
[image: image]



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WITNESSES FROM VENUS'S TEMPLE

    

    
      First edition. April 14, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Xandoryell.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230667544

    

    
    
      Written by Xandoryell.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Witnesses from the Temple of Venus

The Journey to Rome

Dialogue in the Garden

Flavia

The Light of the Temple and the Shadow of the Past

The Spirit's Call

First Blows of the Shadow

Letters of schism

The Fire of Rome

Dilemmas of a Broken Soul

The Imperial Decree

A New Path for Lysandra

Prayer in the Cell

Meeting of the Senators

Rachel

Lysandra

Between Death and a New Beginning

Reborn Goddess

"Scrolls and Testimonies"

CHRONOLOGY OF CHARACTERS AND EVENTS

Further Reading: Grimoár Vedomia

Witnesses from Venus's Temple

The Forgotten Gospel Lives

Not all witnesses were apostles. 

Not all gospels made it into the Bible. 

Not all truths survived the church. But some survived the fire.

And returned with a silence that burns more than the pulpit.

​

​Author's Note

Xandoryell does not write for the market. Does not write for fashion. Does not write for a social pat on the back. This book has not undergone linguistic or grammatical proofreading. It is an imprecise translation from the Hungarian original, left raw and unedited. Deliberately. Why? Because we live in a materialistic age where even spiritual matters are packaged in marketing. Where truth is retouched and originality suppressed so that it “sells better.” Books are smoothed out to be in line with society, not with conscience. They look beautiful on the outside, but inside they are often silent or serve the ego. My books have a different goal. Not to succeed. Not to please. But to help those who seek freedom – in thought, in feeling, in spirit. I write so that the reader finds the courage to walk their own path. So that they are not afraid to be an original. Not according to the system. Not according to society. But according to their own spirit. I do not write to devalue other paths. I write to show my own. How I perceive the world, truth, consciousness, God. Without censorship. Without polish. Without a mask. Not for everyone. But for those who know that the fire of the Spirit cannot be tidied up into rules.

INTRODUCTION    I will tell you a story that was not supposed to survive. Not because it was a lie, but because there was too much truth in it. Too much light for the eyes of those who wrote history to bear. But not everything can be buried. Some stories return. Not through stones. Not through books. But through memory, which even time cannot stop. I am a Traveler between worlds. Between what was, and what is hidden in the cracks of time. Between memory and emptiness. This story was entrusted to me, that I might one day utter it – not for those seeking sensation, but for those who still believe that between lies and dogma, there exists a third thing: purity. I do not know what you will find in it. Perhaps a shadow. Perhaps an answer. But if you read it all, perhaps you will find yourself in it too. And perhaps you will discover that not everything we call fiction is less real than what we call history. Some words were written in blood. Not because it was the intention, but because there was no other ink. When knowledge is hidden for too long, it does not die—it just changes its language. This story did not come to me in a dream. It came in pain, in the smell of smoke, and in the quiet words of those who were silenced. Rachel was one of them. But she did not disappear. Unlike many other women and men whose stories fell into oblivion—not just through the silence of time, but often also through violence. They were erased because their light was too great to be bent according to the interests of the powerful. But not everything can be erased. And not every story can be twisted.

Xandoryell

I will tell you a story about a woman named Rachel

Rachel was born in the port city of Joppa, in Judea, in an empire that outwardly worshipped Caesar and at home lived in the shadow of the Law. Later, she moved to Jerusalem. Her youth was harsh. She grew up among fishermen, slaves, women who had more scars on their bodies than memories. For a long time, she lived on the fringes, not as a criminal, but as a nobody. Invisible. One of those who serve, and no one asks their name.

Our heroine is not famous, too ordinary, and precisely for that reason, I will tell you her story. Because the Spirit remembers her. She founded no congregations, was not a martyr whose name would be etched in marble. But her faith was real. Unassuming. And all the more powerful for it.

