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Cardinal Capuano glanced at the classic oil painting dominating the hallway as he 

walked slowly past.  The Savior was nailed to the cross, armed raised and head lowered, 

as the beam of light illuminating his face cast deep shadows under his eyes.   

Capuano snorted slightly as he recalled seeing a photo of three disrespectful 

young men standing next to a similar painting in a museum, their arms spread in such a 

way to make Jesus the “Y” in a “YMCA” song tribute.   

Blasphemous.  Funny, but blasphemous. 

Shaking his head, he continued down the corridor.   

In Capuano’s long life, the Church had constantly been a target of scorn from the 

intellectuals and unbelievers who dominate the media.  The Church withstood these, but 

these pests proved minor compared to the problems faced in the last decade.  Some of the 

recent attacks were bombardments from the outside:  Anti-Christian documentaries and 

movies, lectures and books by prominent atheists, and that damned Dan Brown novel.  

But many of the Church’s wounds were admittedly self-inflicted.  Every time a sex abuse 

scandal was quashed, a new one rose, hydra-like, to replace it. 

Perhaps the young professor had found something that would excite followers and 

bring the Church back to greatness—or at least out from under the current cloud of 

distrust.   Philip Aponte came highly recommended as a good Catholic and an exemplary 

scholar, and the opportunity to examine some of the newly discovered Dead Sea scrolls 

proved too tempting to refuse. 



The process of translating the scrolls had been laborious given their fragile nature, 

but with help from new technology, they slowly revealed their secrets. 

Only perhaps thirty percent of the Dead Sea scrolls had yielded “Biblical” 

manuscripts.  The remaining were what the protestants called “Apocryphal” (containing 

non-canonical psalms and other bits not incorporated into the Bible) or sectarian 

documents.   

The new collection had been discovered in “Cave 12,” not far from the previous 

findings.  Unlike the scrolls discovered in the forties, these had been purchased by the 

Vatican immediately.  Predictably, this angered much of the scholarly world that feared 

the Church would never share the results.  All of the other Dead Sea Scrolls were 

available online for anyone wishing to study them; numerous conspiracy theories had 

risen as to why the Church had not done the same for the new ones.   

Capuano shook his head. A scholar himself, he argued for their posting.  He knew 

that the Church needed to be as open as possible to counter recent attacks.   

His view had not prevailed. 

Aponte’s message indicated that a major find of Biblical import had been 

uncovered.  Capuano prayed that it would be inspirational to a new generation of those 

who had left the Church, thus proving that the decision to hide it was incorrect. 

The slight professor looked up as Capuano entered.  The Cardinal had not visited 

the office before, and the room provided a surprising reminder of how the world had 

changed.  His own studies years ago always involved hunching over tables full of dried 

parchments, dusty books, and scratched magnifying glasses, walls crowded with shelves 



overflowing with paper.  Today’s studies involved a solitary man sitting before a large 

flat screen, hand on a black keyboard. 

“Your eminence,” Aponte said as he rose with a smile and extended his hand. “It 

is good to see you again.” 

“And you, Professor.” Capuano once again noted happily that Aponte, though 

many years his junior, had less hair—and then felt a slight pang of guilt at his pleasure at 

the expense of another. “How is your family?” 

“Fine, just fine.”  Aponte motioned for the Cardinal to take a seat.  “Sandra loves 

the Italian food and wants me to spend all my time taking her to see the sights, but the 

kids are not quite old enough to appreciate it.  They just want to play their video games.  

They come all the way to Rome and they spend their time in the hotel room.” 

Capuano relaxed into a very comfortable easy chair which seemed out of place in 

the modern office and smiled at the younger man’s enthusiasm.  “They’ll realize what 

they missed later when they get older, and perhaps you can bring them back.” 

Aponte settled back into his office chair.  “That would indeed be wonderful.” 

Capuano took a deep breath.  “I enjoy discussing these pleasantries with you, but 

am old and tired, as well as more than a little curious.  I understand you have found 

something new you wish to share?” 

Aponte pursed his lips and stared at the floor for a few seconds.  “Well, Father, 

what I have found has concerned me greatly.  It has significant implications for the 

Church.” 

Capuano sighed loudly and then caught himself.  “With what we have been 

through lately, I am not sure I wish to hear this.  But I know I must.” 



“Let me tell you, though,” Aponte said in a rush, as if he had practiced this part 

and wished to get it over with as soon as possible, “that I could be wrong.  Since this is 

the only scroll which contains this information, I had nothing with which to compare, and 

may have mistranslated.  Still, I have checked and double checked and am sure I’m right.  

Oh, and we of course tested the scroll like all of them to make sure it was authentic.  

Don’t need another Shroud of Turin.” 

Capuano nodded and then raised an eyebrow, anxious to get to the real issue.  

“And what did you find?” 

