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Doctor Emmit Weissman juggled two boxes of donuts as he reached down and turned the knob of the conference room door. He pushed it open with his foot, and the murmur of employees exchanging weekend stories filled his ears.  
“Happy Monday morning, everyone,” Weissman said, setting the two boxes in the middle of the large, glossy oak table and removing the lids. The sweet aroma of fresh-baked donuts, bear claws, and cream-filled muffins caught the attention of fourteen hungry coffee-and-tea drinkers.
“Dig in and get your morning sugar-fix so we can get going on the new applications added to our growing stack.” The doctor sat down at the head of the conference table, where a stack of file folders, placed there earlier by an administrative assistant, loomed impressively before him. Reaching to the middle of the table, he carefully selected a small, cake-filled crumb donut and grabbed a porcelain cup bearing the NTTA logo, an acronym for the National Time-Travel Agency. He poured coffee from one of the two carafes, sat down, and took a bite of his donut. 
“Okay. Let’s get down to business.” The room fell silent. He removed the top folder from the stack and opened it on the table, his eyes scanning the page. “Oh, hey folks, this potential recruit,” he said, looking around the table at fourteen pairs of eyes, “is an excellent match for one of our missions here at NTTA. Wait till you hear her qualifications.” He looked back down at the page through his half-frame reading glasses. “This young lady was born in 2015, making her twenty years old. She graduated from High School at 14, college at 17 with a bachelor’s in philosophy…” He looked up and said, “I think she is some kind of genius or child prodigy.” He continued to read his itemized list. “By age nineteen, she earned a master’s in history with a minor in ancient languages, primarily Latin and Greek. Now, at age twenty, she is pursuing her doctorate in Historical Studies at Columbia. 
Weissman looked up again, ensuring everyone in the room was paying attention. “Now, here is where it gets interesting and the key to why she is probably the best applicant for our upcoming 4th-century time-travel mission.” Weissman took another sip of coffee. “Her master’s thesis is titled, The Sixty-Year Transformation of the Fourth-Century Roman Empire from Tolerance to Tyranny. I’m sure some of you know this matches one of our time-travel mission statements almost word for word. This makes her an excellent candidate. Plus … listen to this quote from the conclusion of her thesis: ‘I only wish I could somehow go back in time and witness, first-hand, how such a societal transformation came about so quickly and completely.’ Needless to say, if we could successfully recruit her to travel back into the 4th century and return with accurate, detailed information, it would be a great contribution to the historian community … and …” he paused, “would probably increase our source of government funding next quarter.” Everyone laughed. “Any thoughts or questions?”
“What if we try to recruit her and she is not interested?” asked a young man sitting near the other end of the long oak table.
“Good question, Robb. Well, it will be a great loss for us. However, we have a very aggressive but careful recruiting program. On the one hand, we do all we can to persuade excellent candidates to seriously consider accepting our invitation. On the other hand, we are very upfront about the dangers and many cautions associated with such a life-changing decision. It seems a little contradictory, but both extremes are needed. We have found that they actually work quite well together. Anyone else? Uh, yes, the lady over there. What is your name? Sorry, I don’t think I know you.”
“I'm Sherry Shipman. I'm new to the team. Can you tell me how many potential recruits we have and what percentage are actually recruited?”
“Ah. Excellent question. Ever since we were established a year and a half ago as a government-funded agency, we have reviewed thousands of potential time travelers. About half are people we find and target, while the other half want to time travel and apply for one of our open missions. We have a large number of qualified specialists who do the vetting process; this greatly narrows down the field to a much smaller number.”
“What is that vetting based on?” asked Sherry.
“A number of things. Obviously, their qualifications, just as we are doing a review this morning for this unusual young lady. But we also consider their age, health (mental and physical), motives for time travel, and area of interest to ensure they align with the mission as we have defined it. Once we have narrowed down the potential recruits, you decide who to select. As for percentages, fewer than 10 percent of those considered are actually invited to go on a time-travel mission. So far, out of 317 recruits, we have sent only 23 individuals on missions. If we decide to extend an invitation to this young lady under consideration today, she will become time traveler number 24.” 
“I have a question?” 
“Yes, Sam. Right? Is it Sam?”
“Yes, sir. I had heard very little about NTTA before I worked here, and was wondering how people find out about us and what we do?” 
“Another great question. We are one of those government agencies that is mysterious, not well-advertised, and often dismissed as some kind of covert or fictional enterprise. But we like it that way. Too much exposure this early in our deployment would only complicate things. It’s like the UFO and Alien controversies in the 2020s, which fascinated the public until they were finally resolved a few years ago. Coincidentally, that's when time travel became a reality, despite all the speculation still active today. So, most of those who seek us out are people in educational environments, or those involved in research related to what we do.”
“Anything else? Anybody?” he asked, looking around the table at a sea of uninquiring faces. “Okay, then. Here’s a copy of this young lady's essential background for you to consider before tomorrow’s meeting. Her name is Leah Salzberg.” Doctor Weissman handed a stack of stapled packets to the person on his right. “Please pass these around the table,” he said quietly. “Included in this packet is detailed information about this particular mission. Your job is to compare this mission with Leah Salzberg’s qualifications and decide whether we should extend her a time-travel invitation. If there are no other questions, we will dismiss and meet again tomorrow at our usual time. Thanks for coming, everyone,” he said as people began sliding back their chairs to leave. “You are all very much appreciated!”

The next day at the same time and place, with two new boxes of pastries from the same bakery, everyone gathered and buzzed about Leah Salzberg, the new potential recruit.
“Okay. It sounds like you all did your homework yesterday and are, hopefully, closer to deciding. Let me just open it up for discussion.”
 “I have something to share, Doc.” 
“Okay, go ahead.”
“I got online and downloaded Leah’s master’s Thesis. I browsed through it, hoping to get a feel for her focus concerning Fourth Century Roman history and why she found it important.”
“What did you discover?” the Doctor asked.
“One of her main threads throughout her thesis is the idea that Christianity rose up and changed the Roman Empire under Constantine, but then, within sixty years, Rome rose up and changed Christianity. In other words, the Roman Empire was defeated only to rear its ugly, brutal head within the institution that conquered it, launching the monstrous Middle Ages, where masses of ignorant people were controlled through fear and intimidation. This seems amazingly insightful, and having such a mindset might make her a specially suited time traveler for this mission.”
“I also read her thesis, and I saw traces of that, too,” said Weissman. “Thanks for sharing that. I agree. It makes her a strong candidate, along with her other unique qualifications. Anyone else?”
“I have something, Doctor Weissman,” a woman said, raising her hand.
“Please, share it with us.”
“Well, being middle-aged, I would not be able to be there long enough to take in the whole 60 years of change. Ms. Salzberg, on the other hand, is just twenty yet fully prepared to hit the ground running when she arrives. She could take it all in for the needed period of time, and still come back and report all she learned, contributing greatly to the historian community.”
“Yes, indeed. The mix of her qualifications and youth is unique. There will be very few who will come our way and be such a great fit.”
A man sitting along the right side of the long table spoke up. “I think her three-language ability is almost a requirement; well, at least two of them are.”
“Which two?” asked Weissman.
“Latin and Greek. It’s a bonus that she is fluent in Hebrew, too, but those two were the main languages used in the 4th-century Roman Empire. The controversies she will encounter will be partly fed by the conflict between Greek and Latin cultures that mingled during that period. This is exactly what split the Christian Church about 700 years later in the Great Schism.”
“Bravo. Another good insight, and another reason to recruit this special young lady. Anything else? Anyone?” asked Dr. Weissman as he scanned the faces of the team members. “Let’s take a vote on this candidate. Raise your hand if you approve.” All hands were raised. “Looks unanimous to me. If no one objects, I'll have my administrative assistant draft up a letter to send to Leah Salzberg and see what happens.” Everyone nodded, giving Weissman the go-ahead. “Okay, done deal. Tomorrow we will start looking at the next candidate in our stack.” As he stood up, he said, “I’ll see you all back here in the morning. Keep in mind that responses to our invitation letters usually take about a week.”

The agency sent the letter to Leah Salzberg that afternoon. In just a few days, the agency received a positive, enthusiastic response. So, they invited her to come in for a more formal, personal interview, which she gladly accepted. 
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In 312 AD, about twenty-five years before I was born, Constantine the Great rose to power. He stood by the Tiber River, close enough to smell it — a green, slow stink of silt and decay that Rome always produced in autumn, when the river lowered and mud collected along its banks. One fateful night, Constantine stood outside his tent, arms crossed and cloak pulled close to his throat to ward off the evening chill. He watched the fires of his army that spread out across the open fields; they numbered forty thousand or more. His scouts returned with a count of enemy soldiers who were now gathered by Maxentius, a rival Roman Emperor, just across the Tiber. Their estimate was from sixty to one hundred thousand, depending on which scout he chose to believe. They also reported that Maximian had destroyed the stone-built Milvian Bridge to prevent Constantine from crossing over and taking the City of Rome. In its place, he built a temporary floating bridge so his army could cross and confront Constantine in the open field the next morning.
Inside the tent behind him, Constantine’s generals argued over how to position the troops in the morning. One of his generals wanted the cavalry on the left flank; another wanted it concentrated on the right as a hammer.  The arguing helped because it kept his men from the deeper anxiety on the eve of battle. However, Constantine was not anxious. He was twenty-six, broad-shouldered, and sun-darkened from the German campaigns. His face had settled into a hard countenance like his father, Constantius, with pale grey-green eyes people always noticed, then struggled to describe. He had been fighting since he was old enough to hold a sword. For him, anxiety belonged to men who had not yet learned that fighting was merely the conclusion of everything that came before in training and marching; the same wood, iron, and flesh in practice were also present in battle.
What disturbed Constantine most was not the battle but his questions about God. He was a practical man in worship, as in everything else. His father had honored Sol, the unconquered sun god, and so Constantine honored him too. He allowed the sun-cult's symbols on his coins and standards; an easy thing to do, but Christians were everywhere now, thinly scattered through every rank of his army. They prayed to their own highest god before dawn without causing trouble for anyone. His mother, Helena, had gone among them in her youth; her inclination had rubbed off on him without his ever fully realizing it.
Traditionally, they offered a sacrifice to the gods the night before battle. He did not entirely believe in them, but he did not disbelieve in them either. He returned to the tent, dismissed his generals, lay down on his cot, pulled up a rough blanket, and closed his eyes. He did not expect to sleep because he never slept well the night before a battle. He was acutely aware of the canvas over his head, the distant murmur of the guards, and the smell of horses and fire smoke. A stillness settled in, and the tent walls seemed too thin; the darkness became something else, deep and purposeful, as if it were looking at him rather than the other way around.
Earlier that afternoon, a sign had appeared to him, not in a dream but in the sky, visible in the bright daylight. His officers and a hundred men near him later confirmed it. A cross of light hung above the sun, with these words around it: “In this sign, go and conquer.” He saw two Greek letters, chi and rho, the first two letters of the name Christ. They were overlaid, serving as a symbol of the Christian God, that is, the man-god Jesus who had been executed three hundred years earlier. His followers had multiplied in every city of the Roman Empire, and they were well known for their unrelenting dedication to this man, Jesus, even unto death. 
He heard of this god and heard his mother speak about Jesus. He also heard the stories from Bishop Hosius, who had come to him from Córdoba with silver hair and scars on his back from his martyrdom as a follower of Christ. The bishop possessed a quiet certainty that filled a room more completely than any fire ever could.
As Constantine lay on his cot in the near-dark, he pondered the sign he saw in the sky that day. He had previously tried the gods seen in the Sun and Jupiter, but he needed a god who would choose him, place him here at this river on this night, and deliver victory into his hands the next day. He knew the god of the Christian church had a record of success, keeping the church alive and making it flourish through three centuries of persecution. If the stories were true, this Christian god raised Jesus from the dead, something no one could ignore.
He sat up, called for his armorer, and when the man appeared in the lamp-lit entrance, he told him what he wanted. “Have the men paint on their shields the chi-rho monogram of Christ that we all saw in the sky earlier today.” The armorer, who had worked for the general through many years of civil war, carried out this instruction with the same expressionless practicality he always had in accordance with his rigid training. He and his fellow armorers went to work. The light of their lamps filtered through the tent walls until late in the night.
At dawn, Constantine dressed, buckled on his armor, and walked through the camp as fires burned and men moved into their designated positions. He watched shields pass hand to hand, bearing the painted monogram, and felt something settle within him—not faith exactly, but the confidence of each soldier making an irreversible decision. For Constantine, there was freedom in the irreversibility of his command.
The battle lasted most of the morning. The praetorian guard lived up to its reputation as a gallant fighting force. Many died bravely, but more held their position and pushed the enemy back onto the floating bridge. Maxentius's armies collapsed, while Constantine’s cavalry swept the field on both sides. The enemy troops fled back toward the river, where the floating bridge buckled under the weight. Constantine watched from the bank as Maxentius himself fell into the Tiber. He saw the horse, the purple cloak, and the terror in the man's face as the fleeing soldiers pushed him off into the muddy water in their panic. The current was slow, but the armor was heavy. They did not retrieve Maxentius's body until long after the battle. They sent his head to Rome ahead of time, as custom required. 
Constantine rode into Rome three days later under a rain of flower petals, the smell of incense, and the sound of people cheering. They had cheered previous emperors and would cheer future ones, but above the crowd, he heard a group on a side street singing a Christian hymn in Greek. He recognized a few words, something about God and light. He briefly turned his horse's head in that direction, then back toward the Forum, where the Senate waited for him with a crown.
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The next year, in 313 AD, Constantine chose Milan to announce his new edict of toleration. Over several days of cold, lamp-lit negotiations, the two Roman co-emperors, Constantine and Licinius, along with their advisors, shaped the edict. Constantine's chief religious counselor, Hosius of Córdoba, sat in on these conversations with the discipline of a man trained to wait. He had a combed silver beard, a straight spine, and a thin silver scar running from his left ear down beneath his collar where the irons of persecution had been fastened during Diocletian's reign. He had once been stripped, bound, and flogged in the basilica of Córdoba and spent three months in a cell so damp the walls appeared to weep. He watched men he knew die in the arena and in the mines, but somehow he had survived. He could attribute this only to God, and emerged with a certainty so complete it had no brittleness whatsoever.
The edict did not require anyone to convert. Instead, it extended a hand to all religions, cults, and faiths in the empire. It guaranteed everyone the right to worship freely. This was a brave, bold, and new idea. But the edict's language carried Constantine's particular emphasis: the Highest God, the one God above all the others, was to receive gratitude for the victories granted to Rome's emperors. Christians read this as freedom; pagans read it as broad enough to include them. Both were correct.
That evening, after the edict was formally proclaimed, smoke curling and wine circulating among the officers, lawyers, and churchmen, Hosius approached Constantine alone at a window, looking south toward the mountains. The bishop placed himself at the emperor's shoulder without speaking, and they stood together for a moment.
“This Edict should be enough,” Constantine said finally, “…for now anyway.”
“It is a beginning,” replied Hosius in his usual way, neither disagreeing nor entirely agreeing. “The bishops in the East are still watching their emperor Licinius. He has agreed to the edict, but his true conviction is questionable.” 
Constantine turned from the window, his pale eyes moving over the bishop's face with an intensity that all who encountered him found both flattering and uncomfortable. “You are more useful to me than a general, old man.”
Hosius received the compliment without expression. He knew he was being used, as any wise man in any imperial court was, and that the use might serve purposes larger than Constantine’s alone. “The bishops in Alexandria need to know that their property – their churches and cemeteries – have been returned to them after losing so much under the previous persecution by Diocletian. There are men there who have been hiding their books in cisterns ever since his reign of terror.”
“Send them my word concerning this with my seal.” Constantine paused. “What do you know about their bishop?”
“His name is Alexander,” said Hosius. “He is old but careful. He was once a deacon under Bishop Peter, who died in the persecution. But he has kept the church in Alexandria together through the worst of times.”
“Keep him close,” said Constantine.  “We need him as an ally in carrying out this edict. This is key to my success as the emperor in Rome.” He moved away from the window back toward the fire; his shadow stretched huge across the ceiling. He turned, faced Hosius, and said, “Close is good; distance is where quarrels live.” But neither of them, in that firelit room that day in Milan, could have known what quarrel was already taking shape in Alexandria, where a tall, white-haired priest named Arius began singing songs about the nature of God to anyone who would listen.

On the same day the edict was announced, two young boys in Milan were vigorously fashioning wooden swords to hone their fighting skills, hoping someday to use real swords. They both stopped working and looked at each other. “What's all that noise coming from the street?” asked the older brother, Timothy. 
“I don't know,” answered his younger brother, Titus. “Let's go see.” They both dropped their half-fashioned wooden swords, scurried around their modest clay house, and discovered a crowd gathering in the street. 
People everywhere were coming out of their houses to hear the news being heralded by a messenger who was slowly walking down the street, shouting, “Our Emperor, Constantine the Great, has declared on this day, July 20, in the year of Our Lord, 313 AD, an edict of tolerance toward all religious people, including those who call themselves Christians. He has announced this in the city of Milan and determined that all are free to follow their religion of choice to ensure all that is divine in the heavens may be favorable and propitious toward all who are placed under his authority as your Emperor.” 
The boys saw their mom and dad standing in front of their house, part of a huge crowd lining the streets. Timothy made his way through the crowd to them, Titus following close behind. “What does this mean, Father?” he asked.
“Well, my son, this is unbelievably good news for us Christians,” said the dad, smiling and nearly crying at the same time. He pulled his wife close and put his other arm around his sons. “This is a great and unexpected day.” The herald moved down the crowded street, repeating his message for all to hear. As the crowd slowly followed and grew larger, the boys and their parents went back into their house.
The house walls were made of clay, with rustic wooden posts and beams over the doorways. The roof bore layers of palm branches positioned to direct water down and out of the house. “Boys, this is an important day that will change our lives as we know them. Now that you are young men, at ages 10 and 11, you are more than ready to think about this amazing day in history. I imagine it will be forever known as the edict of tolerance.” The two boys were a little overwhelmed and weren’t sure what to make of the sudden commotion that had come upon the parents and everyone else. They knew it was a big deal, but they didn’t know just how big.
“What does it mean, Father?” asked Timothy.
“It means from this day onward, we are free to think, say, and believe what we want, openly, without persecution.” 
“Does this mean you and Mom will no longer be afraid about what you say, and who might be listening?” asked the younger brother, Titus.
“Yes, indeed,” said his dad, leaning back in his favorite wooden chair on the hard dirt floor of their small house.
“I think we should have our own little celebration,” said their mom, getting up and retrieving a wineskin full of grape juice hanging on the back wall. She also grabbed four baked, hard clay cups and some sweetened cakes she had made that morning.
“How come we can only have new wine and not the real thing after it ages?” asked Timothy.
“You know, we let you sip at our aged wine occasionally in moderation. In a few years, it will be your choice.”
“This seems like one of those special occasions,” said Titus, hoping to sway his mom. 
Mom looked at Dad. “What do you think? He makes a convincing argument.”
“Sure, why not?” said Dad. “Let’s celebrate.”
Mom went to a row of wineskins hanging on the wall, replaced the one in her hand, and took another with well-aged wine. “Here ya go, boys.” She half-filled their cups and filled the other two cups to the brim.
“That’s all we get?” asked Timothy.
“Yep, that’s plenty enough for a celebration. If you want more to drink, we have plenty of new wine.”
Dad raised his cup, along with the sweet cake, and said, “To our new life of tolerance under the Edict of Milan, as declared by our most noble emperor, Constantine the Great.” He took a bite of cake and sipped his wine; Mom and the boys did the same.
“I've always hated that ever-present, uneasy feeling that we could lose everything and be incarcerated just for expressing our honest beliefs,” said Mom. “This seems to be a great day, and I hope that only good will come from it. 
“Seems?” Dad asked. “You only hope good will come of such an edict?”
“I know all too well the nature of people,” answered Mom,  “and such freedom can be a double-edged sword.”
“Oh, you women never know how to think properly.” 
Sensing an argument coming on between his parents, Timothy interrupted. “Hey, Dad, Titus and I are creating really fine wooden swords in the backyard so we can practice our fighting skills.”
“You gotta see them,” Titus piped in. “We've worked hard to engrave the handles with all kinds of animals that are also great warriors.”
“I saw you working on them this morning. I’d love to see them,” said Dad, attempting to terminate this less important conversation. He turned his attention back to his wife. “Why do you make an edict of freedom into some kind of double-edged sword?” 
“Nothing in life is good, and only good, with no downside,” she answered.  
“Not even this? I see no downside.”
 “No, you don't now, but someday you might.” 
“Oh, come on. You always find something wrong, even when everything is right. This could turn into the greatest thing that ever happened to us and Christianity.” 
Mom held her ground. “The keyword there is could. Things could also get ugly over time.”
“But how?” asked Dad. “We're finally free. We might even change the world!”
“Yes, we could. But for better or for worse?” 
“Better, of course. What kind of crazy talk are you uttering, woman? What is with you? Why so negative?”
Mom still held her ground. After almost twenty years of marriage, she learned when to stand her ground and when not to. “I'm not being negative. Just realistic.”
 “What is realistic about turning freedom into a problem?”
“I'm not doing that. Freedom is a wonderful thing. It’s what we do with it; that’s the problem, especially in the hands of government officials who let their authority go to their heads.”
Dad thought for a moment. “Hmmm, ya know, there might be some truth to what you're saying. Maybe there is some danger in our newfound freedom. But I’m willing to bet you, with a good man like Constantine in charge of the empire, everything will turn out great.”
“We shall see,” said Mom. “Only time will tell.” The boys just listened, eating their cakes and sipping their minimal portions of real wine. They never forgot this conversation, about the joys and dangers that can come with freedom.
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The harbor of Alexandria in North Africa stunk of fish in summer. It was a rich, thick, layered smell of salted mackerel and the rot of wooden pilings soaked in the delta. Alexander, Bishop of Alexandria, tried not to notice it on his walks. He was about sixty, deliberate in his movements and careful to conserve his energy, something all who have been ill and made peace with their own fragility learn. He wore a linen mantle and walked with a wooden staff, not because he needed it for balance — not yet, anyway — but because it gave him something to do with his right hand, which otherwise tended to fidget, as those with occupied minds do.
On this day in 315 AD, Alexander's mind was fully occupied. He had heard the singing three times this week from a church near the Caesareum, the great unfinished temple that Caesar had begun for Cleopatra. A priest named Arius administered this neighborhood church. Arius had been ordained years ago and was known primarily for his strictness and simplicity. He had a tall, thin frame and an artistic quality his congregation loved.
Alexander stopped at the corner of the alley that opened onto the Cathedral square and listened. The voice rising above the others was not harsh; it was, in fact, remarkably beautiful, a tenor with unusual carrying power, so that the words floated out over the crowd gathered in the open air in front of the church doors. It reached Alexander as clear as if he were standing three feet away rather than across the square: 


He was not, before he was made
The Son of God, whom the Father made
Firstborn among His works.
Before he was begotten, he did not exist
He had a beginning, just as we have
The Father is before him 
Just as He is before all things.

The crowd included dockworkers, boatmen, and their wives, plus a scattering of the Jewish and Syrian merchants who lived in the area. The tune was simple enough that the crowd had taken it up in parts. It was a kind of antiphony: the call went out, and the response came back. At one point, he wasn't, Alexander heard, standing and listening. Then he felt something that was not quite fear, but a strong emotion all the same. He had faced actual fear, the kind with irons attached, but this was different. It was the recognition that what he was hearing was not merely a musical preference, but a claim about the nature of God that undermined the faith three centuries of martyrs had died for! Enraged, he turned and walked back to his residence; behind him, the singing continued, beautiful, which only made the situation worse. 
Alexander had a secretary, whom I would someday meet. He was a young man in his late twenties, the son of Coptic-speaking parents from the Nile Valley. He was small, dark-skinned, and quick in his every movement. He had come to Alexander just two years prior with a letter of recommendation from a teacher at the catechetical school. He brought with him a stack of commentaries he had written on the Psalms. Alexander found these writings better than anything he had seen from men twice the boy’s age. He spoke perfect Greek, but it carried the inflection of the Coptic tongue, something his enemies used against him as evidence of his low origins.
His name was Athanasius, and he was there when Alexander returned, sitting at a writing table, a wax tablet in one hand and a stylus in the other, transcribing from a scroll propped against a lampstand. He looked up when the bishop came in and read Alexander's expression with the quickness that was one of his primary qualities. “You heard it?” asked Athanasius.
“Yes, I heard it.” Alexander lowered himself into his chair by the window. The sounds in the harbor below rose and fell: a foreman's cry overseeing unloading, a rope slapping against the water, and the endless calling of seagulls. “He has set his theology to music. That is dangerously clever.”
Athanasius set aside the stylus. “It is worse than clever. The men on the docks are singing it while they work. I even heard it in the fish market this morning. The tune has spread faster than the argument he is proposing.” He paused. “But the argument itself is also spreading.”
Alexander leaned back in his chair, his hands behind his head, his eyes closed. “Tell me what you know of his argument.” 
Athanasius stood up and moved over to the window. His head reached just above the bishop's shoulders, but in his short stature, he filled space in a way that had nothing to do with height. He looked out at the harbor and composed his answer carefully, from memory, just as he composed everything without reference to any notes. “Arius teaches that the Son of God is not co-eternal with the Father. He teaches that at one time the Son did not exist. But he is always careful when using the word time. According to him, there was an order of being in which the Father existed alone and then created the Son as the first and greatest of His creatures. However, He views the Son not as an ordinary creature, but as a unique, perfect creation, as the instrument God used for the rest of creation. According to Arius, the Son is far beyond everything else the Father has made. However, the Son himself is made and is not self-existent; he is not God in the same way the Father is God.”
“Well, that’s a huge problem, in my opinion,” said Alexander. “If the Son is a creature and not fully God, then what can he possibly do for us?”
Athanasius turned away from the window. His eyes were very dark, and something in them was already fixed on a point beyond the present conversation, as if to see clearly what was coming. “If the Son is not truly God,” he blurted out, “then when the Son suffered on the cross, it could not have been God who suffered for us! And if it was not God, then who was it? Just a very good man? An angel? This would mean we were not redeemed by God, but by a representative of God. That is another faith entirely.”
Alexander said nothing for a moment; his eyes remained closed. The seagulls screamed below. “That is precisely the weight of it,” he said at last. “You have articulated it more clearly than I could ever do in a week of prayer.” He opened his eyes and looked at his young secretary. “And Arius sings this to the sailors. How shameful.”
“But the sailors love it,” Athanasius said, without inflection, “because it makes God reasonable to them. It makes God a son who is something less than Himself, a god they can understand. It resembles a household. It presents a father with a son who does the father's work. It is very human. It is very familiar. They can all relate to it!” He paused. “But this is not who God is; the real truth is much more complicated than that.”
“The truth is always more complicated than heresy,” said Alexander.
Outside, faintly carried by the harbor wind, the melody of Arius’ congregation drifted past the window: there was a time when the Son was not. It would take a long time for that sound to stop disturbing Alexander's sleep.

In 318 AD, Alexander called for a meeting of leaders in various churches in Alexandria. Alexander used a hall in his residence for the synod: a long room with plastered walls and a tile floor. About 100 bishops had assembled, far more than the room was meant to hold. The overflow stood in the corridor, passing messages to those seated in the hall. The crowd's murmur outside was a constant undercurrent beneath the formal proceedings. The room smelled of beeswax and unwashed wool, with a faint hint of incense left over from the morning prayer meetings. 
Arius stood before the assembly with the composure of a man who had prepared for a tribunal. He was visibly old, with hair that had turned white earlier than his years might have warranted. His face was that of a man who had fasted for decades: hollow cheeks and prominent bones, with the tendons of his neck visible when he turned his head. He was taller than most of the men in the room and held himself upright with pride and discipline.
He presented his teaching with precision. He did not sing in this venue as he did weekly at his church, but his voice retained its singing quality even in formal speech, with a remarkable softness that let men in the back of the room hear every word without effort. He cited scripture. He cited Origen. He cited the logic of monotheism: “If the Father is truly a father, and the Son is truly a son, then there must be a sequence: a before and after, an act of generation of the Son by the Father that implies some kind of beginning. The Son is a creature, but uniquely so, and not just one among all other creatures.” His speech fell into the room like a stone into still water. The ripples moved outward in silence.
Then Alexander spoke. He spoke slowly, as he always did, choosing each word with the care of a man who had learned how careless words leave damage that no subsequent correction can fully repair. He traced the tradition of the Alexandrian church, then he quoted from the Gospel of John: “In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God.” He described the Son's generation from the Father as eternal, not temporal, like light from the sun: it comes from the sun and is simultaneous with it, inseparable from it, not a second sun, but sharing the sun's nature. “Arius inserts time into who God is when he claims that there was a time when the Son was not. This makes the Son a product of the Father's will rather than of the Father's nature, and this cannot be. It is also not a teaching that the early church received from the apostles.” Arius knew that the early church Fathers were predominantly subordinationists concerning the Son's relationship to his Father. But he remained silent, letting Alexander speak his mind. Alexander spoke for nearly an hour. When he finished, the room was quiet. 
When the vote came, it was nearly unanimous. Arius was to cease his teaching, retract his errors, and submit to Bishop Alexander's authority. But Arius declined to retract anything he taught. So they pronounced an excommunication that afternoon in formal Latin, with the full weight of signatures from a hundred church leaders behind it. Arius heard it with his eyes open and his face still, like a man watching bad weather roll in from a distance. Then he bowed. It was a precise, formal bow, neither submissive nor contemptuous. He walked out of the room, through the corridor of bishops who parted before him, into the Egyptian afternoon.
Athanasius watched him go, standing beside Alexander.  He watched the white-haired figure move through the crowd and out the door. He felt something less than triumph; victory over a man as sincere as Arius was not the same as triumph. Instead, it was a sense that it was only the beginning of a long campaign, the first engagement of a war whose final battle was nowhere visible on any horizon.



[bookmark: _Toc244937861]Chapter Four (315 AD)


 
Arius went first to Palestine, to the community of bishops in Caesarea, and then to Jerusalem, where many knew him from his years of careful study under Lucian of Antioch. There he wrote letters — clear, careful letters in excellent Greek — presenting his case, stating his theology, asking for support, and requesting a hearing before a larger council. Some bishops received him warmly; others received him with careful neutrality, unwilling to commit until they could see which way the political wind was blowing.
From Palestine, he moved north, then west to Nicomedia, Constantine’s imperial city, where a bishop named Eusebius resided in unusually comfortable circumstances. Eusebius soon became Arius’ greatest proponent.
 
Eusebius' residence in Nicomedia was built of high-quality brick, which retained heat better than stone in winter. It overlooked a garden always full of roses in summer, but in the grey of November when the pruned canes stood up like thorny arms against the pale sky. He could see the Mediterranean coast from his upper windows. The morning wind carried its smell in, a salty, cool breeze.
Eusebius never moved quickly through his daily activities. For him, rushing around was a form of vulgarity. He moved through his residence with measured deliberation, always aware that servants, visitors, and God were watching. He was busy reading when Arius was shown into his library. He did not rise immediately. He finished the sentence he was reading, a passage from Origen's commentary on John, with the Alexandrian controversy in mind. He set the scroll down deliberately, sending an unspoken message: I finish what I start.
He looked up at his guest. Arius was thinner than Eusebius had seen him the last time, at a church assembly in Antioch some years earlier. His white hair was the same, and his stature had not changed, but a new quality sat on him, something forged and resolved, like a blade prepared for war. “Brother!” Eusebius exclaimed, standing and embracing him. They had studied together under Lucian of Antioch, which gave them a bond that went beyond mere theology. It was the bond that only fellow teachers can share. Lucian had taught them both that the Son of God was subordinate to the Father and that the new theology, now dominant in Alexandria, had obscured and denied this. Though Eusebius and Arius took Lucian’s teaching in different directions, they shared a strong common root: the Son’s subordination to God the Father.
They sat by the fire as the November wind slipped through the shutters. Arius told him everything: Alexander's accusation, the local leaders' synod, the excommunication, and his journey to the northwest. Eusebius listened without interrupting, which wasn't easy for him, but he considered it a skill worth keeping. When Arius finished, a pause filled the air, broken only by the fire and the distant sound of wind off the Great Sea.
“You are welcome here anytime, my friend,” Eusebius said.
“That’s very kind, but I ask only for shelter here until the council that Alexander has convened…”
Eusebius interrupted. “Stay as long or short as you want,” he said, repeating his invitation more quietly this time, as if the second was a commitment and the first merely an announcement. “And I will write on your behalf, not a declaration of war, but letters which are much more powerful. There are many bishops across the East who studied under Lucian as we did, or who have read Origen carefully, or who simply believe that the Alexandrians have overreached.” He paused. “They need to be reminded by someone they know will be discreet, which is how I shall write.”
Arius looked at him across the fire. “You would do this for me?”
“Indeed, I will. Not just for you, but for myself, for others who hold our beliefs dear, and for the greater cause of defending the long-held truth of the Son's ultimate subordination to the Father. Never forget what the Apostle Paul wrote in his second letter to the Corinthians: After the Father has abolished all other rule, authority, and power, then the end of all things will come. This is when the Son will hand over the kingdom to the Father, and he will reign until he has put all his enemies under his feet; the last enemy to be abolished is death. Then, when everything is finally subjected to the Son, he will also subject himself to the Father. This will happen so that God will completely fill everyone, everywhere. Keep in mind, Arius, that this happens at the end of time, proving that the Son has always been and always will be subordinate to the Father. We stand on solid ground in our convictions!” 
Eusebius rose and moved to the writing table by the window, where three good oil lamps burned and a stack of papyrus was arranged with the precision of a man who used it daily. He picked up a pen and turned it in his fingers, as a thinking gesture. “This growing conflict is much greater than me and you, Arius, and larger than Alexander, too. It’s even larger than Alexandria, the empire's second most important city! The essential questions at hand are: What is the faith of the Christian Church today; what has it always been; and what will it become in the future? These questions should not be settled by a local council in a city of quarrelsome scholars, like Alexandria; it should be settled by the whole Church, by a council worthy of its name.”
He sat down and began to write. The pen moved with the same measured deliberation with which he moved through every room of his house, dipping into his inkwell as he prepared his next words. That evening, he wrote six letters to six bishops in six provinces, each letter calibrated to its recipient: careful in tone, never strident, always reasonable, and always asking for a fair hearing and a broader discussion. He never raised his voice in these letters. He was a man of stature who never needed to. The letters went out the next morning with riders who bore no imperial seal. They were simply correspondence between churchmen, and the empire's roads carried it in vast quantities every day. By the time they reached their destinations, Eusebius would be writing his next round of letters.
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 Leah was so excited, though her parents, with whom she still lived, had many reservations. They reasoned that she was now a grown woman and could make her own decisions about her future. She asked them both to come and be with her when she talked with Dr. Weissman about her upcoming departure day, which would also be her return day. Even though she would experience 60 years in the past, her parents would experience only twenty short minutes in the present. Needless to say, this made them apprehensive, but their love and willingness to support their only daughter mattered more than their fears.
Doctor Weissman opened the waiting room door, poked his head out, and said, “Leah?”
“Yes,” she answered confidently. Her parents, seated next to her, smiled nervously.
The doctor opened the door wider and extended his hand. “Welcome! Come on in.” She gently shook his hand as he looked at the parents still sitting in their chairs. “I'll have the two of you come in after I go over a few things with Leah.” Her parents nodded and looked at each other as he closed the door.
“Won't you have a seat, young lady?” he asked, pointing to a padded chair neatly centered in front of his large, magnificent wooden desk. She carefully settled into the chair as he walked behind the desk and sat down. He leaned back, sinking gently into his large, high-backed chair. “I'm so glad you've decided to go on this time-travel mission for which you are so uniquely qualified. You will be sent to the year 323 AD, just before the Council of Nicaea, and return in 383 AD, just after the Council of Constantinople. This is a 60-year period. You realize you will spend most of your life there, and you’ll be a very old woman when you return?”
“Yes, I do. But I cannot imagine a better way to spend my life. History is my passion, and experiencing it firsthand is every historian's dream. I consider this the greatest privilege possible.”
“That’s what I like to hear. But here at the agency, we make it a policy to ensure every time traveler understands the dangers and permanence of accepting any mission. No one can guarantee your mission will succeed or that you will ever return to see your family and friends. Do you understand this?” The Doctor looked her directly in the eye with a sobering stare.
“Yes, I do, and it’s a risk I am more than willing to take. Life is a risk, and staying here doesn't guarantee success either. I’d rather fail doing what I want than succeed playing it safe.”
Weissman sat back in his chair and smiled again. “Young lady, I think you are ready for the adventure of your life, and one that could have a great impact on the historical community you will represent. I’m going to call your parents in now so they can be part of the rest of our discussion. He reached over and pressed a button on the intercom. “Shirley, would you have the Salzbergs come in?”
“I sure will,” said a voice from the intercom speaker.
“I’m so glad your parents want to be a part of what you’re doing. This will be a great encouragement to you.”
“They have always been supportive of me, helping me accelerate through my education and spending whatever money was needed to let me pursue my interests in life.”
“They sound like very fine people.” The office door opened, and Shirley ushered Leah’s parents in. Dr. Weissman came around his desk and greeted them. “I’m Emmit Weissman; please sit down,” he said, gesturing toward two empty chairs. 
“I’m Hellen,” and “I’m Jim,” they responded in turn. As they sat down in the comfort of the two large, padded chairs, they looked around, noticing the walls lined with books from floor to ceiling, with carefully hung portraits of important-looking people, perhaps scientists, squeezed in between.  
“Well, let me run through a few of the interesting and important details concerning your time-travel mission. He opened a folder lying on his desk. I’ll start by reading the mission statement our team crafted, which represents our objectives. They are very much consistent with your own,” he said, nodding at Leah. This mission is to travel back to the 4th century between 323 and 383 AD, live among the people of that day, observe, interact, and document what you experience. The goal is to better understand how the Roman Empire transitioned from a very tolerant society under Constantine the Great into an intolerant one that uniquely combined church and state, politics and religion, which is something we still battle today in our modern world.”
Weissman reared back into his chair. “Is that consistent with your thinking, Leah?” 
“It is. You summed it up accurately.”
“Well then, you’ve got quite a challenge on your hands, and  I think you are up to it. We gleaned most of this from your master’s thesis, where you so eloquently laid out your theories about what happened in the 4th-century Roman Empire. It’s a good, clear mission statement, and it will remain in your folder so you can compare your experiences when you return. When you come back, you will be asked to chronicle all your travels and events and give a detailed conclusion of how your mission objectives were met.”
“I'm looking forward to doing that.”
“Now, keep in mind you are very limited as to what you can take with you and what you can bring back. Basically, only yourself and the non-metallic, organic clothing you will be wearing. No jewelry, glasses, writing objects, coins, or other personal items. Any questions on any of that?” Leah shook her head, indicating no. “How about you, folks, any questions?”
Leah’s mom spoke up. “Wasn’t the life expectancy for people in that era a lot shorter? How will Leah ever reach eighty?”
“Excellent question. True, people in the 4th century didn't live as long as we do today, though some did. However, Constantine’s mother, Helena, lived to nearly 100. And Hosius, his trusted advisor and confidant, also lived to about that age. The Apostle John is another example; many 2nd-generation Christians report that he lived into his 90s. But Leah, like everyone living today, is genetically more advanced and will take that advantage back in time with her, something no one else living then will have. She should easily reach eighty years old, just as most women do here in the 2030s.” He turned to Leah and said, “But it is essential for you to be careful what you eat and how you live. Practice good hygiene and eat protein, fruits, vegetables, and whole grains. This should not be a problem with your modern-day awareness.”
 “I’m wondering if you could elaborate on the time difference Leah will experience compared to the two of us who will be here waiting for her to return,” asked Mr. Salzberg.
“Oh, sure. Happy to do so. Leah will spend most of her remaining years in the 4th century. When she leaves us, she will be twenty, and when she returns, she will be eighty. One thing that makes her so qualified is her amazing education and linguistic skills at such an early age, which lets her be there for the full sixty years. For her, it will be a long and full life, even though for us, while we wait for her to return, it will be a mere twenty minutes. This means each minute that passes for us is three years for her!”
“Oh, my gosh,” said Leah’s dad. “She’ll be the age of our parents when she returns. What a shock.”
“Yes, and you need to mentally and emotionally prepare yourselves for this.”
Leah turned to her worried parents, placed her hand on her mom’s arm, and gently said, “It’s going to be okay. I’ll be living my life’s dream and purpose. Few parents get to witness the full measure of their child’s life and all that it means. You are fortunate in a very special way.” Her mom and dad took a deep breath and relaxed a little more in their chairs.
“Fortunately,” Dr. Weissman continued, “here in 2035, most of the problems with time travel have been ironed out. We are still learning a lot, but it's become a relatively safe endeavor. I'll go over the risks with you in more detail on your departure day, but first, let me tell you what we know for sure. The most important thing you need to know is that you must be at the agreed-upon, designated place on the correct date and time to return. We have no way to communicate with you. So you must strictly adhere to whatever location, time, and date we set. If you miss this window of opportunity, it will be closed forever, and there will be no way to get you home.”  
“That's kind of a scary thought,” Leah replied, but she seemed rather unconcerned.
“Can you live with that risk?” he asked her pointedly.
Leah answered unhesitatingly. “I can die with it, if I need to. I'll gladly take that chance.” 
“That's noble and brave of you, Leah, but unlike your friends who are making plans for their future, you will not be able to change your mind. The moment you time travel, you won't be able to come back until the designated date, some sixty years later. You will be an old woman, much older than your middle-aged parents. Have you thought about this?”
“Yes, I have, and to be honest with you, it's a little bit unnerving. But this opportunity is a once-in-a-lifetime chance. I grew up quite differently from other kids. I caught on quickly, and all I wanted was to study, learn, and become more knowledgeable. I graduated from high school at 14, and by the time most of my friends were in their second year of college, I had already earned my master’s degree at 19. Now at 20, I'm enrolled in a doctoral program. I know my life has been short compared to yours, but in other ways, I've lived a long time. It's like I've spent my whole short life preparing for this moment; I don't want to miss it now!”
“So, no matter what may happen, you are ready to go?” asked Dr. Weissman.
“No … matter … what!” said Leah, emphasizing each word and looking straight into the doctor's eyes.
“Okay. That's what I wanted to hear, but I wanted to hear it from you when faced with all the dangers and uncertainty of this mission.”
“You got it straight and honest from me; when do I go?”
“Ha! One step at a time, young lady, but I'm really happy you're on board. Your qualifications are almost perfect. You're young, mature, confident, and knowledgeable. So if you're willing to take this leap into the past, we look forward to the firsthand experience of history you will bring back to our day and age. It will be an extraordinary achievement.”
“I can hardly wait!” She turned to her parents. “Mom, Dad, I love you both dearly. You know that. But I have to do this no matter what happens. I only know I will regret it if I don't do it. Have you ever had things in life you didn't do and wished you had?”
Leah’s parents looked at each other and sighed. “Yes, honey, we have many times,” said her dad, “and it’s true that we can't go back and do anything about them now.”
“Then you must understand. Do you want me to carry such a huge regret for the rest of my life? This is my one chance to do something good, something useful, using everything I have learned since I was a small child. You always told me God had some special purpose for me in life. I believe this is it.”
“Yes, darling,” her mom said, “but when we said something special from God, we were thinking of something a little more normal!”
Doctor Weissman watched Leah and her parents interact. He knew they had to work this out, but only Leah could decide. He was convinced she had made her decision and that her parents would adjust. He was willing to give them as much time as needed, but he also knew they might never fully accept it. That made him even more determined to help them understand. 
“Folks, let me offer you a chance to ask any questions you might have. Perhaps this will help you understand and put your minds at ease.” Leah's parents turned their attention to Dr. Weissman and nodded in agreement. He patiently answered their questions for about thirty minutes.
“Okay. Your departure date is set for two weeks from now. Since we are time traveling, not space traveling, we must set up your departure at the exact location where you need to land in the 4th-century Roman Empire. We will all travel to Istanbul early on your departure day. Check with Shirley, my administrative assistant, on your way out, and she will give you all the details you need to plan your trip.” 
Weissman stood up and said, “That’s all we have for you today. We will talk more on our trip and have an official briefing when we get to the departure site.” He shook hands with Leah’s parents, thanked them for coming, and thanked Leah for accepting the mission invitation.