Rachel came from Jerusalem. Hence Rachel of Jerusalem, the city that knew both prophets and blood. She was an ordinary woman. No one would have noticed her had she not experienced an encounter that changed the direction of her life.

This story is not about glory, but about the light that appears even in the deepest darkness.

In those times, the church as we know it today did not yet exist. There were not yet bishops with mitres, there were no dogmas that would bind the soul, no power structure existed. Everything was still being formed. It was like clay in the potter’s hands. The apostles were respected, certainly, but they did not yet have the power to oppress or silence those who lived the faith differently. They themselves were only beginning to understand what their teaching meant, and where the Spirit was calling them they were still seeking the words, the frameworks, and the courage to speak the teaching in a way that would not bind it. Back then, no one yet dared to say that a woman could not teach, because Jesus himself never oppressed women; on the contrary, he received them with respect and valued them.

Mary Magdalene still taught people. Freely. Without permissions, without theological and dogmatic considerations. She gave only a pure testimony of love and the Holy Spirit. Not because she wanted to lead. But because she knew. She had seen. She had experienced. And when she spoke, people did not just hear words they felt the Spirit.

Rachel did not recognize her immediately. For the first few years, she only heard about her in snippets of conversation, from rumours among the women who helped the sick. She heard that she lived near Samaria, that she sometimes came among the women in Jerusalem, that she spoke of the Nazarene. But it wasn't just about Jesus. Mary also spoke about herself. About what she had been. About the shame she carried within her. And how it all broke in a single glance, a single sentence, a single touch.

Rachel met her once, quite ordinarily. She was an ordinary woman who sat down next to her as she was cleaning fish, and began to tell her how she once feared her own body. How she hated men and herself. How Christ did not condemn her, but called her by name. How she wiped his feet with her hair. And then she told other stories deep, difficult, but undistorted.

Rachel remained speechless. She did not ask questions. She just listened. It was a wound that opened because her own life was the same.

She too had previously been just a shadow. She served men, took money to survive. She was not proud, but neither was she broken. She was empty.

And as she listened to Mary repeatedly and by that name I mean Mary Magdalene, not the mother of Jesus not as a preacher, but as a sister, something began to change within her. Not overnight. She did not feel faith like a fire, but like a warm rain. Gentle, but persistent.

“If Jesus accepted her, perhaps he could accept me too.” That was the first prayer, more a reflection than a thought, that she uttered within herself.

From then on, Rachel began to meet with Mary. Not often, but enough for her to change. Mary gave her several notes – scrolls onto which she had dictated memories. Not a formal gospel. Rather, the intimate diary of a woman who knew that a message only has weight when it is shared.

And then one day, Mary said to her disciples, and Rachel was present:

“One must go to Rome and spread the voice there. There are slaves, soldiers, women there who seek hope but do not know Jesus. They lack the words to describe him to them.”

It was more than a call. It was a privileged moment. Rachel knew she had to go.

First, however, she met with Mary Magdalene. It was a deep, yet powerful meeting. Mary personally placed the scrolls into her hands. Her voice was firm, yet kind: “These words do not belong to me. They are a flame that burns for those who are still searching. You are now their bearer. Do not be afraid.” Rachel wanted to say something to her, but she remained speechless. Everything important had already been said. She clutched the scrolls tightly in her palm and went out.

The streets of Jerusalem were noisy and crowded. Children played in the dust, old women sold herbs, men argued over the price of bread. Everywhere there was movement, words, smells, and life. Rachel walked slowly, as if saying goodbye to the city that had shaped both her memory and her scars. She stopped by the wall of the temple. There, where she had once prayed as a girl after arriving from Joppa, she now prayed as a woman ready to leave. She prayed for strength. For composure. For the words she carried to survive longer than she herself would.

