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I am not in the habit of adding forewords to my books, but this story brought up a few details that could require a little clarification for my regular readers.

This book has a character called Jezebel and for those of you who have read my Covenant of Grace series, I thought it best to clarify any possible confusion up front. As I wave my Jedi hand through the air I utter the words ‘she is not the Jezebel you are thinking of.’

The Jezebel in Reign of Retribution is the real Biblical Jezebel. She inspired the Egyptian Jezebel in the Covenant of Grace series, but they are very different characters.

In the interests of keeping this book flowing well, I had to change the names of two main characters from the original Biblical story. So, for those who like to pick up the Bible and read the stories after reading my fictional versions, or to see how authentic, or how historically accurate or even theologically accurate I have been, I wanted to mention these two characters now. 

Athaliah, whose name was simply too close to Ahaziah, her son’s, has been changed to Thaliah.

The main character Jehosheba, whose name was also very close to another character’s, has been changed to Sheba. 

These changes have ensured that the flow of each scene is not interrupted by readers flicking through the historical Dynasty Chart (included at the back of this book) in a desperate effort to find out who is talking to whom.
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The prince opened his eyes to the sound of bells ringing in the night. The clash of iron on iron, men yelling, and painful cries set his heart racing as he sat up in bed. He held his breath as he tried to get his bearings in the darkness.

He rolled to the floor and crawled to the door of his room. With shaking hands, he opened the door a sliver. As he peaked out, he could see armed men moving through the hallway with lanterns aloft. He quickly closed the door as he realised they were not his father’s guards. 

On his hands and knees once more, he followed the floor rug to the door of his clothing cupboard. As he slid inside and closed the door, the crash of timber beyond invaded his senses and he stifled a scream. 

He took a deep breath and turned to find the hidden panel he was looking for. He held his breath and slid the panel open, praying to whomever was listening for the men now inside his room not to hear him.

He reached for his scabbard before moving inside the passageway and slid the door in place. He had barely taken a step when the sound of men inside his robe closet filtered through the timber panelling. He stood motionless for a heartbeat before gently touching the wall and feeling his way.

The hidden passages were his playground and he knew them well. Even in pitch darkness, he was not about to get lost. His mind was reeling at what was happening within his father’s palace. Who would invade the Kingdom of Judah and attack the King’s home?

He came to the door he was looking for and touched his ear against the panel, listening for any sound from within. His heart raced in his ears, but he willed himself to remain calm. 

He strapped on his scabbard before opening the door and slid out silently into the cook-house. He could hear screams coming from all directions and for a moment he was too frightened to move but the thought of his sister’s safety kept him focussed. 

All he had was his sword, but if there were a lot of soldiers, he knew he needed more. He moved toward the barracks to find a more substantial weapon. The barracks had been emptied out. The King’s guards were lined up on their knees in the training yard, a group of enemy soldiers guarding them.

The Prince tried to distinguish the uniform in the darkness, but it was impossible. He shook his head to focus himself and moved into the armoury. He took a dagger and strapped it to his thigh, then collected a bow and a quiver of arrows. 

He had to reach his sister and he knew he was running out of time. He moved past the harem and reached the women’s apartments. Guards were pulling women and children from their beds in their nightgowns and the Prince watched, wondering how he was going to reach his sister.

‘We have a lively one here.’ A guard dragged a young woman from her room and the Prince had to force himself to stay calm. His sister, Sheba was on her knees, holding the hand of the guard who gripped a handful of her beautiful black hair. 

‘Take your hands off me. Now!’ The Princess screamed as the guard took a tighter handful of her hair and yanked.

The guard dragged a dagger from his thigh scabbard and touched it to the Princess’s throat. The Prince drew an arrow from his quiver and loaded the bow. He had little training with the weapon but to do nothing was not an option. 

He drew the arm back and focussed his aim, waiting for the guard to stand up enough so that hitting Sheba was unlikely.

‘What do you want here?’ Sheba demanded, trying anything to delay her death.

