Anybody who has read The Passover Plot will see what is

goi ng on here quickly enough. This story won the Nebul a

award in its category. It deals with a nan who travels

through Time in search of the Christ. He is, in a very strange
way, successful in his quest. On first reading, if you' re of the
Christian persuasion, this story may seem bl asphenous and
irreverent. Well, maybe it is. Maybe the author is an icono-
clast. Say that. Then again, maybe you're an atheist, and a
sophi sticated one, and you m ght say that the author is kick-
ing a dead dog. Say that. Christian or atheist, though, if these
be your initial reactions, consider the story a bit nore closely.
it may just be that both reactions are wong.

M chael Mborcock is a wondrous man, tw ce the size of

any of us, with a beard |like Father Tinme and the ability to
practically kill himself for that which he | oves and believes
in. He edits the British periodical New Wrlds, which has
been the vehicle for some very fine tellings since he took it
over. He is a good editor, and a man who would literally give
you his shirt, if you were to stop himon the street and
denonstrate that you really needed it. He is a professiona

human bei ng. What nore can | say? Plenty. |'ve met M chael
Moorcock a couple tinmes, and because of this | know what |

am sayi ng when | say that there are very few people who

could spend an afternoon with himand not come away |i ki ng

hi m

Read his story very carefully, please.

BEHOLD THE MAN
M chael Mborcock

He has no material power as the god-enperors had; he has

only a followi ng of desert people and fishermen. They tel

himhe is a god; he believes them The followers of Al ex-
r;s Nebula Award, Best Novella 1967

ander said: "He is unconquerable, therefore he is a god.'

The followers of this man do not think at all; he was thei
act of spontaneous creation. Now he | eads them this nad-
man cal |l ed Jesus of Nazareth.

And he spoke, saying unto them Yeah verily | was Kari

d ogauer and now | am Jesus the Messiah, the Christ.

And it was so.

The tine machine was a sphere full of milky fluid in which

the traveler floated, enclosed in a rubber suit, breathing
through a mask attached to a hose leading to the wall of the
machi ne. The sphere cracked as it |anded and the fluid

spilled into the dust and was soaked up. Instinctively,
A ogauer curled hinself into a ball as the level of the liquid
fell and he sank to the yielding plastic of the sphere's inner
lining. The instrunents, cryptographic, unconventional, were
still and silent. The sphere shifted and rolled as the |ast of
the liquid dripped fromthe great gash in its side.
Morentarily, G ogauer's eyes opened and cl osed, then his

mout h stretched in a kind of yawn and his tongue fluttered

and he uttered a groan that turned into a ululation

He heard hinself. The Voice of Tongues, he thought.

The | anguage of the unconscious. But he could not guess

what he was sayi ng.



H s body became nunb and he shivered. H s passage

t hrough time had not been easy and even the thick fluid had
not wholly protected him though it had doubtl ess saved his
life. Some ribs were certainly broken. Painfully, he straight-
ened his arnms and | egs and began to crawl over the slippery
pl astic towards the crack in the machine. He could see harsh
sunlight, a sky like shimering steel. He pulled hinself half-
way through the crack, closing his eyes as the full strength
of the sunlight struck then). He | ost consciousness.
Christrmas term 1949. He was nine years old, born two.

years after his father had reached Engl and from Austri a.

The other children were screaming with |aughter in the

gravel of the playground. The gane had begun earnestly

enough and somewhat nervously Karl had joined in in the

same spirit. Now he was crying

"Let me down! Please, Mervyn, stop it!"

They had tied himwith his arms spreadeagl ed agai nst the
wire-netting of the playground fence. It bul ged outwards
under his weight and one of the posts threatened to cone

| oose. Mervyn WIlians, the boy who had proposed the gane,
began, to shake the post so that Karl was swung heavily

back and forth on the netting.

"Stop it!"

He saw that his cries only encouraged them and he

cl enched his teeth, beconing silent.

He sl unped, pretending unconsci ousness; the school ties

they had used as bonds cut into his wists. He heard the
children's voices drop

"I's he all right?" MIlly Turner was whispering.

"He's only kidding." WIlliams replied uncertainly.

He felt themuntying him their fingers funbling with the
knots. Deliberately, he sagged, then fell to his knees, grazing
them on the gravel, and dropped face down to the ground.
Distantly, for he was hal f-convinced by his own deception,

he heard their worried voi ces.

W Ilianms shook him

"Wake up, Karl. Stop nucking about."

He stayed where he was, losing his sense of tine until he
heard M. Matson's voice over the general babble.

"What on earth were you doing, WIIlians?"

"It was a play, sir, about Jesus. Karl was being Jesus.

W tied himto the fence. It was his idea, sir. It was only a
gane, sir."

Karl's body was stiff, but he nanaged to stay still, breath-

i ng shall owy.

"He's not a strong boy |ike you, WIllianms. You should

have known better."

"I"'msorry, sir. I'"'mreally sorry."'
were crying.

Karl felt himself lifted; felt the triunph.

He was being carried along. H s head and side were so

pai nful that he felt sick. He had had no chance to di scover
where exactly the time machine had brought him but, turn-
ing his head now, he could see by the way the nman on his
right was dressed that he was at | east mthe Mddl e East.

He had nmeant to land in the year 29 A D. in the wilderness
beyond Jerusal em near Bethlehem Wre they taking him

to Jerusal em now?

He was on a stretcher that was apparently made of ani mal
skins; this indicated that he was probably in the past, at any

Wl lianms sounded as if he



rate. Two nen were carrying the stretcher on their shoul ders.
O hers wal ked on both sides. There was a smell of sweat

and animal fat and a nusty smell he could not identify.

They were wal king towards a line of hills in the distance.
He wi nced as the stretcher lurched and the pain in his

side increased. For the second time he passed out.

He woke up briefly, hearing voices. They were speaki ng

what was evidently some formof Aramaic. It was night, per-
haps, for it seened very dark. They were no | onger noving.
There was straw beneath him He was relieved. He slept.

In those days cane John the Baptist preaching in the

wi | derness of Judaea, And saying, Repent ye: for the king-
dom of heaven is at hand. For this is he that was spoken of
by the prophet Esaias, saying. The voice of one crying in
the -w | derness, Prepare ye the way of the Lord, nmake his
pat hs straight. And the sane John had his rainent of canel's
hair, and a leathern girdle about his loins; and his neat was
| ocusts and wild honey. Then went out to him Jerusal em

and all ludaea, and all the region round about Jordan, And
were baptized of himin Jordan, confessing their sins.

(Matt hew 3: 1-6)

They were washing him He felt the cold water running

over his naked body. They had managed to strip off his
protective suit. There were now thick |ayers of cloth against
his ribs on the right, and bands of |eather bound themto
hi m

He felt very weak now, and hot, but there was |ess pain.

He was in a buildingor perhaps a cave; it was too

gloony to telllying on a heap of straw that was saturated

by the water. Above him two nen continued to sluice water
down on himfromtheir earthenware pots. They were stern-
faced, heavily-bearded nen, in cotton robes.

He wondered if he could forma sentence they m ght
understand. Hi s know edge of witten Aranmai c was good,

but he was not sure of certain pronunciations.

He cleared his throat. "Wherebethisplace?"

They frowned, shaking their heads and | owering their

water jars.

"l seekaNazar eneJesus. .
"Nazarene. Jesus." One of the nmen repeated the words,

but they did not seemto mean anything to him He shrugged.
The ot her, however, only repeated the word Nazarene,
speaking it slowy as if it had some special significance for
him He nuttered a few words to the other man and went
towards the entrance of the room

Karl d ogauer continued to try to say something the re-
mai ni ng man woul d under st and.

"\What year dot ht he Roman Enperorsitin Rone?"

It was a confusing question to ask, he realized. He knew
Christ had been crucified in the fifteenth year of Tiberius
reign, and that was why he had asked the question. He tried
to phrase it better.

"How manyyeardot h Ti berius rul e?"

"Ti berius?" The nman frowned

A ogauer's ear was adjusting to the accent now and he

tried to sinulate it better. "Tiberius. The enperor of the
Romans. How many years has he rul ed?"

"How many?" The man shook his head. "I know not."

At | east G ogauer had managed to nmake hinsel f under-

st ood.



"Where is this place?" he asked.
"It is the wilderness beyond Machaerus,
"Know you not that?"
Machaerus lay to the southeast of Jerusalem on the other
side of the Dead Sea. There was no doubt that he was in the
past and that the period was sonetine in the reign of
Ti berius, for the man had recogni zed the name easily enough
H s conpani on was now returning, bringing with hima
huge fellow with heavily muscled hairy arms and a great
barrel chest. He carried a big staff in one hand. He was
dressed in animal skins and was well over six feet tall. H's
bl ack, curly hair was | ong and he had a bl ack, bushy beard
that covered the upper half of his chest. He noved like an
animal and his large, piercing brown eyes | ooked reflectively
at d ogauer.
When he spoke, it was in a deep voice, but too rapidly for
@ ogauer to follow It was G ogauer's turn to shake his head.
The big man squatted down beside him "Wo art thou?"
A ogauer paused. He had not planned to be found in this
way. He had intended to disguise hinself as a traveler from
Syria, hoping that the |ocal accents would be different enough
to explain his owmn unfamliarity with the | anguage. He
decided that it was best to stick to this story and hope for
the best.
"I amfromthe north," he said.
"Not from Egypt?" the big man asked. It -was as if he had
expected d ogauer to be fromthere. d ogauer decided that if
this was what the big man thought, he m ght just as well
agree to it.
"I came out of Egypt two years since," he said.
The big man nodded, apparently satisfied. "So you are
a magus from Egypt. That is what we thought. And your
nane is Jesus, and you are the Nazarene."
"I seek Jesus, the Nazarene," { ogauer said.
"Then what is your nane?" The man seened di sappoi nt ed.
d ogauer could not give his own nane. It would sound
too strange to them On inpulse, he gave his father's first
name. "Emmanuel ," he said.
The man nodded, again satisfied. "Emmanuel."
A ogauer realized belatedly that the choice of name had
been an unfortunate one in the circunstances, for Enmanue
meant in Hebrew "God with us" and doubtless had a nystic
significance for his questioner
"And what is your nane?" he asked
The man strai ght ened up, |ooking broodingly down on
d ogauer. "You do not know me? You have not heard of
John, called the Baptist?"
A ogauer tried to hide his surprise, but evidently John the
Bapti st .saw that his nane was fanmiliar. He nodded his shaggy
bead. "You do know of me, | see. Well, magus, now | mnust
deci de, eh?"
"What must you deci de?" G ogauer asked nervously.
"I'f you be the friend of the prophecies or the false one

we have been warned agai nst by Adonai. The Romans woul d
deliver me into the hands of nmine enenies, the children of
Her od. "
"Why is that?"
"You must know why, for | speak agai nst the Romans who
ensl ave Judaea, and | speak against the unlawful things that
Her od does, and | prophesy the tinme when all those who

the man replied.



are not righteous shall be destroyed and Adonai's ki ngdom

will be restored on Earth as the old prophets said it would
be. | say to the people, 'Be ready for that day when ye shal
take up the sword to do Adonai's will.' The unrighteous

know that they will perish on this day, and they woul d
destroy ne."

Despite the intensity of his words, John's tone was natter
of fact. There was no hint of insanity or fanaticismin his

face or bearing. He sounded nost of all |ike an Anglican
vi car reading a sernon whose nmeaning for himhad lost its
edge.

The essence of what he said, Karl G ogauer realized, was

that he was arousing the people to throw out the Romans

and their puppet Herod and establish a nmore "ri ghteous”
regime. The attributing of this plan to "Adonai" (one of the
spoken nanes of Jahweh and meani ng The Lord) seened

as many schol ars had guessed in the 20th century, a neans

of giving the plan extra weight. In a world where politics
and religion, even in the west, were inextricably bound to-
gether, it was necessary to ascribe a supernatural origin to
t he pl an.

