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PROLOGUE
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"I miss you so much..."

"I have always been, I am and will be with you."

Mary Magdalene was ill. The thickly woven woollen blanket irritated her skin painfully, and her headrest and mattress felt as hard as stones.

She wanted him to hug her, so she could cuddle up to him and feel safe again in his shoulders.

"I love you. Take me to you please." 
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"Your hour has not come yet..."​
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DISPERSION

And if sometimes something happens of which they say, "Look, this is something new!", it will soon turn out that it had already been in the time that preceded us.

Ecclesiastes 1, 9

1.

"We're leaving today." Nefer perched on the edge of the bed. "There is nothing to wait for. It's all over, right?"

Mary Magdalene opened her eyes. She didn't know if she was dreaming or if hemet was really with her. So much had happened recently. She was still sore after the suffering of Teacher's death. At the same time, however, the happiness and bewilderment of subsequent events made the boundary between waking and dreaming fluid.

"It is done. As it was foretold in the prophecies," she whispered, smiling at the memory of a few days ago.

She didn't know how she got there. She went because the voice called her to. And already there, standing alone and listening to the silence, she had the impression that the world was holding its breath. The specks of flower pollen froze in the air, the clouds and the sun stopped. Then, in front of the empty tomb, she heard her name. Only He spoke to her with such softness and tenderness in his voice. She felt her knees tremble, blood rushed to her head, and she almost rose in the lighted space. He was standing in front of her alive. The one she loved. Kind, smart, strong and beautiful. The one who stopped time and set it in motion again. The one thanks to whom the Gates of Light opened.

"Mary," he said.

And it seemed to her that she had crossed the invisible gate and entered the eternal light. She stared at him. She felt their souls intertwine, fuse and dance. They became one again. It lasted for a fraction of a second, a glimpse of a moment, or maybe an eternity? She did not know.

When she opened her eyes, she was alone again, but she could still feel his breath.

Moments later, she announced to the world that a new era had come, that what had been announced for centuries by the gods and the greatest priestesses and had been foretold in the oldest books, was now completed. It didn't matter to her that they didn't believe her. She was sure of what she saw.

Now, when Nefer said that they should be on their way as soon as possible, she had a feeling that as a Priestess of the Gate of Light, she had a lot more to do, because the changes had only just begun, but the most important thing had already happened. It calmed her down.

Hemet watched her closely. She knew that Mary Magdalene had completed the task for which she had come to Jerusalem. Now she will return to Egypt and, like most priestesses whose mission has been completed, she will probably become a mistress and teacher at the temple on the island of Philae. After what she had been through and what she had done, she deserved it. As always, the High Priestess knew what she was doing. "Bring Mary home," she ordered, sending her to Israel. “She is not safe there; they will pursue her like all the students. The time has come for her to recover her strength at home."

"Come on, get up at last, time to get back to reality." Nefer clapped her hands.

She wanted to mobilize Mary. For some reason she thought the clapping would make it faster.

"To reality?" Her ward was still lying, staring at the ceiling. "Everything that concerns us, whether we experience it with the mind or the heart, is reality. Sometimes the soul sees more than the eyes. After all, you know it well."

Her smile was bright and delicate, as if some part of her soul was still in contact with another space.

"I've seen what people usually call miracles lately, and I've had a greater sense of reality than ever before," she added.

Things concerning the spirit weren't Nefer's domain, and that was what her friend was talking about. She served Isis and the High Priestess as a hemet. She felt great in this role. Like for every priestess, the matters of the spirit were close to her too, but on a daily basis she preferred tangible contact with the earth and with everything that her senses embraced. And she was fine with it. She left exultations and visions to others.

"I packed your things," she announced. "There are not many of them, they fit in one bundle."

Mary Magdalene sat down.

"Did you get the scrolls from that box?" She pointed to a small wooden box.

Nefer denied it so she finally stood up. She brought out a few tightly rolled papyri and parchments.

"It's the most precious thing I have. My notes." She hugged them to her chest.

"I will guard them as diligently as I guard you." Nefer opened the leather pouch. "Go ahead," she encouraged. "Put them inside, they'll be safe here."

"Guard them, they are more important than me," she assured, and seeing her surprised gaze, she added seriously, "The future of the world depends on them."

"Really? Nefer tied the strap tightly and patted the purse. "Fine, fine. Do not worry. I'll get them to Philae in one piece."

* * *
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After returning from Jerusalem, Claudia Procula was finally in the place she liked. The palace in Caesarea was a substitute for a Roman home for her. It was vast, meeting her need for security and luxury, which she felt nowhere else in this wild country, as she thought of Israel.

There were a hundred salons, several kitchens and baths. Just outside the main buildings were stables for three hundred horses, space for fifty chariots, and rooms for three legions of soldiers. Over three thousand people lived and worked in the palace. Everyone was at the disposal of the prefect and his wife. Claudia and Pontius lived royally. They had separate enormous bedrooms, their own lounges, servants' quarters, and bathhouses. The part of the palace reserved just for them stretched across its width and had a huge terrace on which they liked to sit, especially in the evenings or early mornings. There was a view of the harbor on one side and the courtyard and city on the other.

They were separated from the sea by huge breakwaters, which, like the whole city, were built on the orders of Herod the Great. Extending as much as seven hundred and fifty meters into the sea, they marked the reservoir for anchoring the ships. As soon as she arrived in Caesarea, Claudia learned from one of the commanders that they had been built by thousands of workers, using the latest techniques. She wondered how something so big was created directly in the water.

"First, a floor was made of rubble, stones and chains entwining them," the man explained.

"Then the mortar was poured into the water through special wooden tubes connected with leather joints, so that it went to the right spot. One of its components was volcanic ash, which is why the substance hardened quickly. When the concrete blocks were built, boulders were placed on both sides of them, so that the structure would not be washed away by water. Later, the breakwaters were paved with smoothed stones, docks and a lighthouse were built. Then six bronze statues were erected there, which guard the entrance to the port.

"Everything here is modern and really huge. It is impressive," she admired the works then.

"They say it's the most magnificent place among the many that Herod has built," the commander assured, as if he himself at least had a hand in the construction. “He even created a system of locks here that open from time to time to avoid silting up the port. Everything works flawlessly, despite the fact that it was created over fifty years ago."

