


YESHUA’S LAMB

Miriam smiled as she saw her ten year old son running toward their home in the Galilean hills close to Mt. Carmel. “Mother, I saw the most wonderful thing today,” Yeshua exclaimed. “I was walking in the fields and I saw a shepherd kneeling by a sheep. I ran over and it was a mother giving birth! Mother, I saw a baby lamb born today! It was yucky and beautiful at the same time. Even though the mom was tired and in pain the lamb’s mother started licking the lamb. He was so bloody! After some time the lamb got up on its feet and started drinking his mother’s milk. She was so tired and yet she stood there giving milk. It was awesome! I asked the shepherd if I could pet the lamb and he said it was okay. He was so soft and wet.”  Yeshua stopped talking and was silent for some time. He walked over to Miriam and looking into her eyes quietly asked, “When you gave birth to me and Yoachim and Rebecca did you have a lot of pain?” Miriam smiled and hugged Yeshua. Stepping back while still holding his shoulders she stated, “Yes son, there is pain in giving birth, but it left quickly because of the joy I felt in holding and nursing you. Life is a precious gift from The Holy One and we mothers are honored in our ability to give birth to Love. That is what you and all children and all baby lambs are – a gift of Love from The Holy One.”

 Yeshua did not immediately comment, but looked toward the field where the baby lamb was probably nursing. Mary asked, “What are you thinking about Yeshua?” He replied, “Mother, I know what’s going to happen to that lamb. The shepherd is not like us. He believes that lambs are food and that special unblemished lambs are meant to be sacrificed at the Temple in Jerusalem. Like all outsiders they don’t have reverence for life like we Nazoraeans do. Why can’t they feel the wrong it is to take the lamb’s life? How can they kill the lamb?” Yeshua started crying and tears began to fall from his eyes. “Why can’t they know and see what we know and see? Why can’t they have love in their hearts for the lambs like we do? Why do they have hearts of stone? We’ve never eaten meat! The lamb is so beautiful and so innocent. How could anyone kill it? What kind of heart does a person have who can kill a lamb?”
Miriam sighed and replied, “The shepherds and the outsiders live in a world with different values. Their scriptures say God ordered them to have lambs killed for Passover and have other animals killed for other sacrificial offerings at the Temple. We Nazoraeans believe their scriptures are false teachings and that God wants compassion and mercy for all beings in the creation. The outsiders kill because they have been taught for centuries by their culture that it’s the right thing. Their hearts become closed to the suffering of the lamb. Most don’t do the killing themselves. Most don’t see the tortuous, bloody suffering of the animals being slaughtered. When they feast on the flesh of the lamb they try not to think of the lamb dancing, jumping and kicking in the field.”

As Miriam wiped some tears from her son’s eyes Yeshua asked, “Mother, how can a lamb be born to die?” Miriam caressed her son and holding him close to heart whispered into his ear, “Yes, my dear beloved son, indeed, how can a lamb be born to die?”
A few days later near sunset Yeshua came home and saw his father Yoseph in his carpenter’s shop. “Father, I played today with the new lamb. We ran in the field together. I gave him a name. His name is Isa.” Yoseph chuckled and said approvingly, “Isa for the prophet Isaiah. ‘And the wolf shall lie down with the lamb. They shall not hurt nor destroy in all of my holy mountain for the earth shall be full of the knowledge of the Lord.’ Yeshua, you know what’s going to happen to Isa! He looks unblemished and is perfect for next year’s Passover sacrifice. Maybe you shouldn’t get too close to this lamb. Maybe giving him a name is not a good idea.” “Father, I know we’re Nazoraeans, but we’re also Jews and as Jews we’re supposed to go the Temple three times a year for the rituals. We go to Jerusalem and eat with our Essene brothers and sisters, but you’ve never taken me to the Temple yet. Why haven’t you taken me to the Temple?” Yeshua asked.
