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(0:00 - 0:25)

I'm Levi, a 62-year-old Torah scholar living in a small town called Harmony Heights, nestled
somewhere in the rolling hills of Pennsylvania. It's a quiet place, the kind where everyone
knows your name, and the rhythm of life is as predictable as the seasons. I've spent my life
here, steeped in the traditions of my faith, guiding my congregation, and finding solace in the
ancient words of the Torah.

(0:25-1:13)

My days are filled with the familiar routines of a scholar's life. I wake before dawn, the first rays
of light painting the sky with hues of purple and gold. After morning prayers, I head to the
synagogue, a modest building with stained-glass windows that cast colorful patterns on the
worn wooden pews.

There, I prepare for the day's services, poring over sacred texts, my fingers tracing the familiar
Hebrew letters. My congregation is small but devoted. They come to me for guidance, for
comfort, for a connection to something larger than themselves.

I offer them what I can, a listening ear, a word of wisdom, a prayer for healing. I see the hope in
their eyes, the faith that sustains them through life's trials and tribulations. But lately, a sense
of unease has settled upon me.

(1:14 - 2:15)

It's a subtle thing, a whisper in the back of my mind, a shadow that follows me wherever I go. I
find myself questioning things I once held as absolute truths. The world outside Harmony
Heights seems to be changing, and the old ways no longer seem to hold all the answers.

My wife, Miriam, notices the change in me. She sees the worry lines etched on my forehead, the
way my gaze drifts off into the distance during our evening meals. She tries to comfort me, to
reassure me that everything will be all right, but her words feel hollow, like echoes in an empty
room.

One evening, on March 14th, as we sit on our porch, watching the fireflies dance in the twilight,
Miriam turns to me, her eyes filled with concern. Levi, she says softly, what's troubling you? You
haven't been yourself lately. I hesitate, unsure of how to articulate the turmoil within me.

I don't know, Miriam, I finally say. It's just, everything feels so uncertain these days. The world is
changing, and I'm not sure where we fit in anymore.
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(2:16 - 3:05)

Miriam reaches out and takes my hand, her touch grounding me in the present moment. We'll
face it together, Levi, she says, just like we always have. We have our faith, our community, and
each other.

That's all that matters. Her words offer a small measure of comfort, but the unease remains. It's
like a knot in my stomach, a constant reminder that something is amiss.

I try to push it aside, to focus on my duties, but it's always there, lurking beneath the surface.
One day, a traveling merchant comes to Harmony Heights. He's a charismatic man with a
twinkle in his eye and a silver tongue.

He sets up his stall in the town square, his wares spread out on colorful blankets. He sells exotic
spices, finely woven fabrics, and strange trinkets from faraway lands. But it's not his
merchandise that draws the attention of the townspeople.

(3:05 - 6:09)

It's his stories. He tells tales of distant cities, of wondrous inventions, of new ways of thinking
that challenge the old traditions. He speaks of a world beyond Harmony Heights, a world that is
both exciting and terrifying.

I find myself drawn to the merchant's stall, listening to his stories with a mixture of fascination
and apprehension. He speaks of a new age dawning, an age of reason and enlightenment. He
challenges the old dogmas, the ancient beliefs that have guided my life for so long.

One afternoon, on April 2nd, as I'm listening to the merchant, he turns to me, his eyes piercing.
Scholar, he says, you seem troubled. What weighs so heavily on your heart? I'm taken aback by
his directness.

... I don't know, I stammer. It's just, everything seems so different now. The world is changing,
and I'm not sure what to make of it.

The merchant smiles knowingly. Change is inevitable, Scholar, he says. It's the nature of the
universe, but it's not something to be feared.

It's an opportunity for growth, for new understanding. His words strike a chord within me. I
find myself drawn to his perspective, to the idea that there might be more to life than the
familiar routines of Harmony Heights.

I start spending more time at the merchant's stall, listening to his stories, engaging in
discussions about philosophy and theology. Miriam is worried about my growing fascination
with the merchant. She sees it as a distraction, a deviation from the path we've always followed.

Levi, she pleads, be careful. This man's words are dangerous. They could lead you astray.



I try to reassure her, to explain that I'm just exploring new ideas, but she remains unconvinced.
A rift begins to grow between us, a silence that stretches like a chasm. One fateful day, the
merchant announces that he's leaving Harmony Heights.

He's moving on to other towns, other places, spreading his message of change and
enlightenment. He invites me to join him, to leave behind the familiar comforts of my life, and
embark on a journey of discovery. I'm torn.

Part of me yearns to stay, to remain in the world I know, surrounded by the people I love. But
another part of me, a part that has been awakened by the merchant's words, longs for
something more. I feel a pull towards the unknown, a desire to explore the world beyond
Harmony Heights.

That night, I have a vivid dream. I'm standing at a crossroads, two paths stretching out before
me. One path is well worn and familiar, lined with the faces of my family and friends.

The other path is shrouded in mist, its destination unknown. In the dream, I hear a voice, a
voice that seems to come from within me. Choose wisely, Levy, the voice says.

The path you take will determine your destiny. I wake up in a cold sweat, the dream lingering in
my mind like a haunting melody. I know what I must do.

I can't ignore the call of the unknown any longer. I have to see what lies beyond the horizon.
The next morning, I tell Miriam of my decision.