Two weeks later, the four adults met in the terminal at John F. Kennedy Airport, where they were booked on a space taxi from New York to Istanbul. Together, they walked through the automatic check-in and security screening gate and boarded their space taxi. 
They found four seats in a window booth, and Dr. Weissman ushered Leah and her parents into their seats. “Buckle up, everyone. Just think, twenty years ago, airports were packed with people who had to wait in lines for hours to board airplanes.” 
“Rather primitive,” commented Leah, “I don’t know how they did it.”
“We didn’t have much of a choice,” her dad said. “We had to choose between going to the airport several hours early and waiting in line, or traveling by train, bus, or car, which took even longer. We all learned to live with it.”
“I remember as a little girl, Elon Musk and Jeff Bezos competing to develop international space travel,” said Leah.
“Yes, and because of them,” her dad responded, “we now travel halfway around the world in a couple of hours instead of twelve on a crowded plane.”
“We are lucky to live in modern times,” said Leah’s mom.
“Indeed,” added Weissman. “And this flight across the Atlantic is only 90 minutes, just enough time for me to fill you in on our schedule for today.”
“Welcome to automated space flight 4272, from New York to Istanbul,” said a voice that filled the passenger area. “You will arrive at your destination in ninety minutes, which will be 12:35 PM, local time. If you need anything, push the service button and one of our humanoid flight attendants will assist you. Enjoy your flight, and thanks for flying SpaceX Starships.”
 As soon as the automated spacecraft lifted off and reached an altitude of just over 125 miles, the craft quieted down, and everyone felt a slight sense of weightlessness, about 90 percent of what they feel on Earth's surface. 
Weissman turned to Leah. “Okay, now we can talk. Here is our agenda for today. We've already set up a temporary outdoor launch site. An air-conditioned tent is available for you to prepare for your departure, and for your parents and me to wait for your return. We carefully chose this site as a convenient place for you to return to in your advanced years. But we also chose it so you can easily find it 60 years later. Remember, you must be at the exact location, on the exact date and time, or you will miss your return window. We had to find a place that was exactly the same as it was 1700 years ago and easy for you to find after 60 years. Settings and terrain can change dramatically over sixty years. We also didn’t want you to arrive and depart in a populated location.”
“Sounds a bit tricky,” said Leah.
“It is, but we have learned many tricks over the past 18 months of doing time travel. We know your last stop in your mission will be Constantinople, in 381 AD. So, we want your return location to be somewhere in that region. The first big event on your mission is the Council of Nicaea, but we figured it would be easier for you to travel from Constantinople (Istanbul) to Nicaea at twenty than the other way at eighty. If your health declines in your later years, you may want to live near your return spot. But that will be your call.”
“I’m glad you guys have thought all this through,” said Leah.
“Well, I hate to admit it, but we learned the hard way. Tragically, we lost a couple of early time travelers due to our ignorance, but we have resolved most issues since then.”
“Like me, I guess they were told about and knew the risks.”
“They did, and as you well know, we make this abundantly clear to all who choose to go on our missions. The 381 AD council in Constantinople took place in the church of Hagia Irene, built by Constantine in 330 AD, so we want your landing and returning spot not too far from there. Constantine built Constantinople on a peninsula because it provided great protection and security. He sealed off the peninsula with a great wall. Just outside this wall, farther from the city, we found a large rock formation that must have been there back then and has not changed. We also discovered a particularly easy-to-find spot where you can stand for your departure and return. At exactly 2:05 PM today, the same time on September 12th, 323 AD, the sun will shine through the crevice at a high point on the rock formation and mark the exact spot on the ground where you will stand to depart. Then, in exactly 60 years, at the same time and date, the sun will mark that same spot again, showing you exactly where to stand for your return. We will show this all to you when we get to the site.”
“How are you keeping this time-travel event secret?” Leah’s mom asked.
“Good question. We have a tent around the departure spot. Also, our cover story is that we are doing a shallow archaeological dig, for which we have received approval from the Turkish government with a little help from our U.S. State Department.”
“You’ve thought of everything!”
“We try our best.”

They finished their flight, and an agency car picked them up and drove them to the departure site. 
“Well, here it is,” said Dr. Weissman as everyone exited the car through different doors. Leah stood for a moment, contemplating the huge adventure she was about to embark on. The forty-foot rock formation loomed majestically. This was already some kind of holy place in Leah’s heart and mind. “Let me show you around. Over here is the departure tent.” A small, dark green tent stood in front of the rock formation, with a back opening that let Leah see the shadow the crevice would soon cast, marking her departure spot. “Over to the right is the staging tent where we will wait for Leah’s return.” An air conditioner hummed, working hard to keep the tent cool inside. “Come on in, and I'll introduce you to our launch team. It requires only two technicians. The advanced technology does most of the work.” 
Weissman opened the flimsy canvas door of the large tent, letting Leah and her parents inside. It was a warm spring day in Istanbul, just like back in New York City. Cool air from the humming air conditioner felt good on their faces as they entered. “Folks, I want you to meet Robbie, who’s our main technical guy, and Sandra, who backs Robbie up and handles any administrative issues. She is our liaison with any Turkish government people who might come snooping around. We have a few digging tools in the departure tent just to make us look legitimate.” 
“Hello” and “Welcome” came from Robbie and Sandra.
“We've still got an hour before your departure time, Leah, so we’ll just hang out and go over a few last-minute instructions. Grab a seat anywhere. Sorry, this is not as comfortable as my office, but we're only going to be here another 90 minutes – but for you, young lady, it will be nearly a lifetime.”
They all sat in padded folding chairs around a rectangular table. “I still cannot get my mind around the extreme time difference between Leah and us,” said Leah’s mom.
“That’s a hard one, and I don’t think anyone else can either,” the Doctor said. “But after it's all over, you will be a lot more comfortable with this whole process after going through it together.”
“I'm just excited to go,” said Leah. “I can hardly wait. This is the most exciting thing I could ever do; it's a dream of a lifetime!”
“Well, I'm glad you are so thrilled,” said Weissman. “People like you are always our best and most successful time travelers. It is definitely not for everyone.”
“It’s sure not for me,” Mr. Salzberg said.
“Me either,” said his wife, “but yes, Leah, you are a very special girl. We are proud of you for giving your life to accomplish something so meaningful.”
“And enjoyable,” added Leah, “well … mostly. Life is a challenge anywhere and anytime. It’s what we make of it that counts.”
“Well said,” Dr. Weissman added. “Now, let me give you just a few more instructions and warnings. First, I recommend you visit your return site as often as you can throughout your life so you won’t forget where it is and how it all works. Consider finding another way to locate your exact return spot. It might be a cloudy day when you come back. Second, be very careful how you speak and carry yourself. Listen and quickly learn how their language works. It will be much different from how you speak and think today. You want to blend in as much as possible, yet excel so you can rise to a prominent position where you can carefully observe the events unfolding before you. You cannot let yourself be the strong woman you have become in our modern society. Women in that culture were very limited, and if you come on too strong, you might be rejected. But if you can stay inwardly strong and use your skills and abilities to earn their trust by serving them in ways that benefit them most, you will naturally rise into key positions in that culture. You must outsmart them and resist the temptation to change their way of life, even though it desperately needs changing. That won’t come for another millennium, not until the Renaissance, Reformation, and Enlightenment. Does this make sense?”
“Yes, it does, and it's something I had not thought of. But I totally get what you're saying, and I'm glad you shared this with me. Your advice will serve me well if I can discipline myself to heed it.”
“I'm pretty darn confident that you will. You might err a few times, but when you do, let it remind you to outwit them for the sake of your mission. You don't want to go there only to fail and waste your life in foolish shortsightedness.”
“No, I don’t, and trust me, I won't!”
“Good girl. I believe you are ready. Okay, I’m going to leave you alone with your parents until it’s time to go, so you can say your goodbyes, which are really just see you later! But first, Sandra will help you get dressed into typical 4th-century clothing.”
Sandra led Leah into a dressing room in the tent's corner, where Leah changed into beautiful yet humble clothing suited to her new, ancient setting. When she emerged, her mom gasped, then nearly cried. “Oh, sweetie, you look so beautiful.” Her dad was speechless. Leah wore a tunica, the basic everyday undergarment worn by all women, usually made of linen or wool, plus a stola worn over the tunica, a long, often pleated, sleeveless dress symbolizing a respectable woman. It was fastened at the shoulders with brooches (fibulae) and belted. She also wore a large rectangular shawl over the stola. This was essential for modesty in public. Leah looked stunning in a humble way. Her natural Jewish beauty shone through gloriously.
“Keep an eye on those guys out there,” her dad said, tearing up as if he were giving his daughter away on her wedding day. “You’re going to attract them like bees to honey! I hope you find a good man out there. They do exist in all ages, you know?”
“Yes, I know, Dad, because you are one of them.” She went and gave him a hug.

Leah and her parents awkwardly made conversation for a while, then everyone waited in silence until a little after 2 PM. Finally, Dr. Weissman got up and said, “Well, Leah, are you ready to go?”
“I am,” she said confidently, standing up. 
“Nervous?”
“A little, but mostly excited.”
“Well then, you are ready! Robbie?” he yelled, “Is everything set up to execute the departure? 
“Yep, all systems are go, as they used to say back in the early days of rocket launches.”
“Okay, let's all step outside and let Leah prepare to depart.” Outside, Dr. Weissman instructed Leah to stand on a marked spot behind the small tent, open at the back, where the crevice in the rock above cast a shadow on the ground. “This is the exact location where you must be standing, sixty years from today, at 2:05 PM on May 12th, 383 AD. You won’t have a clock, but you can watch the shadow from the crevice approach the spot where you are standing now. When you arrive, mark this spot by pacing off the distance in two 90-degree steps from some easy-to-remember rock edges. Are you ready, Leah?”
“Yes, sir, I am.” She looked at her parents, who were embracing, watching, and smiling cautiously. “I'm so happy, Mom and Dad. It’ll be fine. I promise.”
“We love you, darling,” said her dad with tears in his eyes. Her mom was too choked up to speak.
“Hey, I'll be back before you can even get over my leaving!” Her parents laughed through their tears. 
The doctor called out, “How much time left, Robbie?”
“About thirty seconds. Don’t blink or you’ll miss it.”
“The departure is instantaneous, folks,” said Weissman, “so be prepared.”
Robbie started the countdown. “Ten, nine, eight, seven…” Leah looked like a kid on a county fair ride, “… six, five, four …” her parents held each other close, bracing themselves, waiting for their daughter to disappear, “… three, two, one …” Instantly, Leah was gone. 
Her parents stepped forward together. Stunned, her dad asked, “That’s it?  No sounds or flashes of electricity?” 
“Nope,” said Weissman. “That only happens in the old time-travel movies in the years before the real thing came about. Okay, let's head back to the tent and have some coffee or a cold drink. We’ll wait together while our twenty minutes pass. I’m happy to answer any questions you might have as we look forward to Leah's return.” Mr. and Mrs. Salzberg followed Dr. Weissman back toward the big tent, deep in thought.


[bookmark: _Toc244937863]Chapter Five (323 AD)



Leah felt nothing. At first, she wondered whether her time travel had succeeded. But the tent was gone, and so were her parents along with Dr. Weissman. In fact, no one was around to witness what happened. She correctly concluded that even if anyone had been there, they would have noticed nothing unless they happened to be looking directly at her landing spot. There was no noise, no flashes, unlike the time-travel movies she had seen as a kid. It was just an instantaneous appearance.
The rock formation stood before her. She marveled that it could stay exactly the same for 1700 years, but why not? A few things in life need to stay the same in this changing world. For a moment, she pondered her view of God and all she had learned in the synagogues all her life.
She marked her spot with a small stone she found lying nearby. She looked for two easy-to-find, perpendicular objects and began pacing in baby steps to the first marker. An obvious outward bulge marked the base of the rock formation. She made a mental note: 15 baby steps, easy to remember, but I need to write it down as soon as I can. She walked back to her marked spot and took more baby steps to her other marker. Twenty-three steps. She made another mental note. The new marker was a crevice at the base of the rock formation, a smaller version of the crevice on the top of the rocks that created her shadow marker.
She looked at her original rock that marked her spot, but the crevice shadow had moved. This wasn't a surprise, but as an extra precaution, she buried the small rock as deep as she could with her bare hands.
She stood up and looked around. Everything else appeared different, though similar to what she had seen in Istanbul outside Constantine's walls. Wow. In just a few years, this location will become the famous city of Constantinople. But for now, there was no wall, and she was about to witness history in the making, realizing she was the only one who knew what would happen. She shook her head slightly in disbelief.
Off in the distance, down the peninsula, she saw a cluster of stone buildings. Well, this is as good a place to start as any. So she walked toward the buildings, repeating “15 and 23” in her mind so she wouldn't forget her paces. She knew this was the ancient city of Byzantium before Constantine renamed it after himself in 330 AD. They didn't rename it Istanbul until 1930. She also knew Constantine would build his wall sometime after 323 AD, so it would be built soon.
As she walked toward the city, she realized this was also the year Constantine would win the Battle of Adrianople, securing his control over the empire and opening the way for him to move his capital here and rename it. So, all she had to do was find a way to settle in and wait for that to happen.
She reached the city gate, which was open. People came and went through the open gate on foot, on horseback, and occasionally in a carriage. She heard voices speaking Koine Greek, the trade language of the Roman Empire, popularized by Alexander the Great, who conquered most of the known world in 323 BC. She knew it was different from classical Greek, having learned to read and write both in her undergraduate studies. She also knew it was considered a dead language because it differed so much from the modern Greek spoken in her time. As she listened, she realized it would take time to master, but she had no doubt she would. 
After a short walk through the busy, dusty streets of Byzantium, she came across a popina, a simple place to eat, drink, and socialize, serving cheap wine and food to the poor and enslaved. The popina's front was clearly designed to invite customers. As she entered, she noticed a counter on the left of the main room where workers served customers food and drinks. Hungry and thirsty customers sat and stood nearby at tables. Leah remembered her tour of Ostia Antica, a coastal city near Rome, where she learned that Martial, a 1st-century Latin poet, described how one popina had grown so massive it occupied the entire street. But this was just a small, humble establishment, probably a Ma-and-Pa kind of business.
As she sat down at one of the rustic wooden tables, a voice from behind the counter asked, in Greek, “What can I get for you, young lady?” 
Leah got up and walked over to the counter. “Well, I can't really afford anything. I'm new in Byzantium and what I really need is a job.”
“Sorry, I can’t help you with that. But you’d be smart to check around at other businesses.”
“Maybe I could talk to the owner?” she asked.
“The older man leaned in toward her. “I am the owner.”
Oops, she thought to herself. “Well, sir, I am willing to do anything…,” She paused, realizing how this could be taken in a place like this, often known for gambling and prostitution in the evening hours, “... anything honorable, that is. I only need a place to stay and one meal each day.”
The man stroked his chin for a moment, then called out, “Martha, can you come out here?”
Both waited in silence, looking toward the doorway where the man had directed his request. Soon, a heavyset woman wearing a colorful apron appeared. She had a big motherly smile on her face, and when she saw Leah, she said, “Oh, what a beautiful young girl. She is close to the age of our young Mary, don’t you think, Samuel?”  
Samuel took another look at Leah. “Yes, my dear, I think you are right.”
The woman's face lost its smile. “I have so missed her ever since she got married and moved away.”
“Martha, this young lady…” he paused, “…Uh, I did not get your name.”
“It's Leah.”
“Oh, such a pretty name for such a pretty girl,” said Martha. 
The man started over. “Martha, this young lady has a deal for us to consider. She says she will work in exchange for a place to stay and one meal a day. We could let her stay in that small room in the back, couldn’t we?”
“She will do no such thing,” said Martha indignantly. “She can stay in Mary’s room. It’ll be almost like having Mary back here with us.” Leah nodded, following the conversation. “And… she will get three meals, not one. She doesn’t look like a big eater.”
“I’m not,” said Leah, hoping to seal the deal.
“What if Mary and her husband come to visit us?” asked Samuel.
“That’s when she can stay temporarily in the smaller room.” She turned to Leah. “You won't mind, will you, honey?”
“No, not at all. I'm just thankful to find a place to stay.”
“Alright, Moma,” said the old man, reflecting his many years of successful marriage, “Whatever you want is fine with me.” 
The woman turned to Leah. “Welcome, my dear, to our humble abode. It’s not fancy, but there is plenty of love here to go around. Any luggage, my dear?”
“No, I have purposely traveled light. I needed to be flexible on the road, and it has worked out well.  But my money has run out, so your kindness in taking me in is a blessing beyond what I can express.”
“Well, it was meant to be, and God always takes care of us …” Martha stopped and faced Leah. “Eventually…” she said in a low voice, as if speaking too low for God to hear. “He makes all things possible, but almost never easy.” 
“Maybe that’s so we will learn,” offered Leah.
Martha wagged her finger. “That’s good thinking, and wise insight.” Martha continued walking; Leah followed.  “Come, let me show you to your room, then you can come back out, and Samuel will show you your work duties.”

Several weeks passed. Leah quickly learned the tasks Samuel assigned her. She worked at the counter taking orders from patrons, kept the main room clean, and even tried her hand at preparing the limited selection of food they sold. The menu featured wine as the main drink, with food options including stews, olives, cheese, and chickpeas. She became well-liked in the community, and business at the popina grew just enough for Samuel and Martha to pay her a livable wage. 

A few weeks later, two young men, a little older than Leah, came into the popina and approached the counter. Leah felt nervous. She had not felt this way since her one and only attempt to attend a high school prom. Both guys were good-looking and well-built. She wondered if they were friends or brothers and which one was older. “What can I get for you?” she asked. 
One of the boys said, “Someone told me you have a very tasty stew.”
“We do, indeed. The best you'll find anywhere. Goes great with our wine and cheese.”
The boys looked at each other and nodded. “We’d like enough for both of us,” the same boy said.
“Add some olives?” asked Leah.
“Sounds good,” he answered, again, for both of them.
“I'll go fix it for you.” Leah disappeared through the doorway in the back of the popina.
“Wow, she’s a beauty,” said Titus.
“Don’t move in too fast, little brother; I talked to her first.”
“How old do ya think she is?”
Timothy looked around the room while he did some calculations in his head. “Uh, I’d say 17, maybe 18, no older than 19. What do you think?”
“I think she’s twenty,” Titus said confidently, something he seldom did around his older brother.
“No way, little brother. I’m an expert at these things, and even at 19, she is perfect for me, since I’m 21.”
“Uh, excuse me. I am 20, closer to her age, and therefore more compatible.”
“You think so? We’ll see,” said Timothy.
Just then, Leah came back through the doorway with a tray of food and drinks. She slowly placed a bowl of stew in front of each of them. They watched her every move, fascinated. Leah was fully aware of the attention she was getting, but she slipped into her intellectual-confidence mode and gave away none of her nervousness. She set a plate of olives and cheese between them and a cup of wine beside each bowl. Looking up, she clasped her hands, fingers interlocked, and said, “Anything else I can get for either of you?”
Timothy took a quick bite of his stew and said, “You can stay and talk with us if you want.” After no immediate response, he nervously added, “Wow, this is some great stew.” 
“I’m glad you like it. Sorry, but I can't take a break right now.” She quickly walked away.
Titus muttered under his breath, almost singing, “re-ject-ed.” Then tasted his stew. “Hmmm… that is pretty good stew.” 
“Yes, but she said she can't take a break now,” said Timothy, ignoring Titus’ stew comment. “That leaves the door open. She’s just playing hard-to-get. You gotta learn to understand how women act and think.” Timothy had spent the last twenty years making sure Titus knew his place in their family's pecking order. It usually worked, and Titus had been both shaped by it and gotten used to it. But occasionally, he stood up for himself, and when he did, Timothy backed down. He learned to pick his battles carefully, discovering that his limited power lay in holding back, which made his few aggressive moments effective.
“Okay. You took your shot and failed. It’ll be my turn next time.”
“Happy to compete with you anytime,” Timothy replied, embarrassed and using his favorite term to put Titus in his place while hiding his insecurity.
After a while, Titus turned on his stool and waved to get Leah's attention, who was sweeping the floor on the other side of the room. “We're ready to check out and pay.”
Leah calmly leaned her broom against the wall and walked back behind the counter. She told him how much he owed. Titus fumbled in a small animal-skin bag tied to his belt for coins. “Here ya go,” he said, sliding the coins across the counter toward Leah. She took a coin out of a box beneath the counter. She looked at Titus, leaned toward him slightly, and slid the coin back. He waved his hand, rejecting the coin, and said, “That’s for your excellent service.” Timothy picked up on the subtle gestures. 
Leah smiled and said thanks with a gusto that went beyond appreciation for the tip. Timothy watched the exchange of glances and knew exactly what had transpired. 
As the two men left the popina, Leah blurted out, “Hope to see you in here again sometime. We serve our stew every day.” She meant her comment to sound impersonal, but Titus knew better, and so did Timothy. No more needed to be said.

At the end of the day, Leah retired to her room, thankful for her job and a place to stay. At the time, she worried about how she would survive and how long it would take for her to find food, shelter, and safety. She knew a God ruled the universe, so she could not help but thank him, or her, or whoever that divine being was, for the kind, watchful providence she had received. In due time, Samuel and Martha became like parents to her, but she realized she was mostly filling the hole their daughter's absence left in their lives. Leah figured it was a win-win for everyone as she settled in for another evening of pondering, reading what few writings she could get her hands on, and writing in a journal she had started. Writing instruments were rare, since most people at her level in society were illiterate. But she managed to find some discarded papyrus along with some ink and quills, which got her by for the time being. She was saving her money to buy more of these items, which were not cheap but available, and to expand her limited clothing choices. Someday, she hoped to travel across the straits to Nicomedia, where Constantine's government was centered, and writing supplies were more abundant. Her other goal, one much more important, was to somehow get a job working in government where she could witness history firsthand. After all, that was why she had come.

The next day, the boys were back, partly for the tasty stew, but mostly for the girl. As they walked in, Leah came and greeted them. “So glad you came back. More stew for you guys?” she asked, avoiding the obvious. 
“Couldn’t stay away,” offered Timothy, without clarifying his intent. 
“How about you?” she asked Titus, wanting to hear his response. 
He cocked his head, looked her in the eyes, and said, “I like the atmosphere.”
Leah’s heart skipped a beat; she broke the gaze before he did. “Grab a seat, and I'll bring you what you had last time. Is that okay?” The two men looked at each other, nodded, and headed over to a table in the corner. They looked around without a word, as if it were their first time in.
Soon, Leah came back with a loaded tray. She set the food and wine down. “It's time for my break. Do you mind having some company?” Both men stood, welcomed her, then sat down after she was seated. Her long hair, confident smile, and sleeveless linen stola with a loose-fitting belt hinted at her young, feminine beauty. Both men were breathless inside. 
“So, where do you fellows live? Not far, I assume,” Leah said, breaking the silence as the two men began to eat. 
Timothy waited to swallow, then said, “We just got here from Milan, where we grew up. We both landed new jobs across the straits in Nicomedia, where we start working next week.”
Leah’s ears perked up. “Are you working in government?” she asked casually, hiding her agenda.
“Good guess,” answered Titus. Her guess was about a fifty-fifty chance, since most work in Nicomedia was imperial in one way or another.
Encouraged by the answer, she asked, “What will you be doing?” 
“Both of us will be aides to Constantine’s staff,” answered Timothy.
Titus interrupted. “We’re not exactly sure what we will be doing, but the needs are various and growing rapidly as the emperor expands his rule and authority.”
“Well said, brother. We’re headed out tomorrow. It will take us a couple of more days to get there.”
Leah conjured a mental map of Istanbul and Izmut, which were Byzantium and Nicomedia in her modern-day understanding. She figured it was about 50 to 100 miles away, so the travel time made sense. “Oh, how I wish I could go with you. I’d love to see all the sights and sounds of imperial life.”
Both men were delightfully taken aback by her enthusiasm. “Well, you're certainly welcome to travel with us, if you so desire,” offered Timothy. 
“I wish I could, but my job is here, and there is no way I can afford to get away, even on a vacation. But I gotta tell you that my secret desire is to someday move there, get a better job, and experience all the thrills that come with seeing the imperial government in action, first-hand, maybe even work in it someday.”
“Well, that’s what you will need to do if you move there. It’s a very expensive place to live, and imperial jobs pay the best. But they are also hard to get, especially for a woman. There are always a few low-level jobs available, which include living in the crowded servants' quarters. That is probably as high up as you could get.
“Never underestimate the power of a woman,” she said, making both men recoil in disbelief.
Timothy chuckled out loud. “Don’t get your hopes up; you’d have to be one in a decies centena millia to find such acceptance.”
Leah quickly translated his words as "one in a million." “Yes, that’s indeed a long shot, but I’m willing to try it someday.”
Titus loved her boldness and confidence, even though it was totally out of character for any woman he knew. “Perhaps you will come and visit us someday,” he replied.
“I have a better idea,” said Leah. “When you get there, see if there are any openings for a young woman like me. I’ll take anything to get me on my journey toward whatever will come next in life.”
“You sound a bit desperate,” Timothy commented.
“No, not desperate, just determined.” Titus was cheering inside at her boldness and for standing up to his older brother.
Timothy was intrigued. “Tell you what, we will keep our eyes and ears open for you, and perhaps when we return in a few weeks we will have good news for you.”
“Oh, thank you so much. I so appreciate your concern for me.” Timothy felt flattered and thought he was making progress in winning her affection. He planned to come back in a few weeks, whether or not he had any good news for her. He couldn't wait to see her again.
The guys finished lunch, paid the bill, and left, promising to do her bidding in Nicomedia and find her a job. As they departed, Leah felt a new sense of hope. She was not just on a mission of her own choosing; she was on a path where fate would work in her favor, ensuring she would achieve her goals.




[bookmark: _Toc244937864]Chapter Six (323 AD)



Leah went about her work, saved her money, and hoped her encounter with the two brothers would bring the break she needed. She had deliberately planned her arrival in Byzantium, thinking she would get established and wait for Constantine to establish his new imperial headquarters in 330 AD, Constantinople, here on the Istanbul peninsula. She had no specific plan to witness the Council of Nicaea and other great events, but she realized moving to Nicomedia could put her in the front row of history.
Several weeks passed with no visit or any communication whatsoever from the brothers. She couldn’t help but become discouraged. Yet she believed in herself, in the mission she had committed her life to, and in the fate that would eventually play out. She disciplined herself not to think about the scary alternative: becoming an old spinster, stuck in the 4th century, having tried and failed, aging, and watching her life slip into historical obscurity. How could she face her parents and Dr. Weissman with nothing to show for all the time, effort, and money they spent on her? She had been here only a few weeks. By her calculations, three years in her present timeframe equaled just one minute for her parents. This meant her few weeks had been only a few seconds for them, hardly enough time to turn away from her launch site and start walking back to the main tent. She sat, amazed, as she pondered the difference in time she and her parents were experiencing.
Finally, after almost five weeks, as she was clearing cups and bowls from the tables in the popina, the two brothers walked in. She ran over and hugged them both, Timothy first, then Titus for a little longer. Both boys noticed.
“So glad to see you guys. I missed you.”
“Well, we missed you too,” replied Timothy, “and we are sorry it took us so long to return.”
“New jobs are a challenge, and it takes time to learn and make them secure,” added Titus.
“I know how that goes; I’m just now getting good at this job. Come sit down. I'll bring you something in a moment, but I'm dying to know if you have any good news for me.” Leah sat down and began fidgeting with her hands.
The boys sat down at the same time but didn't look directly at Leah. “You want to tell her?” asked Timothy, looking over at Titus. He looked around the room but didn't look directly at Leah. Her heart sank. She started thinking about plan B, something she might enact after getting the obviously bad news. 
“Uh…” Titus hesitated. “There are fewer jobs for a woman in the imperial place than we figured on.” Leah fidgeted with her lips, obviously stressed and disappointed. She could not look at either brother. Even her natural attraction to them was diminishing. 
“And?” she asked.
Timothy spoke up. “And we did all we could to find and secure you a job.” He paused. Leah looked back and forth at the two brothers.
“And …” said Titus, pausing, “… we succeeded!” He threw his arms up and yelled, “It’s a yes!” Timothy nodded, rocked in his chair, and clapped. Several patrons, mid-meal, looked over to see what all the commotion was about. 
At first, Leah was shocked, which was exactly what the guys wanted. They knew she would be apprehensive, and so they wanted to make a big deal of it. But then she became a bit indignant, yet so thrilled that she could not hold a grudge against them for their cruel trick. “You stinkers!” she exclaimed. You totally fooled me, but I cannot possibly be mad at you. You came through for me. I will be eternally grateful.” Both guys wondered how this might improve their odds with her.
“We practiced this scene several times,” said Titus.
“Yeah, and it took all the control we could muster to not give it away while we executed our drama,” Timothy added.
“Well, you pulled it off, and I am thrilled, so much so that I can't even express it. It is a dream come true.”
“Don’t get too excited,” warned Timothy. “It is a very low-starting job, and you will have to live in the servants' quarters to survive.” 
“That’s okay. As I told you last time you were here, I have goals in life, and I plan to achieve them no matter how long it takes.” The brothers looked at each other and shrugged. 
“Go for it, girl. We will help you any way we can,” said Timothy, doing his best to encourage her in spite of the tremendous odds against her.
“Hey, we’re tired of kicking around town in Nicomedia,” said Titus.  “It’s really hard to get to know anyone in that snobby, busy place. We need a friend, and you're the best one we can think of. So welcome to our world!”
“I'll go get you some food,” said Leah. “Same thing, I assume?” They both nodded. “When I come back, you can tell me more details about when I can come and get established there.”
Leah brought them their favorite meal, and they filled her in on the job she had secured and when she could start. They told her it would be a couple of weeks, and she said it would work out perfectly, giving her proxy parents time to find a replacement. 
The two weeks passed quickly in some ways but slowly in others as she contemplated her new future and the start of her mission. When the day came for her to depart, tears were shed by her and her proxy parent, whom she so quickly learned to love. They told her how much they would miss her, just as they did when their own daughter left home, but they were also happy for her and knew a wonderful journey awaited her.
She made the three-day trip to Nicomedia, first by carriage, then by boat, through the straits, and then along the southern coast to the magnificent imperial city.

On the day she arrived, Leah checked into the palace servants' quarters and claimed a cot in the corner of a large room where all the women servants stayed. The accommodation included two meals per day and a minimum wage. The main reason for housing the servant help was twofold. First, it ensured all servants were available whenever needed, sometimes late at night or early in the morning. Second, the servant class could barely afford lodging in Nicomedia, and combined living quarters cost much less than paying higher wages. Many servants were slaves, not Roman citizens; they lived in separate quarters. Leah could claim Roman citizenship because her proxy parents in Byzantium, who quickly learned to love her like a daughter, agreed to adopt her, giving her legitimate status.

The next day, Leah met the two brothers at the imperial palace entrance. “You ready for this?” asked Titus.
“I sure am!” Leah answered with a certainty that Titus had already learned to love. 
“Let's go in,” said Timothy. As a new worker, Leah had to show her papers to the guard posted at the door. The two brothers were already vetted and known. “Do you know where to go?” he asked. “I do. I was given a map of the palace yesterday with my work location marked on it.” 
“Meet us for lunch?” asked Titus. 
“Sure, where?”
“There is a workers' lunch area on the south end of the palace. We eat at noon.”
“You sure I am welcome there?”
“Without us, no, not a servant girl on her own,” said Timothy. 
“But we can bring a guest anytime we want,” added Titus. “The food is a lot better than what you will get in the servants' courtyard.”
“Okay, I'll see you then.”

Leah found her workplace and was put to work immediately. They treated her well and respectfully, but the work was demanding, and she spent long hours on her feet, meeting the often whimsical needs of government officials and their staff. 
Noon rolled around, and she humbly requested a break to eat lunch. It was granted, and she headed out to find the workers' eating place. She walked through an opening into a large, beautiful courtyard. People talked at tables scattered throughout the yard. It reminded her of coffee shops and restaurants that would exist someday in her previous time realm, and how some social practices never change. Near the center, she saw a hand waving at her. It was Timothy. He and Titus were already seated. She ambled over and sat down with them.
“Well,” asked Titus, “how is your first day so far?”
“Tiring,” Leah said, leaning back in her chair. He gave her a moment. “This is a lot more work than waiting on patrons back at the popina.”
“Get used to it,” said Timothy. “This is a fast-paced city, very competitive, always seeking maximum efficiency from the emperor on down. Those who don’t conform and fail to perform don’t stay. They leave by their own choice or get fired.”
“I'm starving,” said Titus. “The noon meals are provided and considered part of our compensation. Let's go pick out what we want to eat at those two large serving tables by the kitchen.” 
The three of them stood up, almost in unison, and headed for the food tables, Leah following behind. They returned to their table one at a time; Leah arrived first. She waited to begin eating and just listened to the conversations around them. Since Latin was the official imperial language of the government and military, Greek had become more common among the people after Alexander the Great conquered the civilized world of his day. She heard mostly Latin, since Nicomedia was Constantine’s center of power in the empire. 
She was bilingual, as were the two brothers who grew up in Milan, where they spoke a common form of Latin. However, the boys' parents wanted them to learn Koine Greek because it was the common trade language used throughout the empire. Up to this point, Leah had spoken only Greek with the two brothers; none of them knew they were all bilingual. 
The two brothers returned together, set their plateful of food on the table, and sat down. As the three began to eat, Leah overheard a brief discussion at an adjacent table, where a woman complained to a man that the carriages were bumpy and uncomfortable, utilizing leather straps designed to dampen the ride. Between bites, Timothy, speaking in Latin, leaned over and casually mentioned to Titus under his breath, “If I could fix that lady’s carriage problem, I’d become rich!”
Leah, in a quiet, dignified Latin voice, said, “I know how you could do it.” She let her words hang in the air while she casually took another bite. The two brothers stared at her, astonished. They weren't sure what surprised them most: her speaking Latin or her claim that she had a solution to an impossible problem.  
“You speak Latin?” asked Timothy. 
“I sure do … Hebrew, too, but I'm a bit rusty on that.”
Both guys ignored their food. “How is this possible?” asked Titus, whose infatuation with her was growing.
“I grew up in Jerusalem,” she lied. She had practiced this explanation in her mind, even back before she started her mission. “My parents were educated, fairly well off, and wanted me to learn languages that would someday help me succeed in life.”
“Amazing,” said Titus. “That was our parents’ motive for teaching us Greek.”
Timothy was shaking his head. “I take back whatever doubts I had about you as a woman going someplace serious in life. So, what's your idea about how to improve carriage rides?”
Leah very calmly took another bite of food. “Aren’t you guys going to eat?” Timothy fumbled with his food, struggling to look away from Leah. He finally took a bite and swallowed. “Well, it is actually pretty simple. Take some iron, heat it up, and flatten it out into long, narrow pieces – kind of like forging a sword, except longer and thinner. The long pieces need to be slightly curved downward and able to bend under considerable weight.”
“Okay, I follow you. Then what?”
She held her hands apart as far as she could and said, “Make quite a few of these, make them about three foot-lengths, and stack them on top of each other.” 
“All of them curving downward, together?” asked Titus. 
“Yes, you’ve got it pictured.” She ate another bite while the brothers pondered what they were hearing. This was the same feeling they got as kids when their father explained something new and difficult. “Take this downward curving stack of long, thin iron plates and attach one end to the bottom of the carriage, right along the edge where the wheel is mounted. Let the other end of the stack remain loose so it can slide. This end will need a deep slot of some kind to prevent the loose end from moving sideways.”
“I can visualize what you're saying, but so far it makes no sense,” complained Timothy. 
“Patience. It will soon be clear. Put one of these long narrow stacks on each side of the carriage, then attach the axle of the wheels to the bottom of the stack, just about in the middle.”
Timothy and Titus both gazed up at the courtyard walls, trying to picture what they heard. “Okay,” said Timothy, looking down at Leah, “I think I am seeing what you are describing.”
Titus continued staring upward, then he started moving his head around, almost in a circular motion, and then yelled out, “Oh, I get it. The weight of the axle will push up against the downwardly curved iron plates and cushion the load of the carriage over any bumps in the road!” he said, looking at Leah.
Timothy started nodding. “I get it, too. Ingenious! How did you come up with this idea?”
Leah grew a little worried, remembering Dr. Weissman’s warning not to overplay her abilities, her historical knowledge, or her confident modern-woman mindset. “Oh, I don’t know. I think and imagine a lot. I don’t even know if this will work,” she said, downplaying her idea, knowing full well what the modern world would someday bring.
“Well, you sure are a thinker, and I think you’re not going to stay in that servant job for very long, even though you’re a woman.”
“That would be nice, and that is my goal, but I guess only time will tell for sure.”
They chit-chatted about all kinds of things for the rest of their lunch break, parted ways, and went back to work.