‘The end of your heathen line Princess.’ The guard replied and his comrades chuckled as he drew his dagger back, ready to cut Sheba’s throat. The Princess rolled sideways to avoid the blade as the guard’s grip on her hair suddenly released. 

She jumped from her knees to see an arrow protruding from his chest. She ran, not caring to see who was firing. 

‘Sheba.’ The Prince jumped up and released the second arrow he had loaded while his sister had made her escape. It took another guard in the shoulder.

‘Ahaziah! What is going on?’ Sheba ran to the Prince and he grabbed her around the waist. He loaded another arrow as two guards followed the Princess.

One arrow took the guard on the left in the chest, but the other carried on undeterred. 

‘Let us get out of here.’ Ahaziah coaxed and the Princess followed without a word.

They ran from the women’s quarters into the shadows and held their breath as the remaining guard swore curses into the darkness. Ahaziah took Sheba’s hand and they slid along the stone wall until they found the familiar tunnel that they knew would take them to safety.
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The soldier strutted into the grand hall as though he owned every stone he walked upon. His broad chest and tanned, muscular arms were hard to miss. Sheba cast her eyes down quickly. As she looked up again, trying carefully not to make eye contact with anyone, she found her brother, Ahaziah smiling good-naturedly in her direction. 

He quickly regained his composure, straightened his royal robe and cast a quick eye toward his mother before nodding for the Priest to allow the King’s man to address the court.

‘The King will see you now.’ Jehoiada waved his hand ceremoniously, bowing deeply but Sheba could not help but notice the lack of genuine respect in the priest’s actions. 

‘Your Grace. Your Uncle, the King of Israel invites you to join him and your Grandmother, Jezebel at the fortress in Jezreel. He is resting there while he recovers from his most recent battle. He wishes to update you on the progress of the battle at Ramoth. However, he would like to debrief you and your generals in person.’

The soldier bowed but his eyes drifted from the King to take in the room and its surroundings. 

The Queen-Mother snorted at the obvious directive in the invitation and scowled at her son.

Sheba saw none of the exchange. Instead, she caught the soldier’s eye and recognition finally struck her. Her hand reached her mouth in time to stop the gasp, but the priest Jehoiada saw the Princess’s reaction and frowned. She swallowed the lump in her throat and returned her eyes to the ground at her feet.

‘Is he doing well?’ Sheba was drawn back into the formalities. The Queen-Mother’s question held no emotion and the Princess watched her stepmother closely as she waited for an answer. 

The woman saw Sheba staring at her and her eyes drifted from the Princess to the Priest. A smirk crept across her face. The gesture made the Princess feel uncomfortable, but she forced herself to focus on their visitor. 

‘He is recovering from some minor injuries my lady. Rest assured, he will be fighting fit by the time your son meets with him.’ The soldier watched the gathered court with wary eyes and Sheba smiled as memories she had all but forgotten came drifting in on the cool breeze that swept through the court.  

The soldier looked to the young Princess and a smile turned the corner of his lips as he realised she remembered him. The hair on the back of his neck stood on end as the breeze reached him and he shivered slightly. 

Sheba watched Aron shiver and like a cascading waterfall, felt the chill of cold water run down her own back. 

********
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‘I do not like it Ahaziah. My brother is up to something. The Queen-Mother paced restlessly. 

‘I’m sure Jehoram means no ill will to me. I would be more worried about the zealot factions than my own uncle.’

‘My mother is the cause of all this.’ Thaliah sighed with frustration.

‘Jezebel! Why on earth would you say that? Grandmother is an amazing woman.’ The King took a seat and put his feet up on the long table in his private chambers.

‘You still see with the eyes of a child. Grow up Ahaziah.’ His mother pushed his feet to the floor, almost unbalancing the King.

The King sniffed loudly and choked back a laugh. ‘Anyone would think you were still the Queen.’