“A scroll that appears to be a first-hand description of a significant part of the life 

of Jesus himself,” Aponte replied, taking off his rimless glasses and wiping them on a 

small blue cloth he produced from a jacket pocket.  “The carbon dating places this scroll 

at around the same time as the others but this one is unique.  It appears to be the writing 

of one of Jesus’ personal friends.” 

“A contemporary account?” 

“Yes!  All other scrolls which discuss Our Lord date from long after Jesus’ death 

and contain stories told over the generations.  This appears to be an original accounting—

a true version, free from misinterpretation and the problems with hearsay.” 

“That’s amazing!”  

“No, it’s terrible!” Aponte responded.  “The conclusions are, well, disturbing.” 

The slight scholar looked warily over his bifocals at the Cardinal.  

“My son, you have to tell me sooner or later,” Capuano urged.  “Find the strength 

to speak, and be honest.” 



Aponte raised his head toward the large cross that hung over the computer and 

subconsciously ran his hands from his forehead to his stomach, and from shoulder to 

shoulder. 

“The scroll,” he finally said, “discusses many of the miracles attributed to Our 

Lord Jesus Christ, including the healing of the lepers, walking on water, feeding the five 

thousand, curing the blind, the resurrection of Lazarus, and Jesus’ own resurrection as 

well.” 

Capuano frowned.  “And this is bad?  Confirmation of these miracles only 

strengthens our beliefs—” 

“No, no, you don’t understand,” Aponte interrupted, and then took a long gulp of 

his coffee. “Yes, the scroll describes these things, but these things were not performed by 

Jesus himself.” 

Capuano waited patiently for the slightly shaking scholar to gather the nerves 

necessary to continue. 

“You see,” Aponte finally said, “These things were done by Jesus’ character.” 

Capuano raised an eyebrow. 

“Jesus had many friends, and they would get together to discuss the issues of the 

day and just have fun.  And one of the things they would do is play games.  They’d 

pretend to be great heroes—like Jason and the Argonauts—with magical powers.  

Apparently one of Jesus’ friends would then write down the adventures afterwards so 

they could remember for the next session.” 

“Are you saying—” 

“Yes.” Aponte nodded.  “This scroll contains Jesus’ character sheet.” 



“His—” 

“Jesus’ character was a powerful cleric, who knew the magical spells Walk on 

Water, Create Food and Water, Heal, Resurrection, and many others.  He spent his time 

doing good while avoiding the evil bad guys—the Romans.” 

“—character,” Capuano mumbled. 

“As you know, there are no contemporary accounts of these miracles ever 

occurring.  Our only source is from documents dated many years after his death.  No one 

knows for sure how true they are.” 

“But he was the Son of God!” 

“Well, not in this scroll,” Aponte said.  “Here, he was the son of a carpenter.  His 

character was the Son of God, though, according to his background history.  Maybe that 

should count for something.” 

Cardinal Capuano leaned back and rested his head, staring up at the ceiling.  “So 

Jesus was…” 

“…a nerd, yes,” Aponte replied. “The stories of his character’s adventures were 

spread through word-of-mouth.  No one realized they weren’t real and eventually they 

became gospel.”  He blinked at the apparent realization of the literalness of that 

statement, and then continued on, red-faced.  “Mind you, his teachings are still important 

and relevant, and should not be discounted.  He was certainly playing Lawful Good.” 

Capuano stood up slowly and paced the room while Aponte sipped at his coffee 

and watched the elderly Cardinal. 

“You realize what release of this scroll will mean to the Church.” 



Aponte nodded slowly.  “But I don’t know what to do.  I am a professor and a 

scholar, and believe that the truth should not be hidden.  But I am also a Catholic.” 

Raising his eyebrows, Capuano rubbed his hands together.  “This scroll may 

require years of study before its release.” 

“But we promised the world to release our findings as soon as possible.”  

“We also promised to reveal the Third Secret of Fatima by 1960 and did not,” 

Capuano said.  “His Holiness may decide that some things should never be disclosed.” 

“But what do I tell everyone when I return to America?” 

“I am certain that the Vatican would be more than willing to hire you full-time as 

at a salary much higher than Tufts pays you,” the Cardinal said.  “Since this translation 

will take years, we will need you to make a long-term commitment.  I am sure your 

lovely wife would enjoy staying here, and your children would eventually learn to love it 

as well.  The Church has some absolutely breathtaking homes along the sea which are 

currently unoccupied that would be perfect for your research.  And there are other, less 

controversial documents in our library that will keep you occupied and allow for you to 

continue to publish, if you so wish.” 

Aponte blinked.  “Well, I … I don’t know …” 

“There has been enough excitement today,” Capuano said.  “I suggest you go 

back to your hotel and discuss the offer with your wife, and I remind you of the promise 

of secrecy you made upon your hiring.” 

Aponte nodded, eyes lost in the distance.  

“Very good,” Capuano said.  “I will make the arrangements.” 



Returning to the hallway, Cardinal Capuano walked with a brisk pace, ignoring 

the cobwebs and YMCA painting.   

He always knew those games were trouble. 
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