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This one is for my lovely wife, 

Our three terrific sons 

And wonderful daughter. 

 



  



 

 

 

 

 

 

In Memory of 

My Aunt Ruth; who, in my young, somewhat 

turbulent years, instilled in me a deep and abiding 

love for the written word: a gift beyond price. 

Go gently my Aunt in peace and love 
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Introduction 

HE Verres Letter, a codex, written by Julian 

Verres two thousand years ago: He narrates 

his life, he speaks of the Jeshua Testament and why he 

journeyed to the edge of empire, Britain; in particular, 

Whitby, a North Yorkshire coastal town of surpassing 

charm. Verres remained in Whitby and when finally he 

breathed his last; his remains, along with the codex 

and the mysterious Jeshua Testament were laid to rest 

in a burial chamber cut into the side of a hill. The 

entrance was sealed and hidden behind a wall of earth 

and stones that came in time, to meld into the 

surrounding countryside. In the distance, a high, flat 

topped hill towered over the town facing towards the 

sea. The tumbled stones of an old megalithic circle 

crowned the hill. Legend has it that a twin spiral not 

unlike a double helix mounted on a block of blue 

granite stood in the centre of the ring of stones, symbol 

of the universal divine that has no name the very font 

and source of life. Oddly the early Greeks, a thousand 
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years before Homer immortalised Achilles, also revered 

the double helix the symbol, they claimed, of life. 

In July 1959 the Verres Letter made a brief 

public appearance. At that time it was in the 

possession of Whites (of London) Antiquarian Society 

(1784-1962) who, for reasons unknown, declared the 

Verres Letter to be a forgery. Regrettably the society’s 

unsupported declaration was accepted as a statement 

of fact effectively killing off any stir of interest. The 

letter was soon forgotten. The Jeshua Testament no 

more than a figment of the author’s imagination and no 

doubt someone, somewhere breathed easier for its 

being discredited but; sometimes the written word for 

all it lays hidden for thousands of years has a curious 

way of revealing itself. 

To clear an inordinate accumulation of debt 

Whites held a private (invitation only) auction of their 

splendid collection of documents, books, coins and 

general curios from the four corners of the globe. The 

letter was one of a packet of parchments put up for 
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auction that carried no provenance, or at least none the 

society cared to reveal. 

The packet (lot no 173) was bought by an 

unnamed collector. A few days later he set about 

authenticating the Verres Letter. Seemingly money was 

no object. Also, in hindsight it appears the collector was 

convinced of the letter’s authenticity before he 

purchased the packet. 

HE parchments (Verres Codex) were subject 

to an exhaustive battery of tests by no less 

than three individual laboratories using cutting edge 

technology, materials analysis, language specialists 

and so on. The cost of which would make a strong man 

weep. Each centre independently returned the same 

result. There were no mistakes, no misplaced or 

contaminated samples, no misinterpretation of 

findings. The laboratories were hired to do a job and 

neither knew nor cared what century they dealt with. 

Once the mind boggling bill was paid that was that. 

The parchment returned a date placing it 

squarely in the 1st Century AD, in accordance with 
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1st Century technology, (2nd Century technology offering 

a much thinner, smoother, whiter writing surface.) 

1st Century AD parchment has a rough, grainy texture 

more grey than white, also much thicker so one could 

scrape the surface clean and use the same piece over 

and over again until it was quite literally worn out. We 

are not talking about paper you understand but of 

animal skin aka parchment. The process involved in 

producing high quality parchment was complex, lengthy 

and very expensive. Cheap parchment was knocked out 

in sheets, long rolls or strips in large quantities over a 

period of seven days, high quality in about fourteen to 

twenty days. It was the actual whitening or bleaching 

process that proved lengthy along with the smoothing or 

flattening so to speak. 

