are Yahweh’s children. Children can be guided 

and taught but they must find their own way.  Parents don’t want platitudes from their children, 

but genuine love and respect. Every moment of our lives we are completely dependent on 

Yahweh’s providence.  Yet we spend most of our energy trying to deny our mortality by acting 

like we are our own gods—that we are in control. However, we can’t even control one beat of 

our hearts.”  

“All we are really in control of is our own ability to love Yahweh or not—to bring 

Yahweh’s way to the earth by fostering the justice we all so crave.  Right now, in Claudius’ 

empire, people are being killed because of their belief in Yeshua.  James, one of his disciples, 

was beheaded.” 

“Your second son, James?” Trophima asked nervously. 

“No, my son too is in danger but James was the first of Yeshua’s twelve disciples to be 

taken.”   

Maryam continued, 
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“All he had to do to avoid that fate was deny Yeshua.  Claudius has already made one 

purge of our believers from Rome, suggesting more martyrs to come.” 

 “How many believers with such courage would it take to change the world forever?  If it 

were so, what would Yahweh have accomplished through us?” 

“Finally, we have no idea how our suffering compares to Yahweh’s suffering when his 

children do terrible things to one another.”    

XXXX 

The next day they were all out gathering resin from terebinth trees to help keep the wine from 

spoiling.  Small diagonal cuts had been put in the trunks, the resin oozed and then hardened, but 

it was still sticky enough that the girls’ fingers stuck together and to each other with great 

delight.  Maryam and Trophima walked slowly from tree to tree while Rachel actually tried to 

retrieve some resin from the other girls’ play.  Trophima continued their serious discussion from 

the previous two days, 

 “How is one to make sense of all these competing religions?  Is your son’s way the only 

way now?  Will there be another ‘only way’ later?”   

Maryam answered,  

 “Yeshua said if you do what he teaches you can know him without knowing his name.  

Any pursuit of the truth is worthwhile.  His teaching was very simple: love Yahweh with your 

whole heart and love your neighbor as yourself.  Neither is easy.  But he changed the world 

forever by simply influencing twelve others.  Each of us can change the lives of at least twelve 

people.” 

“Man’s main problem has been putting constraints on Yahweh.  Yahweh showed through 

Yeshua’s death that his mercy is limitless. Man takes his own failings and mixes it with his 

religion.  It’s not about power.  It’s not about dominance.  It’s about self-sacrifice, humility, 

openness, agape. Humans form tribes for self-protection.  The truth is Yahweh loves all people.  

If your messiah won’t save me and my messiah won’t save you, than we’re not talking about the 

same Yahweh.”   

Trophima twisted a blade of grass into knots for awhile and then asked,  “You suggested 

we were all created for a unique mission.  If Yahweh knows what’s going to happen, isn’t he just 

controlling everything anyway?” 

 “Yahweh created time.  He is outside it.  He knows what’s going to happen but that 

doesn’t mean He has or has not determined what’s going to happen.” 

 “You said Yeshua spoke of an afterlife, everlasting life.  Is there a heaven and a hell?” 

 “Yahweh has given me a vision of heaven.  You arrive in a place full of a multitude of 

people whom you’ve never met but you feel like you’ve known them as close friends your whole 

life—because you all are now totally certain of Yahweh’s abiding grace.” 

 “What about hell?” 
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 “Human justice would like an eternal prison for evildoers.  Yeshua’s consistent message 

was ‘Who among you is without sin, guilt and error?’  Judgment should be left to Yahweh.  Is 

there a hell?  I’m not sure such a place exists unless it’s right here on earth for those people in 

such pain they must persecute others and hate themselves.”   

“A place where countless souls are in permanent misery would be a waste of Yahweh’s 

creation.  I don’t think He wastes anything.  The worst tragedies may have positive effects that 

we can’t comprehend.  Each sin is a chance for the sinner to repent or someone else to wake up 

and serve or learn how to forgive.” 

“The fact is, the closer we get to Yahweh the more we are aware of how far we miss the 

mark, but at least we know where we are going.  Those furthest from Yahweh’s plan for them 

live in constant fear and insecurity and indeed suffer their own internal hell.  Their remorse upon 

learning the truth of Yahweh’s Grace after death may be great, but his mercy must be greater, or 

he isn’t Yahweh.” 

XXXX 

Trophima let Maryam’s words resonate in her nascent soul.  She allowed herself to just be for a 

time.   

Then she started praying.  She listed her blessings and fears and doubts and failures and lifted 

them all up to Yahweh.  “I can do nothing without you…” she said again and again.  She began 

to read the Hebrew Scriptures and learn the history of Maryam and her husband’s people for the 

first time.  She found the psalms beautifully expressed the range of emotions she was now 

feeling and was moved by the sense of Yahweh’s involvement in history which pervaded the 

books.  Artemis and her kin seemed more and more random and fickle.   

Then one day, Trophima felt she had a new life ahead of her.  It was frightening but nowhere 

near as scary as a life built on the opinions of others.  She felt like her life was her very own for 

the first time.  And Trophima began to feel more and more like she was not alone.   

Trophima started speaking in the informal assemblies around Maryam and sharing her sense of 

journey.  She voiced questions she had aloud and sometimes was helped by others’ experience 

and sometimes not.  It became more and more clear that no one could answer the detailed 

questions for her, or what this or that event in her life meant, it was her own secret to decipher.  

Trophima tried to be as helpful as possible with the girls and was especially aware of Rachel for 

the first time in a long while.  Maryam said a sure sign of emotional health is your ability to 

reach out to others and Trophima felt a growing urge to be of service.   

Chapter 10: The Reckoning 
 

50 AD 

His name was Tolga, which means “war helmet”.  His whole aspect conveyed the sense of battle 

within and without.  He was short and fitful, with a bald head constantly perspiring. Tolga made 

his living in others’ misery but his own was palpable.  He was a slaver.  His role was despicable 
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yet so essential to Roman society in Ephesus that he had connections all the way to the 

proconsul, Lucius Mestrius Florus, who had the power of the emperor himself in Ephesus.   

As a native of Asia Minor, Tolga had barely escaped slavery himself but managed early on to use 

his knowledge of the terrain to simultaneously make his services indispensible and himself 

barely visible to the authorities.  His trade in the cast-off girl babies of Ephesus was a side-line 

for Tolga and he noticed, in the last few years, that the supply of infants from the hill near the 

Temple of Artemis was dwindling.  Tolga had launched a simple investigation and found that a 

strange woman, living in the nearby hills, was responsible for saving several dozen girls.  Tolga 

decided this activity was egregious enough to come out of the shadows, so he contacted the 

proconsul directly. 

After all, without slaves there could be no Empire, and without a fresh supply of slaves for the 

brothel, the men in Ephesus would have to content themselves with their wives! 

XXXX 

Trophima’s new life had made her barely recognizable in town.  Her attire was simple.  Her 

beauty no longer contrived.  Even her movements were more subtle.  Trophima’s old friends 

noticed she talked less but more intensely.  She had few old friends left and realized a handful of 

people, whom she hadn’t considered her friends before, meant much more to her now.   

Trophima rarely returned to town anymore but went periodically to get provisions for Maryam’s 

community and to check on her late husband’s affairs, primarily for Rachel’s benefit.  She was in 

the agora buying nard from India for Maryam’s richer unguents and arranging delivery of 

sorghum and millet to augment their grain supply.  She was haggling over the price of the nard 

when the mother of Daphne, a previous love interest of John’s, approached her excitedly. 

Daphne’s mother, Thalia, had sold flowers in the agora for the last 25 years.  She was one of the 

people Trophima had known most of her life but only recently befriended.   

 “Trophima dear! So glad you came down today! I was just trying to figure out how to get 

word to you!” 

 “Is something wrong?!”  Trophima asked anxiously. 

 “Well, do you know Dishtar, who regularly delivers meat to the proconsul’s house?” 

asked Thalia. 

 “Yes, I have bought whole herds from him in my lifetime!”  

 “Well, he had taken over several fine lambs the other day, when he saw a notorious slaver 

named Tolga leaving the proconsul’s house.  One of the kitchen slaves reported Tolga had 

complained to the proconsul about a woman who had taken babies from the Artemis hill and cut 

into his business.” 

 “Maryam?” asked Trophima anxiously. 

 “It must be.  The proconsul promised to ‘take care of it’.  Lictors could be dispatched at 

any moment to arrest her.” 
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 “Oh my God!”  Trophima exclaimed, as she dropped her parcels, turned and ran. 

XXXX 

Two days later the officious looking squad marched up the hill towards three springs.  The lictor 

and three soldiers upheld their decorum on the wide rutted road but, as the trail narrowed to a 

jagged footpath, and they had to duck under branches and meander around large stones, they  

looked foolish trying to appear serious.  However,  approaching Maryam’s house there was no 

question about the gravity of their task.  Neighbors looked on in fear or with blank, frozen 

expressions as the police entered her home. 

XXXX 

An example was to be made of her and the masses entertained at the same time.  The theater 

floor had been covered with sand to soak up the blood of the gladiators and other victims.  A 

retarius had just thrown his net and missed.  The sectore pushed once with his shield to bind his 

opponent’s arms then thrust upwards with his gladius, or short sword, which passed through the 

retarius’ abdomen under his ribs and split his heart in two.  The retarius died without even a 

gasp.  The crowd came to their feet and cheered, even the spectators who had bet on the loser.   

The crowd quieted as the curious blasphemer was brought out with her wrists tied in front of her.  

The soldier leading her brought her to a large post, raised her hands over her head and hung the 

bound wrists to an iron hook on the post.  The motion barely moved the pristine white linen 

shawl hanging loosely over the woman’s head so that only her chin was visible.  Only the soldier 

could hear the victim praying quietly.  Her fine woad blue cloak shown like the Mediterranean 

sky in the dimly lit theater in early evening.  An announcement was made about the worshipper 

of Yeshua and the self-proclaimed mother of the Jewish God.  A shout rose from the crowd for 

her blood.  Tolga sat in the front row with a twisted smile.   

Then a huge black bull stormed out of a side door with vapor steaming from its nostrils.  The 

fearsome beast pawed the ground with its front hooves, kicked with its rear legs and thrust its 

massive horns cruelly.  Two bestiari, gladiators specializing in fighting animals, trailed the bull 

with spears.  They wore horns themselves and moved deftly, like phantoms, as their own lives 

depended on swiftness.  They goaded the bull with their spears and he thrust wildly at them.   

The bestiari played the bull so that with each parry he came closer and closer to the condemned 

woman.  The crowd grew louder with each step.  The soldier retreated a safe distance.  When the 

bull was two feet away from the stake the beast stopped and stared at the woman curiously.  He 

sniffed, pawed the ground at her feet gently and then was stuck in his left flank by one of the 

gladiators.  Reflexively he swung his massive head to the left and ran the woman through.  The 

bull stood back in seeming remorse and didn’t react to the next few assaults from his tormentors.  

Then finally, he too was pierced through the heart by a spear. 

XXXX 

Maryam’s friends were risking their own lives but, when the hubbub died down, they ran out and 

cut Trophima’s body down from the stake.  Trophima had run directly from the market to begin 

orchestration of this elaborate ruse.  The first thing she had to do was get Maryam off the 

mountain.  She told Maryam that John needed her in Sardis and sent Maryam, Zahra and the 
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older girls on their way.  Then she planted conspirators along the path up the hill whom would 

point the police squad in the right direction and confirm Trophima’s appearance as Maryam’s.  

The interrogation was the only remaining hazard.  Mazaeus, Mithridates’ old business partner, 

was able to confirm for Trophima that she would not be tried by people who could have known 

her.  The proconsul had only been in Ephesus for the last two years and hadn’t even met 

Trophima.  After that she merely had to keep her face covered in the theater.  Trophima had 

asked Rachel’s permission before consummating her plan.  Of course Rachel resisted her 

mother’s sacrifice but relented reluctantly when Trophima said she wanted her life to mean 

something at last.  Poor Rachel was left to explain the events to Maryam and John afterwards.   

Chapter 11:  The Convert 
 

54 AD 

He carried his 50 years with the paradox that was his life.  For as long as he could remember he 

had trouble seeing, so he squinted even more so than was required in the mid-day sun, but his 

eyes revealed a startling depth.  His legs were bowed but he was fit and strong.  His tentmaker’s 

hands had age spots but were calloused and powerful.  He had dark, full eyebrows belying his 

birth in Tarsus, but had spent most of his life far from home. He had vehemently fought against 

one religion only to become its principal advocate.  His new name was Paul and he had just spent 

the last two years traveling through his native Asia Minor preaching the good news.  It was not 

thought such by all, however, as he had been chased repeatedly by Jewish mobs who didn’t agree 

with Paul that the messiah had already come in the form of Yeshua.   

Paul arrived with two adamant colleagues, Aquila, and his wife Priscilla.  Emperor Claudius had 

recently ordered all Jews to leave Rome, where Aquila and Priscilla had lived, so they found 

themselves in Corinth while Paul was staying there. They too were tentmakers and had met in 

the market looking for similar supplies. It wasn’t long before they were convinced by Paul’s 

message of renewal and begged to come with him on his journeys.  Close quarters and their 

harried existence had bred an easy familiarity among the three.  They were joking about Paul’s 

stiff back and squinting eyes when John met them at the pier.  John introduced himself and they 

exchanged kisses on the cheek. 

 “Dear brother, you were beloved of Yeshua himself, what an honor to meet you!” said 

Paul. 

 “It was my great privilege to have known him in the flesh, but you represent our future of 

knowledge of him through faith alone,” replied John. 

 “I didn’t have much choice!” replied Paul. 

 “I know that’s the way it feels for those courageous enough but you could have escaped 

your call easily enough,” answered John. 

 “Or not been so zealous in your conversion of the whole world!” added Priscilla as 

Aquila nodded assent. 
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 “Ah, is that what I’m doing?” joked Paul, “I thought I was an old, creaky man running for 

his life!” 