Her heart still warmed to Mary’s words. The words she had spoken when handing over the scrolls: “Do not be afraid, Rachel. Words are not weapons, but when they are true, they penetrate even the walls of Rome. Be brave. I am not sending you as a servant girl, but as a voice” were etched into her memory more deeply than anything before. And so, when she turned and stepped forward, she no longer walked as a servant girl. Nor as a shadow. But as a witness to the light she had received, and the love she had known.
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​The Journey to Rome
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Year 59 after Christ, the period of the reign of Emperor Nero – the 5th year of his reign.

The journey to Rome was dangerous. Even during the voyage south from Caesarea, they faced strong winds and a restless sea. The ship swayed between the waves like a dry leaf on the surface, and even experienced sailors prayed inwardly. Rachel held Mary’s notes close to her body, as if she could protect them with her own body. The nights were wet, salty, and cold. Once, a fierce storm broke out, forcing them to take refuge in a port even before Puteoli. Water washed over them up to their knees, and each day was merely about survival. It was a long journey... From the port in Joppa, the city where she was born, she first travelled to Caesarea. There she boarded a merchant ship heading for Campania, to the city of Puteoli, where the entire commercial pulse of the empire poured out. She had no money. She earned her passage. She helped on the ship, cared for a merchant’s children, washed the deck. She slept among the fishermen, ate leftovers. But her heart was full of hope. She carried Mary Magdalene's scrolls hidden close to her body, wrapped in a linen scarf, exactly as she had received them. From Puteoli, she went on foot. In the morning, she would wake with her back stiff as stone and her legs heavy as lead. The road wound over low hills and overgrown vineyards. Via Appia was not just the stone artery of the empire, but also a sewer of pain she passed burial grounds, lazarettos, dilapidated villas where masters once lived and now only ruins remained. In the villages, she was met with watchful gazes. Old men kept to the shadows, children stood on doorsteps. Hospitality was a rarity, and the night was even more dangerous not everyone lived to see the morning. After dark came bandits, thieves, the hungry and desperate. Whoever lacked a roof over their head risked more than just cold or solitude. The night in those times turned into a test of courage and faith. If someone let her in, it was a mercy. Otherwise, she slept under fig trees, her head resting on her sack and the scrolls her only warmth. She walked along the Via Appia the parched road through Campanian fields, past lazarettos

and stables, through villages where hospitality was worth the last crust of dry bread. Rachel had not dreamed of Rome. She did not imagine triumphant visions. She went with the knowledge that she might end there that her life might find its end there. But her faith was stronger than fear. Because she had nothing to lose and she had something to give: the light of love. If her journey was to end in the shadow of Rome's walls, let her at least leave there a piece of the light she had received. And so, when she finally caught sight of the high walls of Rome, she did not stop out of awe, but to catch her breath. Rome was not like Jerusalem. It did not resound with prayers, but with the shouts of vendors and the beating hearts of those who had survived arenas and gladiators. The city smelled different a strange combination of marble, urine, and incense, the smell of wine, sweat, burnt oil, and the perfumes of easy women. It was louder, harsher, much colder in people's eyes. Rachel just stood and watched. In that chaos, beauty, and sin, she felt that she would have to speak differently here. And yet there she stood, tired, in worn-out sandals, with her sack at her side and with tears, but with the awareness that she was just entering the place where faith would be tested by fire. “Lord, I am not worthy to enter here as your servant girl, but only say the word, and I will speak as Your Spirit has taught me.” She passed through the gate, without a word, without drawing attention to herself. She disappeared among the female slaves, among the oil carriers, among motherless children and old men selling remnants of togas. It was strange to feel so present in a city that would swallow her without hesitation, and yet she felt that she belonged here. Not for glory. Not for people. But for what had not yet been spoken here. Rome was magnificent. And it was rotten. Both these realities stood side by side, as real as two stones on the road. Priestesses of the goddess Venus (Aphrodite) walked the streets; they were beautiful, painted, with gold chains on their ankles. Boys watched them with open mouths, women with hidden anger. No one called it sin, because it was a cult, a ritual, service to the deity of fertility. Rome managed to dress carnal desires in sacred robes. And yet, when Rachel looked at one of them a young girl almost a child with eyes like an empty vessel she felt that God had not demanded this service. “Father, forgive them, for they know not that they pray to their own desire.” She walked through narrow alleys where women sold not only fruit, but also their own wombs. Where men discussed philosophy, but in the evening got drunk to the point of stupor and yelled at slaves as if their tongue had the right to determine a person's value. Rachel did not come to judge. But her heart burned. “If you were here, Lord, who among these would recognize you? Would you leave again unrecognized?” She prayed silently. Without grand words. Only in spirit.

