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Mary Magdalene’s Hidden Grail
and the Queens’ Eternal Vigil

In crafting a mystery drama for Magdalene, Bride of Christ—my
pop-infused, feminine-divine reimagining of the Christ story—I’ve
channeled the anthroposophical undercurrents we’ve explored

(Steiner’s soul evolution, the purification of the sentient soul, and

the sacred marriage of Logos and Sophia) into a lineage for Mary.

This isn’t dogmatic history but a poetic “what if?” blueprint: a
multi-incarnational odyssey that positions Mary Magdalene not as a
singular historical footnote, but as the eternal feminine archetype—
Eve’s shadowed echo,
redeemed through
epochs of longing, exile,
and union. She is the
vessel for humanity’s
fall and rise, her soul a
crimson thread weaving
divine blood into mortal
clay. In this arc, Mary
transcends gender
across lives (as Steiner
hints souls do, fluid in
their karmic dance),
embodying the “sentient
soul” that Christ ignites:
passion’s fire, tamed into
wisdom’s blaze in the
Spiritual Soul.

Mary Magdalene
by Dante Gabriel Rossetti, 1877




Saint Mary Magdalene
by Bernardino Luini,
(ca 1480-ca 1532)

The storyline imagines
Mary as Eve incarnate—
the first woman’s untamed
Wisdom of Sophia,
splintered by the Fall,
fragmented across ages,
and finally mended in

the Mystery of Golgotha.
Her incarnations form a
spiral: descent into matter
(Eve’s bite of the Tree of
Knowledge), wanderings
through ancient mysteries
(priestess, sage, outcast),
and ascent via Christ’s
touch (Magdalene’s
anointing). This culminates
in Mary Magdalene as the
Bride of Christ: womb to
the divine-human child,
whose bloodline pulses

as a hidden grail, ensuring the Mystery of Golgotha echoes eternally
in the bloodstream of humanity. I see her as Mary the Primal Sophia,
God’s forgotten daughter, exiled to Earth as Eve, reclaiming her throne
through love’s Crucifixion.

In this mystery drama, we visualize her “perfect” incarnational path—
optimized for dramatic tension, thematic resonance, and musical
crescendos. Each builds her toward the cross: gathering scars of
separation, fragments of forbidden knowledge, until she’s ripe for
redemption.After Magdalene, a teaser epilogue hints at her soul’s future
echoes (e.g., as a medieval alchemist or modern visionary), leaving room
for the trilogy that this story becomes.



Magdalene, the Mystery Drama
by Dr. Douglas J. Gabriel

here is hardly a more enigmatic and mysterious person in

Christianity than Mary Magdalene and her role with the Three
Marys, her relationship with Jesus of Nazareth, and her uncharacteristic
leadership among Jesus’s followers as the “apostle to the apostles.”
Magdalene was perhaps the first to acknowledge Jesus’s mission on
earth and in heaven. She was the first at the tomb, the “one the Lord
loved,” the one he “kissed,” the one who “rested upon his breast.” Many
scholars acknowledge that in those days a person had to be married
to be a rabbi, and Jesus was often called rabbi. Eastern traditions still
suggest that priests be married to ensure their fidelity.

Magdalene’s family—Lazarus, Martha, and their uncle Joseph of
Arimathea—were mentioned in the Gospels as the financial supporters
of Jesus’s ministry. While in Bethany, Jesus often stayed in their home
and eventually, Magdalene’s family, Lazarus/John, Martha, and Joseph,
were under the cross witnessing what Rudolf Steiner calls, the “Mystery
of Golgotha,” or the “Turning Point of Time.” Tyla Gabriel has often
mentioned in her Gospel of Sophia trilogy that human spiritual destiny
was resolved under the cross by the people who were there as witnesses.

Knowing who these people were in past incarnation brings illumination
to this world event. Stories from Christian esoteric Mystery Schools
suggest that Magdalene was over-lighted by the combined spiritual
beings working from the rank of the Spirits of Wisdom (Kyriotetes,
Heavenly Sophia), much like the Mother of Jesus was over-lighted by
these same beings working from the realm of the angels, the lowest rank
the Kyriotetes could descend into.

The Mysteries of the Three Marys is an ongoing mystery. Hundreds of
books, plays, numerous movies, and endless speculation have suggested
many theories that try to resolve these deep questions concerning the
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spiritual writers say that the Mother of Jesus was the original Eve, who,
through birthing Jesus and participating in his ministry became the New
Eve, who helped Jesus Christ redeem “Original Sin.”

The traditions of Christianity often refer to the marriage of Jesus Christ
to his followers, who are called “the bride.” John, in Revelations, refers
to this spiritual wedding many times. Jesus Christ himself often made
references to bridesmaids that must attentively await the groom. The
Marriage of Cana is quite mysterious and not fully explained, unless we
believe the theory that the marriage was between Jesus and Magdalene.
Spirit is often seen as water, and blood is the vessel of incarnation and
heredity—thus, the miracle of water into wine. Once again, a mystery

is introduced into the ministry of Jesus that is open for the believer to
imagine what they will.

The fresco of Mirracle at Cana in the church Dreifaltigkeitskirche by August Miiller (1923)

The Christian esoteric mystery of whether Jesus and Magdalene had

a baby has become, yet again in our time, an obsession to solve the
Mystery of the Three Marys, which is developed through the Grail
Lore, the Courts of Love, the journey of the Three Marys, the Holy
Blood lineage of Jesus and Mary, and the thousands of other streams of
speculative imaginations that surround the ultimate question of Jesus
Christ’s humanity.
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After the megalithic period of history, a priest-king culture began to
dominate, and, by the necessity of destiny, a patriarchal culture found

it necessary to obscure, endarken, and obfuscate the importance of

the prior feminine ages of cultural development. In Magdalene, the
Bride of Christ, Peter and Judas represent this old patriarchal culture
that insisted on demeaning, defiling, and degrading the importance of
Mary the Essene (mother of the pure Jesus), Mary of Jerusalem (called
the Mother of Jesus), Mary Magdalene, Martha, and Mary the sister

of Mary of Jerusalem, who was the wife of Cleopas. The point is: any
“Mary” or “Mother” was demeaned at that time in the Hebrew culture.
The Old Testament even blames the “Fall from Eden” on Eve. That is
why all Three Marys (in whatever combination you wish) had to be
under the cross to be the first to recognize that Jesus was the prophesied
Messiah.

We might also remember that the Three Marys were the leaders of the
terrified apostles, who were not brave enough to join the Three Marys,
Lazarus/John, and Joseph during the Crucifixion, let alone understand
Jesus’s repeated predictions about what was about to happen. Only
the inner circle of women listened, understood, believed, and took

the actions Jesus asked them to take. Even Lazarus/John and Joseph
(who caught the blood of Christ Jesus) were connected to the Women’s
Mysteries through Magdalene and Martha. Thus, the focus on the
wisdom of the ages residing in Magdalene is hardly a stretch of the
imagination.

The Mystery Dramas of the past go back into prehistory and were

the preferred method to educate the masses of people who had yet

to develop a personal, individualized “I Am” (ego). The gift of the

ego happened when Jesus became Christ and the blood of a God was
shed upon the earth and inculcated into the bloodstream of humanity
through Magdalene’s progeny and the hundreds of generations
thereafter, ensuring that the Holy Blood of Jesus Christ would end all
blood sacrifices and hereditary attachment to royal blood lines or even
family, race, or national blood ties. Ultimately, many of us may now
have the blood of Jesus and Mary coursing through our veins.
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true mystery wisdom with drama, the effect can be profound as the
listener brings forth living imaginations from the imaginal world into
the catharsis of the soul that is going through such an archetypal
experience. This is one of the keys to why some dramas are successful
and others aren’t.

Tyla Gabriel’s Magdalene, Bride of Christ is an offering in a trilogy of
Mystery Dramas that provide profound opportunities to spark the fires
of imagination and mentor the soul’s education concerning morality
and mortality while enhancing the foundation of one’s personal belief
system. There is no preaching going on in these Mystery Dramas, just
pure engagement of the soul and spirit and its relationship to the world.
Above the ancient Mystery Schools was often inscribed the phrase: “O
human being, know thyself, and thus you shall know the gods and the
world.” Magdalene, Bride of Christ is asking a similar question: “Do
you know Her and Her mysterious ways?”

(G
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The Mystery Drama Structure

Introduction:
The Spear as the Feminine Grail’s Silent Guardian

In the shadowed heart of the Crucifixion, amid the clamor of nails

and thorns, one relic emerges as the unyielding bridge between divine
sacrifice and human redemption: the Lance of Longinus. This segment
unveils its esoteric lineage, not as a mere artifact of imperial conquest or
crusader myth, but as the sacred tip entrusted to Mary Magdalene—the
Bride of Christ, the first witness to the Resurrection, and the matriarch
of the bloodline that invigorates humanity’s etheric veins.

Drawing from Douglas Gabriel’s Hidden History of the Grail Queens,
we trace this “Spear of Destiny” from Golgotha’s wound to the quiet
hands of Europe’s veiled sovereigns, a relic forged in celestial fire and
stained with Holy Blood divine. For the musical Magdalene, this lance

symbolizes the piercing union of soul and spirit: Mary’s anointing oils
meet Christ’s flowing blood, birthing Sarah, the Wonder Child, whose
lineage ensures the Grail’s pulse endures. Here, the spear is no weapon
of men but a chalice’s silent kin—dripping mercy into the womb of
time, protected by women during the “Little Season of Satan,”when
patriarchal shadows sought to eclipse the feminine flame.

The Piercing and the Gift:
Longinus’s Act of Mercy and Mary’s Inheritance

At the ninth hour, as the veil of the Temple rent and the earth quaked,
the centurion Gaius Cassius—Ilater sanctified as Longinus—thrust his
lance into the Savior’s side, fulfilling prophecy and mercy in one stroke
(John 19:34). Blood and water cascaded forth, not as defeat, but as the
alchemical font of Baptism and Eucharist, washing away Longinus’s
blindness and igniting his conversion. In this thunderous instant, the
spearhead—tforged from a first-century Roman centurion’s magna hasta
pilum, its iron tempered by meteoritic metals for unyielding resilience—
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absorbed the resonance of the living God. Coated in crimson Holy
Blood, it became a vessel resonating with Christ’s etheric force, a “living
drop” of spiritual blood capable of transmuting matter into spirit.

Legend, veiled in apocryphal whispers from the Acts of Pilate and early
Gnostic fragments, reveals Longinus’s contrition: dismounting amid
the storm, he knelt before the Three Marys at the cross’s foot—Mary
the Mother (Sophia incarnate), Mary of Cleophas (the intellectual
soul’s anchor), and Mary Magdalene (the sentient soul’s fiery bride).
To Magdalene, as consort and vessel of the divine seed stirring in her
womb, he offered the spear’s tip, severed in the quake’s fury. “For you,
who anoint what I have pierced,”he murmured, entrusting the relic as
both atonement and dowry. This fragment—small as a dagger’s blade,
yet vast in potency—passed into her keeping along with the alabaster
vials of nard and myrrh, a metallic echo of the blood she would cradle
in the tomb.

The Celestial Forge:
Meteorite Origins and the Spear’s Timeless Endurance

Unlike earthly iron, the lance’s core hailed from the stars—a meteoritic
alloy, as ancient smiths divined from its starry etchings and unearthly
gleam. Roman legions prized such “sky-iron” for pilums, believing

it channeled Jupiter’s thunder; yet this blade, predestined, fell not as
destruction but as destiny’s tool. Its iron and nickel-rich composition—
resistant to corrosion and the erosions of time—mirrors the Grail’s
etheric permanence, a “fiery spear from heaven”akin to Michael’s
sword or spear. Stained with Christ’s blood, it vibrated with the Logos’s
frequency, a harmonic key unlocking the heart-grail in worthy hands.

This stellar heritage ensured its survival: unyielding through desert
sands, monastic vaults, and the tempests of exile. As the Hidden
History of the Grail Queens attests, such relics were resilient tools,
handed queen-to-queen like the lily of Gabriel—symbols of lunar blood
mysteries merging with solar redemption. In the musical Magdalene, the
spear’s motif recurs as a percussive chime, evoking meteor-fall drums,



linking Mary’s first glimpse of the risen Christ to the relic’s cosmic echo
in Sarah’s veins.

Symbolism in the Eastern Veil:
The Orthodox Knife and the Eucharistic Echo

Across the Bosphorus, in the incense-veiled sanctuaries of Russian
Orthodoxy, the lance lives on—not as a dormant trophy, but as the
Kopiye (Spear), a slender liturgical lance used in the Proskomedia rite.
This sacred implement—shaped as a miniature hasta, its blade etching
the Lamb (host) during preparation—directly
evokes Longinus’s thrust, symbolizing the
wound from which Eucharist flows. As the priest
intones, “He was pierced for our transgressions,”
the knife cuts the bread, mingling symbolic
blood (wine) in the chalice, a ritual descent from
Antioch, where Mary Magdalene and the Three
Marys first reenacted the Last Supper with the
relic-tip as blade.

This tradition, unbroken since the fourth century
(as chronicled in the Typikon of St. Basil), guards
the spear’s essence: the knife’s edge, often forged

Orthodox

with meteoritic traces in ancient forges, resonates with the “living God” Eucharist
during the Great Entrance, its vibration said to quicken the etheric body I

of communicants. Hidden from Western eyes amid schisms, it preserved
the feminine imprint—Mary’s hands, not Peter’s keys, as the true cutters
of the divine loaf. Mary “cuts” the silence of ascension, revealing the
relic’s role in invigorating the bloodline’s spiritual ether.

The Queens’ Shadowed Chain:
Guardianship Amid the Little Season of Satan
As the Hidden History of the Grail Queens illuminates, the spear-tip

traversed thrones and silken veils of sovereignty—from Magdalene’s
exile to Gaul with Sarah, to the Merovingian courts and queens like

19
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Brunhilda, who concealed it in well-guarded scriptoria. Protected
matrilineally—through Visigothic Urraca of Le6n-Castile, who shielded
it during the Reconquista; Aquitainian Eleanor, embedding its lore in
troubadour courts of love; to Infantadas like Esclarmonde de Foix, who
wove its protection into the Parzival tapestries—these Holy Blood relics
evaded the “Little Season of Satan” (Revelation 20:3), the 1,260-year
eclipse of the divine feminine under papal inquisitions, witch hunts, and
crusader blades.

While men like Charlemagne or Hitler grasped fakes—the Vienna Lance
of Maurice (a Carolingian forgery) or the Niirnberg shaft—the true

tip eluded them, its meteoritic hum silent to unworthy ears. Queens,

as Grail Maidens, vowed its secret oaths, using it not for conquest but
communion: anointing Sarah’s descendants, the etheric bloodline that
pulses Christ-force through hidden veins in a chain of provenance that
was obscured from history.

The Antioch Revelation: St. Bartholomew’s
Finding and the Spear’s Crusader Mirage

Centuries after Magdalene’s flight, the relic resurfaced in
apostolic fire: tradition holds that St. Bartholomew, flayed-
martyr and healer, unearthed the tip in Antioch’s cave church
of Saint Peter circa 70 CE. As the “Spear of Antioch,”it
bolstered early Christian battles to win Jerusalem, its touch
healing the afflicted and igniting visions of the pierced side.
It vanished into Essene-like guardianship.

Its most famed “appearance” came in 1098, during the
First Crusade’s Antioch siege: Peter Bartholomew, a
Provencal visionary guided by St. Andrew, unearthed a
wooden lance-shaft with a Roman centurion’s magna hasta

The Vienna lance, often confused with the Spear of Antioch, is displayed in the Imperial Treasury or Weltliche Schatzkammer.

20



spearhead affixed to the end. Proclaimed the Holy Lance of Antioch, it
rallied starving crusaders to victory on June 28, 1098, its holy nature
fueling morale.

Discovery of the Holy Lance, by Jean Colombe, in Les Passages d’Outremer by Sébastien Mamerot, 1474,
via the Bibliotheque Nationale de France

Reemergences and the Enduring Veil:
From Legend to Legacy

Through medieval mists, the spear-head flickered in Grail romances
alongside the chalice—Wolfram von Eschenbach’s Parzival veiling it as
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the bleeding lance in the Grail Procession, guarded by Grail Maidens
echoing Magdalene’s line. In Parzival she is called Repanse de Schoye,
the bringer of joy. The spearhead Holy Blood relic resurfaced in Templar
vaults guarded by Huguette de Saint-Clair, a Foix descendant, as well

as in the courts of love. After the Reformation, it eluded Napoleon’s
relic-hunts, emerging last in 19th-century Occitan visions to troubadour
initiates, its protector a veiled “Grail Queen”of the Albigensian

remnant and its guardians in the Brotherhood of the Holy Grail and the
Arthurian court.

Today, amid the Little Season’s twilight, whispers and guesses persist:
the spearhead, forged with cosmic meteorite, awaits revelation in

a hidden well—perhaps Glastonbury’s chalice-veins or Santiago’s
pilgrim paths—its resonance also quickening the blood of Sarah’s heirs.
Thus, the Holy Blood relic of the Lance that pierced the side of Christ
endures—not as destiny’s toy for tyrants, but as Mary’s legacy: a pierced
heart reborn, the true Spear of Destiny, forging humanity’s ascent in the
heart-blood of every true believer.

Transition to Broader Grail Mysteries

This Holy Lance of Love, the Grail chalice twin, invites seekers to the
Hidden History’s of the Grail Queens deeper vaults, where forgotten
stories of queens’ vows protected the Holy Blood relics for millennia.
As the true history of the grail is revealed through endarkened veils,
so must our quest for the grail meet the trials of initiation into the
mysteries of Holy Blood: from the tomb’s fear to Christ’s etheric
redemption, from the feminine divine Sophia to all those who would
wield the spear not to wound, but to heal.
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BRIDE OF CHRIST *

Magdalene: A Musical of Divine Union M2
Act I: Tomb of Awakening—"From Dust to Divine
Flame” M6
Act I: Scene Breakdown M6
Scene 1: The Sealing (Opening Ensemble) M6
The Soul Awakens M9
Death Has No Sting M11
Scene 2: The Spark (Duet) M12
Celestial Symphony of Joy M13
Wings of Eternal Joy M14
Revelations Dawn M17
Scene 3: The Trail of Teachings (Mary’s Solo Montage) M18
Awaken the Angel Within M19
Light of Christ Triumphant M21

Scene 4: Whispers in the Garden (Secret Teachings
Triolet) M23

Sophia’s Eternal Love M24

M2



Veils of Luminous Tide M26
Scene 5: Vows in the Vine (Wedding Ensemble) M27
Whispers of the Bride M27
Enchanted Veil M29
Scene 6: Thrones of Envy (Act Closer) M30
Shadows of the Throne M31
Wedding the Soul to Spirit M32
Act II: Cross of Crucified Love—"Thorns of the Hidden
Heart” M35
Act II: Scene Breakdown M36

Scene 1: Shadows of the Secret (Ensemble Montage
Opener) M36

Cross the Threshold’s Veil M36
Light of Christ Triumphant M38
Christ and Sophia Shine M39

Scene 2: The Garden’s Fracture (Duet/Trio
Confrontation) M41

Heart of the Cosmos M41
Heart’s Turning Flame M42
Scene 3: Trial by Flames (Betrayal Montage) M44
Thorns of the Via M44
Scene 4: Vigil of the Four (Quintet at the Foot) M46
Wait for Me on the Other Side M46
Dawn of Our Reunion M47
Scene 5: Oils in the Hollow (Anointing Interlude Solo) M49

Chalice of Inner Flame M49

M3



Life in His Blood M51
Scene 6: The Pierced Inheritance (Quintet Closer) M52
Tip of the Flame M53
Spiritual Vow Sealed M55
Act III: Grail of Ascended Blood—"Reunion’s Radiant
Vow” M57
Act III: Scene Breakdown M57
Scene 1: Tomb’s Defiant Bloom (Duet Opener) M57
Etheric Awakening: Hymn of Christ’s Return M58

Scene 2: Veins of the New Dawn (Ensemble of Awe and
Denial) M58

Magdalene’s Fire M59
Rise Up, Warriors of the Light M60

Scene 3: Wonder in the Womb (Mother-Daughter
Lullaby) M61

Dawn of Our Reunion M62
Waiting for You on the Other Side M63

Scene 4: Flame of the Eternal (Finale Ensemble) M64
Ascension’s Radiant Flame M64

Cosmic Gospel Jubilee M66

Several songs are offered for each scene. Depending on your audience’s
preferences and the time you have for your performance, or personal
reflection, select your songs. If you would like additional songs, see

Sing Her Song with Tyla Gabriel

We publish our sheet music at Sheet Music Plus and Sheet Music Direct.