 “We have been mainly working through Jewish communities here in this western part of 

Asia Minor.  Your thrust to reach non-Jews too is quite commendable.  I want to hear all about it, 

but let’s get you all off the docks first!” concluded John.   

Their trip up the hill through town reminded John of his return to Ephesus with Maryam 15 years 

ago.  He had returned a boy-man full of naïve faith that had since killed his own mother and 

fortified John into a stalwart preacher and strategist for his Lord, despite constant family-like 

squabbles among his new congregants and constant danger.  It was a lonely road and John was 

buoyed up by the arrival of these three fresh faces, with their own approach and successes to 

share.  After a fortifying lunch of lamb and vegetable stew, along the road from the pier to the 

city, John took his companions to his old home next to the agora.   

John’s sister Rachel, now 40 years old, had taken over the household since her mother’s death 

and turned it into the headquarters for their community of saved girls.  There were no slaves 

anymore.  Rachel had freed everyone and given them the choice to stay or go.  A handful had 

stayed and now worked with the girls to earn their livings by tailoring the fine fabrics still made 

in Mithridates’ and Mazaeus’ factory.  Despite the community’s growth, they kept a low profile 

behind the compound’s walls. Mazaeus was very happy to have reliable tailors right in town and 

managed most of the community’s outside affairs.  Everyone got out mainly by visiting Maryam 

in the hills, leaving by ones and twos.   

When Paul, Aquila and Priscilla entered the courtyard, they all looked around in awe.  Priscilla 

finally exclaimed, 

 “This place is run by women!” 

Her husband, Aquila, answered, 

“Isn’t everyplace?  I learned long ago who was really in charge!”   

 “Perhaps, behind the scene,” contributed Paul, “But this community is 100% female!”   

Rachel had just stepped up to meet her guests and answered, 

 “Only through necessity, I’m afraid.  We’re not Amazons! But I guess I’m the female-in-

charge.”   

John hugged his sister tightly and introduced everyone. 

 “My, you have traveled far and wide.  It must be exciting but arduous,” Rachel said after 

hearing where they had been.   

They all sat down in the shaded courtyard and drank wine spiced with crushed iris and sweetened 

with dried pomegranate.  Paul responded after a long draught of the delicious wine, 

 “I was a Pharisee, trained in rabbinical law by the famous Gamaliel himself, and I was an 

adamant  persecutor of the followers of Yeshua, who had all rejected our rules.  I stood by and 
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held everyone’s cloaks while Stephen was stoned, for example.  I had asked for permission, and 

received it, to root out these blasphemers wherever they hid.  While I was on the road to 

Damascus to do more damage, I was blinded and told by a voice to stop persecuting Yeshua’s 

followers.  After that a man named Ananius laid his hands on me, reluctantly, because he knew 

what horrors I had performed, and the scales fell from my eyes.  But not completely, to remind 

me of where I had been.  Since then I have really had no home except among the blind of all 

kinds.”   

Aquila added, 

 “I was lost in the dark until I heard Paul preach.  His words of redemption through faith 

and not birth or actions rang true and have enabled my wife and I to find peace in our 

restlessness.”   

Priscilla asked Rachel, 

 “So what is this place?”  

Rachel answered, 

 “My father was Mithridates, a freed slave and successful businessman dealing in dyed 

cloth.  He is dead as is his eldest son.  My mother sacrificed herself to save Maryam, the mother 

of Yeshua, who started saving cast-off girls from Ephesus.  That leaves John and me, who have 

turned this place into a refuge for the girls.  Others are still in the hills with Maryam.”   

 “Unbelievable!” Paul gasped, and continued, “The mother of Yeshua?  Here?  James told 

me she was here with you, but to now be so close… When can we meet her?” 

John replied,  

 “It is only a half-day’s walk.”    

Chapter 12: It is Begun 
 

The jasmine was in bloom, the valleys lush with new growth.  It was late morning and the dew 

was clearing from the ground.  The dampness leant a heaviness to the air and made breathing 

richer.  The travelers were far from city dust and religious turmoil, just enjoying being alive as 

they climbed towards Maryam’s house.  Aquila and Priscilla held hands like new lovers while 

John and Paul walked more slowly behind, in serious conversation.  It was getting rarer and rarer 

to have met someone who had known Yeshua personally and Paul had countless questions: What 

did he look like?  What did he sound like?  What kind of personal life did he have?  John tried to 

answer as well as he could but realized the more he tried to describe the man, the less important 

the details seemed. 

 “Paul, he spoke to you, you know him as well as I do now,” John concluded.   

Paul queried,  
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 “How can that be?”   

John answered, 

 “Yeshua was everyman in terms of his appearance and daily life, but his spirit was 

otherworldly.  This, his spirit, is what you know.   And what is available now, still, to all 

humanity.  This is the great mystery, the good news, that we must share, that we have literally 

given up our lives for.”   

 “That’s gracious of you, but to be able to touch him, to listen to him speak about ordinary 

things!”   

 “Yes, well, this I miss…” John answered.   

 “Tell me about his mother,” said Paul.   

 “She should be about 62 years old now.  She moves much more stiffly and can’t see very 

well anymore. However, her voice is still like that of a young woman.  Her cadence is so 

soothing I love to just hear her talk without listening to the words.   She wastes no words except 

when she talks about her family, old and new, and new treatment ideas.  She’s an herbalist, you 

know.   Her neighbors adore her.  People come to see her from all over the empire, although 

Maryam’s life was at risk for a time because of her fame.  She has knowledge no one else could 

ever have but remains humble to the last.”   

Paul furrowed his full brow and asked, 

 “What do you mean, her life was at risk?”  John quieted for a moment, then continued 

with measured words, 

 “Not so much for her religion as for saving cast-off girl babies.  A slaver brought these 

activities to the proconsul’s attention and she was summarily condemned to death in the arena.  

However, my own mother heard of this and arranged to take her place surreptitiously.” 

 “Oh my!” Paul gasped. 

John said,  

 “Yes, it was all over before anyone could intervene.  Of course Maryam wouldn’t have 

allowed it.”  

 “Your mother must have been very devoted to her.”  

 “Yes, Maryam really helped her find purpose in life.  Everyone involved said she was 

certain this is what she wanted.”  

 “Well, we’re all in pretty deep, eh?”  

XXXX 
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Maryam was out in the yard, as usual, under her favorite mulberry tree.  The dappled sunlight 

made her look ethereal as she raised her eyes to meet John and his companions.  John came 

under the tree and kissed her on the cheek, 

 “Mother,” he said, “We have visitors from far away.  Paul, from Tarsus, has been taking 

the message to the gentiles and his companions, Priscilla and Aquila, fled Rome due to the 

Emperor’s edict.”   

Maryam said quietly, 

 “It is begun.”   

John asked, 

 “What mother?”   

 “The birth pains.  A new way.  Yeshua’s kingdom is won one soul at a time. It started 

with the Jews.  Now this Paul will take him to the world.” 

 “Dear lady, I am but a poor, old tentmaker slightly inspired,” Paul said bending down to 

take her hand.   

 “And I was an insignificant girl given a choice to bear the son of Yahweh.  Yeshua 

himself could have refused his cup, but He let Yahweh’s will be done.  It’s no different for any 

of us, really.  The gift is there for the receiving.  We are each like a stream through which 

Yahweh can do his work-- if we keep the way clear within us.  We believers remain in this world 

but we are not of it, although we cling to it.  Yahweh does not give begrudgingly as we feel we 

deserve.   Come. Let me put my hands on you.”   

Paul knelt down before Maryam and she placed both her aging hands gently on his head, and, 

after a time, said, 

 “Dear Lord, here is your servant Paul, whom you have chosen as your emissary to the 

world.  It is a new time for your glory to be seen by all.  Bless this man by granting him the 

courage to ask you for big things.  As you said, ‘Ask and ye shall receive’.  You also said we 

could do greater things than Yeshua now that his spirit is with us.  We don’t believe this could 

possibly be true.  Help us with our unbelief.”   

Paul felt a sure knowledge of wellbeing come over him.  He gazed into Maryam’s eyes, saw a 

fiery serenity and was emboldened.  Aquila and Priscilla stood in tears.  Maryam soon came out 

of her trance and said to them, 

 “I’m sorry dears, I tend to get right to business.  My life is complete now that I have met 

this man.  My name is Maryam, please make yourselves comfortable.”   

One of the girls brought them all strong mint tea, sweetened with honey.  After they got settled, 

Maryam asked Priscilla and Aquila, 

 “How was your trip along the southern coast?  Did you stop at Rhodes?”  

 Priscilla answered, 
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“Yes, and we saw the remains of the Colossus.  Although felled by an earthquake some 

200 years ago, the remnants are truly stupendous.  The fingers are as tall as most statues and 

even Aquila couldn’t wrap his arms around one of the thumbs!”   

“I can’t imagine,” answered Maryam, and then she asked Paul,  

 “Sir, with all your travels have you happened to meet my third son, James, in Jerusalem?  

I just received a letter from him.  He is a priest at the temple and he speaks of some tension given 

his position that his brother, Yeshua, was the messiah.”   

Paul answered, 

 “Of course there will be conflict, especially from those who feel they have the most to 

lose, but James is clearly such a good man, that there is much support for him, even at the 

temple.  Barnabus and I were proselytizing in Phoenicia three years ago when we were 

dispatched to Jerusalem to get a ruling from your son on the matter of circumcision among the 

gentiles being a requirement for salvation.”   

Priscilla interjected, 

 “I guess we women can never be saved!”    

Paul continued, 

 “Ah, good point.  But James cleared things up well.  His answer to the proponents of 

circumcision was, 

 ‘Now therefore why are you putting Yahweh to the test by placing on the neck of the 

disciples a yoke that neither our ancestors nor we have been able to bear?  On the contrary, we 

believe that we will be saved through the grace of the Lord Jesus, just as [the Gentiles] will.’” 

 “I guess that covers us!” Maryam said, smiling at Priscilla.   

Paul went on, 

 “At that time your son was vibrant and well—patient amidst all the confusion of founding 

a church.  Did you get his letter sent to the “The Dispersion’”? 

 “Yes, I would be one of the dispersed!” answered Maryam with a broad smile.  “I love 

his encouraging words to the oppressed, ‘Whenever you face trials of any kind, consider it 

nothing but joy, because you know that the testing of your faith produces endurance; and let 

endurance have its full effect, that you may be mature and lack nothing.’ And he makes it clear 

that Yahweh doesn’t tempt us, ‘…but one is tempted by one’s own desire.’”  

Paul responded, 

 “I like his admonishment to teachers because we will ‘be judged with greater strictness’. 

And ‘If any think they are religious, and do not bridle their tongues but deceive their hearts, their 

religion is worthless.’”   

 “Not deceiving our hearts seems to be the key,” Maryam answered.   
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John joined in, while he stared at Maryam, 

 “What about his focus on works going along with faith?  I wonder where he got that 

idea?”  

 Maryam flapped her hand at John as if he were a bug and went on seriously,  

 “I also like how he says, ‘Mercy triumphs over judgment.’ And ‘Show by your good life 

that your works are done with gentleness born of wisdom,’ should be above everyone’s door.  

All-in-all James has been a dear son and fine brother of Yeshua.”    

John continued, 

 “Why don’t you visit him?  Maybe it’s safer now, given the progress he’s made.”   

Maryam answered, 

 “I have wanted to go back to Jerusalem for some time.  I miss James and haven’t heard 

from either of my daughters, Seema and Talia in a long while.”   

 “If it’s dangerous for your son it will certainly be dangerous for you,” said Priscilla. 

 “Yahweh has told me I have two years left.  Large sacrifices have been made on my 

behalf,” Maryam said as she bowed her head to John.  “I don’t know what I have left to give.  I 

count all things but loss for the surpassing greatness of having borne Yeshua and furthered his 

mission as best I could.”   

 “I’ll go with you,” John said happily. 

 “It seems best if you stay here with Paul and help him get organized.  This may be a good 

headquarters for awhile, especially with me out of the way!”  Maryam answered. 

 “Mother!” John rebuked.   

Priscilla whispered in Aquila’s ear.  He smiled back at her, and then said,  

 “Madame, my wife  and I would be honored to accompany you on your journey home.  

We have wanted to see the land of Yeshua’s birth as long as we have known about him. If we 

leave now we will make it in time for Passover.” 

Maryam answered,  

 “Well, my dears, I don’t know what kind of holiday this may turn out to be, but I will do 

my best to show you around.”   

Suddenly, the attention of the small company gathered around Maryam was diverted down the 

hill.  There was a commotion as four men carrying a litter were led by a fierce looking middle-

aged woman.  The men, breathing hard, weaved and dodged with their awkward cargo in the 

wake of their relentless leader.   

 “There she is, over there!” the woman pointed.   
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They hurried with the resolve that comes from knowing your hard journey is almost over and 

gently placed their burden under the shade of Maryam’s tree. 

As the men set down the litter, they virtually collapsed themselves into the coolness of the grass.  

Their hard driving mistress was prepared to make a speech she had prepared all the way up from 

Ephesus but Maryam walked over as soon as they set the passenger down, saw who it was, and 

said quietly, 

 “Hortensia!” 

The woman said,  

 “Yes, M’am, this is my sister, Hortensia, whom you know as the apothecary in town.  

She fell suddenly ill two days ago.  I prepared infusions for her as she directed and burnt herbs, 

but I fear she is now near death.”   

 “You would be Eranthe. Hortensia spoke often of you,” said Maryam, “She said you sang 

beautifully and made your living entertaining at the baths.”   

 “Yes, but what can songs do now?”   

 “You might be surprised,” answered Maryam.  “Would you sing one now, for your 

sister?” 

 “Well…alright,” said Eranthe.  She thought a moment then started a sad melody about a 

young woman who had lost her love to war.  The melancholy song reverberated in the small 

grove and drew other onlookers as the Sirens had lured sailors to their deaths.  Maryam listened 

with the others for awhile and then knelt by her old friend.  She placed her hands on Hortensia’s 

chest and felt her shallow breaths stop completely.  Maryam prayed, 

 “Dear Lord and Savior, your servant Hortensia is called from this mortal life.  May your 

Glory continue to shine through her as you deem.  We, your humble servants call on the power 

given to us through your son, Yeshua, and pray she not be taken up just yet.  May your will be 

done here as in heaven.”   