[bookmark: _Toc244937865]Chapter Seven (324 AD)



Constantine’s palace at Nicomedia was a building he inherited from Diocletian, who had terrorized and persecuted Christians before Constantine ascended to power and issued his Edict of Milan. The brick-and-marble building smelled damp, a scent the hypocaust heating never entirely banished. It utilized a network of underground flues and chambers to circulate hot air from a furnace. Floors rose on pillars, letting hot air flow beneath and warm the space above. Walls were also heated by embedding flues within them, enhancing the overall warmth. The corridors almost echoed with the footsteps of the great men who had walked them. Constantine now occupied it with the unsentimental practicality of a man who would someday build his own palace in his own city when the right time came. Until then, he used whatever facilities the empire provided.

Meanwhile, Leah excelled as a servant. It was far beneath her ability, yet it was continually hard, demanding work with few breaks. The servants were seen as a necessary annoyance, so the government employed as few as possible while expecting maximum effort and performance daily. Her days were long and tiresome, but she knew that doing an excellent job was her only path to greater success in fulfilling her mission. Her father always told her that if she ever disliked her job and wanted out, the quickest way was to do exceptional work, and she would eventually get promoted. He told her of a friend who always complained about his job and always said, “If they would just pay me more, I’d work harder.” He had been stuck in that job for as long as her Dad could remember. She understood this principle early on and decided to give every task in life her best effort. This is why she excelled and graduated early from high school and college.
Only a couple of months into her job as a servant, she got the big break she had been hoping for. It happened unexpectedly and wasn't part of her plan to rise through the imperial government. Because of the diligence and energy she showed in everything she did, she was assigned to prestigious servant duties in the area where Constantine served as emperor. The highest-level staff and their assistants worked there. They were the best of the best: sharp minds, well-educated, and bringing valuable experience to their jobs. Constantine always looked for such people, and when he found one, he brought them into his inner circle immediately. But for him, they were always a rare find, emerging naturally and unforced.
One day, Leah was on the second of her two daily breaks, one before lunch and one after. She rested quietly in a chair by a window, staring out at the Mediterranean and finding a soulmate in its calmness. As with all servants, she was generally ignored and unseen, except when someone needed something. 
Two men at a nearby table discussed a mathematical problem. It didn’t sound important or pressing, more like idle musing about how to solve difficult problems. One man was older, and the other was younger. She wondered whether it was teaching or mentoring. She kept listening without being noticed. 
The older man asked the younger a question. “Suppose you had a long ladder leaning against a tall wall,” the man began his proposal, “and you began pulling the bottom of the ladder toward you at a constant speed. What happens on the other end of the ladder as it travels down the side of the wall?”
The young man thought for a moment. “Well, it would start out moving slowly, then pick up speed as it nears hitting the ground.”
“Very good. Your ability to visualize is sharpening.” Leah’s suspicions about the two men were proven correct. The teacher/mentor continued. “Now,” he said, emphasizing his speech slightly, “What speed is the wall end of the ladder traveling just before it hits the ground?”
“I have no idea,” the young man replied, baffled. Leah smiled and chuckled inside. She remembered seeing this exact problem in a textbook from her first semester of calculus, which she took at 14 after graduating high school early. Some things never change, she thought, especially when it comes to solving problems.
The mentor followed up by coaxing the young man in a particular direction as he pondered. “I’m not so much interested in your answer as I am in how you would go about finding it.” He let his words settle in. Leah waited patiently, along with the teacher, who already knew where this was headed. 
The young man pondered a little longer; The mentor waited. “Even though it starts out slower, I think the wall end of the ladder will end up traveling faster than the other end being pulled.”
“Yes, you are correct,” said the Master. “Always keep in mind that you can run thought experiments anytime, based on what you already know.” Leah chuckled again inside, picturing Albert Einstein in a patent office, running thought experiments in his mind about free-falling objects in giant elevators while he worked.
The young man then said, “But the ladder stops moving when it hits the ground, so the speed is zero.”
“Yes, that’s also true, but I want you to calculate the speed of the ladder just before it hits the ground.”
The young man looked off into the distance, even though the walls were not that far away. “I give up,” he finally said.
The older man grabbed a sheet of papyrus and a quill pen lying on the table. “There is a way to calculate this, but it's complicated.” He began writing calculations as he spoke. The young man listened carefully to every word, following the ink as it was scribbled on the papyrus between dips into a small inkwell. 
Leah also listened carefully. Trying to visualize what was being written down in front of the young man. She recognized the descriptions as a combination of algebra and geometry. It was a long, drawn-out explanation, but the young man seemed to follow it, occasionally saying, “Yes, okay,” and “I understand.” Finally, the older man put the quill down and leaned back in his chair. “There you have it; a complete solution. Does it make sense?” he asked.
“Yes, it does. But it seems like a lot of work.”
“Well, it’s the only way, and a person who can do these calculations to solve such problems will go far in life.” He said nothing more, letting it sink in. 
Leah wondered if she could get away with saying anything. She came on this mission to take chances and make a life for herself, so she decided to engage with the men humbly and respectfully. She was ever aware of the cautions she had been given about living within her culture, so she chose her words carefully.
“Excuse me, sir,” she said, looking over at the older man. She waited to see how he would respond.
“Yes, my dear, how can I help you?” he asked in a kind voice. This was a good sign; good teachers are wired to help people any way they can. His smile was inviting and reassuring. He waited for her to respond.
“Ever since I was a child, I’ve always been interested in how to do calculations.”
“Oh, you're a thinker, are you? I assume you are also a servant girl. Occasionally, I come across thinkers at all levels in society. The educated and well-off do not always have the smartest children. Sometimes the smartest come from poor means, but they never have a chance to develop their abilities. I have learned that some people have more intelligence inside them than others, and they always seek to let it out. Perhaps you are such a person.”
Leah turned her chair toward the two men. “Oh, I hope so, but I've never thought of it that way before. I just can't help myself from thinking.”
“All my best students have this tendency. So, what are you thinking about today, my dear?”
Leah was determined to play it safe and take the humble route, but her competitive nature, which had always helped her excel, made her want to compete with the Master and show him how much she knew. But she also knew how foolish and destructive that could be for her future. “This is probably a crazy idea,” she started out, “but I’d like to find out what you think since you are an expert.”
She now had his full attention. “Okay, tell me your idea, and I'll let you know what I think of it.”
“Well, as I was listening to your very elaborate explanation of how to solve the ladder problem, it occurred to me – and I don’t know where this came from – that there is an easier and quicker way to solve that problem.” The man was quite taken aback but intrigued. “Can I show it to you on that papyrus?”
“Please do,” he said, waving her over to the table. The young man just watched in amazement. He was immediately impressed with Leah, both her brains and her looks. “What's your name?” he asked as she sat down between the two men.
“It’s Leah, and I feel so honored to show you my idea. I'm sure you will immediately find some error in it and help me gain a better understanding of calculating.”
“We shall soon find out,” was all he said.
Leah showed him what would someday, in about thirteen hundred years, become known as the calculus shortcut, derived from Sir Isaac Newton's Principia, which he would publish in 1671 AD. It was so quick and elegant that the man missed it at first. Then, after staring at her calculations on the papyrus for a few moments, his mind began to grasp the beauty of what he saw. His jaw dropped, and he looked at Leah. “Where did you get this idea?”
“I don’t know,” she lied. “It just came to me as I was listening to your explanation, trying to visualize the ladder problem.”
“I'm not exactly sure how this short solution works, young lady, but you have somehow managed to come up with the correct answer in much less time than it took me. This is truly amazing.” The younger man looked at the written solution but couldn't understand it.
“So, somehow I got the right answer?” she asked, doubling down on her playing dumb.
“You did indeed.” The older man's wheels were turning. “Where and how did you grow up?”
“I was raised in Jerusalem. My parents were educated and well off, but they died last year, and using my inheritance, I moved west seeking a new life.”
“And you found it in being a servant girl?”
“That was the only work I could find; I needed to survive.”
“Well, I can tell you right now that I think you should be utilized as a worker at a much higher level. Your talent, intelligence, and thinking power should not be wasted.” The younger man was fascinated by the conversation and by Leah, in so many ways. However, he also felt threatened by her, believing she was about to pass him by on his own path to success. “I’m going to do some checking around. I’ll get back to you soon. I assume I can find you in the servants' quarters?”
“Yes, you can,” Leah said, unsure what he meant by checking around. “Oh my, I need to get back to work. I don’t want to get in trouble.”
“By all means, please do,” the man said as she excused herself. She hurried back to work before anyone noticed her extended absence.  The man sat in his chair for quite some time, pondering what had just happened. The young man sat quietly at the table, not knowing what to say.

In November 324 AD, the Arian conflict brewing in Alexandria came to Constantine’s attention.  He saw it as a threat to his newly established edict of tolerance, so he wrote a letter addressed to both Alexander and Arius. His chief spiritual advisor, Hosius, wrote the letter; Constantine then read it, amended it, signed it, and required Hosius to rewrite it to incorporate the changes. 
The letter was long, as Constantine's letters tended to be when he tried to smooth things over. It addressed both men by name. It praised both for their learning and piety, but it also expressed his bafflement over the religious conflict. However, he did so in the measured way of one accustomed to giving orders and receiving compliance. A dispute over abstract theology that had divided entire provinces of the church greatly troubled Constantine, and he expressed this clearly in his letter. Speaking as a practical man who genuinely couldn't understand why the Son’s relationship to the Father mattered so much, he compared the quarrel to disputes among philosophers.  He asked them, with imperial directness, whether they could simply ‘agree to disagree,’ keep their opinions private, and restore unity for the sake of peace among fellow believers. In Constantine’s mind, God was blessing the empire through an edict he believed God had given him.
Hosius added one more phrase to the letter: I took this direction of tolerance for the common good of the church. Constantine left the phrase in because he found it useful, even though it was Hosius’ thought more than his own. But Constantine's own words were clear. “You must understand, therefore, both of you, the injury you are doing to me and the empire. I am the one who by God's will won over the eastern portion of the Roman Empire, yet I now find it more deeply disturbed than that of the western portion.” The letter said, in essence: This matter of the Son's exact nature seems like a petty dispute. Settle it. Be quiet about it. Move on!
Neither Constantine nor Hosius fully understood that this matter, this growing religious conflict, was not small. They had no way of knowing it would soon emerge as the church's largest theological question in its history. Hosius read Constantine's revisions. He read them slowly, as he did everything, and set them down on the table. He was just over sixty years old and had been alive during the recent and worst persecution the church had ever suffered under Diocletian. He was not a speculative theologian; he was a pastor, a confessor, a man of the church's body rather than its mind. He had read volumes over his sixty years on earth, enough to understand that what Arius taught and what Alexander defended were not just two slightly different opinions. These were two very different accounts of who Jesus was and what had happened when Jesus entered into history. After finishing the final draft, Hosius read it carefully, folded it, then pressed the emperor's seal into the warm wax he dripped onto it.
In the morning, he would carry it south to Alexandria. He would meet Alexander face to face, someone he had corresponded with but never met. He would also try to meet with Arius, if he was still nearby. His task would be to assess the situation thoroughly. 


[bookmark: _Toc244937866]Chapter Eight (324 AD)



By the time Leah returned to the servants' quarters after a long workday, a government worker, a lady, was waiting for her. As she walked into the large, crowded living area, the lady walked up to her and said, with a smile, “Gather all your possessions. You're being transferred to a new work location in the palace's imperial wing. I have already made all the necessary arrangements, so you don't need to let anyone here know you are leaving. If you have fellow workers you want to say good-bye to, you can take care of this privately in the coming days.”
Leah quickly gathered her few belongings while the woman waited. They slipped out of the large, busy room together, unnoticed. At first, Leah worried she hadn't been informed or asked about her transfer, but then realized she lived in an ancient culture where the servant class was almost never afforded such consideration. She followed the lady down several hallways and open courtyards. She realized where they were headed: Constantine’s operational wing of the palace. Their first stop was the office of the older man she had spoken with earlier that day. 
“Please sit down,” he said, motioning his hand toward a chair at the table where he was already seated. Leah sat down, unsure what was happening. She hoped it was good news and not trouble. “As I told you earlier today, you should be utilized at a much higher level here in the palace. I spoke with several officials a while ago, shared your amazing ability in calculations, and they agreed you should be evaluated for a position where you may be better suited. They test everyone in any new job before making it permanent. But frankly, I have no doubt you will do well. The people who oversee the servant jobs had nothing but praise for your work and were not surprised you were moving upward.”
“That’s good to hear,” said Leah. “I always try my best in whatever I do.” Leah was relieved she hadn't gotten into any trouble. Her humble approach seemed to have paid off, so she planned to keep it up.
“We have several staff assistant positions open. You will be placed in one of them, and after they fully evaluate your skills and performance, they will decide where you end up. Because of your multilingual skills, spoken and written, you will be assigned to one of the emperor’s closest confidants for a few weeks, maybe longer. His name is Hosius, and he is about to leave for Alexandria to personally deliver two important letters from Constantine. This is why we have hurried this transfer into your new position.
About that time, the lady escorting Leah returned and stood in the office doorway. “Are you done with her for now?” she asked.
“Yes, I am.” He wished Leah well in her new position and turned her over to the lady who led Leah away. They soon entered the palace's majestic imperial wing. “I will show you to your new quarters where you can get settled before dinner.” After a few twists and turns down more hallways, the lady opened a door to a fairly large room with a bed, a table, some shelves, a wash basin, and a window overlooking the Mediterranean Sea. It was spectacular. Leah could hardly believe it. “Is this all mine?” she asked.
“It sure is. All staff and their assistants live in private quarters. The emperor expects excellent work from his subjects, and he believes this is the best way of ensuring it. You have landed one of the nicer rooms in this wing.” The woman shifted back to her formal business voice. “Dinner is at the twelfth hour. To get to the dining hall, continue down this hallway and take your first left. You’ll see it just a few doors down.”
“Okay, thanks,” Leah said, partly in shock. She plopped herself down on the large bed. It felt just as comfortable as the one back at her parents' house. She hadn't lived this comfortably in over two months.
Leah freshened up and headed to the dining hall. It was a beautiful place, with over 100 high-ranking government employees seated and waiting for dinner. She learned everyone could also have their meal served at their residence. She was about to exercise that option, wanting a quiet evening in her room after such a busy, life-changing day. But then she saw the brothers sitting at a table near the wall, waving to get her attention. It was déjà vu of her encounter with them in the lunch hall just a few days earlier. She went over to the table; they were quite shocked to see her. They assumed she had been assigned a serving job for the evening. But instead, she sat down and told them about the day's fast-moving events: her promotion, her new quarters, and her assignment to travel to Alexandria the next morning. They were both shocked, but pleasantly so. Coincidentally, the brothers were also assigned to the same trip. So they celebrated Leah's promotion and looked forward to the exciting adventure ahead. Exhausted and having drunk several glasses of wine, Leah made it back to her room, turned in early, and slept well in her new quarters.

The ship from Nicomedia to Alexandria took eleven days, longer than it should have been but shorter than it sometimes took in winter, when winds off the Libyan coast could hold a vessel at anchor for a week. Hosius and his party arrived in the Alexandrian harbor on a cold morning. The Pharos, a towering lighthouse built on an island in ancient Alexandria around 280 BC, served as a constant guide for sailors navigating the busy harbor. Its three-tiered design, with a square base, cylindrical middle, and circular top, cast its morning shadow across the water.  
Leah and the two brothers stood at the deck railing as the harbor smell overwhelmed them. They watched as the gangplank lowered onto the pier. Hosius exited the ship first. He stood on the dock in his grey traveling cloak and took in the ancient city spread out before him. He had been to many cities, but never to Alexandria, with its columns set at regular intervals supporting the roofs of white buildings. He saw a haze over the Nile delta to the south, and the enormous unfinished church of the Caesareum rising above the waterfront. Leah, Timothy, and Titus walked down the gangplank and joined Hosius. 
“You look like a man expecting to see something smaller,” said a young man who had come with two deacons to meet Constantine's envoy. “My name is Athanasius.” Leah nearly gasped. Oh wow, she thought. This is the Great Athanasius who would, in just a few short years, become one of the most famous and influential figures in the fourth century. Hosius looked at the young man who was small and dark, with quick eyes that held their gaze steadily. He had an air of controlled directness that Hosius recognized in men who decided early not to waste time on anything they considered unnecessary. 
“I expected a city, but this is something much larger!” said Hosius.
“It is the second most important city in the world,” Athanasius said as Hosius, his company of travelers, and the greeting party naturally began walking down the dock toward solid ground.  “It is surpassed only by Rome; it was founded in 331 BC by Alexander the Great and emerged into a major cultural and intellectual hub. It is also home to the Great Library of Alexandria, which attracts scholars, philosophers, and scientists from all over the empire.” His pride was not civic but theological, as if the city's greatness bore the weight of what was now happening within it. Athanasius stopped and looked at Hosius. “I am the secretary to Bishop Alexander. He asked me to greet you and bring you all to his residence.” Athanasius motioned with his hand in the direction they had been walking, as if formally welcoming them. 
They continued walking through the lower streets until they reached Alexander's house. Athanasius walked quickly as he talked. He was not a man of idle talk or a host just filling time. For him, it was always about information, and that day it was about Arius, who lived on the city's eastern side under the protection of sympathetic clergymen. “The state of the church of Alexandria,” he continued, “is divided … enough so that some deacons have left Alexander's service to align themselves with Arius; but others doing the reverse.” Hosius nodded frequently. 
Leah and the brothers followed closely behind. She listened to every word from Athanasius, already knowing this real-life story and where it would soon lead. But, oh, the detail she was hearing thrilled her. This is what she came for, to witness history firsthand. 
Atanasius continued filling Hosius in. “Letters from Eusebius of Nicomedia and his allies are still arriving from the East, and are urging a broader-based council to produce a more reasonably worded statement than the one that recently condemned Arius and his followers.” As Hosius listened, he realized that Athanasius wasted no words and was very articulate for such a young man. 
As they entered Alexander's home, he received Hosius and his entourage in the same room where he received all visitors: an upper-story room with a view of the harbor, letting in the sounds of seagulls and the sweet smell of the Mediterranean. The aging Alexander was frailer than Hosius had expected, given the strength he had shown in the letters Hosius had received. His hands shook slightly as he raised them to greet Hosius, and his face had the thin, translucent quality of extreme old age. But his eyes were clear, and his voice was steady with the same deliberate care that marked all his public speaking.
Everyone was shown to their lodging quarters, but Hosius returned and spoke with Alexander for three hours. Athanasius sat in the corner taking notes; Hosius brought Leah to take notes for him. He knew this was important because he often took notes when Constantine met with foreign dignitaries and other heads of state. Hosius gave Alexander the emperor's letter and watched him as he read it. Leah sat not too far from Athanasius, disciplining herself not to stare at him, knowing more about his soon-to-be fame than he could ever imagine. 
Alexander read slowly, turning the papyrus in his hands, and when he reached the passage about the matter being small and a trifling dispute among philosophers, an expression somewhere between amusement and pain filled his face.
“The emperor does not understand,” Alexander said quietly.
“True,” said Hosius. “I agree, he does not.”
“Can he be made to understand the extreme severity of this conflict?”
Hosius looked at the old bishop, then over at Leah and the young secretary, then out the window at the harbor where the ships went about their daily business. He thought about the letter he had helped write, its careful language, the emperor's pragmatic voice embedded in it, and answered, “Yes, I believe he can be made to understand, but not through long-distance correspondence.” Athanasius looked up from his tablet. Ignoring Leah, he met Hosius's eyes with his usual quick directness. “I think we will need a new and better council.” Hosius agreed, and so did Alexander. Leah remained quiet.
As they walked back to their rooms, Hosius asked Leah, “Do you think this matter is small and a trifling dispute among philosophers, as Constantine has characterized it?” 
Leah did not hesitate in answering, “No.” 
Hosius stopped and turned to her. “You seem quite certain. Why do you think that?” 
“From what little I know of both sides, Alexander and Arius are each deeply committed to their beliefs. Though this conflict may have only recently come to the emperor's attention, I think it has been brewing for a long time, waiting for a chance to surface. Something emboldened Arius to express his views more publicly and create songs for people to sing.”
“I fully agree with you. Do you have any idea what triggered his actions?”
“No, sorry, I don't,” she lied, knowing more about the past than she thought wise to reveal.
“I don’t think it’s money,” said Hosius, “and he really does not need any more fame. I think Alexander knows he’s getting old and wants his positions to be heard and accepted by the masses before he dies.”
“That’s very insightful,” Leah said diplomatically. 
“I'll run all this by the emperor when we get back. It might help him see how this is much bigger than a small, trifling dispute.”

When Leah returned to her room, she went straight to an adjacent room where the brothers were staying. 
“Well?” said Timothy. “What did you find out?”
“Alexander is rejecting the emperor's letter,” said Leah. “He thinks Constantine is a bit naive about what a big deal this dispute is turning into.”
“I’m with Alexander on this feud,” said Titus. “What do you think, big brother?”
“I'm in between. I don’t think it is a big deal now, but it sure has the potential to divide the empire.”
“Hey, let's each predict what we think will happen,” offered Leah.
“I’m sticking with Alexander. It is a big deal,” said Titus.
 “How about you, Timothy?” asked Leah.
“It could go either way, in my opinion. What do you think, Leah? Any insights after hanging out with the elites?”
“Oh, I am certain that the conflict will get much worse very soon and will go on for a long time.”
“Really?” Timothy gave her a suspicious squint. “How can you be so sure?”
“Call it a woman’s intuition, if you want.” Both guys laughed. 
“Isn’t that a contradiction in terms?” asked Timothy.
“Not even close. You're going to find me to be extremely accurate about the future.” She said it with such resolve that both brothers became quiet and frowned slightly. Leah realized she had overplayed her hand, violating one of the rules she had adopted to keep her from failing. “Oh, come on, guys. I’m just joking,” she said, making a needed course correction.
They all laughed, but secretly the guys thought she might be getting cocky about her new position, which was a rank higher in government than theirs.




[bookmark: _Toc244937867]Chapter Nine (324 AD)



The next day, Hosius planned to meet with Arius, just as he did with Alexander the day before. He asked Leah to accompany him, and of course she did; she knew it wasn't really a request. They were taken to the house of Arius on the eastern side of the city by a junior deacon who was clearly nervous about the errand on which he was sent. A household servant welcomed them and politely expressed regret. “Father Arius is praying and can not be disturbed,” he told them. So Hosius left a message, but no answer came. The following morning, he tried again. This time, he was told Arius had gone to his church to lead the afternoon assembly and could be reached there. Hosius and Leah headed for the church and arrived there just as the meeting was ending. They waited in the doorway as congregation members filed past them. The congregation was made up of men and women who worked in the harbor district.  Some of them looked at Leah and the scarred, silver-bearded, grey-cloaked stranger, knowing that official visitors to their neighborhood usually meant trouble.
Arius came out last, alone, pausing in the doorway when he saw Hosius. For a moment, the two men beheld each other in the fading afternoon light: Hosius, the confessor from the West, his martyrdom scars teaching him patience, stood face to face with the white-haired priest from Libya, with his hymns and iron-clad theology.
“You have come from the emperor?” Arius asked.
“I have come from God, through the emperor,” Hosius responded, almost as a joke. “Shall we walk?” he asked.
“Certainly.”
He handed Arius the letter from Constantine, who stopped to read it, then handed it back. They walked along the harbor for an hour, Leah walking alongside and Hosius remaining respectfully quiet. As Arius spoke, he was fluent and careful but absolutely convinced of his beliefs. His beautiful voice made his convictions almost musical. He didn’t sing his theology for Hosius — this was not a church, and Hosius was not a sailor. But the brunt of his argument was clear: “The Son was made before time, exalted above all creation, the express image and instrument of the Father, but derived and dependent on Him, not self-existent, a creature … though not just another one of God’s creatures.” He repeated the phrase, carefully qualifying it. He used the same phrase he had used before the Alexandrian synod, which Alexander had refused to accept.
Hosius asked him: “When you say derived, do you mean derived as a ray of light is derived from the sun, coeternal with its source?”
Arius stopped walking. He turned to Hosius skeptically, recognizing a potential trap. “No,” he said, “not coeternal. The Father precedes the Son in the order of being, just as a cause precedes an effect.”
“Then the Father was once without the Son?” asked Hosius.
Arius chose his words carefully. “The Father is always Father, but the Son is generated…”
Hosius interrupted. “If the Father is always a father, then the Son is always a son. There is no before!”
Arius looked at him for a long time. The harbor seemed to move around them, smelling of salt and fish, with seagulls flying over ships rocking in the open, rolling harbor. “We see this differently,” Arius said at last.
“Yes,” Hosius said, “we do.”

Leah and Hosius began walking back to Alexander's residence. “What do you think?” he asked her. 
“I think Arius sensed a trap and worded his answers carefully.”
“He may have perceived it as a trap,” said Hosius, “but I was only asking him honest and important questions.”
“Yes, that’s true. But I think he wants to avoid trouble with the opposition and does not state what he believes as forcefully as he actually believes it.”
“Then, he is running with the foxes and hunting with the dogs, so to speak?” asked Hosius.
“Well said. But I sympathize with him somewhat.”
“In what way?”
“Well, even though Constantine has declared his edict of tolerance, it really has not taken hold throughout the empire. Arius is not free to express his honest beliefs in an environment where everyone is tolerant. This attempt at tolerance is still too new”
“Yes, you're right,” answered Hosius.
“And, even the emperor is not as tolerant as he has declared everyone else to be.”
“That’s true, too,” admitted Hosius. “But it takes time to spread tolerance. It’s easy to announce, but very hard to accomplish.”
“That’s exactly why Arius feels he must word things carefully. He knows that tolerance does not really reign in the empire today.”
“Well, I don't think that he’s all that tolerant either,” said Hosius.
“Oh, indeed he is not,” answered Leah. “And this is exactly why this conflict has just begun and will take a long time to resolve.”
Hosius looked at Leah for a moment. “You're a very special girl with special insights. I think you are going to be a great help to me in the days and maybe years ahead.”
“I hope I can be. I will always give this job my best effort.”
“That’s all I can ask.”

 When they reached Alexander's home, they sat down to write a letter to Constantine; Hosius dictated, and Leah wrote. They asked Athanasius to join them so the letter would reflect the aged Alexander's position, who had already retired for the evening. The letter aimed to give a careful account of why the matter at hand was not small, had never been, and was, in fact, the largest question the church had been asked to answer since the crucifixion itself. 
Hosius began dictating his formal address to Constantine: “Your Majesty, it seems clear that some kind of a universal council is needed.  It must be more than a synod of one province; it must be a council of the whole church, East and West, with the emperor's support and resources. You must summon bishops from Britain to Mesopotamia, employing the full authority of the assembled leaders to produce a creed that will bind every church. It must be a worthy council, meeting as such for the first time in the church's history, including church representatives from the whole inhabited world.”
Leah wrote it all down, rapid and precise. After he finished dictating, Hosius took the letter from Leah and gave it to Athanasius for review. He looked at the page. “Will the emperor agree?” Athanasius asked, handing the letter back. 
“If I explain it to him correctly,” Hosius said. “I think I can help him come to the conclusion that it is really his idea.”
Athanasius almost smiled. It was not quite a smile — it was too sharp for that — but it was the nearest thing to one that Hosius had seen from him in his three days of close observation. 

Many years later, I watched as a much older Hosius recalled all of this when Athanasius was exiled five times, returned five times, and carried the faith of Nicaea alone against the weight of emperors and councils. The one thing Hosius would remember most in the years to come would not be any of the great theological battles, but that almost-smile in the lamplight of an Alexandrian residence, by the young man looking at the page on which a new future was being written.
 



[bookmark: _Toc244937868]Interlude Two (2:06 PM) 



As they approached the tent door, Leah’s parents stood stunned for a moment before entering. It was almost as if she had died, yet they knew she hadn’t and was instead somewhere else – or better, some when else! After two dozen such launches, Dr. Weissman was used to watching people disappear, but he'd also learned to be patient with those left behind, giving them time to adjust. 
“Let’s go inside the big tent and relax with a cup of coffee while we wait.” He ushered them into the tent, where they filed in and sat at the middle table. Weissman grabbed three cups, placed them on the table, and poured the coffee. “As I mentioned earlier, Leah will be gone only twenty minutes in our time, though her new life will be slowly drawn out for sixty years in her new timeframe.”
“Wow, that is mind-boggling,” said Mr. Salzberg. He reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out a folded-up paper. He carefully unfolded it and laid it out on the table, pressing the creases flat. “This is a timeline I made showing all the main events in the 4th century, with Leah's sixty years and our twenty minutes along the bottom.”
“Very good!” Dr. Weissman exclaimed. “This will give us a way to track her progress.” 
“It’s only been a minute since we watched her leave, so this timeline can't help us much, yet.” But he did some quick calculations in his head and said, “She has already lived about three years, making her 23 years old.”
“That is correct,” the Doctor said. Mrs. Salzberg was still in shock and said nothing; her eyes held the same distance she now felt from Leah. Weissman sipped his coffee, then said, “To break it down even more, every second for us is about 18 days for Leah.”
Mrs. Salzberg finally looked at the doctor and asked, “Does that mean she's going faster than us or slower?”
“That all depends on how you view what is happening. Are we skipping over most of her life at great speed, or is she squeezing in so much living that she is the one going faster? I have pondered all this for the last two years, and I still don't fully understand it, so you need not worry if you can't either.”
“Okay,” Mrs. Salzberg said. “I think I’ll just try to imagine Leah living a happy, fulfilled life, kind of like looking back over my own life and pondering the things I have experienced, all bunched together.”
“That’s a good way to view it,” responded Weissman. “This will, in some ways, be a long twenty minutes, but when it is all done, and you see Leah again, it will seem so fast.”
“I don’t think twenty minutes is enough time…” Mr. Salzberg paused and took a sip of his coffee, “… for me to get used to, or think through this whole ordeal. It’s a little more stressful than I expected.”
“It is certainly an intense experience,” said Dr. Weissman, “but this is normal for everyone who waits for a loved one on this side of time travel. I have talked to time travelers who have returned, especially those gone for long periods, and they all say they never forgot their loved ones but often settled into their new life and became absorbed in their long-haul mission.”
Mrs. Salzberg shook her head up and down slightly. “Oh, I hope everything is going well for Leah. It is so hard not knowing. I wish we could do a time-out and talk briefly with her just to ease my mind.”
“That would indeed be nice,” said Weissman, “and maybe someday we will invent some kind of two-way communication that will be in real-time on both ends.”
“Wow, that’s quite a thought,” Mr. Salzberg commented, looking off into space as his wheels kept turning. “But it seems like we would be talking way too slowly, and she would be talking way too fast if it were real-time.”
“I can see where Leah gets her thinking ability,” said Weissman. “Scrap that idea; I think you're right!”



[bookmark: _Toc244937869]Chapter Ten (325 AD) 



Constantine sent his summons out in late winter, written in the emperor's name on good vellum, sealed with the imperial seal, and carried by imperial couriers on the cursus publicus, the state-run courier service that moved official messages, documents, and goods across the empire. This service was typically restricted to government officials and certain privileged individuals. The summons was sent to every bishop in every province of the empire. Though brief, the text aimed to bring peace and unity throughout the Christian church. It summoned all bishops to assemble at the city of Nicaea in the month of May, 325 AD, “for the purpose of resolving disputes in faith and discipline that have troubled the congregations of the East. The emperor will provide transport and lodging for all who attend, and the emperor himself will be present.”
It was an extraordinary invitation. The church had held councils since the days of the apostles, but they were always small assemblies of neighboring bishops deciding local questions. Nothing like this had ever happened: a summons to the whole inhabited world, backed by state power, promising imperial hospitality to men who had spent the last generation hiding their books and gathering in private houses at odd hours of the night.
The bishops came. They came from Britain, from the western provinces, from Gaul, Spain, North Africa, and Italy. They came from Syria, Palestine, Mesopotamia, and Arabia. They also came from Armenia, Persia's borderlands, the Danube frontier, and the cities of Asia Minor, including Ephesus, Smyrna, Sardis, Pergamon, Ancyra, and other churches named in the Apocalypse of John. They traveled along the roads Rome built during four centuries of empire expansion, stone roads that ran straight through mountains and marshes. Some came by sea when the winter roads were slow, and by ship in the spring, when sailing resumed after the winter closure of the straits.
They came in various states of bodily scars and debilitation from persecution in the past: some missing fingers, some missing eyes, some marked by the irons, some with the stooped posture of men who had worked in mines. They came old and young, educated and barely literate, all convinced of their positions, yet uncertain of what they would find. They came carrying their scrolls, their letters, and their various versions of the creeds they had used in their home congregations, including local statements of faith developed in isolation from one another over the previous two centuries. They all anticipated presenting their differing positions, emphasizing and phrasing them in ways that would matter enormously when they sat side by side in the council hall.

In Egypt, a bishop named Paphnutius was a faithful old pastor, his face marked by the deep lines of desert asceticism, a man with a hollow where his left eye should have been. It was now sealed by old scar tissue over the socket that was emptied by the tools of a Diocletian torturer.  He received his summons, read it in the sunlight outside his small church, and wept. He had waited and prayed for this day for over twenty years, through persecution and slow recovery, for the moment when the church would gather as one body, one voice, and say what it believed clearly and finally. The same imperial power that had taken his eye now brought it about; to him, it seemed neither ironic nor affirming, but simply the way God worked: through all human instruments and circumstances.
He packed a single bag with a change of tunic, his liturgical writings, a small codex of the Psalms, and a pouch of dried figs for the road, then set out for Alexandria, where he would join fellow travelers to sail across the Great Sea to Nicaea. When he arrived, he knew some by reputation and others by face. They greeted each other as travelers do, with the warmth of those who share a destination and a purpose. Alexander and Athanasius were among them.
They traveled up the Mediterranean coast, then west around the Aegean Sea. Athanasius rode at the pace of Alexander's party, the bishop's own pace: slow, deliberate, resting at midday. Athanasius was not patient by nature and rested restlessly, but without complaint. When the road allowed, he rode beside the bishop's carriage and talked to Alexander through a curtain, summarizing letters, raising questions, and refining arguments. Athanasius’ mind was always churning. As the road curved near a cliff edge, Athanasius positioned himself behind the carriage. The Aegean Sea opened below him, blue-green and enormous, stretching to the horizon. He stopped for a moment and took it in.
He was in his late twenties now, close enough to thirty that the distinction no longer mattered. He spent his youth in Alexandria in the catechetical school. Living in Alexander's residence, he spent most of his time fashioning arguments, reading letters, and pouring over manuscripts late into the night. He had heard Arius preach, had spoken publicly against him, and watched the controversy spread from city to province and throughout the whole Eastern church. His single-eyed goal on this trip was to understand more completely than anyone else in Alexander's circle, and perhaps more than Alexander himself, exactly what the stakes were in this grand controversy. For him, it was not about career stakes, episcopal politics, or who would control each regional church. Instead, the theological stakes for the whole Christian church mattered most to him. In his thinking, if the Son was a creature as Arius claimed, then the incarnation and virgin birth of Jesus could not possibly be God himself entering into history. It would be no more than God sending a very good ambassador into history, making it a different faith leading in a different direction. It would empty the cross of the meaning three centuries of martyrs' deaths had assigned it.
I watched as Athanasius spread his influence over the years. He believed he was not wrong and would be accused of many things over the decades to come: arrogance, violence, playing politics, and hiding in tombs in the Egyptian desert to maintain his position. Some of these accusations contained more truth than his defenders would admit. But on the central theological question of who the Son was, he was, in his mind, completely right and had been since he was a young man reading Greek Scriptures in the catechetical school. He believed he was right about it until the day when I saw him die.
But on this day, he looked at the sea a moment longer, then north, where the road curved away from the cliff, then down into a valley of olive trees. Beyond the valley, the road continued toward Bithynia, where the city of Nicaea lay beside a tree-ringed lake. This was their destination: a place where questions would be asked and answers given, but not easily. He did not know what those answers would be, but he knew what they needed to be. In his mind, what would happen and what needed to happen were not the same thing, and the distance between them was filled with the voices of bishops throughout the empire who believed differently, spent their years in different libraries, and learned from different teachers. The task Constantine set before this council would not be simple. But Athanasius never sought nor expected simplicity. He expected an argument, and he was fully prepared. Alexander's carriage moved on ahead while Athanasius touched his heel to his horse and followed.

The trees of Nicaea were in new leaf. The lake reflected the spring sky. The road ran straight through the flowering land, and on it, from every direction, old confessors on their donkeys, presbyters with cherished letters, and historians with their wax tablets moved toward the same place. The sailors' voices from the past in the harbor rang in Athanasius’ head while the council's future chatter before him filled his mind.
The lake appeared as a flat brightness between the hills. Athanasius saw it from the luggage cart he had been allowed to ride for the last three miles, his feet dangling above the dusty road, his body aching after a week's travel from Alexandria. Since he was not yet thirty, he could not vote at this council. He was merely Alexander's deacon, the old bishop's shadow and a useful instrument, and that was enough to satisfy him … for now.
They came down the last slope into the outskirts of Nicaea, standing tall beside its lake like a jewel. The road ahead was choked with men. Athanasius had never seen so many bishops in one place, and he would not see it again in his lifetime. He stood in the cart, counted, then stopped and simply looked.
The Egyptians were easy to spot: shaved heads or hair cropped close to the skull, brown faces as dark as an old oak, linen robes already wilting in the heat of Bithynia. Many of them bore the marks of Diocletian's last fury, a persecution that ended a dozen years ago. But it had left its stain on their flesh. The Syrians came with long, oiled, shining beards, traveling in groups and arguing among themselves in a fierce Aramaic way that sounded like quarreling but was often just their form of praise. A bishop from Antioch rode a grey mule with considerable dignity. Two monks from the desert east of the Euphrates had apparently walked most of the way, their sandals worn almost down to the soles, their faces the color of fired brick.
Alexander sat inside his carriage, attended by two priests. He was very old. His hands rested on the carved armrests as though they had forgotten any other position, but his eyes moved over the road with steady alertness, noting, weighing, recording in his mind what he saw. When Athanasius jumped from the cart to walk alongside the carriage, the old bishop smiled and gave a small nod. “Look there,” he said. It’s Eusebius of Caesarea (a different Eusebius than the one in Nicomedia who wrote letters supporting Arius). He sat in the shade of a tree at the road's edge. He had arrived the day before and looked like he had been awake all night. He was neither old nor young, but he was the great historian, the man who had written a comprehensive history of the Christian church from the time of the Apostles to the present day. He had a scholar's stoop and scholar's eyes, always startled to find the world continuing without his permission. His robes were fine linen but rather disordered. He glanced up at Alexander's carriage as it passed, nodded, glanced back at his tablet, and then looked up again with an expression that seemed to say: I know what is coming, and I am ready to record it all.
Athanasius did not trust him. He knew who he was. His reputation as a great historian was widespread. But he had not yet learned to distrust him properly — that would come later in life. But something in the Cesarean bishop's carefulness revealed him as a man who would sign whatever the emperor wanted and then find the theology to fit it afterward.
He then saw the other Eusebius, the one from Nicomedia. He stood near the entrance to the imperial guest quarters, a series of buildings that the palace staff had opened to the emerging bishops. These were nicer rooms than most of them had ever occupied, with mosaic floors, proper latrines, and servants who appeared and disappeared like smoke. This Eusebius wore violet, as he often did, to distinguish himself from all the others. It was not the deep purple often associated with the emperor, nor the pale lavender of a man who only gestures at rank. This was violet of a precise and deliberate shade, the robe of a man who had chosen every item of his appearance with the care of a general choosing his ground on which to fight. Eusebius spoke to another bishop, one from Asia Minor, entirely at ease. His hands moved with the unhurried confidence of someone who has never been told to stop. He was smooth, and that was the word that came to Athanasius, smooth as river-polished stone, with a face that gave nothing away except the intelligence behind it.
Arius stood in his shadow and spoke to a young priest, his head bent, his voice carrying the melodic quality Athanasius had heard so often in Alexandria. The man was tall; lean in the way one chooses his leanness to make a statement. His hair was white. He wore a plain dark tunic, almost a poor man's garment, belted and unadorned. He could easily have been mistaken for a desert monk. But on this occasion, he was the most dangerous man in the Christian political-intellectual world. He glanced up as Athanasius passed, just for a moment. Athanasius felt those pale eyes' attention like a shift in the wind: brief, measured, then gone.
They made their way to the building assigned to the Alexandrian delegation. The lake breathed through every window, a cool smell of water and algae. Heavy-leaved trees stood in the courtyard, casting shade that slowly moved across the stone pavement as the sun rose. Beyond the courtyard wall, the imperial palace complex stretched toward the water, its white towers and terraces contrasting with Lake Ascania's blue. It was beautiful and welcoming, but built to display power. In some ways, the power exercised behind these walls made it seem beautiful to Athanasius, whose youthful ambitions lay far beyond them. 

