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Nearly three millennia had passed since the reign of Israel's king Ahab. Two fortress-capitals stood guard over his state - Samaria and Jezreel. The palace, or rather the house of the monarch in Jezreel was not distinguished by luxury, but, as it is known, one honors not the host by the abode, but the abode by the host. Still, the walls were made of stone, not unlike the wretched wooden and clay dwellings of most of the townspeople. The windows of the king's house looked out on the fortress gates, and the vast town square stretched between the gates and the house.

Ahab did not often visit his home in Jezreel. The king, who cared for the good of his country and his subjects, did not indulge much in the pleasures of domestic comfort, but fought with enemies, turned foes into friends, formed alliances, made peace, and declared wars. The house was in the care of Jezebel, Ahab's wife. With love, faithfulness, and advise she colored the harsh life of the king. “Add joy to the worries!” - she thought.

A messenger reported that Ahab would soon arrive in Jezreel. Jezebel was preparing in advance for the meeting. What to wear, what to adorn herself with, what to order the cook to prepare - a lot of things to do! And what presents would he bring? It's not Ahab's rule to show up empty-handed. A real man knows that a woman must not be given anything that she cannot wear immediately.

Jezebel almost forgot Naboth's invitation. This wealthy peasant is getting his son married. The noise in the town square reminded her of the festivities. Jezebel, a native of Tsidon, the king's daughter, loved with all her heart the merry and riotous feasts of her native land. “Here's a chance to remember my native land! And I'll pay respect to a good neighbor. I'll wear a diadem - after all, I'm a king's wife!" - Jezebel was inspired by the proud thought.

***
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The wedding procession moved leisurely through the square towards Naboth's house. They passed the marketplace. The merchants and shoppers eagerly accepted the mugs of wine filled by the father of the newlywed. At the head of the procession were the newly married couple. Behind them followed the guests of honor - the city manager, priests, elders, judges. All with wives and older children. With a tambourine in his hands, a rather tipsy town jester, dancing, sang a couplet about Naboth's cunning and greed. A jester is allowed everything, but when he mocks, he's feared! “Guardian! - cried the town manager Zimri, “Whip the fool and drive him away!”

Jezebel was greeted with shouts of jubilation. Forgetting her royal pride, she rushed to meet the young people. She kissed the well-dressed bride and embraced the respectable groom. Confusing the God-fearing Naboth, she sang a pagan blessing to the newlyweds, as if she had forgotten that she was in Jezreel and not in Tzidon. Jezebel unclasped the hands of the young ones and put gold rings on the bride and groom. “From the goddess Asherah. She loves you. You will be blessed with great offspring!” - Jezebel said and glanced at Naboth. “And if Elijah finds out? Our prophet does not tolerate the worship of foreign gods!” - thought the peasant in fear. 

The cities were small in ancient ages, and the procession was soon at its destination. 

***
[image: ]


The gates were hospitably opened. Hosts and guests entered the wide courtyard. The sheep were carefully locked in a corral. The donkey tied to the pillar stopped drinking water from the trough and looked at the guests in amazement. This laborer was used to seeing a lot of toil and few people in his yard. Now he marveled at the great multitude of idle two-legged creatures.

In the middle of the sitting-room stood a huge table made of planks resting on empty barrels. Along the table were benches arranged in the same way as the table, but on lower barrels. Three chairs with backs were reserved for the newlyweds and Jezebel. With a woman's eye the royal wife compared her house with that of Naboth. The odds were on her side, but not radical. Therefore she called to her aid the comforting thought: what is a house to a peasant is a country to a sovereign.

The guests were seated. Everyone got a clay plate and mug and a wooden spoon. Along the table were large jugs of wine, each surrounded by a bowl of butter, a bowl of vinegar, a bowl of salted olives, and a salt cellar with coarse salt. The laborer began carrying food from the courtyard. Warmed barley bread, hot flour flatbreads, goat cheese. Then it was the turn of the baked vegetables, followed, as was customary, by the chowder. Everyone poured into mugs from jugs by himself. Naboth's wine was excellent. Every now and then a worker took away empty jugs and returned full ones.

“Help yourselves, dear guests! - Naboth was saying, “Sprinkle oil on the cakes, dip the bread in the vinegar, and drink the wine to your heart's content, don't spare it - I made it myself, it's from my own vineyard, from the one near the house of Jezebel, our common favorite!” The diners willingly followed the hospitable recommendations of the host, but they were not given a meat dish. The eaters are friends to the treat, not to the host.

“It's not a holiday week, and meat is expensive! - Naboth explained, “I spent the money to pay the bride price!” - he said, looking affectionately at the embarrassed bride. Not sure that he had convinced the guests, Naboth added: “Here is my laborer ... He is my slave for an old debt. The sixth year is coming to an end, and he does not want to leave the house, saying, “I am feeling all right with you, Naboth, you are kind and generous. A priest does not pierce an ear for nothing...”
Naboth is a God-loving peasant. Three times a year on feasts he goes up to Jerusalem and prays in the Temple. God has gifted him with a wonderful voice, and he sings skillfully and beautifully. In the square near the Temple, people gather around Naboth and listen to hymns pleasing to God, and Elijah himself used to stand among the people who loved the word of God. “Love inspires to songs, and songs give birth to love!” - the prophet used to say, and by love he meant a feeling for God.
At his son's wedding, Naboth dragged out a solemn ode, so that there would be no boredom among the guests. “What a dreary hum! - Jezebel mentally remarked, “It would be good for the Jews to learn from us real and immensely cheerful merriment!” She did not utter a word, however, when she saw that at the first sound of the psalm the wine-reddened faces took a pious and impenetrable expression. 
At the end of the feast, a worker who had loved the host brought a cake of dried fruit. Jezebel tasted it and thought, “Ahab will be here soon. He likes sweets. I'll make him happy with something new!” She turned to Naboth, who had fallen silent after his vocal labor: “Neighbor, my dear, tell me, who baked this wonderful pie?” The flattered host proudly pointed his finger at the newlywed: “My bride did it! Golden hands!” 
Jezebel jumped up from her chair, embraced the craftswoman, kissed
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