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The Dreamer in the Desert: 

––––––––
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Chapter 1: The Coat of Many Colors

The sun was setting over the hills of Canaan, painting the sky in shades of orange and purple, but even the sunset wasn’t as bright as what Jacob was holding in his hands.

Jacob, an old man with a beard as white as a cloud, stood outside his tent with a grin so wide it wrinkled his eyes. "Joseph! Come here, my boy!" he shouted.

Joseph, who was seventeen and full of energy, came skidding around the corner. Chasing him was Barki, the family’s sheepdog. Barki was a good dog, but he had one ear that stood up and one that flopped down, and he frequently tripped over his own paws.

"I’m here, Father!" Joseph panted, dusting off his tunic. "Barki and I were practicing our herding. Well, I was herding. Barki was mostly barking at a rock."

Jacob chuckled and hid something behind his back. "I have a surprise for you, Joseph. I know you work hard... well, mostly hard. And I love you very much."

With a flourish, Jacob revealed the gift. It was a coat. But it wasn't just a coat; it was a textile explosion. It had stripes of ruby red, ocean blue, emerald green, and a yellow so bright it hurt to look at it directly. It had sleeves long enough to hide snacks in and a collar that made Joseph look like a king.

"Wow!" Joseph gasped. He slid his arms into the sleeves. He spun around. The coat swished dramatically. "Look at me, Father! I look like a... like a walking rainbow!"

"You look like a prince," Jacob said softly, hugging him.

Just then, Joseph’s older brothers stomped into the camp. They were covered in dust, smelling like wet sheep and hard work. Reuben, the oldest, wiped sweat from his forehead. Simeon and Levi were arguing about who forgot the water skins.

They stopped dead in their tracks. They looked at Joseph spinning in his technicolor dream coat.

"Is that..." Simeon squinted. "Is that silk?"

"It’s gold thread!" Joseph beamed, completely missing the angry looks on their faces. "Look, brothers! Father had it made just for me! Doesn't it fit perfectly?"

Gad, another brother, whispered to Asher, "I’ve been wearing this same brown tunic for three years. It has a hole in the armpit."

"I have to use a rope to keep my pants up," Asher grumbled back.

Joseph pranced over to them, the coat flapping in the wind. Barki barked happily at the coat, thinking it was a giant toy. "Do you like it?" Joseph asked innocently.

The brothers didn't say a word. They just stared with eyes that looked like storm clouds. They hated the coat. But more than that, they hated that their father loved Joseph the best.

* Lesson to Learn: It is wonderful to receive gifts, but we must be careful not to show off, especially when others have less.

* Principle: Favoritism. Treating one person better than everyone else creates sadness and anger in a family.
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Chapter 2: The Strange Dreams
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A few mornings later, the family gathered for breakfast. It was a noisy affair. There was flatbread, goat cheese, and fresh milk. Eli, Uncle Laban’s old servant who had lived with the family for years, was pouring drinks. Eli was very wise, but his back hurt when it rained, and he had zero patience for nonsense.

Joseph sat down, still wearing his colorful coat (he refused to take it off, even to sleep). He looked excited. He grabbed a piece of bread and waved it in the air.

"Listen, listen! You’ll never guess what happened last night," Joseph announced, crumbs falling onto his bright sleeve.

Judah groaned into his cup. "Did you discover a way to make sheep smell like roses? Because if not, I’m too tired to listen."

"No!" Joseph’s eyes were wide. "I had a dream! A vivid dream. We were all out in the field, binding sheaves of wheat. Suddenly, my bundle of wheat stood straight up."

He paused for dramatic effect. The brothers chewed their bread slowly, looking bored.

"And then," Joseph continued, "all of your bundles of wheat gathered around and bowed down to my bundle! Isn't that amazing?"

The table went silent. The only sound was Barki under the table, crunching on a dropped bone.

"Bowed?" Simeon asked, his voice low and dangerous. "You think our wheat... bowed to your wheat?"

"Yes!" Joseph grinned, oblivious to the tension. "It was so clear!"

Levi slammed his hand on the table, making the cheese jump. "So, you think you are going to be king over us? You think we, your older, stronger, harder-working brothers, are going to bow to you?"

Eli the servant shuffled over to Joseph and refilled his cup. He leaned down and whispered loudly, "Master Joseph, there is a time to speak, and a time to chew your food silently. This is a chewing time."

But Joseph was young and foolish. "Wait, there’s more! Last night I had another dream. The sun, the moon, and eleven stars were all bowing down to me!"

Even his father, Jacob, looked concerned now. "Joseph," he scolded gently, "What is this dream? Shall your mother and I and your brothers really bow down to the ground before you?"

