 

 

FINDING JESUS 
 

 

 

I found Jesus yesterday.  I stumbled across him in the deep recesses of my psyche.  Literally.  He was stretched out, recumbent in the shadows cast by my astral self.  I had been rummaging amidst the detritus of my subconscious searching for the ‘inner me.’  What a let-down; the ‘inner me’ bore an uncanny resemblance to the ‘outer me’.   At that dispirited moment I tripped over Jesus.  Not at all like the dramatic encounter of George W. Bush who found Jesus at cold dawn in Karl Rove’s office.
 

He was instantly recognizable from his many publicity photos.  But his brown eyes were sadder, his beard scraggily even by prophetic standards and his countenance betrayed a certain wariness.  Jesus kept glancing furtively over his shoulder as if a man pursued. He returned my casual greeting with a fulsome apology for taking up residence in my psyche.   It seems that the Savior can’t stand loud rock music or the noisy intrusions of sweaty egos on the hunt for self-justification.  That narrowed the range of choices, especially when on the lam and harried.
 

Without any prodding, Jesus told me what was up.  As he recounted things: “Ratzinger is on my tail.  The Holy Father is obsessed by the Evangelicals’ threat to the Church’s dominant market share in Latin America.  Seems the Curia has come up with the nutty idea that for its fortunes to reverse I should make a Second Coming – at a time and place of their choosing.  Their preference is Mardi Gras in Rio.  I’m supposed to descend from the Heavens and samba my way into their wayward souls.  I sent a pro-forma response that I was a lousy dancer who surely would lose for the Catholics that part of their faithful who hadn’t left them yet.  They were awestruck to learn that the son of God has no sense of rhythm.  These guys are under the impression that I spent my formative years in Galilee at disco bars.’
 

 “Their back-up plan was arriving as a bolt of lightening during the Cup final between Flamengo and Vasco da Gama.  They imagined the match tied after overtime with me popping up at midfield just as the goal shoot-out begins.  Jesus the peacemaker and conciliator bringing the two sides to embrace each other in an expression of Love for the Heavenly Father (actually, Ratzinger).  Boy, would that stick it to the Pentecostals – or so he thinks.  Imagine!  A stunt like that would leave me sporting ecumenical cleat marks from here to Eternity.  Stigmata, as I’m sure the boys would pronounce them.   The whole scheme was cooked up by the Vatican’s trendy new-age public relations outfit on Piazza Santa Spirito in Milano; styled themselves on Bremer/Brown in D.C., I’m told.’
 

 “WE owe the papal crowd nothing.  The Heavenly Father cut all ties after that outrageous power grab at Nicaea.  For HIM it was the last straw.  Church doctrine twisted his message so out of shape it’s more impediment than impulse to spiritual enlightenment.   They had the chutzpah to declare a selection of deformed gospels a so-called ‘canon.’  As if the WORD was theirs to play around with, not HIS.  I’ll never forget the oaths HE threw at those ‘purveyors of falsehoods, heretic hounds, control freaks, unctuous pietists, and spiritually tone-deaf.’  They were using HIM as the foundation stone for a new Roman Imperium.  ‘Rending God to serve Caesar,’ HE fumed.  HF already felt disrespected by their using me as the self-serving excuse for that awful martyrdom business.  When did HE ever say that letting yourself being mauled by a lion was the surest route to Paradise? I certainly hadn’t.  It was all about boosting attendance – excite them, scare them and then harvest them.”
 

The words tumbled from Jesus’ lips.  His distress obviously went back much further than the game of road-runner and coyote he was playing with Ratzinger.  His eyes turned inward and, with a sigh, Jesus confessed that “It hasn’t been a garden of roses since Calvary.  Sure, I have a choice condo on Cloud 9 with a glorious view over the Elysian Fields.  Even the son of God, though, doesn’t live by ambrosia and nectar alone.  The truth is that HF feels I messed up pretty badly.  HE is not the type to hold a grudge, but His body language when HE sees me tells it all.  Forgiveness is one thing; forgetting is another.’  
 

“Mind you, HF lives with a lot of angst.  I overheard Him once confiding to a bunch of archangels, ‘I Didn’t Have My Best Stuff On The 6th Day; In Retrospect, I Could Have Used An Extra Day’s Rest; All That Monkey Business on Friday Took More Out Of Me Than I Realized’
 

“HIS big idea, when he sent me down, was to retrieve his imperiled project.
See, HE thought of humans as the living capstone to the whole Creation scene.  HF was so immensely proud of His work through the first five days He wanted some intelligent beings who could appreciate it all, beings in situ as it were.  The thing HE didn’t expect was that these self-conscious beings would get so obsessed with their own identity, existence, mortality, etc.  For HIM, the answer of course was to merge themselves with the exquisite universe HE’d crafted.  They never got the hang of it.  So, in the 5th century BM (before me), HE went pro-active.  HF decided that humans needed some guides, and created a raft of them: Lao Tzu, Siddhartha, Zoroaster, Plato, Confucius.  A kind of surge for the soul.  They turned out to be a mixed bunch; even HE can’t keep humans from going off on crazy tangents.  Confucius set about composing recipes for a prosaic, earthly harmony advertised as the ‘be all and end all.’  Zoroaster picked up this Manichean nonsense that was circulating around Persia and then really lost it with that fire-worship sorcery.  Plato’s fatal flaw was being too Greek – became compulsive about explaining everything in cerebral terms.  The guy was out of touch with the experiential.  HF thought the Greeks were awesome in almost everything, but woefully wanting in religious imagination.  Only Lao Tzu and Siddhartha fulfilled HIS mission.  It wasn’t good enough, though.  They, too, ran into some heavy weather; besides, their territory was limited – after all, this was before the IT revolution.’
 