After the Alexandrian party settled in, Hosius came to Alexander's room that evening, bringing Leah to take notes and consult with him afterward. Athanasius admitted them and began to leave, but Alexander, with a subtle flip of his hand, beckoned him to stay. Hosius and Leah sat in chairs beside the bed where the old bishop had already lain down, too tired for any ceremony; Athanasius sat in a chair on the other side.  Hosius had been Constantine's counselor since before the battle at the Milvian Bridge. To Constantine, he was the most trusted Christian in his empire. Hosius was always acutely aware of this and never let it become a source of pride that elevated him above his station.
“There are three hundred bishops already gathered in this sacred place,” said Hosius, “and more are still arriving.”
“Three hundred and eighteen,” Alexander said from the bed. “God willing.”
Hosius looked at him. “You already know the number?”
“I dreamed it,” Alexander said. He did not explain. Neither Hosius nor Athanasius asked him to. Leah just observed.
“Eusebius of Nicomedia is circulating a creed,” Hosius said. “He has shown it to those he trusts. I have seen a copy.” He hesitated briefly. “It’s remarkable in its boldness. He states plainly that the Son is a creation by the Father.”
In the lamplight, Alexander's face was very still. The lake outside was also still. The only sound was a distant dog barking, then it stopped.
“Well then,” answered Alexander, “we’ll just have to defeat it.”
They conversed a while, strategizing about their role in the upcoming council. Athanasius and Leah just listened. Soon after Hosius and Leah excused themselves and left. On the way back to their assigned lodging, Leah commented that a storm was brewing. Hosius kept walking, eyes fixed on the ground, and said, “My dear, I think you are right.” He escorted Leah to her room and retired to his own for the evening. He lay on his bed wondering what was coming; Leah lay on hers knowing what would come.




[bookmark: _Toc244937870]Chapter Eleven (325 AD)



The next morning, Constantine entered the great hall through the eastern door; every bishop in the room rose without being asked. He had dressed for the occasion. One might even say he dressed as though the occasion were a conquest of heaven. His tunic was laced with gold, the real thing, woven with thread that caught the morning light coming through the high windows and returned it tenfold. Around his neck and chest, he wore chains of pearls, not beads, but large, shaped pearls. Pearls also set his crown and lined his wrists. Constantine was tall and broad-shouldered. He walked like a soldier, straight through the middle of any space before him, taking the center without asking. Years of war had darkened his face. His grey-green eyes moved over the assembled bishops with an expression neither cold nor warm, simply imperial.  He knew every person in the room belonged to him in some final sense. This was the man who called this council into existence and who, whether the bishops wished to acknowledge it or not, would shape its outcome. 
Like Athanasius, Leah was allowed to attend but had no say in the proceedings or the vote. The two brothers were also present as assistants to a member of Constantine’s staff. Leah subtly acknowledged them with a glance across the hall. The mood was sober; they all felt it, and their faces showed it. Leah could hardly believe what she was witnessing. She wanted a front-row seat to witness history firsthand, and this was probably the most pivotal point in the 4th century: the event that launched the church and state into the greatest controversial battle that lasted 60 years and set the course of what Christians would believe all the way into the modern era she left behind.
He reached the throne set for him—a throne among the bishops' benches, raised slightly and centered at the front of the hall. He paused before he sat, looking at the gathering, and the gathering looked back. Then he sat, and the bishops sat; the Council of Nicaea officially began.
Constantine appointed Hosius to preside. He sat to the emperor's right, dignified and composed, carrying the weight of his age and Spanish heritage like a vestment. Leah and the brothers sat on the sidelines with all the other assistants. He offered an opening prayer in Latin, and several bishops from the Greek-speaking East followed with polite expressions of incomprehension. He then invited the emperor to speak.
Constantine rose. He did not speak from a prepared text. He spoke in Latin, with a notary translating phrase by phrase into Greek. He spoke not of theology but of war. “Most of you know what it is like to see war firsthand. I have seen it and fought it from the Rhine to the Tigris. But the war of which I speak today is not the war of armies.” He paused. The hall was entirely silent. “This kind of war distresses me more than any other; this war is the inner war within the church of God. To me, division in the church is more terrible than any battle I have ever fought, because battles may be won or lost, and the empire survives. But if the Spirit is divided, what holds the empire together?”
This was not a deep theological statement; it was not meant to be. But it landed in the hall like a stone in water, ripples spreading in all directions. Athanasius, standing in the back of the hall, watched the faces. The Egyptians listened with the stillness of thinkers. The Syrians exchanged glances. Eusebius of Caesarea, the great historian, wrote something on his wax tablet. Eusebius of Nicomedia watched the emperor with the expression of a man always calculating what comes next.
Hosius then gave the floor to Eusebius of Nicomedia, who rose smoothly and unhurriedly and began to read from a document he had prepared. As always, his voice was pleasant, the voice of a man at home in courts, bishops' dining rooms, and even at the emperor's own table. It never needed to shout, having learned to carry itself effortlessly. He calmly read his creed in Greek. It was a fine piece of theology—clear, logical, built on premises that had a certain coherence if you accepted them. “The Son,” he said, “is the image of the Father, the first and greatest of God's works, through whom all other things were made. The Son existed before time as we know it but was brought into being before the foundation of the world as the only begotten of the Father.” His smooth voice continued with unhasty precision. “As a creature, the Son was made, not of the same essence as the Father, not co-eternal with Him, but created before all other things. The Son was not God in the full sense of the word God, but is the highest of all created beings.”
That was as far as he got. The sound that rose in the hall was not a shout; it was more complex. It was a collective intake of breath in fury; then, starting with several voices, it became a genuine roar. Several bishops rose to their feet, and at least two of the Egyptians tore their robes, a traditional gesture of dismay. A bishop from Asia Minor shouted something about Sabellius, a third-century theologian who taught that God was single and indivisible, with Father, Son, and Holy Spirit existing as three modes (or manifestations) of the one divine Person. The church excommunicated him in AD 220. Athanasius thought this was the wrong direction to go, but the fury was real nonetheless. 
Leah watched as the chaos grew. She knew from her careful study of history that it was contentious, but seeing and hearing it firsthand proved it more dramatic than she had ever imagined. The brothers were quite taken aback, too. They looked at Leah and each other, asking, Where is this all headed?
Another voice, one from the African continent, called out in Greek, “He makes the Son into a slave!” An Egyptian bishop, the one with the empty eye socket, moved with astonishing speed and tore several pages away from Eusebius before anyone could intervene. Eusebius of Nicomedia stood through it all without expression. His violet robe was undisturbed. He sat down slowly, the way a man sits after he has made his point, and the point has been understood even if its reception was not what he planned.
As Hosius called for order, the hall fell into a stunned quiet. Constantine, who watched the eruption, expressed his alarm, carefully contained. He raised one hand, and order fell immediately across the room. The document lay in fragments on the floor; an attendant crept forward to gather the pieces. Nobody moved to stop him. Athanasius, in the back of the hall, allowed himself a very small breath of satisfaction. He looked at Alexander, who was watching him from nearby with an expression that said, “I know what you are thinking, and you must not look satisfied yet.” He rearranged his face accordingly.

The debate ran for days. The gathered bishops argued in morning sessions in the Great Hall, then continued in the afternoons on walks beside the lake, and finally in the guest quarters, where they rested and prepared for another day of debate. These bishops who had come halfway across the world now found themselves sharing small, elegant rooms but even smaller certainties. The water of Lake Ascania offered no counsel. The perimeter trees continued to stand. Imperial servants brought food and wine at regular intervals, as though history were a routine sustained by meals.
Athanasius attended every session, as did Leah and the brothers. Though they were not directly involved, they felt honored to just be present.  Athanasius had no vote, but he had a voice, and he used it only when asked, and only as Alexander's secretary, interpreter, and more importantly, his weapon. He was short and dark, and sometimes moved his hands when he thought, and he thought constantly. He sat at Alexander's left elbow, and when the old bishop leaned toward him, he was always ready with a note, a polished sentence, or a needed passage for Alexander to use when it was his turn to speak.
At the core of the debate was a single question: What is the Son’s relationship to the Father? Every other question depended on this one. The Arians answered: The Son is the greatest of all creatures, existing before time as we experience it, but not co-eternal with the Father, because only the Father is without beginning. This seemed, to some, to protect the singularity of God — one God, one source, one principle — rendering the Son as subordinate to the Father, but also the Father’s instrument in creation, the one through whom all other things were made.

Eusebius of Caesarea sat with his tablets in his lap. Athanasius noticed that the great historian was genuinely suffering. He was neither dishonest nor a coward. He had survived Diocletian's persecution and wrote about it with the clarity of an eyewitness and a victim. But he also loved precision, building his understanding of his faith on carefully layered textual evidence. On the third day of debate, he asked to be heard. He stood before the assembled bishops and read his creed—an ancient creed of the church at Caesarea in Palestine, one he had used for years, unobjectionable and carefully balanced. “The Son is the Logos of God,” he said, “the only-begotten, the firstborn of all creation, through whom all things were made, who became flesh for our salvation, crucified, rose, and will come again to judge.” Athanasius privately conceded that it was a good creed. It did not say that the Son is the “same-substance as the Father,” nor did it say the Son was “a created being.” It walked down the middle of the theological road with a scholar's careful steps, avoiding both extremes.
Constantine listened to the reading. When it finished, he stood, and all the bishops rose with him. He praised the creed. He called it excellent and said it had the right tone. He added that he believed it captured the apostolic faith. “But…” Constantine added, “… I believe one word must be added to it.” He uttered the Greek word for same-substance. Eusebius of Caesarea sat down very slowly, feeling as if his near-perfect creed had been rejected. Athanasius watched him and felt something almost like sympathy. The historian's face changed in quick succession—surprise, reluctance, calculation, a kind of anguish—then settled into the expression of a man who understood he was being asked to sign something altered from what he had written. Clearly, he was trying to decide whether signing is an act of faith or an act of capitulation. However, he eventually signed; everyone knew he would. The emperor had just told three hundred bishops what word he wanted added to the creed, and they all knew he controlled every road in the empire, every harbor, and every prison. Who could deny him his wish? Not Eusebius the historian. His job was to record history, not make it. He would sign, then write to his congregation, explaining what he had given in to, in a letter in which he performed extraordinary theological gymnastics to show that same-substance, when properly understood, did not mean what the Alexandrians meant. In his letter, he argued that he did not approve of Alexander’s excessive view and that all parties could accept same-substance in all senses. But few believed him, and many took it as a historian's spin. His explanation was the kind of thing scholars do when the world moves faster than they think.
Athanasius sat next to Alexander and said nothing. With the emperor’s modification, he knew he was on the winning side. He allowed himself no expression and exchanged no glances with the old bishop of Alexandria. No satisfaction crossed the face of the violet-robed Eusebius of Nicomedia across the room, who simply watched with flat, intelligent, patient eyes. Athanasius savored the small victory, unaware it would be short-lived.

The bishops signed the final creed on a morning when the lake was perfectly calm, symbolic of the superficial peace that prevailed. The water's surface reflected a second sky, while the trees lining the banks circled the lake in support. The new creed was read in full before the signing: “The Son was of the same essence as the Father, truly God from truly God, begotten not made, same-substance with the Father, through whom all things came to be, who for us and for our salvation came down and was made flesh.” But then, in order to leave no doubt about their collective resolve, anathemas were attached, pronouncing a divine curse on anyone who dared to oppose them: “Anyone who says the Son was of a different substance, or that he was mutable, or that there was a time when he was not — let him be anathema!”
Three hundred and seventeen bishops signed. Athanasius counted them from the back of the hall, moving his lips, losing count twice in the general movement and noise, and finally arriving at a number he could not quite confirm. He was certain of the two men who did not sign. One was Theonas of Marmarica, a lean bishop from the Libyan desert, a man whose theology Athanasius had always found just as troubling as Arius's. Now he demonstrated his position by refusing the pen when it was offered. He did it quietly, without theatrics, which surprised Athanasius and earned him respect. He simply said, “I cannot sign what I do not believe,” which caused a murmur in the hall. Hosius asked him twice, and he declined twice. The other abstainer was Secundus of Ptolemais, older and less certain in his decision, but he held to the same refusal. He spoke just once, “This formula condemns Arius, and Arius has taught nothing that cannot be shown from scripture.” He fell silent; his silence felt final.
Arius himself had no vote and signed nothing. He stood at the back of the hall near his deacons. Athanasius felt his presence as one who feels observed for days – a distinct, particular weight settling into his peripheral vision. When the two bishops refused the pen, Arius's face showed nothing. He was very controlled. The white-haired priest in his dark tunic remained calm, like a man who had known for days how this would end and had already begun to think about what came next. After the council adjourned, exile awaited these three opponents. Constantine signed the exile decrees with the same efficiency he signed military orders: “Our business of unity has been enforced. Arius, Theonas, and Secundus shall be exiled.” The hall absorbed their departure as it absorbed everything, with friction and arguing that revealed just how ununified they really were.
Eusebius of Nicomedia signed. Athanasius watched as the violet-adorned bishop picked up the pen, set it to the parchment, and wrote his name with a steady hand. Athanasius could not help but think: he has not accepted this; he has merely signed it. This was a correct perception. Within weeks, Eusebius of Nicomedia would refuse to ratify the condemnation of Arius, but this was easier, since it was a subtler position than refusing to sign the creed. This action was easier to defend. However, he would also be exiled for this, along with the other three.
But that exile was still weeks away. Today, three hundred and seventeen bishops from across the empire had signed. So Hosius closed the session with a prayer, and the great hall let out a collective breath, the exhalation of a debate that had endured for weeks and now had, not a resolution, but at least a document.
Alexander leaned toward Athanasius as they made their way out into the courtyard. “The fight is not over,” the old bishop said.
“For sure,” young Athanasius replied.
“In fact, it has barely begun!” said the old man, wise from being fooled by superficial hopes many times before.
“I’m sure you are right.”
The trees surrounding the lake stood in their columns, unhurried, casting slow-moving shadows across the stone. Somewhere in the imperial complex, a bronze bell was struck, not the sound of a semantron, where wood struck hollow wood to call men to prayer. This was something grander, something the emperor had brought with him from Nicomedia—and its sound went out across the water, never to return.




[bookmark: _Toc244937871]Chapter Twelve (325 AD)



Leah and the guys returned to their accommodations. Leah threw herself back on the bed. I’m exhausted, she thought, and all I did was listen. She appreciated the bed's support, thankful she didn't have to sit anymore. The days in the big hall were long, and she never dared to get up for a break, afraid of offending someone. She just took the allotted group breaks and endured. Still, she was fascinated by everything happening, feeling her mission was beginning to be fulfilled. After a few more minutes, she wondered what the brothers were thinking about the past few days. 
She got up, left her room, and found the room where the guys were staying. She knocked gently. After a moment, Timothy opened the door. “Oh, so glad to see you.” He ushered her in.
Titus got up from his chair and came over to greet her. “Yes, thanks for coming by. I really want to know what you think about all of this.”
Leah went over and sat down on what resembled a couch back in her world. It was lower than a typical couch, padded with folded cloth and a back that let you recline. She sat, reclined, and stretched her feet out across the floor. Her arms relaxed at her sides. “Are you guys tired? I’m worn out. I don’t know if it’s the longevity of the meetings or the intensity of them, but something seems to take it out of me each day.”
“I think it’s a little of both,” Timothy said, sitting on the other end of the couch.
Titus sat in a chair across from the couch, watching Leah without staring. His attraction to her only grew from the first day he met her at the popina. “I don’t know how they do it, from early morning to late evening, day by day. Don’t they get tired?”
“They do,” said Leah, “but these are driven men. They all chose a religious leadership role because they want to be in the know and in control; this event neatly fulfills both desires. They wear themselves out each day, not wanting to miss any of the opportunities for discovery and influence swirling around them. It is almost a nervous energy that they cannot seem to escape.” 
Neither brother knew exactly what Leah was saying, but they fully agreed with what they did understand. “Are you a same-substance person like Alexander and, apparently, Constantine?” asked Timothy. “Or are you a subordinationist, like Arius and Eusebius of Nicomedia?”
“I haven’t made up my mind yet,” she said diplomatically, not wanting to reveal how much she knew about the controversy and how it would turn out in sixty years.
“Sounds like you're sitting on the fence that divides these two positions.”
Leah was reclined; her head turned toward the other end of the couch. “Yes, for now I am; you could say that.”
“After all the speeches and discussions?” asked Timothy. “In my mind, there is no legitimate debate. The Son has to be of the same-substance as the Father. He cannot be anything less.”
Titus spoke up. Leah turned her head to look at him, sitting in his chair across from her. He was sitting straight up. “I think the other side was right, even though there were only three of them. No one can forever be a son who had no beginning. So there must have been a time when he was begotten.”
“Well, if that’s true, there must have been a time when the Father did his begetting,” countered Timothy. 
Leah had turned her head to listen to him, then back to Titus as he answered. “Yep, and that’s always true for us humans, too!”

Constantine's banquet hall seated four hundred, which easily handled the 318 bishops who had just temporarily settled the greatest theological question of their day: What is the relationship between the Son of God and his Father? The servers had placed tables in every corner and against every wall. The result was a density of episcopal robes and faces that made the lamp-lit room feel like a mosaic: 318 pieces all fitting together into something that might, from a sufficient distance, look like unity. But it really wasn’t. It wasn't an organic unity; it was forced. Hosius, Leah, the two brothers, and two other male staff members found their assigned table. They all waited for Leah to be seated first.
Constantine moved among them. He did not sit at a high table to address the bishops. Instead, he moved from table to table like a general among his soldiers after a victory, speaking to each group, remembering their names, and asking each bishop about the roads they had traveled, the churches they governed, and the sicknesses they had survived. He spoke to the Egyptian confessors with their missing eyes and fingers. He touched their hands carefully, without flinching, and said nothing about their wounds except through the touch itself. His touch said, “I see this, and I honor it.” He spoke to the Syrian bishops through his interpreter. He talked at length to the historian Eusebius of Caesarea; the two men discussed something both ecclesiastical and political. The clergy and the emperor were saying the same thing, just in different vocabularies.
As the great historian of that day, Eusebius of Caesarea, would later write in detail, Constantine seemed to walk among angels that night. The phrase was extravagant, but the observation behind it was real. That evening, the emperor's attention to detail suggested more than political courtesy. He convened this ecumenical council to bring over three hundred bishops to agreement, saving his empire from disunity and infighting. Constantine knew this threat was even greater than the many challenges he faced outside his empire. For now, they agreed, and the alignment produced in Constantine something Eusebius would describe as radiance. Perhaps too strong a word, but it fit the moment.
Near the end of the evening, Hosius signaled Leah to accompany him. He looked for and found Athanasius lingering in the relative quiet of a doorway that opened outward onto the courtyard, looking out at the lake and beyond. The cool night air drifted in, its scent revealing the water's dampness. Inside, the lamps were flickering, and the conversation dropped to a comfortable murmur of exhausted men.
“You have conducted yourself well,” Hosius said to Athanasius. He spoke Latin, their common language, since Athanasius's Latin was adequate and Hosius's Greek was limited. Leah was fluent in both languages but never called attention to it.
Athanasius looked directly at Hosius. “I did what I could to help carry out Alexander's argument.” 
“The argument was already Alexander's before it was yours, but the speed of the thought and the support you gave him … that was yours!” Hosius paused. He was looking at the lake, or at least the darkness where the unseen lake lay. The water was present in its smell with the faint shine of moonlight on its far shore. “You understand that what we have done here will be contested.”
“Of course,” Athanasius responded.
“It will not be contested in small ways, and it will go on for years, perhaps decades,” Hosius added.
Athanasius was quiet for a moment. Leah watched as the conversation grew more dramatic. He remembered Eusebius of Nicomedia's face as he signed the creed—smooth, controlled, the face of a man who had already decided the signature was a tactical retreat, not a surrender. He thought of the over three hundred who had signed, but also of how many signed because the emperor was in the room. “The creed is true,” Athanasius finally said, “no matter how much contesting there is.”
[bookmark: _Toc124343200]Hosius looked at him with the expression of an older man trying to decide whether he was hearing courage or youthful zeal. “May God grant you that certainty in the years ahead.”


[bookmark: _Toc229590780][bookmark: _Toc244937872]Chapter Thirteen (326 AD)



The two years after the Council of Nicaea saw many small battles. Some bishops refused to fully reconcile, and many churches had Arian sympathy rooted too deeply to be dislodged by a distant document like the Nicene Creed.  However, Alexandria remained Christianity's most influential city, second only to Rome. Correspondence poured in from Antioch, Caesarea, and Nicomedia, always polite but always asking for small reconsiderations and adjustments in the implementation of the Nicene Creed. As Alexander’s assistant, young Athanasius was fast and fierce in helping Alexander to craft responses. His words had a quality that recipients consistently underestimated … until they had read them twice. His words were always direct, blunt, and almost unpolished, but behind the bluntness were arguments as tightly constructed as a ship's hull, every plank fitted against every other so no damaging water could leak in.
Alexander dictated, and Athanasius wrote; then Alexander read what Athanasius had written, sometimes changing a word, sometimes changing nothing. The old bishop was even slower now than he had been at Nicaea. The difficult journey, both directions, along with the long, intense hours during the council deliberation, all took a toll on his health, speeding up his aging process. He sat in his residence and looked out at the harbor, where he had watched the Pharos throw its light across the water at night for so many years. He received visitors, prayed, and was still his deliberate self, still capable of surprising acuity. But his pace slowed, like a river's when the rains stop.
Alexander died in April of the same year that Constantine celebrated his twenty-first year of reign. He had been bishop for seventeen years. He died in his chair near the window, the harbor smell wafting in on the morning air, with Athanasius at his side. He said nothing memorable at the end; he had already said everything that needed to be said. He just closed his eyes and did not open them again. His breathing stopped, yet the harbor went on, the Pharos went on, and the city of Alexandria went on as it always had, enormous, indifferent, always pregnant with arguments.

The election of Alexander’s successor was supposed to take several weeks, but it happened quickly. The monks came down from the desert, including the great communities of Thebaid, Wadi Natroun, and the eastern desert, all of whom made the Christian faith their total occupation, knowing what the great church at Alexandria required. They came in hundreds: brown men, lean men, men who had not been in a city for many years, smelling of the desert and of their labors. They filled the streets around Alexander’s residence. 
They repeated the name, “Athanasius,” moving through the crowd as the name of God moves through a prayer: not loudly, but repeatedly, and with absolute conviction. But some among the Alexandrian clergy objected because established requirements for an episcopal election always involved the bishops of neighboring churches in the region. Deliberation and a careful period of examination were expected and needed. Besides, Athanasius was young, not yet thirty, and only a deacon, not a fully-fledged presbyter.  Many argued that the step was too great for him. Some monks even said loudly that such an election would be irregular, but a small group of bishops wanted to affirm Athanasius with indecent speed, hurrying the process before the full synod could assemble.
These accusations were partly true, and the laying on of hands to confirm Athanasius was performed in June, with only seven bishops present. The minimum required was always debatable, and the exact number remained disputed. The monks pressed in from the courtyard, the bishops prayed, and Athanasius stood with his head bowed under their hands, his face expressionless. When he raised his head, they pronounced him Archbishop of Alexandria, a prestigious position that had shaped the theology of the Eastern church for three hundred years. His enemies would never let him forget their uncertainty, amplifying everything they suspected: that he was young, had seemingly arrived from nowhere, and had forced his way into a position that properly belonged to an older, more measured man.
None of this was entirely untrue. He had indeed forced his way into becoming archbishop, in the sense that he had spent his adult life becoming the only possible occupant. Short, dark-skinned, and quick, his enemies called him The Black Dwarf. He wore this title with subtle pride, as a man who had decided his size and skin color were just additional facts about him.  He became Archbishop of Alexandria in June 328 and held the title for 45 years, though not continuously.  The emperor exiled him five times, and he spent 17 years away from power without ever losing it! This showed his remarkable determination, resolve, and tenacity, which made him one of the most influential figures in church history at the time of his death. 
He moved into Alexander’s episcopal residence, now standing at the window where Alexander once stood mesmerized by the Pharos throwing its light across the harbor, understanding that the fight for the soul of Christianity had only begun.

Eusebius of Nicomedia was greatly influential because he had close access to the emperor, his church exercising oversight in the true capital of the empire — not Rome, not Alexandria, but Nicomedia, where the court was, where the emperor's advisors slept and ate and argued, where letters arrived from every corner of the empire and required answers. 
The straits were a narrow body of water separating Nicomedia from Constantinople, the site where, in just a few short years, Constantine would establish his new capital, thereby relieving the ancient city of Rome of that honor. Eusebius had built a highly influential religious/political network over twenty years, something two years in exile could not destroy. It was the kind of network that did not need a central node to keep sending signals. He signed the Nicene Creed with the same mental reservation as those in his network who kept corresponding and coordinating during his absence. They shared the theological position that the Son is like the Father, similar in substance but not the same, a distinction they held and argued, and would do so far into the future. They would not disappear simply because a document signed in Nicaea had proclaimed them anathema, under the divine curse.
Constantine came to Nicomedia that autumn, and Eusebius of Nicomedia received him with appropriate hospitality. The mosaic floors of the episcopal dining room and the wine from the episcopal cellars both appealed to an emperor like Constantine. Their conversation bounced among ecclesiastical issues, military campaigns, and personal endeavors, with the ease of men who had shared meals many times before. But the emperor was tired; he was always tired now, or maybe just tired in a new way. It was the tiredness of a man who had spent his entire life at war, only to finally run out of wars to fight, except for this new and different one, fought with words and theological positioning. Constantine preferred battles on the battlefield, where lines were clear, and victories were swift and final. Instead, this was a new kind of battle for the aging warrior, one he wasn't sure would end, if at all. 
Constantine was slowly eating olives while staring at the wall. “I have a half-sister.” Constantine paused. Eusebius waited. Over decades, he learned that the most useful thing he could do in imperial company was wait. “Her name is Constantia, and she is deathly ill. Her illness has been progressing for months. She has been asking me about Arius because a trusted priest at her bedside is Arius's friend. She believes that his exile was unjust.”
“Only the emperor can decide what is just,” Eusebius said carefully. “The emperor alone decides what is necessary for peace.” With a small gesture, Constantine acknowledged Eusebius's comments. 
“I think I’ve had enough conversation for tonight,” Constantine finally said. “I am tired after my long journey from Alexandria, so I'll retire. Thank you for your welcoming hospitality.”

Two weeks later, Constantine was at his sister’s bedside, knowing her days would soon end. She could still speak, but was white-faced, consumed by all her ills that the physicians could not successfully treat. Her eyes were clear, and although her voice was weak, it was direct, impatient, and accustomed to being heard.  She spoke of Arius as one who believed she was reporting an injustice. She had no theological position; she only had a sense of fairness that told her a man arguing from scripture had been exiled for his beliefs. In her mind, Arius was being punished for his consistency rather than any error he had made. 
She died in the autumn of 330. But she had spoken, and Constantine had listened, and by the time she died, he had already issued the letters of recall. Arius returned from exile that same autumn, traveling slowly from Illyricum, arriving in Nicomedia thin, white, and unchanged, as though his exile in the desert had simply been another place of prayer. Eusebius of Nicomedia met him at his residence, and they rekindled their friendship, more determined than ever to fight for what they so strongly and genuinely believed about the Son's subordinate nature in relation to the Father.  Arius left Eusebius's visit energized, with the resolve of a man whose long campaign had entered its decisive phase.
Soon after, Constantine wrote a letter to Athanasius, which arrived in Alexandria within a month. He wrote to him in the confident tone of an emperor who expected compliance and would be clearly unsettled if it were ignored. “Arius has been evaluated,” the letter said, “and has affirmed his faith in the Father and the Son in terms that all parties can accept.” The emperor asked Athanasius to receive Arius back into the church community of Alexandria and to restore him as a presbyter.
Standing at his desk, Athanasius read the letter twice. He set it down, walked to the window, looked out at the calm harbor, walked back to his desk, picked up the letter, and read it again. He then sent his reply: “There can be no communion between truth and falsehood.” Mentored by the great Alexander of Alexandria, Athanasius knew what he believed and why. He did not phrase it diplomatically. He did not hedge. He was now the Archbishop of Alexandria, and he had signed nothing at Nicaea regarding Arius's readmission to communion with the church. He was determined not to accept Arius back into his position of prominence and influence, not for the sake of the emperor's peace, not for anyone's peace, not for any reason that could be named. He knew he could have phrased his response more diplomatically, but he chose not to. The young, short, dark-skinned Egyptian possessed a tenacity beyond his years and worthy of twice his height. 
 



[bookmark: _Toc244937873]Chapter Fourteen (330 AD)



Between 324 and 330 AD, Constantine rebuilt Byzantium on a large scale, populated it with elites from Rome and elsewhere, and endowed it with the institutions needed for an imperial capital. The city was formally dedicated in 330, and sources describe it as “New Rome” in function, even when “Constantinople” became the better-known name. In practical terms, this meant that the emperor’s residence, court, military command, fiscal resources, and ceremonial authority were now centered in Constantinople rather than Nicomedia.
This was one of the most important administrative shifts in Roman history because it decisively shifted the empire's center of gravity eastward. The old eastern imperial residence at Nicomedia lost its central role, while Constantinople became the long-term political and cultural heart of the eastern Roman world.
When Constantine moved to his new location, he brought with him all essential government workers and their assistants. Leah and the two brothers were part of this move and found themselves in larger, better, and newer quarters than before. Constantine wanted the very best for himself and those who served immediately under him.
On the first day, Leah wandered through the new hallways, trying to get her bearings. She turned down a long hallway that seemed to lead nowhere, except toward two high, heavy, majestic doors. Feeling a little uneasy, she decided to go back and turned around quickly. She immediately ran into a tall man, nearly falling into his arms as he caught her. “You might want to look behind you before you retreat,” the man said. 
Leah regained her balance and looked at the man, wanting to thank him. It was Constantine. Like someone whose life flashes before their eyes when they are about to die, Leah's whole life of historical study and imagining events in history flashed in her mind as she stood there stunned when she realized who he was. 
“Are you okay, young lady?” he asked.
She quickly found her composure and calmly answered, “I am now. Thanks for keeping me on my feet.” Inside, she was so nervous she hoped she did not mistakenly say, swept me off my feet. 
“You came halfway down this hallway, then turned back. Why? Are you lost?”
“Actually, yes, I think I am. This is my first time in this building, and I was just trying to find my way around.”
“Well, you have managed to stumble across the emperor's residence, and I am …” 
Leah interrupted him. “Yes, I figured that out, and the big majestic doors were my first clue. That’s what triggered my, uh, retreat, I think you called it.”
“I did, indeed,” said Constantine, turning on his charm. “Happy to show you around; maybe take a peek at my new residence.” He motioned toward the big doors. 
“Oh my, that would be a thrill.”
“Well then, come on down and take a look.” He began walking toward the doors. They loomed huge in Leah’s mind as she approached. “I think I finally have my palace the way I want it. The space in Nicomedia was smaller and older.” As his tall, strong, middle-aged body pushed open the massive doors, he added, “I carefully planned this residence over the past few years … in my spare time, of course.”
Leah smiled as she entered the grand room. She stopped and just stared. It was stunning. It was obviously designed to overwhelm visitors with luxury. Her eyes took in exotic marble, mosaic floors, and richly decorated walls, including portraits of his favorite predecessors. Almost everything glittered, reflecting imperial wealth and authority. A large window on the far wall overlooked the straits; she could faintly hear the gentle waves rolling onto the shore.
Constantine just let her take it in. Impressing women with his grandeur and what he possessed was one of his great joys.
“This is amazing,” was all she said.
“Come sit for a minute,” he said, motioning toward a table with four high-backed chairs. Leah sat down with queenly grace. “I have seen you a few times in the past. You are one of Hosius’ assistants. Right?”
“Yes, my name is Leah, and I have accompanied him on several official trips.”
“Do you realize how rare it is to have a woman assistant, and one so young as yourself?”
“Painfully aware. I get all kinds of reactions from all directions.”
Constantine shook his head slightly. “I'll bet you do. And you are a very beautiful young lady, too. So, I'm sure you get some attention in that direction, also.”
Her discomfort in Constantine’s presence turned from awe to suspicion. She hoped he wasn't a man of great power who used it for personal gain. Leah didn't want to squander this unplanned encounter with the emperor, but she also didn't want to compromise her values and integrity. She came on this mission prepared to do whatever it took to work her way into that front-row seat in history she had always wanted. But there were limits, even if it meant completely destroying any chance to observe the emperor and his behind-the-scenes imperial duties. So she decided to take a stand and, if needed, let the circumstances develop as they must.
“I think you know that this is something every woman deals with to some degree. Doesn’t the emperor know everything?”
“Not everything. If I did, I would not have needed to ask you that question.”
“Perhaps you are more human than many people think.”
“Oh, I can assure you that I am quite human, and any objective look at my past should make this clear. People have a habit of deifying their emperors after their deaths. You're young enough that you'll probably be around on the day I die, so you can come to your conclusion then, along with everyone else.”
Constantine was quite intrigued by Leah; she sensed it, but was unsure how. She possessed an unusual confidence, intelligence, and awareness, unlike any woman the emperor had ever met, and at such a young age. “Tell me about your upbringing,” he asked, changing the subject and giving Leah some relief. She told him the same lie she had told the mentor-teacher who helped her start her upward path in government a few years earlier. It always seemed to help explain her unusual qualities, but never completely. She tried to conceal her knowledge and abilities to avoid trouble, yet used them to advance her 4th-century quest. She kept a careful balance, learning and making strategic corrections. She seemed to have struck a good balance with the emperor. She was strong and engaging enough to catch his attention, yet calm and feminine enough not to threaten him. “I must now retire for the evening, since I have another full day ahead of me tomorrow. An emperor's work is never done, nor should it be. So it's time for me to let you continue exploring my new palace. Perhaps our paths will cross again soon.” 
He stood up, and so did Leah; he escorted her to the big doors she'd entered through and wished her a good night. The guard closed the doors behind her, and she ventured back down the hallway to finish the retreat she had started just a short while ago. As she walked, she pondered what had just happened, knowing this might be the next step in her quest to discover exactly how the Roman Empire transitioned from tolerance to tyranny in this new time period she was now living in.

It was an imperial day off for all government workers except for a minimal, essential crew. Leah sat on the Mediterranean beach with Timothy and Titus. Timothy stared out at the restless sea, thinking about the past few years. “Hey, little brother, do you remember what Mom told us when we were kids on the day when Constantine announced his Edict?”
Titus thought for a moment. “That was the day when big crowds lined the streets, listening to the herald as he passed by. I think she was cautioning Dad not to get too excited about our new freedom.”
“That’s right. Do you remember why?” 
Titus thought a little longer. “As I recall, she said something like, Freedom is a double-edged sword, and that nothing in life is good, and only good, with no downside,” 
“Very good. What else?”
“You don’t remember?” Titus turned and looked directly at Timothy. “I think you don’t remember, and you’re asking me just to make yourself look like the smarter one.”
Leah couldn't help but chuckle inside, watching Titus stand up to his big brother, having gotten better at doing this recently and breaking the chains of dominance so early formed in life.
“Of course I remember,” said Timothy indignantly. “I just wanted to see if you did.”
“Okay. What do you remember?”
Timothy squirmed a little. “Well, as I recall, Dad said that the Edict could become the greatest thing that ever happened in Christianity, to which Mom replied, ‘The key word there is could,’ and then added that things could also get ugly over time.”
“Good memory. I was just checking.” Touche! thought Leah to herself. “What else?” asked Titus.
“That’s all I remember,” Timothy said smugly.
“Well, try this on for size. Mom told us that freedom is a wonderful thing and it’s what we do with it that counts, especially in the hands of government officials who let their authority go to their heads.”
“You remember all that?” asked Timothy.
“I sure do.”
“Okay, you win this round, little brother.” Titus and Leah just smiled.
“What do you think, Leah?” Timothy asked, shifting the focus away from himself.
“I think this kind of vicious opposition against fellow believers has become something new in the Christian church. It’s almost as if Constantine's Edict of Tolerance triggered the worst kind of intolerance among people freed from persecution over the last three centuries, which had, in a strange way, kept everyone humble and unified. But that restraint is no longer present, and it only took one controversial disagreement to bring out the selfishness and depravity in everyone.” Leah couldn't help but think back to her childhood, in the future she had left behind, when Trump-Biden political infighting in the 2020s dominated society and everyone's focus. As an avid student of history, she knew about this fourth-century upheaval, so it was no surprise to see Arian bishops making accusations and the Athanasian responding in kind. She knew this would last for the full years of her stay in this time realm, but that was also why she came, and what she wanted to witness firsthand: how the Christian church went from tolerance to tyranny in just 60 years. The three of them stayed and enjoyed the beach for the rest of the day, not letting the day's turmoil interfere with their time together.

 



[bookmark: _Toc244937874]Chapter Fifteen (335 AD)



Word of Athanasius’ unyielding response to Constantine spread quickly through the empire. As a result, Arius's supporters followed with fabrications and half-truths. Accusations against Athanasius began small and grew, fueled by men confident enough to avoid direct refutation and resistance. By 335 AD, they formed a substantial indictment. They claimed a pattern of tyranny, violence, corruption, and worse on Athanasius's part. 
The first story to take center stage was about a chalice. A bishop named Ischyras, ordained irregularly, whose relationship to genuine ecclesiastical authority was like a counterfeit coin to the mint, claimed that a supporter of Athanasius arrived at his house during a church service, overturned the altar, and smashed the chalice. The supporter denied it, and Athanasius denied having ever sent anyone. The investigating commission eventually found that Ischyras had not been conducting a service on that day and had no valid congregation. The said chalice probably never existed. But the accusation had already traveled through the East's network of correspondence and reached the court in Nicomedia, where Eusebius ensured it was taken seriously.
The next accusation centered around a man named Arsenius.
This new charge against Athanasius was murder! The accusation claimed that Arsenius, a Meletian bishop, had been murdered by agents of Athanasius, had his hand severed, and had it preserved as evidence of sorcery. The commission received the hand in a box as evidence. Several bishops on the commission examined the hand and found it to indeed be a genuine human hand. Constantine heard about the charge and wrote to Athanasius with an imperial fury that even distance could not moderate.
However, Athanasius's supporters did their own detective work and found Arsenius alive! He had been hiding in a monastery; his Meletian colleagues had concealed him there. The plan was for him to remain hidden, allowing his absence to serve as proof of his murder, until after the commission against Athanasius had done its work. Athanasius' supporters found the monastery, found the man, and brought him to Caesarea, hooded and bound. Athanasius brought the hooded Arsenius into the court and asked the assembly to look at him. In a dramatic moment, while looking around at his accusers, Athanasius pulled down the hood and raised his two fully attached hands, proving the boxed hand was a trick. He couldn't help adding a bit of mockery to make his defense spectacular. 
A third accusation involved a woman of Alexandria who came before a synod and declared that Athanasius had sexually violated her, came to her house, and forced himself upon her against her will. She was prepared to swear it before God and the bishops. The synod heard her before a very charged hearing. Athanasius's enemies knew this was the kind of scandal that theological argument or textual scholarship could not refute. However, he came to the session with a priest from his own household, a young man of unremarkable appearance named Timothy. When the woman was asked to identify her attacker before the assembled bishops, Timothy stepped forward from among Athanasius's companions, quietly and without announcement, and stood where the woman could see him clearly. She pointed at him. “This is the man,” she said. “This is the man who came to my house.”
The synod was silent. Timothy was young and not particularly prominent, but he was clearly not Athanasius. He was not the archbishop of Alexandria. She had accused the wrong man, and she had done it in plain view of the bishops she was attempting to convince. Her error exposed the entire accusation so thoroughly that even the men who had assembled to condemn Athanasius sat in silence, unable to refute the evidence they had just witnessed.
But still, it did not end there. The non-existent chalice, the living Arsenius with two hands, and the woman's misdirected finger should have ended the smear campaign against Athanasius. But it did not, because the campaign was not about any specific charges; it was about removing the influential archbishop of Alexandria, who refused to receive Arius into communion and would not bend the creed of Nicaea, even under imperial pressure. This was the kind of strength the opposition could not defeat. Athanasius had, single-handedly, turned the most influential ecclesiastical office in the East into a fortress against Arius, Eusebius of Nicomedia, and all their followers almost before the ink dried on the Nicene document.