I ndeed, d ogauer thought, it was nore than likely that

John believed his idea had been inspired by God, for the
Greeks on the other side of the Mediterranean had not yet

st opped argui ng about the origins of inspirationwhether it
originated in a man's head or was placed there by the gods.
That John accepted himas an Egyptian magi ci an of sone

kind did not surprise G ogauer particularly, either. The cir-
cunst ances of his arrival nust have seened extraordinarily

m racul ous and at the sane tine acceptable, particularly to a
sect like the Essenes who practiced self-nortification and
starvation and must be quite used to seeing visions in this hot
wi | derness. There was no doubt now that these people were
the neurotic Essenes, whose ritual washi ngbapti smand

sel f-deprivation, coupled with the al nost paranoi ac nysticism
that led themto invent secret |anguages and the like, was a
sure indication of their nentally unbal anced condition. Al
this occurred to d ogauer the psychiatrist manque, but d o-
gauer the man was torn between the poles of extrene ra-
tionalismand the desire to be convinced by the nysticism
itself.

"I must meditate," John said, turning towards the cave
entrance. "l must pray. You will remain here until guidance
is sent to nme."

He | eft the cave, striding rapidly away.

A ogauer sank back on the wet straw. He was w t hout

doubt in a linmestone cave, and the atnosphere in the cave
was surprisingly humd. It nust be very hot outside. He felt
dr owsy.

I

Five years in the past. Nearly two thousand in the future.
Lying in the hot, sweaty bed with Mnica. Once again, an-
other attenpt to make normal |ove had net anorphosed into

the performance of mnor aberrations which seened to

sati sfy her better than anything el se.

Their real courtship and fulfillnment was yet to cone. As
usual, it would be verbal. As usual, it would find its clinax
in argunment ati ve anger

"l suppose you're going to tell me you're not satisfied
again." She accepted the lighted cigarette he handed to her



in the darkness.

"I"'mall right," he said.

There was silence for a while as they snoked.

Eventual ly, and in spite of knowi ng what the result would

be if he did so, he found hinself talKking.

"It's ironic, isn't it?" he began

He waited for her reply. She would delay for a little

while yet.

"What is?" she said at |ast.

"Al'l this. You spend all day trying to hel p sexual neurotics
to become normal. You spend your nights doing what they

do."

"Not to the same extent. You knowit's all a matter of
degree. "

"So you say."

He turned his head and | ooked at her face in the starlight
fromthe wi ndow She was a gaunt-featured redhead, with

the cal m professional seducer's voice of the psychiatric social
wor ker that she was. It was a voice that was soft, reasonable
and insincere. Only occasionally, when she becane parti cu-
larly agitated, did her voice begin to indicate her real charac-
ter. Her features never seenmed to be in repose, even when

she slept. Her eyes were forever wary, her novenents rarely
spont aneous. Every inch of her was protected, which was
probably why she got so little pleasure fromordinary |ove-

ni aki ng.

"You just can't let yourself go, can you?" he said.

"Ch, shut up, Karl. Have a | ook at yourself if you're

| ooking for a neurotic ness."

Bot h were amateur psychiatristsshe a psychiatric social

wor ker, he nerely a reader, a dabbler, though he had done

a year's study sone time ago when he had planned to be-

cone a psychiatrist. They used the term nol ogy of psychi a-
try freely. They felt happier if they could name sonething.
He roll ed away from her, groping for the ashtray on the
bedsi de tabl e, catching a glance of hinself in the dressing
table mrror. He was a sallow, intense, noody Jew sh book-
seller, with a head full of imges and unresol ved obsessi ons,
a body full of enmptions. He always | ost these argunents

wi th Monica. Verbally, she was the dom nant one. This kind

of exchange often seened to himnore perverse than their

| overraki ng, where usually at |least his role was masculine.
Essentially, he realized, he was passive, masochistic, in-
deci sive. Even his anger, which cane frequently, was im
potent. Mnica was ten years ol der than he was, ten years
nore bitter. As an individual, of course, she had far nore
dynam sm t han he had; but as a psychiatric social worker

she had had just as many failures. She plugged on, beconing

i ncreasingly cynical on the surface but still, perhaps, hoping
for a few spectacul ar successes with patients. They tried to
do too nuch, that was the trouble, he thought. The priests

in the confessional supplied a panacea; the psychiatrists tried
to cure, and nost of the time they failed. But at |east they
tried, he thought, and then wondered if that was, after all

a virtue.

"I did | ook at nyself," he said.

Was she sl eeping? He turned. Her wary eyes were stil

open, | ooking out of the w ndow.

"I did | ook at nyself," he repeated. "The way Jung did.

"How can | help those persons if | amnyself a fugitive and



per haps al so suffer fromthe norbus sacer of a neurosis?
That's what Jung asked hinself. . . ."

"That ol d sensationalist. That old rationalizer of. his own
mysticism No wonder you never becane a psychiatrist."

"I wouldn't have been any good. It was nothing to do

with Jung. . . ."

"Don't take it out on ne. -
"You've told nme yourself that you feel the saneyou
think it's usel ess. "

"After a hard week's work, | might say that. Gve ne an-
ot her fag."

He opened the packet on the bedside table and put two
cigarettes in his nouth, lighting them and handi ng one to
her .

Al most abstractedly, he noticed that the tension was in-
creasi ng. The argunent was, as ever, pointless. But it was
not the argunment that was the inportant thing; it was sinply
t he expression of the essential relationship. He wondered if
that was in any way inportant, either.

"You're not telling the truth." He realized that there was
no stopping now that the ritual was in full sw ng.
"I'mtelling the practical truth. I've no compul sion to give
up my work. |I've no wish to be a failure. "

"Failure? You re nore nelodramatic than I am"

"You're too earnest, Karl. You want to get out of yourself

a bit."

He sneered. "If | were you, |1'd give up nmy work, Mbnica.
You're no nore suited for it than | was."

She shrugged. "You're a petty bastard.™

"I"'mnot jealous of you, if that's what you think. You'l
never understand what |'m | ooking for."

Her |augh was artificial, brittle. "Mddem man in search

of a soul, eh? Modern man in search of a crutch, |I'd say.
And you can take that any way you like."

"We're destroying the nmyths that make the world go

round. "

"Now you say 'And what are we putting in their place?

You're stale and stupid, Karl. You've never |ooked rationally
at anyt hi ngi ncl udi ng yoursel f."

"What of it? You say the nyth is uninportant.”

"The reality that creates it is inportant.”

"Jung knew that the nyth can also create the reality.”

"Whi ch shows what a nuddl ed old fool he was."

He stretched his legs. In doing so, he touched hers and

he recoiled. He scratched his head. She still lay there snok-
i ng, but she was smling now.

"Cone on," she said. "Let's have sone stuff about Christ."
He sai d nothing. She handed himthe stub of her cigarette
and he put it in the ashtray. He | ooked at his watch. It was
two o' clock in the norning.

"Why do we do it?" he said.

"Because we nust." She put her hand to the back of his

head and pulled it towards her breast. "Wat el se can we
do?"

We- Protestants nust sooner or later face this question

Are we to understand the "imtation of Christ" in the sense
that we should copy his life and, if | may use the expression
ape his stigmata; or in the deeper sense that we are to live
our own proper lives as truly as he lived his in all its im
plications? It is no easy matter to live a life that is nodel ed



on Christ's, but it is unspeakably harder to live one's own

life as truly as Christ lived his. Anyone who did this would
be m sjudged, derided, tortured and crucified. . . . A

neurosis is a dissociation of personality.

(Jung; Mbdem Man in Search of a Soul)

For a nonth, John the Baptist was away and d ogauer

lived with the Essenes, finding it surprisingly easy, as his

ribs nended, to join in their daily life. The Essenes' town-

ship consisted of a nmixture of single-story houses, built of

i mestone and clay brick, and the caves that were to be found

on both sides of the shallow valley. The Essenes shared their

goods in comon and this particular sect had w ves, though

many Essenes |ed conpletely nonastic |lives. The Essenes

were al so pacifists, refusing to own or to make weapons

yet this sect plainly tolerated the warlike Baptist. Perhaps

their hatred of the Romans overcane their principles. Per-

haps they were not sure of John's entire intention. \Watever

the reason for their toleration, there was little doubt that

John the Baptist was virtually their |eader

The Iife of the Essenes consisted of ritual bathing three

times a day, of prayer and of work. The work was not dif-

ficult. Sometines G ogauer guided a plough pulled by two

ot her nmenmbers of the sect; sonetines he | ooked after the

goats that were allowed to graze on the hillsides. It was a

peaceful , ordered life, and even the unhealthy aspects were

so much a matter of routine that d ogauer hardly noticed

them for anything else after a while.

Tendi ng the goats, he would lie on a hilltop, |ooking out

over the wilderness which was not a desert, but rocky scrub-

land sufficient to feed animals |ike goats or sheep. The scrub-

| and was broken by I owlying bushes and a few small trees

growi ng al ong the banks of the river that doubtless ran into

the Dead Sea. It was uneven ground. In outline, it had the

appearance of a storny |ake, frozen and turned yell ow and

brown. Beyond the Dead Sea | ay Jerusalem Qbviously Chri st

had not entered the city for the last tine yet. John the

Bapti st would have to die before that happened.

The Essenes' way of |ife was confortable enough, for al

its simplicity. They had given him a goatskin |oincloth .and

a staff and, except for the fact that he was watched by day

and ni ght, he appeared to be accepted as a kind of lay

nmenber of the sect.

Sonetimes they questioned himcasually about his chari ot

the tinme nmachine they intended soon to bring in fromthe

desertand he told themthat it had borne him from Egypt

to Syria and then to here. They accepted the mracle calmy

As he had suspected, they were used to mracles.

The Essenes had seen stranger things than his tinme ma-

chine. They had seen nmen wal k on water and angel s descend

to and from heaven; they had heard the voice of God and

H s archangels as well as the tenpting voice of Satan and

his mnions. They wote all these things down in their vel-

lumscrolls. They were nmerely a record of the supernatura

as their other scrolls were records of their daily lives and

of the news that traveling menbers of their sect brought to

t hem

They lived constantly in the presence of God and spoke

to God and were answered by God when they had sufficiently

nortified their flesh and starved thensel ves and chanted their

prayers beneath the blazing sun of Judaea.



Karl d ogauer grew his hair long and let his beard cone
unchecked. He nortified his flesh and starved hinself and
chanted his prayers beneath the sun, as they did. But he

rarely heard God and only once thought he saw an arch-

angel with wings of fire.

In spite of his willingness to experience the Essenes' hal -

 uci nati ons, 4 ogauer was di sappoi nted, but he was surprised
that he felt so well considering all the self-inflicted hardships
he had to undergo, and he also felt relaxed in the conpany

of these nmen and women who were undoubtedly insane.

Perhaps it was because their insanity was not so very dif-
ferent fromhis own that after a while he stopped wondering
about it.

John the Baptist returned one evening, striding over the

hills followed by twenty or so of his closest disciples. do-
gauer saw himas he prepared to drive the goats into their

cave for the night. He waited for John to get closer

The Baptist's face was grim but his expression softened

as he saw d ogauer. He smled and grasped himby the

upper armin the Ronman fashion

"Well, Emmanuel, you are our friend, as | thought you

were. Sent by Adonai to help us acconplish His will. You

shal | baptize ne on the norrow, to show all the people that

He is with us.”

@ ogauer was tired. He had eaten very little and had spent

nost of the day in the sun, tending the goats. He yawned,
finding it hard to reply. However, he was relieved. John had
plainly been in Jerusalemtrying to discover if the Romans

had sent himas a spy. John now seened reassured and

trusted him

He was worried, however, by the Baptist's faith ill his

power s.