Many of the onlookers responded, 

 “Amen.”   

Maryam rose stiffly and continued to gaze lovingly into Hortensia’s well worn face.  Hortensia’s 

chest heaved.  There was a gasp from the crowd, then she quieted and there was silence.  Then 

she sat bolt upright and everyone cheered.   

Paul muttered, 

 “So that’s how it’s done.”   

Eranthe had stopped singing at the “Amen”.  She walked over and hugged Maryam and fell to 

her knees next to Hortensia.  Some stood in awe, some raised their arms to heaven.  Priscilla ran 

to get tea for Hortensia.   
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XXXX 

Yeshua stood on a hill overlooking Ephesus.  His robe gleamed white in the midday sun.  At 

once John could hear his new churches bickering, Romans and Jews plotting their demise, 

martyr’s dying.  Yeshua’s aspect grew so that all looked up.  The sun itself seemed misplaced.  

Not in the sky but on the hill.  It was a new kind of light: bright but alluring, and with a dense 

heat as if it were a liquid.  Some were transfixed by it, most cowed and tried to hide from the 

light and heat.  It surrounded John and he could feel the warmth nearby but there was a cylinder 

of cool air protecting him as the breeze under Maryam’s mulberry tree.  John saw Paul walking 

freely among the startled people trying to get them all to look up towards the hill and embrace 

the light.   

Then all was dark again and John awoke before the dawn in Maryam’s house.  Maryam had left 

on her trip back to Jerusalem.  Paul was contentedly snoring nearby.  John got up quietly and 

went for a walk in the olive grove.   

He recalled how lovely it was to hear Maryam recount for Paul her early life with Yeshua, from 

his conception to his death and resurrection.  Then he was startled by the history Maryam told 

since then: 15 years in Ephesus!  John was now 32 years old, Yeshua was a movement, his 

followers were being sought out and killed, disciples were traveling to the limits of the world 

carrying his message, John himself had begun the church in Ephesus, along with Maryam, and 

six other churches in the region.   

John had lost his brother, father and mother since then and his remaining sister’s life was much 

changed.  He was sanguine about his own fate.  As a leader he would surely be sought out by the 

authorities, but his new dream suggested both the relentlessness of their cause as well as a 

measure of protection for him.   

Then his thoughts wandered to Maryam.  She was 62: much older than most women normally 

lived.  Something seemed to pass from her to Paul during Hortensia’s healing and now she was 

clearly making a last trip home.  Whatever would he do without her?  What would the world do 

without her?  She was a nexus of calm, wisdom and determination.  Others could know Yeshua 

through his spirit.  A few were left who had participated with him is his ministry.  But Maryam 

had known him before any other person, indeed before he was a complete being.  His blood had 

been her blood, her air, his.  No closer connection was possible.   

Nothing compares to a mother’s loss of her child.  Her experience was unique among all people 

in all of history.  After her own loss, her motherly love had mothered the new church Itself.  

What would the motherless Child do after she was gone?   

Chapter 13:  Headquarters 
 

Paul felt more at home on this hill of Maryam’s than he ever had.  His life was a driven one… 

even as a boy when he was being tutored in the temple.  Life was something to conquer.  His 

new ministry came upon him suddenly and he conformed his old habits to his new mission.  He 

had a new view of what was important and a new humility based on his past mistakes, but he was 
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still always strategizing and living one beat ahead of his heart.  Maryam’s healing of Hortensia 

clearly showed another way.  With a strong faith and a willful connection to Yahweh, miracles 

could occur through people.   

A complete dependence on Yahweh meant freedom from fear of failure.  Not freedom from 

suffering, not success as seen by the World, but a peace beyond any understanding.  Indeed, the 

closer you got to Yahweh, the more you felt the suffering of others too, but this was tempered by 

a stronger sense of Yahweh’s mercy—so increasing faith brought more suffering yet with a 

greater capacity to keep it in its place.   

Yeshua had forgiven his torturers and the friends who denied him and everyone who went along 

with the crowd in the midst of his worst agony.  He was an utter failure according to the World, 

but our eternal Savior through the strength of his faith.   

Paul decided he would stay here in Ephesus, bask in Maryam’s aura, and be clear about 

Yahweh’s purpose for him before he set out on any more missions.  He felt he now had more to 

share and a greater ability to do it but felt less frantic.  It was Yahweh’s work after all.  

XXXX 

The downpour spattered on the stone roof of Maryam’s house and made a soothing tapping 

sound inside.  The welcome first spring rain cleansed the air and settled the dust.  The unusually 

cool air made Paul, then John, shiver involuntarily as they sat in the kitchen stoking a small fire.  

Above the roar of the rain outside John could barely discern a movement near the door to the 

small room.  Then both Paul and John were startled when a loud thud hit the door, then another.  

John had an uneasy feeling as he went to open the door, but he shook it off with a shrug and gave 

a quizzical glance to Paul.   

 “I wonder who that could be in this awful weather?” Paul said. 

 “Let’s find out,” John answered, as he opened the latch.   

The boy was soaked through.  Water dripped from the strands of his shoulder-length dark hair 

onto the hard-packed floor.  He had more reason to be cold than his hosts but he seemed 

oblivious to his condition.  Intent eyes focused on John. 

 “Where’s Miss Maryam?” he entreated. 

 “She’s in Judea by now,” John answered.  At this news the boy’s demeanor changed.  He 

deflated and started to shiver.  Paul brought a rough wool blanket from the main room and 

wrapped him in it.  Then Paul said,  

 “What’s happened?”   

 “It’s my father,” the young man answered.  “He’s very sick, maybe dying.  He clutched 

his chest and then fell… Miss Maryam was our only hope.”   

Paul grabbed two heavy cloaks and tossed one to John, 

 “Let’s go see if we can be of some help,” Paul said as he opened the door. 



My Soul Magnifies the Lord: Mary After the Crucifixion                                    Paul A. Cummins      

 | P a g e  

 

57 

 “What’s your name son?”  Paul asked as they leaned into the downpour.   

 “Varol, sir,” the boy answered, “I live a ways down the mountain.  It should take us 

almost an hour to get there…probably too late.”   

John shouted over the din, 

 “There’s always a way, son.”   

XXXX 

The three shadows moved silently the rest of the way.  Their feet were red from cold and their 

legs were spattered with mud.  As their woolen coverings became saturated they bent more under 

the weight, staring intently downward to avoid tripping over stones.  Finally Varol slowed and 

they all looked up to see a small stone house the color of the storm clad sky.  Rain poured 

heavily off the thatched roof.  Varol opened the door wordlessly and Paul and John followed.  

Once inside there was nowhere to lay their cloaks, nor even turn.  The air was warm and stale 

from the breath of livestock and the human inhabitants.  The strong smell of wet wool was 

mingled with a sweet smell coming from a small fire providing the only light.  A woman in her 

late twenties rose from placing some rosemary on the fire when the men entered and went to 

clasp Varol’s hands.  

 “All is complete, my son, father is in a better place.  Even Maryam can’t help us now.”  

The woman then turned to greet Maryam and saw John and Paul’s gleaming faces instead. 

 “Gentlemen,” she said, “I’m afraid your journey is wasted, but please sit and have some 

tea.” As their eyes adjusted to the light Paul and John saw the room filled with four sheep, two 

goats, three younger children and the dead father lying on a mat by the fire.  Two course stools 

were shunted around and placed in a corner for the guests.  Tea was poured and the men cradled 

the warm cups around their faces, basking in the warmth.  John was the first to speak, 

 “I’m sorry Maryam could not be here, she is on a journey to her homeland.  This is Paul, 

my brother missionary, from Tarsus.  We extend our condolences, Madam.” 

 “You must be John, then, Maryam has spoken much of you, the adopted son who has 

taken such good care of her,” the woman said. 

 “Maryam has a way of taking care of herself,” John said lightly. 

 “I know what you mean, her presence has meant so much to us all here,” answered the 

woman.   

At this point she and John noticed that Paul had gone over to the dead man and knelt beside him.  

They heard him whisper something, then a goat brayed loudly and the sheep stirred from their 

huddled stupor.   The woman went over to find her husband’s eyes opened weakly while Paul 

was stroking his arm.   

XXXX 
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After John’s many years of work, the synagogue in Ephesus was by now devoid of all possible 

converts.  In fact, those that remained were adamantly opposed to all this talk of a new way…so 

Paul found himself giving regular talks in the home of Tryrannus, a new believer with a 

particularly large courtyard.  He would ply his trade as a tentmaker from dawn until 10 AM then 

hold meetings from 11 until 4 and answer correspondence in the evening.  His faith had grown in 

such strength that even articles of his clothing inspired enough faith in others to cause their 

healing.   

Since Ephesus was a major trade and pilgrimage center, Paul was able to correspond with, and 

often see face-to-face, fellow disciples.  Within a matter of weeks he was able to hear about what 

was happening throughout the Empire.   

Paul was helping turn so many Ephesians away from the worship of Artemis, that a silversmith 

who made shrines of Artemis, named Demetrius, eventually gathered other artisans together and 

said, 

“Men, you know that we get our wealth from this business.  You also see and hear that 

not only in Ephesus but in almost all Asia this Paul has persuaded and drawn away a 

considerable number of people by saying that gods made with hands are not gods.  And 

there is danger not only that this trade of ours may come into disrepute but also that the 

temple of the great Goddess Artemis will be scorned, and she will be deprived of her 

majesty that brought all Asia and the world to worship her.”  Acts 19:25-27 

The men he had gathered responded, 

 “Great is Artemis of the Ephesians!”   

The gathering became a mob and they caroused on the streets trying to find someone to blame.  

They found the followers Gaius and Aristarchus and dragged them to the theater.  Some city 

officials friendly to Paul sent him a message and urged him not to come to the theater.  

Meanwhile most of the mob in the theater had no idea why they were there.  Eventually a man 

named Alexander was pushed forward to make an argument in Paul’s stead.  But when the crowd 

recognized Alexander as a Jew they shouted again and again,  

“Great is Artemis of the Ephesians!”   

Finally the town clerk was able to quiet the crowd.  He said, 

“Citizens of Ephesus, who is there that does not know that the city of the Ephesians is the 

temple-keeper of the great Artemis and of the statue that fell from heaven?  Since these things 

cannot be denied, you ought to be quiet and do nothing rash.  You have brought these men here 

who are neither temple-robbers nor blasphemers of our Goddess.  If therefore Demetrius and the 

artisans with him have a complaint against anyone, the courts are open, and there are proconsuls; 

let them bring charges there against one another.  If there is anything further you want to know, it 

must be settled in the regular assembly.  For we are in danger of being charged with rioting 

today, since there is no cause that we can give to justify this commotion.”  Acts 19:35-41 

The crowd dispersed and after a discussion with John and the other disciples, Paul made plans to 

go to Macedonia. 
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Chapter 14:  Return to Jerusalem 
 

Maryam had not been on the sea since she arrived in Ephesus 15 years earlier.  Being that much 

older, she began this voyage with the stiffness and unsteadiness with which she had ended the 

last one.  But her youthful companions, Aquila and Priscilla, combined with the open sea, and 

the excitement of going to see her son and daughters and grandchildren, made Maryam feel 

much younger than her aching body belied.   

The ship they were on had carried grain and slaves from Sarmatia and was destined for Antioch 

where horses would be loaded from the Kushman Empire to be delivered to Judea.  From 

Ephesus they skirted the southern coast of Asia Minor to Antioch then Tripoli and finally Joppa 

on the western coast of Judea.  By the time they made final landfall, Maryam and the others felt 

like slaves and livestock themselves.  They took a full day to rest in Joppa. 

The rain that was impossible to avoid on the deck at sea had freshly greened the way before 

them.  The new leaves on the vallonia, kermes and gall oaks reflected a surreal green.  Jasmine 

and crimson gladioli perfumed the breeze.  Sorghum, millet and wheat sent up their vigorous 

new shoots.  Nature’s assurance of new life buoyed their spirits.  Maryam felt the season with 

particular richness because she knew it was probably her last human spring and she was looking 

forward to a rebirth of her own.   

Aquila laid with his head resting in Priscilla’s lap while Maryam sat looking inland propped 

against a neighboring mulberry tree.   

Priscilla broke their reverie. 

 “I’m sure you can’t wait to see your children again. Are we only several days away 

now?” 

 “Yes,” Maryam answered, “It won’t be long now.  It’s 33 miles to Jerusalem and should 

take us about three days.  My birthplace, Nazareth, is 65 miles north of Jerusalem, and 

Bethlehem, where Yeshua was born, is only 5 miles southeast.  But first things first.  We’ll have 

to get to Jerusalem along with all these pilgrims!”   

She looked around at dozens of other groups resting as they were after long voyages, preparing 

to make the last leg to worship at the temple.   

Priscilla asked, 

 “I know you’ve heard from James recently, what about your daughters?” 

 “James has sent notes and well-wishes along for Talia and Seema, my surviving 

daughters.  They have orthodox husbands who can’t imagine their brother was the Messiah.  

They tolerate James, but prefer him at a distance.  Seema has four children, she’s the oldest.  She 

lives in Nazareth.  Talia is the youngest and I haven’t met any of her three children yet.     What 

a poor grandmother I am!  But they live in Jerusalem, so I expect to see them soon!  

Aquila said, 
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 “It sounds like you may have been stoned had you stayed in Jerusalem very long.”  

 “Yes, well it wasn’t that much safer in Ephesus,” Maryam paused and thought of 

Trophima’s sacrifice for her, stood up, then continued, “Anyway, here I am now.  What can they 

do to an old woman?” she said as she looked herself over.   