She thought then that this extraordinary city would grant Herod immortality. Although she spent most of her life in Rome, which kept expanding, and she saw many beautiful cities while accompanying her father on his travels sometimes, Caesarea delighted her endlessly. She felt at home there from the very first moment. Herod's design was in a Roman fashion, modern and on a grand scale. He was a visionary, not afraid of greatness, he realized his dreams. He created works of art using modern technical thought, and as he brought tons of exquisite white marble to the construction site, and decorated squares and piazzas with fountains and beautiful sculptures, the city, apart from being functional, also delighted with its beauty.

Before the construction began, there was a small Phoenician settlement there. Herod decided to create a huge port complex on this site. The palace and government buildings were surrounded by high defensive walls, beyond which an amphitheatre for four thousand spectators and a huge arena for chariot races and other sports games were built. The city had a sewage system and an aqueduct. Water was supplied directly from Mount Carmel. A lot of it was needed, as Caesarea was famous for its large number of baths and magnificent fountains. Big cellars had been built near the port to store goods arriving on ships from all over the world. The cellars were huge, solid and guaranteed that the inhabitants would not run out of essential products.

Claudia Procula never liked Jerusalem. And what had happened there the last time she was there, made her hate it even more. Since her comeback, she had been unable to function normally during the day or sleep well at night.

"Bad thing happened..." She stared at the sea waves lapping against the edge of the breakwater.

"You saw that I did not want it, didn't you?" explained Pontius Pilate, spreading his hands helplessly.

"If you really didn't want it to happen, you wouldn't have let it happen!" She stamped her foot.

"Politics has its own rules. You understand this, you are the granddaughter of Octavian Augustus. You know perfectly well that for the sake of state, peace and maintaining a fragile agreement, like any ruler, I am able to do a lot. After all, that's also what I was sent here for."

The old aristocratic Julio-Claudian blood flowed in Claudia Procula's veins. This meant that she should inherit the knowledge of politics from her imperial ancestors. And it was so. She efficiently navigated the world of contracts, conspiracies, more and less transparent agreements and alliances, she knew and understood the rules governing the world of those in power. It was thanks to her efforts that Emperor Tiberius appointed Pontius the prefect of Judea. He replaced Valerius Gratus, hated by Jews, who returned to Rome after spending eleven years in Jerusalem.

"We both know you are the one who sentenced him. And that you did it wrongfully!" She said, knowing that her words would upset him.

She was right. He jumped to his feet and stood with his back to her, leaning against the railing separating him from the sandy beach. He didn't want her to see his face. She was his wife, after all, she would have recognized immediately that he thought she was right.

"It wasn't me who convicted him. If it weren't for Caiaphas and the threat of riots, I would have never allowed what happened. Many felt that if we allowed Jesus to continue to wander Galilee and Judea, sooner than later it would end in an uprising against Rome. Caiaphas wanted to render him harmless. I remember well, my spies made a note of what he said when a few or a dozen men from the Sanhedrin were against it. You don't understand anything, he said. You do not consider that it would be better for one man to die for the people, than for the entire nation to perish​[1]. When he was arrested, I was sure the whipping would satisfy their bloodlust."

"You were wrong."

"Yes. But I understood it too late." 

Claudia was furious and more and more resentful with each passing moment. She wondered what their fate would have been if her husband had heeded her advice then, in Jerusalem. She was sure that if Jesus were still walking the world, they would both be able to sleep well. She trembled at what would soon inevitably happen, as she had predicted. She believed in dreams. She was full of anxiety, worries, and fear for her husband's life. However, her good manners made her able to control her words and emotions even though it was difficult for her to do this that evening.

"Haven't you noticed who this man was? Didn't you feel his strength? Really?" She stood close to Pontius. "I told you. Why didn't you listen to me? Do you always need to be smarter?"

He looked with a serious expression into her dilated pupils. "Yes, I know, there was something extraordinary about him. I've never met anyone like this."

The words and the way he said them reassured her a little. She realized that he was afraid too. That he regretted what happened. She stroked his cheek.

"In Jerusalem I had dreams about him, I told you more than once. I was afraid that something bad would happen to us if he died. You, me, even the children."

"We will be fine," he assured her, keeping his voice from trembling.

From childhood, he was trained not to show affection. He believed, like most Romans, that you should be tough in life and not let your heart be troubled, because this softens it. He thought that the strong won, weakness disgusted him. He did not even forgive his wife for crying, feeling sorry for herself or succumbing to emotions, despite the fact that she was a woman, and therefore a being weaker by birth in every respect, as he believed. Yet even he felt through his armour of a Roman soldier that a crisis was approaching, and that something that would determine their future, was about to happen.

"Hopefully, my love, hopefully. I wish you are right."

He took her hand, and both returned to their chairs, reconciled with what might come. They were sure that whatever would happen, they were and would be together. For no matter how their paths tangled and how they assessed each other's actions, they loved each other, and thus they were able to forgive a lot. And that was the most important thing for them, also at this moment.

She loved him since forever. From the first time she saw him, she wanted to be with him. Thanks to the help of the women from her family, she achieved her goal. Though he was not as well-bred as she was, she believed they were destined for each other. She was admired his toughness and determination. She loved his strong arms, in which she felt safe, and his scent made her never look at any other man, even for a moment, even in the most difficult times, because there were many such moments in their lives, too. He annoyed her often, but she still loved him as she did the day they first got together. She was sure they would be together forever. No matter what.

They watched the sun go down. It was almost red. It looked as if it was sinking into the sea.

"And this woman..." she whispered, not taking her eyes off the mesmerizing sight.

"What woman?"

"Mary Magdalene."

"Who?"

"Priestess of Isis, his companion."

"A lover?"

"Are you kidding?! You know that in this country they would have been stoned for something like that. And her for sure!"

"Are you glad to be a daughter of Rome?" he joked, placing his index finger on her deep cleavage and thinking about her way of being, which in Rome was considered completely normal for the upper class, but astonished and scandalized the Israelites.

"Our rights aren't the kindest for women either," she retorted, pushing his hand away. "We also have to cover our hair with a scarf, we don't have much to say about the children, and we are basically the property of our men."

She was in no mood for banter, much less for caress. He understood it immediately. However, the exchange of views on what women can and cannot do in Rome meant that, at least for a moment, they could both stop thinking about the impending threat in matters related to Jesus.

"Yes, I know your opinion on that. We're here for now. You can compare where it is easier to live. And appreciate where you come from and what opportunities you have because of that."

"Don't even start!"

"You started it." He spread his hands in a gesture of surrender. They were both too tired to continue arguing. They wanted to go each to their own chamber. She dreamed of putting her body in the hands of the masseurs, he was going to use the bathhouse and drink wine in solitude.

