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I

saw her for the first time when she was five years old. That I would be her companion and guardian was decided by the gods, speaking to me through the voice of her father, King Nikal. When information came to him that I had the ability to see the future, and that one day when I opened the curtains of time, I saw his daughter sitting on the throne of Sheba, he ordered me to come to the palace. On the day I turned twenty-one, I left the walls of the temple in which I was raised. This is the age at which the Silver Mother finally decided what the fate of each of her charges will be – I was one of them. I was a priestess of the Lady of the Moon.

Since then, I have been accompanying the princess constantly. I did not leave her side as she was growing up, when she became a woman, and when she sat on the throne. Together, we read Egyptian papyri and scrolls from Assyria, studied maps, looked at the stars, and explored the secrets of the world of gods, people, and animals. I was with her in battles and at the time when bloody executions were carried out on her orders. I bowed with her when she offered sacrifices to the gods in their temples, and like her, I asked the most powerful of them, Illumkuh, for his support. I traveled through the desert sands with her when she was going to the kingdom of Israel to meet Solomon. I watched the trust with which she gave him her heart and body. I trembled in fear when she abandoned our eternal faith and entrusted herself and the kingdom to the new god. I saw the signs of pain when she gave birth to her son and happiness in her eyes when she first took him in her arms. I shared her pride when Menelik sat on the throne. I hugged her when she was in despair after Solomon's death.

Now that so many years have passed since I saw her for the first time, I was opening the curtain of time again. I wanted to know what awaited us. I had done this so many times over the course of my long life. I looked into the future, but what I saw was not entirely understandable to me. I saw images, but I could only guess what they meant.

The ability to see the future is beautiful; only few are able to. Only, the powerful gift of revelation is greater, and it was received by the wisest woman in the world, Great Kandake, Queen of Sheba, Makeda.

Chapter 1
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PRINCESS MAKEDA IS FIVE YEARS OLD
The Kingdom of Sheba

Mariba​[1]

“Y

ou will be her companion and guardian,” said King Nikal. “From now on your life, your whole life, all your skills and knowledge, everything that Lady of the Moon in her mercy has provided you with, you will sacrifice to the princess. You have an obligation to protect her and take care of her. She is the greatest treasure of our kingdom. From today on, you will be with her until the end of your days. Only me, she herself, or death can release you from this obligation. No one else and nothing else.”

We were in the royal chamber. Nikal was sitting on a wide, wooden chair, padded with a lamb’s skin. I was kneeling three, maybe four cubits away from him, my forehead almost touched the smooth stone floor.

“King, it's an honor for me,” I whispered so quietly that he probably did not hear me.

My larynx was tight from nervousness. I have never seen the king or visited a palace before. I felt stunned by what was happening around me. However, a thought restoring my senses appeared in my head that I could not tremble in front of anyone, not even the king, after all I was supposed to be the hemet of princess Makeda. That's what the Lady of the Moon decided, and nobody dared to argue with her will. Although I was the bravest of the brave, and at the same time the Seer, for a short while I lost the confidence, which I did not lack in everyday life, before the powerful Nikal, famous for his heavy hand. I swallowed quickly and I repeated louder and more confidently, raising my head, “It is an honor and a great privilege for me, mukarrib​[2].”

“You will receive everything you need,” words that fell from my mouth were obvious to him, so he accepted them without a questioning comment. “You'll live with the princess in her room. From now on you will not only be her main guardian, but also her shadow.”

“King, everything will be done according to your wishes,” my voice had fully regained its strength. “This is also the will of the Lady of the Moon.”

“The Great Priestess sent you to me, assuring that you are perfect for the role your Lady gave you. And as the gods always know better than us, it remains for me to accept her decision humbly, but also with joy. I know that you will fulfill your duties perfectly. You have a skin that is noble black and ebony, you are strong and predatory. You have teeth in the shape of sharp arrowheads, so if you need to, you will kill. And at the same time, you are smart. You were born to be a priestess and a warrior. Your supervisor assured me that I can entrust you with the full care of Makeda. I believe her,” he patted his thigh, acknowledging that we already had this part of the conversation behind us.