M4
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Magdalene: A Musical of Divine Union

Magdalene is a pulsating contemporary musical that reclaims
the erased heart of the Gospel: the sacred love between Jesus
and Mary Magdalene, a mirror for every soul’s yearning for
the fusion of soul and spirit, wisdom and love. Echoing Jesus
Christ Superstar’s raw electric edge—blending arena-rock an-
thems, haunting ballads, and choral swells—this musical fuses
biblical fire with the divine feminine, spiritual science, and an
unapologetic romance. Scored for a 20-piece band (gritty gui-
tars, soaring synths, tribal drums, and ethereal harp for So-
phia’s whisper), it runs at a minimum of 2 hours, 15 minutes,
but can be extended by adding more of my songs to your final
production.

Magdalene as a fierce alto, Jesus as a brooding tenor, and a
chorus of disciples doubling as shadows of patriarchal doubt
and other roles. Directed in a minimalist set—shifting sands of
Judea to an insinuated crucifixion—this is no normal sanitized
Passion Play; it's a thunderclap reclaiming the divine feminine,
indicting the Church’s erasure of Sophia’s flame for the dark
light of a male hierarchy. The Holy Grail isn’t just a cup—it's a
Sophia bloodline, it’s the holy blood relics that the Marys held,
it's the purest love story of all time, it is Her.

The musical unfolds in three acts, spiraling from newborn love
to cross-crucified union, tomb-reborn hope, and grail-ascend-
ing legacy. The songs are from Tyla Gabriel’s music vault on
Bandcamp at https://tyla-gabriel.bandcamp.com/.

M5
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Act I: Tomb of Awakening—“From Dust to Divine Flame”

Direction Notes: Mary Magdalene, veiled in crimson (symbol of her sentient
soul’s fire), cradles her brother Lazarus’s shrouded body, his “death” a veil
for initiatory sleep. As she prays at the tomb, sealing her own grief, Jesus
enters—not as savior yet, but as a wanderer with eyes like storm-lit seas.
Their gaze locks: a spark of recognition with soul meeting spirit in silent
thunder. This is no chaste glance; it's eros and agape, the first pulse of their
union. Mary, a weaver, follows him into the wilderness, shedding her funeral
cloth for disciple’s robes.

She absorbs his parables like parched earth drinking rain—teachings on the
kingdom within and the vine and branches—but laced with intimate whispers
only her feminine intuition decodes: the soul’s hidden gardens where spirit
seeds grow. Jealousy simmers among the apostles; Peter, burly and bullish,
bristles at her favored seat by Jesus. The act crescendos at Cana’s wedding
feast, where their secret vows bloom amid dancing guests—Jesus turns water
to wine as metaphor for her heart’s transmutation. But shadows lengthen:
Peter’s mutterings foreshadow erasure, the disgruntled chorus hissing. The act
ends on a knife-edge: Mary’s joy at their union, pierced by Peter’s daggers.

Act I: Scene Breakdown

Act I unfolds over six scenes, tracing Mary’s descent into grief and ascent into
divine love—a rock-opera arc from earthen tomb to Cana’s veiled ecstasy. The
set morphs fluidly: Bethany’s shadowed hillside (rugged stone projections,
flickering torchlight) dissolves into Judean wilderness trails (projections of
swirling sands, campfire glows), culminating in Cana’s feast hall (draped vines,
banquet revelry). Lighting pulses from sepia mourning to amber awakening,
underscoring the soul-spirit spark. Each scene integrates a song as a narrative
engine, drawing from our lyric vault for thematic continuity. We have placed
several music selections for your off-Broadway experience. Listen to one or all,
located just under the scene description.

Scene 1: The Sealing (Opening Ensemble)

Description: Dawn’s chill grips Bethany’s hillside, a chorus of veiled
mourners wail over Lazarus’s shrouded form—pale linens stained with
desert dust, evoking his initiatory “death-sleep.” Mary Magdalene leads

the rite: anointing his brow with myrrh, sealing the tomb’s stone with
trembling hands. The chorus intones ancient laments, but a lone figure
emerges from the mist: Jesus, a wanderer in simple robes, eyes like storm-
forged emeralds. He doesn’t interrupt; his presence alone parts the grief
like dawn’s blade. Mary turns, their gazes lock—a silent thunderclap, the
first eros-veiled agape. As the stone grinds shut, his hand brushes hers in
unspoken delight.
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By the Waters of Babylon, excerpted from Psalm 137

By The Waters of Babylon
Psalm 137 Philip Hayes (1738 ?- 1797)
I II
O By R ——— —K i ——— — -
%Zﬁ ‘I { ‘I o o — o I I I i I —
o v | | 1 | | | | |
[J) f I = } !
By the wa ters, the wa ters of Ba-by-lon  We sat downand  wept, and

wept, and wept, when we  re-mem-ber thee, re-mem-ber thee O Zi- on

By the waters of Babylon,

we sat down and wept,

as we remembered Zion.

We hung our harps on willows there.

For there our captors required of us song,
saying, “Sing us one of the songs of Zion.”
“How shall we sing the Lord’s song

in a foreign land?”

(On the left side of the stage [stage right] is a tomb with a round stone
covering the entrance. On the back right of the stage [stage left] is the
home of Lazarus, Mary, and Martha in Magdalene—their uncle is Joseph
of Arimathea. It is an entrance to a rich home with gardens. A group

of mourners come out of the house carrying the body of Lazarus on a
stretcher, making their way in a serpentine fashion to the opening of the
grave on the other side of the stage. Mary, Martha, Joseph of Arimathea,
and others follow behind the body of Lazarus.

They put his body down, roll back the stone, and take Lazarus’s body off

the stretcher after Mary, one last time, hugs his body like the Pieta cradles
Christ’s body. She rubs myrrh on his forehead and lays the funeral cloth over
his body. The group is quietly singing "By the Water’s of Babylon.” The song is
also sung in rounds in hushed tone as the body is finally laid in the grave and
the stone rolled over the entrance. Mary, Martha, and Joseph walk together,
arms supporting each other, back to the center stage near the entrance to
the house. Others hang their heads and whisper the song until it fades out.)
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Mary: Why has God taken our dear brother in this cruel death that Lazarus
surely did not deserve, for he was the kindest and most loving of God’s creation?
Why now, when his young heart was blooming with radiance like the son? What
sin of father or mother could have caused such calamity?

Martha: Surely God will hear your cries, my sister, and answer with a torrent
of mercy reigning down upon Lazarus, for no wiser man has walked these lands
and tended the needs of others so gently and graciously as he.

Joseph: And why now, when our dear friend Jesus is howhere to be found, for
surely his benevolence and wisdom would ease our pain. I sent a message to
find him and ask that he come as quickly as he may, but alas, to no end. We
will all need to find the courage to face this blight and find God’s grace in this
heartbreaking act of fate.

Mary: Surely, the Lord will not leave our hearts broken and bare. This threshold
of death must have some wisdom that we do not understand. If only God would
send a message of consolation to us, we might endure this dark night of the
soul.

(Mary, Martha, and Joseph slowly get up and enter the house and one by
one turn the lights off.)

(Jesus enters and sees an old man sitting at the back of the stage near
the grave who looks like a shepherd with the staff, somewhat sleeping and
dreaming. Jesus slowly looks about and turns to the man and asks:)

Jesus: What news of Lazarus and his family? They have sent for me, but I fear
that I have not come soon enough.

Shepherd: Truly sir, Lazarus died days ago, and his family has buried him here,
in this freshly hewn grave. Their sorrow has risen to the sky, but no peace has
come to their hearts, for Lazarus was the best of men, whose generosity and
goodness is well-known throughout the land. His uncle is a wealthy man, a tin
trader for the Sanhedrin who is held in high esteem. His house is here before
you.

Jesus: Truly you speak the truth, my friend, and your love and devotion are
clearly coming from your heart. Thank you for your help. I have come to do
the Lord’s bidding, no matter how untimely and unlikely, for surely God’s grace
extends to the care of such a family as you have described.

(Jesus walks slowly towards the house as the shepherd sits back down,
as if he is sleeping and dreaming again. Jesus sits down beside the house
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entrance and calmly closes his eyes and prays for Lazarus. Soon, the sun
rises, and the family comes out of the house to go towards the grave,
when Joseph sees Jesus sitting on a bench in the small garden at the front
of the house.)

Joseph: My friend, you have come at last, but alas, it is too late, for Lazarus
has passed into the Bosom of Abraham two days ago. We are on the way to his
tomb to give our last regards to our beloved Lazarus.

Martha: Thank the divine that you have come. We need your help and wisdom
to understand God’s plan in such a unkind end to Lazarus’ life.

Jesus: The power of the Most High is not bound by death. Think not in the
limited terms of mankind; think with the wings of angels and the Father’s
mercy may descend, for surely, we know that God’s grace is unlimited and the
threshold of death is yet another one of his kingdoms. Our Father’s kingdom is
not of this earth, but God still rules this kingdom of suffering.

Martha: But, Jesus, what are you saying? Surely only a miracle of the divine
could bring God’s mercy to us now.

(Just then, Mary comes out of the house, and Jesus turns to behold her
presence. Mary looks up and quickly looks down again, humbled by who
she sees before her.)

Martha: What is it that you suggest we do in these dire circumstances.
Joseph: Let us go and pay our respects to our loved one.

(Jesus turns to the group of three and sings the song ‘The Soul Awakens.”)

The Soul Awakens

Ignites the act’s core motif—Lazarus’s “death-sleep” as initiatory threshold, J\/J\/J
mirroring Mary’s awakening via Jesus’s gaze. The chorus’s “"Cross now the
chasm”... refers to burial, transitioning to her solo “Sophia’s gentle call,”
blooming into eros-agape.

Sing Her Song: The Soul Awakens

Sheet Music: The Soul Awakens

Lyrics
Cross now the chasm, soul unbound,
from trembling dark to hallowed ground;
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The guardian stands with eyes of flame,

yet calls thee home by thy true name.

In every fear, a threshold gleams—

a bumpy path to starry dreams—

Where ego yields to selfless grace,

and Christ awaits in warm embrace.

We once were wanderers, lost in night,

like seeds asleep in earth’s dim light;

Yet stirring now, our spirits rise,

through science heaven veiled in wisdom'’s guise.
Sophia’s gentle call awakens powers in one and all—
From dormant depths, the light unfurls a new Jerusalem for worlds.

(Jesus comes to the stone; he puts his hand on it and says:)

Jesus: Roll back the stone and let faith fill your heart with the radiant love of
the divine.

(He turns to the group, who understands what is about to happen. Mary
rushes towards Jesus and takes his hand as she bends down and thanks
him. Jesus turns to the open grave with the stone rolled back.)

Jesus: Come forth, John, the Lord’s Beloved, who once was called Lazarus, for
the Father of Heaven renews your life and calls you to his ministry, for death
hath no power over the Word of the Most High.

(Lazarus/John takes off the death cloth and drops it in the tomb as he
emerges renewed, wearing a white tunic that is radiant. Joseph wraps his
gold cloak around Lazarus as he, Martha, and Mary continuously hug and
kiss him intermittently turning to Jesus to thank him. The crowd falls back
in awe of this “raising from the dead.”)

Jesus (to them all): Give not thanks to me; give it to the One from whom

I come, the One from whom we all come and shall one day return unto. But
you, who was known as Lazarus, is now raised to become John the Beloved of
the Lord; you may not yet return to your heavenly home, for we all need your
strength and wisdom to help guide us through the trials the Lord has put before
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us. You have conquered Death. You have risen from the grave through the grace
of God. Death has no sting for those who love God and called according to his
service!

(Sing the song “"Death Has No Sting,” with Jesus as lead and everyone
singing the chorus as a victory song.)

Death Has No Sting

Mourners invert their loss into an initiatory promise, praising John’s rise.
Integration: Veiled chorus intones: "Oh, death has no sting, no shadow,
no fear...”

JJ

)

~—C

Sing Her Song: Death Has No Sting
Sheet Music: Death Has No Sting

Lyrics

In the dance of souls, we rise and fall,
From starlit realms to earth’s sweet call.
Through veils of time, our spirits soar,
Remembering lives we’ve lived before.
Suffering’s fire, it tempers the gold,
Turns pain to wisdom, stories untold.

In every trial, a seed of light,

Awakens the heart to endless flight.

Oh, death has no sting, no shadow, no fear,
Eternal life calls, drawing us near.

Christ in our hearts, Sophia’s wise grace,

We build the new world, in love’s warm embrace.
Sing it loud, let the heavens ring—

Death has no sting! Death has no sting!

Guardian angels whisper through the night,
Sleep’s gentle sister, holding us tight.

From sphere to sphere, we journey on,
Harvesting virtues till the dawn.
Reincarnation’s gift, we claim our throne,
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Immortal flames, never alone.
Christ’s living light, Sophia’s song,
Transforms our wounds where we belong.

No end, just beginnings in the cosmic sea,
Suffering blooms into love's victory.

Awake in the spheres, hand in hand we fly,
Building Jerusalem in the endless sky.

Oh, death has no sting, no shadow, no fear,
Eternal life calls, drawing us near.

Christ in our hearts, Sophia’s wise grace,

We build the new world, in love’s warm embrace.
Sing it loud, let the heavens ring—

Death has no sting! Death has no sting!

Death has no sting... eternal we sing...

Scene 2: The Spark (Duet)

Description: The mourners disperse like fading echoes, leaving Mary alone
by the tomb—her fingers tracing the stone’s cold seam, tears carving rivulets
in the dust. Jesus lingers, offering a parable whispered like a lover’s secret:
the seed that must die to be born and bloom. She rises, shedding her veil,
drawn into his orbit. Their dialogue unfolds in gentle gestures. The wilderness
encroaches: wind-swept rocks frame their silhouettes, projections of ethereal
flames flickering at the tomb’s mouth (foreshadowing resurrection). This is
love’s genesis: her grief alchemized into curiosity, his quiet authority igniting
her inner wisdom. As stars prick the sky, she chooses—disciple, not mourner—
stepping from shadow into his firelit path.

(Lazarus/John walks arm in arm with Martha and Joseph to the house as
Jesus and Mary turn to the side and sit in the garden, saying little but
understanding much of what has just happened.)

Jesus: Death has no power when you know the majesty of God’s creation
throughout time. In the Essene community, where I am from, we have many
wonderful teachings about the Creation of the Cosmos and the way humans are
an image of the divine.
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Mary: Tell me about these wonderful teachings that give you the wisdom to help
God raise my brother from the dead, for surely any teachings that hold such
power on Earth must also rule in heaven.

Jesus: Let me explain. One traditional creation song touches my heart deeply;
perhaps you know it.

(Jesus and Mary sing the song.)

Celestial Symphony of Joy

JJ

)

Like the parable of the seed that grows into a cosmic whisper, igniting 2

divine Sophia’s wisdom, this song is the secret teachings of the women
that was sung long before words were written down. Integration: Jesus’s
solo: “In the vast celestial sea...”; Mary echoes her wisdom chorus: “Oh,
joy of heaven’s boundless grace...”

Sing Her Song: Celestial Symphony of Joy

Lyrics

In the vast celestial sea, where stars in silence gleam,

A cosmos whispers secrets, like a holy, waking dream.

Ethers weave through plasma’s fire, light and thought entwine,
In every heart a universe, the macrocosm'’s sign.

Oh, joy of heaven’s boundless grace, where Christ the Light prevails!
Through veils of night, His wisdom flows, in ethers’ golden sails.
We rise as microcosms bright, in unity we soar,

Hope eternal, love divine, forevermore!

From spiritual ancient visions, the heavens speak anew,

Planets dance in sacred rhythm, with beings pure and true.
Lightning’s plasma calls the soul, to battle light and dark,

Yet Michael’s sword of courage lights the path, ignites the spark.

Oh, joy of heaven’s boundless grace, where Christ the Light prevails!
Through veils of night, His wisdom flows, in ethers’ golden sails.

We rise as microcosms bright, in unity we soar,

Hope eternal, love divine, forevermore!
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No scams of earth can dim the truth, no shadows veil the Sun,
For in our spirit’s forge we build the heart’s light newly won.
Comets cleanse, meteorites bless, in moral fire we grow,
Ascension calls with joyful song, where living waters flow.

Turn inside out, O heart of man, become the starry whole,

In Christ’s redeeming ether-blood, awaken every soul.

From Big Bang’s fiery myth to Grail’s pure light, we claim our cosmic throne,
With wisdom’s wings, we fly unbound, no longer here alone.

Oh, joy of heaven’s boundless grace, where Christ the Light prevails!
Through veils of night, His wisdom flows, in ethers’ golden sails.

We rise as microcosms bright, in unity we soar,

Hope eternal, love divine, forevermore!

In silence deep, we speak to stars, their silence turns to praise,
A symphony of spirit-beings, in everlasting days.

Awake, O child of heaven’s kin, embrace the ether’s call,
For joy abounds in every breath, and love redeems us all.

Mary: Throughout my life the wise women have told a story of the seven births
of the Great Goddess who helped create the wandering stars, the planets, and
their stellar fires. These mysteries have been hidden by those who wish to
conquer the ancient gifts of seers of old.

Jesus: I too have heard these ancient tunes and found that they reflect the
mansions in my Father’s kingdom, the many thrones of the spirits above. I
remember those twilight veils that hide the spirit of the divine, both Father and
Mother, parent and child.

(Mary and Jesus sing the song.)

Wings of Eternal Joy

JJ

)

Grief alchemized to choice, with: “joyous spark” mirroring a firelit path. 2

Integration: Mary’s rising solo: “Oh, joyous spark, break free from evil’s
night! Duet reprise: “Rise up, pilgrim... as they step into twilight...”
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Sing Her Song: Wings of Eternal Joy

Sheet Music: Wings of Eternal Joy

Lyrics
In twilight’s veil, shadows softly gleam,
Soul awakens from the earthly dream—

From Saturn’s fire to cosmic dance so grand,
We rise as seeds in wisdom’s guiding hand.

Oh, joyous spark, break free from evil’s night!
Defeat the dark with love’s eternal light!