‘No offence child but it took my extraordinary talent to look after your Kingdom while you decided to grow up. When your father died, there was no shortage of pressure for me to re-marry, but I had no intention of letting anyone outside of our family rule in this place.’ She poured a goblet of watered wine and took a seat at the King’s table.

‘All lines come to an end eventually Mother.’

‘Not this one. Not while I still draw breath.’ Thaliah pointed her finger at her son. ‘I have made sacrifices to the gods to ensure our line reigns over all of Israel.’

‘Which gods? What sacrifices?’ Ahaziah laughed good-naturedly but as he watched his mother’s eyes he knew he had once more pushed her too far. ‘Relax Mother. I was jesting.’

‘As I said.’ Thaliah took a deep breath to compose herself. ‘My Mother is the cause of all of this. Elijah was an influential prophet. It was he who foretold how important our line could be.  

It was a mistake for her to encourage the worship of Baal, Asherah and all the gods of the enemies of Israel and Judah so openly, but killing the priests,’ Thaliah shook her head, ‘killing them only served to put a target on our entire family’s back.’ She gulped down her wine and began to pour another.

‘I thought you supported the gods of the common people?’ The young King frowned in confusion. ‘I have never agreed with the teachings of Baal myself, nor does your brother, but you have been to the temple many times.’ 

‘Of course I visit the Temple. I have allies everywhere.’ She stopped pouring and thumped the jug down on the table irritably.

‘You mean we?’ Thaliah looked deeply into her son’s eyes and vaguely realised he was challenging her with his question.

‘Yes darling. Our allies.’ She smiled but it failed to reach her eyes. ‘You are my pride and joy, you know that? You are all I have left. Your father was an idiot. He publicly renounced the Israelite God and our entire family paid the price. You have brought a son to the line and the gods have promised me the Kingdom.’ She swung her arm in the air theatrically.

‘Leave Joash out of this Mother. He is not even one year old.’ Ahaziah watched as his Mother’s eyes glazed over. ‘I think you might have had too much wine Mother.’ 

‘I do not need to be managed by you, child.’

‘I am not a child Mother. I am the King.’

‘Do not forget who put you there.’ Thaliah stood and moved from the table. Her chair nearly toppled to the ground, but she steadied it with her hand. With unnecessary effort, she swished her long robe before pulling it closely around her body. She spun toward the door to leave, but stopped momentarily. ‘This audience is over.’ 

Ahaziah shook his head as he watched his Mother leave his private meeting chambers, slamming the large wooden door in her wake.

Sheba snuck out from her hiding place and sighed quietly as she approached the tall backed chair that sat at the head of the long, wide, heavy wooden table. Her brother was slumped over, with his head held in his hands and she could not help but wonder how he remained so calm with his Mother. 

She patted his back gently. ‘Are you going to see Uncle?’ Her words were soft and quiet. 

Ahaziah lifted his head. He rubbed his eyes, the weariness evident now that the Princess was close to him. ‘It was not an invitation; it was a command. You heard it.’

‘I can talk with Aron. Find out what he knows.’

‘Who is Aron?’ The King frowned, as he motioned for Sheba to take a seat.

‘The soldier. Did you not recognise him?’ The Princess smoothed her dress as she sat.

‘I saw you blush when he walked in. A handsome fellow for sure,’ Ahaziah grinned, ‘but why should I remember him?’ 

‘Father appointed a bodyguard to look after me, before the attack that....’ 

‘That killed everyone. Mother never lets me forget. She is still angry that I helped you escape and did not look for her.’

‘I am sorry Ahaziah. It was not your fault. You did what you thought was right and I am so glad you did. It was not father’s fault either. He never publicly denounced Yahweh.’ Sheba forced herself to stay on task, physically shaking her head to return to the present. 

‘Aron was not only my bodyguard, he trained me. Your mother does not know, so please never say a word, but father was worried about the Queen.’

‘I know she has been ill, but what did father say to you? Why could he not tell me?’

‘Because she is your Mother and you are her son Ahaziah. She has never really liked me. In fact, if you leave, I am certain she is going to marry me off to the old Priest.’