“Lord, do not let my eyes grow accustomed to the darkness. Do not let my feet retreat before pride. Do not let me begin to love comfort more than You.”

She still had the scrolls with her. They were inscribed by an old hand, not always precisely, not always orderly. But the words breathed from them: “He touched you when everyone cast you out. He spoke with you when no one wanted to listen. He forgave you even before you asked.” These were Mary’s words, and in them, Jesus was different from the one men spoke of in the streets. He was not born of scripture, but of presence. He was not law, he was alive. And Rachel knew that this was precisely the gospel not what was already circulating then in the form of various letters and gospels many of them rewritten, edited, or adapted but that which could not yet be destroyed: faith in the heart of a woman who dared to love a holy man.

More than once Rachel doubted. What if she was just following an emotion? What if Mary only longed for something that did not exist? But whenever she prayed, she did not feel answers. She felt presence. And that was more than proof.

She found lodging in an old quarter near Subura, where slaves and foreigners lived. There she conversed with women who initially regarded her as just another runaway from her master in that era, a woman belonged to a man like property. No one knew she had come to speak of something that had no name of love, of Jesus, a love that does not ask to whom one belongs, but only who needs it.

The Smoldering Fire of Rome

Rachel did not live like a preacher. She did not walk the streets with her hand in the air. She had no authority with which she could command. Her way was different she would sit and listen.

She spoke when someone asked. She was like water seeping between stones unobtrusive, but patient.

Rome did not amaze her with its architecture. Although it was magnificent. Temples stood in the sun's rays like the pride of humanity, statues were perfect, streets were alive with music, laughter, sometimes screams. There were people here who believed in ten gods and in none. Everyone carried their own burden, but few stopped to realize what weighed them down. Rachel perceived this like someone who had not come to judge, but to understand.

She lived in a modest quarter behind the olive market, in a room rented to her by an old woman originally from Hispania. This woman was a widow, almost blind, but her hearing was like a sword she could discern every tone, every lie. It was to her that Rachel first dared to read a piece from the scroll. Her voice trembled, but the old woman said nothing. She just listened. And then she smiled: “Speak on. These words warm me more than a cloak.”

So she began. Not loudly. Not in groups. To one woman in the kitchen, to two female slaves in the evening before washing their hands. She sat with them on the ground, near children falling asleep in their mothers' laps. And she read. Or spoke from memory. Not as a sermon. As a memory. Something like a light that had once touched one woman, and now was reflected in the eyes of another.

One of them, a young woman named Julia, once asked her a question: “Did your Jesus also believe women? Do you think he would talk to me?” Rachel looked at her for a long time, without a word. Then she said: “He would not ask to whom you belong. Nor where you are from. He would only look into your heart. And then you would know that you are someone of Jesus.”

Julia wept. And Rachel said no more. She just embraced her.

Rome was large. Fast. Sometimes downright noisy. But beneath it all lived a hidden layer of people who did not believe in power, but longed for hope. Who prayed modestly. Not to the heavens, but into the depths of the soul. Rachel sensed this. That is why she did not walk up the Via Sacra, why she did not show herself near the temples. She entered the back courtyards, where women cooked, and men sat on stones scraping mud from their feet.