Yoseph looked at his son, dropped his head, looked south to Jerusalem and sighed, “As Nazoraeans, it’s a hard thing to witness. Yeshua, there’s so much bleeting, bellowing, and moaning of the animals about to be sacrificed. They know what’s happening all around them and they know they are next! They’re terrified! There’s so much blood being spurted from the animals’ veins as the heart continues to pump. It becomes a river a blood! Yeshua, it’s a river of 

ritual blood!” Yoseph wept. Yeshua walked over to his father and hugged him. Feeling the love in his son’s embrace Yoseph sobbed with deep moans and groans feeling the pain, the terror, and the suffering of the sacrificed animals. After a few minutes, Yeshua sat his father on a chair, went outside for a cup of water and brought it to Yoseph. ”Thank you, my son. Yeshua, my dear beloved son, you’ve been spared the sight of the Temple holocausts because it’s a horrible sight for us who know that the other creatures of God’s creation are neither meant to be our food nor our sacrifices. Once you hear their cries, once you see their deaths, once, you smell the blood, the urine, the feces, once you feel the terror in the air – you never forget it. It becomes part of you. It’s horrible. Yeshua, I want to spare you and Yoachim that horror!” Yeshua responded, “Father, I am ten years old. In three years I will be a man. It’s time I see more of the outside world. I need to experience what you have experienced. I need to experience the Temple Holocaust.” 
Yoseph responded, “My son, it’s so overwhelming for us Nazoraeans! I get so emotional there when I see the suffering of the animals and birds. I cry and I get angry! My heart burns within me! At times I think about upsetting the cages of the birds and letting the animals go free. I feel like taking a whip to the people who are so uncaring. They are so thoughtless, so cruel! But then I remind myself – ‘Yoseph, you are a husband and a father, you have a family for which you must care. Yoseph, if you lost control and acted like a righteous prophet you’d be arrested and probably stoned as a heretic.’ Yeshua, what good would it do? The Temple priests have so many guards! The Romans kill troublemakers. We Nazoraeans are just few in numbers.” Yeshua responded with resolve in his voice, “Father, I pray it will be God’s will and yours for us to go to 
the Temple Passover sacrifice next year. There’s a voice within me saying I must experience it for myself. I believe it’s the voice of the Shekinah father. I believe the Spirit is calling for me to make witness to this Holocaust myself.”
A few months later, Yeshua and his younger brother Joachim were playing with Isa and the shepherd’s other lambs in a field. After some joyous romping the boys laid down in the green pasture. Soon Isa came up to them and nuzzled Yeshua’s elbow. Yeshua remarked, “Yoachim isn’t it amazing! Psalm 23 has the image of God as a good shepherd. He takes care of us, protects us, leads us into green pastures, and provides us with all goodness. At the end it says, ‘Mercy shall follow me all the days of my life.’ How can the outsiders say that Psalm and then kill the lamb? That’s not goodness, that’s not mercy! They are unknowing, uncaring hypocrites!” Yoachim replied, “Yes brother, we are fortunate never to have eaten the flesh of another being of life killed for us. We’ve been taught, we know, that they are our neighbors and scripture says we should love our neighbor as ourself. Isa is one-half year old. Soon he’ll be killed. Maybe we should take him from the shepherd. I know it’s wrong to steal, but which is the greater sin – to steal or to kill? Wouldn’t it be justified to save Isa’s life?”
Yeshua pondered Yoachim’s question and replied, “What good would it do? We are not going to kill Isa; the shepherd and the priests will do that and Isa’s blood will be on their hands. If we stole Isa, the sin of stealing would weigh on our hearts. We might save Isa, but the shepherd would just take one of the other lambs and have it sacrificed. We’d get into trouble for breaking the Law. We might make trouble for other Nazoraeans. Father and mother have always taught 
us to have respect for the right of people to choose for themselves how to live – no matter how wrong they are and no matter how many bad decisions they make.” Yeshua looked at the little lamb by his side and said, “Isa, we are born to die, some of us sooner than others. May our deaths have some meaning and purpose.”
A half year later the time for Passover was near. Yoseph, Yeshua now eleven, and Yoachim joined the caravan of Galileans, including a large number of Nazoraeans and Essenes from the Mt. Carmel area on the three day journey to Jerusalem. Miriam did not join them for she was again with child. The shepherd who owned Isa was also in the group and allowed Yeshua and Yoachim to help him guide the Passover lambs south. Isa was now a one year old lamb and was unblemished. He had grown to be a wonderful lamb. He was one of about forty lambs being guided towards Jerusalem – to their deaths – to their holocausts!