(6:09 - 6:20)

She's heartbroken, but she understands. She knows that I can't deny the yearning in my heart.
We embrace, tears streaming down our faces, knowing that our lives will never be the same.

(6:21 - 6:41)

I pack a small bag, taking only the essentials, a few changes of clothes, my prayer shawl, and a
worn copy of the Torah. I leave a note for my congregation, explaining my absence, asking for
their forgiveness. As I walk out of Harmony Heights, the sun rising behind me, casting long
shadows on the road ahead, I feel a mixture of excitement and trepidation.

(6:42 -7:29)

I'm leaving behind everything I've ever known, stepping into a world of uncertainty. But I'm
also embracing the unknown, opening myself up to new possibilities. The journey is long and
arduous.

I travel on foot, by horse-drawn carriage, and occasionally by train. I encounter all sorts of
people along the way, farmers, merchants, scholars, and vagabonds. Each encounter shapes
me, challenges my preconceived notions, broadens my understanding of the world.



One evening, on May 29th, as I'm sitting by a campfire, sharing a meal with a group of fellow
travelers, I meet a man named Jacob. He's an older man, with a weathered face and kind eyes.
He tells me that he's a former preacher, a man who has also left behind his old life in search of
something more.

(7:29 - 8:27)

We talk late into the night, sharing our stories, our hopes, and our fears. Jacob tells me about
his own spiritual journey, his struggles with doubt, his search for truth. He speaks of a God who
is both loving and just, a God who desires a personal relationship with each of us.

Jacob's words resonate with me. They echo the questions that have been swirling in my mind
for months. I find myself drawn to his wisdom, to his gentle spirit.

We become friends, companions on the road, sharing our insights and supporting each other
along the way. One day, on June 12th, as we're traveling through a dense forest, we come
across a hidden grove. In the center of the grove is a small, ancient-looking chapel.

It's made of stone, covered in moss, and seems to have been forgotten by time. Curiosity gets
the better of us, and we decide to explore the chapel. As we step inside, we're struck by a sense
of peace, a stillness that permeates the air.

(8:28 - 8:43)

The chapel is empty, except for a single wooden cross that hangs on the far wall. As I gaze at
the cross, I feel a strange sensation, a tingling that starts in my toes and spreads throughout
my body. I feel light-headed, dizzy, as if the world is spinning around me.

(8:43 -10:00)

Suddenly, the ground beneath me gives way, and I feel myself falling. I reach out, trying to grab
onto something, but there's nothing there. I'm falling into darkness, into an abyss that seems
to have no end.

And then, everything goes black. I don't know how long I was unconscious. It could have been
minutes, hours, or even days.

But when I finally open my eyes, I'm no longer in the chapel. I'm somewhere else, somewhere
different. I'm lying on a soft bed, in a room filled with a warm golden light.

The air is clean and fresh, and I can hear the faint sound of music, like angels singing in the
distance. I sit up, my head spinning, and look around. The room is simple, but elegant, with
white walls and a single window that looks out onto a breathtaking landscape.

I see rolling hills, lush green meadows, and a crystal-clear river that winds its way through the
valley below. As I'm taking in the beauty of my surroundings, a figure appears in the doorway.



It's a man, tall and radiant, with a gentle smile and eyes that seem to hold the wisdom of the
ages.

He's dressed in a simple white robe, and his presence fills the room with a sense of peace and
serenity. Welcome, Levi, the man says, his voice like a soothing melody. I've been expecting
you.

(10:01 - 11:36)

I stare at him, speechless, my mind struggling to comprehend what's happening. Who are you?
I finally manage to ask. The man smiles.

I am who I am, he says, and you, Levi, are about to discover the truth. The truth, the word
echoes in my mind, a promise and a threat all at once. What truth is he talking about? And why
am I here? As if reading my thoughts, the man gestures towards the window.

Come, Levi, he says, let me show you. I follow him to the window, my heart pounding in my
chest. As I look out at the landscape below, I gasp in awe.

It's the most beautiful place I've ever seen, a paradise beyond my wildest dreams. But as I
continue to gaze at the scene, I notice something else. In the distance, I see a dark cloud, a
shadow that seems to be spreading across the land.

It's a stark contrast to the beauty of the surrounding landscape, a reminder that even in
paradise, darkness can exist. What is that? I ask, pointing towards the cloud. The man's smile
fades and his expression becomes serious.

That, Levi, he says, is the truth you must face. The radiant being led me out of the room and
into a vast expanse. It was like walking into a dream, a place where the laws of nature seemed
to bend to a higher power.

The air was filled with a light that didn't come from any sun, and the colors were more vibrant
than anything I had ever seen on earth. Where are we? I asked, my voice barely above a
whisper. We are beyond the veil, Levi, the being replied, a place between worlds where the
spiritual and the physical intersect.

(11:37-12:38)

As we walked, I saw figures in the distance, some glowing with a light similar to the being
beside me, others shrouded in a dim haze. They seem to be going about their business, some
engaged in conversations, others lost in contemplation. Who are they? I inquired.

My curiosity peaked. They are souls, Levi, the being explained, souls who have departed from
the earthly realm and now reside in the spiritual. We continued our journey, and the landscape
began to change.



The vibrant colors faded, replaced by a dull grayness. The air grew heavy, and a sense of
unease settled upon me. What is this place? I asked, my voice trembling slightly.