"What about her?"

"About whom?"

"The woman you were talking about."

"Oh, yes... Mary Magdalene. In Jerusalem, she visited me before you gave this ridiculous sentence."

"And?"

"I thought then that she used magic on me."

"Oh, gods!" He was concerned. "I will order to find her and bring her back immediately. Did she do anything bad to you?"

"I think her magic still works on me. I'm not sure, but it seems she is sending me dreams. It is strange, because she is not in them directly, but I feel her presence almost every night."

"All the more we have to find her! She's a witch, Caiaphas warned me, but I didn't believe him."

"No!" She stopped the wrong direction of his thoughts. "She is kind. You can't hurt her. She is a priestess of Isis."

"Good or evil, I'll send people to look for her."

"All right, bring her here. But remember to not even touch a hair on her head!"

* * *
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"Ethel? What are you doing here?"

Martha pushed aside the tablets on which she wrote Magdala's bills. Since her father's death, she had worked in his former office. She also ordered her bed and trunks to be moved there.

Their old maid stood before her. Almost two years had passed since she left their home in anger, and almost a year had passed since she was among the women who followed Jesus. Mary forgave her for what she had done. Martha knew about it. She also knew that Ethel was her sister's maid again. She was convinced that both were still in Jerusalem, like most of those who went there for the Passover. She hoped that after the great tragedy of the cruel crucifixion that everyone in Judah and Galilee had been talking about, her sister was hiding somewhere and was safe, like other disciples of Jesus, and that the maid was probably with her. So, she was surprised to see Ethel in Magdala.

"I have come to ask you to accept me back, lady." She bowed her head.

She waited for a decision. The fact that she was forgiven by Mary Magdalene did not necessarily mean that Martha would also forgive her. She was always stricter and demanding than her sister, so she might not want to see Ethel in her house after what the maid once did. She would understand it.

"Is Mary, okay?" Martha was snippy, but to the point as always.

"She's on her way to Egypt," Ethel explained.

"What?" She jumped up from her chair and faced her.

"You don't know what happened?"

"Jesus was crucified. They also say that he was risen and that Mary was the first to see him alive. I heard about it. I know that both the Romans and the Pharisees are now looking for his disciples, who, fearing arrest, have scattered, as their Teacher commanded them. Everyone is hiding. I was sure Mary was too."

"Then you know a lot, lady. Perhaps the letter will explain more." Ethel, still trembling with fear, took a battered piece of papyrus out of the deep pocket of her traveling coat. "The priestess told me to give it to you."

"Priestess? Meaning who?"

"Mary Magdalene."

"Magdalene?"

"Mary Magdalene. That's how they speak about your sister."

"So, they call our Mary that now? And they say she is a priestess?"

"I say so." Ethel looked up and her voice finally stopped trembling.

Martha sat down again. She pushed the tablets aside, unfolded the letter and smoothed it with her hand. She recognized her sister's handwriting. She immersed herself in reading.

Ethel looked around the room. She remembered that Mr. Syro used to work at the table where Martha was now sitting. No one could go in there without his permission, let alone touch anything. Well, except Mary, who could do almost everything from an early age. Father allowed her to do much more than Martha or Lazarus. When Ethel started serving in their house, and she was a girl at the time, she envied Mary for her father's attention and love.

Ethel's mother was a poor widow. After her husband's death, following halakhah, she was under the care of her brother. The family was overjoyed when Mr. Syro agreed to take the little girl with him. It was quite a relief for her mother and uncle, because it meant one less person to feed. She had always known that she should be grateful to her landlord and his family for the kindness she experienced from them. And she was grateful. With all her might.

Especially since no one in Syro's house paid attention to her face. More specifically, a disfiguring birthmark. Since birth there was a dark brown blotch on her right cheek that grew with her. When she was little, she hadn't realized she had one. However, what she remembered from later in life, was the shouts and mockery of her peers about her appearance. That's when she found out she was different. She continued to think about the words her mother had said to her brother, thinking that Ethel was asleep: “I don't know what the Most High has punished me for so much. Not only am I a widow, I live in poverty, but the only child I have is a girl, and what's more, so ugly. I know it's a sin, but sometimes I think it would be better for her not to be born."

Her mother's words hurt her heart and cast a shadow over her life. They made her think she was inferior even in the rare moments she was praised. Children followed her, shouting that she was a scarecrow, an eyesore, that she was spit on by a demon and that mice probably bit her face. They did not want to play with her, they pointed her with their fingers and avoided her in a wide berth like a leper. She felt different, she hated herself and the world that seemed hostile to her.

In Syro's house, she never suffered any humiliation, no one ever insulted her, but she did not feel well there either. She was six years old when she moved to the premises intended for the servants. Mary was two years younger than her. From the very first moment, she envied everything about her master's daughter. The beauty, attention and love of her father, her constant joyful chatter and singing, and later also the fact that she was smart and learned quickly. Ethel wasn't like that. On the contrary, she was marred by a birthmark, she was thin, ugly and, as it was said, not very bright.

Fortunately, Mr. Syro took his daughter to Egypt, and Ethel did not have to look at her lovely face and constantly happy expression any longer.

Time passed. When Ethel was already a woman, one day she heard from Rabbi Yitzchak:

"Not every woman has to have a husband. Some were made to serve strangers. Do what you do to the best of your ability, pray, and the Lord will reward your godliness, humility and modesty accordingly. Be thankful that you are in this world, woman."

She couldn't remember if she was grateful. She remembered that the rebellion within her kept growing. She had suppressed it for years. She felt bad about where she was, what she was and what she was doing. She didn't like the world she was in. But then she hadn't seen any way to get out of it. She understood that the only option she had, was to surrender and keep quiet.

"It will be so, Rabbi," she said then, without looking up.

"Watch also carefully whether in the house of Syro everything is done as commanded by the Most High, whether they live in accordance with the halakhah and are godly. If you notice anything disturbing, come see me and tell me about it, understand? Everyone in our small community has a responsibility to care that we live by the principles of the Scripture."

"I understand, rabbi."

There was some slight rebellion smouldering in her. She was afraid of what she heard and felt honoured at the same time, because Rabbi Yitzchak himself hoped that she, a simple maid, would take care that the laws given by the Lord were respected in Syro's house. At the time, that reassured her.