In the days that followed, I quickly noticed that this was how he signaled settling the matter and his willingness to move to the next topic.

“Everything is clear then,” he said. “Now get up, sit closer to me, because from now on, you are one of us,” he pointed his hand at the low stool near the throne, “and tell me what you saw exactly.” 

I thought that it was in this very place that Makeda used to sit when she was talking to her father. I wondered how she felt, having his powerful feet shod in soldierly leather sandals on thick soles, massive calves, and knees covered with a cloth of a simple tunic before her eyes. Was she afraid? I did not lift my head. The king was famous for his impetuosity. The priestess ordered me to obey him unconditionally. I did not know how he would react if I dared to look him in the eye.

“Look at me!” he ordered, as if he sensed my fears.

I looked up. I looked at him confidently and without fear. He guessed that I had not done it earlier because of my temple upbringing, which taught me to never look directly at the person higher in status, especially at the king.

“You will be close to my daughter and also to me,” he explained calmly. “I allow you more familiarity when we are alone. Then, you can stand and sit in my presence, and even look me in the eyes.”

“Thank you, mukarrib,” I appreciated the award.

“What's your name?”

“I was given the name Seshep-dua​[3], which means the Light of Tomorrow, but the priestesses always called me Seshep, or just hemet.”

“In Egyptian, hemet means a priest or a craftsman, doesn't it?”

“Yes, these are words from the land of the pharaohs. They are similar, for both the priest and the craftsman, as sanctified by spiritual power, are tools in the hands of the gods. Like every one of us.”

“You must know what you're talking about,” he said. “How do you want us to address you?”

“Hemet Seshep, mukarrib.”

“Let it be so.” He slapped his thigh again. “So, Hemet Seshep, tell me about your vision. Everything, with details. I want to know everything.” 

I closed my eyes and went back to that day.

“I was sitting by the eternal source, lord. I looked at it for a long time. When I was ready, I opened the curtain of time...” 

“How?” 

I knelt down in front of him the same way as on that day in front of the spring. I leaned forward as I had done then, and then slowly and gently made a gesture, as if I were sliding open the still surface of the water with my hands.

The king nodded.

“What did you see?”

“I saw Makeda sitting on the throne, standing in the great hall filled to the brim with people. It was golden, powerful, impressive. Low stairs led to it, and huge golden lions stood on its sides. The Great Priest of Illumkuh and the Great Priestess the Lady of the Moon were standing next to Makeda. I also saw myself there.”

“And my sons? What about Sirah and Tomay?”

“They were not there.”

“I guess I was not there either?”

“Makeda became the queen because you, mukarrib, passed the govern on to her, when dying.”

“Say something more.”

“What?”

“When was it?”

“You have long years of reign awaiting you. Your daughter will sit on the throne as an adult woman. I told you that I also saw myself there. I had a lot of gray hair.”

“Why will not any of my sons become king? What is going to happen? Will they die, perish in a battle? Leave?”

“I do not know, sir. I did not see them behind the curtain of time.”

The king fell silent and closed his eyes. He tried to think about what I had told him. I did not know how much he succeeded in this. He paused for a moment, then straightened up and clapped his hands.

“Time for you to get to know each other. Bring the princess!” he ordered, as the maid appeared almost immediately in the doorway.

After a moment, I saw her. It seemed as if the sun had appeared in person in the room. Makeda had so much light in her that I squinted my eyes. She did not enter the room, but she ran into it, along with her joy, childish chirping and freshness. I knew she was five years old. She was slender, flexible, and lively. She had a much lighter skin than her father. Her long, dark, slightly curly hair gathered at the nape of her neck in a knot. Beautiful, black, very expressive eyes looked intelligent. She was beautiful.

She stood in the doorway, nodded regally to her father with a disarming childish dignity, and then greeted me. At the same time, she smiled delightfully, watching the room. When she found that there was nobody there besides the king and I, she jumped up happily, ran to her father, and jumped on his knees.