In 335 AD, a new council was formed in Tyre to rule on the belligerence of Athanasius. It was packed. The presiding officers were drawn largely from Athanasius' opponents. The bishops appointed to hear the case had close ties to Eusebius of Nicomedia, particularly those sent to Egypt to investigate the chalice affair. Athanasius called his witnesses and skillfully exposed the contradictions in his accusers' arguments. Witnesses described him as formidable, unyielding, and technically correct on every point. But this did not matter. The council would soon vote to condemn him and suspend him as archbishop of Alexandria.
Seeing the handwriting on the wall, Athanasius left Tyre before the vote was announced. He rode north along the Anatolian coast with a small company of supporters, changing horses at the imperial relay stations. He rode with the authority of a man who, whatever the council decided, remained Bishop of Alexandria until the emperor confirmed otherwise. He went to Constantinople and arrived just as Constantine was entering the city from the east with great pageantry, parading through his newly constructed buildings with crowds pressing in from both sides. The emperor rode on his tall horse, surrounded by the imperial household cavalry.
Athanasius threw himself in front of Constantine’s horse. He pressed through the crowd, past the cavalry who at first didn't realize what was happening, and seized the imperial horse's bridle, forcing it to stop. He stood in the road, hand on the bridle, his small, dark body planted before the majestic horse and the most powerful man in the world.
Constantine looked down at him. The pale grey-green eyes were not warm. “I want justice,” Athanasius said, passionately. “I only ask that my accusers say to my face what they have said behind my back.” The horse remained very still. The crowd was also still. Constantine sat in silence, his gold and pearls gleaming, for what Athanasius felt was a lifetime. As the crowds waited for the emperor's response, Constantine finally broke his silence. “You shall have an audience with me,” was all he said. Athanasius stepped aside and watched the imperial entourage disappear through the crowd.
Athanasius got his audience with the emperor. He stated his case skillfully and convincingly. His case sounded good to Constantine. The emperor heard him and acknowledged his arguments. However, he did what emperors do when they are tired of a problem that will not resolve itself: they remove it.

Constantine's exile decree concerning Athanasius was carefully drafted. He did not condemn him as a heretic — this was significant, and Athanasius knew it. But it gave him only a small degree of comfort and hope. The charge was not about theology. Instead, the decree called it turbulence — disruption of peace in the church, the persistence of division, and the refusal to accommodate the unity the emperor had been working toward since Nicaea. Athanasius was to go to Trier, the ancient city of Gaul at the empire's western edge, and remain there until Constantine decided otherwise.
So, Athanasius packed what he could carry and wrote dozens of letters to sympathetic bishops in Alexandria and some in Rome as well. He left his archbishop duties to trusted presbyters, with instructions so detailed that his enemies would later claim he had organized a government-in-exile. Imperial soldiers escorted him to the north road, treating him with distant courtesy, as men ordered to be polite but finding the order slightly inconvenient.
The journey north took weeks. It stretched across the Balkans, following the great military road through cities whose names sounded like a roster of wars: Serdica, Naissus, Singidunum. He traveled through the river-garrison towns where the empire had recently held itself together against northern pressure. He then turned west, through the passes of the Julian Alps, into a land where rain came in from the ocean and the trees grew quite differently: darker, denser, blocking the Mediterranean light that Athanasius had enjoyed his entire life.
[bookmark: _Toc124343199]He’d never been this cold. This was nothing like Egypt. Alexandria's winters were mild, and the Springs were always cool but manageable. This was different. The cold came off the Rhine and settled on his skin like a persistent, merciless judgment. He bought a heavier cloak at a town market in Illyricum and an even heavier one in Pannonia. Still, he was cold, and the cold accurately represented his exile in a way that the distance itself could not. The mind could think through, measure, and transcend distance; but cold was simply cold, always there, a never-ending reminder. 
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[bookmark: _Toc244937875]Interlude Three (2:09 PM) 



Leah’s parents sat in silence for a while, contemplating the strange contrast in time they were experiencing. Dr. Weissman didn't interrupt, knowing this was all part of their short journey on this side of the time gap. 
Mrs. Salzberg finally looked over at the clock hanging on the tent wall. “Oh, this is painfully slow!”
“More coffee, mam?” ask Weissman. 
“Not yet, but thanks.”
Mr. Salzberg’s thinking wheels were still turning. After more mental calculations, he leaned back in his chair and said, “Leah should now be about 33 years old, the Council of Nicaea has already met, the aftermath trouble has already come, and Arius is about to die, changing the whole dynamic of that historic conflict.”
“You know your history,” Dr. Weissman commented.
“I did some 4th-century historical study to create my timeline.” 
“Tracking the progress of a beloved time traveler is a great way to endure the wait; tracking Leah in your mind, imagining where she is on her own timeline is a good way to stay engaged.” He looked over at Mrs. Salzberg. “Tell me about Leah’s childhood.”
She sat back in her chair, remembering the past rather than worrying about Leah’s well-being. “Well, Leah was born at a very young age.”
“Ha! Very funny,” responded Weissman.
“Even as a toddler, she excelled at everything. She easily repeated simple words at just six months.  We were not surprised since she was our daughter,” Hellen said with a bit of a twinkle in her eye. “But when she began conversing with people, intelligently, at 18 months, we were astounded, wondering what would come next. At age three, she played the piano without any instructions. They told us some kids are born with this ability, and all they need to do is experiment and get familiar with the keyboard. She would hear a song on the radio, and soon she would be playing it.”
“Well, none of this surprises me,” said the Doctor, “after interviewing her at length, knowing what I now know about her. I'll bet she kept you busy.”
“Oh, she did,” added Jim. “We could hardly keep up with her. But growing up, she kept to herself a lot, always thinking and pondering. It was as if she was trying to figure out life at a young age.”
“Did she have friends?” Dr. Weissman asked after another sip of coffee.
“Some,” Mr. Salzberg responded, nodding, as if to give Leah the benefit of the doubt. “But she was always content to spend time alone. I remember one day, when she was about seven, she grew tired of playing with the neighborhood girls and kindly asked them to leave. It seemed she had bigger things on her mind than childhood games and interactions.”
Mrs. Salzberg piped in. “I think she grew up far ahead of kids her age and instinctively wanted to get on with adulthood but did not know how.”
“Yes, that’s right,” added Mr. Salzberg, “Leah was fascinated with books, and I mean deep, high-level stuff: philosophy, history, etc. She loved to watch documentary programs streamed on her computer instead of simple and silly cartoons.”
“I guess she was quite a girl,” Weissman commented.
“She was, indeed,” the Salzbergs said, nodding their heads together almost in unison.
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Growing Up



[bookmark: _Toc244937877]Chapter Sixteen (336 AD)  


My birth was a surprise to my mother. She had worked her way up in the imperial government at a very young age, and even more amazing … she was a woman. This was rare, and it made her special to all who encountered her. Some people were attracted to her for various reasons; others saw her as an asset to exploit. But others despised her, felt jealous, or felt threatened by her unusual strength and confidence. This bothered her to some degree, but it was well worth it; it was part of her chosen mission in life. 
Along with her two best friends, brothers Timothy and Titus, she worked for Emperor Constantine. Many adventures and excursions came their way through their official duties as part of the imperial support team, and they learned to trust and appreciate each other, even though the two guys had competed for my mom’s affection since the day they met her. Timothy was always the more assertive and aggressive brother, often dominating the threesome, keeping Titus in his place and trying to keep Leah as close to himself as possible. In practice, it worked, and my mom pretty much went along with it. However, she and Titus secretly knew better, never really saying anything about their special affection, and always loving each other from a distance.
The three of them usually traveled out of town together when on official business, but not always. Once, Timothy traveled with Constantine’s entourage to address a political disturbance in the eastern provinces. It was one of the few times Timothy didn't have to govern Titus and Leah. It was a time when each of them could relax and be themselves, a vacation, if you will, from life's routine, even though they kept working. But the hours between working days, when they could fully enjoy each other's company, were golden. It was especially freeing for Titus, who always lived under his older brother's scrutiny. For Leah, it was a chance to tell Titus how she felt without worrying that Timothy was watching her every move. 
One midweek evening, they relaxed in Leah’s apartment within the imperial palace. Reclining side by side on the main living-room couch, Titus turned his head toward her and asked, “We’ve talked a lot over the years, but we never really talk.” 
Leah turned to look at him. She loved his eyes, always full of compassion, understanding, and kindness. They were eyes a girl could get lost in, and she often did, but she never said a word. Until this day, it remained a secret fantasy. “Yes, I know.” She kept looking at Titus, unlike her usual next move after saying something to him that mattered. She always wanted to know what he was thinking, and she knew his eyes would tell her, yet she never had the courage to keep looking, waiting to receive an answer … until that night. 
“What stops us from really talking now?” he asked, the same question, more clearly, in his eyes.
“Nothing,” answered Leah.
They held their ecstatic gaze, searching each other's eyes for more details, wondering who would look away or speak first. It lasted a long time, neither of them minding the silence that spoke volumes, enjoying the freedom to say, without words, "I love you, and you are so special to me."
Leah shifted slightly on the couch, turning more directly toward Titus without breaking their gaze, which grew more intense with anticipation. “What are you thinking?” she asked.
“Don’t you know?”
“I think so, but I'm not sure.”
Titus shifted to face Leah fully. Her respiration and heartbeat increased. “I think you know,” he said, his hand gently touching her face. She closed her eyes, realizing she had longed for this moment in places within her soul she hadn't even known existed. Without warning, Titus moved closer and gently kissed her.

The city of Constantinople had been growing for six years since its dedication, and it showed. New buildings went up in marble and brick, visible along the Bosporus straits, covering the old Greek city of Byzantium with an undeniable imperial statement. The harbor was always busy with the capital's traffic. The Bosporus smelled of salt, fish, and the mineral quality of the strait's water, and it hung over every street.
Constantine was about to keep his promise to his sister and reinstate Arius as bishop, despite Athanasius's ardent opposition.  An official ceremony was scheduled for the following day. Eusebius of Nicomedia had come to Constantinople for the occasion. He arrived three days before the scheduled Sunday, when Arius would at last be received back into the church's communion in the capital, in the great church of Hagia Eirene, before its bishop, the congregation, and the emperor. Eusebius hoped that this would finally result in the practical, if not formal, reversal of the Nicene condemnation of Arius. The bishop of Constantinople at that time was not Eusebius — he was still exercising oversight in Nicomedia, across the strait — but he was present as a guest. As the architect of what was about to happen, he dressed accordingly.
Arius would also attend, though it was not required. He had been in Constantinople for two weeks, received by the court, examined by theologians appointed by the emperor, and once again deemed theologically acceptable. When asked for a statement of faith, he offered a carefully worded formula: “the Son was the Logos of God, through whom the Father had created all things, coeternal with the Father in his role as the divine Word and born before time.” He chose never to use the word same-substance, letting his statement float between the positions like a vessel whose flag could be read on either side, depending on the angle of the light. Constantine was satisfied, and for Arius, that was success.
On Saturday evening, Arius walked through the city. He had spent the afternoon at a celebratory gathering in the imperial quarters. He left early that evening on foot, heading south and west through the newly laid-out streets toward the Forum of Constantine. It was a new circular forum, with a column at its center bearing the emperor's bronze figure. The base contained wooden relic pieces claimed to come from the cross of Jesus and from Noah's ark. The display also included the alabaster vessel Christ had used to wash his disciples' feet. Like everything in this city, it felt both excessive and earnest.
Leah and the two brothers attended the ceremony since they were all part of the imperial government. After arriving and taking their assigned seats, they sat quietly, waiting for the ceremony to begin. Leah was the only person in the room who knew what was about to happen. She had read four different historical accounts to earn her master’s degree. But neither she nor any other historian could know which story was correct, or whether the truth was some combination. This was the frustrating difficulty all historians faced, and it's why she ended her master’s thesis with a passionate wish to go back and witness history firsthand, which led to her invitation to pursue the mission she was on. Well, she thought, I'm about to find out!
Shortly after the ceremony began, Arius was taken ill. According to those who had spoken with him, he had felt unwell for days and attributed it to the strain of travel, unfamiliar food, and the excitement of the imminent restoration. But what struck him in the forum was more acute than that; a sudden violence in his body forced him to urgently find one of the public latrines installed in the new city at intervals throughout its major open spaces. Everyone watching saw him rush out. He did not come back. They found him when someone went to look after him after an uncomfortably long absence. He had died there, in the public latrine, before his restoration could take place. The cause was undetermined. Some physicians spoke of a sudden rupture, the kind of catastrophic physical dissolution that comes upon a man without warning. He was elderly and had spent years in exile, which may have contributed. 
Athanasius later wrote that Arius had fallen like Judas, describing the location in detail for maximum rhetorical effect. He was acting more as a contender than a reliable historian. What is undisputed, however, is that Arius died on a Saturday evening in the autumn of 336 in Constantinople, on the eve of his restoration. They carried him to whatever place they could arrange. The ceremony was quietly canceled.
Eusebius of Nicomedia heard the news the following morning.  One of his servants told him. Eusebius received the information knowing it would require immediate recalculation. He sat for a moment with his hands on the table before him, the lamplight illuminating his violet sleeve, the sound of the Bosporus moving through the window, faint and ceaseless. Then he rose. There was work to do. The cause did not end with the man; the man had always been secondary to the cause, a symbol and not the cause itself. Their cause was to preserve the Eastern theology of the churches of Asia Minor and Syria, the tradition of the great theologian, Origen, who maintained a hierarchy within the Trinity that Nicaea had tried to render as total equality between the Father and His Son. He called for his secretary and began to dictate.

It had been just two months since Timothy left on official business for the crown, prompting a special time when my mom spent time alone with Titus and unexpectedly discovered their deep love for each other. 
One Sunday afternoon, the brothers were visiting Leah in her imperial palace apartment, the place they preferred to meet since she had been allotted a far nicer one than the one the two brothers shared. It was no secret that the farther up a person traveled in the imperial pecking order, the larger and better the living accommodation would be.
Titus had excused himself, wanting to walk along the beach. He invited the other two to join him, but they both declined. After he left, Leah asked in a voice that indicated something more was to follow, “Timothy?” 
“Yes, what is it?” he answered, eyes closed, half asleep in his chair, enjoying the Sunday Sabbath rest Constantine granted all his workers, except for a few essential ones.
Leah knew there was no easy way to tell him what she needed to say. With Titus on a long walk, she knew there was no better time, and she didn't want to keep living under the burden she carried.
After a few moments, he opened one eye halfway. “Yes?” he said again, without moving his head. He closed his eyes while he waited.
“I'm pregnant,” she said as matter-of-factly as she could.
Timothy opened both eyes, then sat up. “How? Who?” Leah said nothing but also did not look away. Timothy’s mind was racing to solve the puzzle. He realized immediately he'd been away for a week, two months ago. Then his jaw dropped. “Titus?” he asked gently, not knowing if that answer would be good or bad. He continued to look at her with an expression that mixed pain with surprise. 
Leah was relieved to detect no anger in Timothy, but she also had to look away. She was not ashamed, just embarrassed. Timothy stood, his arms hanging uncomfortably at his sides. “It wasn’t planned.” She said softly, trying to ease the blow.
“Wow, I always thought that eventually it would be you and me.”
“I knew you believed that, but that was something you created from somewhere within yourself, apart from me.”
“So, you and Titus have been expressing affection in some secret way?”
“Actually, yes, but not the way you think. Honestly, we were not consciously aware of it. We have always connected in a special way since the first day we all met. I never thought of it as anything romantic, only as a special friendship.”
“Yeah. Well, that is pretty special,” he said, allowing some sarcasm to leak out. Timothy began pacing around the room, shaking his head slightly. Then he stopped and turned to Leah, who was watching his every move. “This will take some time for me to get used to.” He paused, contemplating the implications of what he'd just heard. Then, to his own surprise, his heart softened. He always liked to act tough and in control, but inside, he was much kinder and gentler than he wanted people to know. He walked over to Leah, unsure what he was thinking, and placed his big, strong hands on her arms just below her shoulders. Leah wanted to recoil, but she knew him well enough to trust him as he worked out his feelings. “I am happy for both of you. My little brother is the luckiest guy on earth.” His hands went up to her head. Leah continued to trust him. He tipped her head toward him and kissed her forehead. “Sorry, girl,” he said, “but that’s all you will ever get from me.” Leah began to tear up. She had never seen this side of Timothy. He pulled his head back so she could see him and said, “I think the better man has won.” From that day on, and for the first time in his life, he viewed his little brother as an equal.
He turned and walked over to the back wall. Leah just watched, still not saying a word. He grabbed a skin full of wine and held it up. “I think it's time to celebrate.”
“Celebrate what?” Titus asked, having just entered the room.
Timothy lowered the skin as Leah looked over at Titus with a smile that said, I told you so. Titus paused, sizing up the situation. 
Timothy placed three shiny, bake-hardened cups on the table. “Get over here, you two,” he demanded, “and let's celebrate.” He poured wine into the three cups, hung the skin back on the wall, and, as Titus and Leah watched, raised his cup and said, “I'm gonna be an uncle!” Keeping his eyes on them, He took a sip. Leah and Titus followed suit.
“Is this new wine?” asked Titus, making an inside joke from their childhood.
“We're celebrating, aren't we?” 
Confused, my mom sipped her wine but didn't feel the need to ask or understand. She was just happy to unburden herself, feel harmony among the three of them, and look forward to a long, loving relationship with a man she had only discovered she loved two months earlier.

 



[bookmark: _Toc244937878]Chapter Seventeen (336 AD)



Constantine had been dying in stages since the previous winter, though his dying was not all that visible. But a heaviness had come over him, a persistent fatigue unlike the tiredness of campaigns; as a seasoned soldier, he set it aside and attended to the business at hand. He had put off his baptism until now, close to death, desiring it to cover as many of his sins as possible. 
He called for the bishops. Eusebius of Nicomedia came to the palace's imperial bedroom. Hosius, his loyal confidant, and Leah, whom he had come to appreciate and respect, were there too. Leah could hardly believe she had a front-row seat to one of history's most memorable moments. The bedroom was large and high-ceilinged, with windows that looked out on the strait, the Bosporus, visible in the late spring afternoon as brightness at the edge of the world. Constantine was propped up on cushions. His body had the bones of the tall man he had always been, but his flesh was largely gone from him. 
He was now sixty-four, and his eyes were still the pale grey-green of northern Mediterranean water. He welcomed Eusebius of Nicomedia with a gravity different from that of the courts. “I have waited too long,” he said. “I wanted the Jordan for my baptism, but the Jordan I will not have.” Looking over at Leah, who was standing next to Hosius, he asked, “What do you think about this, my young, smart, female friend?”
“The Jordan is an important symbolic river,” she answered, “but the water here is water just the same.”
“You’ve answered wisely, and your words console me greatly.”
Constantine was baptized on the Saturday before Pentecost in the great basin prepared in the palace chapel.  The water was blessed and perfumed with oils appropriate for the sacrament. Eusebius spoke the rite's words in his clear, precise Greek voice, the same voice that had spoken so smoothly at Nicaea; the same voice that had argued in imperial courts and drafted the letters that had plagued Athanasius for a decade. The words were not Eusebius's words; they were older than any voice in the room, older than any of the controversies that had consumed the church for the past twenty years. “I baptize you in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit.” Constantine was immersed in water, then raised, symbolizing Jesus' death and resurrection, with whom he now identified.  They then wrapped him in white linen—the robe of a newborn baby—and he wore it for the remainder of his short life. He never wore the imperial purple again. The pearl diadem was set aside. He lay in the white robe on his bed, looked at the ceiling, welcomed those who came to see him, and told those who commented on his linen robe that he preferred it to anything else he had ever worn.
Those who had followed the Arian-Nicene controversy over the past decade did not miss the irony. Since Nicaea, Constantine had spent years maneuvering between the parties, recalling exiled bishops and exiling them again, demanding a theological peace that kept evading him because it required agreement rather than enforcement. He had exiled Athanasius, the man who would not compromise; he had recalled Arius, the man he had condemned. He watched Arius die on the eve of restoration, unsure what to make of it—perhaps just a sign of what theologians could not agree on. And now Eusebius, the man who performed the last sacrament of the first Christian emperor, was not a Nicene!
Constantine died on Pentecost, the feast of the Holy Spirit. The Bosporus shone through his window. The white robe now lay still. A servant waiting outside his door came in when he heard breathing stop. He looked for a long moment and then went to inform the household that Constantine the Great, the first Roman emperor to call himself Christian, was gone.
The funeral procession moved through Constantinople like a slow river finding the sea. They brought Constantine's body into the capital in a gold coffin, attended by soldiers in full ceremonial attire befitting a state funeral. Purple draperies dangled in the breeze as the slow march moved forward, broken only by ritual shouts. The court followed, and great men of the East followed them. The bishops in the city followed as well, Eusebius of Nicomedia among them in his violet robe, composed, his face revealing nothing to spectators. 
The great church of the Apostles was not yet finished — Constantine had planned it, and his builders had built it, but the decoration was incomplete. The coffin lay in the rotunda among the memorials of the twelve apostles, where Constantine had asked to be placed. Now all stood in respect for the ruler who had taken the Christian faith and given it the world, or taken the world and given it to the faith, depending on one's point of view. Candles burned as the funeral instruments sounded; deacons chanted psalms in Greek, the language of eastern prayer.

On an early June morning, the courier arrived. He had ridden from Constantinople, changing horses at the imperial stations, bearing the sealed dispatch announcing the emperor’s death. He found Athanasius in the small church near the Moselle where the archbishop had been staying in exile. The grey light from the Rhine shone through the narrow windows, while the cold floor pressed against the leather of his sandals.
The courier waited at the back of the church. Athanasius finished his prayer, rose from his knees, and turned to find the young soldier standing there, dispatch in hand. His expression was that of a man delivering news whose implications would not be resolved soon.
Athanasius broke the seal. He read the document while standing in the grey light. The cold of Trier filled his lungs. The emperor was dead and had been dead for two weeks by the time the words reached him. He had died in his baptismal robe on Pentecost, was carried to Constantinople, and now lay in the church of the Apostles.
He folded the dispatch and tucked it into his robe against his chest. He was now thirty-two, and still the Archbishop of Alexandria, though he had spent nine years in exile. The Arian controversy was entering its next phase without Arius and Constantine, but he wouldn't miss it.
He walked to the church door and opened it. The morning air of Trier came in, smelling of the river, the damp earth, and the faint smoke of cooking fires from the houses down the hill. To the west, beyond the low clouds hanging over the Rhine valley, the sun was making its way toward noon. To the south and east, beyond the Alps and the long, flat roads of Syria, the church he served was already moving on without the man who had given it its new identity.
He breathed in Trier's cold air for a moment. To him, it would always smell of exile. He then turned back inside to write his letters as the sun passed behind the clouds. In Constantinople, the candles burned around a gold coffin in the unfinished church. In Nicomedia, the violet-robed bishop pressed a seal to a letter destined for the new court of the new East. On three long roads, three young men rode hard toward a throne that would not divide quietly, in an empire that had already forgotten Constantine’s white robe and the creed that remained.  But for those who held it dear, it was the only thing worth holding.
I was just a year old when Constantius, Constantine's son, inherited the throne as the new emperor. He arrived by ship, landed at the harbor, and entered the palace without ceremony, without the formal fanfare his father demanded and loved. But crowds with branches and shouting acclamations could be heard all the way to the waterfront. He walked quickly. His attendants later said he hadn't eaten that day or the day before. He bathed, changed, and received his generals in the audience chamber before dark.
He was twenty years old, short, with dark eyes so steady that men who met him claimed he never blinked. His calm, fixed stare was what unsettled people most. His face was beardless but sharp-featured, with heavy eyebrows that he kept carefully composed. He wore his father's pearl diadem, which sat slightly large on his head; he never touched or adjusted it, acknowledging that it fit less than perfectly.
Constantius sat alone the night before the purge. A lamp burned on the table before him. He did not pray—or if he did, it was the prayer of a man who had already decided, a mere formality. He had a list. The generals had given it to him, but he reviewed it himself, crossed out two names because they were children, and added no others. He stared at it for a long time, then he folded it, set it under the lamp, and called for wine. He drank a single cup, then lay down without undressing, but did not sleep.
In the morning, the soldiers moved through the palace and through the houses of the city where the princes lodged. Julius Constantius, his half-brother, was taken first — dragged from his morning prayers, still holding a small ivory cross his children had given him, then killed in the corridor outside his sleeping chamber. His eldest son, Constantius Dalmatianus, was apprehended at the harbor before he could board any ship. Dalmatius the Caesar, Hannibalianus King of Pontus — all of them, pulled from their households and dispatched within a few hours, by soldiers who reported to generals who reported back to the palace, never receiving orders to stop.




[bookmark: _Toc244937879]Chapter Eighteen (336 AD)



Fear gripped almost everyone in the empire, especially those closest to imperial power. Most regime changes in world history bring, at best, uncertainty. It is almost impossible to predict who will remain and who will be gone, who will live and who will die, all at the new leader's whim. And with a short, twenty-year-old emperor needing to prove himself, anything could happen, and for the worst of reasons.
My mom, Timothy, and Titus were no exception. More than once during my childhood, I heard how they met in Mom’s apartment on the day the purging began. Timothy paced nervously while Leah and Titus sat close together on the couch, quietly contemplating. Timothy stopped pacing right in front of them and said, “This not knowing is killing me. I have no way of knowing if the people I currently work for are inside or outside the new circle of power and influence. Most of the purging I've seen makes no sense, and it looks like everyone is at risk.”
“I think that’s the uncertainty that this new emperor wants,” said Leah. “I'm sure most of his purges are strategic, but don’t put it past him to throw in a few senseless killings just to bring about what you are now experiencing.”
Titus sat up straight on the couch and turned his head toward Leah. “You really think so? That’s awful if you're right.”
“I would wager a month's pay on it being true.” She thought about a time when her dad came home and told her about the internal political maneuvering he was witnessing at work after the company fired the CEO and hired a new one.
“What are we going to do?” Timothy asked, starting to pace again.
“Nothing,” she said, staring off into space. She turned her head and started following Timothy’s motion. “What choice do we have?”
Timothy stopped pacing again. “We could flee while we still can.”
“I’m not going anywhere halfway through my pregnancy!”
“Hey, big brother,” said Titus, “you're overreacting. We may not need to flee. We might not be in any danger. Don’t let your imagination run away with you. Besides, where would we go and what would we do? I don’t want to start over.”
“Do you want to die?” asked Timothy immediately.
“We could die on our pilgrimage. It’s a dangerous world out there with no connections.”
Timothy stopped walking and thought for a moment. “We really can't know either way.”
“That’s right,” said Leah, “and that’s exactly how Constantius wants it. This is a big shake-down to shake everyone up. He is establishing his authority as his first priority while taking out any potential rivals. His father taught him well. Remember how Constantine took out one of his sons and his wife when he came into power? They all instinctively do this because they are all basically insecure.”
“How do you know all this?” asked Titus, looking at her with a mixture of amazement and skepticism.
“I’ve always dabbled in history since I was a little girl.”
“I don’t think you’re all that normal,” said Timothy, “but that’s what makes you so interesting…”
Titus butted in, “… and why I love you so much!” He kissed her on the cheek.
“Okay, you two, save it for later. So, what can we do about all this upheaval? Anything?”
Titus thought for a moment. “Keep doing a good job and do not overreact?”
“That would be smart,” said Leah.
“Maybe avoid any gossip or any formal or informal meetings that criticize the emperor?” asked Timothy.
“Another smart idea,” said Leah. “I say we just go on with our lives and lay low in doing so. There will be a lot of commotion – out there and all around us. Don’t get caught up in it. The emperor and those faithful to him will be noticing who fits in and who doesn’t. Let’s just fit in and hope for the best.”
The two brothers nodded and said, “Sounds good” and “Makes sense to me.”
“Okay. If you fellows are hungry, I'll fix something to eat.”

After nine long months, Leah gave birth to me. The delivery was difficult, as it was for all women in that day and age. But she endured it as all mothers do, and the difficulty of the nine-month experience only strengthened the bond she felt with her baby. She named me Abigail, an ancient Hebrew name meaning “my father’s joy.” Titus was a proud dad and took to fatherhood immediately. 
The empire settled down, as much as possible, under Constantinus; Hosius recommended my mom to the new emperor as a trusted assistant. He quickly recognized her unusual skills, beyond those of any woman he had encountered, and, at 13 years older than him, she posed no threat or competition. Knowing Hosius was aging and nearing the end of his usefulness, Constantius realized what a great asset Leah could be, and his appreciation and confidence in her grew.

Athanasius returned to Alexandria in November 337 AD. He had spent his exile in Trier — three years in the cold, wet city at the edge of the empire, in the household of the bishop Maximinus, eating German bread and writing letters that arrived in Alexandria months later, if they arrived at all. 
The welcome at Alexandria was everything the exile had not been. Ships in the harbor flew colored flags; the Pharos was lit early; the Caesareum still smelled of the freshly consecrated oil Alexander poured on its steps before his death, paving the way for Athanasius to become archbishop. The faithful packed the space—Greek, Jewish, free and slave—all crowded together in the November chill, calling out Athanasius's name. He stood at the top of the steps and looked at the crowd for a while before raising his hand. The crowd quieted, and he said simply, “I am here.” The crowd roared back with a mix of praise and acceptance.
Athanasius was thirty-nine, and he felt every year of it. Exile had not broken him, and now he believed nothing could. However, his exile changed the extent of his certainty. He had now experienced the western church up close, spoken with bishops from Spain, Gaul, and Britain, and, for the first time, understood how little they knew of the Greek argument gaining momentum despite Arius's death. He realized how completely they trusted the word same-substance simply because it was in the Creed they had accepted. They had never fully parsed it or explored what it really meant. They did not understand all its implications. But they believed it as they believed in the resurrection: a fact delivered from above. 
But the eastern theological sky was already clouding over, signaling an approaching storm. Eusebius of Nicomedia had not been idle. The old aristocrat — smooth in his violet robe, kinsman of the imperial throne, never raising his voice, always close to power — had maneuvered with extraordinary patience through the years of Constantine's decline. When Constantine died, Eusebius was sixty-five, and he moved with the efficiency of a man who knew his time was short and must be used. He had been bishop of Nicomedia, the empire's former center of power. But now, with the help of a council he had assembled, he had become the bishop of Constantinople itself. He was now the capital's bishop, the new emperor's bishop!
Athanasius heard the news about Eusebius the same week he returned to Alexandria, where he was reinstated as Archbishop. He sat in his episcopal residence, eating a late supper of bread and lentils, when a deacon brought him a letter from a contact in the capital. He read it, then set it down and continued eating. His expression did not change.
“Well?” the deacon asked.
“Eusebius has been waiting for this opportunity since Nicaea. Now he has it.” 
Meanwhile, Eusebius welcomed the new emperor, Constantius, into the new cathedral of Hagia Eirene. The great hall was still incomplete, with scaffolding along the south side of the cross-shaped church, and the air smelled of wet lime. But the altar was set up, and the bishop's throne stood solemnly. Constantius stood during the liturgy as was his habit, hands clasped, face composed. He did not receive communion because he was not yet baptized, saving baptism for his deathbed, as did his father before him. But he listened carefully to the liturgy, genuinely desiring to understand the words but always finding them slightly beyond his full comprehension.
After the liturgy, Eusebius dined privately with the emperor. The bishop ate very little and spoke with precision and economy, like a diplomat who had reached the exact position he intended to express and wanted only to consolidate it. Eusebius spoke of the church's peace, the need for a single formula the East could accept, and the word same-substance, now embedded in the Nicene Creed.  Here he paused, tilted his head slightly, and waited for an imperial response, knowing the Western fathers found this controversial word acceptable while the Eastern tradition always approached it with unease.
“My father believed in it,” Constantius said.
“Your father was a man of faith and of action,” Eusebius responded diplomatically. “He decided to include this word at Nicaea because it ended the arguing, though it really didn’t. Words that end arguments do not end questions.”
Constantius looked at him for a long moment. Then he reached for his wine and drank without answering. He would think about it.

Eusebius died in 341 in his bishop's residence in Constantinople. I was just five years old at the time, and it was the first experience with death and funerals. He died with his hands folded, his violet stole arranged neatly around him after receiving the last rites from his own presbyters. He was perhaps seventy. In the months before his death, he convened the eastern bishops at Antioch.  Over several sessions, they produced three creeds, each carefully constructed to affirm the Son's full divinity, but each omitted the term same-substance. They were eloquently and articulately drafted. Each creed was clearly orthodox to any informal reader. But each creed was a Nicaean archway, with just one stone missing.
In Alexandria, Athanasius read each creed as it arrived by courier and set them side by side on his desk. His writing room was small, overlooking the courtyard of his residence, with afternoon light shining through the single window at an angle that fell directly on his worktable. He read by that light with careful attention, making notes in Greek, which he had learned as a second tongue after mastering Coptic (the final form of ancient Egyptian). He stacked his writings neatly on the left side of his desk. The pile grew quickly. 
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[bookmark: _Toc244937880]Chapter Nineteen (341 AD) 



“You’re a time traveler, aren’t you?” a voice in English asked from behind. Leah wanted to turn around, but she didn’t dare. She kept on working and ignored it. Her mind was racing almost as fast as her heart. How can this be? she asked herself. How could anyone possibly know my true identity? She felt a tap on her shoulder and turned around. A young woman was standing there with a presumptuous look on her face. The woman continued in English, “You heard me.” Leah tilted her head slightly with a convincingly confused look on her face. “You can't fool me. I know a time traveler when I see one. I know because I am one.”
Leah had to think fast. “You are speaking in tongues?” she said in Latin. “It is so beautiful.”
“Oh, brother,” the woman said. “Or should I say, sister. If you’re what and who I think you are, you’re putting on a really good show.”
Leah continued her pretense. “Can you teach me? Is it really a gift as Christians claim? Can I learn it?”
The woman gave up trying, though she was not convinced. She switched her speech to Latin. “So, ya wanna talk in Latin, do you?  I can do that.”
Leah answered, “I speak Latin and Greek, whichever you prefer. Why did you ask? Don’t most people speak Latin in this region of the empire?” 
“Yes, but if you, as a woman, can speak two languages, that only makes me more suspicious that you are a time traveler.”
“Time … traveler?” Leah asked, crinkling her nose. “What do you mean by this strange combination of words?”
“Oh, you're good, really good at playing dumb. Okay, I'll play along for a while.”
“Why do you ask such a question?” asked Leah. “Everyone knows it always takes time to travel anywhere. And why would you insult me by calling me dumb?” The woman just looked at Leah. “I guess you are interpreting what you spoke in tongues. Interpretation is yet another gift, right?  Or maybe you were speaking a heavenly language? Do you have a message for me from God?” Leah waited for the woman to respond, but she only stared at her. Her frustration had grown.
“Tell ya what, honey. I'm going to tell you all I know about time travel and who I think you are and see if it pries you loose.”
“Is this time travel your message from God?” asked Leah.
“Sure, you could think of it that way if you want. Listen, I’m not as sure about you as I was when we started this conversation, so I'll just start telling you my whole story, and you can bust in anytime and say, uncle.”
“Uncle?” asked Leah. 
The woman started to laugh. “Yes, uncle, as in I give up in English.” Leah held back the urge to laugh along with her.
“English? I do not know that word. Is it a heavenly tongue type of word?” Humored by her own response, Leah needed to laugh out loud. So, she turned, covered her face with her hands, and faked a big sneeze. It worked. She could now stay composed.
“Hey, listen,” said the woman, “if you know what I'm talking about, then we’re playing a silly game. And if you don’t, you're gonna end up a confused chick when I'm done with you. Either way, I gotta tell someone all that I've been through since my time travel last year. I never dreamed it would be this hard, and I'm stuck here for many years to come.”
Inside, Leah related to her and felt for her, but she kept up her facade. “You’ve had a dream? Is it from God, too?” Leah turned her head and coughed to cover up the smile she couldn’t contain. She made herself think about how much she missed her parents to help sober her thinking.
“Do you have some time now?” the woman asked.
“It is my usual break time. So, we can talk for a short while.”
“I’ll bet you wanted to say ten minutes,” said the lady sarcastically, “but you caught yourself.”
“Minutes?” Leah asked. She turned her head and coughed again, realizing that this was indeed a silly game and that this poor girl was the one in the dark. They both sat down. Leah sat as attentively as she could without overdoing it.
“My name is Lydia. I time traveled here from 2067.” Leah nodded gently in agreement every so often, but inside she was intrigued. “I wrote my master’s thesis on the effects of time travel since its inception in 2035. I volunteered for a time-travel mission because there was one early time traveler whom I was enamored with; I wanted to meet her and ask her questions.” Leah was further intrigued and amazed. She never even imagined that something like this could happen. She did some quick math in her head and realized she would be over 100 years old by the time this woman began time travel. “I felt so connected to her,” said Lydia, “since she was a woman and an early pioneer of time travel.” Leah wanted to ask a hundred questions, but she kept up the appearance of listening carefully to the tongue-speaking woman.
“And, guess what,” the lady continued. “That woman’s name was Leah, just like yours, and she would be just about your age in her time travel at this date in the 4th-century Roman Empire. What a coincidence.”
Leah was stunned, but she was also flattered. She wondered whether she ever returned on schedule and, if so, what happened afterward to influence this young girl so much. She also couldn't help but remember how enamored she was by time travel. “I’m sorry, but I am not some other woman. I’m just me. Are you sure this message is from God? If so, it already seems incorrect.”
The woman sighed heavily. “Well then, it sure is a heck of a coincidence.” 
“Heck? What does heck mean? Is this part of your interpretation from God? Is it a heavenly word?”
“Yes, and you can use it any time you want,” said the woman sarcastically.
“Okay … heck,” said Leah emphatically. “I'll remember that word and try to use it every day. Heck, heck, heck. Perhaps it will please God.”
Lydia sighed. “Hey, listen. Forget about the tongues thing. I’m telling you what I have experienced over the past year. I hope you are the Leah person I am looking for, and I'd like you to let me know soon. But even if you're not, perhaps you can help me think through this new life I am living.
“Wow, that’s quite an unusual story,” replied Leah. “So this isn’t really about speaking in tongues?”
“No, it's not. You came up with that idea. Remember?”
“Yes, I did, but only because the language you spoke made no sense to me.” Leah paused. “Hey, I’ve got to get back to work. Can we talk more sometime? You can tell me more of your story, and I'll try to help you make sense of it, if I can.”
“How about tonight?” the woman asked.
“Okay. My apartment is in the imperial wing of the palace. Check with the entrance guard, and he will direct you to my place. Come by around sunset?”
“S u r e,” she said slowly. “Uh, you live near the emperor?”
“Yep.”
“This alone tells me you’re a time traveler. Few women living in this century could succeed as you have at such a young age.” She leaned back in her chair and crossed her arms. “Any comment?” 
“I just always give it my best.”
“Okay, I’ll be there,” said Lydia. “Thanks.”
Leah was satisfied she had kept her true identity hidden despite Lydia's suspicions. She hoped that by listening to Lydia and becoming a trusted friend, she could help her and learn a lot without revealing anything about herself. This seemed like the safest way to proceed. Perhaps, in time, she could trust Lydia enough to tell her the truth. But for now, Leah was deeply concerned about what time-travel side effects might occur if she ever confided in Lydia.