In the house of Syro, the laws were respected. For years, Ethel did not have to report any scandalous behaviour by her master and his family to the rabbi. However, a lot changed when Mary returned from Egypt after a long absence. The landlord was very sick then. Meeting his daughter restored his strength for a while, but soon Adonai ended his life. Then things started to go wrong at the property. Mary, with her colourful dresses, bare head, loose hair, jewellery on her arms and legs, with painted eyes and a cat wearing a collar decorated with precious stones, introduced Egyptian customs to the house. Ethel disliked it very much.

The Romans, Mary's friends, began to visit them. She often rode with them somewhere, riding a horse like them. And this is an unclean animal! No decent Jew would ever ride it, let alone a Jew woman!

Mary was breaking the rules of halakhah. Ethel told the rabbi about it every time with her face flushed. At one point, the things went too far. She saw the son of Rabbi Yitzchak, David, in a seemingly loving embrace with Mary. She's couldn't take it any longer. She screamed at the harlot and pleaded with the Most High for punishment for her. Immediately afterwards, she ran to the rabbi and to the square by the well. She told what she had witnessed in detail, wringing her hands and crying. People to whom Mary was a stranger, different, and therefore dangerous, set out to deal with the harlot. They no longer looked at Ethel with disgust, or at best with pity, as had been the case thus far. As if they hadn't noticed her birthmark. They listened to what she had to say, or actually, to scream out.

Mary fled the property, pelted with stones and chased by curses. After that, she was brutally raped many times, and finally lost her mind from too much suffering. She succumbed to madness. Chased by demons, she fled to the desert. She wandered around it for a long time, no one knew what happened to her at that time. The Teacher saved her. It was thanks to Him that she lived.

When Martha learned that the maid was the direct perpetrator of the wrongs suffered by her sister, she chased her out of the house. Ethel went to live with her uncle who had taken her mother in earlier. Over the years at Syro's home, she forgot what poverty was, but she quickly remembered it. She looked at her sick old mother and cried. More news about Mary's fate brought her additional suffering. She never liked her, so she had no intention of feeling sorry for her, but what she heard made her feel complicit about the fate Mary suffered.

After a while, she found out about something which plunged her into a sadness that soon turned into despair. It turned out that she was wrong in her opinion about Mary. What she heard about, turned out to be right: what the eyes see, is not always true. Rabbi Yitzchak explained it to her personally. His son did not kiss Mary at all, he was saving her. She fainted at the news of her grandmother's death, and he was then in the garden with her, in the open space, so according to the rules of halakhah, he was allowed to accompany her. Mary may not have acted like the other women in Magdala, she was guilty of a lot of things, but she was certainly not a harlot. Definitely not, the rabbi was sure of it.

Ethel cried, she regretted what she had done. She asked the Most High and Mary for forgiveness in her thoughts, and praying aloud. She even wanted to end her life by throwing herself into the lake, but the fear of divine punishment stopped her. If she took her life, she would be doomed to eternal damnation.

Soon after, she listened to Jesus' words. He spoke of love, forgiveness, kindness and forbearance. He argued that his father, who is on high, loves everyone the same. Including people who are different from the rest: the sick, the crippled, the abandoned, the weak, those who make mistakes, go astray and sin, even those like herself, with marks on their faces, because they are all his children, and that means that they are good-hearted. Listening to him, she felt that she was about to die of despair, sadness and guilt. She realized that she had hurt Mary with her false judgment, that she envied and hated her not for her actions, but for her beauty, wisdom and the fact that she was joyful and kind. She realized how stupid and blind she was. And how many things from the past needed to be fixed.

"Mary asks me to accept you in service," Martha said when she finished reading the letter.

"Lady, I know I'm not your favorite. For what I did, I deserve condemnation. I will never forgive myself for how much your family, to which I owe so much, has suffered because of me."

"Mary forgave you..."

"She forgives everyone, she is out of this world. She can penetrate the heart of everyone whose eyes she meets."

"As you know, I'm not like that." Martha looked at the letter and clearly struggled with her thoughts. "You are probably afraid that I won't accept you?"

"Yes," Ethel said simply. "For the last few months, I have been with Mary Magdalene. However, she left, and I have nowhere to go. My mother died, I will not go to my uncle, there is terrible poverty there, I cannot burden them with myself, and I will die in the street. In fact, you've always been my family."

"I wish you had thought about it before you hurt Mary."

"Will you ever forgive me?"

Martha looked at the papyrus from her sister again. I know you'll take her in. I am asking you to do so.

"You can stay," she announced. "But only because Mary asks for it. However, know that you will not be my favorite."

* * *
[image: ]


The first Ithamar was ordained a priest by Moses. More than eight hundred years had passed since then, and each of the successive high priests had a confidant, trusted and servant, who was called Ithamar in remembrance of the first one. Over time, it became the name of the function.

Caiaphas was accompanied by Ithamar, like every high priest before him. Some claimed that he was his right hand, which this well-born and quite young man did not deny, not without vanity. He liked to hear about his influence, he gladly accepted small and often generous gifts from those who wanted him to whisper a word to the high priest about their case at the right moment, or to make him listen to their requests willingly and personally. There was nothing about the high priest that Ithamar did not know.

"High priest, the one you summoned has appeared." Ithamar bowed to Caiaphas.

"Who do you mean?"

The servant lowered his voice to a whisper. 

"Shamshir."

"Did you let him in through the side entrance?" He made sure. "No one has seen him?"

"Of course, high priest."

Shamshir recently turned twenty-five. Caiaphas found him once as an infant on the threshold of his home. Being a saintly man, he did not get rid of him, as sometimes happened in the area. He placed him in a rather poor rural family, and during the first years, until the boy could earn for himself, he provided for his upbringing. Shamshir grew and quickly proved to be strong and tough. From an early age, there was also something in his character that disturbed and then terrified his guardians - a cruelty. They wondered where it came from in such a young child, why, as a little boy, he had a tendency to tear out the insects’ wings, and when he grew older, to hit domestic animals with a stick and beat his peers. They did not understand such behaviour because they themselves were modest, meek and humble.

When one day, as a teenager, Shamshir beat a neighbour boy unconscious because of a minor quarrel, they complained to Caiaphas, who was already a high priest by then. He took the boy to Jerusalem and decided to take care of him personally. He soon concluded that the foundling's inclinations might prove useful, and that he might be suitable for special tasks. He ordered to secretly teach him obedience and martial arts in the desert caves. Two years later he had a trained man at his command. Cruel, ruthless, unmerciful and fully subordinate to him.

