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	Once, long ago, there were thirteen righteous and educated men who were under a strict discipline. They wore spotlessly white robes as they walked around the city, holding Scriptures to their foreheads, which symbolized the Scriptures that were inscribed in their hearts and minds. Persuaded to do the work of the LORD, the group evangelized The Gospel, but only to certain circles, so as not to confuse onlookers as to where their morals laid. Their Leader insisted that they exclusively associate with sympathetic, like-minded scholars, and pressed them to contribute a weekly ten percent of their income to the church, for proselytizing purposes. On any given day, this group of intellectuals could be seen giving lectures and seminars on the steps of the most prestigious synagogues in the area, however, only the highbrow of the time attended. The Holy Sabbath of these thirteen men remained unblemished, least it be interrupted by the decrepit or by the begrimed or by the insolvent petitioning their Leader for His healing powers, which were reserved solely for those with social standing. 

	One night, after three years of these rituals, the thirteen men kneeled, their white robes now soiled with dirt, and prayed together in the center of a garden. After hours of praying so feverishly that the men sweated blood, a group of soldiers came to escort their Leader to court. The twelve men stood side-by-side in silent protest, and He was lead away. During His trial, the Leader Himself was accused of being Christ the LORD, which He did not deny, and was brought before a multitude gathered together in order to decide His fate. Screaming at both the Man and the courts, the crowd roared “Crucify Him!”, allowing a known criminal named Jesus to be set free in His stead. Tortured and persecuted and brutalized for the following twelve hours, the Man showed more bone on His body than He did flesh. Upwardly He carried His cross towards Mount Calvary and, strengthened by His dignity, dutifully hauled the burdensome lumber until He reached the top. And then He hung, naked, for six hours. 

	Pushing all of His body weight onto the balls of His feet nailed into the splintering wood, He struggled to lift His rib cage high enough for His lungs to expand and inhale oxygen. The crowd that assembled at the foot of His cross mocked Him with enthusiasm. Some bowed deeply, nearly kissing the ground with their foreheads, in spurious reverence. Others repeatedly interrogated how He had been able to raise the dead to life, as rumored possible, if he could barely lift His  own body enough to breathe. Moreover, few paced in circles around Him, questioning the teachings and methods of His doctrine, as well as His authority. And with His final breath, in front of all of those who satirized Him, He whispered, “God”. Instantly, a clap of thunder ushered in a host of flaming angels, each riding on a three-headed horse. Lightening more like fire radiated the sky, and the ground shook, exposing the core of the earth. The brilliancy and luminosity of the celestial beings instantly scorched three of the guards who had been patrolling the base of the cross.    And as quickly as the legion appeared, they vanished. The Man and the angels together. The people were amazed, turning to one another in eager agreement that He truly was God Himself. The God who had come to earth in order to die for their sins. And so they left, astounded and filled with gratitude. However, when the Madonna of the Man-God passed by the cross on which her Son had hung, she noticed that not a drop of his blood remained.