XXXX 

Aquila walked alongside the cart pulling the women and their few possessions.  In the 33 mile 

trip they gained a half mile in elevation.  They ended their ascent, with hundreds of other 

pilgrims coming to Jerusalem for Passover, on the Mount of Olives.  Rounding the hill they saw 

Jerusalem, whose white marble temple and palaces were like a snow-covered mountain glittering 

in the sun.  Maryam gasped, 

 “My, I had forgotten what a sight this is!” 

The city that began as a military outpost was framed by three narrow valleys: the Kidron, 

Typropoen and Hinnom.  The fortress had one massive wall abutting the steep valley walls and 

two others where invaders might successfully scale the ravines.  Some of the stones in the walls 

weighed over 500 tons.  The outer wall had 90 towers, the second wall 40 and the third wall had 

60 towers, all designed to rain death down on their attackers.   

Herod the Great had made Jerusalem the centerpiece of his plan to get Rome to take his kingdom 

more seriously.  Long ago, the temple in Jerusalem, that housed the Ark of the Covenant, 

originally built by King Solomon, had been destroyed.  It was rebuilt by Zerubbabel but after 500 

years it was run down and too small to be considered grand.  Herod was determined to make 

Jerusalem a memorable place by rebuilding it in the most exorbitant way.   

An easily defendable bridge crossed the Kidron valley to the southern entrance of the temple.  

Aquila, Maryam and Priscilla joined an ant-line of people and carts crossing the bridge into the 

magnificent city.   

XXXX 

Nostalgia welled up in Maryam as she and the others entered under the colonnade of the grand 

entrance to the temple.  The Temple was always very busy but preparations were being made for 

the coming of Passover, when, for the six days of the festival, Jewish men would bring nearly 

300,000 lambs to be sacrificed.   

Aquila said in awe, 

 “I thought Ephesus was grand!”   

Priscilla added, 

 “I can’t believe we’re here.”   

They had left their luggage under the charge of a temple assistant and purchased a pigeon to be 

sacrificed.  As they ritually cleansed themselves in mikvas outside the temple, and Aquila and 

Priscilla talked quietly among themselves, Maryam was brought back to the day when Yeshua 
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was eight days old and brought to this very place to be circumcised.  She cradled the timid 

pigeon as she had her new baby boy back  then.  Maryam and Joses had spent the oddest months 

with the greatest secrets: dreams, angel visits, prophecies, shame, fear.  Could they both have 

been equally insane?  A virgin birth?  A human boy conceived by the Holy Spirit?  

All this on top of the perfectly normal tumultuousness of a 14 year old girl carrying a baby to 

term, when childbirth was often fatal.  Then the newlywed parents entered this magnificent 

temple.  Built by human hands but representing their connection to eternity; their healthy baby 

boy a symbol of hope for them and why not all mankind?  Elizabeth’s son had jumped in her 

womb when first seeing Maryam pregnant with Yeshua, and shepherds had arrived at the stable 

in Bethlehem citing a message of a savior given by an angel but these had been the only outside 

confirmation of what Maryam and Joses had learnt about the special nature of their son.  Then 

this old man, Simeon, greeted them just here, in a holy public place, held the boy up and said to 

Yahweh,  

 “Master, now you are dismissing your servant in peace, according to your word; for my 

eyes have seen your salvation, which you have prepared in the presence of all peoples, a light for 

revelation to the Gentiles and for the glory of your people Israel.”  [Luke 2:29]  Maryam and 

Joses wept with relief and hugged each other that their faith was justified.   And then, Simeon 

told Maryam the rest, 

 “This child is destined for the falling and rising of many in Israel, and to be a sign that 

will be opposed so that the inner thoughts of many will be revealed—and a sword will pierce 

your own soul too.”   

As Maryam walked to the top of the temple steps at age 63, pierced but whole, bled out but full, 

she felt only gratitude.  She gave herself credit for being courageous and a little faithful, all else 

was Yahweh.   

Priscilla, Aquila and Maryam then entered through the Huldah gate into the courtyard of the 

gentiles, which was a bustling marketplace.  Here guides took men into the temple itself and 

priests called cohanim, distinguished by their white linen robes and tubular hats, gave directions 

on how the sacrifices would be performed in the court of priests, which could be observed by the 

men.  Women waited in the court of women, where all Jews were allowed and in which there 

was almost always music and dancing.   

While they took in all the non-religious activities Aquila asked Maryam, “Is this where your son 

drove everyone out and exhorted, ‘Stop making my father’s house a market-place!’?” [John 

2:16] 

“Yes, as you know, the money-changers convert Greek and Roman money into Jewish 

and Tyrian money, which are the only coinage that can be used in Temple ceremonies. And they 

make a considerable profit doing so. Yeshua objected both to the ceremonies costing money and 

the usury.” 

“Was he arrested then?” asked Priscilla. 

“No, by that time he had performed so many miracles and had such a following, no one 

knew what to do with him.  He was questioned about what sign he could give to justify the 
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rightness of his behavior.  And he said enigmatically, ‘Destroy this temple and in three days I 

will raise it up.’  Since it had been under construction for 46 years, his interrogators were 

confused, but I think he was talking about his body, not the building.  The point being that faith 

doesn’t have much to do with buildings nor profiteering.”   

Then Maryam saw the spot where they had found Yeshua teaching at age 12.  Maryam pointed 

and said, 

 “Long before that, Yeshua began his public ministry here.  He was 12. We walked the 65 

miles here from Nazareth every Passover and after the festival we left with a large group of 

family.  We had been walking for a day before we realized Yeshua wasn’t with us.  What good 

parents we were!  Yeshua had cousins his own age he usually played with and it was a time for 

us to see other adults, so we thought nothing of not seeing him for awhile.  Anyway, when we 

returned we found him here enthralling a large group with his knowledge and questions.” 

 “You must have been terrified,” said Priscilla. 

 “I was beyond myself with worry,” Maryam answered.  “And when I scolded him for 

giving us such a fright, he said, ‘Did you not know that I must be in my father’s house?’  That’s 

when I knew I was about to lose my baby to the world.   My son was to be my savior.” 

 “And everyone else’s!” Aquila interjected. 

 “Indeed, although I had been forewarned, how could any of us have known what that 

meant?  After that we let him do what he needed to do, but I missed babying him!” 

 “How did your husband handle these events?” Aquila asked. 

 “Joses only lived a short while longer.  He was quite a bit older than I, you know.  But I 

think he knew his job was done.  Boys need to learn how to be men from men.  But who could 

teach someone to be Yahweh?”   

XXXX 

Talia and her husband managed a small inn south of the temple in the lower city.  She had gotten 

word from some friends that Maryam and her companions were in the temple and ran to find her.  

She brought two of her children and, reluctantly, a whole entourage of neighbors and friends 

who were dying to meet the mother of Yeshua.  After Aquila had witnessed the sacrifice of their 

offerings and they all had said their prayers, they walked back down the three stories of temple 

steps to find a small crowd waiting for them.  Talia, the mirror image of her mother, with large, 

expressive eyes and delicate features, ran to her mother and threw her arms around her, 

 “Mother, it’s been far too long!  How are you?  James said you are ill.” 

 “Talia, dear, it has been too long.  I’m sorry. And, yes, I am not quite my old self 

anymore. But it’s wonderful to be here.” Then she looked behind Talia and said, “Are these your 

children?”  Talia turned and put her hands on the shoulders of a handsome young man and a shy 

girl in the gawkiness of preadolescence.  

Talia said,  
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 “This is Azai, my oldest and Kitra, my only girl.  Macabee, my younger son, is at home.  

Children, this is your grandmother.”   

Maryam looked them over, one by one, cupped the back of their heads with her hand, kissed 

them on the foreheads, then said, “Indeed Yahweh is good.  One generation makes way for the 

next.  I can now die in peace.” 

The children looked at Maryam oddly.  Kitra’s eyes welled up.  Talia stepped forward again to 

shelter them. Then Maryam said, 

 “I’m sorry dears, here is this old woman, whom you’ve never met, telling you she’s going 

to die right in front of you!  How selfish of me!  What I meant was that seeing you holds great 

promise for me…” 

“Talia, who are these others?”  Maryam asked, finally becoming aware of the small 

crowd gathered round.   

 “Mother, these are neighbors and friends who have heard a great deal about you and just 

followed along.”  

 “Well, what does one say in this situation?”  Maryam asked rhetorically.  An eager man 

then blurted out, 

 “Was your son the Messiah?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “Then why didn’t he lead us to military victory over our oppressors?” 

 “There is no salvation in killing.” 

 “But what of the prophecies?” 

 “If we had listened to the prophets, we wouldn’t have needed a savior.” 

 “Where is he now?” 

 “Right here.” 

 “Is she crazy?” the man asked the crowd.  Talia gasped.  Maryam answered, 

 “Is  loving Yahweh with your whole heart crazy?  Is  loving your neighbor as yourself, 

including your enemies, crazy?  Is believing in a Yahweh who would offer His own son as a 

sacrifice insane?  Of course.  It flips the world upside down.  Meekness and humility triumph.  

This is the message Yahweh has been sending us for millennia.  He is here now, in the form of 

the Holy Spirit to guide and protect us.  His son, and my son, is in heaven to advocate for us.  

The Father is indeed fearsome, but loving beyond measure.”   

No one knew how to respond.  Maryam obviously either was mad or knew exactly what she was 

talking about.  Most skulked away quietly.  A few stood enraptured and stepped forward to stand 

in her aura and hear what else she had to say.  Maryam smiled and said, 
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 “My, what a speech!  Maryam the orator! Talia, take this old woman home, before she 

gets asked to be a senator!”  Everyone laughed and Talia’s children led the way back to their 

home.  

XXXX 

The lower city was the poor part of town.  Instead of gleaming white marble façades on the 

homes of the rich, rough-hewn rocks from a nearby quarry made up all the buildings except for 

the tattered tents of pilgrims and the very poor.  There were many lodging houses in this quarter, 

as with Artemis’ Temple in Ephesus; Herod’s Temple brought many visitors.  Talia’s home had 

been in her father’s family for a long while and run as a hostel for as long as anyone could 

remember.  It was passed on as her dowry when she wed and she and her husband had run it ever 

since.  This is where Talia’s mother and father, Maryam and Joses, had stayed after Yeshua was 

born until they fled to Egypt to avoid Herod’s wrath.  Maryam and her traveling companions 

were given small, very tidy rooms, where they slept like the dead.   

When Aquila and Priscilla awoke the next day, they went downstairs to find Maryam holding 

Macabee, her youngest grandson, in her lap in animated conversation with Talia.  Macabee was 

almost two and was playing with a wisp of Maryam’s long, grayed hair as she rocked him gently 

in her lap. 

 “Good morning!  Did you sleep well?” Maryam asked.  

Aquila answered, 

 “Like we’d never slept a day in our lives!  What a comfortable place you have here, 

Talia.” 

 “Thank you, it is even more comfortable now that you are here.  Please sit down.”  She 

answered.  And then placed sweet, strong mint tea in front of them along with a plate of figs and 

pomegranates.  Talia then turned to the oven where she was baking bread made from wheat and 

millet.   

Aquila rubbed his hand gently across the surface of the table and said, “What a beautiful piece of 

furniture.  Is it old?”   

Maryam answered, 

 “No older than I!  My husband Joses was a carpenter.  He made most of the furniture in 

this building.  We lived here for 18 months after Yeshua was born.  He kept very busy with 

contract work and furnishing this place.  It helped him cope with all the mystery and perplexity 

of our early married life.  Then the Magi came and we became diasporas.” 

 “The Magi?” inquired Priscilla. 

 “Yes, they were Zoroastrian priests from the Parthian Empire.  The Zoroastrians were 

eminent astrologers and followed the wandering star Jupiter, which was in Pisces at the time, 

which led them west.  They believed a messiah would be born to a virgin who would eliminate 

falsehood and disorder forever.  They believed in one god, in good works, that the final 
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purification would come from a tidal wave of molten metal, and that, in the end, all souls would 

be reunited with Ahura Mazda, the creator.”   

 “That’s truly amazing. But how, exactly did they find you?  Jupiter doesn’t exactly hang 

overhead.”  Aquila asked.   

Talia answered, 

 “The Magi went to see Herod for directions.  He didn’t know anything about Yeshua but 

as his suspicions rose about a threat to his throne, the Magi became more circumspect and made 

more inquiries on their own.  Is that correct, mother?” 

 “Yes, quite.  They brought gifts for Yeshua, who was as old as Macabee, here.  Gold for 

a king, frankincense signifying his deity and myrrh presaging his suffering and death.  It was the 

first time Joses and I realized the scope of Yeshua’s reign.  It wasn’t to be just for the Jews but 

for all mankind.” 

 “Alleluia!” Aquila exclaimed. 

 “What happened to the Magi?” asked Priscilla. 

 “They left by a different route.  Their names were Gaspar, Melchior and Balthasar.  

Gaspar said he had been warned in a dream about Herod’s mendacity so they would not return to 

him as he had demanded.  Balthasar said that now that they had met Yeshua, they were forever 

changed and thus couldn’t take the same route home.  Since Joses had recently been warned in a 

dream too, we packed for Egypt immediately,” answered Maryam. 

 “Then Herod had all the boys under two killed based on the timeframe given by the Magi 

of the savior’s actual birth.” Talia added. 

 “Oh my God,” said Priscilla.   

 “That was his last insane act, anyway,” answered Talia.  “He was consumed by worms 

soon after.” 

 “Then his son, Herod Antipas, took over?” asked Aquila.   

 “Yes, he reigned as Tetrarch of Galilee until soon after Yeshua was condemned while his 

brother, Herod Archelaus, governed all of Judea, for only ten years, then he was replaced by a 

Roman” answered Talia.   

There was a knock at the door and as Talia got up to answer it she concluded, 

 “Then came Herod Agrippa, and now his son… quite enough Herod’s if you ask me!”   

