The Lost Chronicles of Jesus

Jesus was sitting in the street playing to the rocks. No-one recognized him from Jerusalem, where he had just been crucified. After his resurrection he appeared to his disciples to say farewell and informed only Peter of his whereabouts in Spain. He decided to live in Tarraco where he knew he could influence the Roman Empire. Not many natives understood the full extent of his power. But at that time he brought good fortune and general happiness to the people because Jesus, having conquered death, created an air of expectancy wherever he went. As such his music could influence even the nobility and occasionally they would stop and talk to him. On this particular occasion a centurion gave ear and asked Jesus to prepare for the arrival of the emperor and to ensure that he only played politically correct songs. This prompted Jesus to ask:

JC:
But I say to you verily, a song is like a seed. Do you feign to have power over that which only God can decide to live or die? For a seed that falls to the soil will grow of its own or remain dormant.

C:
So what are you saying? Are you saying that you have no control over what you are playing?

JC:
Not in the slightest, for God is with me. Only that whatever happens is for no other than God to judge.

C:
Well things are changing now. From now on everybody worships the emperor. You can have your own gods but if the emperor demands that you stop playing then don’t argue it.

JC:
It is only a small point, but I am on holiday.

C:
No matter. Prepare for the emperor tomorrow.
So Jesus thought long and hard. The prospect of another crucifixion bored him. He thought he had achieved his objective back in Jerusalem already. 

When the emperor arrived he stopped to listen to Jesus.

E:
What brings you to our city traveller? Your words speak of many lands.

JC:
I thought it an opportunity to get a straight life. I have had a rather hard time getting here.

E:
Here, take this copper as a sign of my gratitude. And in times of trouble just think of me.
So they went on their ways. Jesus decided to bury the coin for the future when trouble may loom.