"They call her Mary of Magdala," the high priest began as Shamshir knelt down and kissed his ring.

"Find her. She should be in Jerusalem somewhere. She's probably hiding and shaking with fear, like the others who listened to the nonsense of the one who had the audacity to call himself Teacher. He is dead, but she proclaims that he is risen. You've heard of that, right?"

The boy nodded.

"She says she saw Him with her own eyes three days after the funeral," continued the high priest. "She's lying, of course, but people are eager to listen to her. She is crazy and dangerous. She pulls the faithful away from us, rebels’ women. It has to be stopped. Ours will catch those who were his disciples. We will deal with them. Soon there will be no trace of them. You take care of her. Find and bring her to me. She can't die, we don't need another martyr! I want her here intact; I'll talk to her. I dealt with that Jesus of theirs, and I'll make her harmless as well. No woman will mess with me in my city. Understand?"

Shamshir listened. He knew that he should remember every word, because there would be no explanations or repetitions. Everything that the high priest said was thus recorded as if burned by fire in his head, and would remain there until the task was completed.

More recently, by order of Caiaphas, he followed Jesus and his disciples for many months. More than once, he had beaten one of them in a dark alley. They did not defend themselves. They preached that people should love each other. They claimed that if someone beats us, we should turn the other cheek. They did. He wondered where these stupid people came from. He knew life. He knew that the stronger always win, and it is easiest to cause someone to submit and obey by force. He followed, eavesdropped on, and beat those whom Caiaphas or, most often, Ithamar pointed out to him. Shamshir was not in the habit of arguing with orders. He was doing what was expected of him. Plus he liked it. When he heard the moans, screams and pleas of the victims, he felt pleasure and satisfaction.

"Bring her to me. Use force if necessary. But don't indulge yourself too much. And remember one thing: do it discreetly. She is often surrounded by a wreath of women who listen to her. You know what they are like. They can make a mountain out of a molehill. I do not want them to see what is happening, because they will spread it around the world and the problem will grow even bigger instead of disappearing. We have to get rid of her discreetly, while there is time. For the sake of the Temple, the city and the whole country. Understand?"

* * *
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They boarded the ship at Ioppe​[2].

Mary Magdalene slept for two days of the trip by sea to Egypt. She only woke up for meals and short walks around the deck. Then she looked at the waves or the sculpture of the coast without saying anything. She was still exhausted. It seemed as if her energy had been used to such an extent that she had only enough to sit or lie down, plunge into the world of memories, parallel beings and... sleep.

On the second day she came out on deck as the sun was just rising. Amid the rustling of the waves, she studied the coastline. At one moment she saw a man. He seemed familiar to her. He came out of the section intended for men traveling alone. His posture radiated calm and confidence. He looked around to find eastward direction, then knelt and bowed his head, his forehead touching the deck. He was praying. He was handsome, well-built, with long loose hair. It intrigued her that his robes were white. She knew the priests of Qumran wore these. Did anyone else besides them, too? She wondered what he was doing on the ship. So far from his abode, if he was indeed associated with Qumran. She had heard that the monks there usually were not travellers. She thought about entering his aura and checking if she really knew him, because she felt an extraordinary closeness to him. She even thought about waiting until he finishes praying and talking to him, but she was so tired, and he hadn't stood up for so long, that she gave up. She went to her place, and as she fell asleep, she vaguely sensed that their paths would cross again. She just didn't know when.

"Alexandria!" That same day, in the evening, she heard the joyful exclamation of a boy clinging to one of the masts. "I can see the lights of Faros!"

The tallest lighthouse in the world stood on the island, the pride of the people of Alexandria. Faros was connected with the city by a road built on an artificial dam. The lantern was four hundred and thirty feet high​[3] and was topped with a gigantic statue of Poseidon. This god of the seas, lakes, rivers, sailors and fishermen was of Greek origin, as was the last dynasty of Egyptian rulers, the Ptolemaic. It was from this family that Cleopatra, called a sorceress, wise, strong and beautiful by those who liked her, and merciless, cruel, a poisoner and harlot by her enemies. She committed honourable suicide and left to the gods almost seventy years earlier, but her character still aroused vivid emotions not only in Egypt. It was her ancestors who built the lighthouse and the dam. And all of Alexandria.

Mary Magdalene almost always identified this place with her grandparents' house, her first love, memories of Marcus, finding little Dobrawa and taking her away from the house of joy, but also with Cleopatra. She didn't know why, but she felt a bond with the queen. She was convinced that in some way she was like her. Maybe because both were wrongly called harlots by many?

She pushed the thoughts of the ruler aside and moved, like the rest of the travellers, to the bow of the ship, to get closer to the lighthouse lights. The fire burning at its top was visible even twenty-five miles away from the coast.

"Egypt at last," she whispered.

Amid the joyful shouts of travellers and crew, amid the sound of the waves, only Nefer heard her.

"Have you missed it?"

"I did not know I missed it so much..."

"You are home."

"I am."

* * *
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"My baby!" Karim opened his arms wide, welcoming her to the gate of the Alexandrian villa. "Come to me!"

She cuddled up to him. When she smelled the scent of security she knew so well, she sobbed.

"Dear grandpa, I am so happy that you are here..."

He did not let her out of his arms, and stroked her hair. And she seemed small at the moment, although almost as tall as he was. He let her cry out, hugging her tightly. And when she finally moved away from him after a long time, they looked into each other's eyes.

"You've been gone a long time, welcome home, little one." 

"Thank you." She took a step back, looked her Grandpa up and down, shifted her eyes to the house and judging that everything was in perfect order, she squeezed his hands. "It's good to be back."

Nefer watched the greeting. Seeing what was happening, she handed over the things to the servants, bowed, and intended to leave so as not to disturb the family reunion. However, Mary Magdalene stopped her.

"Grandpa, this is hemet Nefer. You can remember her from the temple, we were in the same group."

Karim bowed his head.

"Hemet, welcome to my home, be our guest."

"I brought the priestess to her place. I have completed the task, I can leave." She made the threefold gesture with which the priestesses greeted and said goodbye, touching her forehead, mouth and heart area in turn.

"Stay with us, please." Mary Magdalene also tried to stop her.

"You need to rest. Mr. Karim will take good care of you. You're home, safe. When you recover, come to Philae. I'll meet you there. May the goddess protect you."

Mary Magdalene, just like hemet a moment earlier, made a triple sign of the goddess. She hadn't done this for a long time. In Israel, this would be considered idolatry.

