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THE INCARNATION OF MACHIVENTA MELCHIZEDEK

“Behold, I am Machiventa Melchizedek, priest of El Elyon, the Most High God—the one true God!” he proclaimed at once, yet with a kindly voice, upon entering the shepherd’s tent.

The young man stood speechless at the sight of the stranger entering on that radiant night in the hills of Judea. The newcomer was tall, appearing about sixty years of age, and carried an imposing presence. He spoke the youth’s tongue, though with words that sounded foreign and unfamiliar.

“My name is Amdon. I have never seen you before. Are you from here?” the boy asked, holding the torch he had just lit.

Still bewildered, Amdon felt no fear of the man who called himself Machiventa Melchizedek—a name he had never heard. The man’s gaze was noble, his smile warm and paternal. He wore the garments of a Canaanite priest, except that on his chest he bore an emblem of three concentric circles.

“I am not from Canaan, though I have long dwelt in these lands,” the stranger replied gently.

He spoke the truth. He had come more than one hundred and fifty thousand years earlier with eleven other Melchizedeks—of which I, Mantavia, was one—to assume urgent governance of the planet after Caligastia’s betrayal. Later, when Adam and Eve arrived, we returned to Jerusem, for they were meant to guide the world. Yet when the Material Son and Daughter failed in their mission, we returned about a century later to direct this planet’s destiny once more. That was thirty-four thousand years ago. Unless incarnated, we remained unseen by humankind. Machiventa had adopted the second name “Melchizedek” from our order. He remained in contact with us, though not with the other celestial beings who abode here.

“I too am not from Canaan, but from Chaldea. I am of Sumerian descent. By your appearance—and because you speak Aramaic as I do, which the Chaldeans seldom speak so well—I would say you too are of that stock. I came with my parents seeking better pasture for our flocks. We dwell in Seir, a small village near Soresh. Perhaps you know it. But come, sit here on these logs,” Amdon invited him. “I have little to offer, but there is supper enough for the two of us.”

Machiventa fell silent a moment. Indeed, just as the Melchizedeks, the Life Carriers, and some of the resident Physical Controllers had determined, his human form bore the features of the Nodite and Sumerian peoples. His body had been fashioned to appear as one of these very inhabitants, to make his mission possible. Yet he could not reveal such things and steered the conversation elsewhere.

“Thank you, Amdon. I gladly accept. And yes, I know this region well,” replied. “I have traveled much through Mesopotamia, Palestine, and Egypt.”

He entered the tent. It was small, tidy, and well-kept. The scent of goatskin lingered. These earthly sensations delighted him—things he had never known before. At the instant of his incarnation, appearing suddenly as a grown man with no human eyes to witness it, he had felt the fragrance of the forest that spring, the damp air, the breeze in the leaves. As a spirit he had heard nature’s sounds; now he could feel them: birdsong, rushing streams, the murmur of the wind. In all the history of the universe of Nebadon, such a materialization had occurred only six times. Truly it was a momentous day.

“Melchizedek,” said Amdon, “your words about El Elyon, the one God, surprise me. We worship many gods—Baal, Dagan, Anat—but above all El, whom we often call Elohim. We are taught that El is father of all gods, supreme lord, father of humankind and of every creature.”

“Amdon, God is not many but one, and this is what I have come to proclaim as priest of El Elyon. It is as if your El, whom you already call the supreme god, were the only one who truly exists, the only one with ears to hear our prayers. He is no statue, but a living being—unseen, yet as real as wind upon your face.”

Amdon, scarcely twenty, listened with keen intelligence and rare eagerness. His mind was neither bound by superstition nor dulled by dogma. This, precisely, was the reason for Machiventa’s mission. The rebellion of Caligastia and the failure of Adam and Eve, who should have uplifted humanity, had instead cast confusion over revealed truths. The very idea of God had grown dim.

“Our world is not well, Amdon. It is shrouded in spiritual darkness, and I feel compelled to act.”

Indeed, Machiventa had felt a powerful urge to come—not as spirit but as flesh. He had volunteered before us and before the Most Highs of Edentia to preserve the light of truth on Urantia, the 606th world of Satania. His offer had been accepted, confirmed even by the authorities of Salvington, the capital of Nebadon. He loved this planet. He had known it since before life was implanted here, when, nine hundred million years ago, he was part of the first survey team sent from Jerusem to test its fitness.

“And how will you do this, Melchizedek?” asked the young shepherd.

“I seek to found a community where I may teach these truths and send messengers throughout the world. I have already chosen the place—less than a day’s journey from here, in the hills between the Great Sea and the Salt Sea.”

“Why not in Seir, where I live? There are few people where you plan to go. I could help you.”

“Two great caravan routes pass through that land, Amdon, and they will carry the knowledge far and wide. Yet I am grateful—indeed, I shall need much help.”

“Have you chosen a name for this place?”

“Yes—Salem, which in Hebrew means ‘peace.’ Peace is what I wish to bring to humankind.”