"John," he began. "J'mno seer. . . .
The Baptist's face clouded for a nonent, then he | aughed
awkwardly. "Say nothing. Eat with ne tonight. | have wld-
honey and | ocusts."

A ogauer had not yet eaten this food, which was the staple
of travelers who did not carry provisions but lived off the
food they could find on the journey. Sone regarded it as a
del i cacy.

He tried it later, as he sat in John's house. There were
only two roons in the house. One was for eating in, the
other for sleeping in. The honey and | ocusts was too sweet
for his taste, but .it was a wel come change from barley or
goat - neat .

He sat cross-1egged, opposite John the Baptist, who ate
with relish. Night had fallen. From outside cane | ow nur-
murs and the nobans and cries of those at prayer.

A ogauer di pped another |ocust into the bow of honey

that rested between them "Do you plan to |ead the people
of Judaea in revolt against the Ronans?" he asked.

The Bapti st seenmed disturbed by the direct question. It
was the first of its nature that d ogauer had put to him
"If it be Adonai's will," he said, not |ooking up as he

| eant towards the bowl of honey.

"The Romans know t hi s?"

"l do not know, Emmanuel, but Herod the incestuous has
doubtl ess told them | speak agai nst the unrighteous."

"Yet the Romans do not arrest you."

"Pilate dare notnot since the petition was sent to the



Enmperor Tiberius."

"Petition?"

"Aye, the one that Herod and the Pharisees signed when
Pilate the procurator did place votive shields in the pal ace
at Jerusal em and seek to violate the Tenple. Tiberius re-
buked Pil ate and since then, though he still hates the Jews,
the procurator is nmore careful in his treatment of us."
"Tell me, John, do you know how | ong Ti berius has ruled

in Rone?" He had not had the chance to ask that question
again until now

"Fourteen years."

It was 28 A D.sonething less than a year before the-
cruci fixion would take place, and his time machine was
smashed.

Now John the Baptist planned armed rebellion against the
occupyi hg Romans, but, if the CGospels were to be believed,
woul d soon be decapitated by Herod. Certainly no | arge-
scal e rebellion had taken place at this time. Even those who
clained that the entry of Jesus and his disciples into Jeru-
sal em and the invasion of the Tenple were plainly the ac-
tions of armed rebels had found no records to suggest that
John had led a simlar revolt.

A ogauer had cone to like the Baptist very much. The

man was plainly a hardened revol utionary who had been

pl anning revolt against the Romans for years and had slowy
been buil ding up enough followers to nmake the attenpt suc-
cessful. He rem nded G ogauer strongly of the resistance

| eaders of the Second World War. He had a simlar tough-
ness and understanding of the realities of his position. He
knew t hat he woul d only have one chance to smash the
cohorts garrisoned in the country. If the revolt becane pro-
tracted, Rone would have ample tine to send nore troops

to Jerusal em

"When do you think Adonai intends to destroy the un-

ri ghteous through your agency?" d ogauer said tactfully.
John gl anced at himw th some anuserment. He smil ed.

"The Passover is a tinme when the people are restless and
resent the strangers nost," he said.

"When is the next Passover?"

"Not for many nonths."

"How can | hel p you?"

"You are a magus."

"l can work no miracles."

John wi ped the honey fromhis beard. "I cannot believe

that, Emmanuel. The nmanner of your com ng was mracu-

" lous. The Essenes did not know if you were a devil or a
nmessenger from Adonai."

"l amneither."

"Why do you confuse ne, Emmanuel ? | know that you

are Adonai's messenger. You are the sign that the Essenes
sought. The tine is al nost ready. The ki ngdom of heaven
shal | soon be established on earth. Come with nme. Tell the
peopl e that you speak with Adonai's voice. Wrk mghty
mracles.”

"Your power is waning, is that it?" d ogauer |ooked

sharply at John. "You need ne to renew your rebels'

hopes?"

"You speak-like a Roman, with such | ack of subtlety."

John got up angrily. Evidently, like the Essenes he |ived
with, he preferred | ess direct conversation. There was a



practical reason for this, d ogauer realized, in that John and
his men feared betrayal all the time. Even the Essenes
records were partially witten in cipher, with one innocent-
seem ng word or phrase neani ng sonething else entirely.

"I amsorry, John. But tell me if I amright." d ogauer

spoke softly.

"Are you not a nagus, coming in that chariot from no-

wher e?" The Bapti st waved his hands and shrugged his

shoul ders. "My nmen saw you! They saw the shining thing

take shape in air, crack and let you enter out of it. Is that
not magi cal ? The cl othing you worewas that earthly rai-

ment ? The talismans within the chariotdid they not speak

of powerful magic? The prophet said that a magus woul d

cone from Egypt and be called Emmanuel. So it is witten in

t he Book of M cah! Are none of these things true?"

"Most of them But there are explanations" He broke

of f, unable to think of the nearest word to "rational." "I am
an ordinary man, like you. | have no power to work mra-
cles! | amjust a man!"

John gl owered. "You nean you refuse to help us?"
"I"'mgrateful to you and the Essenes. You saved ny life

al nost certainly. If | can repay that "

John nodded his head deliberately. "You can repay it,
Enmanuel . "

" How?"

"Be the great magus | need. Let ne present you to al

t hose who becone inpatient and would turn away from
Adonai's will. Let ne tell themthe manner of your coni ng
to us. Then you can say that all is Adonai's will and that
t hey nust prepare to acconmplish it."”

John stared at himintensely.

"WIl you, Emmanuel ?"

"For your sake, John. And in turn, will you send nen

to bring ny chariot here as soon as possible? | wish to see if
it my be nended."

“TowillL"

A ogauer felt exhilarated. He began to | augh. The Bap-

tist looked at himwith slight bew | dernent. Then he began
to join in.

A ogauer | aughed on. History would not nention it, but

he, with John the Baptist, would prepare the way for Christ.
Christ was not born yet. Perhaps G ogauer knew it, one
year before the crucifixion

And the Wrd was made flesh, and dwelt anong us (and

we beheld his glory, the glory as of the only begotten of the
Father), full of grace and truth. John bare w tness of him
and cried, saying. This was he of whom | spake, He that
coneth after me is preferred before ne; for he was before
ne.

(John 1:14-15)

Even when he had first met Mnica they had had | ong
argunents. His father had not then died and left himthe
nmoney to buy the Occult Bookshop in Great Russell Street,
opposite the British Museum He was doing all sorts of
tenmporary work and his spirits were very low At that tine
Moni ca had seened a great help, a great guide through the
nment al darkness engul fing him They had both lived close to
Hol | and Park and went there for wal ks al nost every Sunday
of the sumer of 1962. At twenty-two, he was already ob-
sessed with Jung's strange brand of Christian nysticism



She, who despi sed Jung, had soon begun to denigrate all his
i deas. She never really convinced him But, after a while, she
aQ

had succeeded in confusing him It would be another six
nont hs before they went to bed together

It was unconfortably hot.

They sat in the shade of the cafeteria, watching a distant

i cricket match. Nearer to them two girls and a boy sat on
the grass, drinking orange squash from plastic cups. One

of the girls had a guitar across her lap and she set the cup
down and began to play, singing a fol ksong in a high, gentle
voi ce. G ogauer tried to listen to the words. As a student, he
had al ways liked traditional folk mnusic.

"Christianity is dead." Monica sipped her tea. "Religion is
dying. God was killed in 1945."

"There may yet be a resurrection,” he said.

"Let us hope not. Religion was the creation of fear

Knowl edge destroys fear. Wthout fear, religion can't sur-
vive."

"You think there's no fear about these days?"

"Not the sane kind, Karl."

"Haven't you ever considered the idea of Christ?" he

asked her, changing his tack. "Wat that means to Chris-
tians?"

"The idea of the tractor means as much to a Marxist,"

she repli ed.

"But what cane first? The idea or the actuality of Christ?"
She shrugged. "The actuality, if it matters. Jesus was a

Jew sh troubl emaker organizing a revolt agai nst the Romans.
He was crucified for his pains. That's all we know and al

we need to know. "

"A great religion couldn't have begun so sinply."

"When peopl e need one, they'll nake a great religion out

of the nost unlikely beginnings."

"That's my point, Mnica." He gesticulated at her and

she drew away slightly. "The idea preceded the actuality of
Christ."

"Ch, Karl, don't go on. The actuality of Jesus preceded

the idea of Christ."

A coupl e wal ked past, glancing at them as they argued.

Moni ca noticed themand fell silent. She got up and he

rose as well, but she shook her head. "I'm going hone, Karl
You stay here. I'll see you in a few days."

He wat ched her wal k down the w de path towards the

par k gates.

The next day, when he got hone from work, he found

a letter. She nust have witten it after she had left him
and posted it the same day.

Dear Karl,

Conversation doesn't seemto have nuch effect on you,

you know. It's as if you listen to the tone of the voice, the
rhyt hm of the words, wi thout ever hearing what is trying to
be comuni cated. You're a bit like a sensitive aninmal who
can't understand whafs being said to it, but can tell if the
person talking is pleased or angry and so on. Thafs why I'm
witing to youto try to get my idea across. You respond

too enotionally when we're together

You nmake the m stake of considering Christianity as some-
thing that devel oped over the course of a few years, from
the death of Jesus to the tine the CGospels were witten. But



Christianity wasn't new. Only the name was new. Chris-
tianity was nerely a stage in the neeting, cross-fertilization
nmet anor phosi s of Western | ogic and Eastern nysticism Look
how the religion itself changed over the centuries, re-in-
terpreting itself to nmeet changing times. Christianity is just a
new name for a congloneration of old nyths and phil oso-
phies. Al the Gospels do is retell the sun myth and garble
sone of the ideas fromthe G eeks and Romans. Even in the
second century, Jew sh scholars were showing it up for the
m sh-mash it was! They pointed out the strong sinmlarities
bet ween t he various sun nyths and the Christ nyth. The
mracles didn't happenthey were invented | ater, borrowed
fromhere and there.

Remenber the old Victorians who used to say that Plato

was really a Christian because he anticipated Christian

t hought ? Christian thought! Christianity was a vehicle for
ideas in circulation for centuries before Christ. Was Marcus
Aurelius a Christian? He was witing in the direct tradition
of Western phil osophy. That's why Christianity caught on in
Europe and not in the East! You should have been a theo-

| ogian with your bias, not a psychiatrist. The same goes for
your friend Jung.

Try to clear your head of all this norbid nonsense and
you'll be a lot better at your job.

Your s,

Moni ca.

He screwed the letter up and threw it away. Later that
evening he was tenpted to |l ook at it again, but he resisted
the tenptation.

U

John stood up to his waist in the river. Mst of the Essenes
stood on the banks watching him d ogauer | ooked down at

hi m

"l cannot, John. It is not for me to do it."

The Baptist nuttered, "You nust."

A ogauer shivered as he |l owered hinself into the river

besi de the Baptist. He felt |ight-headed. He stood there
trenbling, unable to nove.

H s foot slipped on the rocks of the river and John reached
out and gripped his arm steadying him

In the clear sky, the sun was at zenith, beating down on

hi s unprotected head.

"Enmmanuel !'" John cried suddenly. "The spirit of Adona
is within you!"
A ogauer still found it hard to speak. He shook his head

slightly. It was aching and he could hardly see. Today he
was having his first mgraine attack since he had conme here.
He wanted to vtfmit. John's voice sounded distant.

He swayed in the water

As he began to fall toward the Baptist, the whole scene
around hi mshimered. He felt John catch himand heard

hi nsel f say desperately: "John, baptize ne!" And then there
was water in his mouth and throat and he was coughi ng.
John's voice was crying sonething. Watever the words

were, they drew a response fromthe people on both banks.
The roaring in his ears increased, its quality changing. He
thrashed in the water, then felt hinself lifted to his feet.
"The Essenes were swaying in unison, every face lifted up-
wards towards the glaring sun

A ogauer began to vomit into the water, stunmbling as |



John's hands gripped his arnms painfully and gui ded hi mup
t he bank.