When I looked at her long, slim arms and legs, at her agile and quick movements, the leopardesses of the High Priestess stood before my eyes. Makeda had their grace, still some awkwardness of movements, but also dormant strength and predatoriness.

“How great that you are here!” she exclaimed, hugging her father.

It was clear to me that such scenes happened often between them. Surely, she was not afraid of him, as it seemed to me before. While during the conversation with the ruler, I had doubts about the type of emotions that he aroused in me. But at that moment, I got to like him. Someone who treated his daughter like that had to be a good man.

He did not seem surprised by her behavior. He embraced her tightly, and she settled in his arms comfortably.

“It's good that you too are already with us, Hemet Seshep,” she turned her head towards me.

As soon as she entered the room, I got up from the chair and stood near the throne.

“I did not tell you the name of your new guardian,” Nikal said, surprised. “We talked that the messenger of the Lady of the Moon would come to become your companion and guardian. I told you that she was a priestess who had the gift of seeing, but I certainly did not give you her name. I did not even know it myself.”

“Father, I saw Hemet in my dreams. I know that we will love each other,” Makeda stretched out her hand to me.

“From now on, we will always be together. For good and for bad,” she said happily.

When I knelt down in front of her and kissed her little hand, she added, “We have lots of hard times awaiting us. Well... actually really a lot,” she said, as if remembering what she knew, but seeing my face, she quickly added to comfort me that there would be much more of the good ones.

Israel

Jerusalem 

It was late in the evening. A dark blue sky stretched above the palatial terrace, the moon shone brightly, and the stars twinkled. Solomon stood next to the sofa where the queen was resting. At this time of the year, she liked to rest in this place in the evenings.

“Mother, I came to your call.”

“Your father is getting weaker,” she did not look up.

Bathsheba just turned fifty years old, but she was still a beautiful woman. Even though the time had silvered her dark hair, wrinkles marked her forehead and the sides of her mouth, her eyes still had a youthful glow. Also, her figure had hardly changed since the day she was allowed to stand before King David for the first time.

She did not hide her sadness. Her husband, the King of Israel, had been so weak for several months that he almost never left his bed. She shared this weakness; it made her reflective and inclined to memories.

“Do you know that it is from this terrace that he saw me for the first time?” she pointed a chair to her son and waited for him to sit down. “I was taking an evening bath. I did not think anyone could see me,” she justified herself. “Over there,” she pointed to the house with a flat roof, perfectly visible from the palace terrace. “I lived there then.”

Solomon knew the story, like every man in Jerusalem. But he had never heard it from his mother's mouth until now.

“I was Uriah's wife then. He was a devoted soldier and a good man. David considered him one of the most valiant and deserving. I was married to him very young. People were delighted with my beauty and said that Uriah was lucky. I was docile and submissive to him,” she sighed, recalling her memories. “A wife should listen to her husband; I have learned this from my family home.”

Solomon loved his mother very much. He knew perfectly well that she was not only beautiful, but also, and perhaps even above all, wise and good. She was the greatest woman he had ever known. He compared the princesses he met and every other girl in his surroundings to her. None of them was able to measure up to her, even to the slightest extent.

“Uriah was at war against the Ammonites. Joab was at the head of the army then. They besieged Rabba. I was at home with just servants.” Bathsheba closed her eyes. When she opened them after a while, they shone strongly. “I remember that evening really well. After all, it changed my whole life. The air was trembling from the smells of flowers and ripe fruit. An aura of mystery hovered above the city. I felt disturbing vibrations. I knew something unusual was going to happen. Women sense these things... The servants helped me with the evening bath. They washed my body, then anointed it, and combed my hair. Of course, as in a bath, I was naked apart from a headband.”

Solomon listened, not daring to move or disturb the story with even the slightest gesture.