Verres mentions a tomb in Kathmandu. Today the 

tomb is something of a tourist attraction, to others it is 

a sacred object. One should bear in mind that all too 

often the distant past is shaped and compartmentalised 

according to interlinking supposition of what the past 

should be (but generally is not) and of course the Verres 

Letter simply does not comply with any accepted scenario 
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of events claimed to have taken place two thousand 

years ago. Perhaps about all that can be said is that two 

thousand years ago in Whitby, North Yorkshire a man 

wrote a letter, the content as valid to the writer as he 

personally viewed the disclosure of events to be. 

The mystery deepens as we move on to George 

Worthington, followed finally by the Verres Letter. 

Here is what is known. He appears and 

disappears like a magic trick, like a magician’s sleight 

of hand, now you see it now you don’t. He was here and 

then he was not and no one really knows much of 

anything about him. But there is something, it isn’t 

much I’ll grant you but it’s better than nothing at  all 

you might say. 

EORGE Worthington was a wealthy 

landowner, a socially acceptable gentleman. 

He was said to own a prosperous estate not far from 

the city of York, a house in Regency Square, London 

and estates in Hampshire, Surrey and Kent. It was 

rumoured that his house in Regency Square was 

actually a gambling den for sporting gents. He was also 
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a serious antiquarian, a mild eccentric who paid silly 

money for information leading to the discovery of old, 

forgotten things. 

Worthington was described as a tall, swarthy man 

with dark, piercing eyes, the result so it was rumoured, 

of Spanish blood, not that anyone cared, he was polite, 

soft spoken and unfailingly generous to those who 

served him. He spoke Spanish and French with easy 

familiarity and could read in both Latin and Greek, 

though such was not uncommon amongst the educated 

elite of the time. He rode to hounds and was said to be 

a skilled swordsman. It was also rumoured, but never 

verified, that once upon a time he was in service to the 

crown. As for where he came by information concerning 

Verres burial chamber; who knows? 

URING the summer of 1784 Worthington 

leased a Gentleman’s Residence in the 

Whitby area and could be seen on most days tramping 

the nearby lanes and fields. He also let it be known that 

he would pay handsomely for information leading to 

the discovery of ancient ruins, burial mounds and 
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much of anything to do with the location of an old 

monastery; that according to local legend, once stood 

on the edge of the Moors. However his main search area 

was within sight of the skeletal ruin of an old abbey 

high on a flat crowned hill facing the sea. 

As summer faded into autumn and the cool, blue 

days gave way to winter storms sweeping in from the 

sea, Worthington took up permanent residence in 

Whitby. Known to be a wealthy eccentric his decision 

occasioned no surprise. He likes the peace and quiet of 

the countryside, the local gentry opined over cups of 

mulled wine. Must do, one wag exclaimed, he’s damn 

near walked my fields flat. 

ORTHINGTON knew what he was looking 

for, of that we can be certain, therefore by 

extension he must also have known that the Verres 

Letter was hidden inside Verres’ tomb, all he had to do 

was find it. 

1785-86 passed by without a ripple and then as 

the French Revolution gathered momentum across the 

water (1787) Worthington was not seen by his house 
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servants for two days. He reappeared on the third day, 

dusty and dishevelled but otherwise unharmed. The 

following day he handed each of his servants six months 

pay, walked out to his stables and with the stable hands 

looking on in stunned surprise, he saddled a chestnut 

stallion, mounted and rode off without a backward 

glance. He was never seen again. Later that same year, 

it is said that a copy of the Verres Letter found its way 

into the private collection of an unnamed antiquarian 

residing in York who later sold it on to Jacob Hessey a 

dealer in old maps, books and miscellaneous bric-a-

brac close by St Peters square, London. From whom, it 

is assumed, White’s Antiquarian Society purchased it. 

Today the Verres Letter is held in a private 

collection. As for the Jeshua Testament, I regret that at 

the time of writing, there is nothing I may add. Perhaps 

like the so called lost gospels one day it will reveal itself. 

Roy E Edwards 

 