Talia opened the door to find a slight woman trying to help prop up an older man in obvious 

pain.  As she greeted them she noticed several large boils on the man’s legs.  The woman said, 

 “Good day, Madame, my name is Idra.  My husband, Dagon, and I are looking for a 

woman named Maryam, who helped some of our fellow pilgrims on the way to Jerusalem.  My 
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husband’s boils were not so bothersome then but have gotten much worse.  We were told we 

might find her here.” 

 “Indeed, please come in,” answered Talia. 

Maryam handed Macabee off and quickly made a tea of rose hips for Dagon as she talked to him 

about his condition.  She then started boiling decoctions of yarrow and comfrey to make 

compresses which would reduce swelling of the boils as well as clean them up.  Maryam had 

Talia express some fresh garlic into a small jar of honey for use later as an antiseptic salve.   

Talia then went to see to her other guests while one of her employees drew hot water from a 

large pot on the fire and emptied it into a tub for Dagon.  The poor, pustulent Dagon then soaked 

in the tub in the courtyard for half an hour.   Idra was embarrassed because of the kindness being 

shown them and nervous because she feared for her husband.  Maryam tried to make her more at 

ease by giving her the task of preparing linen scraps for the compresses and by making small-

talk.  She learned that Dagon and Idra were from Asia Minor and knew John through his mission 

work.   

Maryam was just going to relieve pressure on Dagon’s boils when a tall, ruddy, distinguished-

looking man entered the courtyard.  At first he saw how much his mother had aged, but then the 

familiar and heart-warming scene of her working magic with patients made a large smile break 

across his well-lived face, 

 “Is that you, mother?  Still healing the sick in body and soul?”  

Maryam turned, stood up slowly, while holding her back and exclaimed, 

 “James, my dear son!”  He hugged her and lifted her off her feet. 

 “Goodness, I didn’t know I could fly!  Be careful dear boy, these old bones are getting 

fragile!”  James answered, 

 “Mother, you’re an angel, you can fly as high and as long as you wish!” 

 “You always were a smooth talker!   How are you dear?  How’s the family?”   

 “Mahalia and the kids are all fine, mother,” James said as he sat down on the ground next 

to Maryam and nodded to the couple she was treating.  “Your first born continues to inspire us.  

Since you left, we have a real movement going here.” 

 “Are you in danger?” Maryam asked. 

 “Probably.  As when Yeshua was alive, his ideas continue to threaten the established 

order.  Equal numbers of people either feel they have much to gain or much to lose.  I guess 

that’s the point.  Our Jewish traditions are so old people forget how we got them.  Leading this 

new sect means fitting the new in with the old.  It can be quite confusing and contentious.  Most 

people just want things the same because that’s what they’re used to, but Yeshua’s whole 

message was about constant change.  Basically, there’s no growth without pain…  Yet it’s all 

very exciting!” 
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 “I’m happy for you.  It seems like you’re doing a fine job,” said Maryam.   

Dagon, then said, 

 “John told us about you Maryam, but I had no idea that Maryam the healer of pilgrims 

was the same as Maryam, John’s adopted mother and the mother of this Yeshua we heard so 

much about from John in Sardis.”  

Idra said, 

 “I was always struck by how inclusive his message seems.  Instead of trying to do the 

right things to be part of the tribe, Yeshua said we should try to be something different.” 

James answered, 

“Yes, I go by his simple precepts that there are many ways to know him, we are all 

sinners, judgment should be left to God, and it’s not what goes into a man that makes him holy 

but what comes out of him through his works.  Yahweh needs us to accomplish his desire for 

human salvation.”  

Priscilla and Aquila joined the group as they returned from a trip to the market.   

Then Priscilla said, 

 “We were told everyone was up here.  My, what a crowd.  Shalom! My name is Priscilla 

and this is my husband Aquila.”   

Maryam introduced everyone and Aquila asked, 

 “So you are James, the leader of the new cult here?  We’ve read your letters. You are a 

priest at the temple?” 

 “Yes,” James answered, “My responsibilities sometimes seem divided, but they must still 

think me reliable because I have been asked to speak at the Passover festival ‘to clear things up’.  

We will see if they get clearer or muddier! Speaking of speeches, Mother, I heard you made 

quite a stir on the temple steps yesterday.”   

Maryam answered, 

 “My, word does get round.  Speaking of news, what do you hear from Joses and Seema?” 

James answered, 

 “Your second son remains a successful carpenter on the outskirts of Nazareth.  Seema 

sees him regularly but he will still hear no talk of Yeshua.  As far as I know, they are both 

coming down to see you.”   

 “I have rooms waiting for them,” said Talia. 

 “Dear Talia, here we are using all your rooms at the busiest time of the year!” Maryam 

said. 
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 She answered, 

 “We’re doing fine mother.  It is so good to see you!”   

“But I’ve almost forgotten my patient!”  Maryam exclaimed absentmindedly. 

As the others watched in a mixture of reverie and disgust, Maryam expressed the pus from 

Dagon’s softened boils and instructed Idra in the use of the honey-garlic salve.  She also said 

Dagon should eat as many fruits and vegetables as he could while in town and bathe often until 

he was thoroughly healed.   

XXXX 

The sky was alight with surreal shades of orange, red, purple and turquoise.  The mountains 

seemed higher, the plants more defined, almost iridescent.  There was a still silence throughout 

creation.  She floated more than walked up towards the crest of her mountain.  There was no one 

else in sight.  No birdsong, nor rustling leaves broke the stillness.  After walking for several 

miles, she was drawn to a small cave in an outcropping 100 yards shy of the worn mountain’s 

summit.  The jagged rocks seemed softer, as if they were made of wool.  There was a fragrant 

coolness coming from the cave as she neared the entrance.  Suddenly the cave seemed it was 

made of light.  When she stepped inside, just over there, she saw herself:  lying prone, peaceful 

and dead.  

Maryam awoke from her mid-morning nap to loud sounds of greeting in the anteroom below.  

Maryam lay and savored the sound of her children talking animatedly to each other.  There’s 

nothing more satisfying to a mother than hearing your children enjoy one another.  Despite 

adulthood and grave responsibilities, when they get together they revert to their childhood habits 

of posturing and teasing and they are all just kids again.  Thank Yahweh!  Eventually Maryam 

sat up, straightened her linen shift, brushed her hair, put on her cloak and walked slowly down 

the narrow stairs.   

“Mother!” she heard simultaneously from her second son, Joses, and her elder daughter, Seema, 

who came over and hugged her.  They were in the anteroom with James, who was holding 

Macabee closely to his chest, and Talia, who was popping in and out as she tended to her other 

guests.  Maryam raised her head from Seema’s embrace and shone her face across the room at all 

her children.  A tear came to Jose’s eye as Maryam walked over and looked up at him.  He had a 

round face with deep wrinkles, a curly, graying beard, and impenetrable eyes.  Maryam held his 

left hand, caressed it and examined it closely.  She then raised it up to her cheek and held it 

closely.   

 “Dear son, your hardworking hands smell of cedar wood.  With these calluses you could 

grab a burning log and not be hurt.  When your father would touch me with his carpenter’s hands 

he always made me feel like the finest work of art.  Caressing me as I often saw him following 

the smooth grain of one of his pieces he was finishing.  You continue a proud legacy.” 

 Joses answered, 

 “It’s good to see you too, mom.  It’s been too long.  Are you well?” 
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 “I am delighted to have all my children under one roof again! How is your family?”  

Maryam asked. 

 “I just lost Anina in childbirth last month, but the other kids are old enough to help out.”   

Talia and Seema came over and wrapped their arms around Joses.   

Maryam said, 

 “I’m so sorry, dear.  It was easy to see how much she loved you.” 

 “Well, life goes on…” said Joses.    

James broke the somberness, 

 “What say I show you all around this old town?  Anybody up for some fresh city air?”   

Chapter 15:  Remembering the End 
 

James led quite a procession.  He walked linking arms with Maryam.  Seema followed in 

animated conversation with Priscilla. Aquila and Joses spoke of politics and business.  Idra and 

Dagon, limping a bit, followed.  Talia stayed home to see to her other guests.  After the relative 

seclusion of Talia’s comfortable guesthouse, everything was a bustle.  The entourage was 

overcome with the sounds and smells of the city preparing for the festival.  They dodged and 

weaved past carts, donkeys, vendors, dust billows and detritus of all kinds.  The group headed  

northwest about 1000 yards through the western gate skirting Herod’s royal palace.  James 

wanted to show them the new north wall that had been built since his mother was last in 

Jerusalem.   

 “That’s it?”  Maryam asked, “It’s all new?”   

 “Yes, Agrippa extended the wall there and built one to the south as well,” James 

answered pointing north.  Just then Maryam’s eyes fixed on the citadel in the old wall of Herod’s 

palace.  Seema came forward and put her arm around her mother and asked gently, 

 “Mother.  Are you sure you want to do this?”   

 “Yes, dear.  It’s one of the reasons I had to come back.”   

Maryam then walked determinedly forward under a grand arch and up a tall set of stairs to look 

out over the scene of Yeshua’s condemnation by the crowd that had, days before, welcomed him 

as king.   

Everyone followed Maryam to the high place and looked out to see an empty field except for a 

few market stalls.  They stood behind her respectfully and waited.   

 “I stood just there,” Maryam said pointing to a spot midfield, “With the other women and 

a few disciples.  Pilate wanted to wash his hands of the mock trial.  He even offered to free 

Yeshua, but the crowd called for Barabbas.  They chanted wildly, ‘Crucify him! Crucify him!’  
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My baby, who’d done only good…”  Maryam bowed her head.  Joses stepped forward and put 

his strong hand on her shoulder.   

 “It wasn’t right,” he whispered.   

 “No, but it needed to be done.  I’d been warned, but there was no preparing for the end… 

Why did it have to happen?  Why the sudden turning of the crowd?  They expected a different 

kind of leader.  The only kind they’d ever known.  But Yeshua’s leadership is harder discerned.  

One must give him leadership of the soul, each in one’s own time.  But Yahweh so loved the 

world that He gave his only son.  His son that existed since the beginning of time but came to my 

womb so that mankind could always be certain Yahweh knows our suffering and its purpose and 

its end.”  Maryam turned to the companions behind her and said, 

“I would be honored if you would accompany me to Golgotha now.”  No answer was 

needed, they all just followed. 

They returned through the gate and walked a few hundred yards north with the old city 

wall on their right.  Agrippa’s new wall now enclosed the outskirts of the old city which 

contained a small rise where the worst criminals were nailed to crosses and left to die an 

agonizing death of muscle cramps and suffocation.   There were blood stains on the rocks around 

the holes that held the upright posts to which the cross beams were attached.  These cross beams 

were carried on the shoulders of the condemned in a gruesome procession through town as a 

warning to would-be thieves and murders.  Yeshua had been whipped severely in an attempt by 

Pilate to garner sympathy for him and a crown of thorns had been placed on his head by the 

guards mocking his supposed kingship of the Jews.  As a result of the stress to his body, Yeshua 

sweat blood and he had weeping wounds from the thorns and whip lashes.  Maryam stood at the 

post where her son died and said, 

“They hurt him so badly.  The crowd mocked him as he bowed under the burden of the 

beam.  His followers had abandoned him.  Yet he saved a man condemned with him and prayed 

to his Father for forgiveness for the rest of us.  ‘Forgive them Father, for they know not what 

they do.’  Indeed, we know not what we do still… but we know more.”   

James answered over her shoulder, 

“And we will share our knowledge, Mother.”   

XXXX 

As the oldest son, Joses had the honor of wearing the kittel, the white robe worn by the leader of 

the Pesach Seder.  It was the 13th of Nisan, when the barley ripened, two minutes after sundown.  

This is when the Jews had been finally released from their bondage under Pharaoh after the tenth 

plague, which killed all the first-born sons in Egypt.  The Jews had dabbed lamb’s blood on their 

doorposts with hyssop so that their homes would be passed over by this malady, thus the festival 

was called Passover.  

All the occupants of Talia’s guesthouse were gathered in their finest clothes on the roof.  James 

was ready with a sharp knife in one hand and a lamb in the other.  With a nod from Joses, James 

offered a prayer of thanks and, with an imperceptible dash of his right arm, slit the lamb’s throat.  
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Everyone exchanged greetings of thanks and welcome, to commemorate their freedom.  Several 

men helped James put the lamb on pomegranate spits face down on the fire.  After everyone was 

seated again, wine was poured and Joses, with his cup a hand’s breadth above the table, said, 

 “Blessed are you, Yahweh our God, king of the universe, creator of the fruit of the vine.  

Blessed are you Yahweh, you hallow the festive seasons.”  

Everyone answered, 

 “Amen!”  

Then drank.  

Joses dipped a sprig of parsley into vinegar, to symbolize the marking of the doorposts, and said, 

 “Blessed are you Yahweh our God, king of the universe, creator of the fruit of the 

ground.” 

The vinegar was passed and everyone did the same.  Talia made sure everyone had a second a 

cup of wine. 

They washed each others’ hands by pouring water from a pitcher over them up to the wrists over 

a basin, then dried them with a towel.  The spent water in the basin was discarded.  Joses said 

again, 

 “Blessed are you Yahweh, our God, king of the universe, creator of the fruit of the vine.” 

 “Amen!” was the response. Then they all drank the second cup.   

Everyone washed their hands as before.   

Joses picked up a loaf of unleavened bread, to commemorate the haste with which their ancestors 

had to leave Egypt by not taking any fermented grain with them.  Then Joses said,  

 “Blessed are you, Yahweh our God, king of the universe; you bring forth bread from the 

earth.”  The guests answered, 

 “Amen!”  Then  Joses broke off a piece for everyone at the table.   

Joses’ oldest son, Cephas, had the honor of asking his father,  

 “How is this night different from all other nights?”  

 Joses stood and related all of Jewish history, starting with Terah, Abraham’s father, through 

their deliverance from Egypt and Moses receiving the Law to the present time.  While he spoke 

the gathered friends and family interjected their comments so that the whole shared knowledge 

of the Jewish people was revealed.  By this time the lamb was roasted and James cut off a piece 

and handed it to Joses, who held it up and said,  

“Blessed are you Yahweh our God, king of the universe, who sanctified us by your 

commandments!” 
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 While the group ate they shared their origins and histories.  They celebrated the fact that they 

now came from all over the known world and discussed the ways they were still held in servitude 

by the Romans.   

