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Prologue

 


Rain fell hard, crashing against the
windowpane. It was a good day to be inside. The storm shrouded the
house in darkness and all that shone was a small dim light
illuminating the living room. Mike Brewer smoked a pipe that filled
the room with the sweet smell of tobacco. The pipe, steadied by the
corner of his mouth, seeped a stream of smoke that rose gently
overhead. Wrinkles lined his face, commemorating the many years of
life. He sat comfortably on the couch in his pajamas reading a
newspaper. Sitting on the floor was his grandson Mark.

Mark rummaged through some old
magazines he found deep in his grandfather’s garage. As he turned
the pages he saw the ghastly images of burning buildings and dead
bodies scattered about. His eyes raised in horror. Mark, at the
tender age of twelve, could read quite well. He began to analyze
what the article presented. After pondering the words for sometime,
he spoke.

“Grandpa?”

“Yes son,” he replied while turning the
newspaper.

“Who were the Christians?”

Mike’s eyes glanced over the top of his
newspaper and he was surprised to see the magazines that Mark was
looking at.

“Where did you get those?” He
shouted.

Mark, realizing that he may have done
something wrong, answered sheepishly, “In the garage.”

Mike did not speak for a few moments,
but paused with a blank stare toward the ceiling. Memories
suppressed for more that sixty years came rushing through his mind.
The flash of light outside preceded a loud booming sound, shaking
the house. The rain fell harder and the sound became almost
deafening. It was almost as if nature was reacting to Mark’s
question, or perhaps the answer grandpa was about to
give.

Grandpa puffed on his pipe, slowly
igniting a bright red glow. His look was intense.

“Son, what I am about to tell you must
never leave this house. Not even your mom or dad must ever find out
what you are about to hear.”

Mark looked with anticipation, not
quite sure how to respond. Mike cleared his throat.

“I shouldn’t be speaking of this, but
something inside me compels me to be honest with you. You must
promise me that you will never tell anyone what I am going to tell
you because what I will say could get us into serious
trouble.”

Mark paused for a second and said, “I
promise.”

“Before I say anything further I need
to get something.” Grandpa stood up and left the room. Mark was
scared and had second thoughts about whether he should go through
with learning about the Christians. He had compassion for the
victims he saw in the magazines and wanted to know more. Thunder
continued to rumble outside as the rain thrashed against the house.
Mark became a little anxious. His grandfather had been gone for
about a half an hour. “Where did he go?” He thought to himself. At
that moment grandpa walked back into the room. He had a box and set
it down on the coffee table.

“Inside this box is something many
consider to be very dangerous. I have been a fool for keeping it
all these years. A part of me thought that I might gain something
out of it. Perhaps someone would buy it from me for a large sum of
money. Either way, that is not the point. I want to reveal what I
know, before I die. I have trust in you and feel that you will be
responsible with what I am about to tell you.” Mark stood over the
box and patiently waited to see what was inside.

“Let’s sit down son.” They both sat on
the couch. “This may seem to you like a fairy tale of some kind; I
assure you that every part of this story is true. The governments
of this world have done their best to re-write history. Most of the
accounts of this story have been eliminated. The magazines you were
reading are scarce. There might be a few out there; however you
would be hard pressed to find them.”

Mark shifted in his seat and looked
somewhat uncomfortable.

“That doesn’t make any sense. How can
history be forgotten and erased?” his voice quivered.

“You’re right son, it doesn’t make
sense; I have proof that history is not totally
forgotten.”

Grandpa had Mark’s attention and his
arms began to tremble as he opened the box. Mark’s eyes grew
intense as the lid of the box popped open shooting dust into the
air. Grandpa reached inside the box and pulled at a rectangular
object wrapped in cloth. As he peeled the cloth away, a book was
uncovered.

“What is it?” Mark asked.

“Something that could get us
killed,” he said with a chilling sternness. “A man named John
Baxter gave this to me. I saw him executed on television.” His
voice became very somber. “He was running from the police when he
crashed into me. I was on my way to work when it happened. He
shoved this book into my stomach and I can never forget what he
said. He told me that this might be the last Bible on the face of
the earth and to keep it safe at any cost. He was gasping when he
said this and then, he vanished. A few weeks later I witnessed his
execution. I watched his life slip away and then I remembered the
Bible he gave me. I hid it in this box for fear of what might
become of me, if anyone were to find it. Son, John was a Christian.
Perhaps, he was the last one.” Tears welled in his eyes, as he said
this.

“What do you mean by the last Bible?
There is only one bible.” Mark had a puzzled look on his
face.

“There were many kinds of bibles before
the one you know as the Fifth Gospel was written. This is the Bible
of Christians. I do believe it is the last one.”

“Why were the Christians
hated?”

“I think these people believed in
something so offensive that society turned against them. They
believed that their belief system was the only way to heaven.
Christianity used to be a huge religion around the world, when I
was young. I bet you didn’t know that Christian philosophy was the
foundation of this country.”

“Really?” Mark seemed
surprised.

“It’s true. All the new history books
say this country was founded on religious ideals instead of
Christianity.”

Although confused, Mark had great
interest in what his grandfather had to say. Grandpa continued to
talk while he pulled out some papers from the dusty
Bible.

“None of us should talk about this
after today. I’ll tell you what I know of the Christians and how
they came to be extinct. John Baxter wrote these papers. I still
don’t know what I believe about all this. If you want to know more
about Christianity, I cannot think of a better source.”

Mark listened carefully as his
grandfather began to tell him everything.

 


 


 



 


“Be of sober spirit, be on the alert.
Your adversary, the devil, prowls around like a roaring lion,
seeking someone to devour.” 1 Peter 5:8 (NASB)

 


 


 


 



Chapter 1

 


A pleasant breeze
penetrated the night’s humid air bringing a touch of cool that
scattered the mosquitoes for a few moments. The sound of a Turkish
guitar filled the air softly, as it could be heard in the distance.
The Mediterranean coast excited the senses with its salty smell and
centuries of rich history. As he sat in a chair, next to the harbor
while relaxing with tea, he took another drag on his cigarette. Sam
Martin was a shabby looking character, a little rough around the
edges, who liked to enjoy nature at its finest. For him to enjoy
nature at its finest was to be alone, particularly at
night.

Clanking metal sounded due
to the gentle movement of the water. It created a perfect
environment for thinking. The little café that he enjoyed was just
one of many that lined the foothills of the steep Kalkan streets.
Located on the southern edge of Western Turkey, Kalkan thrived on
its fishing and moderate tourism. Mosquitoes swarmed the lampposts
while Mediterranean cooking filled the nighttime air with
tantalizing aromas. Sam, an archeologist, was on vacation and had
no plans of getting dirty. He had a medium build to match his
medium height. His leather skin complimented his sandy blond hair.
Yesterday he arrived in Kalkan after spending a few days in Ephesus
touring, once again, the Christian past. A waiter came out and
brought him an appetizer of cheese-filled pastries.

“It is sure good to see you again.” The
waiter said.

“It has been a while and yes, it is
good to be back.” Sam smiled.

Sam frequently visited Kalkan and had a
good relationship with the local establishments. The locals
understood his personality, whereas to westerners he appeared a
little abrasive and rude.

Sam had barely finished his cheese
pastry when a vibration in his pocket interrupted him.

“Darn cell phone!” He muttered. “Even
on vacation, you can’t escape.”

He pulled the phone out of his
pocket.

“What is it?” He answered
rudely.

“It’s Edgar. Sorry to bother you on
vacation, but I thought you might want to hear about
this.”

“This had better be good,”
he said while taking another bite.

“You know how you’ve been on
this quest to find missing Scripture?”

“Go on,” he said
impatiently.

“Well, earlier today some pots have
been discovered at one of those underground cities in Cappadocia.
If you want to get a first look before they become public, I
suggest you get out there right away.”