“I was in the inner yard of the house. We were just finishing the treatments, when there was a loud knock on the gate. The scared doorman let the royal messengers inside, bowing low to the guests. When the servants told me, who was in our home, I could not believe it. It thought I was dreaming, but it was really happening. I quickly put on the proper outfit and let them come in. At that time, I did not know what was waiting for me,” she again accepted the tone, as if excusing herself for what had happened next. “I heard from them that I should go to the palace immediately. At first, I thought that something bad had happened to Uriah. However, I thought that even if it did, I would be informed about it in a different way. I knew one thing: the king called for me. So, I should not delay for a single moment. I threw the most beautiful shawl I had on my head and went to the palace, surrounded by David's servants.”

“Mother, it was God's plan the way things went.” Solomon understood her anxiety. He knew, after all, what happened next, because more or less amazing sounding stories about the meeting of his parents had been circulating throughout the country for years. “Nothing happens on earth without divine approval.”

She nodded, acknowledging him.

“When I entered, he was standing here,” she indicated a place by the wall separating the terrace from the city.

It was high enough to cover a standing man freely. Its openwork construction made it possible to observe what was happening outside and at the same time not being noticed.

“You could not even suspect you were being watched.” Solomon wanted to calm her down and assure her that whatever his mother said, he was always on her side.

“Yes, that's true. I could not...”

“And besides, if my father did not invite you to the palace, I would not be here in this world,” he laughed, making a pensive face. “I am grateful to God for letting you meet.”

Prince Solomon was twenty-five years old. He was tall, handsome, though some people found him maybe a little too slim, but his build was proportional and harmonious. His head was adorned by a lush raven hair, and his face by a thick, short, carefully trimmed beard. His nose was straight and his lips not very prominent. His big, dark eyes were the most visible features in his face. Wherever he appeared, he compelled gazes. He possessed something that made people feel safe with him. They wanted to be as close to him as possible, because he spread around himself this kind of radiance which made people feel that there is someone who is just and wise, who carries with him peace and knowledge inherited with the blood of his ancestors.

“I do not know how it happened, but from the first moment I saw him, I knew he was a man of my life. I loved him before he spoke his first words. It was a moment, a small moment, like a flare of a star in the sky. I understood from the very beginning that I loved him forever and that I was created to be with him, look after him and give him happiness, and that this was my destiny. It was love at first sight! I never felt something like that with Uriah.”

“You were, and you are the best wife and mother one can imagine.”

“Solomon,” she leaned close enough to be able to put her hand on his. “You are a great son, my pride. I love you very much. Thank you for supporting me.”

He leaned over and kissed the tips of her fingers. She smiled sadly and sighed. She stroked his hair.

“Dear, I say it with a pain in my heart, because I know how difficult it is for you, but soon your father will go to Yahweh. When this happens, you will sit on the throne.”

“May this time never come,” he accented his words with a decisive stamp of his foot. “You know that Israel has not had and will not have a better king than David.”

“As the books say, everything has its place and time. Your father, guided by the will of the Most High, has appointed you as his successor. And so, it will happen,” she straightened up to emphasize the inevitability of what was to come.

“Maybe Adonijah would be a better ruler than me?”

He cocked his head in a perverse way, waiting for her reaction. It was stronger than he could have expected. She got upset, as if she did not notice that he was joking.

“Adonijah?” His words stirred her so much that she stood up. “Of course, he would like that. I am sure that if he only could, he would now sit on the throne. But the crown of Israel is not meant for him; you know it well! God has predestined it for you,” she pointed to him. “You, understand? David promised it to me personally,” she added more calmly.

As the upbringing and customs demanded, when the woman got up, the man also rose. So as soon as she got up, Solomon did the same.

“Mother, you often say that everything happens according to the God's will. I agree with you. It will be then as it should be,” he replied philosophically, wanting to calm her down, and at the same time, strongly believing in what he said.

“He looked at the sky, shows us the paths, but we choose which one we will take. We have free will,” she announced loudly, as if she wanted to communicate it to the whole world. “It is difficult for me to admit that Adonijah may have a stronger desire to become a king than you, but reason and experience tell me that it is unfortunately possible. That's why we should be vigilant.”