[bookmark: _Toc190938857][bookmark: _Toc229590785][bookmark: _Toc244937881]Interlude Four (2:14 PM) 



“Hey Doc,” Mr. Salzberg said, his wheels still turning, “how does this time travel thing work?”
“Glad you asked. Most people eventually do while waiting for their loved one to return. Back in the 2020s, artificial intelligence and quantum computing were just emerging. But once we sorted these out and got past all the associated problems and fears, time travel was a piece of cake. It turned out to be much easier than anyone expected. No motion, lightning, noise, or body trauma was required.”
“But I thought we had to go near or past the speed of light to time travel?”
“Well, it was pretty clear back then that traveling at very high speeds, near the speed of light, would allow a person to slow down biologically, outlive all who are not traveling that fast, and end up in the future at about the same age. This could be seen as a form of time travel, but it would not be instantaneous, like what we have today. Scientists rightly concluded that going back in time using the speed technique would require speeds past that of light; impossible in their minds.”
Mr. Salzberg was now fully attentive. “Okay, so explain this instantaneous thing.” 
“It turns out that we don’t really travel; we transition within the time continuum.”
“English, please, Doc!”
“Oops, sorry. We surround the time traveler with a concentrated energy field we can now control in size and strength, then create a temporal opening that encompasses the time traveler and everything within the field. It happens at the speed of light, so it appears and feels instantaneous.”
“I can visualize what you're saying, but …”
Weissman interrupted, “… Hey, you just saw what happens with your own eyes!”
“Yes, I did, but I don’t understand how it happened and what technology is used to make it happen.”
“That’s okay. I don’t either. They don’t tell me everything since this is still very proprietary technology. I only know it is fast, easy to do, and relatively inexpensive.”
Mrs. Salzberg spoke up. “Seems like a dangerous thing if it falls into the wrong hands.”
“Oh, indeed it would be,” the Doctor said. “This is another reason it is kept secret.”
“Uh, just one more question,” said Mr. Salzberg. “What determines the wait time on our end? How come it is not longer or shorter for us?”
“Good question, and according to what I’ve been told, no one knows exactly why. Apparently, it is just a natural consequence of the difference between the two time periods. However, through experimentation, they have developed a way to calculate our wait time precisely. It is always directly proportional to both the distance a person travels and the time they stay. People have come back within seconds, minutes, and even days. But the calculations are predictable and precise.”
“So, it is different for each time travel case?” asked Mr. Salzberg.
“It is. And in Leah’s case, it is not exactly twenty minutes, but very close. Had she gone farther back in time or stayed for a different length, our waiting time would be different.”
“Amazing!” Mr. Salzberg said, leaning back in his chair and rubbing the back of his head. He leaned forward, looked at the clock on the tent wall, and then ran his finger along his home-made timeline. “Let's see, it's 2:27, so Leah is in her late 40s, around 350 AD.” He looked over at his wife. “She is just about our age!”
“Oh, I hope and pray she is okay and doing well in her new life,” said Mrs. Salzberg, with a bit of pain showing in her face, as if she hadn't seen her daughter for decades.





[bookmark: _Toc244937882]Chapter Twenty (350 AD) 



Nearly seven years had passed since the failed attempt to resolve the lingering Arian controversy in Serdia. I had grown into a thirteen-year-old woman. My mom told me about nearly everything she experienced in her high-level work within imperial circles. Only later did I realize what a special privilege it was to learn so much about the inner workings of government the masses never knew. 
By 350 AD, Constantinus had more time to think about Athanasius and what a key player he had been over the past twenty-five years, dividing the Christian church that his father, Constantine, so badly wanted to unify. Athanasius had been back in his prestigious, influential position as Archbishop of Alexandria for the past three years. Constantius turned this problem over slowly in his mind, examining it from every angle with the same methodical attention he brought to every challenge in life, testing all possible solutions for their structural weakness and probability of success. 
Unlike his father, Constantine, Constantius genuinely cared about theology. Up to this point, he had tolerated Athanasius to appease the Western church. But over the past decade, since he rose to power, Constantius spent considerable time with his bishop, Valens, and other Eastern church scholars, weighing the Eastern church's more Arian arguments.
“Hosius, you have always been a good source of wisdom to my father, and also to me for over a decade now – along with your assistant Leah,” he nodded over in her direction where she was quietly seated, “and so I need some of your old-man wisdom to help me think through how I should deal with this ongoing, never-ending dispute between the Eastern and Western churches.”
“I will help, Your Majesty, in any way I can,” answered Hosius. “Let me say that you approach this kind of problem much the same way your father did, as something to be solved with the right administrative tools and actions. But what gives you an edge is that you possess something rarer and more dangerous as an emperor: genuine conviction, unsteadily arrived at but stubbornly held.”
Constantinius was standing by the window, gazing at the mighty Mediterranean as he spoke. “Yes, you’re right. I watched my father carry out his noble attempt to unite the church and the empire, but it clearly didn’t work.” He turned from the window to Hosius and Leah. “In fact, he failed. I don’t want to fall into the same trap by trying hard to appease both sides. Action is needed, and it must be clearly grounded in truth, not just what some people claim is true. The truth came to us through the Eastern church. The Western church emerged out of it and created a split.”
“I fully agree with you,” said Hosius, “But the Western church and Athanasius as the champion of their Nicene cause also claim to hold the most sacred, long-held truth about the Son’s relationship to the Father.”
“Ah-ha!” said Constantinus, pointing one finger upward and bowing his head slightly. “And therein lies the key. They claim it is the established truth; anyone can do that. But is it really? For me, it is clear as crystal that the Son is not of the same-substance as the Father, but is instead of a similar-substance.” 
Leah recognized these two almost-alike Greek words, spelled almost identically, except one word contained an extra Greek iota in the middle. She realized, for the first time in her life, that the phrase one iota of truth she heard repeatedly back in her timeframe must have come from this difference between the two words. She never dreamed how much she would learn about history by witnessing it firsthand instead of just reading about it. She wished she could take notes, but she had to wait and rely on her memory, writing down everything she could remember as soon as she was able.
Constantinius continued. “We have the weight of the Greek tradition behind us. We have the best scholars, and we have Athanasius defeated on his own theological terms.”
“What then, do you plan to do about it?” asked Hosius.
“I'll convene a new council in Arles, not like the one at Nicaea that failed, but a better one, one that will succeed.”
Men in power never seem to learn, thought Leah. They all think they can accomplish what no one before them ever could. She remembered President Trump's greatest-ever political comeback when she was a kid. But she also remembered his never-ending braggadocio claims about his own greatness and success. She knew history was filled with such men, and now she was witnessing one firsthand, from her front-row seat. 

I was seventeen when the council of Arles met in 353 AD. It was a comfortable city in the Provençal basin where the Rhône emerged and then spread out into the sea. Though Constantius summoned the council, he did not attend, but he sent Hosius and my mother to keep an eye on things and report back to him. I traveled along with them, just as I did on most of my mother’s official trips.
The bishops arrived expecting to discuss discipline and church order but soon discovered the emperor had only one item on the agenda. They were to sign a condemnation of Athanasius!
Most of them signed. The pressure was not subtle—imperial legal officers stood at the doors, making the emperor's displeasure obvious and threatening exile, confiscation, and the end of their comfortable lives as bishops. But Hilary of Poitiers refused to sign. In his middle years, he was a large-boned, well-educated Western bishop. He had arrived at the council expecting a debate and found a forced script instead. He rose and said, with the precision of a rhetorician, “Condemning any bishop without evidence and without a trial is contrary to the official canons of the church,” then he sat down. The emperor's lawyers took down his name. So Constantius, with all his persuasion, failed to achieve the unanimity he sought.
Two years later in Milan, the same drama was repeated on a larger scale. This time, more bishops gathered in a larger hall, and the emperor himself was present. He had come from the war in the West and intended to settle this annoying matter himself. The bishops filed in and took their places; Constantius entered and sat on the throne placed at the head of the hall. It hovered above all the bishops' chairs, reflecting imperial authority that was not fully part of the assembly of bishops, but not quite outside it either. He looked at the bishops the way he always looked at people who would require his management: calmly, totally in control, as if they were a text he had already written.
When the session began, one bold bishop, a Sardinian, lean and stubborn, who seemed to represent many others, stood up and said, “Before any condemnation is considered, all present must affirm the Nicene creed.” He laid a copy of the Creed on the table before the imperial secretary. The emperor's bishop, Valens of Mursa, removed the document from the table.
The bold bishop then said: “If you remove our creed, then none of us here are truly bishops.”
Constantius rose from his throne. He was calm; he always was, but something about the stillness in that moment was different from his usual composure. It was something heated and compressed. He said, in a voice flat but filling the hall: “Whatever I will …  that will be the law.”
The hall was quiet. The bold bishop sat down. Several bishops near him realized they had lost. There would be no debate. What followed was not a council but an extraction. One by one, the bishops were invited, urged, and compelled by the logic of their situation to affix their names to the condemnation of Nicaea and the Western Church’s conclusions. Some needed a conversation; some needed several. After the sessions, Constantius brought some to the imperial apartments and spoke to them personally, in private in the flat, expressionless voice he used when he was absolutely certain of his position. By the end of the council, the list was nearly complete.
Those who refused were exiled. Lucifer of Cagliari—a passionate, intemperate Sardinian bishop with violent opinions—was sent east with an imperial escort and a note that he should be received with appropriate restriction. Liberius of Rome, who had succeeded Julius as bishop, sent letters of protest. Then, when the emperor's legal officers arrived in Rome, he sent increasingly strident letters. They arrested him and brought him before Constantius in Milan. The conversation between them was brief. Liberius was exiled to Thrace.
All the bishops who had signed returned peacefully to their honored positions. The bishops who had refused were exiled. Hilary of Poitiers traveled to his exile in Phrygia with two deacons and a mule. He crossed the Alpine passes in late autumn, with snow already on the high meadows and the road growing difficult. He had a copy of the Nicene Creed in his pack, which he had been annotating for weeks. He finished his notations in Phrygia, determined not to let Athanasius, and therefore the Nicene Creed, be deposed.

Meanwhile, back in Alexandria, the winter night was cold — but cold in the Egyptian way, not the cold of the north. A salt-air chill came off the water, penetrating buildings never built to keep in the heat. The church of Theonas stood in the city's western quarter, a large basilica. That night, its nave was full of a faithful gathering for the evening vigil. Oil lamps along the walls made the painted columns flicker, gold and orange, as the flames danced in the draft from the doors.
Athanasius was at the altar. He was now fifty-eight; his hair had turned gray at the temples but remained dark on top. He was smaller than he had been, or at least he seemed smaller, as if the years of exile had compressed him. But none of his sharp edges had softened. He led the prayers in the half-dark with the same focus he always brought to the liturgy—complete attention, nothing held back, saying the words as if each one cost him dearly. The deacons flanked him. The congregation filled the pews, and the side aisles overflowed into the portico. No one had thought to lock the outer doors.
The sound came first. A displacement of air, a change in the quality of the night noise from the street — and then, all at once, the crash of the outer doors breaking, the shout of soldiers, and the scream of a woman near the entrance. Over a thousand soldiers enveloped the church. A large armed force emerged in the night against a congregation in prayer.
The deacon named Ammonius was the closest to Athanasius. Without vanity or hesitation, he seized Athanasius by the shoulder and pulled him back from the altar before he even realized what was happening. Other deacons closed around them from both sides. The congregation, to its credit, did not scatter; instead, they ran toward the soldiers, filling the entryway with bodies and pushing with the force of several hundred people against the armed tide.
Athanasius said, loudly enough to be heard over the tumult: “I will not leave while my people are here.”
“You must leave,” said Ammonius.
“Let the people leave first,” he replied.
“They are leaving through every door that doesn't have a soldier at it. Come with us, please.”
Athanasius was half carried and half led through a door behind the altar that opened onto the bishops' housing. From there, they escaped through a passage running parallel to the building's north wall, then down into an alley behind the church. It smelled of old fish from the canal just beyond it. Athanasius was still wearing his liturgical garments. The deacons wouldn't stop and let him change. They moved quickly through the dark streets; behind them, the soldiers' sounds faded as they turned corners and put distance between themselves and the church.
They reached a widow's house in the textile quarter, identified years earlier as a place of safety. She opened her door without a word, took one look at the bishop in his vestments and the heavy-breathing deacons around him, and led them inside. She gave them water and a place to hide. 
Athanasius sat down on the widow's bench and looked at his hands. They were shaking — not entirely from fear, but from the sharp physiological reaction that comes after a person decides to survive. He let his hands shake. After a short while, they stopped. He looked up at the deacons. “You know they will take the church.”
“Yes,” replied Ammonius.
“And they will install a new bishop.”
“Yes, they will.”
“Then we must go to the desert.” Athanasius stood up and looked around the widow's small room, seeing the lamp, the loom in the corner, and a jar of oil on the shelf. With the look of a man cataloging what he is about to leave behind, he said, “Get me a cloak. Get me some papyrus. I don’t need much; we will find more when we are there.”
The widow gave Athanasius her husband's old cloak, too large, and a bundle of bread, which he gratefully accepted. He took off the heavily embroidered liturgical garments, folded them carefully, and set them on the widow's loom as if he intended to return for them. Athanasius went out through the back door into the Egyptian darkness and never looked back. This was his third exile.

In the summer of 357, Hosius finally gave in to the imperial pressure. He was a hundred years old or close to it—a number so enormous it had become less a fact than a condition, much like the weather. The bureaucracy of a Christian emperor had worn him out in ways purely intellectual argument never could. Against his better judgment, he finally signed the document condemning the Nicene Creed. His hand was not entirely steady when he did it.
The document he signed was a second-draft formula composed that year. It not only avoided the phrase "same substance" when referring to the Son of God; it forbade it. It forbade any use of the word “essence” in theological discussion, because the word was Greek, philosophically based, and not in Scripture. The reasoning was that the Father and Son were both truly great, and the human mind should not trouble itself with their relationship but should instead be content to use the term similar-substance.  That is, that the Son is like the Father, in all things, but not the same. Hosius was then permitted to return home to Spain, where he died in 359 AD.




[bookmark: _Toc244937883]Chapter Twenty-one (360 AD) 



The events that followed had a big impact on my life. It changed everything for my mom and for me. Julian had been in Gaul for five years, and during that time he accomplished something the court of his cousin, Constantinus, had not expected or wanted: he proved himself good at governing. He was no longer the naive young child in the courtyard kitchen, and not the boy Mardonius had led away into a world of blood and uncertainty. He was twenty-nine, lean, now with a full philosopher's beard he had grown in Gaul, partly to annoy the court and partly because he had read Epictetus and Marcus Aurelius and took it all seriously. He smelled, faintly and persistently, of the incense from the sacrifices he conducted in private — not Christian sacrifices, though he kept the pretense of Christianity with the court. He read Homer with Mardonius until Homer was as natural to him as breathing. He also read Plato, Iamblichus, and the whole Neoplatonic tradition that originated in Alexandria and spread wherever real philosophers still lived. He had been baptized, read scripture, spent his childhood and adolescence among bishops engaging in church politics, arriving at the conclusion that Christianity was pure confusion — a Jewish myth about a Jewish preacher dressed in Platonic clothes. A dysfunctional bureaucracy of quarreling bishops had enforced this for forty years, unable to agree on who Jesus was.
In February 360 AD, Julian was in Paris when his soldiers proclaimed him Augustus. He hadn't ordered it, but he also didn't prevent it with the vigor he might otherwise have. His troops tore up their cloaks to make a diadem, and Julian stood in the torchlight with their acclamation rising around him. He let it happen, then he wrote to Constantius. Constantius received the letter with the expression he always wore when he got bad news—the very thing that made men find him so difficult. Constantius was forty-three, and he had been emperor of the East for twenty-three years and sole Augustus for nearly ten of them. He was tired in the way men grow tired after holding a position so long that they become the position. It happens when nothing of the person remains inside the office. He replied to Julian's letter, demanding that he acknowledge his usurpation and return the Gallic army to imperial control. Julian replied that the soldiers had proclaimed their own will and that he wished to serve Constantius in harmony. The correspondence continued through the spring and into summer of 361, each letter sharper, each reply more definitive, as the armies aligned themselves for a coming civil war.
In September, Constantius began moving west. He led his eastern army through Cappadocia, through the Taurus passes, into Cilicia — the flat coastal country between the mountains and the sea, now heavy with late-summer heat. He moved efficiently, as he always had, without haste and without rest. He received reports from Gaul and calculated routes, distances, and supply requirements with his generals in mind 
Constantius was at Mopsucrenae, in the coastal plain of Cilicia, when the fever came. It came quickly, as fevers do in the eastern summer — heat behind the eyes and heaviness in the limbs. He continued to receive dispatches for two days after his first symptoms, sitting propped against pillows with his secretaries around him, dictating letters in a voice that his attendants noticed was slower than usual. On the third day he could not sit upright.
He was forty-four years old, and the fever was not the kind that allowed a man to recover. His attendants sent for a bishop. The bishop who came was Euzoius of Antioch, an Arian — a man who had been Arius's deacon in Alexandria and who had been condemned at Nicaea. He had outlived Arius, the Nicaean council, and three emperors, and now arrived at the sickbed of Constantius in Cilicia with the oil of baptism in his hands. Constantius was baptized on what became his deathbed, in the last hours of his consciousness, by the man who had most faithfully represented the theology he had spent his reign enforcing. He died on November 3, 361, at Mopsucrenae in Cilicia.

Messengers carrying the news rode in every direction. One rode north through Cappadocia to Phrygia to inform Hilary, still in exile. One went west to Milan, where the episcopate was disorganized after years of pressure. One went south and east to Julian, who received the news of his cousin's death with no clear indication of either joy or sorrow.  Whatever he felt, he never wrote it down in any of his surviving letters. 
One messenger went to Alexandria, in Egypt. Word spread quickly that the emperor Constantius was dead and that Julian was the new emperor. A young monk named Dracontius took the news to the exiled Athanasius, who was in his cell — a small room dug into the rock face, furnished with a mat, a shelf for manuscripts, a lamp, and a cross carved into the living stone by the man who had occupied the cell before him. He was sixty-three years old, and the past six years of his third exile had done to his body what the two previous exiles were not able to manage: his hair was fully white, his face more deeply lined, his small body carrying the signs of a man compressed by hardship into something harder than he was before. He was writing when Dracontius came in. He did not stop writing until the young monk had spoken the emperor's name. Athanasius set the pen down and looked up.
“Constantius is dead,” said Dracontius.
Athanasius looked at him more intently, then at the lamp on the shelf. It was a small clay lamp, fed by oil, burning with a steady flame in the cell's stale air.
“And Julian?” asked Athanasius
“He is now emperor.”
Athanasius was quiet for a moment. “Julian? The boy from the kitchen courtyard, the cousin who had been left alive only because he was too small to matter? The philosopher; the one who read Plato in private and prayed to old gods in the dark? We now have a pagan emperor, after sixty years of Christians? This is a truly dark day. Please light another lamp for me.” 
Dracontius looked at the shelf. One more lamp sat there, smaller, with oil that had not been lit that week. He took it and lit it from the first lamp; the second flame joined the first in the dark of the desert cell; the rock walls moved with doubled shadows.
Athanasius picked up his pen. He had no way of knowing that Julian would recall all the exiled bishops—all of them, including Athanasius, Nicaeans and Arians alike —not out of affection for any of them, but from the cold calculation that a Christianity at war with itself was a weaker opponent than a unified Christianity.  This recall would soon bring Athanasius home to Alexandria for the third time, to his people, to the Caesareum, to the harbor smell and the Pharos light. He also did not know that Julian would soon make Alexandria much worse, that the pagan restoration would prove violent and brief, and that he himself would be exiled a fourth and fifth time before the religious infighting ended. Further, he did not know that a bishop named Basil was growing up in Cappadocia at that very moment along with his brother Gregory and their poet friend, Gregory of Nazianzus, and that these three young men would find the formula that would bring the long sixty-year controversy to a sudden but forced conclusion. 
Athanasius knew only what was in his cell: the stone walls, a half-finished manuscript, two lamps burning in the desert night, and the news that Constantius was dead. The world was beginning again, once more, as it always did when an emperor fell—beginning differently, beginning strangely, beginning in a direction no one could see from where they stood. Outside, in the Egyptian desert, in the vast dark between the Nile and the sea, the stars turned. A semantron sounded — the tok, tok, tok of the wooden plank marked the hour of the nighttime gathering, when monks rose from their mats and went, one by one, to pray.

When my parents and Uncle Timothy heard about Constantius's death and Julian's rise to power, they became visibly concerned. At the time, I didn't fully understand why, but something big was about to happen.
Timothy knocked, then barged into our apartment's living area, as he usually did. My mom never liked it and hinted a few times about waiting for the door to be answered. He took the hint, but it got to the point where he just knocked as he entered. She knew it was just how he operated and accepted it, since he was part of the family. 
“Wow, I guess you’ve heard the double news?” he said, almost out of breath. “Constantius out – Julian in. What a dramatic change!”
“It is indeed,” Titus said, standing next to Leah, who sat on the couch with Abigail.
“You worried?” asked Leah.
“Oh, yes. I’ve been fairly vocal about my Nicaean leanings. It hasn’t been a problem in the past, but with this pagan-philosopher-emperor, Julian, I don’t know what to expect.”
“We all dodged the sword last time a big change happened,” said Titus. “Remember, we all decided just to lay low, and it worked out okay.”
“Ya, but I haven’t been lying low enough over the past few years, so I fear that I could be a target.”
“We’ve all seen how new emperors like to change things,” said Leah, “needing to establish their newly acquired authority.”
Timothy pointed at Leah. “You’re exactly right; I am low-hanging fruit, and I don’t want to get picked! Titus is pretty much an Arian, and you, Leah, always seem to find neutrality.”
“What ya gonna do?” asked Titus.  
“I think I’d be smart to lay low somewhere other than this close to the seat of imperial power.”
Leah stood up. “You're leaving?”
“I think it would be wise, at least until the dust settles.”
“You can't break up our threesome after almost forty years!” Timothy did not know what to say.
Titus took a few steps and looked up at the ceiling. Then looked over at Leah. “I think he is right. Play it safe, brother,” he said, turning his gaze toward Timothy.
He hugged Titus. “Thanks for understanding.”
Leah paused, then stepped over and hugged Timothy. “I guess you guys are right. But it just won't be the same without you.”
Timothy choked up. “I know. But I hope it will not be that long.”
Leah looked over at Titus. “We hope not, too.”
“When do you think you'll leave?” asked Titus.
“Tonight!”
Titus dropped his jaw; Leah raised her eyebrows. “Wow!” they said almost in unison. 
“I have some money saved, and I can live off that for a while.”
Titus sat down; so did Leah. “Where will you go?” he asked. 
“Probably back to Milan. Though Mom and Dad are now gone, there will be some old friends there.”
Titus nodded his head and looked up at Timothy. “Good idea. I think that’s what I would do, too.”
“I just talked to someone else who is heading out that direction tonight. I'll travel with him.”
“Okay, stay safe,” added Leah.
He gave them each one last hug, then came over to me and sat down on the couch. He stooped down to my level and said, “I might just miss you the most.”
I cried and wrapped my arms around his neck. “I don’t want you to go.” 
“I know, darling, but I must ensure that I will see you again.”
I didn’t fully understand, but I believed him, and that let me let go inside. He waved to all three of us as he slipped out the door.

The next year was difficult for all of us. Our little family went on as usual, but none of us could shake the feeling that something wasn't right. It was my first experience of losing someone I love. I had no idea how important this lesson would be in the years to come.
Mom and Dad excelled in their work under the new emperor. They kept pretty much the same jobs. Mom remained friends with Lydia, but it always seemed so minimal to me. I liked Lydia; she seemed more like a big sister. I once asked Mom why she seemed so distant with Lydia, but she only said work took up a lot of her time and that she didn't connect with Lydia all that well. I couldn’t help but think there was another reason, but I had no idea what it was.
It was only two months after Uncle Timothy left that my Dad died. It was so hard on Mom; she loved him so much. I think they were a perfect couple. He died of some unknown cause, but Mom told me it was something she called cancer. I asked her how she knew, but she said she couldn’t tell me. So, just as I trusted what Uncle Timothy told me before he left and trusted what my mom told me now, I pondered both claims a lot over the years. Mom was allowed a lot of time off from her imperial job. She grieved for several weeks, then slowly reengaged herself in her work. She told me I was her salvation, and without me, she wasn't sure she could keep going with her mission. She used this word occasionally; I always assumed it was something about her work.
She and Lydia soon became good friends. Somehow, I always knew they would. I think Lydia filled the void left by my dad and Uncle Timothy in her life.
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Those waiting expected a conqueror's entrance: purple cloak, golden helmet, and the slow imperial pace of a man who knows the world must come to him. But what rode through the city gate was a young man on a modest horse, bearded in the manner of the old philosophers, his eyes roving over colonnades and porticoes with the eagerness of a schoolboy who has just inherited a library. He had a book tucked under his left arm. He was talking to his horse, to himself, or maybe to the statue of Constantine that watched him pass. The smell that moved with him in the cold December air was incense: not the ceremonial kind, but the thick, domestic reek of a man who had burned offerings to the gods all night.
Julian Augustus, now sole ruler of the Roman world at age thirty, had been told all his life what to pretend. He had pretended to be Christian since he was twelve. His cousin, Constantius, hauled him out of the schoolroom at Macellum and pressed a Gospel into his hands like a sword. So, he pretended to believe. Raised by his maternal grandmother, Julian was, at seven, under the guardianship of Eusebius, the Semi-Arian Christian Bishop of Nicomedia. He read his assigned lessons, stood at the tombs of martyrs, and kept his face appropriately grave. But inside, he was always thinking of Homer and Plato. Now, he no longer had to pretend. 
He dismounted at the steps of Hagia Eirene church with the quick, unimpressive motion of a short man who had learned to dismount fast so no one could laugh. He took a long look at the gilded crosses that adorned the doors. Behind him, his philosopher friend Maximus of Ephesus was already climbing down, robes flapping, with a beautiful satisfaction Julian did not entirely trust. Maximus had spent the last decade telling Julian that the Greek gods were waiting for him. Julian was now inclined to agree, but he preferred to keep such matters between himself and his fellow members of the Cult of Mithras.
“The city is intact,” said an attendant, appearing at Julian's elbow with Leah beside him.
“I see that,” commented Julian. “And who is this sophisticated lady with you?” He nodded in Leah’s direction.
“This is Leah, assistant to Hosius before he died, and part of Constantius’ inner circle.”
“You must be quite some lady to have advanced so high in government.” He waited to hear her response.
“It has been a great privilege working so close to the last two emperors over the past thirty-five years.”
“Well, if you have served that long, then you must have proven your loyalty and worth. We’ll talk, perhaps in a few days, to see how you might fit into my new administration of our glorious empire.” Leah smiled and slowly nodded toward Julian. However, he never talked to her again. She worked hard at what was left of her job, staying busy and trying to regain the position of observation and influence she'd held under the previous two emperors.
The attendant continued, “And the treasury …”
Julian interrupted him. “Later,” he said, walking away to admire the church. Then he turned to the attendant and asked. “Tell me: how many followers of Jesus presently have their bishops in this city?”
The attendant paused. “The precise count is not known, but they follow the Nicene Creed created under your uncle, Constantine.”
“Never mind the precise count. Do they agree with one another?”
“They do not, Your Majesty.”
Julian smiled. It was not a warm smile. It was the smile of a man who had just realized how he could leverage his authority. Having studied 4th-century history in her own time, Leah knew why Julian was smiling and what scheme he was cooking up. “Then we shall bring back all those in exile.” No one said another word, letting Julian's words linger.

The edict was drafted that same evening, by lamplight in Julian's new and already cluttered study, surrounded by parchment scrolls and the persistent smell of burnt meat from pagan sacrifices. It was a work of imperial generosity. All bishops exiled under Constantius could return. Their ecclesiastical positions would be restored; their property returned. 
Julian's secretary, Libanius, read the draft and raised an eyebrow. “There will be much opposition to this.” 
“There will be, indeed.” Julian dipped his reed pen and added another clause. “This is what I want, my old friend. Let the Galileans destroy each other. I have pagan temples to rebuild.” He sealed the edict and reached for his Homer.

The harbor smell reached Athanasius before the ship rounded the last cape — salt, cedar tar, fish drying on stone — and he stood at the bow, short and dark in a bishop's plain robe. He was now sixty-four, thinner than he had been in Milan, even thinner than during his desert exile, but with the eyes of a man who has not yet finished his argument. His left hand gripped the rail. His right hand held a scrap of parchment on which he had been drafting notes since Cyprus, his reed pen moving in the fast, cramped Coptic-influenced Greek that his secretaries sometimes struggled to read.
They played a verbal game of grim arithmetic, counting all his years in exile. After the first exile, when Constantine had finally given in to Eusebius, Athanasius went to Trier in the cold north for three years. His second exile came when Constantius expelled him, and Gregory the Cappadocian used soldiers to remove him as Archbishop. He fled to Rome, then Serdica, always moving. Third exile: a decade-long exile into the desert, when Constantius drove him from his own cathedral, sending five-thousand-armed men while the congregation sang and prayed. This one lasted ten years, hiding in the sands south of Memphis and writing his theology by candlelight in Monk Antony's old cell. Three exiles, and now the fourth one was gathering on the horizon. Julian — the philosopher, the apostate, the emperor who always smelled of pagan sacrifice — had not recalled Athanasius from exile; he had recalled all others and understood the difference.
But for now Athanasius was coming to Alexandria. The wharf was packed. The crowds had been watching for his ship since dawn, and the moment his silhouette was recognized standing at the bow — his compact, unmistakable darkness, beard cut short and square shoulders — the sound that broke from the crowd was not a cheer but something older, a long wordless exhalation that spread through the harbor. The light from The Pharos seemed to tremble with it. Women tore loose their veils and waved them. Men wept without shame. A Coptic fisherman flung himself into the harbor and swam toward the ship, shouting something in the old language Athanasius had heard his grandmother speak.
He gripped the rail tighter. He didn’t trust himself to wave. His deacon, Peter, young and careful, already carrying the weight of an anxious successor, stepped to his side. “They are calling your name,” he said.
“I hear them.”
“Shall I — shall we arrange a formal entry? The clergy will want this.”
“No procession,” Athanasius interrupted. “I have been away too long for that.” Athanasius went down the gangplank first, alone, before any deacon could precede him, and the crowd swallowed him. 
It took him three days to restore order in the Caesareum, where two competing Nicene factions had used the same altar on alternate Sundays and occasionally thrown things at each other on the intermediate days. He presided over these sessions with the same spirit he brought to everything: rapid, practical, impatient with fine points when coarser points would serve. He was entirely unimpressed by how many councils people had attended in his absence.
Back when he was in the desert, Athanasius thought about what he needed to do. So, he gathered the bishops in Alexandria, most of them from the Nile Delta. He called it a synod, though fewer than forty bishops attended. They met in May; it wasn't the Council of Nicaea, but it wasn't meant to be either.
The problem, as Athanasius framed it was the Eastern bishops. Most of them were from Antioch, Caesarea, Ancyra, Tarsus, and a hundred smaller cities. They had all spent the past thirty-five years resisting the word same-substance, the word Alexander had insisted on at Nicaea and that Athanasius had spent his life defending. They had resisted it for two distinct reasons. Some resisted it simply because they were Arians, genuine disciples of Arius, men who believed the Son was a creature and that the word same-substance was a trap to make them think God operated in three modes: Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. For them, there was nothing to discuss. 
But for others, the majority, the genuine heirs of the great 2nd-century theologian, Origen, the word same-substance meant something very close to what Athanasius meant. They had only resisted because they disagreed about the Son's equality, viewing him as subordinate to the Father. But because they so wanted to avoid any mode-oriented view of God, they rejected the word same-substance. 
Athanasius sat at the head of the table in his low-ceilinged room, lamplight on papyrus, with the smell of harbor dampness creeping under the door. He looked at the bishop from Ptolemais, orthodox in everything he believed except for using the word same-substance, and asked, “When you say there are three persons that are three in substance, do you mean three separate beings?”
“Certainly not!” the bishop answered, partially offended. 
Athanasius tapped the table with his forefinger — a habit his deacons knew to watch for, signaling that he was about to be very quiet and speak with finality. “We are speaking the same thing in different words. The distinction of Father, Son, and Spirit is very real, and God is not just playing three different roles. If you will affirm this as the meaning of Nicaea, I will not quarrel about the words used.”
The bishop of Ptolemais stared at him. “Sir, you are more flexible than I had been told.”
“I am not flexible,” Athanasius said. “I am correct. There is a difference.”
The small synod of bishops promoted this formula, and they did not sign it in a grand document like a creed; instead, they preserved it in a letter. It said, in essence, that both ways of speaking about God are acceptable, provided the Nicene Creed is accepted: “Three persons in one essence, or one substance in three as three separate persons — both are orthodox, both mean the same thing; say whichever you find less confusing, only do not teach the Son is a creature.” It was the master stroke of a very tired, very stubborn man who had spent the last thirty years being called a monster, and it would take another generation to bear its full fruit. But the seeds were planted. He wrote the letter himself, in his own hand, which startled the secretaries. Then he sent copies north to Antioch, Caesarea, and Cappadocia.
 
A second edict came from Constantinople in June. Julian had apparently learned of Athanasius's success in drawing the Alexandrian bishops back toward Nicaea. He correctly calculated that a divided Christianity was hobbled; he had no interest in letting Athanasius undo that division.
A messenger handed Athanasius the imperial edict at the Caesareum door. He read it standing, without sitting down first: “You have been recalled from exile, not restored to your position as Archbishop,” it read. “So, you must therefore depart from Alexandria immediately.”
His deacon Peter, hovering behind him, read the edict over his shoulder and went pale. “He’s exiling you again?”
“Yes.”
“What will you do?” 
Athanasius just smiled. It was neither cheerful nor angry. It was the smile of a man who had dealt with emperors for forty years and had noticed that they all, without exception, eventually died.
“It is but a small cloud hanging over us,” Athanasius said calmly, folding the edict with care. “It will pass.” He then went to pack.
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The Duras River was shallow enough in June to see the pebbles on its bottom, and Julian crossed it at midday on a gray horse, his cloak thrown back, because the heat felt like a physical object pressing against his face. He did not wear armor. telling his generals it was unnecessary. The generals disagreed, but because he was the emperor, they said nothing further. 
Julian’s Persian campaign had begun magnificently, but now his army had been retreating for nine days.  Julian had swept down the Euphrates, burned the royal palaces, then burned his own supply ships because someone told him the army would fight better without the temptation to retreat. Since then, it had been nothing but retreat. The men were hungry, and the heat was killing their horses. Julian still talked, as he always did—he talked during the marches, to his officers, to his friends, to himself, to Homer, and always to the old Greek gods, carrying a vision of restoration inside him like a second life. He had burned sixteen bulls to Apollo the night before, and the smell of blood still clung to him beneath the incense.
The Persian cavalry hit the rearguard at the third hour of the afternoon. Julian was already spurring back through the column, sword out, shouting, threading between soldiers turning to run and others turning to fight. He always moved toward the noise. He had always been like this—not exactly brave, but unable to stop himself from moving toward action. His bodyguard screamed his name, but he did not stop. A spear caught him from the side; it drove in beneath his raised arm, where his armor didn't cover. 
Julian sat back on his horse, his expression composed, like a man who had just understood something previously unclear. The bodyguard closed in, then lifted Julian off his horse. Julian tried to pull the spear out himself, which was the worst thing he could have done. He looked at the spear; it was Roman. It could have come from a Roman soldier, a Galilean soldier, a man who hated what Julian had done to the churches, or simply been a normal consequence of war. He looked at the sky and said, “I have lived justly and philosophically; it is good and fitting for an emperor to die in the field.” He died in his tent at nightfall. He was thirty-one years old.
After his death, as with all emperors, many who worked close to power were reassigned. My mom was transferred to work in Thessalonica as the imperial liaison to the bishop overseeing that region of the church. We moved with the government paying all expenses. Lydia, who had become a close friend of Mom’s, came with us. Though it was still a very good imperial job, my mother seemed concerned about being farther from the center of power where a new emperor would soon be installed.

As his army camped by the Duras River, they looked at each other as men orphaned by someone who was never quite a father. They looked around for a new emperor. They found Jovian, a Guards officer, large, affable, Christian, and not particularly bright. He was such an unlikely choice that the legions took a moment to realize who they had chosen. But they cheered, because that’s what was done. Jovian looked startled.
Jovian's peace with Persia was humiliating. They gave up Nisibis and five provinces in exchange for a corridor home. The army marched west through the heat while Jovian prayed.
Athanasius, still technically under Julian's exile, realized that Julian was no longer alive to enforce it. He wrote to the new emperor, Jovian, before he reached Antioch on his march home. A response came back quickly: It asked him to come to the capital. And so he came.
They met in the tall audience hall. Athanasius gave Jovian the Nicene faith in one sentence, and Jovian accepted it, relieved that theology would not be as hard as he had expected. He issued a letter to the Alexandrians confirming Athanasius as Archbishop once again.
However, Jovian died in February 364 AD. He had been emperor for only seven months, just long enough to end a war badly and settle the Alexandrian question. Athanasius heard the news of his death without changing expression. He had now outlasted four emperors!

The army had been through this before. Not quite this — and not a dead emperor in February with no obvious heir — but something like it often enough that the senior officers knew the procedure. They gathered on a suitable plain, argued for a while, then someone pointed at someone else who hadn't expected it, and that person became empowered.
Valentinian was fifty years old, built like a barn, with gray eyes that trusted no one and hands that had held a sword since adolescence. He had been a soldier his whole life and a blunt, ordinary Christian. He was Nicene by instinct rather than by theology, and he inherited his mother's faith rather than from any council. Julian had briefly exiled him for refusing to perform pagan sacrifices. He had not made a fuss about it. He just waited, and now he was here.
The army chose him first. He sat through the ceremony like a man waiting for the trap to close; when the purple cloak settled on his shoulders, he looked at it for a moment, then at the faces around him, and said, “I will need a colleague.” Everyone had been expecting this. The empire was too large and the frontiers too contested for one man. “I choose my brother, Valens.”
Valens was brought forward. He was thirty-six, five years younger than Valentinian, smaller, with a look hard to characterize precisely—not stupid, but somehow underpowered, as if the intelligence were there but had never found its way out. He had the same Pannonian coloring, the same square jaw, but where Valentinian's solidity was confident, Valens's was anxious. He bit his lower lip when he thought. He had never governed a province before. He had never even commanded a battle. Until this morning, he had been a modestly successful supply officer.
He looked at the purple cloak they were bringing for him and said nothing.
“Can you do this job?” Valentinian asked, in the plain Latin of the western army.
“I don't know,” Valens said.
Valentinian made a sound that might have been a laugh. “Good answer.” He put his hand on his brother's shoulder. “You take the East, keep the Persians quiet, and don't start any wars you can't finish.”
“And the churches?” asked Valens. He looked at his brother carefully, the way a man looks at someone he is about to leave for a very long time. “What do I do about the churches?”
Valentinian thought about this. He had bishops in Milan, Rome, and Carthage, all Nicene, all convinced the Nicene Creed was the only orthodox confession. He also had same-substance bishops in Illyricum, veterans of Constantius's councils, perfectly respectable men. At bottom, he cared little what bishops said to each other, as long as they said it quietly.
“Leave them alone,” he said finally. “Rule in favor of the law. Let’s leave the bishops to themselves.”
Valens nodded. Then the ceremony continued, and the two brothers stood side by side for perhaps the last hour they would stand together. The sun on the horizon was the white winter sun of the Pannonian coast. Valentinian went west that same week, and Valens watched him go.

The edict was not unexpected. Valens had been on the throne eleven months when it came: “All bishops expelled by Constantius and recalled by Julian were to be expelled again.” The logic was not complicated—emperors Constantius and Valens both believed the Son was a separate person from the Father, avoiding the view that the one God plays three roles as Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. They believed the Son was not of the same-substance as the Father, rejecting the Nicene creed. Therefore, Constantius's exiles were Valens's exiles. 
Athanasius received the edict in the Caesareum on a Tuesday morning, read it, set it aside, and finished his breakfast. Then he wrote letters — to the clergy of Alexandria, to the bishops of Egypt, to Basil at Caesarea, and to Damasus at Rome. The letters said, in essence: “I am going back into exile for a fifth time, but this, too, will pass. Keep the faith and maintain the view of one God in three distinct persons.” 
He left the city before dawn. This time, he did not go south into the desert. He went instead to the place that was perhaps the most useful of all hiding places, the one that required no journey, the one that soldiers sent to find him would not search: his father's tomb, in the cemetery at the edge of the Caesareum quarter, where the limestone walls were cool in summer and cold in winter, and the smell was of dried flowers and old stone.
He spent four months in his father's tomb, with one lamp, his books, a secretary who came by night, and the sound of the city overhead going about its business. He heard the soldiers knock at the Caesareum door. He heard the crowd shout. Through the limestone, he heard the long human argument of a city that loved him and would not accept his exile without protest.