Sam paused for a moment as his
irritation changed to excitement.

“How did you find out about
this?”

“I know a friend of a friend who knows
the person who made the discovery. It’s my secret source,” Edgar
smirked. “Just kidding, my friend Amir made the discovery. He said
he would be glad to meet with you.”

“How much time do I have until he goes
public?”

“I don’t think there is much time. It’s
quite hard to keep something like this a secret for long. Because
he is a friend of mine, he’s willing to do me this favor. He also
wants to be compensated for keeping this quiet.”

“I don’t think I can make it out of
here tonight. I will make some calls and be off first thing in the
morning. Thanks Edgar, I really appreciate this.”

Edgar replied, “If this is big; you owe
me for a change.”

They both laughed as the call
ended.

Wonder and excitement fueled Sam’s
emotions once again. Could this be the big discovery that has
eluded him? This kind of moment is what he lived for. Sam, although
not a religious man, had a deep fascination for the Holy Scriptures
of the Bible and the history behind its writings. He believed that
there were more writings by the Apostles waiting to be
discovered.

The night had just begun. There was
much to do in order for him to make it out to Cappadocia, by mid
afternoon, the next day. Sam made a few phone calls and arranged a
private aircraft to fly him out to the site. He also set up a small
team of archeologists to meet him there and help with the
investigation. Sam accomplished all this while sipping his tea and
enjoying a fine meal of lamb kabobs, salad, and a very sweet
baklava pastry for desert.

Sam paid for his meal and
left a sizable tip. He usually tipped at a minimum but today his
mood was most generous. After lighting another cigarette, he began
walking back to his hotel. The steep Kalkan streets made for good
exercise, especially after a good meal. A local Turkish family
owned and operated the hotel where he stayed. The walls of his room
had peeling white paint that revealed faded blue paint underneath
and reeked of smoke and sweat. The hotel was not a five-star by any
means, but it was the sort of place Sam liked to stay when he
traveled away from the States. This type of place gave him a feel
of adventure, a sort of oneness with the locals as opposed to a
typical tourist. Positioned in the corner of the room was an old
dingy mattress on a rusted metal frame. Sam packed his things
together for the next day’s journey and went to bed.

The lulling sound of the engine made it
hard to stay awake as he flew high above the Turkish desert region.
Sam was off to Cappadocia, a place that had a rich background in
Christian history, much like the rest of Turkey. Cappadocia,
located near the northern part of the country, housed many
underground cities carved out of the mountains. Starting from
natural caves they were constructed into underground cities that
provided shelter and places for hiding. Churches and groups from
the ancient past made their dwelling places in these
rocks.

Sam brought enough packing to stay for
a few days along with some dried fruit and nuts for nourishment. He
knew he had plenty of time before arriving and fell
asleep.

Cappadocia had a gorgeous
yet strange looking landscape. From above, it looked as if it were
the surface of a mysterious planet draped in an array of colors.
Coned shaped hills and mountains, created by the ash of volcanoes,
culminated the vast geographical region. The fallen ash and the
erosion from the wind, heat, snow, and other forms of the earth’s
natural processes resulted in the creation of these unique rock
formations. The colors of these magnificent rock creations
comprised of grays, whites, yellows, pinks, and ambers. This was
definitely a rare place of unusual beauty. Tourists, mostly from
Europe, invaded certain portions of Cappadocia, leaving the rest
generally unknown and still open to new discoveries.

Sam awoke with anticipation as the
plane made its decent. He could see a small group of people
gathered at the end of the landing strip awaiting his arrival. The
landing strip was a small dirt runway on the outskirts of a town
called Urgup. Urgup was a central stopping point for tourists and
travelers who wanted to visit the Devrent and Catalkaya Valleys.
From there, they would visit the awesome natural rock formations.
Sam and his group made preparations to travel south to a town
called Mustafapasa, a ten to fifteen mile journey. Outside,
Mustafapasa was relatively untouched, especially the place were the
ancient pots were discovered.

Once landed, Sam assembled
his team and headed off to Mustafapasa. The weather was strikingly
different from the coast. The air felt dry and the temperature
noticeably warmer. The group traveled in two off road vehicles with
Amir taking the lead. Amir was a Turkish Muslim, tall and
dark-skinned. He dressed in a western style pair of blue jeans and
a t-shirt. The only thing different was the turban he wore on his
head. Amir had a likeable personality and always seemed to be
smiling. It was almost time for noontime prayers and Sam wondered
if the group would pull over to pray. They never did. Amir
practiced his religion loosely and chose to keep moving
instead.

Mustafapasa was just a few
short miles away when Amir’s vehicle turned sharply taking an
obscure road off the main highway. Sam’s vehicle followed closely.
The trail, not easily noticed from the highway, proved extremely
rugged and bumpy. Clouds of dust blurred Sam’s vision. He could
barely see the road in front of him. All he could do was tighten
his grip and hope the driver would get him there safely. The two
vehicles kept off road for over an hour as they made their way to
the discovery site.

“How much further?” Sam shouted to the
driver.

“I don’t know,” he replied. “I am just
along for the ride.”

This gave Sam no immediate comfort and
his anxiety could hardly be contained. He wanted to see the pots
and the underground city. The lead vehicle began to slow to a stop.
Amir and his crew jumped out and began to unload their supplies.
Sam and his driver jumped out and began to gather their things as
well.

“It’s a four-hour journey east,” Amir
informed Sam. “There is no way we can drive any closer. We have to
go on foot.”

“I hope this is worth the trouble.” Sam
muttered, not pleased with the news of a four-hour hike.

The hike was strenuous and quiet. The
scratch sound of boots over rocks and brush started to drive Sam
crazy. He broke the silence.

“How did you find these caves?” He
asked Amir.

“My cousin and I were camping when he
stumbled onto the caves we are heading for.”

“Camping?”

“Yes, I like to get out and explore
just like you,” Amir defended. “Don’t worry Mr. Sam…I don’t think
you will be disappointed in what you will see.”

The group kept on hiking
through the desert. The cone-shaped mountains became more abundant.
The cones were much taller than Sam expected and the terrain
remained rugged. Amir led the group through the mountains and up a
slightly steep hill. Once the group reached the peak of the hill
there appeared an entrance to what seemed like a cave made for a
small animal.

“There it is.” Amir smiled as he
pointed to the small opening. Sam crouched down and observed the
opening while tilting his head sideways. The opening of the cave
was so obscure there was no wonder how it remained a secret
throughout the years. The opening was big enough to allow only one
person to enter while crawling on his hands and knees. Sam opened
his pack and gathered the tools he would need for the exploration.
He brought out a flashlight and a small kit with items for dusting,
chiseling, and magnifying.

“How far into the cave are these pots?”
Sam asked Amir.

“I don’t remember exactly, but it is
not too far. Be extra careful in there it’s not like we have a
hospital nearby.” Amir joked.

Sam did not find the joke funny, giving
him a serious look. He stood up, moved extremely close to Amir, and
whispered in his ear.

“I think it would be best if you took
me in and showed me what you found first. I don’t want to risk
anything getting contaminated or destroyed by accident.” Sam was
not that impressed with the team he assembled. Amir looked
surprised but then agreed. “You may be right. I will tell the
others that we will go first and when it is determined safe we will
come back for them.”

