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INTRODUCTION
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The purpose of every book is to encourage searching, not finding, regardless of its type and content. The reader and the book create a specific relationship in which many things are intertwined. It is a world of fantasy or truth, while at the same time, java resists. In this storm, the book helps the reader to find his own peace and orderly balance of his urge to search. And this is because it is a very slow medium; it can drag on forever. The book is a diary of the reader's ambitions, conscious or unconscious, but in any case, it is about him.

The writer does not know what his book is for. The book is definitely different from what he thinks. The point is that the writers only breathe life into the book; they are its servants, and their purpose is to send it out into the world. Then, the book continues its journey of provoking, caressing, or maybe kissing to make you question your own aggression, meaning, or curiosity through your relationship with the reader.
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The palace no longer breathed as it once had, its vitality extinguished not by siege or flame, but by a creeping, silent usurpation of its spirit. Its corridors—once alive with the vibrant pulse of royal command, the rich echo of laughter, and the fevered whisper of courtly conspiracies—now lay in a suffocating, tomb-like stillness. It was as though the very stones were listening, holding their breath. Waiting. Watching for the inevitable shift in the foundations of power.

Nathan, the prophet whose senses were attuned to the currents of heaven and the machinations of men, knew it in his bones before any formal tidings reached his ears. Power had shifted. This transition was not announced with the clarion call of trumpets, nor was it sealed with the public flourish of royal decrees. No—this kind of power moved like a shadow at dusk, subtle and inexorable, lengthening quietly across the land until, without fanfare, it swallowed the last of the light. He found Bathsheba, the queen mother, in a secluded chamber, her figure rigid by a narrow window, as though she had been carved from the very substance of fear itself. She did not turn immediately when he entered, her gaze fixed on some unseen horizon. That stillness, that profound hesitation, told him everything he needed to know.

“Have you not heard?” 

Nathan asked, his voice low, but sharpened with an urgency that barely concealed the alarm beneath. 

“Adonijah... has crowned himself. Even now, he holds a feast and proclaims his reign.”

The words fell between them like a honed blade, severing the last fragile thread of peace.

Bathsheba turned slowly, as if moving against a great weight. Her eyes, dark pools of intelligence and sorrow, revealed not surprise—but a dread fulfilled, a long-held nightmare made manifest. 

“David?” she asked, the single word encompassing a world of questions about the king’s knowledge, his consent, his very will.

Nathan’s prolonged silence was answer enough, more eloquent than any denial.

A tremor passed through her—not outwardly, not visibly to the casual observer—but deep within her spirit, like the final, fatal cracking of something long strained to its limit. 

“He knows nothing,” Nathan said, offering a fragile possibility. “Or perhaps...” 

He hesitated, choosing his next words with surgical care, each one a precise instrument. 

“He knows—and cannot, or will not, act.”

The implication lingered in the air between them, poisonous and thick.

Nathan stepped closer, the space shrinking to one of conspiracy and last resort. 

“Listen to me carefully. This is no mere ambition of a proud prince. It is a sentence—one already spoken in the courts of ambition and envy, though not yet carried out by the executioner.” 

His gaze fixed on hers, unyielding. 

“If Adonijah sits firmly upon that throne, you and your son Solomon will not live to see another dawn. You will be the first obstacles he removes.”

Now she moved.

Not with the fluttering panic of a startled bird—but with the terrifying, cold precision of someone who understands the exact shape and weight of death and chooses, instead, to outwit it. The maternal fear in her eyes hardened into a steely resolve.

“What must I do?” she asked, her voice now a thread of solid iron.

Nathan’s voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper, the words meant for her ears alone. 

“You must go to him. Remind the king of his sacred promise, sworn before the Lord. Force memory into a mind that illness and age are already pulling toward the grave. Speak of Solomon, your son. Speak of the oath. And while you speak...” 

His eyes flickered with something darker, a strategic fire. 

“I will come. I will follow you, and I will make your words impossible to ignore, to dismiss, to forget.”

The king’s private chamber reeked faintly of medicinal oil, aged parchment, and the slow, sweet decay of mortality. King David, the lion of Judah, lay diminished beneath layers of woolen coverings, his once-powerful frame now so reduced it was almost swallowed by the vastness of the very bed that had long symbolized his dominion. His breath came in uneven, shallow rasps, as though each inhale required a weary negotiation with death itself.

At his side stood Abishag the Shunammite, the young woman who attended his needs, silent and watchful—more a sentinel guarding a relic than a mere servant.

When Bathsheba entered, the very air in the room changed, charged with a history of passion, scandal, loss, and love.

David’s eyes, clouded and distant, opened slowly, as though dragged back from some indistinct, shadowed place. He saw her—a familiar form—but did he truly recognize the woman, or the momentous weight she now carried?

She fell to the ground before him, bowing low in protocol, her forehead nearly touching the cold stone floor. The posture was one of utter submission—but the moment itself, the calculated intrusion, was an act of political war.

“What is it you want?” David asked, his voice brittle as old parchment, thin and uncertain.

Bathsheba lifted her head, allowing the dim light to catch the sheen of desperate tears she had not quite shed.

“My lord,” she began, and her voice trembled—but only just enough to convey vulnerability, not weakness. “You swore to me, your servant, an oath by the Lord your God... ‘Solomon your son shall reign after me, and he shall sit upon my throne.’ Before God Himself, you swore it.”