In October, a rider came from Valens. The emperor grew deeply concerned about the angry crowds in the second-most important city in his empire. He wanted division, but not this kind nor to this degree. He thought about Constantine, his Edict of Tolerance, and how he struggled to bring unity within the Roman Empire. The dockworkers, the weavers, and the papyrus merchants were not a crowd any emperor wanted to anger all at once, and Athanasius in exile had apparently done just that on a large scale. So he ended Athanasius’ exile.
Athanasius climbed out of his father's tomb, brushed limestone dust from his robe, and walked back to the Caesareum. He didn't leave until the day he died; his fifth and final exile was over! From 366 to 373, by the standards of Athanasius's life, things were almost quiet. He wrote. He governed. He ordained bishops for the Egyptian countryside. He wrote to Basil about the Cappadocians, wrote to Damasus about Rome, and wrote to the Antiochene church about the Nicene formula he had spent his whole adult life defending.  He also wrote to Jerome, a young, eager man well-versed in Latin, something Athanasius, who thought only in Greek, respected, though with a degree of bewilderment.
He was seventy-two when Peter came to him in the spring of 373 AD and gently told him, with the expression of a man who had been trying to find the right moment for several months, that the congregation had noticed the bishop's slowness when climbing the sanctuary steps.
“I know,” said Athanasius.
“Perhaps arrangements should be made,” suggested Peter.
“You will succeed me,” Athanasius said bluntly. “You know the Nicaean faith, and I know you won't change one syllable.”
Athanasius died on May 2, 373, in his bed, in his own house, in his own city, with his deacons around him, the sound of the harbor coming through the window, the lamp burning as it always had, along with the smell of incense. He had been bishop of Alexandria on and off for forty-five years. He had outlasted five emperors: Constantine, his three sons, and Julian. He had been exiled five times, but he never yielded.
Peter wept. The Caesareum bells rang throughout the harbor and in the fish markets. The sound traveled over the harbor water, answered only by the sea's vast, indifferent sound.

They buried Athanasius in the Caesareum on the third of May, and the city came to the burial the way it had come to his returns from exile: without organization, without procession, out of instinct. The harbor district came, the papyrus merchants came, the Jewish scholars came, and the monks from the Wadi Natrun arrived after a three-day journey and stood at the back of the crowd in their desert clothes, smelling of sand and old wool, weeping openly. The Coptic farmers from the Delta came. The Greek rhetoricians came. Children came, born after his longest exile, and knew him only by sight and reputation.
Peter, the successor, stood at the doors of the Caesareum and watched them come, feeling, as he would many times in the months ahead, that he had been handed a building to maintain and had only now realized how large it was.
The Arian party wasted no time. Before the body was cold in the tomb, an imperial messenger arrived in Alexandria with a letter. Peter, the acting bishop of Alexandria, was to receive Lucius as its new bishop. Lucius was an old Arian candidate, one who had waited in the wings since Constantius's day, and now he had Valens's full support. He arrived with soldiers.
Peter took one look at Lucius and the soldiers and went down to the harbor. He boarded a ship. The sailors asked where he wanted to go, and he said Rome. The voyage took three weeks in fair weather. Damasus welcomed him at the episcopal house in Rome, where the walls were decorated with an extraordinary mosaic, and the table was set with silverware polished that morning. Damasus was elegant in the way a certain kind of Roman always is—never ostentatious, merely correct, the elegance of a man who knows what each thing is worth and ensures it is worth exactly that much, no more. He was also genuinely intelligent and genuinely ambitious, and the two qualities in him were so thoroughly intertwined that Peter could never quite separate them.
He listened to Peter's account of events in Alexandria and, leaning back in his chair, he asked, “Athanasius held his Archbishop seat, on and off, for almost fifty years. What we do now will determine whether holding it will be permanent or temporary.”
“And … he held it with the Nicene Creed in hand,” said Peter.
“He did indeed, and with the friendship of Rome,” Damasus said, looking at Peter, assessing him carefully. “Rome will not abandon what Athanasius defended. Write down everything he said to you in his last years. Every letter, every ruling, every formula. We will confirm them all.”
Peter wrote. Damasus confirmed. Lucius's succession as Athanasius’s replacement was a short-lived disaster for the Nicaean cause. Lucius and his soldiers occupied the Caesareum, exiled the Nicene clergy, and disrupted the monastic communities. But in the long term, confirmation mattered. When the storm cleared, as it eventually would, Alexandria remained Nicene, and Rome affirmed the Nicene formula Athanasius left behind: God is one essence in three persons—a position both East and West could hold together.
Back in Alexandria, Lucius had a soldier's authority and a bishop's vestments, but neither the patience nor the intelligence to understand that he had been handed a city that never intended to accept him. The sailors of the harbor district had ways of making their opinion known. The monks of the Wadi Natrun came into the city in groups of thirty, stood silently outside the Caesareum for hours, said nothing, and then went home again. The Coptic farmers brought less grain to the market than usual. None of this was illegal. None of them could be arrested. Lucius found himself governing, with soldiers, a church that regarded him as a bad dream it was waiting to wake from. 


[bookmark: _Toc229590788][bookmark: _Toc244937886]Interlude Five (2:21 PM)



Mr. Salzberg turned and looked at the clock on the tent wall. “Wow, it's already 2:20. Leah will be returning in just four minutes!”
“That’s right, said Dr. Weissman. Are you ready?”
“Ready or not, here she comes.” He looked over at his wife and gently placed his hand over hers on the table.  “It reminds me of when we were in the delivery room, waiting for our dear Leah to arrive.”
Mrs. Salzberg teared up. “That was such a wonderful day, hard as it was to endure.”
“Hey, I only had to watch and encourage you. You did all the work; I still don’t know how you did it.”
Mrs. Salzberg chuckled. “What choice did I have at that point? Sometimes in life we just endure and get through it.”
Mr. Salzberg looked down at his timeline. “Looks like Leah is about 68 years old in 370 AD. Perhaps she is encountering the Cappadocian church fathers, Basil and the two Gregorys.”
“Oh, I hope so,” Mrs. Salzberg added. “She has obtained that front-row seat in history that she was so excited to experience.” Mrs. Salzberg fell quiet and stared into space. Almost without emotion, she said, “And I hope she is okay and nothing bad has happened to her.”
“From what I know of her,” said Weissman, “I’m willing to bet she has more than survived and will come back with many wonderful stories.”
She looked over at the Doctor without changing her deep contemplation. “I hope you’re right.”
“Well, in just a few more minutes, which is about a decade for her, we will find out.”
Mrs. Salzberg tensed and looked at her husband, who still held her hand. “Do you think it will all be okay, Jim?”
“I’m sure it will be, honey,” he said as sincerely as he could, hiding his own anxiety.



[bookmark: _Toc244937887]Chapter Twenty-four (371 AD) 



Leah was now 68 years old. She settled into her position in Thessalonica, representing the emperor to the bishops and Christian Churches there. She stayed informed of developments in the empire under Jovian, Valentinian, and Valens, but regretted having to witness it all second-hand and from a distance. Her goal in life remained a front-row seat to history, and she knew she had to return to Constantinople to do it. But how? She didn't know, but she was determined to find a way. She knew what was coming, and this historical grand finale was, perhaps, more important than anything else she had come to witness. A major conclusion was about to come, based on everything that had transpired on her mission so far. After all, she came for a sixty-year period: to cover all the events between (and including) the council of Nicaea and the council of Constantinople, which was still ahead. If she could arrange it, she wanted to work back up the imperial food chain and have one last front-row seat to witness history firsthand. She knew she had about a decade to accomplish this.

Electing the bishop of Caesarea was, as always, a matter of considerable importance. It meant overseeing metropolitan Cappadocia, governing large territories and many bishops, and navigating the Eastern empire's theological politics with great care. Basil was the obvious choice for a clergyman who thought about theology, but the wrong choice for one who thought about politics. Basil was not a man who could be easily managed. He was thirty-nine and had perhaps thirty years ahead of him, though his body did not plan to cooperate.
Basil began his term by creating a benevolent care center—he always acted before he theorized. In winter, the plateau around Caesarea was a graveyard for the poor: cold came off Mount Argaeus in walls of penetrating air, and those without a house either found refuge or froze. Since returning from Egypt, where he had seen what organized charity could look like, Basil had watched the beggars at the city gates and decided Caesarea could do better than distributing bread on feast days.
The complex grew slowly on land his family donated outside the eastern gate. It had a hospice for travelers, a ward for the sick, a workshop where recovered patients could learn a trade, a small monastery, and a leper colony at the farthest edge. The lepers were particularly difficult, because the old fear of leprosy ran deep, and Basil spent a month among them before asking anyone else to join him. He paid for the food himself, from what was left of an inheritance that he had already mostly given away. He organized the bishops of Cappadocia into a supply network. He wrote to Valens for a tax exemption on the property, and Valens, who was busy with other things, granted it.
The doctors came because he asked them to. The nurses came because he paid them. The monks stayed because the work was real. Within a year the Caesareans called it simply the Basileias — Basil's place — and it was larger than any building in the city except the cathedral.

Valens did not enjoy winter travel. He particularly disliked it in Cappadocia, where the cold came down on its inhabitants — more personal, more deliberate, as if the mountain objected to their presence. He traveled east to address the Persian border question, which had simmered since Jovian's peace deal with them. He passed through Caesarea because he couldn't avoid it, and because Modestus had told him the bishop there, Basil, needed to be dealt with.
So, Modestus, a high-level aide to Valens, had been sent ahead. He was competent, a legal mind, but not a theologian, which Valens considered a virtue. He had interviewed Basil in his house—a spare room that smelled of old parchment and something medicinal because Basil's liver had always troubled him; he kept a jar of some kind of Cappadocian preparation near his writing table.  Modestus laid out the imperial position: the bishop was to accept the same-substance declaration of the Son, as all Nicenes had done before. The alternative was confiscation of the church properties, exile, and if necessary, torture.
Basil listened without expression. He sat behind his writing table, upright, thin as a winter branch, with the look of a man fully concentrating on something that did not frighten him. When Modestus finished, silence fell.
“Confiscation?” Basil said. “I have these books,” he gestured at the shelves, “and these robes. You may have them if you need them.”
Modestus blinked.
“Exile?” Basil continued in the same even-spoken tone. “Every land belongs to God. I have been a traveler all my life. Exile is my natural condition. And torture? My body is in such a state,” he pointed to his medicinal jar, “that I doubt it would survive one blow with any serious instrument, which would save us both much unpleasantness.”
“How about death,” Modestus said, somewhat desperately.
“That,” Basil said, “would be an act of kindness. It would bring me sooner to the God I love and serve.”
Modestus stood up. He had been the emperor’s assistant for twelve years, and he had never — not in Antioch, not in Constantinople, not on the Rhine frontier — been so confidently opposed. He was quiet for a moment, collecting himself, then said, rather helplessly, “I have never spoken to a man like you before.”
“Then, perhaps,” Basil said kindly, “you have not previously spoken to a true bishop.”
Modestus's report to Valens was carefully worded. In essence, it said the bishop of Caesarea had politely declined every threat and that further pressure was unlikely to be productive. Valens read it twice, bit his lip, and said nothing for a long time.

When Valens entered Basil's basilica on the feast of the Epiphany, it was perhaps a tactical mistake, because the basilica on Epiphany was full—in fact, more than full; people were in the porticoes and on the steps outside. Several hundred voices sang in an antiphonal structure Basil organized. The whole congregation answered itself in the dark January air, issuing a sound so large and strange that Valens, who was not a man of elevated aesthetic appreciation, felt something shift in his chest against his will. He was a man of genuine faith, despite his strong political instincts as an emperor. Overwhelmed by the almost angelic singing, he nearly fainted. Later, he said he’d only been deeply moved, but the distinction may not have mattered.
He donated to the Basileias. He left Caesarea without attempting anything further against Basil. So, the same-substance formula remained unavailable in Cappadocia.

The scribe whose name was Nikodemos had been writing for Basil for six years and had learned to read the bishop's condition from the quality of dictation. When the fever was bad, the sentences came out short and careful, stripped to the bone. When his liver troubled him, the language went in the opposite direction—elaborate, branching, as if pain made Basil want more words, not fewer. Tonight was a liver night. Nikodemos adjusted his lamp, took up his stylus, and waited.
“Where were we?” asked Basil. He lay, more or less, on a narrow couch he kept in the study, wrapped in a heavy wool cloak, the medicinal jar on the floor beside him, its lid off. The smell was pungent: some combination of Cappadocian herbs an old woman from Annisa had sent him, something to do with the bile. In the lamplight, his face was parchment-colored.
“We’re in the eighth chapter, bishop, discussing the Spirit and the creation of the world.”
“Ah, yes.” Basil closed his eyes. “Write this: In the creation, as described by Moses, the Spirit is present from the beginning. The Spirit moved upon the waters, just as it is written. This is not the movement of a creature. A creature does not move upon the waters of the uncreated deep and give life to what will be. Only God gives life.”  He paused, his right hand moving slightly as if he were tracing his argument in the air. “Those who are weak on the Holy Spirit claim that the Spirit is a divine minister, an exalted creature, but a creature nonetheless. They say this because they’re afraid. If the Spirit is divine, then the Son is divine, and if the Son is divine, then the Father has not given being to a less-than-divine Son. On this, the whole Arian structure falls. That is their fear.”
Basil paused again. The lamp flittered in a draft from between the window shutters. Nikodemos moved his hand over to shield the flame. “But we do not refuse the Spirit's divinity; we confess what the scriptures say and what the baptismal formula requires: ‘baptizing them in the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Spirit.’ That is, three names in one baptism. The names are not without equality. There is no hint of subordination. The power of the three names is in the one baptism!”
He stopped again. Nikodemos wrote quickly, in a shorthand he had developed over six years, a minimal Greek that could keep pace with Basil on a good night when ideas fly off his tongue. “And now for the doxology,” Basil said, his voice growing quieter, the way it did when he approached the part he cared about most, as if volume were inversely proportional to importance. “They accuse me of innovation because I have begun to use a new phrase: Glory to the Father, with the Son, together with the Holy Spirit, modified from the old one which read: Glory to the Father, through the Son, in the Holy Spirit. Both are ancient. Both are orthodox. But my new phrase makes explicit what the other only implies. The Spirit is not merely the medium in which we worship — the Spirit is the object of worship along with the Father and the Son!” 
He opened his eyes and looked at the ceiling. “Now write this: We did not receive a spirit of slavery so as to fall back into fear, but we received the Spirit of adoption, by whom we cry: Abba, Father. The Spirit that cries Abba to the Father cannot itself be a slave. The Spirit that gives adoption cannot itself be unadopted. The Spirit is God! Have you written all of this down?”
“I did indeed.”
Basil emphasized the last three words separately, with spaces between them, as if nailing down planks. “Spirit – is – God.”
“Are you sure you want that in the text?” Nikodemos asked. “It seems very bold.”
“It’s bold because it’s true. Bold truth is better than adorned error.”
The dictation went on for two more hours. The liver pain, which often flared up, didn't stop Basil from dictating; nothing ever did. Nikodemos filled both sides of three tablets and began a fourth. His hand cramped, the lamp burned low, and just outside the bishop’s house window, the Cesarean night was cold and still. 

He finished one of his greatest achievements, On the Holy Spirit, by year's end. It was copied and distributed to all the bishops of Cappadocia, then to Basil's correspondents in Antioch, Alexandria, and Rome. He also sent a copy to his brother, Gregory of Nyssa, who wrote back: “You have said what needed to be said. The trinity formula is now complete: one essence, three persons, Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, equal in dignity, distinct in personhood. But I will have to spend the rest of my life explaining how this can be true.” And he did; Gregory’s explanations would fill libraries. But Basil hammered out the formula that night, in pain, by lamplight, in Caesarea on the Cappadocian plateau during the cold of winter.

For two years, the Goths had crossed the Danube in a movement more like a flood than an invasion, except that a flood has no intent. There was intent in this invasion. The Goths wanted to settle south of the Danube, in warmer land, and they asked the empire to let them in. In 376 AD, Valens let them in, hoping it would solve the problem, but it became a catastrophe. Corrupt Roman officers were in charge of the crossing. They traded safe passage to the Goths for whatever they could get—partly because moving a hundred thousand people across a river with nothing left to lose was far from manageable.
The camps soon became armed settlements. The Gothic leaders stopped asking for land grants and started taking them by force. Valens had been in Antioch, but moved north to gather his forces and watch for letters from his nephew Gratian, who promised reinforcements. He wrote back, urging the reinforcements to hurry. Gratian responded, saying he was coming as fast as possible. Time remained, but Valens did not wait. His intelligence officers told him the Gothic force was no more than ten thousand; in fact, it was three times that. His advisors told him that waiting for reinforcement by his brother, Gratian, would mean sharing the glory of the victory. He may have believed this; for fourteen years, he had been told, quietly and constantly, that he owed his throne to his brother, a wound that had never fully healed. He may have simply run out of patience, but that wasn't natural for him. He bit his lip, looked at the map, and said, “We go in now!”
The temperature was in the high nineties, the kind of dry, blazing August that turns the grass yellow and makes your lips crack before noon. The Roman army marched out of Adrianople at dawn, and by mid-afternoon they faced the Goths. Valens organized his forces and attacked.
Gothic cavalry came from the hills, where no one knew they were waiting. The Roman right wing was already engaged; the left wing turned to face the Gothic cavalry and was driven back into the center, where it suddenly found itself unable to retreat. The Gothic spearmen were overwhelming — it became a question of feet and inches, and whether the man next to you was still standing. For this Roman army the answer, on August 9, 378 AD, was increasingly No!
Approximately two-thirds of the army were wounded, captured, or dead. It was the kind of disaster that resets an empire's math. Among the dead was Valens; they never found his body. A story circulated that the emperor was wounded, had been carried by his bodyguard to a farmhouse, and that the Goths surrounded the farmhouse and set it on fire, not knowing who was inside. It may have been true, or it may have been something simpler and less dramatic: a spear in the confusion of close combat, a horse falling, or something else that happens to soldiers who stay in the line too long. Valens was about fifty years old. He had been emperor for fourteen years and was, as his enemies rarely admitted, genuinely pious and courageous. He was a philosopher who had inherited a theology that didn't quite address the empire's ongoing crisis. He had done his best, but it hadn't been quite enough. For now, this part of the empire had no sovereign.
 



[bookmark: _Toc244937888]Chapter Twenty-five (379 AD)



 My mom’s decade-long wait for the 4th-century grand conclusion was coming to an end quickly. She had settled into a fairly routine life working lower down in the imperial court and spent much more time with me; I was over forty at the time. I never got married, not that I never had the chance; I just didn’t want to. I think losing my dad at such a young age, and all the abnormalities I experienced being my mother’s daughter, made it hard for me to feel and act normal. In some ways, I knew too much, though I didn't fully understand it at the time. 
I always sensed my mom was keeping something big from me, probably for my own good, but I could never figure out exactly what. I knew it had something to do with her obsession with getting back into higher levels of government, but I didn't know why. It was as if her whole purpose and identity in life depended on it. I always tried to encourage her, reminding her that what she accomplished in life was more than what any other woman I had ever heard of. Sometimes it seemed like she would never be satisfied with anything less than being the emperor of the Roman Empire. Yet I know that wasn't her goal. I just had to let it remain a mystery and love her unconditionally, just as she taught me to love others. She told me it was God’s mode of operation.

Flavius Theodosius was thirty-two. He was his father's son in the way that mattered for a leader: broad-shouldered, short-necked, quick to anger but quicker to laugh, with the ruddy, weathered complexion of a man who had spent his formative years in campaigns on the Danube frontier. The political catastrophe that had taken his father, a high-ranking General, sent young Theodosius back to his estates at Cauca to raise horses and wait out the storm of Valens' disfavor. He had waited four years. During those years, he prayed in the Roman manner inherited from his family, but increasingly so in the Nicene manner of the Spanish churches where he had been raised.
When Gratian's messenger found him at Cauca, Theodosius was overseeing the castration of a young stallion and did not stop to read the letter until the procedure was complete. He read it twice, handed it back to the messenger, and told him to wait. He then walked to the edge of his estate, where the land fell away into a valley. There he stood, looking at the hills of Spain for a long time, contemplating his past life, what mattered to him, and the kind of life he desired in the future. He went inside and told his household to start packing.
They made him Emperor of the East at Sirmium on January nineteenth—a ceremony performed in haste, in a city still bearing the marks of war, its streets full of soldiers moving east to shore up the Danube. Gratian, emperor of the Eastern Empire, was kind to him, which Theodosius found slightly unsettling. He expected a political equal, a colleague in the careful balance of the divided Roman Empire; instead, he found a young man who seemed to genuinely admire him and spoke with enthusiasm of Theodosius's father's campaigns. Gratian poured him good wine and, with a student's eagerness, asked his opinion on the Gothic settlements. Theodosius answered carefully, partook of the bread and wine he was given, and accepted the purple robe with the solemnity it demanded.
Theodosius’ task, as he understood it, was to rebuild the eastern army, contain the Goths, restore order to the frontier, and somehow govern the theological chaos that Valens's Nicaean establishment had left behind. He was not a theologian. He knew what he believed — the Son was of the same-substance as the Father, as the creed of Nicaea stated, and as the bishops of Rome and Alexandria had always taught. But he knew this in the same way a soldier knows the ground he was born on, by instinct and attachment rather than argument. He did not need to argue it. He only needed to enforce it.

He came to Thessalonica in the spring of 380 AD, after the initial consolidation campaigns, and found it a good city, with the Via Egnatia, a military road and trade route built in the 2nd century BC, running through it. When Leah heard about this, she was thrilled. Could this be the opportunity she had waited so long for? At 77, she had almost given up, but she never gave up hope. As the imperial liaison, she introduced the emperor to the region's ruling bishop. The bishop was Ascholius, a quiet man with firm Nicene convictions. After the formal introduction, he welcomed the new young emperor with the careful warmth of a churchman who had survived several reigns by being useful without being indispensable.
That evening, when she got home, she told me all about her new, hopeful opportunity. I was 43, and it had been years since I had seen my mom so joyful and full of life. She invited Lydia over for dinner and shared her newfound optimism. Though my mother still had never confessed her true identity to Lydia, I think Lydia had already figured it out, at least to her own satisfaction.  So, she just played along with my mom's charade.
But soon after his arrival, Theodosius fell ill. The illness came on him rapidly — a fever, then a worsened fever, then a delirium in which he was notably not himself. His physicians, two Greek brothers from Antioch who had also served his father, stood over him with vinegar-soaked sponges, calculating critical days and masking their professional alarm with professional concern. The soldiers outside his chamber kept their faces blank and waited.
Bishop Ascholius came on the third day, accompanied by Leah. He was a slight man with a scholar's stoop, with hands permanently inked from working on manuscripts. He sat beside Theodosius's bed and quietly asked whether the emperor wished to be baptized. Theodosius had, as most people of his class had done, deferred baptism until the moment of necessity on their deathbed. Through his fever, he looked at Ascholius and answered, “Yes.” His voice was steady enough, though his extended hand was not. Leah held it gently. 
“Thank you, my dear lady,” said Theodosius, “and thank you for your warm welcome on my arrival.”
“All part of my job, but it was also an honor, Your Majesty.”
“It appears my days are near the end, so it's time to perform this important ritual.”
“Your decision is a good one, but don’t be so sure of your death.”
Theodosius raised his head. “Do you know something I don’t know?”  
“Let’s just say I am confident that you will live and be a very successful emperor for many years to come.”
He paused and contemplated her words. “I’ve heard that you served close to Constantine the Great and then his son, Constantius.”  
“I did indeed; it was an honor and the thrill of a lifetime to serve that close and in that way.”
Theodosius laid his head back down. “Well, if I live through this as you have so confidently stated, there will surely be a place for you in my inner circle of advisors.”
Leah said nothing and just smiled, but inside she leaped for joy because she knew she would soon regain her front-row seat in history, watching the grand conclusion she'd come so far and so long to see.
The baptism was performed using the Nicene rite, with the full profession of the Nicene faith: “I baptize you in the name of Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit; one God, the Son consubstantial with the Father, begotten and not made.” The water was cold — they had no time to warm it. Theodosius came out of it shaking from the cold and his illness. Ascholius dried his head with a cloth that smelled of cedar oil and prayed over him in Greek.
Theodosius recovered within a week. He never forgot the cold water, the creed, the bishop's hands, or the feeling of faith settling into him, not just as an idea but as a fact. It was like a wound settling, or something always assumed true becoming undeniable in the moment of crisis. He was now true and committed to the Nicene Creed, with the authority of the Eastern Empire behind him.

Upon recovery, Theodosius brought Leah into his closest circle of advisors and confidants. He liked having an educated woman in his circle. With a newfound commitment to the Nicene Creed, Theodosius issued an edict that required three drafts before he was satisfied. He didn't write his own edicts—in his mind, that was the court's job. However, he read the drafts carefully. 
He read the first draft, then handed it to Leah, who was in the room with several other trusted advisors. “What do you think?” he asked, tilting his head back, watching her as she read the document. 
After a few moments, Leah handed it back to him and said, “I think it’s too narrow.” With her detailed historical knowledge, she knew he'd come to that conclusion. She wanted to avoid disrupting anything destined to occur, though it was tempting to meddle where she shouldn’t. For the past seven decades, she had disciplined herself to observe and never exploit her unique knowledge of the times she lived in.
“Hmmm, yes,” responded Theodosius, “It names only the Nicene position without sufficient force.” 
Theodosius had a second draft created, which took several hours. His court was always overly careful to produce what they thought he would like. He read the new draft and passed it to his advisors for evaluation. “What do you think?” he asked, handing the draft to the first advisor. He waited, watching each man read the document and pass it on. He watched each face, trying to read their reactions. 
Leah received it last, read it, and handed it back to Theodosius. “It mentions too many competing parties by name, which would create more arguments about who was included than it would settle.” 
The emperor nodded and said, “I agree.” All the other advisors began nodding and saying, "Yes, for sure," and "I agree." His chief legal secretary, Eutropius, a slight, precise man who had served three emperors and written a history of Rome in his spare time, produced a third draft. When Theodosius read it, he reared back in his chair and said, “Perfect balance!” 
The Edict of Thessalonica was issued on February 27, 380 AD. It ended the religious freedom that had prevailed in the Roman Empire since Constantine’s Edict of Milan in 313 AD. The edict was addressed primarily to the people of Constantinople but was intended for the entire Roman Empire. Its goal was to strengthen the empire's unity, concluding that the toleration Constantine sought had failed to achieve unity, which could only be achieved through the tyranny of state control. Theodosius did not consult bishops or other theological representatives beforehand. 
Right after it was officially issued, Theodosius gathered his advisors, including Leah, and read it aloud in their presence: “It is our desire that all the various nations which are subject to our Clemency and Moderation should continue to profess that religion which was delivered to the Romans by the divine Apostle Peter, as it has been preserved by faithful tradition and which is now professed by Damasus, Bishop of Rome, and by Peter, Bishop of Alexandria.”
Theodosius read it with great delight and commented, “It is supported by the bishops of the two most important cities in the empire.” 
“Damasus will be pleased,” said Eutropius, the official state historian who created the third draft.
Theodosius chuckled, “He is always pleased when his name is mentioned first.” 
Leah, still seated next to Bishop Ascholius, whom she has served as a government-appointed assistant there in Thessalonica for the past seventeen years, leaned over and whispered, “I want to meet Pope Damasus someday; it would be a great honor.” But she really meant it as one more item to check off on her mission to experience history up close and firsthand.
The Bishop leaned in and whispered, “I’ll try to arrange it sometime.”
“What about Peter of Alexandria?” the historian asked.
“He is a sound Nicene,” answered Theodosius. “His predecessor Athanasius would be pleased. Alexandria has never wavered in its Nicaean roots established under Alexander.”
Theodosius continued reading. The key phrase was in the next clause: “According to the apostolic tradition, we believe in one God, the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, equal in majesty and understood to be the Holy Trinity. Those who follow this faith will be designated catholic (universal) Christians. Those who do not follow it will be declared heretics.”
He placed the edict on the table before him and looked over at Eutropius. “Tell me about this word, heretic.” 
“It carries full legal weight, but it does not always result in imprisonment, exile, or death — not yet, anyway. However, it does mean the loss of legal standing, the closure of assembly rights, and withdrawal of the empire's support.”
Theodosius picked up the reed pen, dipped it in ink, and signed the document with full imperial authority. The date was February 28, 380 AD. The city was Thessalonica; outside the window, it was cold but bright.
When the edict went out, it went in all directions at once: to Rome, Alexandria, Antioch, Caesarea, the governors of the eastern provinces, and the military commanders in the region of Thrace. They made hundreds of copies, rolled them, sealed them with imperial purple wax, and sent them by official couriers to every city of consequence.
In Constantinople, they posted a copy on the door of the imperial administrative building. Gregory of Nazianzus read it standing in the street, surrounded by a small crowd of Nicene faithful who had come to see with their own eyes, and for a moment could not speak. They had finally won. The law said so. The law, the empire's voice that had spoken against them for fifty years, now spoke for them. Gregory stood in the street for a long time. Then he went back to his office and prayed alone, without speaking of what he had read. He was not ready yet to fully feel what it meant.
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Theodosius entered Constantinople on the twenty-fourth of November, 380 AD, riding through the Golden Gate amid the acclamations of a city carefully prepared for his entry. My mom was among his advisors; Lydia and I traveled with them since we were seen as part of Leah’s family. The streets were decked; equestrians outdid themselves in displays of loyalty; the senate turned out in their best cloaks, all looking at the new emperor with eyes of men who have learned to love whoever holds the power.
He gave them two days to celebrate. On the twenty-sixth, he summoned Demophilus, the bishop of Constantinople. He was a compact man, grey-bearded, not without dignity — a man who loosely held to the Nicaean formulation and who had served through the reigns of Constantius and Valens with consistent loyalty and theology. He served as overseer of the churches in Constantinople for years with complete, competent devotion. He received the imperial summons without visible distress and arrived at the palace in his episcopal garments. He attended with two of his deacons, but prepared for the worst. He knew appearing before any emperor was always unpredictable.
Theodosius welcomed him in his smaller chamber, without the full court ceremony—just the emperor, two magistrates, the imperial secretary, and Leah, who had become a trusted advisor. He dispensed with the usual elaborate greetings.
“The edict I issued in February,” Theodosius asked Demophilus, “have you read it?”
“I have, Your Majesty.”
“It requires a profession of the Nicene faith; the faith of Damasus of Rome and of Peter of Alexandria. It’s the faith of the Cappadocian fathers, the two Gregorys and Basil — that the Son is of the same-substance as the Father.”
“I have read the edict,” said Demophilus.
“Then you understand what I am asking of you?”
He paused. Demophilus, a broad, ruddy, Spanish soldier who smelled faintly of horse —  one who held the Eastern Empire in his large, practical hands — looked at the emperor and said, quietly: “I cannot profess what I do not believe. The Son is like the Father, just as the scriptures teach, but not identical in substance. I have taught this for forty years. I will not recant just to preserve my position as bishop.”
Theodosius looked at him for a long moment; Demophilus thought he saw something in the emperor's face, an element of respect, but if so, Theodosius cast it from his mind. “Then you will surrender all the churches of Constantinople.” He looked directly at Demophilus. “All of them! And you will remove yourself from the city – you and all your clergy.”
“Yes, Your Majesty,” said Demophilus. “I understand.”
Leah and the other advisors remained silent. They knew Theodosius was acting unilaterally. Leah understood much of what was happening from years of careful study of this period of history. However, witnessing this emperor's boldness and finality, as he joined half the Christian church to extinguish the last traces of anti-Nicene Arian subordinationism, was an astonishing front-row seat to history. Any doubts she had about making this life-changing journey became fully diminished.
Demophilus returned to the great Hagia Eirene church, where he had presided for a decade. He called his congregation to gather. They numbered in the hundreds, perhaps a thousand. They filled the aisles and every space under the great timber roof, where lamps burned in a familiar pattern he himself had arranged. He looked up at them for a moment before he spoke. “The emperor has given his order,” he said, in a steady voice, “but I cannot obey it and must keep faith in God as I know him to be. Therefore, we must go.” He then quoted Jesus: “If they persecute you in one city, flee to another.” He said it without theatrical emphasis. He said it as a simple fact of the Christian life in an empire that had always been, in the end, someone else's empire.
The people wept. They cried out. Several of the younger clergy were outraged, their voices typical of those who still have much to learn about patience and trusting God. Demophilus raised his hand, and the people became still. He had earned their stillness through years of ordinary pastoral faithfulness, which is more than most men earn.
He left them, gathered up what he could take, and moved outside the city walls to set up a modest assembly in a house his supporters had found. He continued to celebrate the liturgy and preach for years. People would come — not as many as before, but still a significant number — and he would teach what he believed about the Son being like the Father until he died.
Within a few years, he became known as the last Arian bishop in Constantinople. He wanted that name because he saw himself only as Demophilus, without titles, someone who believed the Son was only like the Father and would not lie to keep a big, beautiful building. 

On the morning of the twenty-seventh of November, Theodosius assembled his soldiers and his bishops, along with Gregory of Nazianzus, and went to reclaim the churches in Constantinople. The Church of the Holy Apostles was a short distance away, but that morning it seemed endless to Gregory. He walked near the front of the procession, just behind the emperor's immediate escort. The soldiers' spears were up, shiny on both sides; the crowd lining the street offered no welcome. Some people cheered — the Nicene faithful who came out in their best clothing to welcome the arrival of a day they had prayed for during the long years of emperor Valens. But more people watched in silence, shouted things the soldiers absorbed without response, or stood with their arms crossed, resisting, having run out of options. 
A thin rain had begun. It fell straight and cold in the November air, darkening the soldiers' cloaks and collecting in the grooves between stones in the road, running into the gutters. The smoke from morning cooking fires hung low in the wet air. Gregory was afraid, honestly and physically: his hands were cold in his sleeves, and his chest was tight. He had never asked for, nor wanted, to be bishop in this city. He had not asked for this appointment. Instead, he just wanted to keep serving his small congregation in a converted storeroom, but he was about to be caught up in events beyond his control. Now he walked behind the Spanish soldier-emperor, Theodosius, through the rain to take possession of churches that had believed the same-substance, Nicene doctrine for over a generation. But they were now about to become Nicene by imperial decree.
The Church of the Holy Apostles was magnificent. Constantine had built it—actually, he started it, and his son Constantius finished it as his own burial place. But it had grown beyond that into the capital's second church, a great cruciform building whose dome could be seen from over three streets away. The doors were open as they arrived. The interior was cold and enormous, lit by two hundred lamps. It smelled of incense and damp stone; the soldiers stood at the walls while Gregory walked to the front and stood before the altar.
There, he was enthroned. It took only a few moments. He sat in the grand chair and looked up at the high dome above him, the lamps burning in their golden brackets, barely visible through the lamp smoke. He couldn’t help but weep. He was now bishop of Constantinople, though he had never wanted it; he wept over his new installment, for Basil, for Demophilus walking away with his congregation into the rain, and for the word same-substance that had taken sixty years to finally become the law.

When spring came, Theodosius had already decided to hold a new church-wide council. This one would not be like the Council of Nicaea, which met over 55 years earlier and, in his mind, created more problems than it solved. This council would finish the job once and for all and establish the Nicaean view of the Father and the Son as the only view the Christian Church held. No more "like the Father" nonsense; the same-substance of the Father and Son would soon become the law throughout the empire.
Meletius of Antioch was one of the first to arrive. He had survived three exiles, all of which he welcomed and found that survival was always temporary. But he was old now — approaching seventy — with a mild, observant manner. He learned that most catastrophes can be weathered if one is patient and they aren't directed at him. He was targeted three times and survived all three, which made him a mild man who saved his anger for better, more productive things than pure revenge.
He was selected to preside over the new council of about 150 eastern bishops who had assembled in Constantinople in late May. They crowded the city's episcopal residences and guesthouses, constantly arguing in corridors and chambers. They arrived not just with secretaries and baggage, but with accumulated theological positions. Gregory of Nazianzus watched the clergy fill the city. He dreaded that a large meeting on subjects he cared deeply about was about to proceed in ways outside his control.

The council opened in the first week of June. Meletius presided with patient authority, steering the early sessions toward agreement on the Nicene formula and the Cappadocian clarification of “one God existing in three separate, equal persons.” This had been Basil's life's work and was now, finally, the position of the full Eastern church council.
But then, Meletius unexpectedly died. He died on an ordinary morning in late June — not dramatically, not while in session, but quietly in his room, in his sleep, between one breath and the next. His deacons found him in the morning. Gregory of Nyssa delivered the eulogy. He stood in the great church before the assembled bishops and spoke of Meletius as a man whose enemies had consistently mistaken his mildness for weakness and, in turn, underestimated his ability to survive. “He did not shout,” said Gregory, “and his voice was steady, the voice of a man who found that such a difficult practice eventually produces competence. He never gave up his faith that he held in mildness and outlasted all the noise raised against it.”
Gregory of Nazianzus listened from the side of the nave and thought: Basil would have said it better, but Basil is not here, and Gregory of Nyssa is, and so that will have to be enough. Gregory of Nazianzus succeeded Meletius as president of the council, and he wanted this even less than he wanted to be bishop of Constantinople. Within a week, he deeply desired to return to his residence with his unfinished mosaic and his courtyard fig tree. 

The Egyptian bishops arrived late — delayed by the seas and logistics — but with a combative mindset. They formally challenged Gregory's election as bishop of Constantinople, citing a rule against translating bishops from one city to another. He had been bishop of Sasima but was now the bishop of Constantinople. This was a transition, and technically questionable.
Gregory was well aware of this problem. It had a lot to do with his reluctance to be installed by Theodosius.  He knew it when he arrived, when he was enthroned, and throughout all his months of ministry in the capital. Now the full episcopal council was formally challenging his legitimacy; he had no energy left to argue. He was fifty-one years old and sick — his lungs, always unreliable, had been worse since winter; the dampness of the city settled into his joints. He also hadn't slept well in weeks, yet he presided over a council that would generate more disagreements than it resolved, in a city he had never wanted to oversee. 
The Egyptian bishops told him that by church law he should not be in authority. He looked around at the assembled bishops of the east and thought with sudden and absolute clarity: They are right, not about everything, but about this. I should not be here. So, he requested to speak. Several people who heard him wrote down his speech from memory; the versions differed in detail, but they agreed on the essential issues. He said he had come to Constantinople like a sailor pressed into service on a ship he had not chosen, and that he had served as best as he could. He had preached what was true, but the council was now in crisis, and resolving it required someone with fewer enemies and more appetite for politics than he had. He quoted the prophet Jonah: “If I am the cause of the storm, let them throw me overboard, and the sea will be still. I am not indispensable,” he said. “Only our faith is indispensable. Let me go!” 
Gregory was not performing; he had decided long before he stood to speak, and it was final. His finality carried through the room, which fell quiet as everyone watched him do something they knew he had chosen from the depths of his whole being. Theodosius tried, briefly, to dissuade him, but Gregory told the emperor, with the directness of a man who had nothing left to lose, that the emperor's support of him, though gratifying, would be better applied to the Gothic problem than to the problem of this council. Theodosius, to his credit, accepted this.
Gregory of Nazianzus resigned as bishop of Constantinople and as president of the council in late June 381 AD. He said his farewell to the assembly with genuine emotion. He loved the imperial city, or at least the small chapel with the unfinished mosaic and the fig tree in the courtyard. But he loved the congregation that had crowded into it even more, and now he would have to love them from a distance, which was perhaps the kind of love he was best suited to.
He returned to the courtyard one last time to collect his books and portable altar, and to stand before the mosaic one last time. His work there was finished; he had left Thessalonica as a spiritual craftsman, and now he was leaving Constantinople in peace.
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The council continued without Gregory of Nazianzus. Theodosius solved the question of who would govern Constantinople. He had his candidate: Nectarius, a senator from a respectable family, a man of good character but completely theologically bland. He was from Tarsus, a geographically neutral city. He always got along with everyone because he had no strong opinions and was still unbaptized. This last fact caused a sensation. There was considerable murmuring about elevating a man to bishop over the empire's capital who had not yet received the anointing waters of baptism. 
The murmuring was brisk and serious but entirely ineffective. Nectarius was baptized in haste on a Tuesday, consecrated bishop the following Sunday, and installed in the chair Gregory had vacated before the week was done. He smiled agreeably at everyone. He would soon prove to be a competent administrator but a thoroughly unexciting theologian. This was exactly what Constantinople needed after the bruising intensity of the past several years.
The council's great work —the work expected to endure and serve as the final word on the long Arian conflict—was the creed it produced. It was not really a new creed; it clarified the Nicene creed.  The council took that creed, which claimed “We believe in the Father, the same-substance Son, who was begotten not created, and in the Holy Spirit,” and then expanded it. The expansion was deliberate and careful. Where Nicaea had stated these words: “and in the Holy Spirit”, the council now added what the Cappadocians long taught and what those who fought against the deity of the Holy Spirit had resisted: “the Spirit is the Lord and Giver of Life, who proceeds from the Father, and who together with the Father and the Son are worshipped and glorified, as spoken by the prophets.”
In this new version of the creed, the Holy Spirit was not a creature or a lesser divine emanation. Instead, he was said to be “The Lord, the Giver of Life, worshipped together with the Father and the Son.” The Nicene statement about the church was also expanded to: “One holy, catholic (universal), and apostolic church.” The bishops also expanded statements on baptism, the resurrection of the dead, and life in the age to come.
The signing took place on the council's final day. The bishops came forward in order of precedence, and each added his signature. A reed pen, fresh inkpot, and new parchment with prepared lines of theological formula lay on a table before them. The scribes added each bishop's name and title to the growing list. However, not all of them were comfortable signing. Several Macedonian bishops had reservations about the revised statement on the Holy Spirit. They voiced their concerns in corridor conversations, stopping short of a formal objection. Several Western bishops, absent from the council, later objected to this creed as well. Pope Damasus of Rome eventually accepted the council's conclusions but was even less enthusiastic about making Constantinople the “second most important city in the empire,” after Rome and ahead of Alexandria.