Amir went to the others in
the group and explained to them the situation. All seemed to agree
with no objections. Sam and Amir entered the cave one at a time,
disappearing into the darkness. Their flashlights illuminated the
narrow entryway revealing cobwebs that hung and stuck to their
faces. After a short distance of crawling the ceiling opened up,
before long, both men were standing upright and walking down a
narrow passageway that descended downward for about ten yards. The
hall-like passage then made a sharp turn to the right and led the
explorers further downward for another fifty yards. Sam and Amir
reached the end of the passage and gazed into a large room that
opened up before them. A huge room with many artifacts scattered
about welcomed their existence. Pots, bowls, furniture, tapestries,
bones, and many other items presented themselves in no apparent
order. The place was a mess. Sam and Amir stood in awe. In all
Sam’s discoveries this was like nothing he had ever seen. What was
even more amazing to Sam was how the room was illuminated. There
appeared to be no opening and they were at least fifty yards
underground. The lighting seemed scientifically impossible, but
there had to be some logical explanation. Sam quickly forgot about
the supernatural lighting and focused his attention on the
artifacts. The posts, made of clay, had gorgeous designs and
inscriptions decorating the body. The designs were enhanced with
some kind of blue and orange paint or ink. Sam, a Hebrew and Greek
scholar, recognized the Greek writings on the outside of the pots.
Sam crouched down and started to examine the language. After
reading a few lines, he began to tremble. Amir, equally in awe,
noticed the look on Sam’s face.

“What is it Sam,” Amir could barely get
the question out. “Are you alright?”

“Holy, Holy, Holy…is what is written on
these pots.” Sam replied.

They both looked at each other. A
moment of awkward silence ensued. The question “Should we be here?”
crossed both of their minds. This only fazed them for a
moment.

Sam had only looked at one
of the four pots that stood vertically against the eastern wall.
The pots were about three feet in height, narrow at the top, wide
in the middle, and narrow again at the bottom. The inscription
wrapped around the pots from top to bottom creating an infinite
expression of Holy, Holy, Holy.

“This is truly amazing.” Sam uttered
almost speechlessly. Sam studied the pots closely and examined
their durability. He wanted to be extra sure that if he tried to
move them they would not damage.

“Sam?” Amir said a little
embarrassed.

“Not now.” Sam did not want to be
disturbed while he was analyzing.

“As I think about it, this is not the
cave my cousin and I found the other day. Nothing in here looks
familiar.” Amir had just figured that out. Sam looked up in
astonishment.

“You mean to tell me that you led me to
a cave that you did not discover?” Sam was almost ready to burst
out in laughter.

“I know that sounds strange
but I must have gotten lost on the way up here. This is most
definitely not the one I went into the other day. I guess we have
just discovered this cave together.” Amir shrugged his shoulders
with an embarrassing smile. They both burst into laughter. The
display of joy was a mixture of silliness and a release from all
the excitement. After the good laugh they shook hands and
congratulated each other on their awesome discovery.

“I guess the other cave will have to
wait.” Sam joked while slapping Amir on the back.

Sam instructed Amir on how
he wanted the pots to be moved. The pots were lined together and
they needed to be moved for a more thorough observation. They
shifted the pot in half circle movements, rocking the pot until it
positioned where Sam wanted it. This was the moment Sam was waiting
for. He began to remove the lid carefully. The lid did not budge.
It had become petrified over the years. This would not stop Sam. He
pulled out a sharp tool from his kit and gently wedged it between
the crevice of the lid and the pot. Sam tapped the tool carefully,
repeating this action as he rotated himself around the pot. With a
steady push the lid separated. Sam, full of anticipation, removed
the lid. He set the lid aside and looked at Amir. “Shall we have a
look?”

“After you,” Amir smiled. Sam reached
inside the pot and he could feel that the pot was completely packed
with scrolls. They were in great condition and looked as if they
were placed into the pot with the greatest of care. Sam began to
pull the scrolls out and place them one by one next to each other.
After placing them side-by-side he unrolled the first scroll. Sam
started to read the ancient writing and he recognized the words
from the Old Testament of the Christian Bible. With excitement he
opened the other scrolls.

“Half the scrolls in this pot are from
the book of Isaiah,” Sam informed Amir.

Amir could not read Greek
or Hebrew. After watching Sam for a while, he became bored and
began exploring other artifacts. Sam was familiar with Biblical
writings and these scrolls seemed to be as accurate as the
scripture he knew. Placing a date on these writings would prove to
be difficult, but when he opened the next pot, the scrolls inside
were the writings of the Apostle Paul. This made it easy for Sam to
assume that the early church might have written these scrolls. It
was common for scribes to copy the letters of the Apostle and
transpose them unto scrolls for safekeeping. Paul had written many
letters to the early church, many of which were located in modern
day Turkey. The scrolls contained in the second pot had the
Apostles’ letters to the Romans, Ephesians, and Timothy his famous
understudy. The third pot had the Apostles’ letters to the
Corinthians and Galatians mixed with various writings from the book
of Psalms. The location of this underground church brought
questions to Sam’s mind. When did this church exist? When were
these scrolls scribed? What type of church was this? These
questions, he wished he had answers for but hoped he would
discover, as he continued to explore.

The fourth pot had yet to be opened.
The team assembled outside grew tired of waiting. Amir could hear
one of the team members yelling into the cave.

“Are you all right down
there?”

“We are fine. We will be up in a few
minutes!” Amir yelled back. Amir hoped that would settle his team
for a few moments while they decided how to approach their new
discovery.

“Sam, the others are getting curious.
What would you have me do?”

Sam thought for a moment. “Let’s open
the last pot, and then we will go and brief them on what we have
seen.” Amir agreed and began to help Sam position the last pot into
a space where they could remove the contents and keep them
organized. The last pot was not as heavy as the others. In fact, it
was noticeably lighter.

“I hope there is something
in this one.” Sam joked mildly. They positioned the pot to remove
the lid. The lid was much tighter than the others. Sam applied
brute force, as he did with the others, and the lid exploded into
the air. As the lid came off, a sound of rushing air hissed through
the open space releasing a smoky vapor that moved throughout the
cave and then the entire earth. Sam and Amir fell to the ground,
covering their eyes from the rush of wind. A spell of blindness was
cast upon the hearts of men. Although unaware, the greedy,
powerful, and those that lusted for evil became easily influenced
by the spell. Those that were righteous and innocent, yet did not
believe in Christ, were slowly consumed and would eventually
succumb to the spells power. Those that already trusted in Jesus
became tempted by the spell but had the capacity to resist the veil
of darkness. The sound subsided and the smoke cleared. Sam
uncovered his head and looked up at Amir. Amir still coved his head
in fear.

“I think it’s gone.” Sam assured
himself as he got up.

“What was that?” Amir questioned
Sam.

“Hell if I know,’ Sam replied. ‘ That
was the weirdest thing I have ever seen. You don’t suppose this
place is haunted, do you?”

Amir looked at Sam and smiled, “I do
not believe in ghosts. Let’s hurry up and find out what is in that
pot and get out of here.” Sam, still not enjoying Amir’s sense of
humor, gave him one of his looks and continued his
investigation.

Sam pulled out two scrolls. He unrolled
the first scroll, and after studying it for a few moments a puzzled
look appeared on his face.

“What is it?” Amir asked.

“I’m not sure,’ Sam said
slowly. ‘I don’t recognize this writing.” Amir crouched next to Sam
and looked over his shoulder as he read the writing carefully. The
writing read in Greek but the words were not familiar. Excitement
and fear filled Sam’s heart. Could this be the lost letter he
always thought existed? He continued to read on. After he finished
the first scroll, he unrolled the second. The second scroll
continued after the first and kept the same thought process. Sam
scrutinized the writing, trying to understand what he was reading.
He was not a Christian but he did know what Christians believed,
and this is what put him into shock. He stared blankly, trying to
digest what he had just read.

“What’s the matter?” Amir said while
interrupting Sam’s stare.

“You are not going to believe this.
What we have just discovered might turn Christian theology upside
down.”

“What did you read?” Amir said
anxiously.