Joseph slumped a little. He didn't understand why they weren't excited for him. He thought dreams were cool stories to share. He didn't realize that to his brothers, his dreams were just another sign that he thought he was better than them.

From the corner of the tent, the brothers glared at him. Their jealousy wasn't just a little fire anymore; it was a roaring inferno.

* Lesson to Learn: Just because something is true doesn't mean you have to say it right now. We must care about how our words affect others.

* Principle: Wisdom. True wisdom is knowing when to share your thoughts and when to keep them in your heart.
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Chapter 3: The Long Walk


[image: ]


Weeks passed, and the tension in the camp was so thick you could cut it with a knife. The brothers took the flocks north to Shechem to find better grass, mainly just to get away from Joseph and his shiny coat.

One afternoon, Jacob called Joseph. "Joseph, my son. Your brothers have been gone a long time. Go to Shechem and see if they are well, and check on the flocks. Then come back and tell me."

"I’m on it, Father!" Joseph said. He packed a small bag with bread, cheese, and a few dried figs. He whistled for Barki, but Jacob shook his head.

"Leave the dog, Joseph. It’s a long walk."

Joseph hugged his father goodbye. He set off, his colorful coat blazing in the sun. He walked for miles. He walked over rocky hills and through dusty valleys. He hummed songs to himself. He kicked rocks. He talked to a lizard sitting on a cactus.

"Have you seen ten angry men and a lot of sheep?" Joseph asked the lizard. The lizard blinked and scurried away. "Rude," Joseph muttered.

When he finally got to Shechem, the fields were empty. No sheep. No brothers. Just wind.

"Oh no," Joseph sighed. "I walked all this way for nothing?"

Just then, he saw a man wandering nearby. This was Hiram, a traveler who wore a hat made of straw that was much too big for his head. Hiram was looking at a map upside down.

"Excuse me!" Joseph called out.

Hiram jumped and dropped his map. "By the stars! You scared me, boy! And my goodness, that coat is... loud. Are you a walking festival?"

"I'm looking for my brothers," Joseph said, ignoring the fashion critique. "They were feeding their flocks here."

Hiram scratched his chin. "Ah, yes. A group of very grumpy-looking men? Complaining about a younger brother who talks too much?"

Joseph blushed. "That sounds like them."

"I heard them say, 'Let us go to Dothan,'" Hiram said, pointing north. "So, they went that way."

"Thank you, Hiram!" Joseph shouted, already running toward Dothan.

"Good luck, Rainbow Boy!" Hiram called after him.

Joseph walked and walked until his feet hurt. Finally, in the distance, he saw the dust cloud of the sheep. He smiled. He was relieved they were safe. But as he got closer, the bright colors of his coat caught the sunlight.

Far away, watching from a hill, Simeon nudged Levi. "Look. Here comes the Dreamer."

"Here comes the one who thinks he is better than us," Levi spat. "I am tired of his dreams. I am tired of his coat."

"Let's kill him," said another brother, dark thoughts taking over his mind. "We can say a wild beast ate him. Then we shall see what becomes of his dreams."

Joseph waved happily, completely unaware that he was walking into a trap.

* Lesson to Learn: We should always obey our parents and do our chores with a happy heart, even when the journey is long and tiring.

* Principle: Diligence. Sticking to the mission and finishing the job you were given.
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Chapter 4: The Deep Pit
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Joseph’s earlier fatigue melted away, replaced by a surge of pure, uncomplicated joy as he approached the hazy outline of his family’s camp. He was so focused on giving Jacob a good report that he didn't even notice the profound silence hanging over the brothers. He waved excitedly, his voice cheerful: "Brothers! I found you!"

Instead of the usual noisy greetings, a terrifying stillness met him. Reuben, the eldest, looked troubled, but it was Simeon and Levi who moved first. Simeon’s face was hard as rock. "Well, well, if it isn't our little dreamer," he sneered, grabbing Joseph’s arm with brutal force.

"What are you doing?" Joseph stammered, his excitement instantly replaced by alarm. "I just wanted to see if you were okay! Father sent me!"

"We are okay," Levi growled, stalking forward. "It’s you who won’t be. This ridiculous coat has caused enough trouble!" With a rough, sickening tear, Levi ripped the priceless, multi-colored garment right off Joseph’s back. The beautiful fabric crumpled into a lifeless heap in the dust, looking pathetic.

"Hey! That’s mine!" Joseph protested, stumbling backward, suddenly vulnerable in his plain under-tunic.

Dan and Naphtali didn't even bother to argue. They simply pushed him roughly. "Oh, stop whining, little prince!" Dan sneered. "Are you going to dream your way out of this one?"

Reuben, wrestling with his conscience, intervened quickly, "No blood! Let's not kill him. Just... throw him into that pit over there. The one with no
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