Ahaziah laughed aloud, the sound deep and full of emotion. ‘She hardly notices anyone but herself Sheba and the Priest is not old. He is not even in his thirtieth year.’

‘She wants allies and what better ally than a man of the temple? You know how much the Zealots hate our family for not killing everyone who worships Baal. Uncle still turns a blind eye.’

‘Uncle honours Yahweh, so do I. We just do not believe we have the right to choose a god for all the people. If Yahweh wants everyone to follow Him, He is big enough and strong enough to make Himself known to them all.’

‘You know the Zealots say that is what He does through the religious wars against the Moabites, the Amorites and all their gods’. 

‘A God that can feed the starving with bread from the desert does not need an army to fight his battles Sheba.’

‘So very wise for one so young. That may be the case but your Mother does not believe the same as you and she wants to marry me off to that old Priest.’ The Princess changed the subject. ‘I am telling you. I saw it in her eyes today. It makes my blood run cold.’

‘I will tell her you are not her ward to promise to anyone and if she does so without my permission, she will answer to me.’

Sheba giggled and Ahaziah leant forward and hugged her as they both continued to laugh her fears away. 

‘So, you are trained to fight? Father was always a clever man.’

‘Aron was young when he was given the role to guard me. He was still well trained, having grown up in the army. We grew very close.’

‘How close?’

‘Close enough for Father to send him away to serve his brother-in-law in Israel.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

[image: Eternal Realm Logo.jpg]Chapter 2

[image: ]


Jehoiada drew his ornate robes up around his cheeks as he left the palace. The sun had dipped quickly from the horizon and the night air was growing crisper by the second. 

He mulled over his conversation with the Queen-Mother again. He felt as though he were making a deal with the beast below himself, but he needed access to the Prince. Joash was the future. He needed to be schooled in the ways of Yahweh. Foreign gods were not to be permitted. 

When Thaliah had offered to make him a part of the King’s court, it had been too great an opportunity, but now he felt the pressure of his decision. 

The Queen-Mother was unstable. She worshipped Baal even if she claimed she did not. She spent too many hours visiting her allies in the chambers of the temple of Baal and now there was talk of other heathen gods being served through sacrifice. 

He had been so close to telling the King what he knew but then Thaliah had offered him the Princess in marriage. Sheba was a beautiful young woman and it was a great honour to be betrothed to a Princess. His own future line would be linked to the great kings of old.

The mere thought gave him goose-bumps, but they were nothing compared to the dreams he was now having of Sheba’s soft bronze skin and deep brown eyes. 

It was written that Yahweh had said that a Priest could serve Yahweh best unmarried and Jehoiada had kept that vow for many years, but Samuel had a wife, had he not? Why should he not feel the pleasures of the flesh? King David himself had so many wives.

Jehoiada shook his head at his own day dreaming. If he were one of his altar boys he would have slapped himself in the head to draw himself back on task. 

The Priest rounded the side of the temple and began his descent to the lower floor and his private chambers below the vestibule. 

‘Nice of you to finally join us Jehoiada.’ The Priest nearly left his sandals at the door as he jumped back from the deep, commanding voice that filled his chest and made his heart skip a beat.

‘Jehu! What are you doing here?’ He took a deep breath to calm himself.

‘Jehoram failed at Ramoth.’ The general stood with his hands folded across his chest. His tone indicated his statement had answered all the Priest’s questions. 

‘Interesting, but that does not answer my question.’ Jehoiada’s fear had now subsided and was being replaced with indignation. ‘You enter the place where only the ordained can enter.’

‘I am ordained, called to be here. That is likely more than I can say for you Priest.’

‘Called? What on earth are you talking about? I have seen no prophecy.’

‘You are a Priest, not a Prophet. Elisha has anointed me the next King of Israel.’ Jehu puffed out his chest, giving him a fearsome appearance in the low lantern light.