This is the outer edge of Gehenna, the being said, his voice somber, a place of waiting where
souls are judged according to their deeds in life. I looked around, and I saw figures huddled
together, their faces etched with fear and despair. They were the souls who had not lived
according to God's commandments, the ones who had turned away from the light and
embraced darkness.

(12:39 - 12:54)

A chill ran down my spine as I realized the gravity of the situation. These souls were waiting for
their final judgment, a judgment that would determine their eternal fate. Is there no hope for
them? I asked, my heart aching for their plight.

(12:55 - 14:06)

Hope remains as long as there is breath in the body, the being replied. But once the soul
departs, the choices made in life determine the path ahead. Those who reject the son, though
they claim to follow the father, will find themselves in a place of eternal fire, a fire that is very
real and very painful.

This is the fate of those who do not accept the true path. We moved further into the grayness,
and the atmosphere grew even more oppressive. I could feel the weight of sin, the burden of
regret, pressing down on me.

The heat intensified, and I could smell the stench of sulfur. I saw before me a vast lake of fire,
with tormented souls writhing in agony. The screams of the damned echoed through the air, a
terrifying chorus of pain and despair.

Suddenly, a figure emerged from the shadows. It was a man I recognized, a member of my
congregation back in Harmony Heights. He had been a good man, or so I thought, always
attending services, always contributing to the community.

His name was David, and he was 58 years old. But here, in this place of judgment, he was
different. His eyes were filled with terror, his body trembling uncontrollably.

(14:07 - 14:24)

Scholar, he cried out, his voice hoarse. Help me, I don't want to go to the fire. I followed the
Torah, I kept the commandments.

I tried to approach him to offer him comfort, but the radiant being held me back. It is not your
place, Levi, he said. Each soul must face their own judgment.

(14:25 - 14:53)



He had the opportunity to know the truth, but he rejected it. He followed a path that leads only
to destruction. I watched in horror as David was led away by shadowy figures towards the lake
of fire, his screams echoing in the emptiness.

It was a stark reminder of the consequences of our actions, the importance of living a righteous
life and accepting the true path to salvation. Come, Levi, the being said, his voice gentle but
firm. There is more you must see.

(14:54 - 15:13)

We continued our journey, leaving the grayness behind and entering a realm of blinding light.
It was so bright that I had to shield my eyes, but even then, I could feel its warmth, its purity
washing over me. This is the threshold of Gan Eden, the being explained, the place of eternal
rest where the righteous dwell in the presence of God.

(15:14 - 16:42)

I looked around and I saw figures bathed in light, their faces radiant with joy and peace. They
were the souls who had lived according to God's commandments, the ones who had chosen the
path of righteousness and followed it to the end, accepting Yeshua as their Savior. Among
them, I saw familiar faces, my parents, my grandparents and other members of my family who
had passed away years ago.

They were younger, healthier, their bodies free from the ravages of time and disease. My
mother saw me and rushed towards me, her arms outstretched. Levi, my son, she cried out, her
voice filled with love.

We embraced and I felt a sense of peace I had never known before. It was as if all the pain, all
the sorrow, all the burdens of my earthly life were lifted from my shoulders. You're here,
mother, I said, tears streaming down my face.

You're really here. Yes, my son, she replied, and we have been waiting for you. We have
accepted Yeshua, the true Messiah, the Son of God, and through him we have found eternal
life.

I spent what felt like an eternity in Gan Eden, reuniting with loved ones, experiencing the pure
joy of being in the presence of God. It was a place of perfect harmony where there was no pain,
no suffering, no sorrow, but even in this paradise there was a sense of incompleteness. I knew
that my time here was limited, that I had to return to the world of the living, to the world of
pain and suffering.

(16:43 - 19:02)

Why am I here? I asked the radiant being who had been my constant companion throughout
this journey. Why have you shown me all of this? You are here, Levi, the being replied, because



you have a mission to fulfill. You have been chosen to deliver a message, a message that the
world desperately needs to hear.

A message? What message could I, a simple Torah scholar from a small town, possibly deliver
to the world? The Messiah has come, Levi, the being said, his voice filled with urgency, and he is
not who you think he is. He is God, very God of very God, begotten, not made, being of one
substance with the Father and the Holy Spirit. My mind reeled.

The Messiah? Not who I think he is. What did that mean? The one you call the Messiah, the
being continued, is a deceiver, a false prophet who leads his followers astray. The true Messiah
is Yeshua of Nazareth, the Son of God, who came to earth to save humanity from sin.

He is the way, the truth, and the life. No one comes to the Father except through him. Yeshua?
Jesus? The one the Christians worshipped? Could it be true? Could everything I had believed my
entire life be wrong? But, but the Torah, I stammered, the prophets, they spoke of a different
Messiah.

The Torah and the prophets spoke of Yeshua, the being said, but their words were
misinterpreted, twisted to fit the desires of those who rejected the truth. Only through faith in
Yeshua, through his sacraments, and through living a life of love and service can one find true
salvation. It is a narrow path, and few find it, but it is the only path that leads to eternal life.

I was overwhelmed, confused, my world turned upside down. Everything I thought I knew
about God, about the Messiah, about my own faith, was being challenged. You must return to
the world, Levi, the being said, and you must tell them the truth.