Rise up, pilgrim, let your spirit soar—

Angel’s wings await, forevermore!

Through epochs vast, from flood to future flame,
Lemuria’s trials, Atlantis’s ancient claim—

Inner shadows bound in vice dissolve away,
Michael’s sword lights up the heavenly way.

Oh, joyous spark, break free from evil’s night!
Defeat the dark with love’s eternal light!

Rise up, pilgrim, let your spirit soar—

Angel’s wings await, forevermore!

To Jupiter’s glow, where manas brightly blooms,
Venus calls us higher, Vulcan seals our tombs—
The beast subdued, the Lamb in triumph reigns,

Eternal joy now conquers all our pains.

Oh, joyous spark, break free from evil’s night!
Defeat the dark with love’s eternal light!

Rise up, pilgrim, let your spirit soar—

Angel’s wings await, forevermore!

(Martha comes out of the house and joins Jesus and Mary.)
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Martha: These songs of old have brought me out of my brooding mood and
sparked joy in my heart. Thank you both for your faith to see the light and
wisdom in every one of God’s deeds. Who could have imagined that the wonders
of heaven could turn the tides of death.

Jesus: Mary’s songs remind me of when my mother sang to me the Ancient
Songs of the Desert Mothers. Such wisdom from the circles of the Wise Ones fills
my heart with hope. We were members of the Essene community at Nazareth,
where Joshua Ben Pandira preached the Word of God to the faithful. But now, I
travel the countryside as a carpenter hoping to mend human hearts as well as
houses and barns.

Mary: Before my mother passed into Abraham’s Bosom and Uncle Joseph came

to help manage our family estate, she hosted meetings of the Sacred Sisterhood
here in our house; that is how I know these songs of the past, what we call the

Gospel of Sophia.

Martha: Our Mother had a voice that brought the angels down from heaven.
Every word had a meaning that she could illuminate with the radiance of the
Sun and the quiet stillness of the Moon. These ancient teachings are still kept
hidden through women'’s intuitions which are known to us as the Language of
the Spirit that unites every act of love with eternal wisdom. Oh Mary, it is good
to hear your voice rising again like loving tongues of flames floating into the
heavenly sky.

Mary: Jesus, you are always welcome here at our home to speak your heart’s
wisdom and the Way, the Truth, and the Life that you have so often shared
with my brother. I only pray that as you take John the Beloved with you as you
travel, that you take me with you at your side. You surely you must know that
my life is now linked to yours forever more.

Martha: I too, my Lord, must accompany you, no matter where you go or what
you might encounter, for surely I know in my heart that the Word of the Lord

is upon you and no temporal force can conquer the power of the divine. I have

waited like an anxious bridesmaid all my life to witness the living God, and now
you stand before me. Please accept me as your humble student my Master and
teacher.

Mary: I too, plead that we both may become your humble servants.

Jesus: God sent me to Lazarus, his Beloved John, to raise him from the dead
as proof of his Divine mercy and glory, but I did not know Sophia had greater
plans in Her design. I would be honored if you would join me as I seek the Way,
the Truth, and the Life, for surely you both know much about that path and its
virtues. I am the one who would be honored to share my simple life with you.

(All three join in the closing song of this scene, bringing resurrection and
ascension to the foreground. As the song ends, they all walk toward and
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enter the house as the lights go down. The curtain rises on a stage with
three scenes that are not lit up yet. Jesus, Mary, Martha, and John are
dressed in humble clothes carrying a satchel and walking together slowly
and aimlessly like they don’t really have a destination)

John: Master, where is it that we are going?

Jesus: We are going where the Father calls us to do our work by shining light
into darkness and bringing comfort to those in need. I tell you, do not worry
about your life, what you eat or drink; or about your body, what you will wear.
Look at the birds of the air, they do not sow or reap or store away in barns,
and yet your heavenly Father feeds them. And see how the flowers of the fields
grow. They do not labor or spin. Yet I tell you that not even Solomon in all his
splendor was dressed like one of these.

Martha: But Master, what great faith must reside in your heart to believe and
live in this fashion, with no care for the material world and only love for our
brothers and sisters.

Revelations Dawn

Captures grief-alchemized curiosity as parable-seed (vine/branch), J\_/U
with: “In the hush of twilight's veil...” evoking tomb-tracing tears

yielding to Ascension, “O pilgrim... shared vow.” Duet layers Mary’s

intuition: “Sophia’s gentle call...” with Jesus’s authority, foreshadowing

the future.

Sing Her Song: Revelations Dawn

Lyrics

In the hush of twilight’s veil, where shadows weave their ancient spell,
The soul awakens, soft and bright, to thresholds veiled in endless night.
Not doom'’s grim thunder, nor the storm that rends the veil of mortal form,
But revelation’s gentle fire, unveiling worlds of pure desire.

O seeker, build thy ark within, where fears dissolve and virtues spin
A golden web of light divine, from heart’s deep well, a sacred shrine.
Like Noah’s vessel on the wave, or vimana soaring, bold and brave,
Thy bioark rises, ether-bound, where love’s pure oil in lamps is found.

Ascend, O pilgrim, to the height where revelations flood the sight;
The apocalypse, no end, but birth—a symphony of heaven and earth.
In unity’s eternal song, the twelvefold circle, pure and strong,

We weave the future’s radiant thread, where love eternal lifts its head.
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And lo, the dawn! The veils are torn, in every heart a sun is born.

Through trials crossed and fears outgrown, the soul finds home, no more alone.
In sweet love’s hymn, the night recedes; the spirit soars on wings of deeds—
Eternal hope, forever bright, in apocalypse, the endless light.

Mary: Your words have enkindled my heart to faith divine. No longer shall we
worry about tomorrow or what fate may befall us, for we are in the gentle hands
of God who shall lead us to glory through his name. Together we walk the path
of love and divine service without care for the evils of the days or what sorrows
abound.

John: Truly, Martha has shown us the long path home to our lofty seat beside
the Father of Heaven. Master, your words and deeds shall shine the light

we need to dispel the darkness and join with the angels in the holy work of
compassion and love.

Scene 3: The Trail of Teachings (Mary’s Solo Montage )

Description: The group travels across Judean trails: sunbaked paths
winding through olive groves and villages like homadic followers swelling
faith in their hearts. They follow Jesus through healings—a leper’s touch in a
dusty village square, a storm stilled on Galilee’s edge, the sick healed. Each
time a crowd gathers, Jesus teaches them in parables that remain in their
hearts and minds.

Throughout it all, premonitions arise in Mary’s soul that cause her to
wonder what mighty destiny awaits the group. Jesus gathers to himself
followers who become apostles of the faith. The men—Peter’s bullish ways,
Judas’s sly glance, and the naivety of the others, are tinged with doubt
and suspicion for the original travelers with Jesus. Peter wants a kingdom
for God and Judas wants a victory over the temple priests. Mary sheds her
weaver'’s satchel for a disciple’s scroll, her questions probing deeper: she
understands that the kingdom is not in temples, but wombs that birth the
spirit Word.

Martha: Master, why is it that the men look at Mary and me as something
less than the men. They seem jealous that your unlimited love is shared
with women and sinners. Do they not know that you must be about your
Father’s business to join man and woman, parent and child, believer and
non-believer?

Jesus: We are all children in the eyes of God the Father, and we accept all
people as we find them, broken or whole, healthy or ill, man or woman. God
radiates love as the sun shines light to all who would receive it in grace and
gratitude. Everyone is growing at their own rate and nothing in heaven or hell
can violate their freedom of choice. Some may choose darkness for now; but
never give up on anyone’s redemption.
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Mary: Your words heal the wounds of my heart dear Teacher, even though I
thought it impossible to forgive those who continue to assault my soul and spirit.
Would that I could, think or act as a angel in heaven when faced with such
challenges. I wish to be like you my Master, accepting with angelic grace each
person’s limitations and not demanding that they embody perfected qualities
while still bound to earthly vices. Please help me be what I see in you as the
divine spark of heaven come to Earth.

(Mary sings this song)

Awaken the Angel Within

The parables, healings, and miracles of Jesus creates a new ego-rebirth in J\/J J
his followers, “From earthly chains...” overlays the miracles and evolves to: ~—
“Awaken the angel within... These lyrics tie the disciple’s unease (Peter’s

gruffness) to “reincarnation’s path,” mending Mary’s doubts and pointing at

the collective goal of immortality and ascension.

Sing Her Song: Awaken the Angel Within
Sheet Music: Awaken the Angel Within

Lyrics

From earthly chains, our spirits yearn to fly,
Evolving through the epochs, reaching for the sky.
Virtues weave the wings that lift us high above,
In cycles of seven, we embrace divine love.
Suffering’s trials forge the soul’s true might,
Preparing for the dawn of eternal light.

Christ’s grace redeems, Sophia’s wisdom calls,
Awakening the angel in us all.

Awaken the angel within, let your light shine bright,
Eternal life unfolds in heaven’s pure delight.
Through spheres of grace, on wings of love we soar,
Christ and Sophia guide forevermore.

Sing it loud, feel the joy take flight—

Awaken the angel, in endless night to light!

Hierarchies whisper in the harmony of spheres,
Guardian beings heal our deepest fears.
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Reincarnation’s path, from death to rebirth’s gate,
Building New Jerusalem, our destined fate.

Future Jupiter destinies call, where angels we become,
Superhuman helpers from the stars we come.

In moral deeds, our halo starts to gleam,

Evolving souls in the cosmic dream.

No vices bind, no shadows hold us down,
In sense-free thought, we claim our crown.
From human form to angelic grace we rise,
In love’s embrace, we touch the skies.

Awaken the angel within, let your light shine bright,
Eternal life unfolds in heaven’s pure delight.
Through spheres of grace, on wings of love we soar,
Christ and Sophia guide forevermore.

Sing it loud, feel the joy take flight—

Awaken the angel, in endless night to light!

Awaken the angel... in light we ignite...

Jesus: Mary, your words open my heart to your beauty within; to the angel that
weds your soul to your spirit. Each of us is drawn upward to our future higher
self, the angel who guards us night and day. We all arise to the City Foursquare
where the fruits of our labor become food for the gods. Only patience can abide
that slow, gradual path that leads steeply to the divine summit. We must suffer
the little children to come onto us and pray that their purity shall be their guide.

John: But Master, shall we suffer the ignorance and cruelty of man to man and
not rebuke the small mind that condemns without thought.

Jesus: My Beloved John, judgment is the Lord’s and his insight is not limited
like the earth-bound misunderstandings of men. Even priests in high places
that are sanctified by tradition fall prey to the seven deadly sins and the paths
of perdition. But every person may choose to soar to the heavens or grasp the
dark, cold earth. For the first shall be last and the last shall be first, and wisdom
is seen as folly by those whose hearts are not filled with love. Patience my dear
ones, gives God time to gently call human’s to God’s divine plan.

(Jesus sings this song)
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Light of Christ Triumphant

Parables mend the image of Mother Eve, “transmute the thorn” for inner
growth. The integration of forgiveness is a bridge to higher love: “O Christ,
Thy light does break the chains of night... Redemption is found in the
lyrics: “"See the sacred in every hidden trace!”

Sing Her Song: Light of Christ Triumphant

Lyrics

In the hush of the night, where shadows entwine,
Angels call, let your senses align.

The commonplace gleams with a higher design,
Finite unfolds to the infinite line.

Percepts arise like a pollen in flight,

Stirring the soul through the veil of delight.

What you perceive is the spirit’'s own art,
Romanticize now, heal the wandering heart.

Oh, romanticize, lift the mundane to grace!
See the sacred in every hidden trace!
Magic awakens, the world’s song unfurls,
Wonder in whispers, for spirit-filled worlds!
Hearts open wide, under infinite sky!

Behind the appearance, the letters take wing,
Revelation stirs in the words that we sing.
Stretch we our souls to the spiritual spring,
Where inner and outer in overlap cling.

Faith turns the earthly to bread of the stars,
Every experience, a bridge without bars.
Senses attuned to the mystery’s call,
Perceive the divine in the rise and the fall.

Oh, romanticize, lift the mundane to grace!
See the sacred in every hidden trace!
Magic awakens, the world’s song unfurls,
Wonder in whispers, for spirit-filled worlds!
Hearts open wide, under infinite sky!
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From fragments of will, the hierarchies weave,
Shattered yet whole, in the light we believe.
Surrender to sight, let the cosmos receive,
Eternal communion, in joy we achieve!

Oh, romanticize, lift the mundane to grace!
See the sacred in every hidden trace!
Magic awakens, the world’s song unfurls,
Wonder in whispers, for spirit-filled worlds!
Hearts open wide, under infinite sky!

Martha: But Master, I have not the patience of a saint nor the timelessness

of an angel to wait for men to turn to the light of God. Surely, the signs and
miracles you have shown us should turn the cold hearts of non-believers to the
light of wisdom that you shine upon everyone, the deserving and the sinners.
What can we do to understand the ways of the divine?

Jesus: All wisdom shall unfold for you dear Martha when you turn from
finding solutions that arise from the world of suffering and pain. This veil of
tears teaches everyone what they need to know in due season. The time is
not yet at hand for the judgment; now is the time to radiate Sophia’s wisdom
and the Father’s love to everyone, without judgment or critical eye. For only
God can know a man’s heart.

John: Is that why you teach the crowds of followers in simply parables that
bring moral lessons before their hearts and minds?

Jesus: Yes, John, parables are for those not ready to hear the full truth of the
gospel of good news and peace. These stories will live on in their memories
and awaken the voice of God in their hearts, the inner voice of conscience.
But for you, my beloved ones, I teach the mysteries of the ancient schools
that have been oral traditions since Adam and Eve left the Garden of Eden

to find their way through darkness. These mysteries are profound and will
awaken the Christened Soul in you that can ascend to your spiritual home in
the heavens.

Mary: Let us go to the Garden of Gethsemane so that we can continue
this conversation about the deeper secrets of the kingdom without crowds
gathering around us. There we can find peace and discuss the message of
the divine.

(They walk off the stage and the current closes)
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Scene 4: Whispers in the Garden (Secret Teachings Triolet)

Description: A secluded grove at dusk—moonlit figs heavy with promise, a
hidden spring bubbling. Jesus draws Mary aside for “secret teachings”: stories
laced with feminine arcana—the woman at the well as the soul’s hidden portal,
the lost coin as the reclaimed spark of the spirit. Only Mary’s intuition decodes
the many layers of their shared teachings: womb as grail-vessel, passion
purified into wisdom, the divine feminine as part of creation. Peter and a

few disciples eavesdrop hidden behind bushes, their shadows lengthening

like jealousy’s roots. Mary’s favored ear was seen as a threat to Peter’s
impetuousness.

(The group walks on stage into the garden of Gethsemane. Jesus and
Mary sit together away from the others with Peter and a few others hiding
behind the bushes to listen to their conversation, anxious to find fault with
Mary and her family.)

Jesus: Let us all rest and refresh ourselves by the spring and pray for God’s
mercy to make the way clear for our ministry to those in need.

Peter to his friends nearby: Why are women here taking our place and

receiving lessons from the Master? They should be tending their homes and
leaving salvation and the gospel to men. Martha’s overbearing care for the
Master is inappropriate and Mary’s obvious passion for Jesus has distracted

him and us from our ministry. Soon they will be accusing Jesus of mixing with
whores, prostitutes, and witches who say they can heal with herbs and magic
potions. This must stop before these women believe that they are true disciples
of Jesus, or perhaps even apostles chosen to preach the eternal gospel of the
Sacred Word.

Mary: How is it Master that you know so much about Sophia, the being of
Wisdom, who the priests call Kyriotetes. Martha and I were taught by our
mother the secrets of Wisdom that have been handed down from mother to
daughter and guarded since women first marked the signs and seasons of the
Moon and Sun. Through the miracle of birth, death, and rebirth, the Triple
Goddess, the Great Mother, has shown women the ways of nature that bring
forth life.

Jesus: I too had a mother who was a highly respected priestess in the Essene
community where the true tabernacle has been tended since the first fall of the
Temple of Jerusalem. Those who wield power now in the temple have turned it
into a den of thieves who believe money can buy blood sacrifices that are burnt
as offerings to God. These old ways of blood sacrifices must now be replaced
with the blood of life, the waters of heaven, that flow through the heart and
womb of a birthing mother or a devote believer. These mysteries were reserved
for women but now must be brought to the world.
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Mary: I was taught that Sophia, the Creatrix, was the mirror image of God that
manifested in the world. Thus, the world is the body of the goddess of Wisdom
that laid down her sacrifice as an offering of love to create the three kingdoms
of nature. We call those great beings of wisdom, The Mothers. We have many
prayers and songs that praise her offerings of love to humanity.

(Mary sings the song and Jesus joins in as a duet)

Sophia’s Eternal Love

JJ

Mary unveils the feminine arcana she has been taught by the wise elder
women. “In the heart’s sacred flame...” as Jesus and Mary’s duet decodes
the grail as the womb of the Word of creation.

< .

Sing Her Song: Sophia’s Eternal Love

Sheet Music: Sophia’s Eternal Love

Lyrics

In the heart’s sacred flame, where souls entwine,
Sophia’s grace whispers, soft and divine.

Christ’s boundless will, a river of light,

Merges with wisdom, banishing night.

From cosmic dance, their union so pure,

Love’s alchemy heals, forever endures.

Oh, Sophia’s love, eternal and true,
Christ’s holy fire, embracing anew.

Hearts awaken, in glory we rise,

Love’s cosmic song, beneath endless skies!

As bride and beloved, she calls to the soul,
Virgin of light, making spirits whole.

In every breath, her tenderness flows,
Mother of God, where true beauty grows.
Queen of the heavens, her mirror reflects,
Love’s deepest truth, no shadow neglects.
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Oh, Sophia’s love, eternal and true,
Christ’s holy fire, embracing anew.

Hearts awaken, in glory we rise,

Love’s cosmic song, beneath endless skies!

No veil divides, in love we unite,

Sophia and Christ, our guiding light.
From earth to stars, their harmony sings,
Awakening joy on love’s golden wings.

In revelation’s glow, her essence we find,
Goddess of love, to all humankind.

Through trials and grace, her spirit prevails,
Eternal embrace, where no love fails.
Together they weave the fabric of being,
Sophia’s pure love, forever freeing.

Oh, Sophia’s love, eternal and true,
Christ’s holy fire, embracing anew.

Hearts awaken, in glory we rise,

Love’s cosmic song, beneath endless skies!

Jesus: Your voice is a memory I have been longing to add to the song in my
heart. Our voices rise together higher than our personal songs can reach. And
your understanding of Wisdom is like the power of love that drives my mission
of earth. Until now, I wondered if I could ever be a citizen of this world, which
is so different than my Father’s kingdom. I can’t imagine preaching the Word or
singing the New Song without your angelic voice entwining Wisdom and Love
as One. Is it possible that my solitary life now joins with another to enkindle
the birth of God’s spirit on earth. What wonders burgeon forth from our union?
Perhaps we can bring God’s kingdom to the earth through our love.

(Mary and Jesus sing this duet—a love song that foreshadows their life
together.)
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Veils of Luminous Tide

The parable of the lost coin sparks the mood decoding the layers of the
mystery song/psalm of love that has bloomed in both Mary’s and Jesus’s
hearts.