“The scroll is written in Greek and
it’s hard to tell if this is just a translation or the original,
but it has a feel of authenticity to it. The salutation of this
letter comes from someone who claims to have walked with the
Christ. The content of his writings contradicts the message of the
other letters in Scripture. The other letters have one message in
mind and that is the belief in Christ as the Son of God. Belief in
Jesus alone grants acceptance into Heaven. This author says
something totally amazing, totally different.’ Sam paused for a
moment and placed his index finger on the part he intended to read.
‘Here it is…I assume this is Jesus talking…

Believe in me for I have
come to take away the sins of the world. Believe in me and you
shall have eternal life. But know this, there are many ways to the
Father, but my road is much less traveled. Greater is your reward
for believing in my name. Believe in me, but also believe in
yourselves and the good work you will do in the name of God your
Father, the One who will save you. Spread this good news I am
telling you to the uttermost corners of the earth.

‘This is either the greatest heresy
known to man or the hidden truth that will unite this world under
one religious philosophy. I mean, this person is saying that he
walked with Christ and that Jesus, himself, told him that there are
other ways to Heaven.” Sam could hardly contain himself. Sam
continued to read to Amir. The subject of salvation and the many
ways to achieve it consumed their minds. These scrolls contradicted
the traditional views of Christianity that the other scrolls
supported.

“What should we do about this?” Amir
asked.

“As controversial as they may be, it is
a discovery that needs to be brought out in the open for debate.
Let’s keep quiet about this to the others and get a crew out here
to remove these scrolls. I will call my colleague in Los Angeles
and ask him to set up a meeting with the World Church Council
(WCC).” Sam paused with great enthusiasm, “This is big news Amir.
We have come across something special. I am excited to know that
this might lead to the end of all religious disagreements. Just
think about it. One God we all worship but free to worship anyway
you want. We can all live in harmony.” Sam took a deep breath and
became all business at that point. “I will hold my opinion until
the Council has a chance to debate this and release their
statement.”

It was not like Sam to get
caught up in emotions before the scientific data was confirmed.
This proved an amazing find and he was about to become a household
name. Sam and Amir placed the scrolls back into the pots and
secured the lids in place. After briefing the team they instructed
them that the pots were not to be touched. Other than that, the
other artifacts could be handled all they wanted.

Sam spent the next couple of hours
arranging pick-up for the scrolls and setting up an emergency
meeting with the WCC. The team spent the rest of the day exploring
while Sam and Amir set up camp for the night.

Sam rested quietly on top
of his sleeping bag, gazing at the millions of stars above. With
excitement still inside him, he had a chance to calm down a bit,
after some time of relaxation, and deep reflection upon his earlier
activities. Even though the discovery was huge and the potential
for great wealth and fame could come as a result, there was part of
him that was extremely leery about the new writings. He felt a
little scared of what the writings might turn into. Sam, however,
was a professional. He was going to stick to his ethics and bring
this find to the proper authorities for further
investigation.

The campfire was still aglow, and the
others were sound asleep. Sam would not go to sleep easily.
Eventually, he drifted off into a dream.


 


“Enter through the narrow gate. For
wide is the gate and broad is the road that leads to destruction,
and many enter through it. But small is the gate and narrow the
road that leads to life, and only a few find it “Matthew 7: 13-14
(NIV)

 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 2

 


A new day began and the
bustle of the city could be felt for miles around. Freeways, jammed
with automobiles, could hardly contain the stress, making travel a
long and tedious process. The morning rays fought through the thick
cloud of smog that plagued the city and its surroundings. The
city’s skyline comprised of tall buildings so compacted they looked
as if someone had squeezed them together. Even though the buildings
were close in proximity, the area that made Los Angeles was quite
large and spread-out. Los Angeles in many respects had become the
center of business within the United States.

The terrorism that hit New York years
ago caused the dynamics of the U.S. infrastructure in business to
change. Many companies and organizations decided not to congregate
in one area, spreading out to other cities. A massive restructuring
of business ensued. The United States Congress displaced many of
their departments to various cities throughout the country. From
New York, the leaders of this country chose to move the United
Nations and the newly assembled WCC, also known as the Council of
Church Unification, to Los Angeles.

Political correctness ruled the day. As
the world grew into a more politically correct society, there
became a need to create a governing body that would aid in solving
the differences between warring religious parties. The Council of
Church Unification became that body. The Council or WCC embodied
representatives from every known religious denomination and belief
system attempting to embrace a complete worldview. The world’s top
clerics, ministers, and spiritual leaders represented every type of
faith from every nation. The WCC had more representatives than the
United Nations and the European Union. In many ways it had exceeded
the power of both leagues combined. This governing body’s main job
was to maintain a sense of balance in the world by addressing
issues related to persecution, violence, racism, and other problems
created by the differences in belief systems and religions. The WCC
met regularly to discuss violations, issue punishments and
sanctions, and debate religious matters. The Council constantly
tried to find common ground between religious belief systems
finding solutions to their divisions, ultimately creating world
church unification.

The chambers had been closed for
several hours. The newly discovered scrolls arrived during the
night, and the WCC had been studying them since their arrival
sometime before dawn. The world’s top Greek linguists had examined
the scrolls, discovered about a month ago, for the past two weeks.
Normal circumstances might have taken months, but the WCC felt the
urgency of the matter and wanted to make its own study
immediately.

The scrolls were taken out of their
pots and kept together near a corner in front of the Council
Chamber. The pots were taken away for further archeological study.
In the Council Chamber a huge table made out of mahogany wood, with
a beautiful shine upon it, sat majestically in front of the large
room. The dark, rich, almost purple color gave the table authority
and an aura of strength. Spread out upon the table was one of the
scrolls in question. Since the documents arrival translators
hovered over them trying to decipher a thorough, complete, and
accurate interpretation.

The Chamber, similar to
the Congressional Chamber, had a table for each representative with
its own microphone and translation earpiece. Like the table in
front of the room, the Chamber was comprised of deep, dark, and
rich color woods such as cherry, finished oak, and mahogany that
created a gothic, churchy feel. The room embodied the best products
the world could offer. While the translators worked diligently to
finish the translation, the Council members wandered about the room
and mingled out in the hallways. Anxious and nervous members waited
with great anticipation for the impending translation of the newly
discovered scrolls.

A loud booming sound echoed throughout
the building as the gavel struck against its wooden counterpart.
The Chairman brought the WCC into session. While they began to take
their seats, much could be said about each member if one studied
them from a distance. Many of the clerics and clergymen had
stereotypical looks about them. Dressed in the garb of their
religion they carried pompous expressions of importance on their
faces as each one tried to represent a perfect model of their
faith. Most of the members were wealthy and held high ranking
positions within their denomination. Not all members were part of
the clergy. Some represented groups and organizations that took on
a semblance of religion such as Scientology, Taoism, and various
New Age philosophies. These groups carried strong religious
undertones.

Over the years, the WCC
had become so powerful that the original purpose of the Union had
lost its meaning. At first, it did well bringing nations together
by promoting peace and harmony throughout the world. As the Council
grew in stature, the money came pouring in and many of the
representatives became very rich. Extremely rich councilmen are
what embodied the organization now days. They were the people who
would interject their opinions on what purpose the newly discovered
scrolls would play in the eyes of the world.

The Council, now in session, fell into
complete silence as members listened eagerly to their earpieces
that united them in a common language. The Council did not address
each other by name, but by affiliation or the nation they
represented. The current Chairman represented the Presbyterian
Church of the United Kingdom. “Members of the Council, as you are
probably aware by now; there was a unique and remarkable discovery
that has come in need of our scrutiny.” The Chairman was an elderly
man that spoke with long drawn-out sentences that could most
certainly put anyone to sleep.