Jehoiada paused a moment, trying desperately to compose himself. ‘You have some official documentation?’ He was surprised at how smooth his own voice sounded.

‘Of course.’ The General reached into his tunic pocket and drew out a worn parchment. ‘Scribed by Elisha’s own hand.’

Jehoiada reached for the document and held it in his hand. The General did not release it immediately. ‘Where is the King?’ the Priest asked, feeling unusually brave. 

‘In Jezreel. You have heard the invitation?’

‘I did. I was just not sure that it was accurate. What are your plans?’

‘None of your concern Priest.’ The General released the parchment. ‘Your work will come after the Judah throne is left vacant.’

The Priest paused a moment as he digested the General’s words. ‘You are the King’s man. What are you planning?’ His forehead creased; his palms grew sweaty.

‘As I said, none of your business. Are you going to read that decree?’ The General nodded to the parchment, now forgotten in Jehoiada’s hand.

‘You cannot possibly do what I think you are planning to do.’ The Priest focussed on the matter at hand.

‘I am called.’ Jehu pouted, nodding to the still unread document. ‘I will take the Kingdom. Elisha has spoken. Read the letter.’ 

‘David was called, but he did not kill Saul.’ The priest shook the unopened, still furled parchment in his fist.

‘Do not presume to lecture me Priest. Elisha has anointed me. Yahweh is with me.’ Jehu snarled and moved toward Jehoiada, who took a step backward, maintaining the space between them.

‘Yes, you said that. But there is a reason Elijah never acted against this Kingdom—a reason that Elisha seems to have forgotten. His mentor knew that this line is the line of King David. It must continue!’

Jehu moved so fast he nearly knocked Jehoiada from his feet. He clutched the fine priestly robes in his fist. His hot breath fell upon the man’s face as he tried unsuccessfully not to shiver. ‘Ahaziah has a son. Young enough to be schooled. You will ensure he survives Priest.’

‘Why would he not? Are you attacking the palace, right here?’

‘Of course not. The Kings will both die in Jezeel but sometimes matters do not always go to plan. Elisha and I have discussed this at length. The Prophet will make his way here to speak with the Queen-Mother once I am named King in Israel. 

‘What then?’ Jehoiada could feel the sweat running down his back.

‘Then we will appoint a new Regent over Judah, one who cleanses the Kingdom of all those who worship the false gods. Every Baal temple, every forest with Asherah idols, everything will burn and our Lord will reign once more.’

********
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Jehu left the temple on foot and made his way to the stables under the cover of darkness. He and his small group of soldiers quietly prepared their mounts, ready to leave before first light.

Aron watched the General leave before heading back to the Palace and Sheba. He had tracked Jehu from the temple to the stables and was now even more concerned than he had been before. 

Sheba had left the gate to the garden unlocked and Aron made his way into the palace garden. 

********
[image: ]


Sheba threw the dark purple hood over her head and wrapped the long lightly woven woollen robe tightly around her shoulders, more for courage than warmth. She moved in the shadows to ensure she would not be seen. 

The pool of water shone in the moonlight and the sound of the cicada hung in the cool evening air. Summer was fading and with it the comforting, familiar sound would be gone once more. 

The trees swayed in the breeze, rustling loud enough to cover her movements.  Sheba pulled back her hood as she reached her rendezvous.

‘I wondered if you would come.’ The voice was soft, yet deep, sending tingles throughout the Princess’s body.

‘Nothing would keep me away.’ She moved toward the voice in the darkness below a tall, bowing palm tree.

‘You have changed.’ Aron moved to greet the Princess who fell into his embrace.

‘So have you.’ Sheba could feel Aron’s strength and for the first time since her father passed, since Aron was sent away, she felt safe and secure.

Aron took Sheba’s shoulders in his hands and held her at arm’s length. ‘You are more beautiful than I remember.’ 

The Princess cast her eyes down, thankful that the night covered her blushing cheeks. 

‘Do not hide Sheba.’ Aron lifted her chin, trying to make eye contact in the dimness of the night. ‘You are stronger than you think.’