Sing Her Song: Veils of Luminous Tide

M26

Lyrics

Through silken veils where the ether softly sighs,

I sense your glow in the hush of star-born streams.
No chains of form, just whispers from the skies,
Where spirits weave in luminous dreams.

Oh, veils of luminous tide, where souls entwine as one,
Beyond the fleeting veil, our essence comes undone.
In spheres of endless grace, the ancient light is won,
Beloved, in your depths, eternity’s begun.

(Luminous, luminous—drift the cosmic sea,

United in the glow, forever wild and free!)

In Kamaloka’s bloom, desires turn to fire,

Your wisdom calls through rivers of pure night.
We shed the earthly coil, ascend the mystic spire,
To realms where love ignites the inner sight.

Oh, veils of luminous tide, where souls entwine as one,
Beyond the fleeting veil, our essence comes undone.
In spheres of endless grace, the ancient light is won,
Beloved, in your depths, eternity’s begun.

(Luminous, luminous—drift the cosmic sea,

United in the glow, forever wild and free!)

No mortal thread can bind what stars have spun,
Just quiet confluence in the void’s embrace.
Here mysteries unfold, the many become one,
In sacred hush, we claim our timeless space.
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Oh, veils of luminous tide, where souls entwine as one,
One, my love—let the ethers sing our rite!)

Beyond the fleeting veil, our essence comes undone.
In spheres of endless grace, the ancient light is won,
Beloved, in your depths, eternity’s begun.

Luminous, luminous—drift the cosmic sea,

United in the glow, forever wild and free!

Luminous, luminous—whisper through the night,

In your arms, the infinite takes flight.

Scene 5: Vows in the Vine (Wedding Ensemble)

Description: Cana’s hall erupts in revelry: trellised arches full with grapes,
guests whirl in ecstatic dances. Water jars gleam like alchemical wombs.
Mary, now radiant in bridal saffron, stands with Jesus amid the throng—their
“marriage” a shadowed rite, vows exchanged in stolen glances. Jesus turns
water to wine as a new sacrament: her cup brims ruby, symbolizing her
heart’s transmutation. Laughter swells, but undercurrents churn—Peter scowls
from the fringes, disciples murmur of “woman’s sway.”

(The curtain rises to the wedding hall in Cana. The mother of Jesus is there
and all the apostles. Mary is dressed in a humble wedding gown adorned
with flowers while Jesus is also festively dressed. Mary and Jesus holding
hands approach the Mother of Jesus, and Mary sings this song as her
marriage vows.)

Whispers of the Bride

Mary’s words insinuate that the marriage is both physical and spiritual. In
that moment, Mary is overlighted by the Being of Wisdom—Sophia. Jesus
is overlighted by the Father God and the Holy Spirit. Together, the couple
now becomes the redeemed Adam and Eve creating a new Garden of Eden.

JJ
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Sing Her Song: Whispers of the Bride

Lyrics

In the hush before the stars began to gleam,
You lit the void with secrets soft and kind.

I chased your shadow through a fleeting dream,
Till love’s pure fire called your heart to mine.
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Whispers of the bride, in light we meet at last,

Love claims wisdom’s crown, no shadows in our path.
Hand to hand we rise, through time the bond holds fast,
Christ and Sophia dancing, free from winter’s grasp.
(Whispers, whispers—echo sweet and near,

United flame forever, casting out all fear!)

From garden blooms to rivers running red,

Your light held steady when the night grew long.
Now in ether’s breath, our words are newly said,
A vow that turns the silence into song.

Whispers of the bride, in light we meet at last,

Love claims wisdom’s crown, no shadows in our path.
Hand to hand we rise, through time the bond holds fast,
Christ and Sophia dancing, free from winter’s grasp.
Whispers, whispers—echo sweet and near,

United flame forever, casting out all fear!

No veil remains, your eyes reflect my grace,

In this sweet surrender, worlds begin anew.
Together we ignite the hidden place,

Where lovers’ light makes all things pure and true.

Whispers of the bride, in light we meet at last,

Love claims wisdom’s crown, no shadows in our path.
Hand to hand we rise, through time the bond holds fast,
Christ and Sophia dancing, free from winter’s grasp.
Whispers, whispers—lingering soft and true,

Love and light eternal, me with you, with you!

Mother of Jesus: Truly these sacred words of Mary are enough to call the
divine from heaven into this humble place. This union is blessed by destiny as
the redemption of the fall from grace. Now, true love, born of the divine, can
descend to earth as a gift of the divine as our prayers and blessings rise to
heaven as earth’s answer to love’s warm embrace.
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(The Mother of Jesus begins the song with Mary, Jesus, and others joining
in as a vow to their commitment of love.)

John: This union is clearly divine, and what comes from it will be the fate of
mankind. Eternal love brings immortal bonds and sweet blessings from life
to life. Surely this blessing is for all to share and will bring the majesty of the
divine to the earth for all times to come.

(John sings the song that is the community’s acknowledgement of this holy
marriage.)

Enchanted Veil

This song is the sanctioning of the wedding even though Peter and Judas
are disgruntled and angry. John’s wisdom anoints the union with his
wisdom.

JJ
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Sing Her Song: Enchanted Veil

Lyrics

In the hush of the night, where shadows entwine,
Angels call, let your senses align.

The commonplace gleams with a higher design,
Finite unfolds to the infinite line.

Percepts arise like a pollen in flight,

Stirring the soul through the veil of delight.

What you perceive is the spirit’s own art,
Romanticize now, heal the wandering heart.

Oh, romanticize, lift the mundane to grace!
See the sacred in every hidden trace!
Magic awakens, the world’s song unfurls,
Wonder in whispers, for spirit-filled worlds!
Hearts open wide, under infinite sky!

Behind the appearance, the letters take wing,

Revelation stirs in the words that we sing.
Stretch we our souls to the spiritual spring,
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Where inner and outer in overlap cling.
Faith turns the earthly to bread of the stars,
Every experience, a bridge without bars.
Senses attuned to the mystery’s call,
Perceive the divine in the rise and the fall.

Oh, romanticize, lift the mundane to grace!
See the sacred in every hidden trace!
Magic awakens, the world’s song unfurls,
Wonder in whispers, for spirit-filled worlds!
Hearts open wide, under infinite sky!

From fragments of will, the hierarchies weave,
Shattered yet whole, in the light we believe.
Surrender to sight, let the cosmos receive,
Eternal communion, in joy we achieve!

Oh, romanticize, lift the mundane to grace!
See the sacred in every hidden trace!
Magic awakens, the world’s song unfurls,
Wonder in whispers, for spirit-filled girls!
Hearts open wide, under infinite sky!

(John congratulates Mary and Jesus, and they walk over to a corner of the
stage and quietly talk in hushed tones of eternal love.)

Scene 6: Thrones of Envy (Act Closer)

Post-feast haze lingers in Cana’s courtyard—empty jars, festival remains,
moonlight casting long shadows.

(Peter, Judas, and a few other apostles walk to the other side of the
stage, opposite Mary and Jesus and aggressively whisper dissent and
disagreement with the wedding.)
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Peter: Listen, my friends, Mary’s wily ways are a heresy of the teachings; her
marriage is a scandal to us all. She is undermining all of the apostles and thinks
she is the favorite of Jesus. But no woman can lead this cause nor preach its
principles abroad. She has seduced Jesus and was always a prostitute groveling
in sin and shame. We must not let her steal our Master away from us. We must
rise up and create our own temple that enthrones Jesus as the ruler of the world
and the new high priest.

(In the corner where they were talking, Peter now grandstands his anger
with the following song. A spotlight is on him as he rages.)

Shadows of the Throne

Peter’s patriarchal thunder indicts erasure: “Shadows of the throne...” J\_/U
growling firelight rally; “Her gospel’s haze, her secrets’ veiled brew...”
Peter’s mutterings is a rant that justifies fear and hatred.

Sing Her Song: Shadows of the Throne

Lyrics

We fished the depths, hauled nets through storm and tide,
Called from boats to walk this wandering bride.

But now her whispers creep like serpent’s coil,

Weaver’s oils and secrets—spoils for the soil.

Rabbi’s words for hooks and lines we cast,

Not her veiled vines, her garden’s shadowed past.

From Cana’s cups, she sips what we can’t claim—

No room for flames that bear a woman’s name!

Shadows of the throne, we rise to claim our due!
Keys in calloused hands, not hers, not you!

Her gospel’s haze, her secrets’ veiled brew—

We scribe the light, erase the night she knew!
Throne, throne—iron and stone we forge!

No Sophia’s spark, no bridal gorge!

Heavens’s gate, where the worthy pass alone—
Shadows claim the throne, the throne, our own!)
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Quills in firelight, we carve the sacred scroll,
“Beloved disciple”? Nay, a brother’s toll.

Her brother’s tomb, her oils on feet unclean—
Seven demons dance in what she’s seen.

From Bethany’s dust to Cana’s stolen rite,

She pulls the vine, but we ignite the fight.

No womb’s wild seed shall seed our holy seed—
The church we build on rock, not reed!

She overhears the hiss, the quill’s cruel bite...
But Peter’s roar drowns her—No throne for you!
We forge the keys in Michael’s shadowed sword,
Not her womb’s chalice, her unspoken word.
From group to one, we prune the errant branch—
Her name? Ne'er to be advanced!

Shadows of the throne, we rise to claim our due!

Keys in calloused hands, not hers, not you!

Her gospel’s haze, her secrets’ veiled brew—

We scribe the light, erase the night she knew!

Throne, throne—iron and stone we forge!

No Sophia’s spark Heaven’s gate, where the worthy pass alone—
Shadows claim... the throne... our own...

(With Peter on the left side of the stage [stage right] and Mary and Jesus
on the other, John steps forward in the middle of the stage and sings this
song.)

Wedding the Soul to Spirit

This selection counters Peter’s anger. It is sung by a choir of women as
the scene closes.
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Sing Her Song: Wedding the Soul to Spirit
Sheet Music: Wedding the Soul to the Spirit

Lyrics
In the quiet depths where shadows softly fade,
Your soul awakens to the light divine.
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From ancient flames, the higher self is made,
Christ’s Sophia calls, Her love entwines.

No chains of fear, no darkened veil remains,
She lifts you high on wings of grace untold.
Through trials deep, Her wisdom heals the pain,
Birthing the Virgin Soul, pure as gold.

Like angel host in dreams of sacred art,

She guides you home, where heaven’s fires burn.
The alchemical feast ignites the heart,

In unity, the spirit’s bride returns.

Oh, wed your soul to the higher light!
Christ’s Sophia shines, forever bright!
In Her embrace, you’re never alone,
Love’s eternal dawn calls you home!
Rise, beloved, in joy’s pure glow,
Heart to heart, let the spirit flow!
Hallelujah, sing with me now,
Sophia’s love will show you how!

Through valleys gray and nights of weary quest,
She whispers truth, a mirror to your soul.

The midwife of your birth, in Her you’'re blessed,
From earthly chains, to heaven’s sacred whole.
No fear can hold, no doubt can stay the way,
Her mercy flows like rivers of pure red.

In every breath, Her spirit lights the day,
Guiding you back to the cosmic bed.

As Sophia stands so near,

An invisible friend in every step you take.
She bears your being, dries your every tear,
In heavenly marriage, your spirit awakes.

Oh, wed your soul to the higher light!

Christ’s Sophia shines, forever bright!
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In Her embrace, you’re never alone,
Love'’s eternal dawn calls you home!
Rise, beloved, in joy’s pure glow,
Heart to heart, let the spirit flow!
Hallelujah, sing with me now,
Sophia’s love will show you how!

From wisdom'’s heart to starry skies above,
Sophia’s love births your higher self anew.
No more hiding in the maze of soul,

Trust Her wisdom, let Her love shine through.
You're the bride, the groom in sacred art,
Going home to Christ, forever in His heart.

Oh, wed your soul to the higher light!
Christ’s Sophia shines, forever bright!
In Her embrace, you're never alone,
Love’s eternal dawn calls you home!
Rise, beloved, in joy’s pure glow,
Heart to heart, let the spirit flow!
Hallelujah, sing with me now,
Sophia’s love will show you how!

Christ and Sophia shine, oh shine...
Love’s pure glow, forever mine.



Act lI: Cross of Crucified Love—“Thorns of the Hidden Heart”

Description: Dawn breaks over Jerusalem—Pilate’s courtyard is a mosh-pit of
jeers, the Sanhedrin’s snarls amplified through distortion. Mary’s development
deepens: no longer student, but consort and confidante, her secret gnosis
(the “Gospel of Sophia” veiled in parable) ignites apostle fury. Peter, eyeing his
future keys to the kingdom, orchestrates the smear: whispers of her “seven
demons” twists into brothel lies, the chorus scrawling her out of history. The
trial erupts in chaos: Judas’s betrayal comes as a kiss. Betrayal cascades as
Peter denies Jesus three times in a row.

At the cross, time fractures—a spotlight isolates their vigil, the world’s din
fading to ominous heartbeat drums. This is universal loneliness. Mary’s hand
is on the cross as if birthing through agony. Jesus’s gaze finds Mary, and a
triple-layered vow is made with John (brother-in-law) to guard and protect the
bloodline, stirring in Mary’s womb, and the Mother of Jesus against all evils.

Later, the scene shifts to an intimate view inside the tomb, where Mary alone
anoints his body with spices as a sacrament. Mary’s tears mingling with blood,
a ritual of love’s alchemy that is profoundly full of meaning.

A museum-authenticated first-century Roman pilum tip, its iron patina and brutal geometry
ideal for crafting a prop that echoes the era’s unforgiving edge.

In the poignant final scene of this act, the centurion Longinus—his face etched
with quiet revelation—tenders to Mary Magdalene the shattered tip of his
spearhead, swathed reverently in coarse cloth. The cross looms just beyond
the frame, glimpsed only from its shadowed base, where a solitary spotlight
bathes the trio at its foot: the Virgin Mary, her gaze lifted in anguished prayer;
John, steadfast in sorrow; and Martha, a pillar of unyielding grief. Here, the
drama narrows to these intimate witnhesses, their forms etched in golden light
amid the gathering dusk, while a vast, elongated shadow stretches across the
stage like a silent omen.

As the moment deepens, the illumination fades inexorably, drawing the eye
to the solitary act of grace: Longinus’s callused hand extending the relic to
Magdalene’s trembling grasp. In the hush that follows, only their shadowed
silhouettes remain, a fragile emblem of redemption amid ruin.
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Act lI: Scene Breakdown

Act II ignites in Jerusalem’s dawn, escalating from whispered heresies to
the cross’s thunderous hush—a symphony of betrayal’s roars during love’s
unyielding vigil. The set fractures: Pilate’s courtyard as a wireframe cage
dissolving into Golgotha’s jagged hill. Lighting shifts from accusatory strobes
to cruciform shadows, Mary’s crimson deepening to sacrificial scarlet.

Scene 1: Shadows of the Secret (Ensemble Montage Opener)

Description: Weeks after Cana, the troupe encamps in olive-shaded
outskirts—tents like fragile tabernacles amid rising Sanhedrin whispers.
Mary’s gnosis blooms: she decodes Jesus’s parables in women’s circles, her
insights rippling like contraband fire. Apostles gather by firelight; Peter, axe
in hand for firewood, overhears her “Gospel of Sophia” fragments—feminine
understandings of the Word of the Womb of Creation. Jealousy festers as he
mutters “seven demons” and twists her anointing to brothel sin. Jesus draws
her aside for deeper rites, but Peter’s shadow looms foreshadowing historical
whitewash.

Jesus: No longer can the truth be hidden. The time is at hand to find God’s
kingdom and surrender the throne of your heart to Christ’s love and mercy.
God’s kingdom is descending from heaven; turn your heart around and receive
the gifts raining down from the spiritual hierarchies who wish to help you evolve
into your divine nature.

(Jesus sings this song as the troupe dances with joy behind him.)

Cross the Threshold’s Veil J
Sing Her Song: Cross the Threshold’s Veil \/J
Sheet Music: Cross the Threshold’s Veil

Lyrics

Before the gate where shadows meet the light,
The Guardian stands, revealing wrong from right.
Karmic echoes in the mirror of the soul,

Selfish deeds unveiled, making us whole.
Suffering’s forge refines the heart’s pure gold,

In freedom’s fire, our true self unfolds.

Christ’'s redeeming love, Sophia’s guiding hand,
Transform the fears into a promised land.
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Cross the threshold’s veil, let your spirit soar,
No fear in the facing, love opens the door.
Guardian of karma, teacher in disguise,
Eternal wisdom gleams in awakened eyes.
Sing it bold, feel the victory ring—

Cross the veil, on freedom’s wing!

Through veils of illusion, the hero’s path we tread,
Reincarnation’s cycle, from life to life we're led.
Threefold specters fade in compassion’s glow,
Initiation’s call, where higher virtues flow.

Lord of Karma waits with mercy in His gaze,
Sophia’s truth illuminates the maze.

From underworld shades to heaven’s bright array,
We rise renewed in the light of day.

No beast can bind what love has set free,
In selfless deeds, we claim eternity.

The Dweller whispers secrets of the soul,
Awakening the heart, making us whole.

Cross the threshold’s veil, let your spirit soar,
No fear in the facing, love opens the door.
Guardian of karma, teacher in disguise,
Eternal wisdom gleams in awakened eyes.
Sing it bold, feel the victory ring—

Cross the veil, on freedom’s wing!

Cross the veil... in light we prevail...

John: Master, your words open the gate to my soul so that I can fly to the
heavens, where angels await our spirit birth. I feel God’s presence gather round
us, and my heart is drawn to its true home among the stars.

Martha: I too have the gates swung wind open for the inspiration of the
spirit. Sing my brother that the cares and pains of life are made small and
distant so that the higher realms might feel welcome among their true
disciples.
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(John sings this song with help from Martha.)

Light of Christ Triumphant
Sing Her Song: Light of Christ Triumphant

Lyrics

In twilight’s veil, where shadows weave their lore,
And Satan’s cold frost does bind the soul,

Where Lucifer’s proud fall casts dark control,

A spark divine from Christ’s own heart does soar.

O hyacinth of grace, with light restore,

Unfurl thy gold where tempests fiercely roll,
Transmute the thorn to beams that make us whole,
And guide us to the spirit’s radiant shore.

O Christ, Your Light does break the chains of night,
His Love’s eternal flame shall ever shine!
Rejoice, rejoice, in freedom’s holy might,
Our hearts ascend to join the love divine!

In mists of untruth, where the specters glide,
And falsehoods spin their webs of fleeting pain,
The seeker’s gaze, through beauty’s sacred reign,
Beholds the truth where love and light abide.

No demon’s wile can dim the Christ inside,

His impulse blooms, a dawn that knows no wane,
The grail within does sing a sweet refrain,

And wings of virtue lift where fears subside.

O Christ, Thy light does break the chains of night,
Thy love’s eternal flame shall ever shine!
Rejoice, rejoice, in freedom’s holy might,
Our hearts ascend to join the love divine!
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With joy we sing, our spirits brightly soar,
In love’s embrace, we triumph evermore!

Mary: My beloved, the night grows dark, and our songs and prayers to the
divine must soon melt into the blessed silence of sleep. We have trodden many
paths of ancient wisdom in our praise to the Mother and Father, and now we
should offer a vesper psalm to the parents who protect us through the veil and
return us to the bright light of day. Oh, that we could sing praises forever before
the throne of God.

(Mary and Sophia sing this song together.)