Three days later they arrived. As always, when they came over the top of the hill and saw the gleaming gold of the Temple they stood in awe for a few seconds, watching the dazzling diamonds of reflected Temple light, watching the smoke curl up from the Temple altars, and being amazed at the swirl of human activity in and surrounding the Temple. At first Yoseph smiled, but then his countenance fell as he began to smell the smoke of the holocausts below.  The shepherd quietly led Isa and the other sheep down the hillside and through the city gate. Soon they were on the Temple Mount and were guided into a holding area. The three Nazoraeans followed silently. Yeshua found Isa in the group of lambs and called to him. Isa heard Yeshua’s voice and made his way to his friend. Yeshua reached through the wood fence 
and patted Isa on the nose, between the eyes, and between the ears on the top of his head. Yeshua said, “Isa, I’m sorry my friend for what will soon happen to you. I’m sorry we Nazoraeans haven’t done enough to convince the outsiders that what they are doing is wrong. I hope your death will be swift. I call for the angels of mercy to have mercy on your soul and on the souls who will soon take your life. God doesn’t want your blood. God wants mercy and compassion. God wants love. I love you Isa. I will remember you always.” 
After a few hours it was the shepherd’s turn for Isa’s sacrifice. Yeshua followed the shepherd as he led Isa to the Temple priests. Yeshua’s senses were overwhelmed by what he saw, heard, and smelled around him. Scores of priests were in varying degrees of sacrificial holocaust. Some were tying the lambs’ hind legs together, some were cutting the necks of the bleeting lambs, some were cutting the flesh into different portions – some for the sacrifice, some for the priests, and some for the evening’s Passover meal. Blood was spurting from the necks of many upside down lambs and falling upon the priests who robes were drenched in blood. The lambs’ blood was flowing under the hanging lambs. Yeshua was horrified. Suddenly, he saw a priest take Isa and tie his feet together and quickly swung his back legs over one of the horns of the altar. It seemed to Yeshua as if Isa was looking directly at him when with one deft slash of the ritual knife the priest cut Isa’s throat and his heart started pumping his life-giving blood out- spurt, by horrifying spurt. Yeshua left out a groan of grief and exclaimed, “Isa!” Yoseph came up from behind and placed his hands on Yeshua’s shoulders. Instead of turning away into the comfort of his father’s embrace, Yeshua forced himself to continue watching Isa’s holocaust. 

After Isa stopped kicking and the blood stopped draining, the priest took him off the hook, skinned him, and gave him to another priest in line who quietly carved him into pieces. As Yeshua watched, he heard the words of other Temple priests who were reciting Psalm 118:22 as Isa’s sacrifice was completed: “The stone which the builders rejected has become the chief cornerstone. This is The LORD’s doing; it is marvelous in our sight. This is the day that The LORD has made; let us exult and rejoice on it. O LORD, deliver us. O LORD, let us prosper. May he who enters be blessed in the name of The LORD; we bless you from the house of The LORD.  The LORD is God; he has given us light; bind the festal offering to the horns of the altar with cords.”
Yeshua walked over to the river of blood which flowed from the altar, bent down and put his hands in the blood of the lambs. Only one priest noticed in the midst of all of the activity, but he was aghast at Yeshua’s “sinful” behavior.  Yoseph quickly pulled Yeshua away and quickly walked away from the glaring priest. As they left the Temple area Yeshua shouted, “How can they do that? It’s horrible! So many lambs! So much blood on their hands! So much death! God can’t want that!” Yoseph quickly said, “Yeshua you must not say these things so loud and so close to the Temple. This is their way. We could get in trouble if any of the Temple guards hear you. There are just some things in life you have to live with – and die with.”
Yoseph took Yeshua and Yoachim through the streets until they met at the gathering house of the Nazoraean Essenes. As they entered two men in white were startled when they saw Jesus and his hands and garments with blood on them. They quickly escorted them into a purifying area where they were washed and given white tunics.  A few hours later, a Nazoraean elder convened their Passover Meal. They shared the bitter herbs which reminded them of their 
ancestors’ time in Egyptian slavery. They shared the haroseth made of fruit and nuts which reminded them of the mortar which their ancestors were forced to make. They drank grape juice, for as Nazoraeans they drank no wine. In place of the Passover Lamb, they shared the unleavened bread.