They ate rapidly, dipping the lamb in maror, a mixture of bitter herbs, to symbolize the pain of 

slavery.  They were careful to break none of the lamb’s bones.   

When it was clear everyone was done eating, Joses asked for the third cup of wine to be poured 

and held his cup up one last time, 

 “Blessed are you Yahweh, our God, king of the universe, who guides and oversees us. 

Lead us in straight paths!” 

 “Amen,” they all answered. 

Talia then led them in ancient hymns.  Eventually everyone went to bed.  All except 

James…who remained on the roof. 

[Seder adapted from A First Century Passover Haggadah, by Eric S Weiss, 2001( Haggadah 

means “telling”) and The Temple: Its Ministry and Services by Alfred Edershiem, 1994 from 

which I also take the description of the offering of the lambs at the Temple] 

 

XXXX 

James stood staring up at the night sky, so bright with stars he felt he could just pluck them 

down.  He contemplated the next day’s business.  Tomorrow began six days of the Passover 

festival, where, as one of the higher echelon of priests, he would help oversee the sacrifice of 

nearly 300,000 lambs, performed in ten courts, for 12 hours a day.  The priests recited psalms 

during the slaughter, but at midday of each day it was customary for one priest to speak to the 

whole assembly in the court of the Gentiles.  James had been chosen to have this special honor 

on the first day, tomorrow.  The weight of history was upon him as he thought about his plan to 

argue for Yeshua as having fulfilled the messianic prophecy.  Many felt the timing of Yeshua’s 

coming did not match with what had been written, but Yeshua’s whole message concerned spirit, 

not law.  Tradition forms a vessel that provides a measure of safety, from which we are expected 

to venture out of,  into our own vulnerable re-creation.  James was afraid.  He thought of his 

fledgling churches and his beloved family, then ended with a prayer, 

“So, Almighty Yahweh, and my brother and savior, you imbue my life with richness, joy 

and beauty in your knowledge.  Indeed you have saved my people time and again.  Our traditions 

celebrate our history.  But history continues.  There is always change.  There is always mystery.  

You have made me a leader here.  But I am weak.  I know well what usually happens to prophets 

and truth-tellers.  I purge myself of self.  I can do nothing without you.  You command every 

beat of my heart, every breath.  Help me know what to say tomorrow.  Yeshua, your mother will 

be there.  Will she have to witness another son’s death?   I put my fate in your hands, put your 

words in my mouth.”    

XXXX 
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James had fallen asleep under the stars and was awakened by Maryam who came up to the 

rooftop to witness the dawn of the eve of Passover and gather the remnants of the lamb to be 

burnt at the Temple. 

 “Good morning dear.  Did you sleep well up here?  Closer to heaven?”    

 “Mother, I fear I may be very close to heaven today,” James answered. 

 “You intend to cause trouble at the Temple?  It runs in the family, you know!”  Maryam 

said hugging her son.   

 “Well, one man’s trouble is another’s salvation I guess.”  

 “Indeed, but you know well, we can’t be silent.  The world’s misery is mostly due to 

ignorance; harm done out of fear, fear caused by insecurity.  My dear James, your security is 

assured.  As Isaiah said, ‘Fear not, I have redeemed you.  I have called you by name, thou art 

mine.’  Yahweh has called your name, son.” 

 “But what about you mother?”   

 “I have been given the greatest privilege a woman could ever have.  I have lived much 

longer than I ought to.  I now live to see our legacy coming to fruition.  I have the utmost 

confidence in you and your faith and Yahweh’s plan for you.  If you turn one soul today towards 

the truth, all your efforts and sacrifice will be worth it.  Mine is complete.”   

 “What do you mean?” 

 “I mean, my work is done, I don’t think yours is.”  James held his mother tightly and 

started weeping silently.  His tears dappled her gray hair.  Eventually he said only, 

 “I love you mother.” 

 “I know dear.” 

XXXX 

One row of priests stood holding silver bowls, one row held golden bowls.  Blood from the 

lambs recently slaughtered flooded the floor around the altar.  Joses, Dagon and Aquila all held 

perfect lambs, along with 27 other men who had just been enclosed in a court in the Temple.  

Another group of priests gave three blasts from silver trumpets and each man stepped forward 

and cut his lamb’s throat.   

The two rows of priests holding the bowls alternated catching some of the blood in their bowls.  

As each bowl brimmed over with blood it was passed to another priest who flung the blood onto 

a high altar covered with fire.  All the while the priests recited five psalms (113-118) with the 

men shouting over and over, “Hallelujah!”.  The slaughtered lambs were split open and hung on 

hooks along the court. The entrails were taken out and cleansed, then thrown on the fire.  

At midday,  the sacrifices paused,  and everyone who could fit gathered in the Court of the 

Gentiles.  James stood on a high platform in the center of the court.  He took one full turn to see 

all those assembled, drew half a breath, wondered if it would be his last, and began speaking,   
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“Today we celebrate the saving of our people from the bonds of slavery! We were sent 

out from Egypt to find our homeland.  At this great Temple and in our people we see the glory of 

the Lord! “ 

The throng cheered, then James continued, 

“We Jews have been attentive listeners to Yahweh since Moses was given his 

commandments, now stored in the holy of holies in this very place, for so long now.  Fulfilling 

Yahweh’s purposes has never been easy nor is the path always clear.  He wants different things 

from us at different times.  We must always be open to his will.  Yahweh continues to send us 

prophets to keep us on the right path.  Of one such prophet, Isaiah, said, 

‘For to us a child is born, to us a son is given, and the government will be upon his 

shoulders.  And he will be called Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God, Everlasting Father, 

Prince of Peace.’ Isaiah 9: 6-7 

Isaiah went on to say, 

‘…with righteousness he will judge the needy, with justice he will give decisions for the 

poor of the earth.  He will strike the earth with the rod of his mouth; with the breath of his 

mouth he will slay the wicked.’ Isaiah 11:4 

He foretold,   

‘Then the eyes of the blind be opened and the ears of the deaf unstopped.  Then will the 

lame leap like a deer, and the mute tongue shout for joy.’ Isaiah 35:5 

Peace, justice for the poor, healing for the deaf and lame…  Are these the things you 

hope for in the messiah?  Or would you like a king like David, who would conquer all our 

enemies?” 

“We want David!” dozens shouted at once. 

“Indeed,” continued Joseph, and then “How much easier is it to blame our problems on 

our enemies, how much easier to hate instead of love! But one has come to teach another way… 

one where we are at enmity with ourselves and conquering self leads to salvation!” 

“What nonsense is this!” an old woman shouted up to James.   

“How can we be at war with ourselves?!” yelled a young man.  Joseph bowed his head a 

moment then tried to continue, 

“Yeshua taught…” 

“Yeshua, the Nazarene?” he was interrupted by the crowd.   

Someone else asked, “Yeshua who was crucified for blasphemy, why are you talking of 

him?” 

“He is his brother!” another yelled. 
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“Hear me out!” James commanded.  “A new way is hard to see.  Pride is the greatest 

obstacle to the truth. We have filled our religion with ritual and rules when faith itself is the only 

way.  Yeshua, my brother, performed many miracles while he was alive, some outside this very 

temple, but that was not enough to convince most witnesses of the truth in his preaching.  There 

are many holy people among us but they are the ones who don’t use our rules as a crutch, our 

religion as a way to subdue.”    

Murmurs grew, 

“Is he a Jew?” 

“Who is this man?” 

“Our enemies are all around us. Now one is a priest at our temple?!” 

The crowd was becoming a mob.  Another priest, a friend of James, led him down from his 

platform and said, 

 “Another day, my friend, they’re not ready.”   

As they were returning to the priests’ chambers, Joseph hung his head and said quietly,  

 “But everyone needs to be ready.”   

XXXX 

James returned late that day to Talia’s guest house to find his mother very ill.  Maryam had a 

fever and a cough. She knew her prognosis and demanded that no help be brought but for sweet 

mint tea.  After being briefed by Talia, James entered Maryam’s room quietly and just sat near 

her for awhile.  Maryam slept normally except for heavy breathing and occasional shortness of 

breath.  A single olive oil lamp burned on a small nightstand and dimly illuminated Maryam’s 

long, graying hair as she lay with her back to James.   

He was struck how frail she looked as she slept, a mere wisp of a frame holding an implacable 

spirit.  His own worries dissipated with the smoke from the lamp.  This is what it always came 

down to, no grandiose schemes, no glory, just simple human frailty.  A man and his dying 

mother alone in a room…it could be a scene played out anywhere at any time.  James had 

returned expecting comfort from Maryam after his failed testimony at the temple but felt only 

awe as he gave his mother his full attention.  He began to stroke her hair gently. 

Here she was, the mother of his savior, the champion of his church, the brave, humble, young 

girl who said, “Yes” to Yahweh.  His own mother, who knew him better than he knew himself. 

After a few moments, Maryam stirred and said only, 

 “Take me home, son.”   

James replied gently, 

 “Where is home, mother?” 
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 “Ephesus.” 

 

CHAPTER 16:  She Magnifies the Lord 
 

The sail was on a broad reach, the gentle waves lolled the small deck.  The rich Mediterranean 

sun swept with the rigging in waves over Maryam’s happy face as she lay like a queen on her 

dais in the bow.   The crew and the passengers were her kingdom, the sea her universe.   

James was shepherding his mother to Ephesus as she requested.  After unsuccessful attempts at 

getting Maryam to stay put, there were tearful goodbyes with her other children. Priscilla and 

Aquila decided to stay on in Jerusalem awhile.   

It was only a matter of hours on the small boat before Maryam’s spirit permeated the craft.  The 

boat, eventually bound for Rome, was loaded with myrrh and linen, had an African crew, and 

besides James and Maryam, carried an aging Roman soldier, named Gaius, and a Roman official 

named Varinius and two of his slaves from Egypt.  Varinius was a young aristocrat with a non-

descript title who was secretly charged with reporting to Emperor Claudius on the overall 

situation in Judea.  He thought little of Jews and this new sub-sect who were starting to call 

themselves Christians.  Without knowing who she was, he found himself, along with everyone 

else on the boat, being drawn into conversation with this unusual woman, who spent all the fair 

weather in the bow holding court.   

The first to sit for a long while with Maryam was the most unlikely of companions.  Gaius was a 

newly retired legionnaire heading back to Ephesus, where he thought he might still have family.  

His people, like Mithridates, were originally from Gaul.  His compact frame revealed only some 

of the scars from 16 years in the army.  Gaius’ left eyelid drooped, his nose was crooked from 

multiple breaks, he was missing the tops of the last three fingers on his right hand and he carried 

his left leg stiffly because his calf had been cut through.  But Gaius was still strong enough to lift 

an ox and the mere sight of him was enough to scare any would be trouble-maker away, so that 

he would never have to use his strength for fighting ever again. 

Here this grizzled warrior sat over the wisp of a woman that was Maryam, listening like a child 

to its mother telling stories.  Gaius had lost his common-law wife and children, soldiers were 

prohibited to marry, to a plague in Judea.  Once he’d heard where Maryam was going he sat 

riveted at her side to find out what she might know about his family and changes in Ephesus 

since he was a boy.  Maryam knew Gaius’ aunt well and was able to reassure him of a home. 

They were talking about Artemis and her temple when Gaius said, 

 “Artemis, as a mother, always seemed better to me.  The other gods seemed to never  

have enough to do and so we suffer…” 

 “Yes, we mothers always have a clear duty.  And Yahweh often seems a capricious king.  

Life to us is a raging torrent, we move with it or are drowned.  It is no different on the battlefield, 

I imagine.  There is only kill or be killed.  But everywhere, in every situation, there are quiet 
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eddies to be found: moments of innocence, compassion, an understanding of our shared 

vulnerabilities.”  

 Gaius said,    

 “It’s true.  Even in the worst battles there is always more than fear and death.”    

Varinius, upon hearing the word ‘death’ came forward from the stern and asked, 

 “Mind if I join you?” 

 “Not at all,” Maryam said, “We were talking about the capriciousness of the gods.”   

 “Indeed, please continue,” Varinius said.    

 “Yahweh, God, is not our tyrant, he wants to be our most intimate companion.  He came, 

as  my Yeshua, in the form of a helpless human baby. He shared our suffering to show once and 

for all that he knows us, that he loves us, that he needs us.  A king would never admit that he 

needs his subjects, but without them he is nothing and those who govern justly receive their due 

adoration.” 

 “And a true leader asks nothing more of his men than he does himself,” said Gaius. 

 “Pardon me, madam,” interjected Varinius, “Am I to understand that you, yourself, are 

the mother of this Yeshua that is causing a split among you Jews?”   

 “Yes, God needed to come in human form to show that he is not a THING.  We are made 

in his image because he is like us in his need for relationship. We each must face judgment alone 

but what we are judged on is how well we reflect godliness in our love for mankind.” 

 “Love?  Religion is about love?” asked Varinius incredulously.  

Maryam didn’t pause,  

 “One cannot love unless he feels loved.  The merest hint of how we are loved by the 

creator of all things would make us all into messiahs.  This is the mystery.  Why is it so hard?  

Because we can’t understand why one would love us so much, and that reveals the only obstacle 

to having heaven on earth: ourselves.” 

 “So we can all be gods?” asked Varinius.  

 “We can all be who Yahweh created us to be, who we were meant to be, and, yes, that 

holds great power, only because it is God acting through us.” 

XXXX 

One evening, in rough weather, James was talking to the Egyptians, Awan and Baraka, by 

lamplight below deck.  The men looked like broken dolls that had been shoved into a cramped 

space for safekeeping.  There was barely room to move their heads.  The Egyptians said they had 

heard about Mark, the apostle, preaching in their country.   
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Awan said, 

 “At one time we have had more than 2,000 gods to keep track of, but more than 1,000 

years ago the Pharaoh Akenaton reduced them all to one: Aton Ra, the sun god.  Akenaton was 

the husband of Nefertiti and preceded Tutankhamen, who died when he was just a boy.” 

