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He was born to judge… but chosen to believe.
Elisha, a Pharisee of the Sanhedrin, watched the life of Jesus from the shadows — torn between loyalty to the Law and a growing faith in the Nazarene. As miracles unfold and the world is shaken, Elisha must decide where he truly belongs.

 

 

 

 
✅ 
Μεγάλη περίληψη (inside flap ή περιγραφή eBook)

 

 
βλ. αναλυτικό κείμενο παραπάνω

 

 

 

 
✅ 
Λεζάντες/αποσπάσματα

 

 
	“He came by night, but left in light.”

	“He was not called Apostle, but he followed like one.”

	“It was not the Law that pierced him — but grace.”



 
Mantouvalos  G. Apostolos 

 

 

 
The air was dry but sweet with the scent of fig trees and crushed grass. The Sea of Galilee shimmered below the hills, a silver ribbon under the sun. A crowd had gathered — fishermen, widows, children, beggars, Roman soldiers watching from a distance.

 
Jesus stood among them, not on a raised platform, but on the earth itself — barefoot, calm, his voice soft but penetrating like a psalm carried by wind.

 
Elisha ben Avner stood back — not among the crowd, but behind it. Near the edge. Always at the edge

 
Internal Focus – Elisha’s Thoughts:

 
	He doesn’t speak like the teachers in Jerusalem, Elisha thought.
He doesn’t quote the elders. He doesn’t ask permission. And yet… they listen.

 
He wasn’t here to believe. Just to observe. To understand, perhaps. But mostly… to wrestle.

 
He had heard of Jesus before — not just from the Council’s whispers or the markets in Jerusalem, but from childhood. Nazareth was small. He remembered the boy with quiet eyes, a strange silence in him, as if he belonged to another place.

 
But they had not spoken. Elisha was from a family of wealth — priests and scribes. Jesus had built doors.

 
Still… He was here now. Teaching the poor, gathering sinners, speaking in riddles that pierced like arrows

 
Elisha’s Emotional Conflict:

 
He wanted to dismiss Him — to call it delusion, charisma, magic.
But what stirred in Elisha wasn’t fear. It was recognition.
A quiet voice in the soul whispering: “This… is the Truth.”

 
	And yet — if it is truth… what then?
What do I do with it? What will the Council say? What would my father have said

 

 
Optional Encounter with a Stranger:

 
A man beside him, ragged, blind in one eye, speaks softly without turning his head:

 
Stranger: “You came to see the carpenter?”
Elisha (guarded): “I came to listen.”
Stranger (smiling): “Then listen well. You may never hear again like this.

 

 
Quiet Decision:

 
Jesus finishes speaking. The crowd begins to disperse. Children run ahead, women weep softly, some linger.

 
Elisha remains still. He did not applaud. Did not cry. Did not kneel.
But he did not leave either.

 
	I must see Him again, he thinks. Even if from the shadows.

 
He turns back toward the road, silent. But something inside him has shifted

 

 

 
✴️ Chapter Two: The River and the Fire

 

 

 
Dust clung to Elisha’s sandals. The air here was different — wild, dry, unclean in the eyes of the priests. And yet, alive.

 
He had expected a place of madness, of zealots and superstitions. But the people who stood by the Jordan were quiet, expectant. Like earth waiting for rain.

 
The man in the river — John, son of Zechariah — looked like something torn out of the Torah. Skin burned by sun, robe made of camel hair, beard like a prophet. His voice cut like thunder:

 
	“Repent! For the Kingdom of Heaven is at hand!

 

 

 
Elisha’s Inner Tension:

 
	They sent me to watch him, Elisha thought.
To document. To gather faults. To report deviations.
But Nicodemus… he asked for more.

 
He remembered the old man’s quiet voice before his journey:

 
	“Elisha… You see with sharp eyes. But I ask you to listen with your soul. This John—he is not madness. Something stirs in the wilderness. Find what it is. Do not rush to judge.”

 
And so Elisha had come, not only with parchment and scroll, but with conflicted heart

 

 

 
Elisha Watches John:

 
John baptized without ceremony. No oil. No offering. Just the plunge, and the rising. A symbol — no, a sign.

 
Elisha listened.

 
	“I am not the Messiah,” John cried. “I am only the voice in the wilderness, crying: Prepare the way!”

 
And then — he said it.

 
“Behold, the Lamb of God, who takes away the sin of the world!”

 
Elisha turned sharply. A man stood among the crowd. Quiet. Ordinary. Eyes like dawn.
Jesus.

 
He had not seen Him approach

 

 

 
Shock & Recognition:

 
Elisha felt the world tilt for a moment.

 
	He is not doing anything. Just standing there.
And yet… I feel as if He knows I am here.
As if He always has

 

 

 
Dialogue with a fellow observer:

 
A Levite beside him, another sent from Jerusalem, leaned in:

 
Levite: “That’s the one he means. The carpenter. From Nazareth.”
Elisha (quietly): “You’ve seen Him before?”
Levite (shrug): “He teaches in synagogues. Nothing radical — yet. But John seems obsessed.

 

 
Backflash – Conversation with Nicodemus (before journey):

 
	Elisha: “Why me?”
Nicodemus: “Because you’re not yet too proud to wonder.”
Elisha: “And if I believe?”
Nicodemus (gently): “Then you will suffer. But your soul will live.

 

 
Ending Scene:

 
John baptizes Jesus. Elisha watches — no dove seen, no voice heard from heaven (perhaps only Jesus saw that). But Elisha feels something shift in the air.