Near the end of the meal, the Elder lifted a cup of grape juice, blessed it and said, “My brothers and sisters, may our Passover Meal remind us that all who breathe in the Spirit of God’s breath are not free. May sacrificial death pass over all sentient beings allowing all to freely live their lives. May the Holocaust of the outsiders end. May Peace prevail. May we brothers and sisters live in peace.” Yeshua joined his Nazoraean community in a whispered, “Amen.”
One year later, Yeshua now twelve, once again joined the Passover caravan to the South. This time Miriam joined Yoseph, Yeshua, Yoachim, Rebecca, Yoses, and Yuda on the journey. After the three day journey, Yeshua immediately went into the Temple Mount and quietly watched the holocausts. With tears in his eyes and the blood of the holocaust smoke in his nostrils, he prayed a silent prayer, “Abba, I give thanks that I know this is not your will. Give me the wisdom to know how to show others this is not your will. Give me the strength to do your will so that this yearly Passover holocaust and the daily sacrificial holocausts of flesh end. Abba, may all beings know the happiness for which you created them. Amen”
Yeshua ate the Passover meal again with his fellow Nazoraeans that evening and several days later Yoseph led his family out of Jerusalem joining the caravan north to Galilee and the Nazoraean and Essene settlements surrounding Mt. Carmel. Yeshua started out with his family but, guided by the Spirit, he felt the urge to leave the caravan and go back to the Temple again. Instead of going to the Temple altar area Yeshua knew he should sit with the Rabbis and scholars and listen to them debate the meaning of the Law and the other scriptures. He listened intently and quietly for two days. On the morning of the third day he knew it was time for him to engage his elders.  Yeshua knew he would be identified as a Nazoraean from Galilee by, his dialect, his white tunic, and the nature of his questions. He also knew he had to be careful not to offend any of his elder Jews with his comments. Guided by the Spirit, he began engaging the scholars of the traditional Law.
“My revered Rabbis and scholars of the Law. You have seen me here listening quietly and earnestly for two days now as you have so lovingly debated the meaning of The Holy One’s scriptures. We who know and love our Father in Heaven, share many beliefs, but we also have considerable disagreements about many issues as has been evident over these past days. Our brother Sadducees recognize only the first five books of scripture. Our brother Pharisees argue that God’s Spirit and Truth can be found in other writings, such as the Wisdom Writings and the Prophets. As you can see and hear, I am a Nazoraean and as such I was taught that some of the revered Law which many hold to be Holy is not truly the inspired word of God. As a child still one year away from becoming a son of the covenant, I seek you wisdom and your truth on this matter of knowing which scripture I should revere as from God and which I should see as the word of men put into the mouth of God. With so many differing opinions from so many God-fearing brothers from Abraham’s loins, how am I, only a child, to know what is God’s Word and what is not? For example, as you know, as a Nazoraean I have been taught that animals were not meant by God to be our food and to be sacrificed.”