A peculiar, rhythm c humm ng canme fromthe nouths of

the Essenes as they swayed; it rose as they swayed to one
side, fell as they swayed to the other.

A ogauer covered his ears as John rel eased him He was

still retching, but it was dry now, and worse than before.
He began to stagger away, barely keeping his bal ance,
running, with his ears still covered; running over the rocky

scrubl and; running as the sun throbbed in the sky and its
heat pounded at his head; running away.

But John forbade him saying, | have need to be baptized
of thee, and earnest thou to me? And Jesus answering said
unto him Suffer it to be so now for thus it beconeth us to
fulfill all righteousness. Then he suffered him And Jesus,
when he was baptized, went up straightway out of the water
and, | o, the heavens were opened unto him and he saw the
Spirit of God descending like a dove, and |ighting upon him
And | o a voice from heaven, saying. This is ny bel oved Son
in whomI| amwell pleased

(Matthew 3:14-17)

He had been fifteen, doing well at the grammar school

He had read in the newspapers about the Teddy Boy gangs
that roamed South London, but the odd youth he had seen

i n pseudo- Edwar di an cl ot hes had seened harm ess and stupid
enough.

He had gone to the pictures in Brixton H |l and deci ded

to wal k home to Streatham because he had spent nost of

t he bus noney on an ice cream They canme out of the

cinema at the same tine. He hardly noticed them as they
foll owed himdown the hill.

Then, quite suddenly, they had surrounded him Pale,
nmean- f aced boys, nost of thema year or two ol der than he
was. He realized that he knew two of them vaguely. They
Were at the big council school in the same street as the gram
mar school. They used the sane football ground.

"Hell o," he said weakly.

"Hell o, son," said the ol dest Teddy Boy. He was chew ng
gum standing with one knee bent, grinning at him "Where
you goi ng, then?"

"Home. "

"Heouwm " said the biggest one, imtating his accent.

"What are you going to do when you get there?"

"Go to bed." Karl tried to get through the ring, but they
woul dn't et him They pressed himback into a shop door-
way. Beyond them cars droned by on the main road. The
street was brightly [it, with street |anps and neon fromthe
shops. Several people passed, but none of them stopped.
Karl began to feel panic.

"Got no honmework to do, son?" said the boy next to the

| eader. He was redheaded and freckled and his eyes were

a hard gray.

"Want to fight one of us?" another boy asked. It was one
of the boys he knew.

"No. | don't fight. Let ne go."

"You scared, son?" said the |eader, grinning. Ostenta-
tiously, he pulled a streamer of gumfrom his nouth and
then replaced it. He began chew ng again.

"No. Why should I want to fight you?"

"You reckon you're better than us, is that it, son?"



"No." He was beginning to trenble. Tears were coning
into his eyes. " 'Course not."

" ' Course not, son."

He noved forward again, but they pushed himback into

t he doorway.

"You're the bloke with the kraut name, ain't you?" said

t he ot her boy he knew. "d ow worm or sonethink."

"d ogauer. Let nme go."

"Wn't your nutmmy like it if you're back |ate?"

"More a yid name than a kraut nane."

"You a yid, son?"

"He | ooks like a yid."

"You a yid, son?"

"You a Jew sh boy, son?"

"You a yid, son?"

"Shut up!" Karl screaned. He pushed into them One

of them punched himin the stomach. He grunted with pain.
Anot her pushed hi m and he st agger ed.

Peopl e were still hurrying by on the pavenent. They

gl anced at the group as. they went past. One man stopped,
but his wife pulled himon. "Just sone kids |arking about,"’
she said.

"CGet his trousers down," one of the boys suggested with
a laugh. "That'll prove it."

Karl pushed through themand this tine they didn't resist.
He began to run down the hill

"Gve hima start," he heard one of the boys say.

He ran on

They began to follow him | aughing.

They did not catch up with himby the time he turned
into the avenue where he lived. He reached the house and
ran al ong the dark passage beside it. He opened the back
door. His stepnother was in the kitchen

"What's the matter with you?" she said.

She was a tall, thin wonman, nervous and hysterical. Her
dark hair was untidy.

He went past her into the breakfast-room

"What's the matter, Karl?" she called. Her voice was

hi gh- pi t ched.

"Not hi ng," he said.

He didil't want a scene.

It was cold when he woke up. The fal se dawn was gray

and he could see nothing but barren country in all directions.
He could not renmenber a great deal about the previous day,
except that he had run a | ong way.

Dew had gathered on his loincloth. He wet his |lips and
rubbed the skin over his face. As he always did after a

m graine attack he felt weak and conpl etely drai ned. Look-

i ng down at his naked body, he noticed how skinny he had
becone. Life with the Essenes had caused that, of course.

He wondered why he had pani cked so much when John

had asked himto baptize him Was it sinply honesty

somet hing in himwhich resisted deceiving the Essenes into

t hi nking he was a prophet of sonme kind? It was hard to

know.

He wrapped the goatskin about his hips and tied it tightly
just above his left thigh. He supposed he had better try to get
back to the canmp and find John and apol ogi ze, see if he could
make amends.

The tine nachi ne was there now, too. They had dragged



it there, wusing only rawhide ropes.

If a good blacksmith could be found, or some other netal-
wor ker, there was just a chance that it could be repaired.
The journey back woul d be dangerous.

He wondered if he ought to go back right away, or try

to shift to a tinme nearer to the actual crucifixion. He had
not gone back specifically to witness the crucifixion, but to
get the mood of Jerusal em during the Feast of the Passover
when Jesus was supposed to have entered the city. Monica-
had t hought Jesus had stornmed the city with an arnmed band.
She had said that all the evidence pointed to th.at. Al the
evi dence of one sort did point to it, but he could not accept
t he evidence. There was nore to it, he was sure. If only he
could nmeet Jesus. John had apparently never heard of him

t hough he had told d ogauer that there was a prophecy that

t he Messiah woul d be a Nazarene. There were many prophe-
cies, and nmany of them conflicted.

He began to wal k back in the general direction of the

Essdhe canp. He could not have cone so far. He would

soon recogni ze the hills where they had their caves.

Soon it was very hot and the ground nore barren. The

air wavered before his eyes. The feeling of exhaustion with
whi ch he had awakened increased. Hi s mouth was dry and

his | egs were weak. He was hungry and there was nothing

to eat. There was no sign of the range of hills where the
Essenes had their canp.

There was one hill, about two miles away to the south.

He decided to nmake for it. Fromthere he woul d probably

be able to get his bearings, perhaps even see a township
where they woul d give him food.

The sandy soil turned to floating dust around him as

his feet disturbed it. Afewprimtive shrubs clung to the
ground and jutting rocks tripped him

He was bl eeding and brui sed by the time he began, pain-
fully, to clanmber up the hillside.

The journey to the summit (which was much farther

away than he had originally judged) was difficult. He would
slide on the | oose stones of the hillside, falling on his face,
bracing his torn hands and feet to stop hinmself fromslid-
ing down to the bottom clinging to tufts of grass and lichen
that grew here and there, enbracing |arger projections of
rock when he could, resting frequently, his mnd and body
both numb with pain and weari ness.

He sweated beneath the sun. The dust stuck to the nois-

ture on his hal f-naked body, caking himfromhead to foot.
The goat skin was in shreds.

The barren world reeled around him sky sonehow mnerg-

ing with land, yellow rock with white cl ouds. Nothing

seenmed still.

He reached the sunmit and lay there gasping. Everything

had becone unreal

He heard Monica's voice, thought he glanced at her for a
nmonent fromthe corner of his eye.

Don't be nel odramatic, Karl

She had said that nmany times. Hi s own voice replied now
I"mborn out of ny time, Mnica. This age of reason

has no place for me. It will kill me in the end.

Her voice replied.

@Quilt and fear and your own masochism You could be

a brilliant psychiatrist, but you ve given in to all your own



neur oses so conpletely.

"Shut up!"

He roll ed over on his back. The sun blazed down on his
tattered body.

"Shut up!"
The whol e Christian syndrome, Karl. You'll becone a
Catholic convert next | shouldn't doubt. \Where's your

strength of mnd?

"Shut up! Go away, Monica."

Fear shapes your thoughts. You're not searching for a

soul or even a neaning for life. You' re searching for com
forts.

"Leave ne al one, Mbnical"

H s grinmy hands covered his ears. H's hair and beard

were matted with dust. Bl ood had congeal ed on the mi nor
wounds that were now on every part of his body. Above,

the sun seenmed to pound in unison with his heartbeats.
You' re goi ng downhill, Karl, don't you realize that?
Downhi I'l. Pull yourself together. You' re not entirely inca-
pabl e of rational thought.

"Ch, Monica! Shut up!"

Hi s voi ce was harsh and cracked. A few ravens circled the
sky above himnow. He heard them.calling back at him

in a voice not unlike his own.

God died in 1945.

"It isn't 1945it's 28 A D. Cod is alive!"

How you can bot her to wonder about an obvi ous syn-
cretistic religion like ChristianityRabbinic Judaism Stoic
ethics, Geek nystery cults. Oriental ritual

"It doesn't matter!"”

Not to you in your present state of nind

"l need Cod!"

That's what it boils down to, doesn't it? Ckay, Karl

carve your own crutches, lust think what you could have
been if you'd have cone to ternms with yourself.

A ogauer pulled his mned body to its feet and stood

on the sunmit of the hill and screaned.
The ravens were startled. They wheeled in the sky and
fl ew awnay.

The sky was dar keni ng now.

Then was Jesus led up of the Spirit into the w | derness

to be tenpted of the devil. And when he had fasted forty
days and forty night, he was afterward anhunger ed.

(Matt hew 4:1-2)

IV

The madman cane stunmbling into the town. His feet stirred
the dust and nmade it dance and dogs barked around him

as he wal ked nechani cally, his head turned upwards to face
the sun, his arnms linp at his sides, his |lips noving.

To the townspeople, the words they heard were in no

fam liar | anguage; yet they were uttered with such intensity
and conviction that God hinself mght be using this ema-

ci ated, naked creature as his spokesman.

They wondered where the madman had cone from

The white town consisted primarily of doubl e- and single-
storied houses of stone and clay-brick, built around a market
pl ace that was fronted by an ancient, sinple synagogue
outsi de which old nmen sat and tal ked, dressed in dark robes.
The town was prosperous and clean, thriving on Roman
conmerce. Only one or two beggars were in the streets and



these were well-fed. The streets followed the rise and fall of
the hillside on which they were built. They were wi nding
streets, shady and peaceful: country streets. There was
snel |l of newly-cut tinmber everywhere in the air, and the
sound of carpentry, for the town was chiefly fanous for its
skilled carpenters. It lay on the edge of the Plain of Jezreel
close to the trade route between Damascus and Egypt, and
wagons were always leaving it, laden with the work of the
town's craftsmen. The town was call ed Nazareth.

The madman had found it by asking every travel er he

saw where it was. He had passed through other towns

Phi | adel phia, Gerasa, Pella and Scythopolis, follow ng the
Roman roadsaski ng the sane question in his outl andi sh
accent: "Were |ies Nazareth?"

Sone had given himfood on the way. Some had asked

for his blessing and he had | aid hands on them speaking

in that strange tongue. Sonme had pelted himw th stones

and driven hi maway.

He had crossed the Jordan by the Roman vi aduct and

conti nued northwards towards Nazareth.