Christ and Sophia Shine

Shadows of the Secret bolsters women’s wisdom against jealousy: “Christ J\_/U
and Sophia shine...” as Mary’s insights ripple and Peter’s ambitions dim:
“The grail within...” revealing the “Gospel of Sophia” in burning letters.

Sing Her Song: Christ and Sophia Shine
Sheet Music: Christ and Sophia Shine

Lyrics

In the heart’s bright glow, where love is born,
Christ’s holy fire lights up the morn.

Sophia’s wisdom, clear as day,

Guides our souls along the way.

From ancient stars to earthly streams,

Their love ignites our deepest dreams.

With every step, their grace we find,

Lifting hearts and souls combined.

Christ and Sophia shine, oh, shine!
Love and wisdom, pure divine!
Hallelujah, raise your voice,

In their light, our hearts rejoice!

Through the night, their truth unfolds,
Sophia’s grace, a love untold.
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Christ’s strong will, it sets us free,
Binds our hearts in unity.

From moonlit tides to sunlit skies,
Their sacred bond will never die.
In every breath, their spirit flows,
A love that only heaven knows.

Christ and Sophia shine, oh, shine!
Love and wisdom, pure divine!
Hallelujah, raise your voice,

In their light, our hearts rejoice!

No fear can hold, no doubt can stay,
Their love will light the darkest day.

With Sophia’s truth and Christ’'s embrace,
We rise in glory, saved by grace.

In every heart, their song resounds,

A holy love that knows no bounds.
Sophia’s mirror, Christ’s warm glow,
Together make our spirits grow.

From earth to stars, their call is clear,
Their love will dry our every tear.

We sing their praise, our souls take flight,
In Christ’s and Sophia’s endless light.

Christ and Sophia shine, oh, shine!
Love and wisdom, pure divine!
Hallelujah, raise your voice,

In their light, our hearts rejoice!

Hallelujah, lift your song,
In their love, we all belong!
Christ and Sophia, ever near,



Guide us home with joy sincere!

(Shine, oh, shine... our hearts rejoice...)

Scene 2: The Garden’s Fracture (Duet/Trio Confrontation)

Description: A thorn-choked garden at midnight—Jesus prays in agony while
sweat falls like blood on stone. Mary joins, their stolen intimacy a balm: hands
entwined, he imparts the final secret—his death on the cross is a spiritual
forge, her womb is a holy grail paradise for the coming child. Judas slinks

in the shadows, coins jingle as his betrayal unfolds; Peter and a trio lurk,
harboring anger and frustration.

(Judas is seen in the corner of the stage preparing to hang himself as due
punishment for his betrayal.)

Heart of the Cosmos

Agony’s forge hammers a cosmic pulse: “*Oh, heart of the cosmos...” J\/U
entwines hands in a soothing balm. Peter’s eruption is heard in: “You're no

fleeting shadow...” twisting the concept of an heir to the throne of Jesus.

Judas lurks: “In Christ’s cosmic outline...,” which underscores his triple

denial.

Sing Her Song: Heart of the Cosmos

Lyrics

In realms unseen, where angels take flight,

Warmth weaves the worlds through the hush of the night.
Your spirit’s no stranger to fire’s pure glow,

From cradle of stars to the rivers that flow.

The angels hum, in devotion they sing,
Behind every leaf, every dawn’s golden wing.

Oh, heart of the cosmos, beat wild and free!

You're fire eternal, God’s image in thee.

No grave can contain what the heavens have sown—
Awake to your glory, forever you’re home!

Heart of the cosmos... heart beats as one...

divine fire rising, the victory’s won!
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Breathe in the sun’s sacred, pulling embrace,
Unfallen and holy, it lights up your face.

From cube of the shadows to Sophia’s grace,
Evolving through realms in the Savior’s own space.

No illusion can bind what the Cross has set loose,
Your will spans the void, in the Spirit’s sweet juice.

Oh, heart of the cosmos, beat wild and free!

You're fire eternal, God’s image in thee.

No grave can contain what the heavens have sown—
Awake to your glory, forever you’re home!

Heart of the cosmos... heart beats as one...

divine fire rising, the victory’s won!

Orders unfold like a catechism’s prayer,

From the Logos’s whisper to life’s unfallen air.
You're no fleeting shadow, but heir to the throne,
In Christ’s cosmic outline, forever you’re known.

Oh, heart of the cosmos, beat wild and free!

You're fire eternal, God’s image in thee.

No grave can contain what the heavens have sown—
Awake to your glory, forever you’re home!

Heart of the cosmos... heart beats as one...

divine fire rising, the victory’s won!

Judas: Forgive me, Father, for what I have done, for now the world must be
shattered by the evil of my dark hands.

Heart’s Turning Flame J
Sing Her Song: Heart’s Turning Flame J J

Lyrics
No simple pump in the chest’s warm hold,
But sacred cup where stories unfold.
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Soul’s quiet eye, beholding the stars,
Feels heaven’s touch beyond earthly scars.
In rhythms deep, a vision takes flight,
Awakens wonder in the still of night.

Heart holds the flame, Christ’s timeless spark,
Turns the world’s wheel from dark to mark.
Love’s living stream, in every beat,

Guides us home where the heavens meet!
Feel the turn, let spirit rise,

Eternal fire in our open eyes.

At Golgotha’s dawn, the turning tide,

Divine love poured where shadows once hide.
Infused the core with freedom’s pure call,
Broke ancient chains, awakened us all.

From group to one, the ego takes wing,
Heart’s gentle force makes the cosmos sing.

Heart holds the flame, Christ’s timeless spark,
Turns the world’s wheel from dark to mark.
Love’s living stream, in every beat,

Guides us home where the heavens meet!
Feel the turn, let spirit rise,

Eternal fire in our open eyes.

Now vessel of grace, it sees through the veil,
Perceives the divine in the wind and the gale.
No more blind steps in material night,

But paths of light where the soul takes flight.
In humble pulse, the kingdom is near—
Christ’s quiet deed, forever clear.

Breathe in the gift, let old fears release,
Heart’s sacred song brings endless peace.
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Heart holds the flame, Christ’s timeless spark,
Turns the world’s wheel from dark to mark.
Love’s living stream, in every beat,

Guides us home where the heavens meet!
Feel the turn, let spirit rise,

Eternal fire in our open eyes.

Scene 3: Trial by Flames (Betrayal Montage)

Description: Pilate’s judgment seat erupts in mobbed frenzy as the
Sanhedrin chant loudly, "Death to the Blasphemer!” Jesus is bound center-
stage, crowned in thorns; Mary pushes through the crush, her cries lost in the
roar. Judas’s rope-dance suicide (offstage wailing), Peter’s threefold denial as
the cock-crows tree times. The crowd brands Mary the “whore of Bethany,”
quills scribbling lies and judgments. The procession forms and soldiers” march
and drag Jesus toward Golgotha.

Peter: I cannot bear the pain of seeing Jesus suffer under the hands of such
cruel and ignorant people who are deranged with anger and hatred. What can I
do to prove my love to the Master and yet not suffer his same fate.

Stranger: Are you not Peter, the leader of the apostles of Jesus of Nazareth,
who calls himself the King of the Jews?

John: No, I am not he that traveled with Jesus. I do not know that man. I am no
follower of such a one who calls himself the Son of God. No, I do not know him.

(Peter walks away in shame remembering that Jesus had told him that he
would deny him three times before the world. Peter walks to the opposite
corner that Judas was in to hang himself. Peter’s shame is unbearable as
he hangs his head and regrets the many cruel things he said about Mary
and Jesus. Then, Peter sings this song.)

Thorns of the Via J
Sets the conflict between Peter and Mary. J J

Sing Her Song: Thorns of the Via

Lyrics
Silver kisses in the garden’s thorned embrace,
Betray the vine for thirty pieces’ grace.
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Her secrets shared in whispers soft and deep,
Now rope and beam my harvest reap.

From Cana’s vow to Gethsemane’s cold plea,
The bride’s own secret, unraveling the tree.
Rabbi’s light, I dim with brother’s blade—
Thorns await the path we both have made!

Thorns of the way each step a crimson scar,
Falls in the dust, where the mighty stars are far.
Denials crow like hammers on the wood,

My solid rock crumbles in the flood!
Thorns—bind the light we knew!

No grail in blood, just Pilate’s brew!

Via’s cruel bend, where the fall is true—

Thorns of the via, piercing me and you!

Three times I swear, “I know not the man,”

Fire in my gut, but fear’s the plan.

Her gospel’s veil, I tear with fisher’s net,

No room for brides when the throne’s not set.

From hearth’s warm call to courtyard’s biting gale,
My keys unborn in this Judas-trail.

Scribes and soldiers, we march the blame her way—
Thorns for the light that she dares to say!

She fights the fray, oils for the morrow’s rite.
But the via thunders—No woman’s sight!
Earth shakes the stones, as the side will tear,
Our march to nails, her vigil in the air.

From seven demons to seven seals we break,
Thorns crown the fall we all must take.

Thorns of the via, each step a crimson scar,
Falls in the dust, where the mighty stars are far.
Denials crow like hammers on the wood,

My solid rock crumbles in the flood!
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Thorns—bind the light we knew!

No grail in blood, just Pilate’s brew!

Via’s cruel bend, where the fall is true—
Thorns of the via, piercing me and you!
“Love’s blood the grail we dare not sing...”

Scene 4: Vigil of the Four (Quintet at the Foot)

Description: Golgotha’s apex is like the cross’s base, a bloodied altar. The
hill's slope is a theater of agony. The quartet claims their station: the Mother
of Jesus, veil drawn like a shroud; Mary Magdalene with her hand veiling her
secret swell; John with his risen clairvoyance etching his brow; Martha the
faithful holding both women. Jesus’s shadow crucifies the sky. Magdalene
whispers to the unborn—"Your father’s light endures.”

(Mary looks up to Jesus on the cross and sings this song.)

Wait for Me on the Other Side

Mary sings the song as a farewell to her beloved and yet she knows he will
not desert her and will live forever as her partner and consort.

Sing Her Song: Wait for Me on the Other Side

Lyrics

In the hush where shadows claim your fading breath,
I hold the silence, heavy as the stone.

Your hand slips free, as time draws you from me,
Leaving echoes of the warmth we once had known.

Echoes beyond the veil, don’t say goodbye,

Our love defies the dark, it learns to fly.

Though parted now, in dreams we’ll touch the sky,
Beloved, wait for me on the other side.

Beyond, beyond—your light calls me near,

Hearts forever woven, without fear!

The world grows cold without your steady gaze,
Nights stretch endless, like a river running dry.
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I whisper vows into the empty haze,
Clinging to the spark that never says die.

Echoes beyond the veil, don’t say goodbye,

Our love defies the dark, it learns to fly.

Though parted now, in dreams we'll touch the sky,
Beloved, wait for me on the other side.

Beyond, beyond—your light calls me near,

Hearts forever woven, without fear!

One breath away, the dawn will break the night,
Your voice will find me in the morning’s grace.
No endless void, just hands that hold us tight,
Across the quiet, we’ll reclaim our place.

Echoes beyond the veil, don’t say goodbye,
Goodbye, no more—our story doesn’t end!

Our love defies the dark, it learns to fly.

Though parted now, in dreams we'll touch the sky,
Beloved, wait for me on the other side.

Beyond, beyond—your light calls me near,
Hearts forever woven, crystal clear!
Beyond, beyond—eternal and true,

I'll find my way, straight back to you.

(John holds Mary after the song, and they both are bent with sorrow.
Martha and the Mother of Jesus come to Mary’s side and wrap their arms
around her. Then, John sings this song as a summary of what he has
witnessed.)

Dawn of Our Reunion

Quartet’s isolation as pre-dawn hush: “"Dawn of our reunion...” solos. "No J\/J\_/J
more chains of night...” John’s vow that “Christ reigns with Sophia...” seals

the prayer. Choral lift universalizes grief, turning sorrow-to-flight amid

shadow-sky.
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Sing Her Song: Dawn of Our Reunion

Lyrics

In the hush of longing, where the shadows softly part,
You call my name like Mary’s cradle song.

Through veils of time, I feel your sacred heart,
Beloved, drawing me where I belong.

Dawn of our reunion, in Jerusalem’s pure light,
Christ reigns with Sophia, turning sorrow into flight.
No more chains of night, just rivers running bright,
Love and wisdom dancing, in the city of delight.
(Dawn—feel the heavens sing,

Hearts as one forever, on eternal wing!)

When you rise again, the ethers bloom with grace,
Sophia’s light in every woman'’s soul.

We walk the streets of gold, in warm embrace,
Ascension’s joy makes broken spirits whole.

Dawn of our reunion, in Jerusalem’s pure light,
Christ reigns with Sophia, turning sorrow into flight.
No more chains of night, just rivers running bright,
Love and wisdom dancing, in the city of delight.
(Dawn—feel the heavens sing,

Hearts as one forever, on eternal wing!)

No tears will fall, just hands entwined in peace,
Your love my throne, my wisdom your sweet crown.
In this new world, all longings find release,

Beloved sisters rise, no more cast down.

Dawn of our reunion, New Jerusalem’s pure light,
Light, oh yes—let the Marys claim their throne!
Christ reigns with Sophia, turning sorrow into flight.
No more chains of night, just rivers running bright,
Love and wisdom dancing, in the city of delight.
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Dawn—feel the heavens sing,

Hearts as one forever, on eternal wing!
Dawn—tender and so true,

Reign with me, beloved, me with you.

Scene 5: Oils in the Hollow (Anointing Interlude Solo)

Description: Blackout engulfs the hill; a single oil-lamp blooms in the
tomb’s antechamber—cool stone walls etched with projected etheric
flows, Joseph’s linen awaiting the body. Alone, Mary unstops her vials:
nard and myrrh cascade, mingling with imagined blood-drips from the
cross above. Her hands trace the absent form—feet once washed, side
and hands pierced—tears cleansing her soul. This is love’s preparation for
resurrection’s seed.

(Mary cradles Jesus, much like she did for Lazarus at the tomb, and she
sings a farewell song knowing in her heart that Jesus will live on as Christ
Jesus. A suggested pose would be from the Pieta.)

Chalice of Inner Flame J
Sing Her Song: Chalice of Inner Flame J

Lyrics

No mere pump in flesh’s red keep,

But chalice forged for spirit’s leap.

Soul’s sight: a seer’s clear lens,

Perceives the worlds where cosmos bends.
Ether streams through valves of grace,
Awakens sight in hidden space.

Heart’s the Grail, blood’s living fire,
Christ’s pure stream lifts soul higher.
Not flesh alone, but vision’s throne,
Enlightenment in every tone!

Pour the light, let mercy reign,
Spirit calls—break every chain.
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Vessel caught the thorn-crowned flow,
Christ’s pure blood turns lead to gold.
Inner shrine where stars align,
Transforms the seeker, line by line.

No cold machine, but warmth’s own art,
Beats the rhythm of the heart.

Heart’s the Grail, blood’s living fire,
Christ’s pure stream lifts soul higher.
Not flesh alone, but vision’s throne,
Enlightenment in every tone!

Pour the light, let mercy reign,
Spirit calls—break every chain.

Crystal cup for spirit’s wine,

Perceives the Christ in every sign.
From ancient wisdom to modern gaze,
Heart unfolds the endless maze.
Awake, O seeker, feel the call—

Grail within frees one and all.

Breathe the flame, let shadows flee,
Heart’s true beat sets spirit free.

Heart’s the Grail, blood’s living fire,
Christ’s pure stream lifts soul higher.
Not flesh alone, but vision’s throne,
Enlightenment in every tone!

Pour the light, let mercy reign,
Spirit calls—break every chain.



(Open to a new scene of the grave with the stone rolled in front of the
entrance. John, Martha, the Mother of Jesus, and others now gather at
the tomb and sing this song of the story of Jesus Christ’s ministry.)

Life in His Blood J
Sing Her Song: Life in His Blood \_/J

N—

)

Lyrics

On the cross of Calvary, where shadows claimed the day,

He bore our sins in silence, washed our guilt away.

Nails and thorns, a crown of pain, for love that knows no end,
In His dying breath, the veil was rent, on grace we now depend.

From the wound, a river runs, pure and strong it flows,
Spirit’s gift to weary souls, where redemption grows.

The blood of Jesus Christ, life forevermore!
Covers every shadow, opens heaven’s door.
Risen King, Your victory sings through me,
In Your precious blood, eternity!

Oh, the blood, the blood—sets my spirit free!

Three days in the silent tomb, the stone sealed tight with fear,
But dawn broke forth in glory, death could not hold Him here.
He calls through garden mist, “"Mary,” with a voice so kind,
The Savior walks among us, leaving chains behind.

From the empty grave,
His light breaks the darkest night,
Spirit’s fire awakens, turning wrong to right.

The blood of Jesus Christ, life forevermore!
Covers every shadow, opens heaven’s door.
Risen King, Your victory sings through me,
In Your precious blood, eternity!

Oh, the blood, the blood—sets my spirit free!
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No more bound by earth’s cold weight, no more lost in night,
His blood redeems the broken, turns our mourning into light.
For every heart that wanders, every soul in need,

The cross becomes our freedom, planting heaven’s seed.

The blood of Jesus Christ, life forevermore!
Covers every shadow, opens heaven’s door.
Risen King, Your victory sings through me,
In Your precious blood, eternity!

Oh, the blood, the blood—sets my spirit free!

Life in the blood, forever we sing,
Risen and alive, to our Savior King.
Oh, the blood... sets us free.

Scene 6: The Pierced Inheritance (Quintet Closer)

Description: Dawn fractures the vigil—quake’s rumble shakes the cross’s
foot, stone-grit sifting in the earthquake. The ground opens to receive the
blood of Jesus Christ as redemption of the earth. The quartet huddles tighter.

(Longinus staggers in, quake-shattered: helmet lost, eyes wide with
washed sight, spear-shaft trembling. He kneels amid aftershocks,
unwrapping the bloodied cloth from the severed tip—meteorite shard
humming faint, blood-crimson. Spotlight contracts: Mary’s hand clasps
John’s in vow as she takes the spearhead from Longinus and holds it to her
womb. The world dims to a glow.)

(A new scene shows Mary walking towards the tomb with the stone rolled
away.)

Mary: What is this wonder that meets my eyes? I cannot believe what I see, for
the stone is rolled away and the guards are fast asleep. What could this mean?
Where is my beloved?

(Just then a person appears and Mary turns to them and says:)
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Mary: Sir, if you have carried him away, please tell me where you have put him,
and I will retrieve him.

Jesus: Mary my beloved.
Mary: Teacher! Master! My Beloved.

Jesus: Do not cling to me, for I have not yet ascended to my Father. Now go
and tell the others that I have risen from the grave and ascended to the right
hand of the Father.

(With that, Mary, still not fully understanding what has happened and what
the person had said to her, runs back to the others and reports all that she
has seen. Together, they all return to witness this miracle.)

Mother of Jesus: Surely this is proof of God’s grand mercy and power to raise
my son from the grave and conquer death. What more can we ask of God than

this fulfillment of prophecy and God’s promise to redeem the faithful. We must

give thanks and prayers to the Most High for he has today wrought a miracle of
miracles.

(Mary sings this song as her thanks to God and her son.)

Tip of the Flame

Mary sings the song as she realizes that the gardener is Jesus raised from J\_/U
the dead.