 
He feels… known.

 
	The Council will want names. They will want threats and theology.
But I saw none of that. I saw… a Lamb.

 
He turns to leave the riverbank, unable to speak

 

 
Dialogue: “The Fire in the Silence”

 
Setting: Private chamber in Nicodemus’ home, Jerusalem, late evening. Oil lamps burn low. Scrolls line the walls. Elisha sits with hands folded, uneasy. Nicodemus pours wine, waiting

 

 
NICODEMUS
You’ve returned early. I thought the Baptist would keep you longer.

 
ELISHA (quietly)
He said little. Repeated himself often. Spoke like the prophets… but not like the Temple.

 
NICODEMUS
And yet you are shaken.

 
ELISHA (after a pause)
Not by him.
By another.

 
NICODEMUS (leans forward)
The one he called Lamb of God?

 
ELISHA (nods slowly)
Yes… the carpenter. From Nazareth.
He said nothing. Did nothing.
But the moment he stepped into the water, I felt as if every stone of my soul shifted

 

 
NICODEMUS (softly)
He has that effect.
Some weep. Some rage.
Some say nothing — but never sleep again.

 
ELISHA
The Council expects detail. Doctrine. Threats.
But I saw no heresy. No firebrands. No danger.
Only a stillness.
Like the stillness before the storm… or the stillness after a voice has spoken

 

 
NICODEMUS
And what will you tell them?

 
ELISHA (after long silence)
That I saw nothing certain.
No signs.
No violations.
No madness.
Only a man… who makes men question what they are certain of

 

 
NICODEMUS (smiles faintly)
That may be the most dangerous thing of all.

 
ELISHA
You believe, don’t you?

 
NICODEMUS
I… trust the voice I heard in the dark.
I do not yet understand, but I trust.

 
ELISHA (with restraint)
I am not ready to trust. But I cannot dismiss Him either.
Not Him. Not the Baptist.

 
NICODEMUS
Then say only what your eyes saw.
Let your soul remain your own… for now

 

 
A beat. Then Elisha speaks with subtle fear and wonder.)

 
ELISHA
When He looked at the people…
it was as if He could see their bones — no, deeper — their pain.

 
NICODEMUS (gently)
And what did you feel, when He looked at you?

 
ELISHA (softly)
Like I had already been forgiven… for something I haven’t confessed yet.

 

 

 
End of Scene:

 
Silence falls. Outside, a dog barks. In the distance, a Temple horn sounds the night watch.

 
Elisha lowers his head.

 
Nicodemus pours a second cup.

 

 

 
Chapter Three: “The Tax Man Who Walked Away”

 
📍Setting:

 
Capernaum. A narrow stone street. Late morning. Elisha has gone to observe Jesus’ growing group of followers

 

 
Elisha stood by the edge of the market, where the road met the customs post. A shaded stone booth stood there, recently abandoned.

 
The name Levi was still carved above it — in rough, bold Aramaic.

 
	He was a tax collector. A Roman servant.
And he walked away? For what? For a teacher with no sword and no silver?

 
A group of men passed by — fishermen, farmers, a zealot by the look of him. And one man, better dressed, formerly better fed, walked among them barefoot.

 
It was him.
Matthew. The tax man. Now… disciple

 

 
Dialogue Scene: Elisha & Matthew

 
ELISHA (stepping forward)
You… you are Levi son of Alphaeus?

 
MATTHEW (turns, a faint smile)
I was. Now they call me Matthew.

 
ELISHA
Why? Why did you leave everything?

 
MATTHEW (quietly, without arrogance)
Because He saw me… before I even looked up.

 
ELISHA (cautiously)
You had status. Power. You sat under Rome’s protection.

 
MATTHEW
And chains. You don’t feel the weight until someone breaks them

 

 

 
ELISHA (sharper)
But you collected taxes from your own people. Collaborated with Gentiles.

 
MATTHEW (nods)
I know. That’s why they hate me.
But He… He called me anyway.

 
ELISHA (voice lower)
You believe He is the Messiah?

 
MATTHEW (looks directly at him)
I believe He is the only man I’ve ever seen who doesn’t look at me like I am what I was

 

 

 
ELISHA (voice trembling)
And yet… you gave up everything for that?

 
MATTHEW (smiling)
No, not for that.
For Him.

 

 
🧠 Elisha’s Thoughts (internal):

 
	A tax man walking beside fishermen. A zealot breaking bread with a traitor.
And none of them seem confused.
Only me.

 
He had come to study their behavior, their motives, to find disorder or sedition. But what he saw was stranger:

 
Unity without law. Joy without sacrifice. Purpose without politics.

 

 
🔚 Closing Image:

 
Matthew rejoins the others. Elisha remains still, eyes following the group as they turn the corner.

 
	Who is this man, he wonders, that makes sinners leave their sins — and holy men question their holiness?

 

 

 
✴️ Chapter Four: “A Table Without Walls”

 
📍Setting:

 
The home of Matthew in Capernaum.
Low roof, wide inner room. Evening meal.

 
Elisha, dressed in a servant’s tunic, enters quietly through the back with a jug of water.

 

 

 
🌙 Scene Opening:

 
The room buzzed with laughter, low music, and the clatter of shared plates. The air was thick with roasted lamb, wine, and incense burned to mask the scent of men who worked and women who had lived hard lives.

 
Elisha kept his head low. He poured water. Cleared crumbs.
But his eyes watched.

 
At the center of the table: Jesus.

 

 
👁️ Elisha’s Thoughts:
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