He continued:

“It is our responsibility to
debate these writings and to come to a conclusion of their
authenticity. It is also our desire as a Council to come together
in unity to promote peace and dignity to our human race. For those
of you who do not adhere to the Holy Scriptures as part of your
belief system, please observe with reverence and input any opinions
you might have on the matter in writing. Furthermore, I request
that only those who believe in the Holy Scriptures take part in the
open discussion. Set before you are the newly transcribed documents
in question. Our translators have worked diligently, and have done
an excellent job in providing you with the most complete and
accurate translation humanly possible. You are to take these copies
home and study them. The Council will reconvene exactly one week
from today at 9 A.M. for open debate. God bless you as you seek His
wisdom on this most important matter.” The Chairman slammed the
gavel three times concluding the meeting. The Council Chamber
yielded no vacancy. The United States had the most number of seats,
mostly because of its diverse nature in religion; Evangelicals,
Presbyterians, Methodists, Baptists, Episcopalians, Catholics, New
Age religions, and Eastern religions were all represented by the
United States. The Arab world had its representatives from Saudi
Arabia, Iraq, Iran, Syria, Egypt, Libya, Ethiopia, Sudan, and
Turkey. These were the Arab nations that dominated the Council
representing the different forms of Islam. Asia had its
representatives from China, Korea, India, Vietnam, Japan, and
Cambodia. These countries represented Buddhism, Hinduism, and the
many forms of Eastern Philosophy. Europe had the least number of
representatives due to the decline of churchgoers from any
religious belief system. Decades gave way to an aggressive secular
progressive movement that resulted in the lack of religious
interest. The Vatican dominated what representatives the European
continent produced. It represented the Catholic Church as a whole
giving account for the Philippines and many South American
countries. Israel was the lone country representing Judaism.
Together, these countries embodied the WCC with equal
representation and gave it credibility to all who lived on the
earth.

During the mid-afternoon, council
members could be seen leaving the massive complex that made up the
WCC. Although the Council met regularly, it was a rare occasion
that the full body would meet, unless it was a matter of extreme
importance. The sun had burned the morning haze, exposing a clear
blue sky. A grayish brown layer of smog still blocked the view of
the mountains that lay to the north and east of the city. News of
this magnitude would be hard to contain. Word of the emergency
meeting leaked out almost immediately. Top news media outlets began
reporting the meeting as part of their top story on the evening
telecasts.

“The eyes of the world are
watching as the World Church Council held a rare emergency meeting
this morning. It appears that all representatives were
present.”

One newscaster spoke these words as he
delved into the top story. Speculation began to run rampant, but no
one reported anything close to what the meeting was really about.
In addition to the news programs, radio talk shows filled their
line-up with speculation of what the meeting entailed. The next
day, newspapers had the meeting as their front-page story. Before
long, the world was in great suspense as to what was happening.
News photographers and satellite trucks camped outside the WCC
waiting for any sign of movement, hoping to catch more of the
breaking story.

The following day, there
were no sign’s of life within the WCC. A festive crowd of
reporters, columnists, and curious by-standers gathered outside,
anticipating some sort of statement. The media, like rabid dogs,
were eager for a top story. No wars other than the usual
skirmishes, no famine out of the ordinary, and no epidemics at the
moment left the media with very little to report regarding the
world affairs. The newsmongers needed a story.

The doors of the WCC opened and a
representative came out to greet the press. With a prepared
statement in hand, a middle-aged woman of Spanish descent
approached a microphone-decorated podium:

“Less than a month ago the
World Church Council learned of an archeological discovery that may
have severe implications as to how this governing body will look at
religion forever. The Council is currently analyzing the discovery
and will convene at a pre-determined date for further discussion.
You will all be notified once the Council has made its
conclusion.”

She left the podium and
walked back inside choosing not to address any questions from the
media.

After a few days of no new news, the
press that camped outside the WCC began to thin out. Only a few of
the press-core remained keeping an eye on the developing situation.
The members of the Council had a few days to look over and study
the transcriptions and many were eager to get back to work and
debate. Many of the Council members did not want to wait any
longer. Phone calls to the Chairman convinced him to convene the
meeting early. The members were notified that debate would begin
first thing in the morning.

A rare dark and rainy day
covered Los Angeles. The WCC had been in session for several hours.
Much of the morning was spent reading the transcripts and listening
to the testimony of Biblical Scholars and Historical experts in the
areas of the Ancient Near East. The spirit of evil that released
when the third pot was opened worked deep in the hearts of the
council members. Normally it would take days, months, and even
years to debate and implement a change in the Biblical Cannon, but
heavenly logic did not control this session. The Chairman made his
way to the speaker’s chair. He adjusted his microphone:
“Councilmen, we have just heard a compelling testimony about the
authenticity of these scrolls. We are now faced with the heavy
burden of determining if these writings are from God or from man,’
his tone serious and stern. ‘I will open the debate, starting with
the representatives of the Arab states.” The Arab representatives
were grouped together on the right side of the Chamber. This was
done in order to keep like-minded religions close to each other for
the purpose of keeping the debate orderly. A representative of Iran
opened the proceedings. He stood up facing much of the assembly;
his beard was long and white contrasting his black robe and
turban.

“Although we trust the Koran as the
final authority from Allah, we do respect the Holy Bible as the
word given from Allah to the Prophets. Jesus Christ was one of His
Holy Prophets. We have given much thought about these writings and
we, as a collective group of Islam, believe that the writer is
authentic and the wisdom found in these writings is endorsed by
Allah.”

Interrupting, a Baptist
representative from the United States stood up and shouted: “I must
object to this nonsense! These writings are not the words of God!”
The florescent lighting above reflected off his balding head. Beads
of sweat already formed, streaming down his slightly blushing face.
The passion of the minister showed. “Yes, the writings are
interesting but they are in no way adequate for acceptance into the
Biblical Cannon. These writings are in total contradiction to the
rest of the Scripture. Jesus said that He is the only way to the
Father, and these writings suggest that He said otherwise. There is
no way that these writings are inspired by God,” he concluded
somewhat calmer. After the Baptist sat down, the Iranian replied:
“We have considered the contradictions, but the message we have not
ignored. It is clear to us that this man walked with Jesus and has
documented many of his miraculous works. This, we cannot overlook.
The message he has written cannot be none other than that of Christ
himself. The writings of this disciple clearly have a different
message than the others and may be viewed as contradictions but the
facts written about the life of Christ give the author credibility.
He must be given proper acclaim.”

The Council, intrigued by
the words of the Iranian representative, applauded sporadically.
Many were persuaded by his speech to believe in the authenticity of
the writer. The hardening of their hearts began to solidify as the
greed of financial abundance danced in their minds. Most, if not
all of the Council members were a poor reflection of what their
faiths represented. The opportunity of a united world religion grew
endless. Rising slowly, the Catholic representative stood. He was
tall, slim, and dressed in black attire. A silver cross glinted
across the room as it dangled from his neck. “We also have had much
debate at the Vatican, and we have entrusted the decision with the
Pope. The Holy Father has given his blessing on the authenticity of
these writings because of its clear and concise teachings of peace
and solidarity among all of God’s children. The Vatican endorses
acceptance into the Biblical Cannon.”

The Chairman commented:

“Councilmen, we must look at the
seriousness of the claim that Jesus is not the only way to heaven
as the Bible teaches He is. I understand that there is a large
majority in this Council that does not believe in that claim of
Christ, but the fact is that many Christians do believe that Jesus
is the only way to heaven, and we must take that into
consideration. Even with the Pope’s endorsement there are many
denominations that are going to be affected by our decision. If we,
as a council, concur that these writings are to be inducted into
the Biblical Cannon, we have to be prepared to accept the political
and social backlash that may occur.”