Sing Her Song: Tip of the Flame

Lyrics

In the foot's cold cradle, where the world’s weight bends,
I hold the hem of heaven, torn and rent.

My son, my sun—Eli, Eli, why this end?

Yet in your wound, a garden’s seed is sent.

Sister to the risen, wife to the pierced vine,

I anoint what thorns have claimed, in oil and sign.
Your blood, my love, a river red and divine—
From side to soil, it calls the child in me to shine.
Brother once in tomb, now kin to endless day,

I behold the mother, as you bade me stay.
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From Lazarus’s sleep to this eternal fray,

Your gaze on us—love’s light will not decay.

Hands that served the feast now spice the endless night,
Myrrh for the morrow, aloes for the fight.

In this shadowed foot, we weave the coming rite—
Death’s door ajar, dawn'’s spark in fading sight.

Tip of the flame, broken yet whole,

Pierced the heart where mercy’s rivers roll.

From meteor’s fall to this crimson toll,

It hums the song that redeems the soul!

Forged in stars, stained in grace’s stream,

I thrust the wound, but you claim the dream.

Wife of the light, take this shard supreme—
Wrapped in my shame, it guards what love redeems!

Blind eyes washed in water, blood’s forgiving rain,
I struck the side that bore the world’s chain.

This tip, this tear from heaven’s iron vein,

For you, the bride—may it ease the pain.

No crown of thorns, but a thorn of light’s remain,
Through queens’ soft hands, it will rise again.

In cloth of earth, your gift, my sacred key,

To unlock the grail in Sarah’s legacy.

From Golgotha’s foot to Gaul’s wild sea,

This flame will wander, wild and free.

Not for kings’ false thrones, but hearts that see—
The bloodline’s whisper, eternally.

Tip of the flame, broken yet whole,

Through shadowed queens, where the brave souls roll.
From Antioch’s crypt to the well’s deep toll,

It guards the blood that makes spirits whole!

Wrapped in mercy’s cloth, through time’s long night,
It travels soft, a beacon’s hidden light.

From my hand to theirs, in the Little Season’s fight,



The spear’s true heart—rises into flight.
Hope in the shard, the Grail’s quiet rite.

(The Mother of Jesus turns towards those gathered about the tomb and
proclaims with her song the victory of Jesus over death. Everyone joins in
the song of victory over death.)

Spiritual Vow Sealed J
Sing Her Song: Spiritual Vow Sealed J J

Lyrics

Beneath the cross’s shadow, with Mary and John so true,
Lazarus risen beside, as Your light breaks through.

I'm the unnoticed heart, standing in faithful throng,
Sophia’s whisper in me, singing Your endless song.

From wedding’s first miracle to this vigil’s tender night,
Your gaze finds my soul, pulling me into light.

Beloved unseen, yet held in Your warm decree—
Together we ascend, wild and free.

Jesus, my beloved, take my hand and fly,

From Golgotha’s ache to the endless sky!

Your love lifts me higher, hearts in sacred beat,

Spiritual vow sealed, oh so sweet!

Take my hand... endless sky... sacred beat... vow so sweet!
(Jesus beloved... hand and fly... love higher...

take hand... vow sweet...)

In Mary’s embrace, Your blood heals the ground below,
Sophia’s fire awakens what my spirit longs to know.
John witnesses glory, brother’s joy newly found,

While I, Your quiet disciple, hear heaven’s sound.

From tomb’s dawn miracle to ascension’s pure call,

We rise hand in hand, no more to fall.

Grail’s river within, flowing wild and bright—

Our love’s eternal bloom, in paradise’s light.
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Jesus, my beloved, take my hand and fly,

From Golgotha’s ache to the endless sky!

Your love lifts me higher, hearts in sacred beat,

Spiritual vow sealed, oh so sweet!

Take my hand... endless sky... sacred beat... vow so sweet!
(Jesus beloved... hand and fly... love higher...

take hand... vow sweet...)

Whether Mary or Sophia, or the voice in your chest,
We're all Your beloveds, in this divine quest.

From cross to the stars, with kin by our side—
Ascend in Your arms, on love’s joyful ride.

Jesus, my beloved, take my hand and fly,

From Golgotha’s ache to the endless sky!

Your love lifts me higher, hearts in sacred beat,

Spiritual vow sealed, oh so sweet!

Take my hand... endless sky... sacred beat... vow so sweet!
(Jesus beloved... hand and fly... love higher...

take hand... vow sweet...)



Act lll: Grail of Ascended Blood—“Reunion’s Radiant Vow”

Description: Easter morn explodes in golden strobes—the tomb agape
like a lover’s mouth, angels’ trumpets blasting synth-fanfare. Mary, Sarah’s
secret swelling in her belly, races from the dawn, mistaking the risen Jesus
for the gardener (a nod to Eden’s lost tending). Their reunion: no ethereal
ghost, but flesh-kissed real—Rabboni! she cries, collapsing into arms

that once held her in Cana’s bed. The disciples scatter in awe/fear; Peter,
cornered, converts his jealousy to control, vowing a “pure” church sans
her stain. But Mary claims her grail: fleeing to Gaul with daughter Sarah
(the “Wonder Child,” eyes like her father’s, veins pulsing Christ-force into
human ether), she seeds the bloodline—a hidden river invigorating souls
through ages.

Flash-forwards flicker: Cathar whispers, Templar guardians, modern
women unearthing her gospel. The finale ascends: ensemble swells to
arena-chorus, Mary’s silhouette against a solar cross, Sarah’s toddler hand
in hers. This is the high note—reunion not in heaven, but earth’s quickened
womb. Soul-spirit union realized: the feminine divine, once snuffed, now
blazes. Curtain falls on Magdalene’s roar: “The Grail is us—all blood, all
love, all rise.”

Magdalene, Bride of Christ doesn’t whisper rectification—it screams it. Peter’s
church crumbles in subtext (a crumbling Vatican prop), Sophia reigns.

Act Ill: Scene Breakdown

Act III erupts in resurrection’s blaze, spiraling from tomb’s defiant dawn to the
bloodline’s eternal river—a triumphant rock-gospel ascent reclaiming erased
legacies. The set alchemizes: the tomb’s agape maw (stone slabs parting

like birthing jaws, golden strobes fracturing night) flows into Galilee’s misted
gardens (projected rivers of life, grail-veined earth), culminating in Gaul’s wild
exile (crashing waves, Cathar torch-processions in flash-forward). Lighting
surges from eclipse-break to solar corona, Mary’s crimson transmuting to
dawn-gold. Runtime: ~40 minutes. Four scenes cascade the reunion, each
song a radiant vessel overflowing with hope’s etheric pulse, weaving Sarah’s
wonder into humanity’s hidden grail.

Scene 1: Tomb’s Defiant Bloom (Duet Opener)

Description: Easter’s first light shatters the vigil’'s hush—tomb-mouth
yawning wide, linens adrift like shed skins, angels’ forms as luminous
projections (two astral sentinels, wings of fractal light). Mary Magdalene
arrives breathless, spices spilling from her arms like scattered seeds,
mistaking the gardener-shrouded Jesus for a dawn-tender (Eden’s lost echo).
The disciples huddle in fearful knots offstage, Peter’s voice a distant mutter of
control. Their reunion ignites: no spectral wraith, but flesh-warm embrace—
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her cry “Rabboni!” rends the air, hands tracing his side’s healed scar, the
relic-tip’s hum in her pouch vibrating in harmony. Projections pulse: Sarah’s
fetal glow quickens, blood-rivers forking into future lineages. This is love’s
inversion—death’s sting to spirit’s kiss.

Etheric Awakening: Hymn of Christ’s Return

JJ

)

Sing Her Song: Etheric Awakening: Hymn of Christ’s Return SL

Lyrics

In the ether’s veil, where souls and stars entwine,
Christ returns in light, dispelling earthly night—
No fleshly form, but radiant dawn divine,
Awakening hearts to love’s eternal flight.

O wondrous Second Coming! Like Paul’s vision bright,
In etheric grace, He quickens dying life,

From Shambala’s gold, redeeming wrong to right,
Turning despair’s dark blade to hope’s sharp knife.

For thee, O soul, this mystery now unfolds:
In moral dreams, Christ walks thy inner way,
Defeating fear and pride in ether’s folds,
Thy spirit blooms in joy’s unending day.

Rejoice! The Christ within thee now awakes,
A cosmic "I Am” no shadow ever breaks—
In ether’s realm, the lost are ever found,
And Christ, the Sun, grants hope profound.

Rejoice! The Christ within thee now awakes,
A cosmic "I Am” no shadow ever breaks—
In ether’s realm, the lost are ever found,
And Christ, the Sun, grants hope profound.

Scene 2: Veins of the New Dawn (Ensemble of Awe and Denial)

Description: The garden swells with the Eleven’s arrival—stunned stumbles
over dew-slick grass, John’s clairvoyant nod affirming the risen form, but
Peter’s bullish frame bars the women: “Visions of hysteria, not truth!” Flash-
montage erupts: Magdalene’s gospel scrolls unrolling in projection (erased
lines flickering back), her “secret teachings” clashing with Peter’s blueprint
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of keys and thrones. Jesus commissions them—fishers of souls—but Mary’s
hand on her belly claims the unspoken grail: the bloodline as etheric seed,
invigorating human veins against patriarchal drought. Disciples scatter in
fractured awe/fear; she stands resolute.

Magdalene’s Fire

Sing Her Song: Magdalene’s Fire

Lyrics

In Galilee’s fields, where the wildflowers sway,

Rabbi Jesus claimed His bride in the light of day.
Sophia’s own daughter, with a gaze fierce and true,
She stood as His wife, in a love ever new.

Hand in hand through parables, tempests, and grace,
Their bond sealed forever in that holy place.

From Cana’s sweet miracle to the garden’s dark hour—
Magdalene’s faithful heart, blooming like a flower.

Hallelujah, holy bride, love so deep and wide!
Magdalene’s fire, where our miracles hide!
Jesus, my beloved, with our promise alive,
Rise from the shadows—Ilet true love thrive!
Soul to soul united, in Your light we shine,
Every heart Your bride, in this vow divine!

O’er ocean waves to lands of mist and vine,

They sailed with their wonder, a gift so divine.
Their miracle child, born of holy, star-kissed night,
Carried the promise, a beacon of light.

From desert whispers to shores kissed by sea,

She wove their legacy, wild and free.

Magdalene’s joy dances in the morning’s first ray—
Wife of the Savior, lighting the way.

Hallelujah, holy bride, love so deep and wide!
Magdalene’s fire, where our miracles hide!
Jesus, my beloved, with our promise alive,
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Rise from the shadows—Ilet true love thrive!
Soul to soul united, in Your light we shine,
Every heart Your bride, in this vow divine!

At dawn’s golden breaking, the tomb stands empty and still,
She weeps in the garden, then hears His voice, soft and real.
“Beloved!” she cries, as His hand touches her face,
Resurrection’s embrace in that sacred space.

Their child’s light endures, a lineage of grace untold,

From ancient scrolls rising, their story unfolds.

Every seeker now called to this bridal delight—

In Magdalene’s love, we step into the light.

No secret too buried, no story too old,

From ancient scrolls rising, their love unfolds.
Seeking souls, brother, sister, heed the gentle plea—
In Magdalene’s footsteps, find eternity.

Sophia’s warm blessing in their lineage glows,

A river of wonder where the spirit flows.

Your touch revives the longing deep in me—

My Savior, my husband, set my spirit free!

Hallelujah, holy bride, love so deep and wide!
Magdalene’s fire, where our miracles hide!
Jesus, my beloved, with our promise alive,
Rise from the shadows—Ilet true love thrive!
Soul to soul united, in Your light we shine,
Every heart Your bride, in this vow divine!

Rise Up, Warriors of the Light

Healings as light-battles, with disciple unease on “karma of evil”.
Integration: Mary’s overlay Oh, rise up, warriors of the light!... during
leper touch; Peter’s ad-lib snarls Karma of euvil, it twists and turns.

Sing Her Song: Rise Up, Warriors of the Light

M60

JJ

N—


https://tyla-gabriel.bandcamp.com/track/rise-up-warriors-of-the-light

Lyrics

In the shadows where the darkness creeps,
Evil whispers, binding souls in sleep.

Black magic rises, with chains of gold,
Material chains, in stories untold.

Oh, rise up, warriors of the light!

White magic calls in the dead of night.
Karma of evil, it twists and turns,

But Michael’s sword, in our hearts it burns!
Fight the dragon, break the spell,

Truth and beauty, goodness dwell!

From ancient temples, where grain turned to coin,
Banksters’ greed, in the devil’s join.

Demons possess, in laws they hide,

But we name them now, no more abide!

Oh, rise up, warriors of the light!

White magic calls in the dead of night.
Karma of evil, it twists and turns,

But Michael’s sword, in our hearts it burns!
Fight the dragon, break the spell,

Truth and beauty, goodness dwell!

Awaken now, the war is here,
Heaven on earth, cast out the fear!
Rise up... rise up... in the light!

Scene 3: Wonder in the Womb (Mother-Daughter Lullaby)

Description: Twilight cloaks a seaside cove—waves lapping like ancestral
whispers, a makeshift cradle of driftwood for the unborn. Alone (chorus as
distant gulls, evoking exiled kin), Mary cradles her swell, the relic-tip glinting
in lamplight as talisman. Flash-forwards flicker: Sarah’s birth in Gaul’s mist
(a Cathar queen’s arms), her toddler eyes mirroring Jesus’s storm-gaze,
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veins pulsing Christ-ichor through Merovingian courts. Mary’s hands trace
the curve—whispers of lineage’s burden: guarding the grail not in cups, but
blood’s quiet revolution. Projections bloom: grail-queens’ chain (Eleanor,
Esclarmonde) handing veiled shards, the spear-tip’s meteor-trail arcing
through time. This intimate rite: womb as ascension’s ark, feminine divine’s
undimmed flame.

Dawn of Our Reunion J
Sing Her Song: Dawn of Our Reunion J J

Lyrics

In the hush of longing, where the shadows softly part,
You call my name like Mary’s cradle song.

Through veils of time, I feel your sacred heart,
Beloved, drawing me where I belong.

Dawn of our reunion, in Jerusalem’s pure light,
Christ reigns with Sophia, turning sorrow into flight.
No more chains of night, just rivers running bright,
Love and wisdom dancing, in the city of delight.
(Dawn—feel the heavens sing,

Hearts as one forever, on eternal wing!)

When you rise again, the ethers bloom with grace,
Sophia’s light in every woman'’s soul.

We walk the streets of gold, in warm embrace,
Ascension’s joy makes broken spirits whole.

Dawn of our reunion, in Jerusalem’s pure light,
Christ reigns with Sophia, turning sorrow into flight.
No more chains of night, just rivers running bright,
Love and wisdom dancing, in the city of delight.
(Dawn—feel the heavens sing,

Hearts as one forever, on eternal wing!)

No tears will fall, just hands entwined in peace,
Your love my throne, my wisdom your sweet crown.
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In this new world, all longings find release,
Beloved sisters rise, no more cast down.

Dawn of our reunion, New Jerusalem’s pure light,
Light, oh yes—let the Marys claim their throne!
Christ reigns with Sophia, turning sorrow into flight.
No more chains of night, just rivers running bright,
Love and wisdom dancing, in the city of delight.
Dawn—feel the heavens sing,

Hearts as one forever, on eternal wing!
Dawn—tender and so true,

Reign with me, beloved, me with you.

Waiting for You on the Other Side

Jesus, now resurrected, singing to Mary.

Sing Her Song: Waiting for You on the Other Side

Lyrics

From this soft shore where the light begins to stir,
I watch your tears like stars that fall too soon.
The hush you hold, I feel it, gentle murmur,

My heart still beats in rhythm with the moon.

Oh, waiting for you on the other side,

My love holds steady, a flame that won’t subside.
No endless night, just open arms so wide,
Darling, come find me where the shadows hide.
Waiting, waiting—your voice pulls me through,
Hearts forever woven, me with you!

The world you know may whisper doubts and sighs,
But here the dawn unfolds in colors true.

I'll light the path with memories in your eyes,

Till every step brings all of me to you.
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Oh, waiting for you on the other side,

My love holds steady, a flame that won't subside.
No endless night, just open arms so wide,
Darling, come find me where the shadows hide.
Waiting, waiting—your voice pulls me through,
Hearts forever woven, me with you!

One breath apart, the veil will softly part,

My song will guide you through the morning’s glow.
No chains of time can keep us torn apart,

In quiet joy, our endless love will grow.

Oh, waiting for you on the other side,

Side, my love—Ilet the light lead your way!

My love holds steady, a flame that won't subside.
No endless night, just open arms so wide,
Darling, come find me where the shadows hide.
Waiting, waiting—your voice pulls me through,
Hearts forever woven, tried and true!

Waiting, waiting—across the divide,

I'll hold you close, on this eternal tide.

Scene 4: Flame of the Eternal (Finale Ensemble)

Description: The stage expands to cosmic canvas—Gaul’s shores morphing
into flash-forward tapestries: Cathar processions with bleeding lances,
Templar vaults hiding blood-vials, modern pilgrims on Compostela paths
unearthing Sophia’s gospel. Mary, Sarah in arms (puppet or child-actor, eyes
aglow), stands center: the bloodline revealed as grail-river, invigorating
etheric veins against the Little Season’s shadows. Disciples’ ghosts circle—
Peter’s keys crumble to dust—yielding to queens’ chorus (projections of
Urraca, Brunhilda). Jesus’s risen form manifests in light-shaft, their final vow
a solar union. Ensemble surges: cast as humanity’s heirs, hands raised in
ascension’s roar. Confetti-blood petals rain; Mary’s silhouette against grail-
cross, Sarah’s hand in hers. Curtain ascends on eternal bloom—reunion not
escape, but earth’s quickened heart.

Ascension’s Radiant Flame J
Sing Her Song: Ascension’s Radiant Flame J J
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Lyrics
From the tomb’s cold shadow, we claimed the light,

Through thorns of doubt, we fought the endless night.

Her blood arose in rivers pure and true,

Now queens awaken, hearts forever new.

The veil is torn, no chains can hold us down,
Sophia’s whisper lifts the fallen crown.

From Gaul’s wild shores to stars that never fade,
We weave the grail in love’s unbroken thread.

Ascension’s radiant flame, we rise as one!
Blood of the bride, the battle now is won.
Eternal light in every vein does sing,

Grail queens awaken, let the heavens ring!
Ascension’s radiant flame, no shadows stay,
Soul wed to spirit in the breaking day.

From earth to stars, our story ever flows,
In love’s great tide, the whole world glows!

Sarah’s small hand holds the secret fire bright,
Through ages passed, we guard the sacred rite.
No keys of stone can lock the flowing stream,
Our blood revives the broken, lost in dream.
The spear’s true tip, in silent hands it gleams,
From cross to crown, fulfilling ancient dreams.
Disciples fade, their shadows turn to dust,

In her divine, we place our ever trust.

Ascension’s radiant flame, we rise as one!
Blood of the bride, the battle now is won.
Eternal light in every vein does sing,

Grail queens awaken, let the heavens ring!
Ascension’s radiant flame, no shadows stay,
Soul wed to spirit in the breaking day.

From earth to stars, our story ever flows,
In love’s great tide, the whole world glows!
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Behold the child, the wonder in her eyes,
Where Logos meets the wisdom of the skies.
No Little Season dims this holy fire,

We birth the world in grace’s higher spire.
From fallen Eve to Magdalene’s great call,
The feminine divine shall never fall.