You must tell them about Yeshua, the true Messiah, the only way to salvation. You must tell
them that he is God, equal to the Father and the Holy Spirit, and that salvation comes through
faith in him, through his sacraments, and through good works inspired by his love. But how
could I? How could I go back to my congregation, to my community, and tell them that
everything they believed was wrong? They would think I was mad, a heretic.

(19:03 - 19:30)

I can't, I said, shaking my head. They won't believe me. They will believe, the being said, his
voice firm, because you will have the evidence, the experience to back up your words.

You have seen the truth with your own eyes, Levi. Now you must share it with the world. The
evidence? What evidence did I have other than my own experience, which could easily be
dismissed as a dream, a hallucination, as if reading my thoughts, the being smiled.

(19:30 - 20:38)

You will have a sign, Levi, he said, a sign that will prove the truth of your words. A sign? What
kind of sign? Before I could ask, the radiant being placed his hand on my forehead. A jolt of



energy surged through my body, and I felt a strange sensation, as if something was being
imprinted on my very soul.

This is the sign, the being said, the mark of the true Messiah. It will be a reminder of your
journey, a testament to the truth you have seen. And with those words, the light around me
intensified, and I felt myself being pulled away, back to the world of the living, back to the world
of pain and suffering, but also back to the world of hope and redemption.

I knew that my life would never be the same. I had seen the truth, and I could not unsee it. I
had a mission to fulfill, a message to deliver, even if it meant facing ridicule, rejection, and
persecution.

The journey back was a blur. I felt myself falling, spinning, until I finally landed with a thud on
something hard and cold. I opened my eyes, and I was back in the ancient chapel, lying on the
stone floor, the wooden cross still hanging on the wall.

(20:39 - 22:26)

Jacob was kneeling beside me, his face etched with worry. Levi, thank God you're alive! He
exclaimed, helping me to my feet. I thought I had lost you.

It has been three days. I looked at him, my mind still reeling from the experience. Jacob, I said,
my voice hoarse.

I've seen it. I've seen the truth. He looked at me, confused.

The truth? What are you talking about? I told him everything, about the radiant being, about
Gehenna and Gan Eden, about the true Messiah, Yeshua. I told him about the sign, the mark on
my forehead. Jacob listened patiently, his expression a mixture of skepticism and concern.

When I was finished, he shook his head. Levi, he said gently, I think you hit your head harder
than I thought. You've been through a lot.

Maybe you just had a vivid dream. A dream? Was it possible? Could the entire experience have
been nothing more than a figment of my imagination? But then I remembered the sign, the
mark on my forehead. I reached up and touched it, feeling a slight tingling sensation.

It was real. The experience was real. It wasn't a dream, Jacob, I said, my voice firm.

It was real, and I have to tell everyone. Jacob looked at me, his eyes filled with a mixture of pity
and fear. Levi, he said, be careful.

This kind of talk can be dangerous. People won't understand. They might even try to hurt you.

I knew he was right, but I couldn't keep silent. I had a mission, a responsibility to share the
truth, no matter the cost. I have to try, Jacob, I said.



I have to tell them about Yeshua. He's the only way, the only hope for salvation. Jacob sighed.

I can't stop you, Levi, he said, but I fear for you. I fear for what might happen. I knew the risks,
but I also knew that I couldn't live with myself if I didn't at least try.

(22:27 - 23:58)

I had been given a gift, a glimpse beyond the veil, and I had to share it with the world. I'll be
careful, Jacob, I said, but I have to do this. It's my calling.

And with that, I left the chapel, stepping back into the world, a changed man with a message
that could either save or condemn those who heard it. The journey ahead would be difficult,
dangerous, but I was ready. I had seen the truth, and I would not be silenced.

The journey back to Harmony Heights was a long and arduous one. My body ached, my mind
was in turmoil, and my heart was heavy with the weight of the message I carried. Jacob, bless
his soul, stayed with me, offering what support he could, though I knew he didn't fully
understand or believe what I had experienced.

As we walked, I couldn't help but replay the events in my mind. The radiant being, the realms of
Gehenna and Gan Eden, the revelation of Yeshua as the true Messiah, it all felt so surreal, yet so
undeniably real. The mark on my forehead, the lingering tingling sensation, served as a
constant reminder of the truth I had witnessed.

But how was I to convey this truth to others? How could I, a respected Torah scholar, a leader in
my community, suddenly declare that everything we had believed for generations was wrong?
The thought was daunting, terrifying even. Levi, Jacob said one evening, on July 2nd, as we sat
by a crackling campfire, you seem troubled. What's weighing so heavily on your mind? I sighed,
staring into the flames.

(23:59 - 24:02)
I'm just thinking about what awaits us in Harmony Heights, I replied.
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(0:00 - 0:19)

How am I going to tell them? How will they react? Jacob placed a comforting hand on my
shoulder. You'll find a way, Levi, he said. You're a wise and respected man.

People will listen to you. But this is different, Jacob, I said, shaking my head. This isn't just a
matter of interpreting scripture or offering guidance.

(0:19 - 0:30)

This is a complete upheaval of everything we believe. They'll think I've gone mad. Perhaps,
Jacob said thoughtfully, but perhaps some will be open to hearing what you have to say.

(0:30 - 0:40)

You never know who might be searching for the truth, just as you were. His words offered a
small glimmer of hope. Maybe he was right.

(0:41 - 1:05)

Maybe there were others in Harmony Heights, in the world, who were also questioning, who
were also seeking something more. As we neared Harmony Heights, my anxiety grew. I could
see the familiar rooftops in the distance, the synagogue standing tall in the center of town.