One evening, when the air was saturated with the smoke of incense burning in the temple of Jupiter, Rachel sat by a fire. Around her were three women and one young male slave. She told them about Mary Magdalene. About how Jesus came to her. How he was not afraid to touch her when everyone else recoiled. “He was not afraid of impurity. He transformed it.” And those words, though simple, fell on fertile ground. Rachel felt it.

Even though the streets were full of drunken soldiers, temple processions, worshippers of Venus, Hathor, Ishtar, and other deities, even though priestesses walked with heads held high, even though orators proclaimed that the emperor was a god she knew that the voice of knowledge does not depend on the number of listeners. One is enough. One heart that opens.

She prayed every morning before dawn. She sat on a stone by an old wall and spoke to herself: “I do not ask to change the world. I ask not to betray You. May You remain within me as You are, not as they would want You to be.” And sometimes in that solitude, she heard only her own breath. But she knew that was enough.

Time passed. And although the city had neither accepted nor rejected her yet, she was beginning to be visible. Not loudly. But where light grew, suspicion always grew too. And Rome, however large it was, could not tolerate the silent word that changes hearts.

And so it began. Not with a proclamation. Not with a manifesto. But with a look, a word, a presence. Rachel sat as always on the ground, among women who had stopped painting their lips and dressing seductively for men and had begun to ask what love is. Men came too. Some curious, others tired.

” Rachel nodded calmly: “Not everything that was in darkness is bad. Some things are just waiting for the light.”
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​Dialogue in the Garden
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Later they moved to a quieter place in the back of a garden of one of the city houses, where Flavia sometimes went. It was not her house, but an abandoned space where one could hide from the eyes of others. There, on a stone threshold, Flavia sat with crossed legs, shoulders straight, her gaze proud but there was no victory in her eyes. Only weariness from something she no longer wanted to carry. Rachel sat opposite her, without a word, in that posture in which one waits, not forces. Sunlight broke through the beam shadows of the garden pergola above them, and the day outside seemed to be waiting too. Flavia spoke after a long time. “I wasn't always like this. Once I was... something else. In the temple, we were not taught humility, but art. The art of controlling. Ourselves. Men. The air around us. They taught us how to walk so that men would stop. How to look so that they would forget their wives. And when we lay with them... it wasn't just for pleasure. It was business. Every touch had a price. Every smile a purpose. My body was my currency. And I was good at it. And I got rich from it.” Rachel did not avert her gaze. She did not condemn. She just bowed her head, as one bows to the holiness of a moment that is finally revealing itself. Flavia continued: “I knew senators. One of them called me a temple of beauty. Another said I was wiser than all his servants put together. And I believed it. But their wisdom was cold. Their philosophy... there was never any room in it for mercy. And our goddesses Venus, Hathor, Ishtar, even Hecate always demanded something. Blood. Sex. Milk. Smoke. But they never offered love. They never said: You are loved. Only: Give more.” She fell silent for a moment. Her voice trembled. She was trained to speak. But now she spoke not as a priestess, but as a woman. “My colleagues were beautiful. Always perfectly groomed, smelling of oils and incense. But their eyes were empty. They lived for attention. For gifts. To be admired. But when they were alone... they cried. One of them once poured warm wine over her body, just to feel something. We were powerful. But without love. And the more we proved our strength, the more we were slaves.” Rachel still hadn't moved. Not a word. Only when Flavia added:

“I was afraid to leave.”

Not because of the gods.

“But because I didn't know who I was when no one was looking at me.”

And then, for the first time, she lifted her eyes.

“But when I heard you... Rachel...

You didn't speak loudly. But your voice touched me. Not like a man with expectations. But like something pure. As if you were speaking inwardly, not outwardly.

And I felt that Jesus... what you say about Him...

is different. He wants nothing. And yet He gives everything.

And that's why I followed you. Not out of desperation. But because for the first time I felt something that had no price. But had meaning.

Love. Not the kind I have to arouse. But the kind that accepts me even before I smile.”

Rachel finally spoke. Gently, deeply.

“You know, Flavia... Jesus never turned away from a woman. He wouldn't run from you either.