"Yours is blood, Isis, yours is power, Isis, yours is magic." Nefer spoke the old formula used by the priestesses and waited for Mary Magdalene to follow in her footsteps.

She thought Mary had distanced herself from Isis, the priestesses, and the life of the temple through recent events. She didn't know much about these things, but one of her senses, maybe all of them at the same time, told her that a new time had come for her friend, that what she had witnessed made her even more extraordinary than before. Maybe it even meant that she stopped serving the goddess? Mary Magdalene repeated her words slowly. She looked as if she was renewing a forgotten declaration.

"Now I feel that you are definitely at home." Nefer breathed a sigh of relief, bowed, and was gone.

* * *
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"That's little Karim." Grandfather pointed to the little boy taking his first steps.

"His name is Karim?" She was surprised.

"Stephanie gave me him a year ago."

"So... he is your son?"

"I am very happy about it."

She didn't know what to say. Her grandfather had a son with Stephanie who once taught her Greek a long time ago. Grandma Aida brought her to their home in the country. When Mary began her education at the temple, Stephanie became her grandfather's personal companion. She often travelled with him, looked after the house in Alexandria, and later, when Aida fell ill, she settled in the city permanently and during the lifetime of her protector's wife, she never appeared in a country villa again. Mary Magdalene learned that Karim was with Stephanie from Sithathor's letter sent to Magdala. Now she saw with her own eyes that the couple's life together turned out to be fruitful.

The little boy wandering around the dining room was cute. He was just learning to walk, he was ineptly trotting from one piece of furniture to the next, and when he managed to walk a bit without falling, he squealed happily and chatted happily.

"Where's Stephanie?" She wanted to know, seeing that the boy was being looked after by the nurse.

"You've been sleeping all the time since you arrived. We didn't know when you would wake up. Stephanie and the maid went to the market for fresh fruit not long ago."

"She was afraid of my reaction..."

"Maybe. Meeting you will be difficult for her. She knows how much you loved Aida."

"Does she think I'll condemn her?"

"I think she might feel awkward."

"Did she tell you about this?"

"Oh no! She is Greek. She never complains and does not let it show when she is afraid."

Mary Magdalene closed her eyes. She imagined Stephanie. She looked into her heart.

"Does she love you?"

"I think so."

"And do you love her?"

"I remember you as a young girl. Now you are as mature as if it had not been four or five years since we last saw each other, but forty or fifty. You have changed, you are like..." He thought for a moment. "Like from another world."

There was the same enigmatic smile on her face as it first appeared that morning when she saw the brightness and heard her name spoken by her beloved.

"I loved your grandma the most in the world," Karim continued. "But Stephanie is also close to me. Especially since she gave me that kid."

"Did Grandma know you were with Stephanie?"

"We've talked about it more than once. She said she cared about my happiness."

"Did she suffer because of it?"

"No."

Mary Magdalene tilted her head back and closed her eyes again. She looked out into the space inaccessible to ordinary mortals. In her memories, she saw her grandmother's aura.

"Yes, she suffered," she said.

"She assured me many times that she was glad I was happy." The confidence in her voice surprised him.

"Do you know why she said that?" She opened her eyes. "She loved you so much that for your happiness, she was ready to give up her own. And so, she did. Of course, she would prefer you to spend time with her. She got weak; she felt the issues coming with her age. You left her when she needed you perhaps more than ever before. She let you follow the path she thought would give you joy. She gave up her needs for you."

It was the first time he realized that it could be so. However, to justify his actions, he tried not to believe it.

"You think one can love that much?" 

"I'm sure about it."

* * *
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"High priest, Mary of Magdala sailed away to Egypt before I could reach her."

Shamshir, his head bent low, waited for words of discontent.

"She sailed away? Are you sure?"

To his surprise, Caiaphas seemed relieved. Still, he hadn't looked up yet, just in case. He knew his place and the high priest's explosiveness.

"The ship she boarded was going to Alexandria. Should I go after her?"

"Oh no! The problem is gone. She moved out of our way herself. I hope she won't come back here. But if she does show up again, you need to know it sooner than me. Understand?"

Shamshir did not move. He listened with humility.

"If she ever sets foot in the land of Israel, it is your responsibility to have her here, in front of me, no later than the next day!"

"If she comes back, she will be on her knees before you," said Shamshir, thereby confirming that he understood what was going on.

"Exactly. On her knees."

* * *
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"Don't fall in love with an educated woman, a sorceress, a priestess who thinks and has self-confidence, who can fly high." She heard the words she knew well.

She knew who the voice belonged to. She handed the maid the rolls of papyrus and the sheets of fine calfskin parchment she had just bought, and turned back. Marcus, her first love, was standing right behind her.

Neither with the one who is ..." she continued.

"Do not fall in love, because if it happens, whether she will be with you or not, whether,"​[4] he concluded.

"Marcus!" She greeted him with a laugh.

"Mary..." His eyes sparkled.

The words he had spoken had once been told them by an old woman who insisted that she would tell them their future for a small fee. They both remembered what she had said.

"Nice to see you." He touched her hand seemingly by accident.

She did not protest.

"You're not in Rome?" They walked on, acting as if not years had passed since their last meeting, but weeks at most.

"I have been here for a few days; I will be returning to the country soon."

"What are you doing?"

"I came to look for your traces here."

She stopped.

"Are you telling the truth?" She was surprised.

"Of course."

"But that's not the whole truth," she said, staring at him intently.

"Something's attracting me here. Some strange force. Now I've come to reminisce because I thought you'd be here," he confessed.

"And I am."

“I accidentally got Roman reports that Pontius Pilate ordered you to be found, and others, completely new, that you most likely boarded a ship in Ioppe heading for Alexandria. I thought that was quite an unusual coincidence."

"Weren't the reports sealed?"

"They were."

She wasn't going to pursue the topic. She did not approve of opening someone else's letters, but she knew that sometimes it happened.

"There are no coincidences," she said.

"What do you suggest? That the gods sent me to you on some purpose?"

"If you think so, that's how it is. But something tells me the emperor sent you here. With an order that you bring me to Rome."

He stopped. 

"How do you know?"

She didn't answer.

"You have changed, Mary." He moved on, glancing at her intently and wondering if she knew from the priestesses of Isis that Tiberius had actually ordered him to bring her to the city, or whether it was just a matter of female intuition or her extraordinary abilities.

"Time goes by, each of us changes." She wasn't going to explain her knowledge of the Emperor's orders.