“You speak Hebrew as well?”

“I do. Along with your tongue, I speak six others. They will aid me in spreading this message to all who are willing to hear.”

“Forgive so many questions,” Amdon said, smiling. “But let us sup now.”

“A splendid idea,” Machiventa replied with a smile. “I confess I feel hunger.”

Hunger—something he had never known.

The shepherd prepared a meal: the meat of a kid slaughtered the day before, with bread, milk, and fruit. For the first time in his long journey through the universe, Machiventa partook of earthly food. Later they stepped outside; beneath the glittering heavens they continued their conversation. The stranger spoke further of his mission and of the reality of God.

“And what do those three concentric circles on your chest mean?” the youth asked.

Machiventa hesitated. He had been speaking of God as one, and he dared not tell him the symbol was that of the Trinity. “They are the three representatives of El Elyon in this world. I shall tell you more in due time.”

Then, lifting his arm toward the heavens, replied, “Think now on El Elyon, the Most High. He is the divine creator of the stars you see, of this earth beneath us, and He is the supreme God of heaven.”
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And the two stood in silence, gazing upward into the infinite sky above the shadowed mountains—darkness and light interwoven, like humankind itself.​
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CHAPTER II

AMDON

The next morning, Machiventa Melchizedek bade farewell to the young shepherd.

“Thank you for everything, Amdon. I go now to visit the place chosen for the community of Salem. It will be on the broad summit of Mount Zion, one of those hills we see from here,” replied—though he could not reveal that he had already been there, unseen, long before his sudden incarnation near Amdon’s tent. Everything had long been prepared from above.

“I know that region well, Melchizedek,” Amdon replied. “I have pastured sheep on Mount Zion and throughout the Judean hills. When forage is scarce, I must drive them far afield. Allow me—though I am but a youth—to give counsel: it is indeed an excellent place for your community, where you may teach of that one God you call El Elyon. Its height will guard you against hostile tribes. Yet beware the Gihon torrent, one of three streams that cut through that land, or you may suffer floods.”

“I had not heard of this torrent,” said Melchizedek with surprise. “I knew only two: the Kidron to the east, and the Tyropoeon, running north to south across the plateau, whose waters shall serve us well.”

“In summer it is nearly invisible, but when the rains come it is fierce. It runs across the southern and western slopes of that plateau. Take heed, Melchizedek. Two springs past, I saw it swell suddenly and drown many of my sheep. I barely escaped.”

“I shall remember your warning,” Melchizedek replied gravely.

He regarded the youth with admiration. Despite his celestial wisdom, he had not perceived the existence of that third torrent. He would need to amend the plans he had drawn for the settlement.

“Thank you, Amdon. You have done me a great favor.”

“You will need laborers to raise the encampment, and abundant goatskins for the tents,” the youth continued.

“Indeed I shall,” answered Melchizedek, astonished at such foresight in one so young.

This shepherd seemed almost an angel in disguise. Truly, Melchizedek thought, he was a sign of hope—that humanity might yet embrace truth and leave the darkness.

“I shall speak with my parents,” Amdon said eagerly. “Surely we can help you. Near Zion there are only scattered tribes, forever warring, who will aid you little. Come to Seir when you have inspected the ground. It is but a day and a half’s journey. I shall already be home by then.”

“Very well. I shall see what I can do,” Melchizedek replied, not wishing to promise too much.

“But before we part, accept these hides from my tent, that yours may be the first pitched in Salem and serve you as shelter by night. It would honor me. And take this sheep, that it may give you milk while you remain there—only as a loan,” he added with a smile. “You must return it when next we meet, which I hope will be soon.”

“I thank you, and shall repay you when I am able. It has been a blessing to know you,” Melchizedek said, deeply moved, clasping the youth’s hand.

“I give it gladly. Our talk last night, of the great Creator of the heavens, has made me feel a different man. That is reward enough.”

When they parted, Melchizedek set out for Mount Zion, carrying the bundle of skins and leading the sheep. Yet the load seemed light. The memory of the boy’s kindness gave him strength—and more than that, hope that humanity might indeed receive his teaching.

He soon reached the chosen site. From his human vantage he now perceived its beauty in a new way—less vast than before, but more vivid. The green of the slopes shimmered in the daylight; the air carried the scent and sound of human life he now shared.

The summit of Zion, broad and commanding, seemed perfect. This hill, part of the range that ran north to south through Palestine, lay in a strategic position: a little over fifty kilometers from the Great Sea to the west and about thirty from the Salt Sea. It rose nearly eight hundred meters above that inland sea. The western slope, toward the Shephelah, was gentle and accessible; the eastern, steep and rugged.

Melchizedek knew that, despite its natural protection, Zion lay at the crossroads of routes linking Palestine’s towns and even reaching Egypt and Assyria. “With the Father’s help, I trust these teachings will spread far and wide,” he thought.
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