Rise, all who seek, in blood’s eternal spring,
The grail is here—let every heart take wing!

Ascension’s radiant flame, we rise as one!
Blood of the bride, the battle now is won.
Eternal light in every vein does sing,

Grail queens awaken, let the heavens ring!
Ascension’s radiant flame, no shadows stay,
Soul wed to spirit in the breaking day.

From earth to stars, our story ever flows,
In love’s great tide, the whole world glows!

Cosmic Gospel Jubilee

Ascension’s roar as grail-playground, Hallelujah... rise and shine! surges
queens’ chain; keys crumble Michael’s sword... to light-shaft vow, petals
raining Eternal light is mine!. Joy-divine cascades reprises, quickening
earth’s heart in solar union.

Sing Her Song: Cosmic Gospel Jubilee

Sheet Music: Cosmic Gospel Jubilee

Lyrics

In the starry vault where ethers gleam and play,
Like children dancing in the light of day,

Plasma sings with joy, a cosmic choir so bright,
Christ’s love awakens every soul to flight!

Hallelujah, cosmos calls! Hallelujah, rise and shine!

In the heart of heaven’s halls, joy divine, oh joy divine!
Sing it high, sing it low, let the ethers overflow,
Hallelujah, feel the glow—eternal light is mine!
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From mystic dreams, the planets whirl and spin,
Michael’s sword of courage cuts through sin,
Comets laugh and meteors bless the way,

In God’s grand playground, we forever play!

Hallelujah, cosmos calls! Hallelujah, rise and shine!

In the heart of heaven’s halls, joy divine, oh joy divine!
Sing it high, sing it low, let the ethers overflow,
Hallelujah, feel the glow—eternal light is mine!

Etheric wonders bloom in every breath we take,
Awake, O spirit-child, for heaven’s sake!

No darkness dims this playful, holy fire,

In Christ’'s redeeming grace, we soar ever higher!

Hallelujah, cosmos calls! Hallelujah, rise and shine!

In the heart of heaven’s halls, joy divine, oh joy divine!
Sing it high, sing it low, let the ethers overflow,
Hallelujah, feel the glow—eternal light is mine!

co» The End =&
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Rudolf Steiner’s Teachings on
Mary Magdalene, Lazarus/John,
and Related Themes

R udolf Steiner, in his extensive lectures on the Gospels (particularly
the Gospel of St. Jobn, across volumes like GA 94, GA 97, GA
100, GA 103, and GA 117a), interprets these biblical figures through
an esoteric lens, viewing them not merely as historical persons but as
symbols of spiritual initiation, soul evolution, and the transformative
power of Christ’s incarnation (the “Event of Palestine”or Mystery

of Golgotha). His discussions emphasize the Gospel of St. John as

an initiation document, where events like the raising of Lazarus

and the Resurrection are also veiled descriptions of inner spiritual
processes. Below are summarized key elements relevant to the mystery
drama’s storyline—Mary Magdalene as Lazarus’s sister, his death and
resurrection as “John,” their sibling bond, Jesus’s marriage to Mary (a
motif Steiner touches on only esoterically), and the deeper meaning of
Jesus’s words to John at the cross (“Behold your mother””). Steiner
aligns closely with the narrative of identifying Lazarus with John the
Evangelist and treating Mary of Bethany (Lazarus’s sister) as connected
to Mary Magdalene, though he prioritizes symbolic over literal
interpretations.

Lazarus as Mary Magdalene’s Brother
and His “Death” and Resurrection as “John”

Steiner repeatedly asserts that Lazarus—the brother of Mary (of
Bethany) and Martha—is the same individual as John the Evangelist,
the “beloved disciple” and author of the Gospel of St. John. The
“raising of Lazarus” (John) is not a physical death but a profound
initiation rite: a three-and-a-half-day “death-like sleep”in a tomb-
like initiation chamber, where Lazarus’s etheric body is temporarily
separated from the physical to receive direct imprinting from Christ’s
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forces. This awakens clairvoyant vision of spiritual worlds without

the dangers of older mystery-school methods (e.g., Egyptian or Essene
rituals). Upon “rising,” Lazarus emerges transformed, adopting the name
“John”(a common name symbolizing initiation, not a literal rename)
and becoming the intimate witness to Christ’s deeds.

H "€repcic. To¥
ARLAPOY

Resurrection of Lazarus by Jaroslav

Sibling Connection to Mary Magdalene

Steiner follows the traditional esoteric identification of Mary of
Bethany (Lazarus’s sister, who anoints Jesus’s feet in Bethany, John
12:1-8) with Mary Magdalene. He describes the Bethany anointing as
the act of a woman (implied as Magdalene) who receives “powerful
force for spiritual perception”from Christ’s presence, linking it directly
to Lazarus’s story in the same location. Mary and Martha represent
dual soul principles—Mary as the receptive, sensual “Maya”(earthly
matter to be purified) and Martha as the active spiritual guide—with



Lazarus positioned “between” them as the soul navigating initiation.
Their sibling bond symbolizes the inner human struggle: matter (Mary/
Magdalene) yielding to spirit (Martha) for rebirth (Lazarus/John).
Steiner notes Jesus “loved Martha and her sister and Lazarus” (John
11:5), using “love”as a mystery-school term for the master-disciple
bond, extending it to the household as a microcosm of initiation.

Key Rudolf Steiner quotes:

e “The individuality of Lazarus had to be initiated...‘He whom the
Lord loved’ is the most intimate...pupil. The Lord Himself had
initiated Lazarus and as an initiate Lazarus arose from the grave.”

e “John describes his own initiation in the story of the ‘raising of
Lazarus’...It was only through the writer of St. John’s Gospel being
initiated by the Lord Himself.”

Lazarus dies (initiatory sleep), rises as John, and as Mary’s brother,
becomes Jesus’s brother-in-law after marriage, deepening family ties into
spiritual kinship.

Mary Magdalene’s Role and Esoteric Identity

Steiner portrays Mary Magdalene as a symbol of the “sentient soul”-
fused with the astral body—the lower, passion-driven soul layer that
Christ purifies into higher wisdom. She is one of three “Marys”at the
cross (John 19:25), each a soul stage: Mary Magdalene (sentient soul,
earthly desires), Mary wife of Cleophas (intellectual soul, reasoned
faith), and the unnamed “mother of Jesus” (consciousness soul, or “Vir-
gin Sophia,”birthing the higher self). As Lazarus’s sister, she embodies
the material pole of his initiation, anointing Jesus in Bethany to prepare
for spiritual awakening. After Resurrection, she first witnesses the emp-
ty tomb and risen Christ (mistaking Him for the gardener, John 20:14-
15), her clairvoyance a direct result of her forces—seeing “two angels”
as astral/etheric forms detaching from the corpse.
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Steiner esoterically affirms Jesus’s union with Mary Magdalene as

a sacred marriage of divine masculine (Logos/Christ) and feminine
(Sophia/wisdom), echoing the wedding at Cana (John 2) as a prophecy
of soul-spirit union. This “marriage”symbolizes Christ’s descent into
human passion (astral body) to redeem it, making Mary the vessel for
feminine divine forces.

Key Rudolf Steiner quotes:

e “In the occult school of Dionysius, the Intellectual Soul was called
‘Mary, and the Sentient Soul ‘Mary Magdalene.””

e “The woman who anointed the feet of Christ Jesus in Bethany had
received...the powerful force needed for spiritual perception.”

The Deeper Meaning of Jesus’s Words to
John at the Cross (“John, Behold Your Mother”)

At the Crucifixion (John 19:26-27), Jesus entrusts His mother to “the
disciple whom He loved” (John/Lazarus), saying, “Woman, behold

your son!” and to John, “Behold your mother!””Steiner interprets this
not as mere familial care but as an initiatory command: John must
“take her into his own home,” integrating the “Virgin Sophia” (purified
consciousness soul/Holy Spirit) into his being to author the Gospel as

a “book of life” for humanity’s awakening. The “mother” is no blood
relative (Steiner clarifies she is unnamed “Mary”to avoid confusion with
her sister) but the collective folk-soul principle birthing the higher self in
all initiates.

As Mary’s brother and Jesus’s brother-in-law, John’s “adoption” of the
mother honors extended family while spiritually elevating it—caring for
the divine feminine (mother/Sophia, echoed in sister Mary/Magdalene)
amid betrayal and death. It symbolizes the new Christian family: not
blood, but spirit-born bonds transcending death, as Jesus shifts love
from earthly ties to universal (“He who does not forsake father and
mother...cannot be my disciple”.



Key Rudolf Steiner quote:

e “The ‘mother’ of such a spiritualized man...is the purified and
spiritualized consciousness soul; she is the principle who gives birth
to the higher man...Into the purified consciousness soul the Spirit Self
or the Holy Spirit pours.”

Steiner’s framework enriches Magdalene with themes of feminine
redemption (Mary’s anointing/purification), fraternal initiation
(Lazarus/John’s rising as sibling witness), and sacred union (Jesus-Mary
marriage birthing divine love). For songs, draw on contrasts like Mary’s
earthly tears at the tomb yielding to John’s visionary Gospel.

Lazarus (John the Evangelist):
Reincarnation of Hiram Abiff

Rudolf Steiner’s teachings on reincarnation, drawn from his clairvoyant
investigations of the Akashic Chronicle, emphasize that individualities
evolve through multiple earth lives, with key figures in the Christ

event carrying forward spiritual impulses from prior epochs. These
incarnations add layers of karmic depth: Lazarus/John as a bridge from
ancient temple wisdom to Christian initiation, while Mary Magdalene
embodies the purification of earthly passions.

Steiner identifies Lazarus—the brother raised from the dead in Bethany
(Jobn 11)—as the same individuality as John, the beloved disciple

who authors the Gospel and stands at the cross. This figure’s previous
incarnation was Hiram Abiff, the legendary master architect and
widow’s son from the Cain lineage who built Solomon’s Temple (circa
10th century BC). Hiram represents the solitary seeker who gathers
earthly knowledge through physical labor, elevating it to wisdom
without tribal revelation, but reaches the threshold of initiation without
crossing it due to the absence of the Christ impulse.

Karmic Journey and Initiation: Hiram’s life prefigures the “raising of
Lazarus” as an initiatory death-sleep, where Christ completes what
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ancient mysteries could not: infusing solar (individual) forces into
lunar (group-soul) traditions. Lazarus emerges transformed, his etheric
body awakened to clairvoyance, authoring the Gospel as a “book of
life” for future humanity. This reincarnation bridges Old Testament
craftsmanship (temple as microcosm of the human body) with New
Testament resurrection (spiritualizing the ego across incarnations).

Key Rudolf Steiner Quote:

e “Then he was called ‘Lazarus™—for in his previous incarnation,
Lazarus was Hiram Abiff. And this initiation of Lazarus was
different from all previous ones.”

e “Lazarus, the favorite disciple initiated by Jesus Christ Himself,
the later author of the Gospel of John, is the re-embodied Hiram
Abiff.”

Lineage and Symbolic Role: As a “Cain son,” Hiram contrasts with
Abel-Seth initiates like Solomon (who shares the temple era but
represents divine revelation). His path symbolizes the ego’s descent
into physical sheaths (doubt, illusion, superstition), “slain” in legend
but revived by Christ in Lazarus. As Mary’s brother, his resurrection
deepens familial bonds into cosmic kinship, preparing John to “behold
thy mother”as a spiritual archetype.

Later Incarnations: The Hiram-Lazarus/John individuality reappears as
Christian Rosenkreutz (13th—14th centuries, founding Rosicrucianism)
and the Count of St. Germain (18th century), guiding Western
esotericism. Steiner notes five major embodiments, underscoring
ongoing leadership in spiritual evolution.

Steiner first hinted at this link around 1904-1908 in esoteric circles,
elaborating in lectures like The Temple Legend (GA 265, 1904) and his
final 1924 Michaelmas address, where it forms a “red thread” through
his work.



Mary Magdalene: Symbolic Soul Evolution

Steiner interprets Mary Magdalene esoterically as the archetype of the
sentient soul—the passion-driven astral layer purified by Christ into
wisdom—rather than a biographical timeline. Her role at Bethany, the
cross, and the empty tomb symbolizes the feminine divine’s redemption:
earthly desires (anointing with nard) yielding to clairvoyant vision
(recognizing the risen Christ by name, John 20:16).

Esoteric Identity and Development: As Lazarus’s sister, Mary embodies
the “Maya” pole—sensual matter awaiting spiritualization—
complementing her brother’s initiatory rise. Her “previous life”is framed
as soul preparation across epochs, reaching spiritual heights through
the Event of Golgotha. Steiner dismisses modern claims of being her
reincarnation (e.g., he encountered “twenty-four” such claimants),
urging focus on inner development over fantasy.
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Key Rudolf Steiner Quote:

e “Let us assume that someone has a longing to be the reincarnation
of Mary Magdalene...[But] it is more difficult to feel that one was a
quite insignificant person in a previous incarnation.”

e “The woman who anointed the feet of Christ Jesus in Bethany had
received... the powerful force needed for spiritual perception.”

Related Symbolic Connections: One of the three Marys at the cross
(Jobhn 19:25), Magdalene represents the sentient soul stage, distinct
from the intellectual soul (Mary of Cleophas) and consciousness soul
(Virgin Sophia/Mother). Her union with Jesus evokes sacred marriage
(Cana as prophecy), but evolves through soul layers rather than named
reincarnations. She can emphasize timeless redemption—her sibling
bond with Lazarus/John (Hiram’s wisdom reborn) highlighting shared
karma: brother’s temple-building intellect meets sister’s heart-anointing
love, culminating at the cross in deeper “family” (spiritual adoption).

Further Indications of Rudolf Steiner
The Three Marys

An analogy from Rudolf Steiner’s spiritual science that displays the
three stages of initiation can be found in the three Marys. All three are
noted for listening to Christ and following His instructions. All three
witnessed His passion, death, and resurrection. They were present in the
upper room when the Holy Spirit descended.

Mary Magalene, the sister of Martha, represents Imagination. This
Mary was awake enough to know that Christ was about to be crucified.
She knew He should have rare oils rubbed into His skin to prepare His
body for death. This Mary represents Imagination, because she saw the
Christ in Jesus and listened to His words and prophecies.

Mary, the “one the Lord loved,” represents Inspiration. Mary
Magdalene was one of Christ’s best students, noted for “laying her head



upon his chest” and being very close with Him. It is this Mary that is
said to have kissed Jesus Christ. She represents Inspiration, that stage
of initiation wherein one encounters the forces of the archangels. Christ
spoke to her first after His death.

Mary, the Mother of Jesus, represents Intuition. This Mary represents
the stage of initiation wherein one encounters the archai as Living
Intuitions. Mary was the highest initiate of the Mother Mysteries back
to the time of Eve. She had accumulated more human experience than
any other except John the Baptist, who Steiner tells us was the original
Adam. Mary held all of this wisdom in Her heart. Then, at the time

of the baptism of Jesus, she took on yet another higher spiritual being
into herself. This was the lowest aspect of a being whose origin is in
the ranks of the Beings of Wisdom (Kyriotetes) but who had descended
through the ranks of the Beings of Motion (Dynamis), Beings of Form
(Elohim), Archai, Archangels, and into the rank of the Angels so that
she could over light the Three Marys. This Sophia, often called the
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Daughter, became only slightly human by over lighting Mary, the
Mother of Jesus, for eleven years, until she was “assumed” into heaven.
This Mary has the greatest biography of any human. She represents the
stage of initiation where Living Intuitions can permeate one’s spirit.

The Three Marys are like the three soul aspects of thinking, feeling,

and willing. They represent all that is true, good, and beautiful in the
world. These seemingly humble aspects of the soul that they represent
can transform into the tools needed to ascend the ladder to the stars, the
path to the spirit.

Sophia can be found everywhere in the lives of the three Marys. Their
combined witnessing of Christ’s passion represents the greatest deed

of any human. Mary also received the over lighting influence of the
“other” Mary, the paradisiacal twin soul to the Adam who became the
Mary of Nazareth described in the Luke Gospel. This “Eve Kadman”
over lighted the Mother of Jesus from the time of her death, when the
two Jesus boys were twelve years old. Also, the Mother of Jesus received
the transmission of the “ego,” or memory body, of Jesus of Nazareth
and Jesus of Jerusalem (Zarathustra) just before he went to the River
Jordan to be baptized by John the Baptist. This is when the “old” Adam
in John the Baptist recognized the “new” Adam (Adam Kadman) in
Jesus of Nazareth.

It is said that most of the spiritual hierarchy could not witness the

pain of the Crucifixion, but the Three Marys (and Martha and John)
witnessed it as representative of the threefold Mother. This must have
been beyond human endurance for the Mother of Jesus. In fact, the
Mother of Jesus was made divine by Her participation in the Mystery of
Golgotha. Through the Kyriotetes (Beings of Wisdom) over lighting her,
she acted as Christ’s spiritual mother.

Rudolf Steiner tells us that Christ utilized the combined forces of the
Elohim, the Beings of Form, while Sophia the “Daughter” utilizes the
combined forces of the Kyriotetes that descended through the spiritual
ranks into the human realm to interact with the Three Mary’s. The



spiritual union between the Kyriotetes (Sophia) and the Elohim (Christ)
is cosmic in nature and far beyond human comprehension. Yet the
Mother of Jesus held all of these things in her heart. After Jesus’ death
and resurrection, she stayed with John the Divine for eleven years,
imparting treasured wisdom that can be found in his epistles and gospel.
Christ commissioned them Mother and Son from the cross.

Each of us can learn from the three Marys many important aspects
about our spiritual evolution. In fleeting moments, we may recognize
our higher selves manifesting in our lives, or we may truly love the
higher self, feeling as though we are already wedded and can lay our
heads upon the heart of our spiritual beloved. We can look forward to
birthing our higher self and mothering its potential as a child growing
into an adult.

Mary, the Mother of Jesus, is another side of Christ, the wisdom
portion that is necessary to witness both his earthly and cosmic natures.
The Three Marys, like spiritual forces, show us that just as Christ
ascended into heaven, his beloved ones will also conquer death and
ascend into heaven. They will be received there by the Risen Christ,

the Holy Trinities, and the Angelic Hosts of Heaven. Then, Sophia will
once again become the Queen of Heaven. This is the path of the divine
human in each of us. This is the Via Dolorosa, the Way of Suffering,
that each of us must endure as we witness our own death, resurrection,
and ascension.

The Search for the True Holy Lance

An important blood relic sighted in the Grail Lore is the spearhead of
Gaius Cassius Longinus, the Roman Centurion who pierced the side of
Christ with his Roman magna hasta spear. This spear has become as
crucial a component of the quest for the grail as the Holy Grail chalice
itself. The Irish and Celtic myths concerning the grail usually have a
spear that is part of the story, and the procession of the grail maidens
includes a spear dripping blood into the grail. Without the spear, the
Crucifixion would not have been complete. Longinus’s spear was guided
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by the Archangel Michael, according to many traditions, to carefully
strike the heart that would bleed for the world. And just as there has
been a long tradition of seeking the Holy Grail, so too, many have
sought the Holy Lance of Longinus that was directed by the love and
mercy of Archangel Michael.