There had been no difficulty in finding the town, but it
had been difficult for himto force hinself towards it. He
had | ost a great deal of blood and had eaten very little on
the journey. He would walk until he collapsed and lie
there until he could go on, or, as had happened increasingly,
until sonmeone found himand had given hima little sour
wine or bread to revive him

Once sone Ronman | egionaries had stopped and with

brusque ki ndness asked himif he had any relatives they
could take himto. They had addressed himin pidgin-Ara-
mai ¢ and had been surprised when he replied in a strangel y-
accented Latin that was purer than the | anguage they spoke
t hensel ves.

They asked himif he was a Rabbi or a scholar. He told
them he was neither. The officer of the |egionaries had

of fered himsonme dried neat and wi ne. The nen were part

of a patrol that passed this way once a month. They were
stocky, brown-faced nmen, wth hard, clean-shaven faces.
They were dressed in stained |l eather kilts and breastpl ates
and sandals, and had iron helnmets on their heads, scab-
barded short swords at their hips. Even as they stood around
himin the evening sunlight they did not seemrel axed. The
of ficer, softer-voiced than his nen but otherw se nmuch |ike
them save that he wore a netal breastplate and a | ong

cl oak, asked the madman what his nanme was.

For a nonent the madman had paused, his nmouth opening

and closing, as if he could not renenber what he was
cal | ed.

"Karl," he said at length, doubtfully. It was nore a sug-
gestion than a statenent.

"Sounds al nost |ike a Roman nane," said one of the le-

gi onari es.

"Are you a citizen?" the officer asked.

But the madnan's nind was wandering, evidently. He

| ooked away fromthem nuttering to hinself.

Al'l at once, he | ooked back at them and said: "Nazareth?"
"That way." The officer pointed down the road that cut
between the hills. "Are you a Jew?"

This seenmed to startle the madman. He sprang to his

feet and tried to push through the soldiers. They let him

a



t hrough, | aughing. He was a harnl ess madman.

They wat ched hi'in ran down the road.

"One of their prophets, perhaps,” said the officer, walk-
ing towards his horse. The country was full of them Every
other man you met claimed to be spreading the nessage of
their god. They didn't make much trouble and religion
seened to keep their minds off rebellion. W should be
grateful, thought the officer

Hs men were still |aughing.

They began to march down the road in the opposite

direction to the one the madman had taken

Now t he madnman was in Nazareth and the townspeople

| ooked at himwith curiosity and nore than a little suspicion
as he staggered into the market square. He could be a
wanderi ng prophet or he could be possessed by devils. It
was often hard to tell. The rabbis would know.

As he passed the knots of people standing by the ner-
chants' stalls, .they fell silent until he had gone by. Wnen
pul | ed their heavy wool en shawl s about their well-fed bodies
and men tucked in their cotton robes so that he woul d not
touch them Normally their instinct would have been to have
taxed himwi th his business in the town, but there was an
intensity about his gaze, a quickness and vitality about his
face, in spite of his emaci ated appearance, that nade them
treat himw th sone respect and they kept their Sistance.
When he reached the center of the nmarket place, he

st opped and | ooked around him He seenmed slow to notice

the people. He biinked and licked his |ips.

A woman passed, eyeing himwarily. He spoke to her

his voice soft, the words carefully formed. "Is this Nazareth?"
"It is." She nodded and increased her pace.

A man was crossing the square. He was dressed in a wool en
robe of red and brown stripes. There was a red skull cap on
his curly, black hair. His face was plunp and cheerful. The
madman wal ked across the man's path and stopped him "I
seek a carpenter.”

"There are many carpenters in Nazareth. The town is

famous for its carpenters. | ama carpenter nyself. Can |
hel p you?" The man's voi ce was good- hunored, patronizing.
"Do you know a carpenter called Joseph? A descendant

of David. He has a wife called Mary and several children
One is named Jesus."

The cheerful man screwed his face into a nock frown

and scratched the back of his neck. "I know nore than one
Joseph. There is one poor fellow in yonder street." He
pointed. "He has a wife called Mary. Try there. You should
soon find him Look for a man who never |aughs."”

The madman | ooked in the direction in which the man

poi nted. As soon as he saw the street, he seemed to forget
everything el se and strode towards it.

In the narrow street he entered the snell of cut tinber

was even stronger. He wal ked ankl e-deep i n wood- shavi ngs.
From every building cane the thud of hamrers, the scrape

of saws. There were planks of all sizes resting against the
pal e, shaded walls of the houses and there was hardly room
to pass between them Many of the carpenters had their
benches just outside their doors. They were carving bow s,
operating sinple | athes, shaping wood into everything img-
i nabl e. They | ooked up as the madman entered the street

and approached one ol d carpenter in a | eather apron who



sat at his bench carving a figurine. The man had gray

hair and seened short-sighted. He peered up at the nadnan.
"What do you want ?"

"I seek .a carpenter called Joseph. He has a wifeMary."
The old man gestured with his hand that held the half-
conpleted figurine. "Two houses al ong on the other side

of the street.”

The house the madnman cane to had very few pl anks

| eani ng against it, and the quality of the tinber seened
poorer than the other wood he had seen. The bench near

the entrance was warped on one side and the man who

sat hunched over it repairing a stool seened m sshapen al so.
He straightened up as the madman touched his shoul der

H s face was lined and pouched with nmisery. His eyes were
tired and his thin beard had premature streaks of gray. He
coughed slightly, perhaps in surprise at being disturbed.
"Are you Joseph?" asked the madman.

"I''"ve no noney."

"I want nothingjust to ask a few questions."

"I'"'m Joseph. Why do you want to know?"

"Have you a son?"

"Several, and daughters, too."

"Your wife is called Mary? You are of David's line."

The man. waved his hand inpatiently. "Yes, for what

good either have done ne. S

"I wish to neet one of your sons. Jesus. Can you tell ne
where he is?"

"That good-for-nothing. Wat has he done now?"

"Where is he?"

Joseph' s eyes becanme nore cal cul ating as he stared at

the madman. "Are you a seer of sone kind? Have you

come to cure ny son?"

"I am a prophet of sorts. | can foretell the future."
Joseph got up with a sigh. "You can see him Cone."

He | ed the nadman through the gateway into the cranped
courtyard of the house. It was crowded with pieces of wood,
broken furniture and inplenments, rotting sacks of shavings.
They entered the darkened house. In the first roonevi-
dently a kitchena wonman stood by a large clay stove. She
was tall and bulging with fat. Her |ong, black hair was
unbound and greasy, falling over |arge, lustrous eyes that
still had the heat of sensuality. She |ooked the madnman
over.

"There's no food for beggars," she grunted. "He eats
enough as it is." She gestured with a wooden spoon at a
small figure sitting in the shadow of a corner. The figure
shifted as she spoke.

"He seeks our Jesus," said Joseph to the woman. "Per-

haps he conmes to ease our burden.”

The wonman gave the madman a si del ong | ook and

shrugged. She licked her red lips with a fat tongue. "Jesus!"
The figure in the coner stood up

"That's him" said the woman with a certain satisfaction
The madman frowned, shaking his head rapidly. "No."

The figure was m sshappen. It had a pronounced hunched
back and a cast in its left eye. The face was vacant and
foolish. There was a little spittle on the lips. It giggled as
its name was repeated. It took a crooked step forward. "Je-
sus," it said. The word was slurred and thick. "Jesus."
"That's all he can say." The wonan sneered. "He's al ways



been Iike that."

"God's judgnent," said Joseph bitterly.

"What is wong with hinP" There was a pathetic, des-
perate note in the nadnman's voice

"He's always been like that." The woman turned back

to the stove. "You can have himif you want him Addl ed

i nside and outside. | was carrying himwhen nmy parents
married ne off to that half-man. "

"You shamel ess" Joseph stopped as his wife glared at

him He turned to the madman. "What's your business with
our son?"

"I wished to talk to him | . . ."

"He's no oracleno seerwe used to think he m ght be.

There are still people in Nazareth who cone to himto
cure themor tell their fortunes, but he only giggles at

t hem and speaks his nane over and over again. "
"Areyou surethere is notsonething about himou

have not noticed?"

"Sure!" Mary snorted sardonically. "W need noney
badly enough. If he had any magi cal powers, we'd know. "
Jesus giggled again and |inped away i nto another room

"It is impossible,” the madman nurnured. Could history
itself have changed? Could he be in sonme other dinension
of time where Christ had never been?

Joseph appeared to notice the | ook of agony in the mad-
man' s eyes.

"What is it?" he said. "Wat do you see? You said you
foretold the future. Tell us how we will fare?"

"Not now," said the prophet, turning away. "Not now'

He ran fromthe house and down the street with its snell
of planed oak, cedar and cypress. He ran back to the narket
pl ace and stopped, |ooking wildly about him He saw the
synagogue directly ahead of him He began to wal k t owards
it.

The man he had spoken to earlier was still .in the market
pl ace, buying cooking pots to give to his daughter as a
weddi ng gift. He nodded towards the strange man as he
entered the synagogue. "He's a relative of Joseph the
carpenter,"” he told the man beside him "A prophet, |
shoul dn't wonder . "

The madman, the prophet, Karl d ogauer, the tinme-trav-
eler, the neurotic psychiatrist manque, the searcher
nmeani ng, the nmasochist, the man with a death-w sh' and

t he nmessi ah-conpl ex, the anachronism made his way into

t he synagogue gasping for breath. He had seen the nan he
had sought. He had seen Jesus, the son of Joseph and

Mary. He had seen a man he recogni zed wi thout any doubt

as a congenital inbecile.

"Al'l men have a mnessi ah-conpl ex, Karl," Monica had
sai d.

The nenories were | ess conplete now H's sense of tine
and identity was becom ng conf used.

"There were dozens of nessiahs in Galilee at the tine.
That Jesus shoul d have been the one to carry the nyth
and the phil osophy was a coi nci dence of history.
"There nust have been nore to it than that, Monica."
Every Tuesday in the room above the Cccult Bookshop

t he Jungi an di scussi on group would neet for purposes of
group anal ysis and therapy. d ogauer had not organi zed the

group, but he had willingly lent his premses to it and had

for



joined it eagerly. It was a great relief to talk with Iike-n nded
peopl e once a week. One of his reasons for buying the Cccult
Bookshop was so that he would neet interesting people |ike

t hose who attended the Jungi an di scussi on group

An obsession with Jung brought themtogether, but every-

one had speci al obsessions of his owmn. Ms. Rita Blen charted
the courses of flying saucers, though it was not clear if she
believed in themor not. Hugh Joyce believed that all Jungi an
archetypes derived fromthe original race of Atlantides who
bad perished mllennia before. A an Cheddar, the youngest

of the group, was interested in Indian nysticism and Sandra
Pet erson, the organizer, was a great witchcraft specialist.
James Headi ngton was interested in tinme. He was the group's
pride; he was Sir Janes Headi ngton, war-time inventor, very
rich and with all sorts of decorations for his contribution to
the Allied victory. He had had the reputation of being a
great inproviser during the war, but after it he had becone
somet hing of an enbarrassnent to the War Office. He was

a crank, they thought, and what was worse, he aired his
cranki ness in public.

Every so often. Sir Janes would tell the other nenbers

of the group about his time machi ne. They hunored him

Most of themwere liable to exaggerate their own experi -
ences connected with their different interests.

One Tuesday evening, after everyone else had left, Head-
ington told A ogauer that his machi ne was ready.

"I can't believe it," G ogauer said truthfully.

"You're the first person |'ve told."

"Way nme?"

"I don't know. | like youand the shop."

"You haven't told the governnent."

Headi ngt on had chuckl ed. "Wy should I? Not until 1've

tested it fully, anyway. Serves themright for putting ne
out to pasture."

"You don't know it works?"

"I"'msure it does. Wuld you like to see it?"

"A time machine." d ogauer smiled weakly.

"Cone and see it."

"Way ne?"

