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A Roman Scribe's Account of the Birth of a New Way

A Witness to the First Century of Christianity

This is a work of historical fiction.

While rooted in first-century historical records,

the narrator is a fictional character.
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Reign of Tiberius, c. AD 30 — Jerusalem

I will not record my name.

History is always written by hands that go unnamed. The emperor's name is carved in marble, the general's name rises on a triumphal arch, but the name of the man who transfers all of it onto a scroll is preserved nowhere. That is the sort of man I am. A scribe of the Roman Empire. One who records. One who watches.

I was twenty-eight when I was posted to the province of Judaea. My duties were to administer the paperwork of Governor Pontius Pilate, monitor unrest within the province, and forward reports to Rome when the situation demanded. My friends pitied me. Judaea was one of the most undesirable postings in the empire. Hot. Dry. Its people obstinate. And above all, their god was singular — they despised the imperial cult with a ferocity that set them apart from every other nation Rome had absorbed. A difficult land. That was the general Roman impression of Judaea.

But I soon understood. Judaea was not merely difficult. This land was waiting for something. Centuries of waiting had accumulated in the very air, so that every breath carried its weight. The people awaited the Messiah — the Anointed One. The Deliverer. The King.

I took it to be political rhetoric. A collective fantasy fashioned by an oppressed people. My role as scribe was to watch that the fantasy did not mature into rebellion.

Then, that spring — just before Passover — I witnessed an execution in Jerusalem.

I wrote it up as a report. Spare, dry sentences. An itinerant rabbi from Galilee. Charged with inciting sedition. Execution complete. Signed by Governor Pilate and dispatched to Rome, that report is probably gathering dust in some corner of an archive at this moment.

But what I actually saw that day — that did not make it into the report.

From that moment I lived forty more years. And across those forty years I watched the name of the man I had seen die on that execution stake spread from one end of the empire to the other. A story that began among Galilean fishermen seeped into the households of Roman senators. Every time persecution struck, the movement only spread faster. Like a seed thrown into fire.

I knew I had to record it.

Not as a historian. As a witness.

This is not an official report. This is not a document to be laid before the emperor. This is the testimony of an old scribe looking back across his own life. What I saw. What I heard. What I could not understand then, and what I have only gradually come to understand since.

I am not a believer in this movement. Yet I can no longer call it mere superstition.

I have seen.

That is enough.
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The Seed: What One Man Left Behind

c. AD 30–35
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A Rumor from Galilee

The first time I heard his name, I let it pass unnoticed, buried under a pile of documents.

Jesus. In Hebrew, Yeshua. A common enough name. Walk through any street in Judaea and one in ten men bore it. Attached to it came the qualifier Nazareth — a village in Galilee so small that Roman cartographers had not thought it worth marking on a map. In short, the first impression was nothing.

Information arrived by two channels. The first was through the officials of Herod Antipas. Galilee was Herod's territory; his men reported regularly to Rome on events in their domain. The second was through the inner circle of the Temple — the people of the high priest Caiaphas. When both channels began surfacing the same name at nearly the same time, it signaled that the figure in question was already drawing considerable attention.

I did not go north to Galilee. I saw no need. Instead I began listening carefully to the merchants and pilgrims arriving from the north. Jerusalem was the place where all of Judaea's stories converged. As Passover approached, tens of thousands poured in from Galilee, Samaria, and the eastern bank of the Jordan, and each mouth carried different stories.

Those stories were remarkably consistent.

Near the Sea of Galilee he had fed several thousand people. I assumed exaggeration at first — the kind of collective excitement that arises at large gatherings and warps memory. Yet the strange thing was the faces of those telling the story. They were not excited. They brought it up quietly, with an expression close to bewilderment — as though they themselves had not fully understood what had happened, but could not deny what they had seen.

There were accounts of healing. A man lame since birth had walked. I applied the standard Roman coolness. Faith healers had appeared in every era. Egypt had them. Asia Minor had them. People want miracles, and people who want miracles see miracles.

But one account stopped me.

It concerned a centurion at Capernaum — a Roman soldier. His servant had fallen gravely ill, and the centurion had gone to Jesus and asked for help. Jesus said he would come, and the centurion replied: I am not worthy for you to enter under my roof. Only speak the word, and my servant will be healed.

When I heard that, I felt something odd. A Roman soldier speaking those words before a Jewish rabbi. It inverted the entire grammar of power. A Roman kneeling before a Jew was simply not part of the empire's vocabulary. Yet the centurion, according to the merchant who told me the story, wore no expression of humiliation — only the look of a man who had discovered something, eyes alight.

I asked the merchant: And the servant?

He paused, then answered: Healed, they say.

I did not include that in my report. Unverified rumor had no place in official documents. But for the first time I wrote that name in my private notebook, separately from everything else.

Jesus of Nazareth. Active in Galilee. Watch for developments.

That was the beginning.

He drew crowds, but it was the manner in which he drew them that held my attention. The agitators I knew inflamed anger. They denounced the tax, cursed Rome, proclaimed that the day of liberation was at hand. They stirred the people's resentments and set them ablaze. Such men were predictable — and therefore their suppression was predictable.

But this man was different. He did not stir resentment, they said. He said things like: Love your enemies. If someone strikes your right cheek, offer the left. Forgive those who owe you debts.

At first I interpreted that as a sophisticated political tactic — camouflage to evade Roman surveillance. Planting seeds in people's hearts without the direct provocation of rebellion. A clever man, I thought.

But the more I observed his followers, the more clearly I sensed that my interpretation was wrong. They did not have the tight, watchful eyes of revolutionaries. Instead something was in them that I struggled to name — as though a window long shut had been opened in a room, and the people inside were tasting fresh air for the first time. That expression, I could not put into any report. Administrative language had no vessel for it.

Passover drew near. All Jerusalem filled with pilgrims. And from Galilee came a rumor riding alongside them: he was coming up to Jerusalem.

I had a premonition that for the first time I would see
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