The Princess took his hand and led him deeper into the garden. She sat on a hard-stone bench amongst thick, manicured hedges of climbing jasmine and pulled him to sit beside her.

‘A lot has happened since you left Aron.’ 

‘I never left Sheba. I was sent away. You know I would never have gone willingly.’ He took both her hands in his.

‘I know, but our family is in tatters now. Father is gone, most of our brothers and sisters are dead. Even Ahaziah lost the mother of his son in child birth.’

‘Lucky you have so many nephews and nieces.’ Sheba could hear the mirth in Aron’s voice. ‘How many wives has Ahaziah taken?’

‘He has never married. Zabiah and he were never wed. She was not worthy according to Thaliah. Instead, his mother filled his harem so that he would produce many sons but he has only fathered girls until Joash, Zabiah’s only child.’

‘Ahaziah and his heir are why I am here. Your Uncle could have sent anyone but he chose me because he knew you would listen to me.’ Aron’s tone was suddenly urgent. 

‘Ahaziah is in great danger. Jehoram did not call him to Jezeel lightly. The Zealots wish to bring war to Israel and Judah. They stir up mistrust with the temple of Baal and Asherah. Your Grandmother is furious.’

‘I would love to see that.’ Sheba smiled, but it was lost in the darkness.

‘Jezebel and your uncle sent me to guard you once more.’

‘What is it with Queen-Mothers and their meddling ways?’ 

‘Jezebel is not Thaliah. They are different. She told me to tell you that Yahweh does not hate Asherah, or Baal or any of them; that it is the tiny minds of humanity. They have to box the gods into corners so they can make sense of them.’

‘Why are you telling me this?’ Aron was gently squeezing her hands now.

‘Because she asked me to—because she said it was important that you understand the complexity of the gods and that protecting you, is paramount.’

‘Why me? I am nothing—a token to be married off in the next politically viable transaction. The only reason I am eighteen and still unmarried is because I am all that is left, Ahaziah’s only family.’

Aron ran his hands along the Princess’s shoulders, but she shook them away. He knew she did not mean it. He knew she could defend herself if she truly wanted him to leave her alone. Instead he waited, knowing she would make the first move.

‘I have missed you Aron.’ She moved back into his embrace.

‘I have missed you too Sheba.’
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The Goddess floated above the garden and watched over the young Princess. The moon was high and the silver streaks it cast on the dark night sky made Asherah think of home. She longed to stop, to rest, to leave humanity in peace. But peace was still a long way away and the Redeemer would never come if Moloch and his followers were left to wreak havoc.

‘Why do you allow him to meddle Father and then say I should not?’ The question was rhetorical. The Goddess knew her Father seldom spoke to His children with words. That is why she followed her heart. That is why she continued to do what she could to protect the Redeemer’s line.

Asherah had watched Jezebel send the young soldier to protect her granddaughter. She had shared the vison of what was to come with the once Queen, hoping she would act. 

‘You hope to redeem Jezebel through this action?’ Asherah spun around to see Moloch. Like her, he could change his appearance and today he wore a light tunic of leather with his bronze chest and muscular stomach exposed for all to see. She did not need to recognise his appearance to know who it was. His soul would never change. The scent of darkness drifted on the cool night air.

‘Jezebel does not need my help to be redeemed. Father does not measure humanity’s worth in deeds.’

‘Here we go. Another of your misguided theologies.’

‘It is you who is misguided Moloch. There is no black and white in Father’s eyes. We, they,’ Asherah cast her arm across the scene below and beyond. ‘are all shades of grey to Him.’

‘So, there is no good or evil?’ Moloch laughed aloud knowing only Asherah could hear him.

‘There is no good or evil brother. Look at what Father did for Dagon. No darker deeds had I seen and yet he found a place for him amongst the heavens.’

‘Finally. You and I may have finally found common ground.’