"I thought you m ght be interested. | know you don't

hold with the orthodox view of science. "

A ogauer felt sorry for him

"Come and see," said Headi ngton

He went down to Banbury the next day. The sane day

he left 19J6 and arrived in 28 A D

The synagogue was cool and quiet with a subtle scent of

i ncense. The rabbis guided himinto the courtyard. They,
like the townspeople, did not know what to nake of him
.but they were sure it was not a devil that possessed him
It was their customto give shelter to the roam ng prophets
who were now everywhere in Galilee, though this one was
stranger than the rest. His face was i mmobile and his body
was stiff, and there were tears running down his dirty cheeks.
They had never seen such agony in a nan's eyes before.
"Science can say how, but it never asks why," he had

told Mnica. "It can't answer."

"Who wants to know?" she'd replied.

"1 do."

"Well, you'll never find out, will you?"

"Sit down, ny son," said the rabbi. "Wat do you w sh



to ask of us?"

"Where is Christ?" he said. "Were is Christ?"

They did not understand the | anguage.

"I's it Geek?" asked one, but another shook his head
Kyrios; The Lord.

Adonai : The Lord.

Wiere was the Lord?

He frowned, | ooking vaguely about him

"I must rest," he said in their |anguage.

"Where are you fron"

He coul d not think what to answer.

"Where are you fron?" a rabbi repeated.

"Ha-d am Hab-bah . . ." he murrmured at |ength'

They | ooked at one anot her. "Ha-Qd am Hab-bah" they
sai d.

Ha- O am Hab- bah; Ha- O am Haz-zeh: The world to cone
and the world that is.

"Do you bring us a message?" said one of the rabbis.
They were used to prophets, certainly, but none like this
one. "A nessage?"

"I do not know," said the prophet hoarsely. "I nust rest.
| am hungry."
"Come. W will give you food and a place to sleep.”

He could only eat a little of the rich food and the bed
with its strawstuffed mattress was too soft for him He was
not used to it.

He sl ept badly, shouting as he dreaned, and, outside the
room the rabbis Iistened, but could understand little of what
he sai d.

Karl d ogauer stayed in the synagogue for several weeks.

He woul d spend nost of his time reading in the library,
searching through the long scrolls for sone answer to his

di l emma. The words of the Testanents, in many cases ca-
pabl e of a dozen interpretations, only confused himfurther
There was nothing to grasp, nothing to tell himwhat had
gone wr ong.

The rabbis kept their distance for the nost part. They

had accepted himas a holy man. They were proud to have
himin their synagogue. They were sure that he was one of

t he special chosen of God and they waited patiently for him
to speak to them

But the prophet said little, nmuttering only to hinself in
snatches of their own | anguage and snatches of the incom
prehensi bl e | anguage he often used, even when he addressed
themdirectly.

In Nazareth, the townsfolk talked of little else but the
nmyst eri ous prophet in the synagogue, but the rabbis would
not answer their questions. They would tell the people to go
about their business, that there were things they were not
yet meant to know. In this way, as priests had al ways done,
t hey avoi ded questions they could not answer while at the
same time appearing to have nuch nore know edge than

they actually possessed.

Then, one sabbath, he appeared in the public part of the
synagogue and took his place with the others who had cone
to wor shi p.

The man who was reading fromthe scroll on his left
stunbl ed over the words, glancing at the prophet fromthe
corner of his eye.

The prophet sat and |istened, his expression renote.



The Chi ef Rabbi | ooked uncertainly at him then signed

that the scroll should be passed to the prophet. This was
done hesitantly by a boy who placed the scroll into the
prophet's hands.

The prophet | ooked at the words for a long time and

then began to read. The prophet read w thout conprehend-
ing at first what he read. It was the book of Esai as.

The Spirit of the Lord is upon ne, because he hath

anointed me to preach the gospel to the poor; he hath

sent me to heal the broken-hearted, to preach deliverance
to the captives, and recovering of sight to the blind, to
set at liberty themthat are bruised, to preach the acceptable
year of the Lord. And he cl osed the book, and gave it

again to the mnister, and sat down. And the eyes of all of
themthat were in the synagogue were fastened on him

(Luke 4:18-20)

\Y

They foll owed hi mnow, as he wal ked away from Nazareth
towards the Lake of Galilee. He was dressed in the white
linen robe they had given him and though they thought

he led them they, in fact, drove himbefore them

"He is our nessiah," they said to those that inquired.

And there were already runors of mracles.

When he saw the sick, he pitied themand tried to do

what he coul d because they expected sonething of him

Many he could do nothing for, but others, obviously in
psychosomati c conditions, he could help. They believed in
his power nore strongly than they believed in their sickness.
So he cured them

When he came to Capernaum sone fifty people foll owed
himinto the streets of the city. It was already known t hat
he was in some way associated with John the Baptist, who
enj oyed huge prestige in Galilee and had been declared a
true prophet by many Pharisees. Yet this man had a power
greater, in some ways, than John's. He was not the orator
that the Baptist was, but he had worked mracles.
Capernaum was a sprawl i ng town beside the crystal |ake

of Galilee, its houses separated by |arge narket gardens.

Fi shing boats were noored at the white quayside, as well

as trading ships that plied the | akeside towns. Though the
green hills came down fromall sides to the | ake, Capernaum
itself was built on flat ground, sheltered by the hills. It was
a quiet town and, like nost others in Galilee, had a | arge
popul ati on of gentiles. G eek, Roman and Egyptian traders
wal ked its streets and many had made permanent hones

there. There was a prosperous m ddl e-class of merchants,
artisans and shi p-owners, as well as doctors, |awers and
schol ars, for Capernaum was on the borders of the provinces
of Galilee, Trachonitis and Syria and though a conparatively
small town was a useful junction for trade and travel

The strange, mad prophet in his swirling linen robes,

foll owed by the heterogeneous crowd that was primarily com
posed of poor folk but also could be seen to contain nen

of some distinction, swept into Capernaum The news spread
that this man really could foretell the future, that he had
al ready predicted the arrest of John by Herod Antipas and
soon after Herod had inprisoned the Baptist at Peraea. He
did not make the predictions in general terms, using vague
words the way other prophets did. He spoke of things that
were to happen in the near future and he spoke of themin



detail .

None knew his nanme. He was sinply the prophet from
Nazareth, or the Nazarene. Sonme said he was a relative,

per haps the son, of .a carpenter in Nazareth, but this could
be because the witten words for "son of a carpenter” and
"magus" were al nost the sane and the confusion had cone
about in that way. There was even a very faint runor that
hi s name was Jesus. The nanme had been used once or

twi ce, but when they asked himif that was, indeed, his
nane, he denied it or else, in his abstracted way, refused to
answer at all.

H s actual preaching tended to lack the fire of John's.
Thi s man spoke gently, rather vaguely, and smled often

He spoke of God in a strange way, too, and he appeared

to be connected, as John was, with the Essenes, for he
preached agai nst the accumrul ati on of personal wealth and
spoke of mankind as a brotherhood, as they did.

But it was the miracles that they watched for as he

was guided to the graceful synagogue of Capernaum No
prophet before himhad heal ed the sick and seened to un-
derstand the troubles that people rarely spoke of. It was
his synmpathy that they responded to, rather than the words
he spoke.

For the first tinme in his life, Karl G ogauer had forgotten
about Karl G ogauer. For the first tine in his life he was
doi ng what he had al ways sought to do as a psychiatrist.

But it was not his life. He was bringing a nyth to life

a generation before that nmyth would be born. He was com
pleting a certain kind of psychic circuit. He was not chang-
ing history, but he was giving history nore substance.

He could not bear to think that Jesus had been not hi ng

nmore than a nyth. It was in his power to make Jesus a
physical reality rather than the creation of a process of
nmyt hogenesi s.

So he spoke in the synagogues and he spoke of a gentler

God than nost of them had heard of, and where he could
renenber them he told them parables.

And gradually the need to justify what' he was doi ng

faded and his sense of identity grew increasingly nore ten-
uous and was replaced by a different sense of identity,
where he gave greater and greater substance to the role he
had chosen. It was an archetypal role. It was a role to
appeal to a disciple of Jung. It was a r6le that went beyond
a nere imtation. It was a role that he nust now pl ay

out to the very last grand detail. Karl G ogauer had dis-
covered the reality he had been seeking.

And in the synagogue there was a man, which had a

spirit of an unclean devil, and cried out with a |oud voi ce,
sayi ng. Let us alone; what have we to do with thee, thou
Jesus of Nazareth? art thou cone to destroy us? | know
thee who thou art; the Holy One of God. And Jesus rebuked
him saying. Hold thy peace, and cone out of him And

when the devil had thrown himin the mdst, he canme out

of him and hurt himnot. And they were all anazed, and
spake among t hensel ves, saying. Wiat a word is this! for
with authority and power he conmandeth the unclean spirits,
and they conme out. And the fame of himwent out into

every place of the country round about.

(Luke 4:33-37)

"Mass hal lucination. Mracles, flying saucers, ghosts, it's



all the sanme," Mnica had said.

"Very likely," he had replied. "But why did they see

t hen®?"

"Because they wanted to."

"Way did they want to?"

"Because they were afraid."

"You think that's all there is to it?"

"I'sn't it enough?"

When he left Capernaum for the first tine, many nore
peopl e acconpanied him It had becone inpractical to stay
in the town, for the business of the town had been brought
alnbst to a standstill by the crowds that sought to see him
work his sinple mracles.

He spoke to themin the spaces beyond the towns. He
talked with intelligent, literate men who appeared to have
something in common with him Sonme of themwere the
owners of fishing fleetsSinon, James and John anong

them Another was a doctor, another a civil servant who bad
first heard hi mspeak in Capernaum

"There nust be twelve," he said to themone day. "There
nmust be a zodiac."

He was not careful in what he said. Many of his ideas
were strange. Many of the things he tal ked about were un-
famliar to them Sone Pharisees thought he bl asphened.
One day he nmet a man he recogni zed as an Essene from

t he col ony near Machaer us.

"John woul d speak with you," said the Essene.

"I's John not dead yet?" he asked the man.

"He is confined at Peraea. | would think Herod is too
frightened to kill him He lets John wal k about w thin
the walls and gardens of the palace, lets himspeak with

his men, but John fears that Herod will find the courage
soon to have him stoned or decapitated. He needs your
hel p."

"How can | help hin? He is to die. There is no hope for
him"

The Essene | ooked unconprehendingly into the mad eyes
of the prophet.

"But, master, there is no one el se who can help him"

"l have done all that he w shed ne to do," said the
prophet. "I have heal ed the sick and preached to the poor."
"I did not know he w shed this. Now he needs hel p,
master. You could save his life."

The prophet had drawn the Essene away fromthe crowd.
"His |life cannot be saved."

"But if it is not the unrighteous will prosper and the
Ki ngdom of Heaven will not be restored.™

"His |life cannot be saved."

"Is it God's will?"

"If I amGod, then it is God's will."

Hopel essly, the Essene turned and began to wal k away
fromthe crowd.

John the Baptist would have to die. d ogauer had no

wi sh to change history, only to strengthen it.

He noved on, with his follow ng, through Galilee. He
had sel ected his twel ve educated nen, and the rest who
followed himwere still primarily poor people. To them he
of fered their only hope of fortune. Many were those who
had been ready to foll ow John agai nst the Romans, but
now John was inprisoned. Perhaps this man woul d | ead



themin revolt, to oot the riches of Jerusalemand Jericho
and Caesarea. Tired and hungry, their eyes glazed by the
burni ng sun, they followed the man in the white robe.

They needed to hope and they found reasons for their hope.
They saw hi mwork greater mracles.

Once he preached to themfroma boat, as was often

his custom and as he wal ked back to the shore through the
shal lows, it seenmed to themthat he wal ked over the water
Al through Galilee in the autum they wandered, hear-

ing from everyone the news of John's beheadi ng. Despair at
the Baptist's death turned to renewed hope in this new
prophet who had known hi m

In Caesarea they were driven fromthe city by Roman

guards used to the wildnen with their prophecies who
roanmed the country.