 

“In a way, I was HIS chosen guide for the Greater Middle East and the Mediterranean.  Sure, there had been Moses way back.  But talk about a headstrong Prophet!  He even railed against some of the Boss’s instructions.  One time, HF heard Moses muttering something about ‘backseat drivers.’   No surprise then that Moses cast HF as the heavy and used the fear factor to make his own career move.  For HF, the Israelites are something special – but not that special as to let them hijack the spiritual Superpower.’
 

“My mission was to inveigle HF’s roadmap for getting out of the human predicament into the religious sentiments of the spiritually hide-bound who dominated my assigned territory.  The key, as HE saw it, was a soft sell.  No doctrine, no fear-mongering, no name-calling, no come-ons - no GPS for the soul.  I was to embody the spiritual truth and hint at its mysteries.  The strategy wasn’t fool-proof; HF knew that.  It did look the best of bad choices.  I guess that I was given the lead role because I’d always been a laid-back sort of guy, did a lot of musing as a kid, had no liking for metaphysics and wasn’t big on ritual either.  Then, too, I looked the part – perfect for the locale.  So, HF sort of adopted me.  Well, you know the whole unhappy story.  HE doesn’t exactly blame me.  Just has a lot of regrets.  In my debriefing, HF pointed out – more with sorrow than anger – the mistakes I’d made.  My critical error, as he saw it, was surrounding myself with a bunch of spiritually impaired followers.  The ‘so-called Apostles’, as HE refers to them.  They never had a clue as to what I was about deep down.  Here we were, following a subtle strategy, when my salesmen were better suited for writing soap opera scripts.  Small wonder the ‘Gospels’ were so full of bathos, including that libel about HF and the ‘virgin’ Mary.  Perfect material for exploitation by the desiccated lot who merchandised them.’  
 

 “The only two who HF thought amounted to anything were Thomas and Judas.  Thomas was by far the most spiritually attuned.  His writings were half-way there.  Pity that he was so conflict averse that he exiled himself from where the action was.    India of all places!  Buddhism already was well-established thanks to the big breakthrough with Ashoka.  Thomas winds up converting Malabar Hindus who exchanged wisdom, even if incomplete, for twisted doctrine.  The only thing they held onto was caste – what a bargain.’
 

“Judas was another story.  I tried to force feed him HF’s message when I realized what a jam I was in.  It was a ‘Hail Mary’ try (if you’ll excuse the expression) that almost worked.  Judas, though, was too spiritually dense to plumb those depths.  His ‘Gospel’ is maddeningly confused and inconsistent.  Also, the poor guy got such a swollen head about my making him my own prophet that he lost track of how to sell the message.  The others ran roughshod over him.’
 

“Then there was Mary Magdalene.  A sore point for HF – and for me.  HE takes me to task for not seeing what an asset she could be.  The pieces were all there.  A working class woman who achieves spiritual eminence; a human love affair that gets transmuted into an elevation of two souls; a living rebuke to the ‘desert flagellants’ who had made something sinful of humans’ God-given sexuality; a demonstration of how the mix of love, sensuality, beauty and insight into the nature of the universe could lift the spirits to where HIS design could be perceived.  I blew it.   I was too scared at being head over heels in love with a woman while on such a delicate mission.  A Tantrist I wasn’t.’ 
 

“The mission was pretty much a lost cause by the time they crucified me.  That wasn’t in HF’s script.  He planned to have me plant the seeds of spiritual insight as long as Lao Tzu and Siddhartha had.  How it ended, by then, would have been unimportant, I’d just peter-out.  Provoking the priests and Pilate was not a brilliant idea.  It wasn’t intentional, but I should have been more prudent.  I guess that, as a rube from the sticks, I just let the Jerusalem scene go to my head.’  
 

 “HF made one last try with Mohammed.  To his credit, Mohammed did a nice job of purifying religious thinking in the Middle East.  He was still hung up on the jealous God bit, though, and headed right into the blind alley of dogma and ritual.’
 

“Sometimes, we prophets get together and reminisce.  Kind of like veterans who swap war stories.  Funny how we’ve kept figments of our earthly character.   Moses, Mohammed and me (the ‘people of the scalpel’ as Mohammed calls us) still have sand in our espadrilles. Maybe that’s why HF prefers to hang out with the oriental guys and a couple of their Sufi pals when HE’s in the mood for company.  Those two, to this day, pass around the ganja even as HF joshes them that they’re already HERE.
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