‘No Moloch. I understand now that good and evil are mute, but there is still right and wrong. You want humanity to attack itself, to bring about their own extinction. I want them to survive. I guarantee Father does to.’

‘How can you be so sure! Father let the fallen loose upon the earth.’

‘Yes, and you aid the fallen as we speak.’

‘I do not aid the fallen. I feed humanity with what they want. I am not responsible for the choices they make. Father gave them choice, this is on Him, not me.’

‘So you have issues with Father and you take them out on the innocent world below? You have lived for centuries and still you have not grown up. You are just a spoilt brat.’

‘We can sling insults all night Asherah. You too have lived for centuries and you still think you can control all this?’ Moloch shook his head and disappeared.

‘Someone has to do something brother. To stand by and do nothing cannot be right.’ Asherah watched Aron embrace the Princess and a sad smile drifted across her lips. ‘I am so sorry child but not everyone finds happiness in this life.’ The air rippled and a mist of silver streaked across the sky as the Goddess took flight. 

********
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Elisha read the well-worn parchment in his hand and took a deep breath. He hoped that reading his mentor’s words once more would alleviate his feelings of inadequacy. 

My disciple. I know that if you are reading these words, my time on this earth has passed and I am with the Father, walking the halls of Heaven. 

I had hoped to spend more time with you. Your love of Yahweh is strong but I still had so much more I wished to teach you. Beware the teachings of man, for they are fraught with bias, opinion and motive. Look to the teachings of the Prophets who have come before. Look to the honourable figures of the Lord and follow their example. 

Some will say, follow your heart for Yahweh is with you, but your heart can be deceived... so too can your ego, that is young and yet to mature in the spirit of Yahweh.

Be careful my son, but always remember, even if you make mistakes, know that in all things Yahweh works for the good of those who love him.

Not for the first time, Elisha wondered if this was the right and just course of action, but Elijah’s last words were his saving grace. Even if he was making a mistake, everything would still be alright. Yet he could not push the feelings of doubt aside. 

As he thought of the heroes of the past, he was reminded of King David, of how he did not dishonour himself by taking Saul’s life, even when he could. 

This was different. Saul was not worshipping false gods. Saul was not allowing the religions of others to thrive. No! This was different. Elisha felt a cold breeze enter the prayer room and he wrapped his robe tightly around his body. 

He looked around the room, seeking the source, but there were no open windows, the door was closed. He shivered again and looked above him at the heavy thatch ceiling. The sense of being watched washed over him, but it was not the kind of warm, blessed sense of peace he had hoped for.

********
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‘I have to admit brother, convincing one of Father’s own Prophets to do our work for us is genius, but please tell me again how killing my followers will serve us?’

‘Baal, you can be quite dense at times.’ Moloch showed no humour in his words and Baal drew a deep breath. ‘Calm down brother. For a dark lord, you can be a little sensitive you know.’ This time he smiled to soften his words.

‘I have worked hard to establish my minions. Killing them off is not part of my plan.’

‘These worshippers are not the kind of followers you want Baal. They think for themselves. Jezebel has never truly been your follower. Have you ever really listened to her thoughts?’

Baal looked at Moloch as though he had grown another pair of horns. The crease between his heavy loose-skinned brow furrowed even further and the ceremonial ring he wore in his nose twitched with his concentration.

‘Cannot say that I have.’

‘Have you noticed she also worships Asherah? Now you and our sister could not be further apart in ethos, but does Jezebel know? Of course not.’

‘Now you are just talking gibberish to me brother. If you think this is the right course of action, then I am with you. You have never led me astray before. Dagon on the other hand. I think you might have played our poor brother in that Delilah debacle.’

Moloch shrugged. ‘He had my full support until he attacked our sisters. The whole point to me Baal is to restore us, not the feeble humans to power in Father’s Kingdom. Dagon strayed from the path.’

‘Remind me to never piss you off brother.’

Moloch’s grin was mischievous but there was malice not missed by Baal. ‘Do not forget it brother. Not even for the blink of an eye.’
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