Caiphas, a young priest, quickly interrupted Yeshua, “The sacrifices were clearly commanded by God through the great prophet Moses. In Leviticus he clearly gives us the sacred commandments concerning the sacrifices. Abraham was given a ram so that Isaac was saved from being sacrificed. There is no room for doubt in the Holy Scriptures. They are binding on all and any who cannot live by them are not Jews!” Another young man named Joseph of Arimathea who was from a wealthy family owning some merchant ships responded, “That’s true my brother Caiaphas. Some scriptures clearly call for the sacrifice of animal flesh, but remember the original intention of God was for all of us, including animals, to eat the green of the fields. That’s in the book of Genesis. He gave us seeds and nuts and the green of the fields for us all. The original plan was for there to be no killing and no taking of life. It was a Garden of Life not death.” Caiaphas responded, “Yes, we all know that, but after the Great Flood, God allowed us to eat flesh.” Yeshua listened to Caiaphas, Jospeh, and the many other elders who joined into the discussion for hours. When a pregnant silence settled over the men, moved by the Spirit, Yeshua asked, “As a Nazoraean I have been taught and I have lived by some scriptures on this issue which have guided me to this day. May I offer these prophetic voices to this dialogue in the hope that next year when I take upon myself the covenant I may truly know in my heart which words I will keep.  Hear these prophetic voices: From Hosea [6:6] we hear, ‘I desire steadfast love and not sacrifice, the knowledge of God, rather than burnt offerings.’ From Amos [5:22] we hear, ‘Even though you offer me your burnt offerings, I will not accept them.’  My beloved Isaiah [1:11-13] says, ‘I am sated with whole offerings of rams and the fat of buffaloes; I have no desire for the blood of bulls, of sheep and of goats. Whenever you come to enter my presence – who asked you for this? No more shall you trample my courts. The offer of your gifts is useless, the reek of sacrifice is abhorrent to me.’ Finally, I ask you to consider what Jeremiah [7:22] says, ‘But when I brought your forefathers out of Eqypt, I gave them no commands about whole-offering and sacrifice; I said not a word about them.’” How can all of these scriptures be the Word of God? Don’t they contradict what is said in The Law? The prophets support the teachings of my fellow Nazoraeans. The Law, however, is equally clear. How am I, a child, to know what I must believe?” A troubled silence settled over the assembly. Pharisees, Sadducees, and Nazoraeans nervously looked at one another. Finally, and very cautiously, another young and respected member of the Sandhedrin named Nicodemus spoke saying, “Yeshua’s words are sincere. I marvel how they come from one not yet a son of the covenant. My brothers, he means us no offense. We Jews have debated these questions for centuries and it appears our ancestors may be debating them after we become dust. Yeshua sincerely desires to know and do the will of God – just as we all desire. His heart is a heart which seems to be far more open to the suffering of the animals we see around us. Brothers, I must humbly admit that I too sometimes have trouble blocking out the cries of the animals as I try to settle down to sleep. Sometimes I say to myself, ‘Woe to us who have eyes that see and ears that hear.’ Then I hear a spiritual echo within, ‘Woe to those have eyes and don’t see and ears but do not hear.’” Again, a great silence covered the assembly.
Slowly from the back of the gathering a man and a woman approached Yeshua. It was Miriam and Yoseph. “Son, we have been worried about you. We thought you were with us in the caravan heading north. When after a day and one-half we discovered you were not with us we turned back to find you and discover you here debating the Law. Why have you treated us like this?” Miriam asked. Yeshua replied, “Did you not know I must be about Abba’s work?” Yoseph looked painfully at Yeshua and Miriam lowered her head. Yeshua looked at their countenance and softly said, “I am still your child and I honor you and our way. But you must know I am preparing for the time to come when I am a man and I must leave your house. Let us go home to the green pastures of Galilee. It’s time to play with the new born lambs getting big and fat for next year’s holocaust.” Saying this Yeshua rose, glanced at the Temple, smelled the smoke from the day’s offerings, and followed his parents back to Galilee.
Upon the way, Yeshua remembered his lamb Isa drinking his mother’s milk, jumping in the field, and nudging his elbow. He smiled as he remembered his friend, but his joy was soon turned to sorrow with the sudden memory of seeing his lamb hung upside down from the horns of the altar and having his throat slit by people who believed a blood sacrifice was necessary in order to be at peace with God. Yeshua knew in his heart that the prophets were right and blood sacrifice was invented by people and not willed by the God of Love who loved him and all beings equally.
[bookmark: _GoBack]As he walked, Yeshua said to himself, “May it be thy will,  Abba, that somehow, some way, I will be an instrument to bring peace to people and to the animals and end their suffering.” A little further up the road, a strong wind suddenly started blowing. He looked up and saw a dove circling above him. Yeshua smiled and said, “Hello, my beloved friend. Come Holy Spirit. Come Holy Breath.” He took a deep breath and thought, “I AM the sun, I AM the dove, I AM the wind, I AM the lamb.” He exhaled and breathing upon the world exclaimed, “O earth, earth, earth, hear the cries of the Lamb.”