Baraka added,  

“Akeneton’s reign ushered in a new era of artistic freedom and started a new art form 

called Amarna, which was freed from previous strictures controlled by the priests. However, 

after Akeneton we went back to polytheism.” 

 “So Mark’s teaching, once again simplifies things?”  James answered. 

 “Yes,” said Baraka, “And, as with the beginning of a new art form, eliminating petulant 

gods and making deities approachable through your Yeshua could be very liberating, as your 

mother so clearly states.” 

 “Egypt, and especially Alexandria, has been a center for learning and inquiry since the 

beginning of civilization.  Indeed that is the very meaning of civilization!” Amarna said proudly.   

 “Without openness to new ideas, clearly, there can be no progress for humankind,” 

Baraka concluded.   

Once again Varinius was on the periphery, listening. “But what is to be done with ideas that 

threaten the state?” he asked.   

Baraka answered, 

 “Master, if an empire can be overthrown by ideas, then of what is it made and whom does 

it serve?  If you look at the later history of our two kingdoms with Caesar, Cleopatra and then 

Marc Anthony, it is one of fratricide, polygamy and war.  Now Roman emperors rule us as if 

they were Pharaohs.”   

Varinius, usually quick to reply, paused a moment and said, 

 “It seems we Romans are very adept at applying the good ideas of the people’s whom we 

incorporate.  Perhaps it is time for some good ideas of our own…”  

XXXX 

A resinous, vanilla-like scent rose from the precious cargo below.  Maryam was considering the 

irony of going home to die on a boat carrying myrrh for her funeral and linen for her shroud as 

she lay on her pillows in the bow of the boat.   In a rare moment alone she reminisced about her 

previous voyage to Ephesus 17 years ago.   

She remembered how torn she felt leaving the holy city where so many fateful events had taken 

place.  Irony, indeed.  The whole adventure with her first born had been one of surprises.  Who 

could really take in the entirety of his life and message?  Who would have thought that a ministry 

of healing and salvation would lead to such a miserable death?  
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They had all come so far since then.  Maryam knew there was much suffering to come, though 

there was nothing new about suffering.  Yeshua’s gift was a way out of suffering’s hell.  Faith 

amidst doubt, peace amidst turmoil, wholeness amidst pain.  Here she lay dying, as calm as could 

be.  There was nothing more to make sense of now.  There was only the blessed breeze and the 

revitalizing sun to thoroughly enjoy as a testament to Yahweh’s abiding grace. 

XXXX 

Thomas awoke to soft sunlight racing across his face as it broke over the mountains in Ephesus.  

He was on the roof of John’s family home, now inhabited by Rachel, Zehra, and the saved girls.  

John was there too anticipating the return of Maryam.   

Thomas had come through on his way to India.  His occupation as a jeweler drew him to the 

Pandyan Kingdom and its diamonds.  The recently discovered hippalus wind took travelers from 

Aden in the Parthian Empire to the southwest coast of India in 40 days.  Along with the 

diamonds, it facilitated trade in spices, pearls and silk between the port of Kodungallur and 

Rome.   

The freshening light showed the disciple Thomas to be extremely handsome.  He had strong 

features with broadly spaced, clear eyes, perfect skin and a well-defined nose.  His dark, curly 

beard was well kempt and he carried his tall, lithe frame effortlessly as he climbed down the 

ladder to the courtyard.  Even this early it was filled with women and girls working on garments 

in all stages of completion.  John was sitting in his favorite shaded spot surrounded by yellow 

jasmine.  Rachel saw Thomas descend and they both got to John at the same time.   

 “Good morning, Thomas!” said Rachel, “Did you enjoy your night under the stars?” 

 “Yes, thank you.  It’s so quiet here compared to Rome and the air is very clear,” 

responded Thomas. 

John remarked,  

 “Ephesus quiet? Well, it’s all relative I guess.  The market vendors set up in the agora 

starting at 4:00 AM and before that is all the revelry in the center of town.”  He continued, 

 “You and your brother still have your main shop in Rome?”   

 “Yes,” answered Thomas, “My father started the shop and my twin and I have been 

working it on and off for some time.  Now I’m ostensibly charged with going directly to the 

source of the best diamonds, but really it’s getting quite dangerous in Rome to practice our new 

religion. Claudius must really feel a threat from us because he is clamping down hard.” 

 “So you don’t plan to return to Rome?” asked Rachael. 

 “Not for awhile.  I can make sure the best diamonds get sent back to my more politically 

correct brother and probably do some fruitful proselytizing in India.” 

 “You certainly had good luck with King Abgar through Thaddeus!” said John. 
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One of the girls brought them all tea, figs, pomegranates and bread.  After sipping some tea, 

Thomas continued, 

 “Yes, that encouraged all of us! Edessa’s my next stop on the way to India.  You recall 

that King Agbar of Edessa had heard about Yeshua and his miracles as well as his persecution.  

Agbar himself was suffering from excruciating gout.  He believed Yeshua could help him and in 

return offered Yeshua asylum and even his army, if necessary.  Yeshua dictated a letter to 

Hannan saying he would send a disciple after he ascended.  He gave that charge to me and I sent 

Thaddeus because he was from Asia Minor.” 

 “Thaddeus has visited here often and been a real inspiration,” interjected John. 

Thomas continued, 

 “That was 25 years ago now! Agbar converted and created the first Christian kingdom.” 

Rachel asked,  

 “Didn’t Agbar die a few years ago?”   

 “Yes, but I hope to find the faith still strong in Edessa.  Also, Thaddeus mentioned a 

miraculous portrait of Yeshua called the mandylion, drawn while he was still alive. Some even 

say it is his exact likeness that appeared on a cloth to Agbar when he converted and was healed.” 

[The mandylion is thought to have started iconography.] 

Rachel said, 

 “If it still exists, it should be a strong testament to hold Agbar’s people to the faith.” 

John said wistfully, 

 “Imagine to be able to see Yeshua again…” 

 “And what about all your churches here?” Thomas said to John. 

 “They are doing alright but there are always controversies.” 

 “Yes, there are always those who must see and touch Yeshua’s wounds to believe!”  

Thomas said with a smile, alluding to his own behavior after others had witnessed the resurrected 

Christ.   

 “Don’t be too hard on yourself, old friend; each of us vacillates enough in our faith that 

we demand proof from time to time.” 

 “And it usually comes in a form we would least expect,” concluded Thomas.  Then he 

asked, 

 “Rachel, explain to me what you’ve got here.” 

 “That’s a good question!  This is certainly a unique community of faith.  It was founded 

unofficially by Yeshua’s mother, Maryam, simply by saving unwanted girl babies from a nearby 
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hill.  I was a helper, bees they called us, at the famous Temple of Artemis here in Ephesus, until 

circumstances put me in charge of the household.  We started out sort of being stuck with each 

other but Maryam’s life really ordered our existence by example.  She lived so richly we simply 

tried to emulate her: prayer, service, self-respect hold us together.” 

Thomas asked, 

 “How do you deal with the fact that the girls’ mothers and fathers are your neighbors?”   

 “We manage to lead a rather insular existence.  Most of our relations with the outside 

world were handled by my father’s business partner, Mazaeus, but he died several months ago.  

So I have taken a more active part in maintaining our buyers and suppliers, but it is clear most of 

the men I deal with find it awkward to deal with a woman in my position.  For now, the less 

attention we draw to ourselves, the better.” 

Thomas responded, 

 “Amazing, we men think we are so important, but all we are truly good at is warring with 

each other.” 

John said, 

 “Again, Thomas, you are too hard on yourself.  You and I are doing our part to fight a 

new battle for souls, not territory.” 

 “Perhaps, but it seems these women are further along then we’ll ever be.” 

XXXX 

It was noon when they got word from the docks that Maryam had returned.  Rachel, John, 

Thomas, Abrianna and several of the women went down to find her.  It wasn’t hard.  The crew 

and passengers of her boat were fawning over her as she rested on a pallet in the shade, 

neglecting their duties and oblivious of the bustle around them.  Gaius stood protectively over 

her as she quietly responded to their well wishes and goodbyes.  John walked up to the crowd 

and said, 

 “Mother, is that you making a scene again?”   

Maryam smiled and turned her head slightly to see her adopted son.   

Gaius answered for her, 

 “My man, your mother is an enchantress.  She has bewitched us all.  I envy the man who 

can call her mother!”  he said as he grabbed John’s hand so hard John feared he might lose it. 

 “Sir, you may call her mother as truly as I, for she may as well have borne us all on her 

magnificent soul.  My name is John, and I fear you may share my arm as well as my mother!”   

 “Oh, yes, sorry,” Gaius said as he released John’s hand. “I am Gaius; you may know my 

aunt, Persephone, of the same tribe as your father.” 
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 “Dear Persephone, indeed, a pleasure to meet you.”  John bent down to kiss Maryam on 

her cheek while Rachel and the others pushed in among the crowd to give their greetings.  

Thomas loomed behind them trying not to intrude on these intimacies.  John finally noticed him 

and pulled him forward, 

 “Mother, this is Thomas.  Do you remember?”   

Maryam said with a whisper, 

 “Thomas!  How long it’s been!  What brings you to Ephesus?”   

 “Dear woman, it’s time for me to find my way as John and so many others have now 

done.  I’m off to India!” 

 “India! Really.  How exciting! Bless you!”   

 “Thank you, Madame. Now, shouldn’t we get you home?”   

XXXX 

Maryam went home that night from the same room she slept in when she first arrived in Ephesus.  

It was August 15, AD 54.  She was 64 years old.  They laid her to rest in a cave near her home at 

three springs.  An ad hoc encampment arose around her stone home as John and Rachel received 

the condolences of the whole mountainside.  Rachel was reminded of the happy camping trip that 

first brought them to this grove when she was a little girl right after her beloved brother had 

returned from Judea with the strange woman that would change all their lives so drastically.  She 

remembered too how happy her father, Mithridates, seemed here, freed from the constraints of 

the city and delighted to plan their hillside campaign to get Maryam settled here.  Then there was 

her mother, Trophima, who came here to find solace after the twin loss of her oldest son, 

Adolphus and her beloved Gaul, Mithridates.  Grief and anger turned to peace and a new 

purpose, which then led to martyrdom.  Her mother’s sacrifice allowed Maryam to help the early 

fathers of the church find their way, especially Paul.  Rachel had filled the void, transferring 

from service to Artemis to service to her family, then Maryam’s cast-off girls.  She had been 

dutiful and patient.  Now it was her turn to be lost.   

Rachel politely retained her composure during the funeral and a day of visitation and then simply 

walked up the mountain mindlessly; her eyes blindly welled with tears.  She had been gone for 

hours before anyone noticed.  John started to worry but had to stay and receive mourners, who 

were now coming from all around Ephesus as word of Maryam’s passing spread.  James and 

Thomas went looking for her.  Someone had seen her heading up the mountain so they filled 

goatskins with water, slung them over their shoulders and took the main path uphill.   

 “This woman, Rachel, has quite a story.” James said. 

 “Yes, the little time I spent with her community has been very enlightening,” answered 

Thomas, “How are things in Jerusalem?  I haven’t been there for years.” 

 “The walls of the city seem to groan under the weight of their history.  Our history is a 

part of us and we should not deny it but it is HISTORY!  Our past can inform our present and 



My Soul Magnifies the Lord: Mary After the Crucifixion                                    Paul A. Cummins      

 | P a g e  

 

83 

will always be with us in at least some minor form, yet our present is what’s important.  That’s 

what Yeshua taught us.  Individuals acting in the present, informed by the past.” 

 “Yes, I remember when he taught to pray only for our daily bread.  It’s not always easy to 

do.  To stay in the present.  Past glories always seem so idyllic and the future so tenuous.” 

 “The future is tenuous because it’s not ours to control.  Although we can affect it, 

ironically, by living fully in the present.” 

 “Well, poor Rachel’s present seems bleak to her.  How are you doing?” 

 “I only have one mother and I will miss her terribly, but she loved us so well she became 

a permanent part of us.  But I suppose I will have my fits.  I’m fine now, though.  She helped me 

prepare well on this trip back to Ephesus.”   

They paused at a fork in the trail, looked at each other and Thomas asked, 

 “Split up?  Which one do you want?” 

 “I’ll take this left fork.  Let’s meet back at Maryam’s house at sundown one way or the 

other.” 

 “OK, good luck.” 

James went ahead while Thomas paused a moment to remember any landmarks he could.  He 

had a strange sense of time as he took in the stillness around him.  There was a changeling breeze 

under the partial cover of the lawsonia bushes, the only sounds gentle rustling leaves and the far 

off bird.  It was late morning and the sun was near its zenith.  He took note of the trail heading 

southwest and discerned the remnants of a crumbled dwelling slightly east.   

This immediate situation reminded Thomas of the new path he was taking to India and he hoped 

he could pull off both tasks competently.  As he walked uphill through the lawsonia he thought it 

particularly ironic that these were the plants used to decorate the skin of his soon adopted 

country in a style known as Henna.  Thomas felt as if he were about to shed his old skin for a 

new one and thought of the stunning, elaborate patterns he had seen done in Henna.   

Thomas walked for an hour or so calling for Rachel and looking for any signs of trouble.  He 

stopped to wipe his brow and adjust his headscarf and he took a sip of water from the goatskin.  

His voice was horse from shouting so the water felt especially good.  When he lifted his head up 

to take one more drink he noticed a special light through his slightly parted eyelids.  The glare 

was replaced by a cool iridescence.  He dropped his head and had an overwhelming feeling of 

certitude.  He knew he was near his goal and didn’t have to shout anymore.   