“Mother, God watches over everything,” he reassured her. “Many years ago, he directed your steps so that you became a queen and gave birth to me. If I am to be a ruler, it will be so, regardless of Adonijah's intentions.”

The Kingdom of Sheba

Aksum

Sheba comprised the lands lying on the eastern and western part of the narrowest isthmus of the Red Sea. Palace of King Nikal, as well as the most important temples, stood in the eastern part. The west included numerous duchies, including Kush, Punt and Aksum, the largest and richest of all, managed by Prince Seth.

In order to keep the subordinate areas obedient to himself, Seth needed Nikal's soldiers and authority. But above all, he needed his brokerage in trade. He maintained very good contacts with Egypt, but he did not have direct access to countries on the eastern side of the Red Sea, which were the largest recipients of goods from the Black Continent. For Nikal, Aksum and other principalities to the south and the interior of the continent were the territories captured by his ancestors, so they belonged to the kingdom of Sheba. Because they were rich in gold, frankincense, and myrrh, like no other countries in the world, he could not imagine to lose them.

Nikal had a daughter, Makeda, who was famous for her beauty and intelligence, and two sons. 14-year-old Sirah was being prepared to be his successor. Tomaj was two years younger than his older brother.

Prince Seth had only one son, named Den. Seth believed that Nikal was a weak king. He did not like his way of exercising power and friendly politics towards the princes of the western lands. He was convinced that if he were the king of Sheba, he would very quickly multiply the proceeds to the treasury and make Sheba such a powerful kingdom, that it could even stand up to Egypt.

He had been trying for a long time to drag the rulers of Kush and Punt, and lesser ones, to his side. He knew that if he succeeded, he could openly oppose Nikal. However, none of the princes was willing to make an alliance with him against the king. He was thus left with waiting for a convenient opportunity that would present itself sooner or later and taking covert actions that might weaken Nikal.

“No one can know about it, do you understand?”

Seth handed a bundle with gold to a tall man with a deep scar on his cheek. “And do it without leaving any traces. None!”

“It will be according to your will, sir,” the man bowed low. “It should not be a problem, after all, he's still a child!”

“I hope so!”

Prince Seth dismissed the assassin who had been on his services for a long time. He did not want anyone to see them together; that's why he did not call him to the palace but told him to appear in his house on the seafront, which hardly anyone visited. He had a house built on stilts, among lush vegetation. He liked to meet other princes there, organize meetings, or stay alone. He often took his beloved son there. So, it was also this time.

When the man with the scar left, Seth called Den.

“You're only eight years old, you have whole life ahead of you,” he said, ordering him to sit in front of himself. “But you are a wise boy, so I will tell you something that no one but you and me can know. Are you ready for it?”

“Yes, father,” he nodded.

He was smart and tough. He had his father's character. From an early age, he tried to get his way in every case, and he was convinced that he was better and wiser than everyone around him, which he thought meant that he deserved to get the best out of life. That's what his father taught him.

His mother was almost absent in his life. From the moment she gave birth to a boy and the priestesses said that she would not be able to have more children, Seth hardly maintained any relations with her, although he did not send her to her family home. He gave her the part of the palace most distant from his chambers, and limited her opportunity to see Den.

Seth took his son by the wrist.

“I believe you but let us additionally swear by blood!” he said, pulling a large knife from behind his belt.

Den's eyes widened because he did not know what to expect. His father was unpredictable and cruel. More than once, he had seen him personally kill defiant subjects or soldiers who dared disagree with his opinion. He was afraid, but he did not move.

“My blood,” Seth thought proudly, and cut the skin at his wrist.

He did the same to his son.

“You and I are one. In your and my veins, flows the blood of our ancestors, the great warriors. From now on, we are connected not only by blood, but a common secret and the pursuit of winning the Sheba throne.”

He put a bleeding hand to the son's wound.