They were banned fromother cities as the prophet's

fame grew. Not only the Roman authorities, but the Jew sh

ones as well seemed unwilling to tolerate the new prophet
as they had tolerated John. The political clinmte was chang-
i ng.

It became hard to find food. They |lived on what they
could find, hiingerfng |like starved ani mal s.

He taught them how to pretend to eat and take their

m nds of f their hunger

Karl d ogauer, w tch-doctor, psychiatrist, hypnotist, mes-
si ah.

Sonetinmes his conviction in his chosen r6le wavered and
those that followed hi mwould be disturbed when he con-
tradicted hinself. Often, now, they called himthe nane
they had heard, Jesus the Nazarene. Mst of the tine he
did not stop themfromusing the name, but at others he
became angry and cried a peculiar, guttural nane.

"Karl d ogaueri Karl d ogauer!™

And they said. Behold, he speaks with the voice of Adonai
"Call me not by that nane!" he would shout, and they
woul d becone disturbed and | eave himby hinmself until his
anger had subsi ded.

When t he weat her changed and the winter cane, they

went back to Capernaum which had becone a stronghol d

of his foll owers.

In Capernaum he waited the wi nter through, making

pr opheci es.

Many of these propheci es concerned hinself and the fate-,
of those that followed him

Then charged he his disciples that they should tell no
man that he was Jesus the Christ. Fromthat tine forth
began Jesus to shew unto his disciples, how that he mnust
go unto Jerusal em <and suffer many things of the elders and
chief priests and scribes, and be killed, and be raised again
the third day.

(Matt hew 16: 20- 21)

They were watching television at her flat. Mnica was
eating an apple. It was between six and seven on a warm
Sunday eveni ng. Monica gestured at the screen with her

hal f - eat en appl e.

"Look at that nonsense," she said. "You can't honestly tel
me it means anything to you."

The program was a religious one, about a pop-opera in

a Hanpstead Church. The opera told the story of the cruci-
fixion.



"Pop-groups in the pulpit,"” she said. "What a conedown."
He didn't reply. The program seemed obscene to him

in an obscure way. He couldn't argue with her

"God's corpse is really beginning to rot now, " she jeered.
"Whew! The stinki"

"Turn it off, then," he said quietly.

"What's the pop-group called? The Maggots?"

"Very funny. 1'll turn it off, shall I?"

"No, | want to watch. It's funny."

"Ch, turn it offl"

"Imtation of Christ!" she snorted. "It's a bloody carica-
ture.”

A Negro singer, who was playing Christ and singing flat

to a banal acconpani nent, began to drone out lifeless lyrics
about the brotherhood of nan.

"I'f he sounded like that, no wonder they nailed himup,"
sai d Moni ca.

He reached forward and switched the picture off.

"I was enjoying it." She spoke with nock disappointnent.

"It was a | ovely swan-song."

Later, she said with a trace of affection that worried him
"You old fogey. What a pity. You could have been John
--Wesley or Calvin or someone. You can't be a messiah these
days, not in your ternms. There's nobody to listen.”

Y/

The prophet was living in the house of a nman called Sinon,

t hough the prophet preferred to call himPeter. Sinon was
grateful to the prophet because he had cured his wife of a
conpl ai nt whi ch she had suffered fromfor some tinme. It had
been a nysterious conplaint, but the prophet had cured her

al nost effortlessly.

There were a great many strangers in Capernaum at that

time, many of themcoming to see the prophet. Sinon

war ned the prophet that some were known agents of the

Romans or the Pharisees. The Pharisees had not, on the
whol e, been antipathetic towards the prophet, though they
distrusted the talk of mracles that 'they heard. However, the
whol e political atnmosphere was di sturbed and the Ronan oc-
cupation troops, fromPilate, through his officers, down to
the troops, were tease, expecting an outbreak but unable to
see any tangi ble signs that one was coni ng

Pilate hinmself hoped for trouble on a large scale. It would
prove to Tiberius that the enperor had been too lenient with
the Jews over the matter of the votive shields. Pilate would
be vindi cated and his power over the Jews increased.. At
present he was on bad terms with all the Tetrarchs of the
provi ncesparticularly the unstable Herod Antipas who had
seened at one time his only supporter. Aside fromthe
political situation, his own donmestic situation was upset in
that his neurotic wi fe was having her nightmares again and
was demanding far nore attention from himthan he could
afford to give her.

There m ght be a possibility, he thought, of provoking an

i nci dent, but he would have to be careful that Tiberius never
learnt of it. This new prophet m ght provide a focus, but so
far the man had done not hing against the | aws of either the
Jews or the Romans. There was no |aw that forbade a nan

to claimhe was a nessiah, as sonme said this one had done,
and he was hardly inciting the people to revoltrather the
contrary.



Looki ng through the w ndow of his chanber, with a view

of the mnarets and spires of Jerusalem Pilate considered
the information his spies had brought him

. Soon after the festival that the Romans called Saturnali a,
t he prophet and his followers | eft Capernaum again and be-
gan to travel through the country.

There were fewer miracles now that the hot weather had
passed, but his prophecies were eagerly asked. He warned
them of all the mistakes that woul d be nade in the future,
and of all the crinmes that would be committed in his nane.
Through Galil ee he wandered, and through Samaria, fol-

| owi ng the good Roman roads towards Jerusal em

The tine of the Passover was coning cl ose now.

In Jerusalem the Roman officials discussed the com ng
festival. It was always a tine of the worst disturbances.
There had been riots before during the Feast of the Pass-
over, and doubtless there woul d be trouble of sone kind this
year, too.

Pil ate spoke to the Pharisees, asking for their cooperation
The Pharisees said they would do what they could, but they
could not help it if the people acted foolishly.

Scow i ng, Pilate dism ssed them

H s agents brought himreports fromall over the territory.
Sone of the reports nmentioned the new prophet, but said
that he was harni ess.

Pilate thought privately that he might be harm ess now,

but if he reached Jerusal em during the Passover, he m ght
not be so harniess.

Two weeks before the Feast of the Passover, the prophet
reached the town of Bethany near Jerusalem Sone of his
Galilean followers had friends in Bethany and these friends
were nore than willing to shelter the nan they bad heard

of fromother pilgrins on their way to Jerusal em and the
Great Tenple.

The reason they had conme to Bethany was that the

prophet had becone di sturbed at the nunmber of the people
foll ow ng him
"There are too nany,
Peter."

A ogauer's face was haggard now. His eyes were set deeper
into their sockets and he said little.

Soneti mes he woul d | ook around hi mvaguely, as if unsure
where he was.

News canme to the house in Bethany that Ronan agents

had been making inquiries about him It did not seemto
disturb him On the contrary, he nodded thoughtfully, as if
sati sfied.

Once he wal ked with two of his followers across country

to |l ook at Jerusalem The bright yellow walls of the city

| ooked splendid in the afternoon light. The towers and tal
bui | di ngs, many of them decorated in nosaic reds, blues and
yel l ows, could be seen from several niles away.

The prophet turned back towards Bethany.

"When shall we go into Jerusal en?" one of his followers
asked him

"Not yet," said G ogauer. H s shoul ders were hunched

and he grasped his chest with his arms and hands as if cold.
Two days before the Feast of the Passover in Jerusal em

t he prophet took his men towards the Mount of dives and

a suburb of Jerusalemthat was built on its side and called

he had said to Sinmon. "Too nany,



Bet hphage.

"CGet me a donkey," he told them "A colt. | rmust fulfill
t he prophecy now. "

"Then all will know you are the Messiah," said Andrew.
"Yes."

A ogauer sighed. He felt afraid again, but this tine it was
not physical fear. It was the fear of an .actor who was about
to make his final, nost dramatic scene and who was not sure
he could do it well

There was cold sweat on G ogauer's upper lip. He wi ped

it off.

In the poor light he peered at the nen around him He

was still uncertain of sone of their names. He was not in-
terested in their nanes, particularly, only in their nunber.
There were ten here. The other two were | ooldng for the
donkey.

They stood on the grassy slope of the Munt of dives,

| ooki ng towards Jerusal em and the great Tenple which |ay
bel ow. There was a |ight, warm breeze bl ow ng.

"Judas?" said G ogauer inquiringly.

There was one call ed Judas.

"Yes, master," he said. He was tall and good | ooking, wth
curly red hair and neurotic intelligent eyes. G ogauer be-
lieved he was an epil eptic.

A ogauer | ooked thoughtfully at Judas Iscariot. "I wll
want you to help ne later," be said, "when we have entered
Jerusalem "

"How, master?"

"You must take a nmessage to the Romans."

"The Romans?" |scariot |ooked troubled. "Wy?"

"I't nust be the Romans. It can't be the Jewsthey woul d

use a stake or an axe. I'Il tell you nore when the tine
cones. "

The sky was dark now, and the stars were out over the

Mount of Aives. It had become cold. G ogauer shivered.
Rej oi ce greatly O daughter of Zion

Shout, O daughter of Jerusal em

Behol d, thy King coneth unto theel

He is just and having sal vati on;

Low y and riding upon an ass,

And upon a colt, the foal of an ass.

(Zechariah 9:9)

"Csha' na! Gsha' na! Gshc/na!"

As d ogauer rode the donkey into the city, his followers
ran ahead, throw ng down pal m branches. On both sides of
the street were crowds, forewarned by the followers of his
com ng.

Now t he new prophet could be seen to be fulfilling the
propheci es of the ancient prophets and many believed that
he had come to | ead them agai nst the Romans. Even now,

possi bly, he was on his way to Pilate's house to confront the
procurator.

"Csha' na! Gsha' na!"

A ogauer | ooked around distractedly. The back of the don-
key, though softened by the coats of his foll owers, was un-
confortable. He swayed and clung to the beast's mane. He
heard the words, but could not rmake them out clearly.
"Csha' na! Gsha' na!"

It sounded |ike "hosanna" at first, before he realized that
they were shouting the Aramaic for "Free us."



"Free us! Free usi"

John had planned to rise in arns against the Romans this
Passover. Many had expected to take part in the rebellion
They believed that he was taking John's place as a rebel

| eader.

"No," he nuttered at them as he | ooked around at their
expectant faces. "No, | amthe nessiah. | cannot free you.
| can't. .
They did not hear himabove their own shouts.

Karl d ogauer entered Christ. Christ entered Jerusal em
The story was approaching its climax.

"Csha' nal "
It was not in the story. He could not help them
Verily, verily, | say unto you, that one of you shall betray

me. Then the disciples | ooked one on another, doubting of
whom he spake. Now there was | eaning on Jesus' bosom one

of his disciples, whomJesus |oved. Sinon Peter therefore
beckoned to him that he should ask who it should be of

whom he spake. He then lying on Jesus' breast saith unto
him Lord, who is it? Jesus answered, He it is, to whom|l
shal |l give a sop, when | have dipped it. And when he had

di pped the sop, he gave it to Judas Iscariot, the son of
Sinmon. And after the sop Satan entered into him Then said
Jesus unto him That thou doest, do quickly. -

(John 13: 21-27)

Judas Iscariot frowned with sone uncertainty as he |eft

the room and went out into the crowded street, naking his
way towards the governor's pal ace. Doubtl ess he was to per-
forma part in a plan to deceive the Ronans and have the
people rise up in Jesus' defense, but he thought the schene
fool hardy. The npbod anpongst the jostling nmen, wonmen and
children in the streets was tense. Many nore Ronman soldiers ~
than usual patrolled the city.

Pilate was a stout nman. Hi s face was sel f-indul gent and

his eyes were hard and shall ow. He | ooked disdainfully at the
Jew.

"We do not pay infornmers whose information is proved to

be fal se," be warned.

"I do not seek noney, lord,'* said Judas, feigning the
ingratiating manner that the Romans seened to expect of the
Jews. "I ama |oyal subject of the Emperor."