Thomas walked upward confidently and found two women in a grove protected by a lone 

mulberry tree.  One was prostrate and unknowing.  The other was standing by her looking at 

Thomas.  He knew this woman, or did he?  He walked gently into the grove and the upright 

woman smiled her familiar half smile that was part whimsy and part mystery.  It was Maryam! 

 “Dear woman, is it you?”  Thomas asked needlessly. 
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 “It is I, just looking after poor Rachel here.”   

 “But…” 

 “Yes, hard to believe, but that’s the point, I guess.  We are so certain of everything we 

can see and touch in our human world.  And we KNOW evil exits.  Our senses are merely filters 

and our minds make up what they want to see. Now, Thomas, you have seen two of us as we 

really are. Me and  my Yeshua.  Try your best to look at yourself this way and others will see 

themselves clearly too.” 

 “Yes, Madame, that seems to define your life.  May I touch you?  Not in order to 

believe… but to honor this earthly spot.” 

 “Alright,” Maryam said as she held out a shimmering hand.  Thomas knelt and held her 

hand to his forehead.  He felt a fluid warmth and then nothing as he raised his head and Maryam 

was gone.  He bent to stroke Rachel’s hair then lifted her head to offer her water. 

 “Drink” was all he said. 

XXXX 

Thomas returned with Rachel just after sundown to Maryam’s grove at three springs.  He found 

John and everyone else elated to see them both.  Rachel was exhausted but had some color back 

in her face and a faint light had returned to her eyes-- suggesting she would recover.  Thomas 

looked like a child with a secret to share and did so as soon as a crowd could be gathered.   

 “I saw her!” he said.  Everyone stood non-plussed because they thought he was talking 

about Rachel. 

Thomas tried again. 

 “I saw Maryam!” Again, everyone thought he had just gone to her tomb in the 

mountainside.   

 “Maryam is risen!  I saw her in an unearthly body!  She was watching over Rachael until 

I arrived!”   

One of the women shouted, 

 “Hallelujah!”  Others fell to their knees.  Most just stood in unbelief.  John clapped 

Thomas hard on the shoulder and smiled.  James embraced him.   

 

Chapter 16:  The Beloved Disciple 
 

It was a halcyon time for the three disciples.  Elated at the renewed promise of an existence 

beyond their current physical limitations and the spiritual presence of both Maryam and Yeshua 

(imagine that reunion!) to aid them, John, James and Thomas prayed, planned and plotted.  
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James returned to Judea, Thomas went on to India and ended up founding churches in 

Kodungallur, Kollam, Niranam, Nikackal, Kokkamangalam, Kottakkayal, Palayoor, and 

Thiruvithamcode.  John left Ephesus last after he was sure Rachel could manage again.   

He had help.  Gaius, limping, mangled, ox-like, Gaius, became Rachel’s earthly protector.  He 

took over liaison responsibilities due to the vacuum left by Mazaeus, did the hardest physical 

work required around the compound, and added a welcome, crotchety male presence in the 

household of women.  They became his new family and the battles he now fought had no losers.   

John left and gave his full attention to the churches he birthed in his homeland of Asia Minor.  

They were now in their adolescence and it was time for them to grow up.  For ten years John 

traveled, preached, and mediated with supernatural energy.  Initial elation turned inevitably to  

frustration as John’s congregants couldn’t see for themselves what was so clear to John but this, 

in time, led to more resolve.  And then there was always the Empire. Officials everywhere 

received complaints and petty grievances, veiled in charges of treason.  As the Roman historian, 

Suetonius, said, these Christians were, “an uncouth, uncomfortable set of killjoys, hating the 

normal pleasures of life and denying the people’s gods”.   

Therefore they became easy scape- goats for the deranged Emperor Nero to blame for a fire that 

destroyed most of Rome in 64 AD.  Rumors spread that Nero ordered the fire started so he could 

rebuild the capital and name it after himself.  He had killed his mother and his sister and many 

others by whom he felt threatened.  But his systematic killing of Christians led to thousands of 

deaths.  He would wrap them in animal skins and feed them to lions and dogs in the Circus 

Maximus or dip his victims in wax, impale them on poles around his palace, light them on fire 

and say, “Now you truly are the light of the world”.  [From Disasters :Neromania an Ancient 

Persecutionwww.boisestate.edu/history/ncasner/hy210/nero.htm] 

XXXX 

 

64 AD 

John was charged with sedition and sent to Rome for his trial before the new emperor, Nero.  

Elation and courage through the completion of his trial led again to abject fear as John faced the 

most gruesome execution. He was not allowed to be tortured because he was a Roman citizen, 

but Nero intended to kill him quickly by throwing him in boiling oil. 

XXXX 

It was impossible to take a full breath.  Although he lay on his side, John felt as if his chest were 

wrapped in cords.  His eyes were closed trying to force himself back to sleep but random firings 

of billions of synapses in his brain made light flicker under his eyelids in the total darkness of his 

cell. 

The stone room was cold and damp but John was sweating and his mouth was dry.  A sore throat 

would lead to chills, and then fever if he couldn’t rest.  John had cursed, cried and prayed.  

Nothing could stop the perseverations because the situation was impossible.  There was nothing 

he could do now.  What had he done wrong?  Where was the way out?  John had seen a dog 

http://www.boisestate.edu/history/ncasner/hy210/nero.htm
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chew on a stick frantically when he was backed into a corner and couldn’t decide what to do.  

John didn’t even have a stick.   

He sat up and tried to use his thoughts to take him somewhere else, away from this place.  He 

started at the beginning and retraced the 45 years that brought him here…   

A young man seeking his fortune, courageously leaving his comfortable home oblivious to his 

mortality.  A mere fragment of conversation overheard about an unusual man doing 

extraordinary things in Galilee.  Leaving on a whim with a stranger to try to find the man.  

Arriving in a camp late at night, all alone, tired and hungry.  This led to a new life, a new 

way…more than two thrilling years following this man, Yeshua.  Roiling in the wake of his 

calmness and miraculous doings.  And then, Tragedy!  As his reign abruptly ended in torture and 

a terrible death.   

Then he and Yeshua’s other followers bobbed about like flotsam until the Master returned as a 

veil of faith and majesty.   

There was Maryam.  Always there was Maryam.  His spiritual Mother.  Mother of his Lord.  

With human frailties but a tangible core strength.  Wisps of heaven on earth flickering wherever 

she went, whatever she did.  Where was she now? 

After his real mother died, following the loss of his brother and father, John started those 

churches throughout Asia Minor, his home.  The same kinds of fits and starts that seemed to 

plague every worthwhile endeavor occurred seven times seven over.  Personalities clashed, 

people wrestled for the truth, for their own identities and survival.  John was humbled again and 

again and became stronger yet more compliant at the same time.  He got through it all until 

Maryam died and then was rejuvenated by Thomas’ account of her resurrection.  

He got louder.  Preached damnation upon the heathen Romans, upon everyone who wouldn’t 

listen.  When would they learn?  But then he had to be dealt with.  He was sent to Rome to be 

tried.  He was found guilty of blasphemy and treason and was to be executed by being boiled in 

oil.  How could one imagine such a death?  How would it feel to have your skin seared off as so 

much bacon?  How long would it take?   

Reconstructing his history now, in the most dire of situations, in this most humbling of places, 

John saw God’s hand at every turn.  He saw no way out but through.  That was always the 

lesson.  Let go. Let go of self.  Let God.   

He said out loud, 

 “Not me.  I am more than flesh.  I am more than my pitiful animal needs.  I am part of 

eternity.  With each decision I make that goes beyond my base needs,  I confirm my eternal 

value.  These acts open the way for God to do his work.  Do your work now, my Lord!” 

John sat, alone, naked, on a rough-hewn board, in a dank, reeking, stone dungeon, in the depth of 

night, with a miserable death to come, and, as he bowed his head to his chest, John was totally at 

peace and finally slept. 

XXXX 
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There were 270,000 spectators gathered in the Circus Maximus to the southeast of the center of 

Rome.  Nero was in his box on the Palatine Hill.  Twelve chariots were at their staggered starting 

places.  Since each had bribed the starting judges, there was no certainty as to how much their 

success now depended on skill and luck but death or grievous injury was likely regardless.  Most 

of the spectators had placed bets on one or more of the chariots and therefore had a vested 

interest in the outcome.  While the horses brayed and stomped and the drivers shifted uneasily 

waiting for the signal, the Emperor had a special spectacle planned before the start of the race.  

He had prepared an announcement which was read simultaneously to the crowd by dozens of 

criers.  

 “Beloved citizens!  There is a Jewish sect that is jealous of the glory and power that is 

Rome.  They worship a rebel and false king named Yeshua who could not even save himself 

from death, yet they claim he is the key to immortality!  In their misled frustration they set fire to 

our fair city and I, as your protector, have sought these people out and brought them to justice.  

We have the rare privilege today of having one of their leaders, a Roman citizen, no less, named 

John, who has fomented rebellion in Asia Minor.  Since fire was their weapon against our fair 

city, burning is too good for him, so he shall be baptized in boiling oil.” 

The spectators were inured to violence, indeed, that’s why they came yet many shivered at the 

thought of such a death.  All eyes were on the center of the spina, which separated the two sides 

of the track.  Two coal fires heated large cauldrons of lard that had been tried from butchered 

cattle.  Between these was an ornate bathtub with John standing behind it held by two soldiers.   

At Nero’s signal, four executioners, dressed in black robes, filled the tub from the two cauldrons.  

The fat sputtered and sent jets of steam skyward as it vaporized all the moisture that it found.  

John stood placidly.  He was pushed forward by the soldiers and bent over the tub so he could 

feel the heat and be terrified.  It had the opposite effect however, because, instead of heat, he felt 

a strange coolness, which reminded him of his dream long ago in Ephesus, where searing heat 

was all around but he was untouched.   

The soldiers felt him relax even more.  John turned to each one and bowed to them.  They let him 

go and stepped back involuntarily.  The four executioners stepped forward hastily and lifted John 

over the tub.  After a gasp from the crowd, they set him in the tormented oil.  Horses spooked 

and several chariots ran loose.  Nero, not known for his exertion, stood up anxiously.  A chill 

from the ground was felt by the whole crowd.  Then John simply stood up in the tub, spread his 

arms to heaven, shouted “Halleluiah!” and stepped back out of the perverse device.  The 

executioners ran.  The crowd went wild.  Nero was beside himself with rage and could issue no 

coherent orders.  The emperor was escorted back to his palace to avoid further embarrassment. 

Later Nero ordered the two soldiers and four executioners killed and sent John to prison on 

Patmos.  

Not long after this, Nero had Peter crucified upside down, after killing his wife in front of him, 

and had Paul beheaded.   

XXXX 

John was left to wonder why he was spared but the, other, more important disciples, were not.  

Patmos was full of dementia and disease due to the dire conditions there.  What little food was 
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provided was inedible.  Prisoners survived only if their families were able to provide for them 

and only if something was left after the guards took their share.  Gaius visited soon after John 

arrived and made it clear to the warden that John should be well cared for.  He left little room for 

doubt what he would do should his demand be unmet.  John was given a small cave to call his 

own and spent his time mainly alone and in prayer.  He was provided paper and pen and 

therefore kept in touch with the outside world when he came out of his reverie.  But he seldom 

wrote.  John continued to have dreams as always, but something was different now.  Waking and 

dreaming were indistinct.  He felt like his whole existence now was a dream.  He had been in his 

cave almost three years when all of a sudden he began to write furiously.  He wrote words of 

encouragement to his churches and dire predictions for the fate of Nero and his empire.  He 

wrote with confidence as the benefactor of miracles small and large and as the adopted son of the 

mother of all that he loved.   
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Postscript: 

   
300 AD   

The first church in the world dedicated to the Virgin Mary is built in Ephesus. 

410 AD   

John’s predictions in Revelation come true at least as regards the fall of the Roman Empire.  

Conquering barbarian tribes meted death out in a no less fearsome manner than John’s Four 

Horsemen.  The perseverance of the churches John offered encouragement to in Asia Minor, as 

well as the others, paid off during the Middle Ages as Christ became the new emperor of 

people’s hearts, and therefore he “came” again and again to millions during that time. 

1100 AD 

The crusader Baldwin of Bourcq and his battalion arrive at a small village on a wide estuary in 

Asia Minor.  He asks his lieutenants to check their maps again.   

 “Is this the place?” he asks. 

 “Yes sir, this is where Ephesus is supposed to be,” answers his cartographer. 

One of the villagers, drawn by the spectacle of the army of foreigners, is questioned.   

 “Is this the city of Ephesus?”   

 “It once was sir, now it is called Ayasalouk.” 

 “Where is your bay, your trading ships, the great Temple to Artemis we have read about 

in the ancient texts?” 

 “We have no temple here sir,” the villager answered.    

1812 AD   

Sister Anne Catherine Emmerich, a bed-ridden German nun, has visions of Mary’s later life, 

including her last visit to Jerusalem and the location of her home in the hills in Ephesus.  Priests 

are sent to find the house and fail until they ask the locals, who point and say, 

 “It was over there.” 

A foundation of a first century house is found and rebuilt.  It became an official pilgrimage site 

of the Catholic Church in 1896 and is visited by thousands of people every year.  In 2006 a 

devastating fire cleared the mountainside but spared Mary’s enclave.   
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1869 AD 

John Turtle Wood, an architect more accustomed to research and drawing, had been risking his 

life for six years trying to find the ruins of the Temple of Artemis.  He had broken his collar bone 

when he was thrown from his horse the first year.  The second year he was stabbed in an 

assassination  attempt on the British Consul in Smyrna.  A low budget, dearth of workers and 

bandits made his everyday existence tenable.  The worst part was not really knowing where to 

look.  This latest site held promise due to the large number of sarcophagi his crew had found in 

the surrounding hills.  The test pit was nearing twenty feet deep.  The moist sides threatened to 

cave in at any moment.  Man-made stones were almost impossible to detect in the mud.   

However, with one more bucket of mud removed, the unmistakable base of a green marble 

column was discernable.   

 Wood exclaimed,“We’ve got you now, M’Lady!”   