“Our goal is power. Know that the purpose of everything I do is for you to become my successor one day. I want us to reign not only in Aksum, but in the whole kingdom. We will be the kings of all Sheba! Everything I do is meant to lead to it. Almakah will help us!”

Israel

Jerusalem 

“Let's sit down, please,” said the queen, returning to the sofa, “I will tell you the rest of the story of my relationship with your father. I want you to finally hear it from me.”

Bathsheba resumed her story.

“I spent that extraordinary night in the royal bedroom. And the following ones too. We looked at the stars, we talked, we were as close to each other as a woman and a man can be. I went back home and slept off the tiredness. You could think it was a difficult time for me? I am ashamed, but it was not. At least, I cannot say that I would think so at the time. I was so fascinated by what was going on that I forgot about the whole world. Only David counted. I loved him above all else. And I was sure that God led me to him. After all, nothing happens without his consent, right?”

Solomon nodded.

“It soon turned out that I was pregnant. This news made David very happy. He took me in his arms and danced. He sang all the time. He was happy. We both were.

“And when my whole world was spinning with joy, all of sudden, a sobering came. I realized that I belonged to another man. Uriah was my husband. I swore to him before God, and I broke my promise. Furthermore, I was not only an unfaithful wife, but I betrayed the man who was in the battle. As you know, the custom demands that the fighting soldiers did not enjoy a pleasure with any women during the war, giving all their strength to victory. At this time, it is the duty and obligation of their wives to remain faithful to them. They should not err only by deeds, but not even with their eyes, nor with a thought! And I? I broke the law that the Supreme had given us in his goodness and wisdom. Oh, unworthy! I told David about my worries.”

She fell silent and did not pick up the tale for a long moment. Finally, she spoke again; her voice was much quieter now, “David ordered me to go home and wait. I did according to his wishes. I was afraid of what would happen next, but I believed that God was with us because he has seen our great love. Love is what is the most important in life, isn't it?” she asked and continued without waiting for an answer. “The king called Uriah to Jerusalem. My husband learned about everything before he got to the palace. People told him what was going on in his absence. Our city is like a tiny village: everyone knows everything.”

She hung her voice again. It was clear that those events caused strong emotions in her.

“I understood Uriah's pain and indignation, and at the same time, I was constantly praying that God would forgive both me and David for our sins,” she wrung her hands. “It was awful, but the king wanted Uriah to think that he had called him to ask what was going on in the war. However, he immediately discovered that David wanted him to come into the house and lay down with me in bed. Then the child who would be born and would have a father. I did not like the king's behavior. I would prefer him to choose a different way of solving this matter, but I was very young then. I could not fight for myself. I did not even know I could do that. I lived as if what was going on was not about me, but about someone else.”

Solomon was sitting with his eyes down. He did not speak. He listened.

“David commanded Uriah to stay at home. But he was honorable; he could not tolerate an insult. Feeling respect for the king, he did not tell him that he knew what had happened, he just said, ‘The Ark, the whole Israel and Judah live in tents, my master Joab and his servants are camping in the middle of nowhere, and I would go home to eat and drink there, and sleep with my wife? God, I cannot do anything like that.’​[4] He bowed and left. He did not cross the doorway of his house, just as he planned. He put his weapon down by the entrance, laid down on the blanket and spent the night there. I did not go to him. I did not have courage.”

Solomon imagined the pain, despair, and humiliation of that man. At the same time, he knew that if things went differently, he would not be sitting with his mother on the terrace of the royal palace now, because he probably would not have been given a chance from God to come to existence. “So, is it really so, that everything that happens, has been written somewhere earlier? Do we really have no effect on what concerns us? Does the path we follow depend on God or on ourselves?” he thought, looking at the hands of his subtly gesticulating mother.

“I did not sleep. I prayed and I cried. What did I count on? That he will come home, spend the night with me and everything will be fine? That I will give birth to the king's child and my husband will consider it his own? I really did not know. I fell asleep at dawn, exhausted by despair, and when I woke up, the sun was high in the sky.”