Another Baptist representative spoke
with passion:

“I, too, have concerns, but
I do believe in the authenticity of the writer. I hold the opinion
that there may be a possibility that he is correct…that there are
other ways to God as suggested. Just think of the unity that will
be brought about the Earth if this is indeed true.” After hearing
those words anger began to swell inside a third Baptist
representative causing him to jump out of his seat with a
shout:

“Enough of this crazy talk!
I can’t stand to hear another word! My Lord and Savior Jesus Christ
died on a cross and arose again for us all. He died for those in
this room who do not believe He is the Son of God. I am so
disgusted with all of this! I am only a part of this Union because
I thought I could make a difference here. After hearing what I have
just heard this council is about to make a mistake of historical
proportions! These writings must never be added to the Bible! I
refuse to be a part of this!” Angrily he slammed his transcript on
the table in front of him storming out of the Chamber in protest.
The Council began to murmur leading to a loud roar of conversation.
Shouting matches took form between those that held opposing views.
At that juncture, there seemed to be more for the addition than
those who were against. The noise soon became a ruckus and some
members started to fight. Punches were thrown and sections of the
Chamber resembled a crowd out of control. Security moved in to
restore order.

“Gentlemen! Gentlemen! You
must maintain order,” the chairman shouted while smashing his
gavel. At that moment the noise began to simmer down and a slow
order began to take place as the members returned to their seats
peacefully. “I know there are high emotions and some extreme
opinions about this subject. Let us try to look at the greater good
in this. We cannot fight each other defeating the sole purpose of
this great Council. How can the world look at us with trust if we
cannot agree on anything? Fighting is not the answer! Peace is the
only answer. Our objective is to find that peace, even if we don’t
fully understand it.” The Chairman took control of the meeting and
went on saying, “I am not going to allow this type of behavior to
continue in my Chamber. I request that you submit your objective
opinions in writing for or against this discovery being added into
the Biblical Cannon. We have heard the historical evidence and the
Biblical Scholars have made their arguments. It is time for you to
put these testimonies to practice and form your decision. I will
give you the next five hours to submit your answers. After that I
will not hear anymore on the subject. Upon receiving your
submissions, I will formulate the census and the World Church
Council will have spoken on this most important matter.”

The Council, in shock, had
never witnessed such aggressive speech from their chairman. The law
of the Council was issued and obedience was the only objective. One
by one they started to separate and to write their opinions in
agreement or dissent.

Nearly eight hours passed. Most of the
members had submitted their opinions on the addition of this newly
discovered writing into the Biblical Cannon. The Council eagerly
awaited the return of the chairman. A loud call echoed throughout
the Chamber, “All rise!” The chairman made his way back into the
Chamber while the Council stood in respect. All stood in silence as
he made his way to the podium. The spirit of evil had now hardened
the hearts of the Council. In what should have taken months of
discussion was settled within hours.

“We are a body of
professional Theologians. I have thoroughly read all of your
submissions of support and dissent on this most important of
issues. This Council, by an overwhelming margin, has agreed to
include this newly discovered writing into the New Testament.” Some
of the Council gasped in disbelief, while others cheered with great
joy. “This unknown disciple of Jesus has outlined some new
viewpoints on Christian theology that clearly states that God did
not intend for there to be such a narrow way to the kingdom of
heaven. It is my suggestion that not only this writing be entitled
The Fifth Gospel, but that a new Bible be created altogether.
Differences in religion are to be no more! It is my vision that one
Bible should be made to represent all the major religions gathered
in this Council. A new Bible would create the unity the world has
been longing for and what this Council was created to achieve.” At
that moment some ran out of the Chamber in fear, while the rest of
the Council erupted in a roar of celebration. When the cheers
subsided the Chairman concluded, “This new book, written by this
magnificent author, will bring about peace. This new Bible bearing
The Fifth Gospel name will signify the importance of this unity for
the entire world to read. This concludes our Council. Work will
begin tomorrow on how this new Bible will be compiled. May the God
of our religions bless you all.” The Chairman walked out of the
Chamber and the rest of the Council began to mingle and converse
about what they just witnessed. The future of religion would now
rest on the decision of the WCC.

News of the meeting became public
knowledge and the broadcast media were consumed with the story for
the next few months. The world quickly accepted the Church
Council’s decision and eagerly awaited the new Bible that would be
released later that year.


 


“When he puts forth all his own, he
goes ahead of them, and the sheep follow him because they know his
voice. A stranger they simply will not follow, but will flee from
him, because they do not know the voice of strangers.” John 10:4-5
(NASB)

 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 3

 


World Outreach, Inc.
rested high in the mountains of Colorado amidst the tall pines and
evergreens. It stood strong and stout, silhouetted underneath the
moonlit sky. Soft wind rustled the tree leaves blowing foliage up
against the hidden fortress. Made out of gray stone and mortar,
World Outreach Headquarters looked as if it came out of a medieval
times fairytale. “The castle of the
Rockies close to God,” one magazine wrote
referring its majestic beauty. The building could house over 200
guests and staff, but only a meager twenty were employed, not
counting missionaries in the field. World Outreach had become the
largest and most successful ministry on the face of the globe.
Strictly non-for-profit and supported by donations only, World
Outreach’s financial success was not wasted and cleverly
distributed within the business. This meant a wise selection of
employees capable of supporting the ministry full time. Most of the
staff lived on campus with their families. For over thirty years
the ministry stood for strong family values, racial reconciliation,
and helped spread the Word of God to nearly every country
throughout the earth. The company had an impeccable reputation
unsurpassed by many, but a dark cloud loomed on the horizon that
would soon bring a test of furry challenging the integrity of its
very foundation.

Nearly midnight and a soft
glow illuminated from a second story window in the secluded
fortress. The castle, built in the 1920’s for dignitaries, had been
refurbished to support modern conveniences of the twentieth
century. The flickering glow came from Tom’s computer monitor. He
sat motionless in his plush office chair, head facing towards the
ceiling. Mostly bald and sporting a salesman-type mustache, drool
leaked out from the side of his mouth as he breathed deeply. On the
floor, just a short drop from his limp fingers, laid an empty
drinking glass on its side. He slouched in his chair and was
passed-out from a spell of heavy drinking. On his desk, an open
bottle of Jack Daniels beckoned half empty. Tom Kaufman, fifty
years old, had a glowing spirit about him. He was generally a nice
man but lately he had become recluse and depressed. Never been
married, he spent most of his days alone. He had been the director
of World Outreach for twenty years. The past months had been
particularly hard for Tom after losing both his parents in a car
accident. Tom, short and bulgy, was not blessed with good looks. He
was a homely looking man. Financial support for the ministry had
fallen on hard-times and the stress of supporting the operation
weighed heavily on his mind. He started drinking, again. He used to
be a drunk in college before he became a Christian. To make matters
worse he just found out that his unsteady hands that shook ever so
slightly could possibly be the early stages of Parkinson disease.
More tests would be needed to confirm the questionable diagnosis.
Luckily for Tom a cure could be bought for the right price. Tom’s
life had become full of depression, loneliness, sickness, and
pressure. In the past Tom would trust God for all these kinds of
trouble, but somewhere along the way he lost his faith, struggling
with human nature and doubt. God being very real somehow became a
distant thought to him these past few months. Tom was angry about
the loss of his parents, angry with God. He could not understand
why God would allow him to live life in loneliness, and now this
illness. What would be next? Drinking the problems away became his
solution. Just a few drinks evolved into half a bottle a night. Tom
was gradually loosing control of his life.

A crackle sounded with snaps and pops
as ice started to form on the walls in Tom’s office. The subtle
sound startled him, waking him out of his drunken stupor. He stood
up and reached for his suit jacket and quickly put it on. He
started to shiver. He switched on the light, frightened. There was
a moment of light, and then darkness as the bulb succumbed to the
pressure of ice that formed around it causing it to explode. Tom
tried to escape but the door would not open. The handle was frozen.
“What’s going on?” He slurred fearfully. Trapped like a caged
animal he sweated profusely.