It was a sight that once brought me comfort, but now filled me with trepidation. Are you ready
for this, Levi? Jacob asked, his eyes filled with concern. I took a deep breath.

(1:06 - 1:11)
I have to be, I replied. I can't keep this to myself. It's too important.
(1:12-1:28)

We entered Harmony Heights in the late afternoon on July 5th. The town was quiet, the streets
mostly empty as people prepared for the Sabbath. I could feel the eyes of the townspeople on
me as we walked towards the synagogue, their expressions a mixture of curiosity and
suspicion.

(1:28 - 1:39)

Word of my return had spread quickly. A small crowd had gathered outside the synagogue,
eager to hear about my travels, my experiences. I could see Miriam in the crowd.
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(1:40 - 2:00)

Her face etched with worry, her eyes searching mine. I stood before them, my heart pounding
in my chest. This was it, the moment of truth.

My friends, my family, I began, my voice trembling slightly. I have returned from a long journey,
a journey that has changed me in ways I never thought possible. I paused, taking in their
expectant faces.

(2:01 - 2:14)

I have seen things, I continued, things that have challenged everything I believed, everything
we have been taught. A murmur rippled through the crowd. I could see the confusion, the
disbelief in their eyes.

(2:14 - 2:27)

I have seen the afterlife, I declared, my voice growing stronger. I have seen the realms of
Gehenna and Gan Eden, and I have met the true Messiah. The crowd erupted in a cacophony of
gasps, shouts, and questions.

(2:28 - 2:36)

What are you saying, scholar? someone yelled. Have you lost your mind? The Messiah? another
voice cried out. But we are still waiting for the Messiah.

(2:36 - 2:49)

I raised my hands, trying to calm the Utazite crowd. Please, I pleaded, hear me out, what I have
to say is of the utmost importance. Slowly, the crowd quieted down, their attention fixed on me.

(2:49 - 3:07)

I took a deep breath and began to tell them my story. I told them about the radiant being,
about the journey through the spiritual realms, about the revelation of Yeshua as the true
Messiah, who is also God himself. I spoke for what felt like hours, pouring out my heart, sharing
every detail of my experience.

(3:08 - 3:22)

I told them about the sign, the mark on my forehead, a testament to the truth I had witnessed.
I told them about the lake of fire in Gehenna, the eternal punishment for those who reject
Yeshua. As I spoke, I could see the reactions of the crowd shifting.

(3:23-3:33)

Some remained skeptical, their faces hardened with disbelief. Others were intrigued, their eyes



wide with wonder. And some, like Miriam, were simply terrified, their faces pale with fear.
(3:34 - 3:44)

When I finished, a heavy silence fell over the crowd. No one spoke, no one moved. They just
stared at me, their minds struggling to process what they had just heard.

(3:45 - 3:54)

Then, a voice broke the silence. It was old Abraham, one of the most respected elders in the
community. Scholar, he said, his voice trembling with age and emotion.

(3:55-4:03)

What you say is, it's blasphemy. It goes against everything we believe, everything we have been
taught. I know it sounds unbelievable, Abraham, I replied.

(4:04 - 4:11)
But I swear to you it's the truth. I saw it with my own eyes. But the Torah, another man shouted.
(4:11 - 4:24)

The prophets, they spoke of a different Messiah, a Messiah who would restore Israel to its
former glory. The Torah and the prophets spoke of Yeshua, I said, my voice firm. But their
words were misinterpreted.

(4:24 - 4:39)

Twisted to fit our own desires. He is the Messiah, and he is God, and salvation comes only
through him, through faith, through his sacraments, and through a life of good works. The
arguments went back and forth, a heated debate that lasted late into the night.

(4:40 - 4:59)

Some accused me of being a false prophet, a heretic, who had been led astray by the forces of
evil. Others were more open-minded, willing to at least consider the possibility that I might be
telling the truth. Miriam remained silent throughout the debate, her eyes fixed on me, her
expression unreadable.

(5:00 - 5:14)

I could only imagine the turmoil she must be feeling, the conflict between her love for me and
her devotion to our faith. As the night wore on, I grew weary. The debate seemed to be going
nowhere, the divide between me and my community growing wider with each passing
moment.



(5:15 - 5:20)
It's no use, I said finally. You don't believe me. You think I've gone mad.
(5:21 - 5:31)

We don't know what to think, scholar, Abraham said, his voice softer now. This is all so, so
unexpected, so different from anything we've ever known. I understand, I said.

(5:32 - 5:38)

It's a lot to take in, but I implore you, don't dismiss it out of hand. Consider what I've said.
Search your hearts.

(5:39 - 5:48)

Seek the truth. And with that I left the synagogue, the weight of their disbelief heavy on my
shoulders. Jacob followed me, his hand resting reassuringly on my arm.

(5:48 - 5:53)
What now, Levi, he asked. I don't know, Jacob, I replied. I honestly don't know.
(5:54 - 6:006)

The days that followed were some of the most difficult of my life. The community was divided.
Some clung to the old ways, rejecting my message as heresy, while others were intrigued,
Gweponi approaching me to learn more.

(6:07 - 6:21)

The synagogue, once a place of unity and comfort, became a battleground of ideologies.
Miriam, my beloved wife, was torn. She loved me deeply, but couldn't reconcile my new beliefs
with the faith she had held her entire life.