"My feeling for you is the same as in the times when we were running on these sidewalks." He pointed to the surrounding space. "Do you remember?"

They were in one of the perpendicular streets leading to the most important, richest and widest avenue in the world, the Canopy Road.

Even from the time of her studies at the temple, Mary remembered that the city was built according to the plan of Dinocrates. Like members of the Ptolemaic dynasty, he was Greek. It was him who marked out all the roads perfectly parallel and perpendicular along the north-south and east-west axes. From the street where there was a small market, it was close to the royal quarter. It was there, in the palaces built by the first Ptolemy, that the prefect of Rome, Marcus's grand-uncle, Gaius Valerius, lived. Marcus stayed right there, as always during his visits to Alexandria. Now, however, they were not heading in that direction, but towards the house of Mary's grandparents.

"Would you like to visit me tonight?" He asked as they stopped in front of the gate.

"Is the Prefect having a party?"

"I still remember the one when I saw you for the first time. I showed you Cleopatra's chambers, remember?"

"I will always remember fondly the time we spent together."

"Wouldn't you like to see what has changed in the palace?" 

She put her hand over his heart. He felt warmth spread over his body. A smile he had not known before appeared on her face again. Promising, mysterious, full of reflection. And when he was almost sure she would decline, she kissed him on the cheek.

"Yes, I'll come. Wait for me."

She turned, pushed the gate in the great door open, and disappeared, leaving Marcus with his burning thoughts.

* * *
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"Pontius, I had a dream."

"Again, love?"

It was early morning. Pontius was eating breakfast on the terrace. His wife joined him in a nightgown, over which she had thrown her morning cloak. The air was still crisp at this time of year after sunrise, but warm enough to make a breakfast outside a pleasure. Claudia Procula liked warmth, so despite the fact that Pontius was wearing only a tunic, not yet girded with a belt at this hour, she wrapped herself in a shawl, on top of the coat.

"This dream woke me up. It was realistic."

A servant set a silver plate in front of her, next to it a bowl of water for washing hands, filled with rose petals, and a small white towel. Another servant poured freshly squeezed pomegranate juice into a goblet. Claudia Procula liked to drink it with breakfast.

"Bring me a short-boiled egg. One. And make sure the yolk remains liquid," she ordered, snapping off a little wheat pancake and dipping it in a bowl of olive oil mixed with herbs.

"I guess it wasn't that scary if you can eat?" He referred to her dream.

"I saw Emperor Tiberius in it. He was writing a letter to you. He was angry. He didn't like what happened to Jesus."

"But he doesn't know what happened."

"You think so?"

"I can't be sure. However, I don't think he's interested in anyone like that." He broke a piece of bread. "This case will blow over soon."

"I wish it were so. But I sincerely doubt it. You think so too, don't you?"

"What am I supposed to do in your opinion? After all, I will not turn back the time," he got upset.

He was tired of the discussions about Jesus, he did not have the energy to listen to more stories about his wife's dreams and fears. He was still worried himself, too, and for many reasons. He not only managed Caesarea, the Roman armies, but actually oversaw everything that happened in Judea and Galilee. He was tired of constantly manoeuvring between Rome's ever-growing expectations and the disputes of local parties. He was fed up with the bizarre world of miracles, revelations, healings, and resurrections, in which he had to function. How different it was from the one that was orderly, predictable, neat, and well-known to him - Roman one! In Israel, anything could happen, any miracle was possible. Even the one he has witnessed in recent months. Because, to tell the truth, he was slowly beginning to admit the possibility that the Messiah had actually appeared there, allegedly announced by some old books. And that he, Pontius Pilate, the Roman prefect of Judea, had known him, not very well, but he had spoken to him, and moreover, had condemned him to death almost personally.

"Maybe send the information to the emperor before he writes to you? Make a pre-emptive move? Recognize Jesus as a prophet, humble yourself, explain that you did not know who you were dealing with. The emperor may consider him special, or, who knows, even the Messiah. You never know what to expect from him. I don't know if it will help anything, because I feel that these matters are already underway and we have no influence on them, but it is worth trying."

"Perhaps you are right..." Pontius bit down on a piece of a roasted quail, pretending that Jesus was not on his mind at all.

"Where is my egg, how long do I have to wait?!" Claudia Procula exclaimed towards the servant, imitating her husband's seemingly carefree behaviour.

Like him, she wanted to hope that maybe if they didn't talk about the case, it would cease to exist. Without words, they agreed to pretend that what happened to Jesus was a trivial matter that would not affect their lives. Although they both sensed otherwise.

* * *
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Pontius Pilate greets Tiberius, the emperor and leader.

Jesus was delivered into terrible torments at the behest of the people, against my will. By Hercules, no age has hitherto had such a pious and strict man, nor will it be. Strange indeed were the plans of the people themselves, the agreement of all the scribes, princes and elders, although their prophets - they are like our Sibyls - exhorted them against the crucifixion of this messenger of truth. When he was hung on the cross, signs transcending all nature appeared and, as philosophers claimed, threatened the entire world with doom. There are his disciples alive who, by their deeds and continence in life, do not betray the master and, what is more, do much good in his name. If I had not been afraid that there would be a riot among the raging people, maybe He would still be alive for our good. But I was inspired more by faithfulness to your authority than by my own will, and that is why I did not resist strongly to handing Him over and spilling the innocent blood of the righteous because of human anger. But this, as their Scriptures say, will be their undoing.

Stay well!​[5]

* * *
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"You have always carried light; you are a priestess after all." He tried to name what he saw. "But now, you know... It's hard to describe... You hold a secret, strength, some incredible power, and at the same time, peace. You are not only a priestess anymore; it seems to me that a goddess is standing before me."

"No, I'm not a goddess," she said. "Although who knows. After all, a part of her is in every woman and man that appears in this world."

Following the Roman custom, they reclined on two sofas facing each other. In front of them, on low tables, there were platters and bowls filled with aromatic and beautiful dishes.

It was late evening, the time the Romans dined. At Marcus's request, his great-uncle, Gaius Valerius, prefect of Rome in Alexandria, let him use one of the rooms and the terrace that once belonged to Cleopatra. He knew about the weakness his grandson had for a long time for the beautiful Mary, as he heard, now called Mary Magdalene. He saw her, so he wasn't surprised at this affect. Years earlier, when Marcus had told him about his marriage plans, he had made it clear: "To drink a beer, you don't have to buy a whole inn." That meant he didn't support his idea. Now, knowing that what Marcus was doing was also ordered by the emperor himself, he changed his mind.