"Who is this rebel ?"

"Jesus of Nazareth, lord. He entered the city today .
"I know. | saw him But | heard he preached of peace
and obeying the | aw. "

"To deceive you, lord."

Pilate frowed. It was likely. It smacked of the kind of
deceit he had grown to anticipate in these soft-spoken people.
"Have you proof ?"

"I amone of his lieutenants, lord. | will testify to his ~
guilt.”

Pilate pursed his heavy lips. He could not afford to of fend
the Pharisees at this nmonment. They had gi ven hi m enough
troubl e. Caiaphas, in particular, would be quick to cry "in-
justice" if he arrested the man.

"He claims to be the rightful king of the Jews, the descen-
dant of David," said Judas, repeating what his nmaster had
told himto say.

"Does he?" Pilate |ooked thoughtfully out of the w ndow

"As for the Pharisees, lord . . ."



"What of thenf"

"The Pharisees distrust him They would see himdead. He
speaks agai nst them"

Pil ate nodded. H s eyes were hooded as he considered this

i nformati on. The Pharisees night hate the madman, but they
woul d be quick to make political capital out of his arrest.
"The Pharisees want himarrested," Judas continued. "The
people flock to listen to the prophet and today nmany of them
rioted in the Tenple in his nane."

"I's this true?"

"It is true, lord." It was true. Some hal f-a-dozen people
had attacked the noney-changers in the Tenple and tried to
rob them When they had been arrested, they had said they
had been carrying out the will of the Nazarene.

"I cannot nmake the arrest,"” Pilate said nmusingly. The sit-
uation in Jerusal emwas already dangerous, but if they were
to arrest this "king," they mght find that they precipitated
arevolt. Tiberius would blame him not the Jews. The
Phari sees nmust be won over. They nust nake the arrest.

"Wait here," he said to Judas. "I will send a message to

Cai aphas. "

And they cane to a place which was named Get hsemane:

and he saith to his disciples. Sit ye here, while | shall pray.
And he taketh with him Peter and Janes and John, and be-

gan to be sore amazed, and to be very heavy; And saith unto
them M soul is exceeding sorrowful unto death: tarry ye
here, and watch. >

(Mark 14:32-34)

d ogauer coul d see the nob approachi ng now. For the
_firsttime since Nazareth he felt physically weak and ex-
hausted. Tfiev were going to kill him He had to die; he ac-
cepted that, buil he was afraid of the pain that was to cone.
He sat down oo.the ground of the hillside, watching the
torches as they cane cl oser.

"The ideal of martyrdomonly ever existed in the mnds of

a few ascetics,” Mnica had said. "OQtherwise it was norbid
masochi sm an easy way to forgo ordinary responsibility, a
nmet hod of keeping repressed peopl e under control. "

"It isn't as sinple as that. "

"It is, Kari."

He coul d show Monica now. His regret was that she was
unlikely ever to know. He had nmeant to wite everything

down and put it into the time machine and hope that it

woul d be recovered. It was strange. He was not a religious
man in the usual sense. He was an agnostic. It was not con-
viction that had led himto defend religion agai nst Mnica's
cynical contenpt for it; it was rather |lack of conviction in
the ideal in. which she had set her own faith, the ideal of
science as a solver of all problens. He could not share her
faith and there was nothing el se but religion, though he could
not believe in the kind of God of Christianity. The God seen
as a mystical force of the mysteries of Christianity and ot her
great religions had not been personal enough for him Hs
rational, mnd had told himthat God did not exist in any
personal form Hi s unconscious had told himthat faith in

sci ence was not enough

"Science is basically opposed to religion,” Mnica had

once said harshly. "No matter how nmany Jesuits get together
and rationalize their views of science, the fact renains that
religion cannot accept the fundanental attitudes of science



and it is inplicit to science to attack the fundamental princi-
ples of religion. The only area in which there is no difference
and need be no war is in the ultimte assunption. One may

or may not assune there is a supernatural being called God.

But as soon as one begins to defend one's assunption, there
nmust be strife.”

"You're tal ki ng about organi zed religion.
"I"mtal ki ng about religion as opposed to a bellef Who

needs the ritual of religion when we have the far superior
ritual of science to replace it? Religion is a reasonable sub-
stitute for know edge. But there is no | onger any need for
substitutes, Karl. Science offers a sounder basis on whjch_,to
formul ate systenms of thought and ethics. We don't need the '"
carrot of heaven and the big stick of hell any nore when

sci ence can show the consequences of actions and men can

judge easily for thensel ves whet her those actions are right or

wr ong. "
"I can't accept it."
"That's because you're sick. |I'msick, too, but at |east |

can see the prom se of health"

"I can only see the threat of death.
As they had agreed, Judas ki ssed himon the cheek and

the m xed force of Tenple guards and Ronan sol diers sur-
rounded hi m

To the Ronmans he said, with sonme difficulty, "I amthe

King of the Jews." To the Pharisees' servants be said: "I am
t he nessi ah who has cone to destroy your nasters.” Now

he was committed and the final ritual was to begin.

It was an untidy trial, an arbitrary m xture of Roman and
Jewi sh | aw which did not altogether satisfy anyone. The ob-
ject was acconplished after several conferences between
Pontius Pilate and Cai aphas and three attenpts to bend and
nmerge their separate |legal systens in order to fit the ex-
pedi enci es of the situation. Both needed a scapegoat for their
di fferent purposes and so at last the result was achi eved and
t he madman convi cted, on the one hand of rebellion against
Rome and on the other of heresy.

A peculiar feature of the trial was that the wi tnesses were
all followers of the man and yet had seemed eager to see

hi m convi ct ed.

The Pharisees agreed that the Roman net hod of execu-

tion would fit the tinme and the situation best in this case
and it was decided to crucify him The nan had prestige,
however, so that it would be necessary to use sone of the
tried Roman nethods of hunmiliation in order to make him
into a pathetic and ludicrous figure in the eyes of the pil-
grinms. Pilate assured the Pharisees that he would see to it,
but he made sure that they signed docunents that gave their
approval to his actions.

And. the soldiers led himaway into the hall, called Prae-
torium anA-lhey .call together the whole band. And they
clothed himwi th purple, and platted a crown of thorns, and
put it about his head. And began to salute him Hail, King
of the Jews! And they snote himon the head with a reed,

and did spit upon him and bow ng their knees worshi pped
him And when they had nocked him they took off the

purple fromhim and put his own clothes on him and | ed
himout to crucify him

(Mark 15:16-20)

H s brain was clouded now, by pain and by the ritual of



hum liation; by his having conpletely given hinself up to his
réle.

He was too weak to bear the heavy wooden cross and he

wal ked behind it as it was dragged towards Gol gotha by a
Cyreni an whom t he Romans had press-gauged for the pur-

pose.

As he staggered through the crowded, silent streets,

wat ched by those who had t hought he would | ead t hem

agai nst the Roman overlords, his eyes filled with tears so that
his sight was blurred and he occasionally staggered off the
road and was nudged back onto it by one of the Roman

guards.

"You are too enotional, Karl. Wiy don't you use that

brain of yours and pull yourself together? . "

He renenbered the words, but it was difficult to remem

ber who had said themor who Karl was.

The road that led up the side of the hill was stony and

he slipped sonetinmes, renenbering another hill he had

clinmbed long ago. It seemed to himthat he had been a child,
but the nenory nmerged with others and it was inpossible

to tell

He was breathing heavily and with some difficulty. The

pain of the thorns in his head was barely felt, but his whole
body seened to throb in unison with his heartbeat. It was
.like a drum

-It was evening. The sun was setting. He fell on his face,
cutting his head on a sharp stone, just as he reached the top
of the hill. He fainted.

And they bring himunto the place CGol gotha, which is,

being interpreted. The place of a skull. And they gave him
to drink-wine mngled with nyrrh: but he received it not..
(Mark 15:22-23)

He knocked the cup aside. The sol di er shrugged and

reached out for one of his arns. Another soldier already

hel d the other arm

As he recovered consci ousness d ogauer began to trenble
violently. He felt the pain intensely as the ropes bit into the
flesh of his wists and ani des. He struggl ed.

He felt something cold placed against his palm Al though

it only covered a small area in the center of his hand
seened very heavy. He heard a sound that also was in
rhythmwith his heartbeats. He turned his head to | ook at the
hand.

The large iron peg was being driven into his hand by a
soldier swinging a mallet as he lay on the cross which was at
this moment horizontal on the ground. He watched, wonder -

ing why there was no pain. The sol dier swng the mall et

hi gher as the peg net the resistance of the wood. Twi ce he

m ssed the peg and struck d ogauer's fingers.

A ogauer | ooked to the other side and saw that the second

sol dier was al so hamering in a peg. Evidently he nissed

the peg a great many tinmes because the fingers of the hand
wer e bl oody and crushed.

The first soldier finished hamrering in his peg and taned

his attention to the feet. d ogauer felt the iron slide through
his flesh, heard it hanmered hone.

Using a pulley, they began to haul the cross into a verti -

cal position. dogauer noticed that he was al one. There were
no others being crucified that day.

He got a clear view of the lights of Jerusal em bel ow him

it



There was still a little light in the sky but not much. Soon
it would be completely dark. There was a small crowd | ook-
ing on. One of the wonen reninded hi mof Mnica. He
called to her.

" Moni ca?"

But his voice was cracked and the word was a whi sper.

The woman did not | ook up

He felt his body dragging at the nails which supported it.
He thought he felt a twinge of pain in his left hand. He
seened to be bl eeding very heavily.

It was odd, he reflected, that it should be hi mhanging
here. He supposed that it was the event he had originally
<~-to witness. There was little doubt, really. Everything
had gone perfectly.

The pain in his |left hand increased.

He gl anced down at the Roman guards who were playing

dice at the foot of his cross. They seened absorbed in their
gane. He could not see the markings of the dice fromthis
di st ance.

He sighed. The novenent of his chest seemed to throw
extra strain on his hands. The pain was quite bad now. He
wi nced and tried sonehow to ease hinsel f back against the
wood.

The pain began to spread through his body. He gritted his
teeth. It was dreadful. He gasped and shouted. He writhed.
There was no longer any light in the sky. Heavy cl ouds
obscured stars and noon
From bel ow came whi spered voi ces.

"Let me down," he called. "Oh, please let ne down!"

The pain filled him He slunped forward, but nobody

rel eased him

A little while later he raised his head. The novenent
caused a return of the agony and again he began to withe
on the cross.

"Let me down. Please. Please stop it!"

Every part of his flesh, every muscle and tendon and bone

of him was filled with an al nost inpossi bl e degree of pain.
He knew he would not survive until the next day as he

had t hought he might. He had not realized the extent of his

pai n.

And at the ninth hour lesus cried with a |oud voice, say-

ing, Eloi, Eoi, lam sabachthani? which is, being inter-
preted, My God, ny God, why hast thou forsaken ne?

(Mark 15:34)

A ogauer coughed. It was a dry, barely heard sound. The
sol diers below the cross heard it because the night was now

SO qui et.
"It's funny," one said. "Yesterday they were worshiping
him Today they seened to want us to kill hinmeven the

ones who were closest to him"

“I"ll be glad when we get out of this country,"” said an-
ot her.

I T e

He heard Monica's voice again. "It's weakness and fear
Karl, that's driven you to this. Martyrdomis a conceit. Can't
you see that?"

Weakness and fear.

He coughed once nore and the pain returned, but it was
dul | er now.

Just before he died he began to talk again, nuttering the



words until his breath was gotie. "It's alie. It's alie. It's a
lie."

Later, after his body was stolen by the servants of sone

doctors who believed it to have special properties, there were
runors that he had not died. But the corpse was already

rotting in the doctors' dissecting roons and woul d soon be
dest royed.