By the time he heard the new creed had been signed, Gregory of Nazianzus had traveled home. He read the text, put it down, and said nothing to his scribe for quite a long time. The politics were clear: Constantinople was the empire's new spiritual, imperial, and powerful capital; its bishop would now outrank those of Alexandria and Antioch. This was a huge change. Rome still ranked first, but only slightly. Damasus, bishop of Rome, would choke on it in private but accept it in public. The church was being reorganized, and the reorganization was taking the shape of the empire. Gregory was not sure whether this was inevitable, catastrophic, or both.
The creed was not just a political matter. It was the church's official position, but it was now deeply intertwined with the state. Gregory made a copy and pinned it above his desk there at Nazianzus. He read it carefully each morning before he began writing. It was the faith he had been taught as a boy in Cappadocia and defended in Athens, Caesarea, and the little chapel in Constantinople. Basil articulated it, and Athanasius held steady through five exiles. The Alexandrian community had preserved this faith through the long, cold years since Arius challenged it with the songs he taught the dock workers sixty years earlier. Now, a council of 150 bishops and the authority of the Roman emperor, Theodosius, finally, officially, irrevocably set it in place. Exhausted clergy in the imperial city made the extended version of the Nicene Creed permanent with reed pens. It was now the official teaching of the universal Christian church.

“We believe,” is how it officially started, “in one God, the Father Almighty, Maker of heaven and earth and of all things visible and invisible; and in one Lord Jesus Christ, the only-begotten Son of God, begotten of the Father before all ages, Light from Light, true God from true God, begotten and not made, of one same-substance with the Father, through whom all things were made.”
He read it until he knew it by heart. He had always known it in principle, but knowing it now felt different. It now had weight. It had the weight of an officially completed work by the church and state combined!

One evening, Gregory of Nazianzus wrote a letter to his good friend Gregory of Nyssa, brother of Basil the Great. It was not long. It said: “The work we were given is done. The council and the law have secured the doctrine. We are the last of the generation that fought for it. We are tired, and we should rest; the young will carry it forward as the young always do, though imperfectly, just as we did. They will do it energetically, without fully understanding what they carry or what it cost, just as we did.  But let us be glad and grateful. Let us also be honest: we are old men keeping gardens now, and the gardens are sufficient. We need ask no more of God than this, which is more than most men get in their lifetime.”
He sealed it and sent it off, then went inside for the evening. The house was warm; a lamp burned on the table beside his writing desk; the smell of bread hung in the air from somewhere in the back of the house where his housekeeper was doing practical work, unconcerned with theology.

A second council — smaller, less momentous, a follow-up effort — met in Constantinople in the spring of 382 AD. About thirty bishops, mostly eastern, convened in the capital to confirm the previous year's decisions, address remaining questions, and give Theodosius the legitimacy he needed for the next round of edicts.
The edicts came out in rapid succession. One prohibited Arians of various denominations and other sympathizing groups from assembling, ordaining clergy, or owning property used for worship. Another edict clarified the standing of Nicene clergy regarding civic burdens. A third addressed the persistent problem of rebaptism—the practice among some Arian communities of rebaptizing converts who came over from Nicene churches. Theodosius regarded this as an insult to the sacrament and a disruption of order.
The list of prohibited groups was long and growing. Eutropius, Theodosius’ secretary, drafted it with systematic thoroughness. He spent forty years in imperial service and knew that the longer the list, the fewer arguments were needed about what it included. He read it back to the emperor in clear Latin; Theodosius listened with his arms folded, concentrating as he did when planning a new battle campaign.

The edicts went out, and the world changed again — more slowly this time and more practically. Over months and years, the legislation settled into the fabric of provincial life as governors applied it, or failed to apply it, or applied it selectively in ways that reflected local politics as much as imperial theology.
In Rome, Bishop Damasus received the news in the catacombs where he lived, though he was not hiding. By 382 AD, the catacombs were no longer hiding places, but the habit of an old man who had spent his formative years in the underground church still lingered: when he wanted to think, he went down into the cool tunnels where the martyrs hid in days gone by. Lamp-smoke, accumulated over two hundred years, still hung in the air.
Damasus was seventy-five. He had been bishop of Rome for almost twenty years, through the most turbulent theological period since the apostolic age, and had navigated through it with a skill that understood the bishop of Rome's role was not to be theologically right but to be consistent, visible, and on the side that ultimately prevailed. He had been on the Nicene side before it became the winning side, which meant he genuinely believed the matter.
But the third canon of the Creed of Constantinople troubled him most. Constantinople was declared the second most important city, instead of Alexandria, which had always been second. Why not make Constantinople third, given its relatively recent establishment? The reason was clear to Damasus: Constantinople was the emperor's city, and the emperor's city needed an emperor's bishop; ecclesiastical power inexorably followed imperial power.
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When Theodosius heard Damasus’ response to the edict, he sent Leah to Rome to visit him and perhaps encourage him. He had learned what a strong, compassionate, and wise woman she had become and concluded she was the best person to send. Meeting a Pope in Rome was one last experience she still had to accomplish, so she was thrilled to go.
When she arrived, an official greeted Leah and escorted her to the catacombs where Damasus remained in seclusion. The escort introduced her to Damasus, who was delighted to have a visitor. “Thanks for coming and for making the long journey to Rome.”
“I am delighted to be here, and even more so, honored to meet you. Meeting a pope has been one of my lifelong desires.” 
“Well, I hope you are not disappointed. I'm afraid most of us who reach some level of ecclesiastical power never really live up to the high claims of greatness that swirl around in people's minds. Please have a seat in my humble accommodations.” Leah found a small, uncomfortable stool and sat, but she did not mind. 
Damasus sat at his table where he spent most of his time reading, contemplating, and writing. “I assume Theodosius caught wind of my displeasure in portions of his edict?”
“Yes, he did,” answered Leah.
“And that’s why you are here?”
“He just thought I might be able to encourage you in some way. He knows you are a solid Nicaean, so he is not worried.”
“Indeed I am, but to declare Constantinople as the second most important city after Rome, instead of Alexandria, which has always been next in importance: why not make it third?”
“Just between you and me, I agree with you. Alexandria has long been second in importance, from the days of Alexander through Athanasius, and still today. Why demote its well-earned status?”
Damasus stared off into space. “It's rather obvious, isn’t it? Constantinople is the emperor's city, and he wants all power, state and religious, to be concentrated there.”
“Isn't that what powerful people do, and isn’t it his right as emperor to make that decision?”
Damasus looked at Leah. “Yes, you are right, but somehow it seems wrong.”
“Perhaps this is the price we pay for combining church and state,” suggested Leah.
Damasus frowned. “But the state must be in control and have the final say in all religious matters. Otherwise, we’ll end up with everyone deciding what to believe, as we have had for the past sixty years, and there will be no unity in the church.”
“Is that so bad, for people to think for themselves and decide what to believe?”
With a motion of his hand, he dismissed her and turned away. “You are talking nonsense. But I’ll give you a pass since you are a woman and probably don’t understand the importance of such things.”
It took all the self-control that Leah could conjure up to keep from blurting out: You’re an ignorant man living in your failing, male-dominated culture! But she knew it would only destroy all she had spent her whole life trying to achieve. This was no time to ruin everything for a mere moment of satisfying rage. “But aren’t you thinking for yourself and deciding what to believe concerning the decision about Alexandria?”
Damasus turned back toward Leah. “I am, indeed. But I’m the Pope, and I am willing to forgo even this preference to gain a unity in the Christian church about who God is!”
“Is unity that is forced a true unity?” asked Leah.
Damasus grew a bit frustrated. “Do you realize that I could have you arrested and charged with heresy for asking questions like that?”
She respectfully bowed her head slightly and replied, “Yes, I am fully aware of that, and I hope you do not choose to do so.”
“Then why ask such questions?”
“I mean no disrespect. I just thought that if you could be a little more flexible in your thinking, it might relieve you of the stress you are currently experiencing.”
He looked at Leah for a moment. “Yes, you could be right. I appreciate your attempt to temper this stubborn old man. I think I am set in my ways, but that is not all bad. It's how I got where I am today, and my greatest goal is to unify the church in its understanding of who God is.”
“That’s a noble goal.”
“Let me ask you something, Leah. Do you accept and hold to this new creed declared in Constantinople – this expansion of the Nicaean Creed which includes the full deity of the Holy Spirit?”
“Shall I answer honestly, or formally and respectfully?”
Damasus thought for a moment. “You are free to speak your mind without jeopardy. So far, our conversation has been interesting and helpful.”
“Well, I have spent my whole life, ever since I was a young girl serving in government, witnessing the Nicaean council and trying to be as fair-minded as possible. I believe this has allowed me, especially as a woman, to become a trusted advisor at the highest levels of the imperial court. The Nicene, trinitarian view of God has many good, positive, and God-honoring aspects. But I have equally seen many good perspectives in the Arian theology that has dominated over the past sixty years until Theodosius rose to power.”
Damasus became indignant. “What possible good can you see in the Arian heresy?”
“Up until the time of Arius, the Christian church, which was predominantly Eastern, seemed to hold more of a subordination view of the Son to the Father.”
“Who would that be?” asked Damasus.
Pretty much all of the Greek Fathers; certainly Origen and his mentor Clement of Alexandria. Even Tertullian, who was a Latin Father and first to use the word trinity, seemed to be more of a subordinationist.” Damasus did not object and kept listening. “This is why the Eastern church so easily supported Arius. However, Arius went too far by claiming the Son was created by the Father rather than begotten. This is why the Nicaean council insisted on the Son being of the same-substance as the Father. This is what created the controversy. Up until then, the Eastern and Western churches were reasonably tolerant of each other's views concerning the nature of God.” 
“That may all be true, but we now have the writings of Athanasius, Hilary, and the Cappadocian Fathers (Basil and the two Gregorys) who have clearly articulated God as a trinity of three equal but separate persons in one God.”
“Yes, that is true, but their writings did not convince everyone, and the only way they could ensure its acceptance was to force it on everyone via the power of the state.”
Damasus raised his voice. “Indeed they did, and it’s a good thing because someone had to require everyone to believe what is true!”
“And that would be the state?”
“Of course — who else could do it?” Leah was hearing, firsthand, what she came here to find out: how the Roman Empire went from tolerance to tyranny in just 60 years. This kind of thinking, combining church and state, was the reason. She realized it would take over 1000 years of Roman Catholic domination before the Renaissance, the Reformation, and the Enlightenment separated these two dangerously combined forces. She sighed and decided not to press it any further.
“Give me two good reasons why I should not fully embrace this new trinitarian creed produced by the Constantinople council,” Damasus asked.
Leah thought for a moment, deciding whether or not to take the bait. She thought of two reasons and decided to frame them very gently and respectfully. “Here are two things for you to consider, though you may not find them helpful or legitimate.” Over the years, she learned that people are more likely to consider an idea seriously if it isn't forced on them. “First, the key terminology used in the creeds, like substance and essence, are never found in Christian Scriptures.”
“That is true. Go on.”
“Instead, the Apostle Paul, on several occasions, wrote, There is only one God, the Father, then he adds, and one Lord, Jesus Christ. He never wrote anything close to, One God, in three equal persons. Had he done so, we would not have spent the last sixty years arguing.”
Damasus tilted his head and slightly raised his eyebrows in semi-agreement. “What is your other reason for me to consider?”
“The Son is now referred to as the eternally begotten Son, yet the scriptures call him the only begotten Son. Why use terms not used in scripture? If something is eternal, it cannot be begotten. And so, if something is begotten, it can't be eternal! This was the foundational reasoning by Arius.”
“I cannot refute your facts or your logic. But still, I am convinced that the formula of three persons in one God must be true, and it would be impossible for me to deny it.”
“Then you have your answer, and I commend you for it,” Leah said as diplomatically as possible, wanting to leave on a good note. But inside, she thought the old adage, Don’t confuse me with the facts; I've already made up my mind, was amazingly true. She did not come on her mission to change minds, only to observe and learn, and she had done so to the fullest. 
“Thank you for being so understanding and gracious,” Damasus said with a new sincerity in his expression. “I take back what I said earlier about you being a woman unable to appreciate such important things.”
“Thank you; that means a lot to me.”
“Perhaps we will talk again someday. This has been a very special time together for me down here in my catacomb chamber where I do all my best thinking.” He rose from his chair and extended his hand to Leah, who remained seated on the uncomfortable stool. “Allow me to escort you to your escort, who I am sure awaits you at the catacomb entrance.” He stopped and let her exit. As she walked toward the official who had escorted her, Damasus offered her parting words: “I hope you, someday, get to experience that idealistic dream of yours where everyone gets to freely think and say what they really believe.” Leah turned and gave him a final wave goodbye.

Damasus returned to the catacomb and reread the canons in the dim lamplight, alone except for one deacon standing at a respectful distance. He thought to himself: This is how it will be from now on. The great theological question is settled — the Son is fully equal with the Father, the Spirit is Lord and Giver of Life, and now the church will probably spend its next several centuries arguing about who is in charge of saying so.
He rolled the letter, gave it to the deacon, and walked back through the tunnel toward the daylight. His footsteps were quiet on the catacomb dust that had accumulated over two centuries.
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After witnessing the grand conclusion of the 4th-century Arian controversy firsthand, things quieted down as expected. My mother kept working her government job and patiently waited for her departure date on September 12, 383 AD. She grew anxious as that day approached. Occasionally, she got an inkling to stay by purposely missing her departure window. But she shrugged it off, realizing she could not knowingly hurt her parents that way, nor could she bail on her commitment to complete her mission and report her findings to the Historical Society. 
The day prior to her scheduled departure, she approached me and told me she had something important to tell me. So we went for a mother-daughter walk as we had done many times over the years. It was a beautiful fall day with blue skies, a few scattered puffy clouds, and a gentle breeze.
Mom stopped walking, turned to me, held my hands, and said, “Tomorrow I must go away.” 
I'm sure I frowned in wonderment when I asked, “What do you mean?”
She let go of my hands, turned, and began walking again. “I know this will be hard for you to understand, but I can't tell you why… only that I must go.”
“But where?” I asked.
“I can't tell you that, either, and it is very important that I don’t tell you …” She stopped again and faced me. “I just need you to trust me.”
The confusion and worry I felt that day had never happened before, and never did again. So, I just said, Okay, I’ll trust you. But then I had to ask her, will you be in any danger? 
“Oh, no. None at all. I'll be fine. All I can say is that I must go back from where I came.”
“Jerusalem?” I asked.
“No, dear, I was never there. I grew up somewhere else, in a place where you cannot come.”
“Why not? Why can't I come with you, or you stay here?”
“I cannot tell you because unwanted things could happen.”
“You’re making no sense,” I told her.
“I know, but you've got to trust me and believe that I would tell you if I could.”
“Alright, but I don’t like this at all.”
“You don’t have to; it's okay to struggle with it. But do the best you can to believe that everything will be fine.”
“Will I ever see you again?” I asked.
“No, honey, you won't, not in this life anyway. But I will always be with you in your heart, and you will be in mine. Listen, I want you to stay friends with Lydia for support, and maybe even for some explanation in the future. I also want you to have all my writings that I’ve kept over the past sixty years. You will find them in my room. Perhaps they will help some. I cannot take them with me. Maybe you’ll write a book or something someday – whatever you want to do is up to you.”
“When will you leave?”
“Tomorrow, around noon.”
“How long will your journey take?”
“Oh, it will be very fast.”
“Then you'll be close by?”
“No, I'm so sorry. I will be very far away, but always in your heart.” She gave me a big hug, and then we walked back.

The next day, around noon, Mom gave me one last hug. I didn’t want to let go, but I had to. We both cried, but I could tell her tears were somehow those of joy. As I watched her go out the door, she looked back and smiled at me with unmistakable love. 
I cried like I never had before, but then a compulsion to follow her overcame me. I'm not sure why, but it was very strong. I went out the door and caught a glimpse of her disappearing around the corner of a building. I followed her, keeping pace until she exited through a gate in Constantine’s Great Wall. At the gate, I saw her walk into an open area, not down the road most people took to leave town. Where is she going? I thought to myself. And where is her traveling bag? Won't she need one? 
I followed at a distance, close enough to see her but far enough away that she couldn't recognize me. Eventually, she headed to a large rock formation at the edge of the small valley and stopped. I moved to the right, where a clump of trees hid me from view. Moving through the trees, I stayed hidden as I watched my mother look up at the top of the rock formation, then back down at the ground. What is she doing? She walked to a spot where the rocks stuck out and began pacing back toward where she had first stood. There she marked the ground by dragging her foot across it. Then she walked to another location on the edge of the rocks and paced back toward the original spot. Kneeling down, she dug a hole. She held up a rock and stared at it like an cherished old friend, then placed it back on top of the hole after filling it in. She stood on that spot and faced the towering rocks. She looked up, then down, as if watching something move. She looked closer and closer at the ground toward her feet, and then … she disappeared in an instant. I was shocked, shook my head, and blinked. Where did she go? There was no place to go. 
I walked out from the trees and looked around. There was no trace of her. I went to where she stood and saw the rock she dug up. I took it because it was the only thing left for me to remember my mom. It was the last thing she touched, and now I was holding it.
After a short time, I walked back to the city, clutching the rock and pondering what I had just witnessed. I wished someone else had been there so I could talk to them about it. As I passed back through the gate in the wall, I remembered my mother’s words: I want you to remain friends with Lydia for support and maybe even some explanation in the future. I then headed back into Constantinople to talk with Lydia. 
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“Well, folks, it's getting close to the time for Leah to return.” Weissman twisted around in his chair. “How much longer, Robbie?”
“About two minutes. Better get outside to greet her.”
“Let's go out,” Dr. Weissman said.
Leah’s parents were both visibly nervous. “Leah wasn’t kidding when she said we would not be getting over her leaving by the time she returns,” her dad said. The Salzbergs stayed close together as they exited the big tent and headed over to the smaller one. They stood hugging each other as if they expected an explosion. 
“Keep in mind that Leah will instantaneously appear in the same way that she left.”
Robbie called out from inside the big tent. “One more minute to go, Dr. Weissman.”
Weissman looked the parents directly in the eyes. “Please brace yourself for your daughter returning as an eighty-year-old woman. And…” he paused, “… there is a chance she will not return at all. She could have died earlier in life or somehow missed her return window. But I think those two things are unlikely.”
“Okay, here we go,” Robbie began the countdown. “Ten, nine, eight, seven, six …” Leah's parents held each other close, bracing themselves for the shock of their lives. “… five, four, three, two, one.” Instantly, Leah appeared. She stood there as a sophisticated, grey-haired woman, noticeably shorter than the Leah they had watched disappear twenty minutes earlier. For a moment, neither Leah nor her parents could move, gazing at each other in near disbelief. For Leah, it had been a lifetime since she saw her parents. Tears filled her eyes. To her parents, their beautiful, young daughter was now an older, wiser, more experienced woman who probably knew more about life than anyone else in that moment. 
The three of them instinctively rushed to each other and hugged for several minutes, crying and baring their souls in unclear, muffled words. Leah’s mom pulled back to see Leah's face. She placed her hands on her cheeks and said, “My little girl has come home a wise old woman.”
Leah wiped the tears from her face and said, “Well, at least I don’t have any makeup to smear,” which made her mom laugh and cry at the same time. “I so missed both of you. It has been so long,” she said as the three remained hugging. “I thought about you every day, and sometimes I even wished I had not gone, but I always knew I had done the right thing.”
“We're just glad to have you back, honey,” her dad added, holding on like he never wanted to lose her again. Robbie and Sandra watched from the door of the large tent, always amazed when they witnessed time-travel returns. Dr. Weissman stood at a careful distance, allowing them to have their precious moments together.
Finally, they all looked over at Dr. Weissman and asked through their tear-stained eyes, “Now what?”
He had seen that look before in other time travelers and just said, “Let’s go inside and get reacquainted.” As they approached the big tent, Weissman said, “Leah, you now have a whole lifetime of experiences to share with us and the world.”
“I do, indeed,” she said in her older-woman voice, something her parents were still adjusting to, as they entered the tent and sat down. “Funny, this setting seems so long ago to me, yet for all of you it was so brief.”
“This is one of the odd quirks of time travel,” remarked Weissman. “It is like no other experience in life.”
“I can testify to that,” said Leah. “It’s going to take some time for me to sort this all out.”
“That’s normal. And everyone, so far, has made this adjustment in reasonable amounts of time.”
“Oh, we have so many questions for you,” her mom said. “We can hardly wait to hear all about it.”
“I have a lot to tell you, and it will take a long time.”
“We’re in no hurry,” her dad said. “We're just so happy to have you back, and we are so proud of you. I hope it turned out as well as you hoped.”
“It was better, Dad. I learned so much. Over the years, I experienced so many things that confirmed everything you both taught me growing up. I so wanted you to be there so I could tell you all about it.”
“Well, you’re here now, and we can't wait to learn about all you experienced,” said her mom.
Leah placed one hand on her mom’s and the other on her dad’s. “Oh, and you're going to love this. I had a daughter!”
“Oh, I wish we could have met her,” her mom said.
“Well, if what you taught me about God and eternity, then someday you will. She is waiting for us somewhere until we get to join her, right?”
“Oh, yes, my dear, for sure.”
“Count on it,” her dad added.
Leah and her parents looked at each other for a few silent moments, taking it all in and pondering what it all meant. Dr. Weissman finally broke the silence. “Well, young lady …”
Leah interrupted. “Uh, Doc, you’re gonna have to get a new tag for me. That one quit working about ten minutes ago.” Everyone laughed.
“Okay. My dear, distinguished, classy, wise older lady …”
“That’s much better.”
“… do you feel that you completed your mission as we defined it before you left?”
“Oh, absolutely. I worked my way up through the ranks of government, just as you predicted, and accomplished more than I ever dreamed possible. Your advice to stay humble and fit into the culture, especially as a woman, was key. I outsmarted them!”
“That’s great. Somehow, I knew you would,” said Weissman.
“I fulfilled the quest of my master’s Thesis, and that of my mission in ways I never could have in a library or part of a historical society. I discovered so many things, firsthand, that explain how and why the 4th-century Roman Empire started out so tolerant and ended up, sixty years later, in tyranny, so controlling and demanding.”
The table became silent. Weissman and her two parents looked at each other, confused. “But honey,” her mom gently said, “that wasn’t your mission, and that wasn’t the theme of your thesis.”
Now Leah looked confused. She sat up straight in her chair. “What do you mean? Surely you could not forget my mission and thesis in just twenty minutes. It's all there in my file.” Leah pointed to the file folder lying on the table, where she had left it. 
Dr. Weissman, looking concerned, reached over and pulled the folder toward him. He looked over at the parents as he slowly opened it. “Here is the mission statement,” he said, handing it to Leah. “Notice what it says and the title of your master’s Thesis that we included.”
Leah took the paper and began reading the mission statement, also noticing the title of her thesis at the bottom of the page. She slowly laid the page on the table, her jaw half-dropped. “Is this a joke? This is not funny, and it is no way to welcome me home.”
Her parents looked at Dr. Weissman for an explanation. “No, sweetie,” her mom said. “This is no joke. We just went through this with you twenty minutes ago. We couldn’t forget in that short time, and your mission statement proves it. Perhaps you have forgotten over the sixty years you were gone.”
“That's not possible,” said Leah. “I went there knowing clearly what my mission was, and I thought about it and worked on it every day.  This is crazy.” Leah leaned back in her chair. Weissman and her parents sat in awkward silence. Leah picked up the paper and read it again. “What's this nonsense about traveling back in time to discover who wrote some ancient manuscript? And it says here that the title of my master’s Thesis is "Determining the Authorship of Obscure Manuscripts in the 4th-Century Roman Empire." That is not what I researched and wrote!” Leah leaned back again in her chair and pondered what she had just read for almost a minute. “Am I going crazy or something?” She turned to Dr. Weissman. “Can this be a side-effect of time travel?”
“We have had a few minor differences in people after time traveling,” Dr. Weissman said, “but nothing as severe as this. You have absolutely no recollection of what we are claiming to be true?”
“No, nothing,” said Leah. “And it's not like I can’t remember anything; Instead, I have a clear, detailed account in my mind of a completely different set of facts. I remember researching and writing my thesis, and I remember the invitation letter you sent me that initiated my interviews with NTTA.”
Dr. Weissman and the parents looked at each other again, stunned. “Uh, that’s not what happened,” said Weissman very carefully. “You sent us a letter, asking to be considered for a time-travel mission to the 4th century.”
“I did no such thing!” said Leah indignantly.
“Would you like to see it?” Weissman asked. Fear overcame Leah. “It’s right here in your file.” 
Leah answered hesitantly and quietly, “Yes.”
As Weissman handed Leah the letter, her mom spoke up. “I remember proofreading your letter for you before you sent it in.” Leah almost didn’t hear her mother. She could only stare at the letter as she took it and started reading. “Wow, it sure looks like I really wanted to chase down the author of this manuscript.”
Leah’s dad spoke up. “Honey, don’t you remember how much you loved that manuscript? You used to say, It speaks to me; I so connect with it; I wonder who wrote it.”
“And that was the line in the conclusion of your thesis that caught the eye of the NTTA committee,” said her mom, “that you wished you could somehow go back in time and meet the author.”
“I did? Are you sure?”
“Yes, my dear, I am. I was there.”
Leah let out a big sigh of frustrated acceptance. “Okay, Mom, if you say so. I know you would never lie to me.”
“Never, sweetie.”
“Robbie, Sandra, let’s pack up and get out of here,” said Weissman. “We have a space taxi to catch in half an hour.”

Dr. Weissman, Leah, and her parents all boarded the space taxi for their 90-minute trip home to New York City. After settling in and buckling their seat belts, Leah asked, “Any ideas, Doc? I'm a bit confused.”
“Yes, I do have one, and it just came to me on our drive over here to the spaceport. As soon as we get through our blastoff and are cruising in space, I'll tell you more.”
“Okay,” said Leah as she felt and heard the rocket engines roar, slowly lifting their capsule, then suddenly accelerating. “Wow!” Leah shouted over the roar of the rocket engines. “I haven’t experienced this kind of thrill for sixty years.” Weissman and her parents just smiled.
As the downward pressure on their seats eased and gave way to a slight sense of weightlessness, Dr. Weissman continued his theory. “As I said earlier today, when we were talking in the tent, we’ve had a few people who’ve returned and remembered small things differently from those who waited for them. But eventually, in a few weeks, they started remembering things in the new way. But none of them traveled as long as you did. You are our longest time traveler, so far. Another interesting thing is that they could eventually remember the past both ways. The old way of remembering never fully left them. I guess time will tell with you.”
“Well, for now, I'm only remembering what I know I did before I left. So, what’s your theory, Doc?”
“It’s a little wild, but I think it's a very real possibility, and it would explain everything without anyone being mistaken or crazy.”
“I'm listening,” said Leah.
“I think it's possible that you really did experience everything you remember, but then during your sixty years in the past you did something to alter the future from that time onward, and that’s why we remember things differently.”
“So maybe I'm not crazy?”
Weissman shook his head side to side and smiled. “I think not. Can you think of anything you did that could trigger this kind of change?”
“No, I just went about, day by day, month by month, and year by year, trying to fulfill my mission as I knew it. I was always very careful to not do anything that could change the future.” Leah stared off into space, pondering. But after a few moments, she looked over at Dr. Weissman. “Do you have a copy of this ancient manuscript that I'm supposed to be so enamored with?”
“Yeah, let me get it out of my briefcase.” He reached down and pulled out a spiral-bound, 8x11 copy of the original manuscript, written in Greek. “Here it is.” 
Leah opened it to the first page and began silently reading it. Part 1: Before Birth. Chapter One (312 AD). In 312 AD, about twenty-five years before I was born, Constantine the Great rose to power. He stood by the Tiber River, close enough to smell it. “Starts out good,” said Leah. “But what’s this Before Birth thing? Before the author's birth?” She looked over at Dr. Weissman. “Hey, if I went back to find some obscure author, how come I didn't find him?”
“It’s a her,” her mother said gently. “Part of your attraction to the manuscript was that it seemed to be written by a woman in the 4th-century, which was rare.”
Leah browsed through more pages for several minutes. She got up to chapter three and read carefully for another five minutes. Weissman and her parents found it hard not to watch her turn pages, her eyes moving across each page with great anticipation. She suddenly closed the book, sat back in her seat, and chuckled, smiling widely. 
Weissman looked at her and asked, “Did you remember something?”
“What is it, honey?” her mother asked.
Leah pointed at the manuscript on her lap. “These are my notes! Oh, my. She did it!”
“Who?” her dad asked. 
“My daughter! I left her my journal, which I had kept all my life, and told her to maybe write a book or something.” She held up the manuscript. “Where was this found?”
“You of all people should know,” said Weissman. “You found it hidden in the basement of the Church of Hagia Irene while researching your master’s thesis on location in Istanbul. Don’t you remember we drove by the church on our way to your departure site just an hour or so ago? This is exactly why this site was chosen for your time-travel departure.”
“Oh, this is crazy,” said Leah. “But I’m sure glad to find out I'm not crazy.”
“We're about to land, so buckle up,” Dr. Weissman said. “Why don’t you keep the manuscript for a day or so, and we can talk more then.”
Leah held the manuscript close, hugging it like it was her daughter. “Okay, I will.”
“Leah?” her mom said. “Your room is exactly as you left it. The bed is still unmade from this morning.”
Leah blinked several times as a tear came to her wise, old eyes. “It’s been so long for me, almost like another lifetime.”
“Well, we're so glad you're home, and you’ve got to tell us everything that happened, especially about your daughter.”
“She is your granddaughter!” she immediately replied. “It is now hard for me to fathom that she has been dead and gone for over sixteen hundred years and is now just a little-known historical figure.”
“Oh,” said Weissman, “I think when you finish reading her manuscript and find out what kind of stir she created in modern historical circles, you will appreciate her all the more.”
“Really?” said Leah cocking her head slightly.
“Oh, yes. You’ve got quite a reading journey in front of you.”
Leah held the manuscript even closer.

A few days later, Leah and the Salzbergs met with Dr. Weissman at the NTTA institute. He opened the waiting room door and welcomed them into his office. The three of them took the seats they had sat in the last time they met there, and Weissman walked around his desk and sat in his high-back chair. He leaned back. “Well, did you finish the manuscript?”
“I sure did,” said Leah. “You're right, my Abigail became quite a star, and what an amazing writing job she did. I am so proud of her. I wish I could see her now or have brought her back with me.”
“As you know, the technology does not allow that, not yet anyway. But consider what would happen if you did. It might not be best for her, and more importantly, she would never have accomplished all she did. You would have robbed her of, perhaps, her greatest joy in life.”
“Hmmm… I never thought of that. So, okay, I’m glad it worked out as it did.”
“Perhaps it is some kind of destiny?” asked Weissman.
Leah thought for a moment. “Yes, perhaps.”
“So, tell me what you learned by reading your daughter's manuscript.”
“Well, first of all, my daughter learned a lot after I departed and became her own person. I think she went on without me and lived a satisfying life. That is so good to know.”
“And, honey,” said Mrs. Salzberg, “How many mothers get to see, or find out, what happens to their child after they're gone? You have been specially blessed among all parents.”
“And…” added Mr. Salzberg, “We will most likely see how you finish your days in this life, which will be a special blessing for us.”
Leah smiled through her wrinkles with a graciousness that is only seen in a sophisticated, wise older woman. “Perhaps you will be ushering me through my final years in the same way I would have done for you had I not taken my time-travel journey.”
“We're always here for you, my dear,” said her mother, who now looked more like her daughter and was about the same age as Abigail when Leah departed.
“All of this is so strange, and back when I ventured out on my mission, I had no idea that any of this would happen.”
“That’s okay,” said her dad, “Life is always like that – unpredictable. Had you stayed, you would have lived a very different life here, and we would be having quite a different kind of conversation sometime in the distant future.” Leah smiled and nodded.
After a few moments of silence, Dr. Weissman said, “Uh, Leah,” changing the subject, “how do you feel about the time-travel wrinkle you’ve seemed to experience?” 
“I have given that a lot of thought; I have more questions than answers.”
“Would you like to talk about it?”
“Yes, I would. I need to understand what happened and why, if I can. I was so careful all my life to avoid any ill effects on the future I knew I would one day return to. But it looks like I somehow failed.”
Dr. Weissman responded. “I'm not so sure it’s a failure as much as an unavoidable side effect of time travel into the past, especially in your case, having been gone for so long. We have seen other small time-travel effects before, but they were all short-duration. Your mission was by far the longest we've conducted. This is all part of our research, and what you have experienced will be of great importance to future missions.”
“What I don’t understand,” asked Leah, “is how I can have a memory of experiences and events so different from those that all of you remember. How is it possible that my mission statement, tucked into a folder, sitting on the table in the tent, could change within a 20-minute period of time for all of you?”
“Well…” Weissman paused. “It never changed for us. All we know and experience is our reality now. The other reality never happened for us.”
“Are you saying that I, too, experienced what you all remember, even though I don’t remember it? I remember writing a master’s thesis on the change from tolerance to tyranny in the 4th century, not some other thesis. Yet, when I got home, I found the copy of my thesis, and it was all about a woman bearing my name in the 4th century. How can this be?”
“Though perhaps hard to understand, it's actually quite simple. Though you were careful all your years not to disturb anything in history, your very presence, giving birth to a daughter, teaching her, and encouraging her to write something – all of this had a huge effect on the future from that time onward. I don’t know what prompted her to hide her manuscript in the Church of Hagia Irene, but by some providence or amazing coincidence, you found it. That changed your life, your focus, and the topic you chose for your thesis. You were indirectly choosing it for yourself without knowing it. So, in our present reality, what you set in motion, we all experienced something different than you once did.”
Leah put her hands up on her forehead. “This is crazy.”
“Actually, it’s the only thing that makes sense to explain what you are experiencing. Let me ask you this: Have you had any remembrance of this other reality that we all claim you’ve had?”
Leah paused, then looked over at Weissman. “You know, I have had a few flashbacks that are different from what I normally remember. They are brief and occasional, but yes, I do have some that match what you have all been telling me. But I've been ignoring them.”
“If my theory about time-travel wrinkles is correct, my guess is that remembrances will come more often and clearer as time goes on. You will eventually transition over to the new reality you unintentionally created for yourself until the old reality is completely erased.”
“But I don’t want to forget my past, my childhood, and my thesis the way I know it to be.”
“I don’t think you will have a choice. The transition must happen because you set it in motion. However, after it is complete, you will have a new set of memories, and they will be just as happy as the old ones.”
“Oh, this is heavy, Doc,” said Leah, trying hard to take it all in.
To lighten the moment, Mr. Salzberg said, “Hey, that’s exactly what Marty said to Doc Brown in Back to the Future when he thought he was stuck in 1955.”
Leah looked at her dad and could not help but laugh. “You know that is one of my favorite movies. I guess that line was hidden somewhere inside me, just waiting for a chance to come out.” Everyone laughed, and the room became less intense. “I guess I’ll just have to accept this and see what happens. Wow, this is kind of like being old, having Alzheimer’s, and slowly losing my memory.”
“Yes, in a way it is,” said the Doctor, “except that it is being replaced with a better and more accurate memory that you will cherish the rest of your life.”
“Yes, but I wonder how long I will live. I'm still in pretty good health, so I give myself another decade.” The Salzbergs looked at Leah with loving eyes, so happy she had returned and could fulfill her dreams by witnessing history firsthand from a front-row seat.
“I think that’s the best mindset you can have, and it means you will have plenty of time to write about all you’ve experienced and then submit it to the historical society as you were commissioned to do. Something tells me you are going to be a star and will influence many others with all you have learned.”
Leah smiled and reached for her copy of the manuscript. “Let me read for you how my daughter ended her book; this means the world to me and explains just about everything: Finally, to all my suspicious critics of this written account of my life and those who are bothered by the many strange claims made throughout my writings, I have only this to say in my defense. I include these strange occurrences and descriptions only because I got them from a trusted source: a woman who was my mother's friend before she departed this life. This woman has been like a sister to me and has helped me write this book and think things through. I do not fully understand everything she has told me, but I am confident that she has told me the truth as she knows it. Her contributions were key to completing the picture of what I have written, and my book would be incomplete without her help. Her name is Lydia.”
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This book presents the historical religious events of the 4th-century Roman Empire, particularly the long, drawn-out, sixty-year conflict between the Arians (subordinationists) and the Nicenes (Trinitarians).
This was the most difficult book I have written, but it was also my most interesting and satisfying accomplishment. I was pulled into 4th-century study about fifteen years ago while reading Harnack’s seven-volume History of Dogma. I was amazed at how much was going on from 325 to 381, especially how intense, vicious, and adversarial it was, considering it was the Christians of that day and age.
My biggest challenge was to select just a few events from the many that occurred during that sixty-year period to clearly tell the story of how the Roman Empire went from tolerance to tyranny in pretty much one long generation. After being overwhelmed by the complex history of fighting each other and engaging with the succession of emperors in the thorny affairs of the Christian church, I realized I needed to carefully choose key moments to help tell the story in my novel. This took several frustrating years. Eventually, time travel emerged as a powerful vehicle for telling the story of the 4th-century Roman Empire as it related to the Christian faith.
[bookmark: _Toc229590800]My goal was to inform readers (especially Christians) about what is seldom known: how church and state combined in a way that was disastrous for the world until the Enlightenment came along to semi-break that spell. Unfortunately, we still fight this battle today. The Founding Fathers of the United States were fully aware of the dangers (probably more than most Americans are today) and built freedom of and from religion into the Constitution. Both are important. But I also realized that history, interesting as it is to me, is not at the top of most people's lists. So my hope is that by combining history with an engaging story, more people will learn about history that should never be forgotten.

Resources

Listed below are almost sixty books I read or used as references over many years while preparing to write this novel. Twenty of these books, shown in bold, were particularly helpful. If you want to learn more about the 4th century and its impact on us today, I recommend these twenty books.
My earliest and most surprising exposure to the chaos of the 4th century came from reading volumes 4 and 5 of Harnack's seven-volume set, History of Dogma. I had no idea of how severe and intense the fighting was within the Christian church. I was always told the sanitized version of church history in my Baptist Church upbringing and at seminary. Learning the full story gave me a new, more accurate perspective. From then on, I learned to follow the facts wherever they led.
The second most helpful book that I read early on was Charles Freeman’s AD 381 Heretics, Pagans, and the Dawn of the Monotheistic State. What an eye-opener! And, of course, 381 AD was the year of the Council of Constantinople, when the Roman government finally and fully declared and imposed the doctrine of the Trinity on the church. This paved the way for future control and tyranny by the Roman Catholic church of the Middle Ages. 
Lewis Ayres's Nicaea and Its Legacy was yet another helpful book early in my search for a better understanding of my own Christian faith. The other books followed, adding to my growing knowledge. 
Finally, R.P.C. Hanson’s huge 931-page book, The Search for the Christian Doctrine of God, was the most complete work I read on 4th-century Christianity. Nearly everyone who has written on this subject since Hanson published it in 1988 has referenced it. 
One last book that is basically my time-travel book (without the time travel) and is a great blow-by-blow historical source is When Jesus Became God by Richard E. Rubenstein.

· The Complete Works of St. Ambrose (11 Books): Cross-Linked to the Bible.  Saint Ambrose
· Athanasius: The Coherence of his Thought (Routledge Early Church Monographs).  Anatolios, Khaled
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