He is the light that is not afraid of darkness.

Not one who stands above us. But one who kneels when life strikes us down.

And faith... it is not obedience.

It is a return. Not to the temple. Not to dogma.

But to love. To the Father. Through Him.”

She placed her hand on her palm.

“We do not have power from spells.

Our power comes from faith.

From the Spirit who lives in us when we love, forgive, and bear one another.

And He, the Holy Spirit is not power.

It is presence.

The inner witness who returns us to the one who created us.

To the Father, who calls us not by name, but by heart.”
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​Flavia
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Night fell on Rome like a velvet curtain, slowly, unobtrusively, yet inevitably. The air outside was saturated with moisture and the smoke from olive lamps, but among the old houses of the quarter behind the market reigned a deep silence that breathed not fear, but anticipation.

Rachel and Flavia were still sitting by the wall where they had previously spoken about the past, about pains, about wounded beauty and the deceit of power. They no longer spoke, but in their shared silence something new was being born not an idea, but a decision.

Rachel recognized it. She had seen it before in the eyes of others. It was the inner call of a soul that had finally found what it had always sought, and now longed to say: Yes. I want to belong.

Flavia took a slow breath and moved closer. Her body was still elegant, her movement noble, like a woman accustomed to being the center of attention.

But at that moment, it wasn't a role. She was no longer playing anything. Her eyes glistened, and her voice when she spoke was full of an inner strength she had never known before.

“Rachel I... want Jesus. Not as an idea, not as a new beginning. I want Him... with my whole being. Because I know that He saw me, even when I was hiding behind scents, fabrics, and gazes. And He was not afraid of me. He did not see in me just a body, nor just the past. He saw... a daughter. And I know that what I felt at your words... was not just satisfaction. It was love which wants nothing, only is.”

Rachel knelt beside her, without a word, without a dramatic gesture, but with the calm of a woman who understands what is happening. She looked into Flavia's eyes, as if looking at a miracle that had just been born without fire, without a voice from heaven, but with such certainty that not even words dared interrupt the moment.

Flavia touched her chest. “I lived off the gazes of others. My body had a price. My words weight only when I whispered them into the ear of someone powerful. But no one... loved me. No one, until I heard you speak of Him. And so I knew this is what I was searching for, even amidst wealth, even in magic, even in beauty. And that was Jesus. That is why I ask you: baptize me. Today. Here. Before God, before heaven. Because I no longer want to belong to others. I want to belong to Him.”

Rachel closed her eyes. She said nothing. She just prayed inwardly.

Father, I thank You. You know that You brought her. Not for glory, not for numbers, but for the love You placed in her heart. She is not from the past. She is from You. And I am only a witness to what You are doing.

Then Rachel stood up, went into the dark alleys, and knocked on the doors of three women. She didn't say much. “Flavia has decided.” That was enough. They all knew what it meant.

The baptism was not an event, it was a sacrament, but not one of grandeur. Like a birth, like a breeze.

They gathered in the garden behind the house of an old potter, where there was a cistern for water, filled by the rain. Moonlight glistened on the surface. Everyone stood without a word as Rachel led Flavia to the edge. She was barefoot, her long hair loose, eyes fixed on the sky. There was no song there, there were no trumpets. Only the beating of hearts and the Breath that enveloped them.

Rachel approached her, gently placing her hands on her shoulders.

“Flavia, do you believe that Jesus is the Son of God, sent out of love, not for judgment, but for life?”

“I believe. Because He accepted me even before I accepted myself.”

“Do you believe that His Spirit is in you, that He leads you to the Father, who is not far, but near?”

“I believe. Because I already feel Him and know His voice, although I have never heard Him.”

“Do you give Him your life not as a sacrifice, but as a gift, as a return to the one who created you?”

“I give it. Because everything I was, I have already left behind. And what I am now... belongs to Him.”

Rachel took her by the hand and led her to the edge
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