The situation was different, but Marcus grew up too. In his career, he managed to be an imperial envoy, he took Tiberius' letters all the way to the northern parts of the empire. He saw a lot, he hardened. When he returned from his trip to Gaul, he married a girl in Rome, chosen for him by his family. He could be happy. Unfortunately, however, both she and the baby died in childbirth. Gaius Valerius heard from Marcus that an old woman claiming to be a priestess had once foretold such a sequence of events. "Your first wife is going to die," she prophesied. He didn't really want to believe it, or other stories like this. Although, after a few years in Alexandria, he wondered more and more why not, why someone wouldn't know the future. After all, in Rome they listened to the words of Sibyl, and many intriguing stories were told about Egyptian priestesses. Also, about the fact that the predictions of even those of them who did not have anything special about them and were seemingly ordinary women, were fulfilled.

The Prefect was inclined to believe that as in any strange story, there was a grain of truth in Marcus's story as well. Or maybe even more than a grain? When Marcus arrived in Alexandria, saying that he was a Tiberius' messenger, and at the same time vaguely explaining that some strange force had made him come there, the prefect decided that his grandson, or actually grand-nephew, but still a descendant, was under the influence of witchcraft. If he had not been able to free himself from the charm of Mary Magdalene for several years, magic might be in play. He decided that he would not interfere with what was happening, and would just watch what happens.

"Better not to mess with priestesses," he thought. "Who knows what their powers really are." And knowing that Marcus was acting on the orders of the emperor, for the good of his grandson and Rome, and finally his own, he ordered his friends to secretly observe the course of the meeting and report to him every word spoken by the young couple.

"Were you with Jesus?" Marcus reached for a glass goblet filled with wine, trying not to let the tone of his voice reveal excessive interest.

"Yes." She straightened up, swung her legs to the floor, and slipped on her sandals.

He also sat up. Her behaviour indicated that they would no longer eat that evening. He was right. He touched on a topic that was important to her.

"You ran away from Jerusalem because of him?"

"I didn't run away. My mission is over," she explained.

"A mission?"

"I was supposed to be with Him when he passed over to the other side."

"In Rome they say that it was a turbulent time, not only in Israel. Apparently, his death was accompanied by earthquakes, eclipses, and violent storms. I have personally heard the wise men discussing the fulfillment of prophecies at the Tiberius's court. Talking about the end of the old and the beginning of the new time. It is said that his arrival was predicted in over a thousand-year-old writings."

"I was there for that very reason too."

He didn't know how to ask the troubling question in a way that wouldn't offend her. Finally, he tilted the goblet to drink to the bottom, set it aside, and breathed in.

"Did he like you most?"

She smiled in that new way that intrigued him.

"I've been going to him all my life. He saved me. And the whole world." Her eyes grew dim. "Yes, that's true... I got to know him very closely."

He felt he shouldn't ask a single question more. He understood that if she wanted to, she might someday tell him what had happened between her and the one she called Teacher.

"Tiberius is extremely interested in his life."

He was infected by her mood, but he tried to keep a cool head. He was a Roman, that was obliging. He should be tough, not succumb to moods. Besides, he had not only a private matter to deal with, he was also the emperor's envoy.

"His son died recently," he continued. "When he heard that Jesus brought people from the dead, and later that after three days on the cross he was resurrected himself, he ordered those special reports be prepared on the topic of the Teacher, as you call him. They say he would like to bring his son back to life. He sent people to Jerusalem to investigate what had happened there. He also ordered his body to be found and brought to Rome. I suspect he wants to believe that a resurrection is actually possible."

"Because it is."

He did not comment on this. He looked at her small hands, resting calmly on her thighs, at her narrow waist, beautiful face with regular features, large eyes, long dark hair. And he could see the light emanating from her.

"Yes, a resurrection is possible," she said softly but confidently. "I saw Him. I am ready to tell about it to anyone who is willing to hear."

"Tiberius will." He had no doubts. "Come with me to Rome!" He grabbed her hand, seeing in this proposal not only the possibility of fulfilling the emperor's will, but also a chance to regain her for himself.

"To the emperor?"

"Yes." He was excited about the idea.

"Okay," she replied, quite unexpectedly for him.

"Really?"

He could not believe his luck. Here what he had dreamed about for a long time, was coming true.

"When will you be ready to go?"

"Even tomorrow."

* * *
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"Will you tell me about your wife? How did she pass?"

"Do you really want to?"

"Yes."

Just as the old priestess announced years ago, Marcus's first wife died. Mary Magdalene almost felt her suffering then. Later, she also had visions associated with it couple of times. Now she wanted him to finally let go of the pain that had stuck in him like a thorn since then, almost never leaving him.

"You haven't talked to anyone about it, have you?"

"I'm a Roman. We do not feel sorry for ourselves or for the fate of our loved ones. You don't talk about such things in my family. Everyone bears his own burden. It should be so. Why burden others? After all, everyone has their own problems. You are the first person to ask me this."

"Tell me, please."

He thought for a moment. He rested his elbows on his knees, propped his head with his hands, hiding his face.

"As you know, a long time ago in Alexandria, when we were still very young, the old woman in some shady bar on the waterfront said it would happen. I didn't believe it, but the thought was constantly with me. Maybe we didn't stay together then, because deep down I believed that the prophecy would come true and I was afraid for you?"

They sat side by side on the topmost part of the deck. 

"I married a girl suggested by the family. I figured the gods apparently wanted so. I was happy when she was pregnant. I even got to love her; I know I can say it honestly now. I thought that after some time I would be able to forget about you."

He stared at the endless sea. The ship cut through small waves, the sun was shining, a light afternoon wind blew their hair. Birds living on the boundary between water and land circled high above them.

"The first signs that something is wrong came when her curves were already strongly marked. However, the medics did not sound the alarm. Maybe they were hoping it would all turn out well? Anyway, what would that change? They told me to make generous offerings in the temples, especially on the altar of Vesta and Nona​[6]. She must have felt something, I know that she consulted priestesses, walked around without a word and cried often." He sighed. "Then the time to give birth arrived."

His voice caught in his throat. He swallowed and hung his head. Mary Magdalene was silent. She knew that stories had to be allowed to flow in the right rhythm. Marcus needed time.

"She gave birth. They didn't want to let me in. However, when I heard her terrifying scream, I burst inside, ignoring everyone. She was
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