Tom’s office phone began
to ring flashing a red light. He slapped his face a few times
attempting to become sober. His hand shaking, he picked up the
receiver.

“Hello.”

“Are you afraid?” asked a deep
mesmerizing voice.

“Who are you? What is going
on?”

“Your God has forsaken you Mr.
Kaufman.”

“Who are you,” Tom demanded.

“I am your worst nightmare or you best
friend. It’s up to you.”

“What do you want from me?”

“I know your loneliness,
your struggles, your sickness, and I can feel your pain. I know
what it is like to lose something you treasure. I can help you
Tom.”

Tom stood motionless as he listened to
the strange voice on the other end. A tingling sensation
overwhelmed his body. He started to cry. Tears swelled in his eyes.
“I am so lonely.”

“That is why I have come to help you,”
the voice consoled.

“I…I don’t know what to do anymore…what
to believe.”

“Believe in me Tom. Believe that I can
make you well again. I have the power to make all things right. The
chill in the air is my way of demonstrating that this is no
illusion.”

Tom, overcome by emotion, believed the
voice on the phone. At that moment a spirit of Satan, the rushing
wind from the pot in the cave filled his soul. A glaze of fire and
ice reflected in his eyes.

“I believe,’ Tom acknowledged. ‘Show me
how I can live again.”

“The ministry you have been
working for all these years has been a waste of your time. World
Outreach has been teaching a lie and must stop spreading the false
hope that Christianity provides. The World Church Council has
adopted a new Bible that will spread the true wisdom for mankind.
You are to assist in this effort by removing staff that will not
conform to this new Gospel. Use any means necessary but try a
subtle approach first. I want to make disciples out of these
missionaries.”

Tom, although consumed by Satan’s
power, hesitated. “How will I do this? Many of these people are my
friends.”

“Start by reassigning them
back home. Then go from there. I have faith in you Tom. You do this
for me and I will cure your disease and give you your life
back.”

The voice disconnected and
a dial tone buzzed in his ear. The ice melted followed by a rush of
warmth. His head soaked wet from sweat that dripped down the side
of his face. A confidence stirred within him as he started to
compile a list of all active missionaries in the field. Topping the
list was John Baxter. John could not be reached by phone and
telegram would not be convincing enough. He would have to meet John
and convince him to return to the States or order him if necessary.
He thought that reasoning with John would not be the best approach.
Tom spent the rest of the night outlining his agenda, making lists,
and dreaming of how his life was finally going to change for the
better. Months would pass by before Tom would gather the strength
and courage to devise a plan for bringing all World Outreach’s
missionaries home. During those months, the evil spirit within him
grew slowly while transforming him into an agent of
Satan.


 


“They will turn their ears away from
the truth and turn aside to myths. But you, keep your head in all
situations, endure hardship, do the work of an evangelist,
discharge all the duties of your ministry.” 2 Timothy 4:4-5
(NIV)

 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 4

 


Orange and red sparkled
across the ocean as the sunset displayed its power and beauty. John
Baxter enjoyed every moment. He turned thirty-eight today. His
extreme devotion and hard work to the ministry earned him a few
nights stay at the famed “Davao Pearl Farm.” The stay at this fine
resort was a birthday gift from a wealthy parishioner. John had
very little financial resources. He lived off of voluntary giving
from a support group of believers that gave to his ministry
monthly. He worked through the World Outreach organization which
provided missionary church planters throughout the world. His main
line of work involved planting Protestant churches in the
Philippines with the intention of winning souls for Jesus Christ.
His dedication to his Lord and Savior caused him to work long and
strenuous hours. After years of work he finally got the vacation he
always wanted, and he enjoyed every moment of it.

John stayed in a bungalow
perched on stilts. The ocean waves lapped underneath, creating a
constant sound of tranquility. He looked over the deck railing
where schools of fish swam in the translucent waters. Philippine
resorts were known for their white sandy beaches and crystal clear
waters. The bungalow was built out of wood and bamboo. It had the
appearance of a tropical hut created out of palm tree leaves and
natural island resources. The hut had all the modern conveniences
of a resort: a hotel fridge, one queen size bed, a bathroom shower
combination, an easy chair with lamp stand, and a clock radio. John
could even order room service if he desired. He slowly sipped a cup
of coffee on the deck while admiring God’s awesome creation as the
sun slowly set over the waters. A local Christian radio station
sounded from his radio playing songs of worship helping to enhance
his mood of relaxation.

John often wondered what his life would
have been if he never went into missions. His answer was always the
same. He would have wound up destroying his life in a whirlwind of
drugs and sinful behavior. John, a troubled teen, was rescued from
a life of destruction when he became a disciple of Christ, a
Christian. A mentor from the World Outreach organization introduced
him to Christianity eighteen years ago to the day. Because of his
gratefulness for salvation he devoted all his time and energy to
the work of the Lord ever since.

The rich aroma of coffee
filled the air and the warmth of the brew was perfect as the ocean
breeze created a chill as the air passed over the water. Colors
from the sunset were quickly fading as the dark blue sky intermixed
with the fading colors giving the impression of a hostile
take-over; pushing the orange glow deep into the waters edge. With
a glimpse of things to come a radio jingle interrupted his mood
indicating the bottom of the hour news report. “This is CRN world
news report. I’m James Sterling,” the announcer began. “Topping our
report tonight is the anticipated release of the new bible
authorized by the World Church Council just a few months ago. This
new version is to contain the controversial “Fifth Gospel” and in
its appendixes will house a condensed version of other world faiths
and religions. The belief of many throughout the Church Council is
that the newly discovered gospel will set forth a mandate that will
unite all world belief systems by acknowledging that all religions
lead to heaven. CRN does not endorse this new gospel, but
surprisingly enough, more evangelical organizations show a growing
support for the new bible. The release of this new bible is
targeted for later this year. In other news…” The voice faded into
the distance of John’s mind as he pondered the news he just
heard.

John came to the
conclusion that this was nothing new and he would choose not to
worry about the troubling news. Many times over the years there had
been attempts to mainstream the Word of God into a so-called trendy
Bible that would fit into what society would deem appropriate.
There had been gender perfect bibles, bibles re-written to skew its
original views of sexual immorality, and others with certain parts
left out for the purpose of not offending anyone. All of these
versions faded over time while the original Scriptures still
remained. Why would this be any different? Although this did
trouble him deep inside he convinced himself that this too would
pass and quickly went back to enjoying his evening. The sun had
finally set giving way for the clear skies to magnify the millions
of starry hosts above. Twinkling lights were a constant reminder of
God’s handy-work and how insignificant were the troubles of
mankind. After pondering the wonders of God, John decided it was
time to turn in and get some rest. He enjoyed his birthday retreat
and looked forward to a couple more days of vacation and then, it
was back to work.

Ten months had passed
since John heard the broadcast announcing the release of the Fifth
Gospel Bible. A buzz about the new bible continued to grow. “I
would like two of those rubbing ointments please,” John asked the
clerk. The clerk opened the glass cabinet underneath the counter to
reach the medicine. As he waited he could hear the conversation of
two patrons off in the near distance. They spoke in Tagalog. John,
fluent in the language, could understand every word. Both patrons
had an unusually large bible in their hands.

“Just think how this book
has brought you a Catholic and me a Muslim together,” one of the
patrons said to the other. John, amazed at the conversation, was
brought back to reality when the clerk broke his train of
thought.

“That would be 250 pesos.”

“Of course,” as he reached
into his wallet, paying the clerk. The clerk bagged the ointments.
Stepping outside the store still enamored by the conversation
between the two patrons he decided to talk with them. Speaking in
Tagalog he asked them:

“I could not help but overhear your
conversation. It amazes me to think how two people with strikingly
different faiths are agreeing on religious principles. May I ask
what book you are carrying?”