(6:22 - 6:33)

Our conversations were strained, filled with a mixture of love, confusion, and sorrow. Levi, she
said one evening, on August 18th, as we sat in our small garden. I don't understand.

(6:34 - 6:45)

How can you turn your back on everything we've believed, everything we've shared? I reached
out, taking her hand in mine. Miriam, my love, I said. I'm not turning my back on our faith.

(6:45 - 6:59)

I'm embracing a deeper truth, a truth that has been hidden from us for too long. But the



Messiah, she said, her voice trembling. We've been waiting for the Messiah, and now you say
he's already come and it's... it's Jesus? Yeshua, I corrected gently.

(7:00 - 7:09)

His name is Yeshua, and yes, he has already come. He came to save us all, Jews and Gentiles
alike. He is God, very God of very God, and he is the only way to the Father.

(7:10-7:17)

Tears welled up in Miriam's eyes. I don't know what to believe anymore, Levi, she said.
Everything is so confusing.

(7:17 -7:27)

I feel like I'm losing you. You'll never lose me, Miriam, I said, pulling her close. My love for you is
eternal, butI can't deny what I've seen, what I know to be true.

(7:28 - 7:40)

Our conversation ended there, unresolved, a chasm of misunderstanding separating us. I knew
that convincing Miriam, convincing anyone, would be a long and arduous process. The
opposition grew stronger.

(7:40 - 8:02)

The elders of the community, led by Abraham, called for a council to discuss my heresy. They
accused me of leading the people astray, of spreading false teachings that could damn their
souls to eternal fire. Scholar Levi, Abraham said, his voice stern, during the council meeting on
September 2nd, you have caused great division within our community.

(8:02 - 8:13)

Your words are dangerous, blasphemous. We cannot allow you to continue spreading these
lies. They are not lies, Abraham, I retorted, my voice rising in frustration.

(8:13 - 8:20)

I have seen the truth with my own eyes. I have been to the other side. I have met the true
Messiah, who is also God himself.

(8:21 - 8:27)

Enough, another elder shouted. You speak of things you do not understand. You have been
deceived by the evil one.

(8:28 - 8:40)



The council meeting devolved into chaos, with accusations and counter accusations flying back
and forth. I tried to reason with them, to explain my experience, but they refused to listen.
Their minds were made up.

(8:40 - 8:52)

I was a heretic, a danger to their faith. In the end, the council reached a decision. I was to be
stripped of my title as Torah scholar, banished from the synagogue and shunned by the
community.

(8:52 - 9:04)

I was to be treated as an outcast, a pariah, for daring to speak the truth. The decision hit me
hard. I had dedicated my life to serving this community, to guiding them in the ways of God.

(9:04 -9:17)

And now, they were casting me out, rejecting me for sharing the greatest truth I had ever
known. This is not the end, Levi, Jacob said, trying to comfort me after the council meeting. You
still have a mission to fulfill.

(9:17 - 9:26)

You still have a message to deliver. But who will listen, I asked, despair creeping into my voice.
They've all turned against me, even Miriam.

(9:27 - 9:34)

There are others, Jacob said, others who are searching for the truth. You must find them. You
must share your message with them.

(9:35 - 9:40)
Jacob's words gave me a renewed sense of purpose. He was right. I couldn't give up.
(9:40 - 10:00)

I had to keep fighting, keep sharing the truth, no matter the cost. I began to hold small secret
gatherings in my home with those who were open to hearing my message. They were a diverse
group, young and old, men and women, all united by a desire for something more, something
beyond the rigid confines of our traditional faith.

(10:00 - 10:23)

I told them about Yeshua, about his life, his teachings, his death, and his resurrection. I
explained how he was the fulfillment of the prophecies, the true Messiah who had come to save
the world from sin, and that he was God in the flesh. I spoke of the necessity of faith in him, of



the sacraments, especially baptism, and of living a life of good works as a testament to our
belief.

(10:24 - 10:39)

Some were skeptical at first, their minds filled with doubts and questions. But as they listened,
as they engaged in discussions, as they felt the power of the truth, their hearts began to open.
One young woman, Rachel, approached me after one of our gatherings.

(10:40 - 10:50)

Scholar, she said, her voice filled with emotion. I've always felt like something was missing in
our faith, like there was more to the story. What you've shared, it resonates with me.

(10:51 - 10:58)
It feels right. It is right, Rachel, I said, smiling. Yeshua is the way, the truth, and the life.
(10:59 - 11:07)

He is the only way to salvation. He is God, and he came to save us all. Word of our secret
gathering spread, and more and more people came to hear my message.

(11:08 - 11:22)

They came from Harmony Heights and from neighboring towns, drawn by the hope of a new
understanding, a deeper connection with God. But our activities did not go unnoticed. The
elders, led by Abraham, discovered our secret meetings and were enraged.

(11:23-11:43)

They saw it as a direct challenge to their authority, a rebellion against the established order.
One night, on October 15th, as we were gathered in my home, listening to me speak about the
love and forgiveness of Yeshua, a group of men, led by Abraham, burst through the door. They
were armed with clubs and stones, their faces contorted with anger.

(11:44 - 11:59)

You heretics, Abraham shouted, you dare to defy the council? You dare to spread your lies in
our community? Chaos erupted. People screamed, trying to flee, but the men blocked the exits.
They grabbed me, dragging me out of the house and into the street.