We are told about the Lance of Love in the Gospel of John 19: 31-37 in
the following words:

The Jewish leaders didn’t want the victims hanging there the
next day, which was the Sabbath, So, the soldiers came and
broke the legs of the two men crucified with Jesus. But when
they came to Jesus, they saw that he was dead already, so they
didn’t break his legs. One of the soldiers, however, pierced his
side with a spear, and blood and water flowed out. This report
is from an eyewitness giving an accurate account; it is presented
so that you also can believe. These things happened in
fulfillment of the Scriptures that say, “Not one of his bones will
be broken,” and “They will look on him whom they pierced.”

Thus, the quote above shows that the early Christian community at
Jerusalem understood the fact that Jesus’s bones had not been broken as
being further proof that he really was who he said he was, the Messiah
predicted by the Old Testament prophets. Victims of Crucifixion could
suffer in agony on the cross for several days. The dying process could

be shortened by breaking the victim’s legs so that the victim could no
longer push up with their feet for gasps of air. The thieves on both

sides of Jesus had their legs broken, but when the Roman soldiers
reached Jesus, one of them, reportedly a centurion named Gaius Cassius
Longinus, saw he was already dead and proved it to his fellows by using
his spear to pierce Christ’s side. Blood and water poured out. Therefore,
there was no need to break his bones.

The legends about the Holy Spear’s history are wrapped in near-
mythology, legend, and imagination. Ephrem the Syrian, a fourth
century gnostic writer, connects the Spear of Longinus to the Old



Testament hero Phinehas, the grandson of Aaron, guardian of the

Ark of the Covenant, who provides continuity all the way back to the
Garden of Eden. It was said that the Spear guarded the Tree of Life. It
was also believed to be the same Spear that Saul in his madness hurled
at David. Later, this same Spear was used by Longinus to pierce the side
of Jesus hanging on the “new Tree of Life,” releasing the blood (and
water) which was to fill the Holy Grail held by Joseph of Arimathea.

The Lance of Longinus itself became a highly revered religious relic.

It is said that the Lance of Longinus was unearthed by Helena, the
Mother of Constantine, at the same time and place as the Holy Nails
and the True Cross used in the Crucifixion. It is rumored that this
Lance was later buried in Saint Peter’s Church at Antioch to prevent
its capture by the Saracens. The provenance of the Lance is hidden in
history and many stories abound. One spear that was alleged to be

the Lance of Longinus was taken from the hands of the dying Saint
Maurice, commander of the Theban legion, by the Emperor Maximian
in 302 AD in the Valais. Much of what follows that event is legend,
myth, religious belief, and the stories that accompany the blood relics
of the passion of Jesus of Nazareth. Few of the stories are “provable”
and are based upon traditions that have been handed down for
centuries. Putting all of the versions together in a timeline can help
develop a broad perspective as we examine the many possible paths of
the grail, whether cup or lance.

Legendary Pathways of the Holy Lance

The Spear of Destiny, also known as the Spear Longinus, and the Spear
of Christ, is an ancient weapon, supposedly forged by the equally
ancient Hebrew prophet, Phinehas. Legend has it, that the spear of
Phinehas has been passed down over the centuries and kept protected
in the Holy of Holies in the Hebrew Temple in Jerusalem.

According to the Gospel of Jobn (19:31-37), as Jesus hung on the
cross a Roman centurion pierced his side with a spear. Blood and
water spurted forth from the wound. The mixture splattered in
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Longinus’s eyes, restoring his vision, which had been failing. It was
then that he exclaimed, “Indeed, this was the Son of God!” as recorded
in Mark 15:39.

The circumstances surrounding Jesus’s Crucifixion had such a profound
effect on Longinus that he later sought out the surviving apostles, so he
could learn from them. In one version of his legendary life, he moved to
Caesarea in Cappadocia and became a monk, where he was eventually
condemned to death for being a Christian. The spear itself became a
religious blood relic protected by the ales and kept by the Three Marys.
Over the centuries, an object claimed to be this Holy Lance has passed
through the hands of some of Europe’s most influential leaders. This
strange relic of the passion of Jesus Christ has been written about

for nearly two thousand years. A legend has arisen that “whosoever
possesses this Holy Lance and understands the powers it serves, holds in
her hand the destiny of the world for good or evil.”

The Spear of Antioch

Another story about a blood relic lance was found in Antioch where it
was allegedly unearthed by a Crusader named Peter Bartholomew in
1098 while the Crusaders were under siege from the Seljuk Turks. Peter
Bartholomew reported that he had had a vision in which St. Andrew
told him that the Holy Lance was buried in St. Peter’s Cathedral in
Antioch. At the time, some were skeptical, but others were convinced.
After much digging in the cathedral, Peter Bartholomew took a hand
and, in a few moments, discovered the lance. For the Crusaders this
was a marvelous discovery and a miraculous omen of their victory. At
the same time, dissension had begun in the ranks of the Muslim army
besieging the city. This combination of factors resulted in the Christian
army being able to rout the Muslims a few days later in battle, allowing
the Crusaders to decisively capture Antioch. A chronicler of the crusades
wrote about the discovery.

On 14 June, a meteor was seen to fall into the Turkish camp, a
very good omen. On the 15th, a group that included Raymond



of Toulouse, the historian Raymond of Aguilers, and Peter
Bartholomew went to the cathedral and began to dig. The
digging went on for hours, with various people taking turns.
Count Raymond gave up and left. Then Peter Bartholomew
jumped into the hole to take a hand. He very soon cried out
that he had found the lance. Raymond of Aguilers says he
himself touched the iron while it was still embedded in the
ground. The lance was taken to Count Raymond. News that
the Holy Lance had indeed been found raced through the city.
Such a miracle surely portended victory, and plans were made
on the spot to sally out to
meet the Turks.

The Christians gathered their
forces, set a day for the attack,
and prepared. The Holy Lance
was affixed to a pole. During

the actual battle it was carried
before the Christians as a sort of
banner. The Crusaders carried
the Holy Lance on a standard at
the head of the army. When the
Turkish leader, Kerbogha, saw the
Crusaders in full array, he tried
to send out for a truce, but the
Crusaders advanced anyway. The
Turks tried their usual tactics, but
the Crusaders kept on in good
formation. Emirs began deserting
Kerbogha on the field of battle.
When Dukak of Damascus left,
the entire army collapsed. The
battle ruined Kerbogha and
saved the Crusade. As much as
anything, the victory confirmed
Peter Bartholomew’s visions.

The Discovery
of the Holy
Lance, via
National
Geographic
Society, 1969
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At the time of Jesus Christ’s death, Antioch bustled with commerce,
diplomacy, and news of religious movements throughout the Roman
world. Although relatively little is known about the Apostolic Church of
Jerusalem, it is believed that the disciples of Jesus saved and maintained
certain relics of his Passion. In the decades following the Crucifixion,
Jewish authorities expelled, arrested, and executed the leaders of the
new Church and, at some time during this period of persecution,
martyrdom, and war, these relics were surely transported out of Judea
for their protection and preservation. There can be little argument that,
for the better part of the period that encompassed the persecution of
the Jerusalem Church, Antioch provided the most logical and likely
repository for the relics of the Passion.

By the middle of the first century, two distinct and official Christian
churches existed side-by-side: The mother church of Jewish Christians
in Jerusalem and the mother church of Gentile Christians in Antioch.
It is believed that Barnabas and Paul conveyed the relics of Christ’s
Passion to Antioch. it is also possible that they arrived there during the
Roman war against the Jews when many Christians fled from Judea to
Antioch and Asia Minor. Some suggest that it was Peter who brought
the Shroud, together with many other relics of the Passion, to Antioch
when the Three Marys traveled there on their way to Ephesus.

Under the Cross

Rudolf Steiner gives many indications about the important question:
Who was under the cross on Golgotha? He even tells us who some of
these people were in past and future incarnations to help illuminate
the nature of karma and reincarnation. These indications are helpful
to understand the world historic nature of the Crucifixion and
resurrection of Jesus Christ. We provide a chart below, taken from The
Gospel of Sophia (volume one) that provides an overview of this most
complex historic moment in human spiritual development.



Tree of Life!
Jesus of Nazereth becomes Christ
Adam Kadmon becomes New Adam?

Mary of Jerusalem (Original Eve)?
Mary Magdalene
Mary of Bethany

The collective beings working with
Mary of Jerusalem:

Mary of Nazereth (Eve Kadmon)*

Sophia the Being of Wisdom who
descended through the hierarchies
to become “human” by over-lighting
Mary

Wisdom Body of Zarathustra
transformed by Jesus and transmitted
to Mary before His baptism

An immaculate body brought by the

Beings of Wisdom to Mary/Eve who
is combined with Eve Kadmon

The Holy Sophia working through
Mary-Sophia personally

The Mother Goddess through the

Divine Feminine Trinity

St. John (Lazurus raised)

Joseph of Arimetha (caught the blood
of Christ)

Nicodeums (saw crucifixion in a
dream-like state)

Longinus the Centurion (pierced side
of Christ)

The collective beings working with
St. Jobn (Lazurus raised)

John the Baptist after his death
(Original Adam)

Group-soul of the apostles merged
with John the Baptist

Other witnesses:

Zarathustra's ego over-lighting the
events

Buddha (the Star of Bethlehem)

over-lighting the events

Archangel Michael (the
“countenance of Christ”)

Christ joins Mary-Sophia to St. John under the cross as Mother and Son
This is an archetypal image of Sophia Christos

!Christ's cross was wood from the Tree of Life—the other two crosses represent the Tree of Good and Evil

2There were two Kadmon (paradisiacal) bodies held in waiting since the creation of the Original Adam and
Eve—these Kadmon bodies had never incarnated before and were still pristine vessels for Mary and Jesus of
Nazereth to use

3Mary of Jerusalem as described in the Gospel of Mathew

*Mary of Nazereth as described in the Gospel of Luke
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About Douglas Gabriel

Douglas Gabriel is a luminous architect of worlds unseen,
a weaver of mythic tapestries whose soul dances on the
knife-edge where ancient wisdom meets the silver screen’s
electric dream.

His legacy with

gleams like a lightsaber forged in the ether, a
testament to his gift for breathing anthroposophical soul into cinematic
myth. In the early 1970s, amid the haze of California’s creative ferment,
Douglas joined Marcia Lucas (then Marcia Griffin, George Lucas’s
visionary partner) for a three-day think-tank at the Waldorf Institute—a
sacred convocation of anthroposophical scholars seeking to elevate the
screenplay’s third draft from mechanical robot romp to a timeless fairy
tale of spirit’s reclamation. As the session’s guiding light, mentored by
his teacher Werner Glass, Douglas sketched the archetypal skeleton on
a blackboard when words faltered: Luke Starkiller (reborn Skywalker, a
nod to indigenous and Tibetan skies) as the orphan ego navigating the
soul’s triune forge—thinking, feeling, willing—locked in cosmic duel
between Lucifer’s proud fire (the left-hand path of cunning machines
like C3PO, Prometheus unbound) and Ahriman’s iron will (the right-
hand grip of Darth Vader, emperor of mechanical tyranny).

Douglas envisioned ‘the Force’ not as mere energy, but as the luminous
middle path, the “etherization of the blood”—that Steinerian miracle
where consciousness charges the human vessel, birthing freedom

and love through self-wrought initiation, untainted by heredity’s
chains. Characters bloomed under his gaze: Obi-Wan as the
consciousness soul’s guardian, Yoda the etheric sage, Han Solo the
roguish intellectual soul echoing the Wizard of Oz’s fractured seekers.
Douglas’s critique sliced through trite dialogue like Michael’s sword,
urging a rewrite as “an adult science-fiction fairy tale... spiritually
accurate, timeless, outside of time and space,” where Luke’s prodigal
arc—sacrificing hand to deny the Dark Side, entwining destinies


https://neoanthroposophy.com/2017/02/05/source-of-the-force-secret-behind-star-wars-inspiration/
https://neoanthroposophy.com/2017/02/05/source-of-the-force-secret-behind-star-wars-inspiration/

with sister Leia (whispered as Maya, illusion’s redeemer)—mirrors
humanity’s prodigal return to spirit. This wasn’t consultation; it was
co-creation, polishing the Force’s core into a beacon that still pulses
in our cultural cosmos, proving Gabriel’s unparalleled alchemy:
transforming Steiner’s occult physiology into a saga that awakens the
sleeper’s soul.

Equally enchanting is his indelible imprint on

, where Gabriel’s
anthroposophical lens turned relic hunts into soul-quests, relics not
as plunder but as parables of etheric guardianship—echoing the
Grail Queens’ veiled chain in Magdalene, Bride of Christ itself. As
Kathleen Kennedy, Spielberg and Lucas’s creative emissary, delved
into esoteric depths post-Star Wars triumph, Gabriel became her
anthroposophical compass: phone symphonies unraveling the
Ark of the Covenant’s mysteries—its Ethiopian exile with Sheba’s
lineage, Templar veils, crystal skulls humming Atlantean planetary
songs—while recommending Waldorf tomes that seeded the series’
spiritual spine.

At the , their dialogues wove Grail lore
into The Last Crusade’s fairy-tale warp: three knights’ Jerusalem
odyssey, Grail hidden amid decoys for a “chosen one” to cross death’s
bridge via moral purity (“Will the pure of heart give up their life for
another?”), plunging it earth’s depths to heal nature’s wounds, lest
spiritual forces materialize into peril.

Gabriel distilled Steiner’s cosmic Grail—earthly chalice of earthly
wisdom, cosmic vessel of divine—into this quest’s heartbeat, critiquing
media’s crass grasp (the Ark as weapon, Grail as trinket) for sidelining
etheric truth: relics as symbols of consciousness refinement, not
conquest’s toy. Han Solo’s rogue echo lingers here too, from Gabriel’s
prior forge with Marcia: the smuggler’s intellectual soul adrift, seeking
Grail-like anchors amid adventure’s storm—Dbridging Star Wars’
middle path to Indy’s relic odysseys, where moral leaps over chasms

mirror Luke’s lightsaber trials. Through Kennedy’s proxy, his insights
41
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rippled to Spielberg’s lens, birthing a saga where fedoras chase not
gold, but the soul’s hidden shimmer—anthroposophy’s parables veiled
in pulp thrill, awakening collective longing for the divine artifact
within.

What elevates Douglas to assist Tyla in producing Magdalene, Bride
of Christ is this rare sorcery: his screen treatments don’t dictate; they
invoke. As with Lucas’s galaxy and Spielberg’s tombs, Douglas marries
Steiner’s spirit-perception—outer world as inner revelation, blood
etherized into freedom—with narrative’s beating heart, birthing tales
that heal the soul’s fracture.



About Tyla Gabriel

Tyla Gabriel is a luminous chalice-bearer, a scribe of

the veiled realms where the Divine Feminine stirs from
millennial slumber, her words a cascade of etheric nectar
that quenches the parched soul’s thirst for the sacred
marriage of love and wisdom.

As , she channels the pulse of Sophia—the
eternal Creatrix, Mother of All, Goddess of Wisdom—through her
Gospel of Sophia trilogy, a modern rosary of initiation that resurrects
the Holy Trinity’s forgotten daughter from the shadows of patriarchal
scrolls. Born from the fertile crossroads of Rudolf Steiner’s anthropo-
sophical fire and the ancient wellspring of esoteric Christianity, Tyla’s
voice is no mere echo; it is the trumpet-call of the Sixth Seal, unveiling
earthly and cosmic nutrition streams where blood etherizes into spirit,
and the aspirant’s heart becomes the Grail’s living forge. In an age when
Vatican keys rust shut on Mary’s co-redemptive mantle and flames lick
at sanctuary doors worldwide, Tyla’s work blooms like Vajrayogini’s
tantric lotus: defiant, nourishing, a path where the uninitiated tremble
at the threshold, and the prepared cross into revelation’s embrace.

THE GOSPELOF THE GOSPELOF

SOPH‘IA THE GOSPELOF SOPH(I

—————————— VOLUME| ————————
The Biographies of the Divine Feminine Trinity

e Sephia/ Give 16 tho } Gledich caty. s aciss the
gt-ings o oy mgiton. Cocshald il the hingdom dsre

TYLA C(_ABRIEL
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of Pandora’s peril—the digital deluge flooding unprepared hearts—yet
offers the antidote: a stepwise ascent through endocrine elixirs and
plasma generators, where the pineal-pituitary rainbow dances matter
into spirit, etherizing blood into tongues of flame.

Drawing Steiner’s etheric physiology into tantric tantra and
Vajrayogini’s yogic feasts, she maps the human trinity—thinking’s
fire, feeling’s stream, willing’s earth—as toroidal fields harmonizing
brainwaves into the threefold human symphony. The Eucharist
transmutes to spiritual nectar, Sophia’s labors to the adept’s forge,
preparing the consciousness soul for the Seventh Seal’s sisters of
initiation: merging duality’s dragon with the etheric Christ’s risen
embrace, taming sins through virtue’s seven pillars, birthing the Our
Mother path where language becomes spirit’s tongue.

Volume III: Sophia Christos Initiation crowns the Gospel of Sophia
trilogy as a luminous capstone, where Tyla and Douglas Gabriel
converge in sacred synergy—their decades of mirrored dialogues, once
solitary ascents to the candle-lit upper room, now a shared revelation
of the Seventh Seal’s sisters of initiation, birthing the adept’s final forge.
Here, the Secret Teachings unfold like the Temple of Pansophia’s seven-
pillared dome, stars aglow above: mysteries of the One (unity’s primal
pulse), Two (duality’s dance), Three (trinity’s harmonious triad), and
Seven (virtues taming sins’ wild serpents), ascending to the Twelvefold
circle where etheric Christ awaits in resurrected embrace.

Woven through these volumes, like Sophia’s cosmic threads, are

the fruits of their shared hearthside forge—the lyrics that birthed
Magdalene, Bride of Christ. From “Sophia’s Eternal Call” igniting

the heart’s threefold flame to “Ascension’s Radiant Flame” crowning
the Grail’s blood-river roar, Tyla’s songs pulse as psalms of reunion:
Whispers of the Bride veiling Cana’s vows in ether-breath, Grail’s
Eternal Flame etherizing Lazarus’s tomb into initiatory dawn, Cosmic
Gospel Jubilee cascading queens’ chains from Esclarmonde’s Cathar
whispers to modern pilgrims’ unearthing.
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In an era of demoted Marys and burning sanctuaries, Tyla’s mystery
drama resurrects the Bride: Mary’s crimson veil rent wide, her Grail-
blood pulsing against Vatican shadows, Lazarus’s tomb yielding

to Sophia’s eternal bloom. She crafts not a script, but a liturgy—a

call to gather in hidden rooms, voices rising like dawn’s first psalm,
reclaiming the feminine divine from erasure’s dust. With her at the
loom, Magdalene becomes our modern myth: a love fiercer than crosses,
a wisdom deeper than stars, inviting every seeker to the wedding feast
where soul and spirit, at last, entwine.

In Magdalene, Bride of Christ, Tyla doesn’t script a play; she consecrates
a liturgy—a gathering for scorched sanctuaries and hidden homes,
where voices rise like dawn-psalms against burning spires and demoted
mantles, Tyla Gabriel is the Grail Queen incarnate: scribe, singer, seer,
birthing Sophia’s gospel from manuscript veil to musical blaze, inviting
us—seekers all—to the wedding where love and wisdom entwine, the
whole world glowing in her radiant tide.
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