David’s brow furrowed in confusion. The past, a tangled web of vows and affections, stirred uneasily behind his eyes.

“But now, my lord the king,” she continued, her words gaining strength, weaving personal urgency with calculated, political restraint, “Adonijah has declared himself king, and you, my lord the king, do not know it. He feasts even now, sacrificing oxen and fattened cattle in abundance. He has called all your sons, and the commanders of the army, and Abiathar the priest. See, they are with him now, celebrating. They cry, ‘Long live King Adonijah!’”

She paused. Not for breath—but for the dreadful effect of her next words.

“But he did not call me, your servant, or Zadok the priest, or Benaiah son of Jehoiada, or your servant Solomon.” Another measured silence, letting the exclusion sink in as evidence of malice. “And now, my lord the king, the eyes of all Israel are upon you, waiting for you to declare who shall sit on the throne after you. Otherwise, when my lord the king sleeps with his fathers, I and my son Solomon will be counted as offenders, as traitors to be disposed of.”

There it was. Not merely a plea for remembrance—but a stark, survivalist truth laid bare. The death that hovered in the room was not David’s alone; it was theirs, imminent and violent.

And then, as if summoned by the very gravity of her accusation—

“Nathan the prophet is here.”

The announcement from a servant cut through the chamber’s thick tension like a crack of thunder.

Nathan entered with deliberate, performative humility, bowing low before the bed. Yet his presence, austere and charged with prophetic authority, filled the space with a weight that neither the king’s age nor his weakness could diminish.

“My lord the king,” he began, his tone measured and respectful, but carrying an unmistakable undercurrent of urgent, almost accusatory clarity. “Have you said, ‘Adonijah shall reign after me, and he shall sit on my throne’? For today he has gone down and sacrificed great numbers of oxen and fattened cattle. He has invited all the king’s sons, the commanders of the army, and Abiathar the priest. Even now they feast before him, and they shout, ‘Long live King Adonijah!’”

Each word tightened the invisible net of reality around the fading king.

“But I, your servant,” Nathan continued, his voice softening slightly, though the sharp edge of implication remained, “and Zadok the priest, and Benaiah son of Jehoiada, and your servant Solomon—he did not invite. Has this thing been done by my lord the king, and you have not told your servants who should sit on the throne after you?”

The question hung in the stale air like a verdict waiting only to be spoken aloud, the final prompt to a dormant sovereignty.

David’s breathing grew heavier, laboring now not just with sickness but with the colossal effort of re-engaging a world he had let slip away.

In that moment, the richly appointed room seemed to close in upon itself—the walls tightening, the shadows in the corners lengthening like grasping hands. The glorious past, the sacred promise, the present betrayal—all converged upon a single, fragile point of crisis: a dying king, his mind adrift, and a crown already slipping from his feeble grasp.

And somewhere beyond those stone walls, unseen but ever-present in the mind’s ear, the sound of distant celebration echoed—a false king being crowned in the deceptive light of a feast, while the true order trembled in the quiet darkness of a sickroom. 
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The chamber was thick with the scent of lamp oil and the faint, sweet decay of cedar paneling—an aroma like an old forest slowly turning to dust. It was the smell of a room that had witnessed too much history, as though the very walls, steeped in years of prayer and conspiracy, had begun to remember the approach of death.

King David lay propped upon a mound of cushions that had long since surrendered to the weight of his illness, conforming not to the form of his body but to the hollows left by its decline. His breathing was a ragged, uneven rhythm: each inhalation a fragile negotiation with a body that had forgotten how to live easily, each exhalation a quiet surrender that was, for now, still postponed. The torch flames along the walls trembled without cause, for no draft stirred the heavy air of the sealed room. Beyond the door, the palace itself seemed to breathe in murmurs—a low, ceaseless hum of rumors that circled like scavengers awaiting a fall.

Inside the chamber, silence reigned. But it was not the silence of tranquility. It was the dense, listening silence of a held breath, of a space where every unspoken word gathered weight.

“Call in Bathsheba.”

The command broke from the king’s lips like an object dragged upward from some deep, interior well—a depth he no longer possessed the strength to sound. A servant stationed near the door hesitated, just a heartbeat too long, and David’s eyes, clouded yet still keen, flickered toward him. In that brief glance lingered something terrible and remembered: the remnant of a king who had outlived giants, betrayals, wars, and even the gradual mercy of time itself.

Bathsheba entered not with the procession of a queen, but with the grave caution of a witness summoned to a trial.

She moved with deliberate care, measuring each step against the invisible tension that stretched taut between the walls. Her face was a mask of royal composure, but her eyes—her eyes betrayed a calculation honed by fear. She knew what stirred in the sunlit courtyards beyond these walls. She had heard the whispers, carried on careful tongues, of Adonijah’s ascent—of a feast at En Rogel, of a quiet, brazen crowning that had unfolded like a crime committed in a daylight no one yet dared to name aloud.

She stopped at the foot of the great bed, a respectful distance that felt like a chasm.

David looked at her as though pulling her image from a great distance, through layers of memory and pain, as though she were both vividly present and already fading into the archives of his past.

Then he spoke again, and his voice changed.

“As surely as the Lord lives...”

It steadied—not with the vigor of health, but with the iron resolve of a man fastening armor over mortal wounds.

“...who has delivered me out of every trouble...”

Bathsheba’s breath caught subtly in her
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