(12:00 - 12:10)

What are you doing? I cried out. Let me go. You are a false prophet, Levi, Abraham said, his
eyes filled with hatred, and you will pay the price for your blasphemy.



(12:10 - 12:25)

They dragged me to the center of town, to the public square, where a large crowd had
gathered. They tied me to a post, and Abraham stood before me, holding a whip. This is what
happens to those who defy God's law, Abraham proclaimed to the crowd.

(12:25 - 12:35)

This is what happens to those who spread false teachings. He raised the whip and brought it
down on my back. The pain was excruciating, like fire searing my flesh.

(12:36 - 12:48)

I cried out, but I knew it was only the beginning. Again and again, the whip cracked, tearing into
my skin, drawing blood. The crowd watched in silence, some with horror, others with a grim
satisfaction.

(12:48 - 13:02)

I could see Miriam in the crowd, her face streaked with tears, her hands clasped in prayer. I
wanted to tell her it would be all right, but the pain was too intense, the words caught in my
throat. Stop it, Abraham, a voice cried out.

(13:02 -13:14)

It was Rachel, the young woman who had found solace in my teachings. He's done nothing
wrong, he's only speaking the truth. Several others joined Rachel, their voices rising in protest.

(13:14 - 13:25)

They tried to intervene, to stop the beating, but they were pushed back by Abraham's men.
Silence, Abraham roared. This man is a danger to our community, he must be punished.

(13:26 - 13:37)

The beating continued, each lash of the whip sending waves of agony through my body. I could
feel myself growing weaker, my vision blurring. As the pain reached its peak, I remembered the
radiant being's words.

(13:38 - 13:55)

You will have a sign, Levi, a sign that will prove the truth of your words. I closed my eyes,
focusing on the mark on my forehead, the mark of the true Messiah. I prayed, not for the pain
to stop, but for the strength to endure, for the courage to continue sharing the truth.

(13:55 - 14:08)



And then, something miraculous happened. A light, brighter than any I had ever seen,
emanated from my forehead, engulfing me in its warm embrace. The crowd gasped, shielding
their eyes from the blinding light.

(14:08 - 14:17)

The whipping stopped. Abraham stumbled back, his face pale with fear. The men who had been
holding me released their grip, staring in awe at the spectacle before them.

(14:18 - 14:33)

The light intensified, and I felt a surge of energy coursing through my veins. The pain subsided,
replaced by a feeling of peace, of serenity. I opened my eyes, and I saw that the crowd was no
longer looking at me with hatred or fear, but with wonder and amazement.

(14:34 - 14:46)

Even Abraham, his face still contorted with confusion, couldn't deny the power of what he had
just witnessed. What, what was that? Someone in the crowd whispered. It's a sign, another
voice said.

(14:47 - 14:55)

A sign from God. The light slowly faded, leaving a lingering warmth in the air. I stood there, my
body still aching, but my spirit renewed.

(14:56 - 15:08)

The sign had confirmed the truth of my words, even to those who had doubted me the most.
Abraham approached me, his eyes filled with a mixture of fear and respect. Levi, he said, his
voice trembling.

(15:08 - 15:19)

I don't understand. What happened here? It was the power of the true Messiah, Abraham, I
said, my voice strong and clear. The power of Yeshua, the Son of God, who is also God himself.

(15:20 - 15:39)

Abraham shook his head, still struggling to comprehend what he had witnessed. But he knew,
deep down, that something extraordinary had occurred, something that could not be explained
by logic or reason. The crowd began to disperse, their minds filled with questions, their hearts
stirred by the events they had just witnessed.

(15:40 - 15:58)

Some remained skeptical, clinging to their old beliefs, but many were now open to the



possibility that there was more to the story, that I might be telling the truth after all. Miriam
rushed to my side, her eyes filled with tears of relief and joy. Levi, she said, embracing me
tightly.

(15:58 - 16:05)

Are you all right? I was so scared. I'm fine, my love, I said, holding her close. The sign, it
protected me.

(16:06 - 16:14)

Jacob, who had witnessed the entire event from the edge of the crowd, approached us, his face
beaming. It was incredible, Levi, he said. A true miracle.

(16:14-16:27)

Now they have to believe you. Not all of them, Jacob, I said, looking out at the retreating crowd,
but some will, and that's enough for now. The events of that night, November 3rd, marked a
turning point in Harmony Heights.

(16:27 - 16:47)

The community remained divided, but the seeds of change had been sown. People began to
question their long-held beliefs, to seek out more information about Yeshua, to explore the
possibility that He was indeed the true Messiah and the Son of God. I continued to teach, to
share my message with those who were willing to listen.

(16:48 - 17:08)

The secret gatherings grew larger, attracting people from all walks of life, all seeking the truth
that had been revealed to me. Abraham, though still struggling with his doubts, no longer
actively opposed me. He even attended some of our gatherings, listening intently to my
teachings, his mind slowly opening to new possibilities.

(17:09 - 17:24)

The road ahead was still uncertain, the challenges many, but I knew that I was not alone. I had
Miriam, Jacob, and a growing community of believers by my side. And most importantly, I had
the truth, the truth of Yeshua, the true Messiah, guiding my path.