“This is the new bible that
has united all religions,” the patron said with glee holding the
book proudly. John asked to have a closer look at the book and the
patron obliged. John examined the book closely, astonished at how
the bible was put together. As he thumbed through the pages he
noticed the newly added gospel and the appendixes of other
religious works. Following the book of Revelation were the writings
from the Koran, Buddha, Book of Mormon, and many others all in
condensed writing.

“Where did you get this?” John asked
rudely.

The patron, taken back by
John’s attitude told him that city hall gave away box loads for
free. Becoming angry, John gave the bible back to the patron. “This
is the greatest heresy! I would throw that bible away if I were
you.” The second patron, not pleased with John’s words shoved him
to the ground shouting obscenities. Young and strong, John did not
stand a chance against the angry Filipino. All he could do was
raise his arms up over his head blocking the punches thrown by the
youth. The store clerk, after hearing John’s screams for help, came
running out to break up the fight. The two patrons ran off. “Are
you alright?” the clerk asked. “Only a few bruises,” he smiled
wiping off the dust as he stood up. “That new bible is rubbish,” he
told the clerk while getting on his bike. John often rode his bike
to the market to save money. Bike riding was an inexpensive mode of
transportation and it was better than paying for a taxi or a
jeepney (a local transit system using old army jeep transports as
buses).

He rode home mostly on a
dirt road. The neighborhood houses were enclosed with cement walls
with pointed iron bars aligning the tops, attempting to keep
intruders out. Grass and weeds grew wildly outside the cement walls
accompanied by dust and dirt. The dirt and weeds gave the
neighborhood a run-down look. Nothing looked new, even if it was.
That is how things were in certain parts of the country. Old,
run-down neighborhoods mixed together with modern technologies.
Homes had television sets and cell phones, but no land lines.
John’s home was about two city blocks away and before he knew it he
arrived at the front of his house.

The house he rented had
two levels with three bedrooms, one large room on the first floor
and two small bedrooms upstairs. The house constructed of cement
and had an iron fence and gate protecting the entryway. The bottom
floor revealed a large open space with a kitchen and a small eating
table. John made his bedroom and study on the bottom floor while
the upstairs rooms remained empty.

After putting the rubbing
ointments away he started to prepare dinner. Dinner, for John,
usually consisted of vegetables and chicken. While he sliced some
carrots a loud crash of breaking glass sounded in the other room
causing him to slice his finger.

“Ouch!”

He grimaced in pain while
dropping the knife. He grabbed his left hand while ducking
downward. As he crouched he heard footsteps scampering through the
grass heading away from the house. Sensing the danger gone for the
moment he quickly got up and put his wounded hand under a rush of
cold water. He wrapped his index finger in a bandage and went to
survey the damage in his bedroom. Shattered glass lay everywhere.
The only window to the bedroom was completely destroyed. Sharp
jagged edges outlined the windowpane that once represented a clear
smooth surface. On his bed was a brick with a note wrapped around
it. He picked up the brick and removed the piece of
paper.

“Those that divide will be destroyed!”

A chill rushed down his
spine. He could not understand who would make such a threat against
him. “Why would I be dividing anything?” he thought out-loud. “Who
would I be dividing and why would anyone want to destroy me?” As he
thought about it things suddenly came into focus. “Good Lord,” he
said sarcastically. It was at that moment he remembered the two
patrons in the store and the new bible they were carrying. “It’s
not like I beat the guy up. He attacked me. Can it be that people
are uniting against Christianity this quickly?” Christianity always
had enemies, but in this modern era, especially in tolerant
societies, all religions have been accepted for the most part and
left alone.

A loud sound of knocking
pounded on the front door. John startled by the noise quickly
turned around. After gaining his composure he went to answer the
door. Because of the attack, he hesitated.

“Who is it?”

A voice he knew too well responded.
“It’s me, Tom.” John opened the door and embraced his old friend.
Tom did not return the embrace, creating an awkward moment. “What
brings you here?” John asked.

“May I come in?” Tom asked.
John slightly embarrassed, “Excuse me, where are my manners. Of
course, please come in.” A hint of alcohol penetrated John’s senses
as Tom passed by. For a moment John wanted to discard the thought
from his mind eliminating the notion that his old friend and boss
started drinking again. John did not like the constraints of
legalism, but when it came to drinking, he still felt like men in
his position should not indulge in the practice for the fear of
ruining their spiritual witness. Being of a clear mind was a strong
Biblical teaching. John asked Tom to have a seat at the kitchen
table. Tom had been one of John’s old friends from years past
before he had decided to join the ministry. Over the years they had
spent many days together discussing religion, politics, and the
ways of the world. John knew Tom well enough to know when something
was wrong. Tom opened his briefcase and pulled out some files
setting them on the table.

“What’s going on Tom?” John asked with a hint of
concern.

Tom did not respond immediately. He
continued to mull over his papers. John noticed that Tom’s hands
shook slightly as sweat flowed from his balding head. “Are you
alright?” John asked.

“I am going to have to ask
you to return to the States. Something has come up. I’m sorry.” Tom
broke the news as he stared at his files, shuffling papers between
folders. Something definitely seemed wrong. John smiled. “I am not
going back to the States. The ministry needs me here more than
ever. The church I started is just getting to the point where they
can stand on their own. They need me and I am not going to abandon
them.”

“John, I did not come here to argue or
to state my case to you. Decisions have been made and you are
needed back home.” Tom wiped the sweat from his forehead. Tom did
not like confrontation but this, for his own sake, needed to be
done. “Tell me what is so important that I leave the ministry?”
John demanded while sitting across from Tom. Tom shuffled his
papers some more looking for an answer. He stuttered his words,
“I’m not sure if what we are doing here is the right thing anymore.
Some new discoveries about the Bible are proving this.”

“You don’t mean this new bible the
Fifth Gospel, do you?” he said in disbelief.

“I…I am sorry to say that I don’t
really know what to believe anymore. My faith has been challenged.
Until World Outreach settles on a position regarding this new bible
and its claims, I am asking all our supported missionaries to take
furlough back to the States for at least six months.”

“What are you saying? What has gotten
into you, man?’ John stood up shouting. ‘You believe this new
bible, this pack of lies!”

“I know it’s hard for you to
take right now but the writings are hard to refute. I didn’t expect
you to take this lightly. Things are changing quickly and for your
safety I urge you to obey orders.”

A cold glaze gleamed in
his eyes and then he asked to use the restroom. John knew that this
was a hard thing for Tom to do. His old friend hated to confront
people with controversial issues. John paced the kitchen trying to
come up with some idea that would or could change Tom’s mind. He
felt that the power of Satan was at work here. Something needed to
be figured out quickly. He started looking through some of the
papers that hid in Tom’s briefcase. As he thumbed through the
papers his heart began to pound, beating faster. A prime directive
from the World Church Council instructed World Outreach to cease
all active evangelical operations and to redirect its mission to
the distribution of the Fifth Gospel. “Why would the WCC have any
authority over World Outreach?” John muttered to himself. The
toilet flushed giving him a warning to put the papers back. Drying
his hands, Tom seemed a little more relaxed.

“John, we have known each other for a
longtime. I fear that this is not going as well as I have planned.
I want you to know that, even if I have some doubts about the
Bible, I don’t expect you to abandon your faith. This is all for
safety reasons. The Philippine Government is going to outlaw
evangelism any day now. We have to stop our operation.”

“That would never have stopped us in
the past. How can you turn your back on God?”

“It’s not that I have turned
my back on God. Let’s say that I’m not exactly sure what I believe
about God at the moment. I need some time to think about it. My
misgivings are not going to affect World Outreach one bit. Right
now we need to pull back and regroup our modus operandi. The world
is changing because of this new bible. We need to figure out how we
are going to maintain current operations while keeping our
missionaries safe.”
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