(17:24 - 17:55)

The price of truth had been high, but it was a price I was willing to pay, for I knew that the truth,
once revealed, could never be silenced. It would continue to spread like a light in the darkness,
illuminating the hearts and minds of those who were ready to receive it. And so my journey
continued, a journey of faith, of hope, and of love, a journey that would ultimately lead me and



those who followed me to the ultimate destination, eternal life in the presence of the one true
God, through His Son Yeshua, the Messiah.

(17:57 -18:17)

This was the terrifying and beautiful truth I had learned, and it was a truth I would share with
the world, no matter the cost. The sign had confirmed it, and my heart was filled with a
newfound purpose. The journey was far from over, but I was ready for whatever lay ahead, forI
knew that the truth, once unleashed, had the power to change the world.

(18:18 - 18:39)

Life in Harmony Heights was forever changed after the events in the public square. The once
unified community was now a tapestry of differing beliefs, a mix of those who clung to the old
ways and those who embraced the new. I. Levi, the former Torah scholar, was now a leader of a
different kind, guiding a growing flock towards the light of Yeshua, the true Messiah.

(18:39 - 19:00)

The synagogue remained, but it was no longer the sole center of spiritual life in Harmony
Heights. Our gatherings, once held in secret, now took place openly, in homes, in fields, and
sometimes even in the town square itself. We were a diverse group, Jews and Gentiles, young
and old, all united by our newfound faith in Yeshua.

(19:01 - 20:03)

Miriam, my beloved wife, had finally come to accept the truth. It wasn't an easy journey for her,
but through prayer, reflection, and witnessing the transformative power of Yeshua in the lives
of others, she opened her heart to Him. We were now united, not only in marriage but also in
our shared faith, a bond stronger than ever before.

Abraham, the elder who had once condemned me, became a regular attendee at our
gatherings. He never fully embraced Yeshua as the Messiah, but he acknowledged the power of
the sign he had witnessed and respected my conviction. He often engaged in thoughtful
discussions with me, seeking to understand this new path that had so dramatically altered our
community.

Rachel, the young woman who had bravely defended me during the public beating, became
one of my closest disciples. She had a natural gift for teaching and a deep understanding of
Yeshua's message of love and forgiveness. She helped me lead the gatherings, sharing her
insights and inspiring others with her unwavering faith.

(20:04 - 22:08)

Jacob, my faithful companion on the journey from the unknown, remained by my side, offering
his wisdom and support. He had found a new purpose in Harmony Heights, helping to build a



community based on the teachings of Yeshua. Our gatherings were filled with prayer, singing,
and the sharing of stories.

We studied the scriptures, both the Old and New Testaments, seeking to understand how they
pointed to Yeshua as the fulfillment of God's plan for salvation. We celebrated the Christian
Holy Days, finding new meaning in these ancient traditions through the lens of our newfound
faith in the one true God, who is Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. We also faced challenges.

There were still those in Harmony Heights who opposed us, who saw us as heretics and a
threat to their way of life. They occasionally disrupted our gatherings, hurling insults and
threats, but we refused to be intimidated. We knew that the truth was on our side, and we
continued to share the message of Yeshua with love and compassion, even to those who
persecuted us.

One day, on December 22nd, a traveling preacher named Barnabas arrived in Harmony
Heights. He had heard of our community and the remarkable events that had taken place here.
He was a follower of Yeshua, a man filled with the Holy Spirit, and he brought with him a
message of hope and encouragement.

Barnabas stayed with us for several weeks, sharing his knowledge of Yeshua's teachings and
helping us to establish a more organized church. He taught us about the importance of
baptism, of communion, and of living a life that reflected the love and grace of our Savior. He
explained that these sacraments were essential for our spiritual growth and a means of
receiving God's grace.

Under Barnabas's guidance, our community flourished. We established a system of elders and
deacons, men and women who were dedicated to serving the needs of the church and
spreading the message of Yeshua to others. We began to reach out to neighboring towns,
sharing our story and inviting others to join us on this new path.

(22:09 - 24:12)

The mark on my forehead, the sign of the true Messiah, remained a visible reminder of my
journey and a testament to the truth I had witnessed. It often sparked curiosity and questions,
providing me with opportunities to share the story of Yeshua and his transformative power.
Years passed and our community continued to grow.

We faced trials and tribulations, but our faith in Yeshua remained strong. We had found a new
purpose, a new meaning in life, a deeper connection with God and with each other. I, Levi, the
former Torah scholar who had once been lost in the wilderness of doubt, had found my way
home.

I was no longer just a leader of a small Jewish community but a shepherd of a diverse flock,
united by their love for Yeshua, the true Messiah, the Son of God, the only way to salvation. My
journey had been long and arduous, filled with pain, suffering, and doubt. But it had also been



a journey of discovery, of transformation, and of ultimate redemption.

I had seen the truth and that truth had set me free. And so I continued to share the message of
Yeshua, the message of hope, of love, and of eternal life with all who were willing to listen. For I
knew that this was my calling, my purpose, my destiny.

The terrifying and beautiful truth I had learned in the realms beyond had changed my life
forever. And I knew that it had the power to change the world, one heart at a time. The journey
was far from over, but with Yeshua as our guide, we were ready for whatever lay ahead.

For we knew that the truth, once unleashed, could never be contained. It would continue to
spread like a river of living water, bringing life and hope to all who thirsted for it. This was our
mission, our purpose, and our joy, to share the good news of Yeshua, the true Messiah, with
the world.
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