Uriah was already gone. The next days I also cried, praying more fervently than ever in my life. At the same time, completely outside of me, something horrible happened. Something God really punished your father and me for. It was a sin next to which our previous intercourse was nothing. Believe me!” she rubbed her hands nervously. She had long wanted to tell her son about it. She knew that he had undoubtedly heard different versions of the events from years ago, but she had never been able to tell him about them personally and in accordance with her own conscience. Now, when Solomon was soon to become the successor of David, she wanted him to know the story from her own mouth. So that, sitting on the throne, he could avoid his father's mistakes; so that he would know how terrible the wrath of Yahweh could be and how big a punishment he sends on people for breaking the commandments.

“What happened next was terrible! Although I would like to forget it, this matter will be with me until the end of my days. I learned how ruthless your father was only when it was already too late to do anything. I think he wanted me to never know the truth,” she hung up her voice again because the next words would not leave her mouth.

They sat in silence. Above them, the moon was shining with not a single cloud to cover it.

Finally, the queen's voice resounded, “At dawn, David's servants handed Uriah a letter that he was supposed to pass to his commander Joab. It was stated in it that Joab should send Uriah to the toughest and most dangerous part of the battle. So, Uriah unknowingly, gave his commanding officer a death sentence for himself, stamped and signed by the king. Now, I think maybe he felt so disgraced that he wanted to die then? Maybe he put himself on the swords of enemies himself? To this day, for this reason, I have a ragged heart.” The queen gave a quiet moan, “Uriah died in a battle. Other soldiers returned home, and I became a widow. I did not know that my husband died because of David. In my naiveté, I thought that it was God's will. I must admit that at that time, I felt a kind of relief, because everything seemed to have worked out on its own. To this day, I feel ashamed because of it. When I received a message about my husband's death, I cried for a long time. I wore mourning clothes and put ashes on my head, as custom dictate. I suffered, but mainly because of the sin that I committed with David, because I was sure that it contributed to the death of a really good man like my husband. It was only later that I found out that his death was not accidental.”

The queen fell silent again. She was sad but letting go for the first time of something that had been stuck inside her and tormenting her for years, brought her relief.

“When the period of mourning was over, I began to live in the palace. It seemed to me that I left the past behind forever. David surrounded me with love and royal abundance. When the day was coming when our child was to come into the world, I accidentally witnessed a conversation that changed my attitude to everything that happened later...I was sitting here on this terrace. It was morning. I waited for David who had been personally looking after one of the construction in the city since the dawn. I thought that I would give him a pleasant surprise by meeting him. When the time came for the childbirth, and I felt worse and worse, the king honored me with giving the chambers, that still belong to me, to my exclusive use. In this way, he officially recognized me as his lady. There were servants with me ready to call a midwife at any moment. That morning I felt so good that I decided to meet him. I waited, and he still was not coming. When he finally appeared, the prophet Nathan was with him. They went into the room, not knowing that I was on the terrace. I heard the whole conversation very well.”

Bathsheba got up, walked a few steps and put her hands on the terrace balustrade. She was looking at the city that was sleeping at that time. Then she raised her head higher, towards the starry sky, and sighed deeply.

“There were two people in one city: one rich and the other poor, Nathan said then. Rich one had many sheep and oxen, and the poor one had nothing but the one little lamb he had bought. He nursed her, and she grew up with his children: she ate his bread, drank from his cup, and slept on his bosom. She was like one of his daughters to him. It happened that someone visited this rich man. But the rich man did not sacrifice any of his sheep or an ox to prepare a meal for the man who came to him. Instead, he took the only sheep from this poor man and prepared a meal for the man who came to him​[5]. Nathan was nervous, and David began to share his mood. ‘What a vile thing!’ he cried. ‘From Yahweh, the man who did this deserved the highest punishment!’ And then Nathan shouted that David was this bad man! That he did not respect the law, took Uriah's wife and what was the worst, sent him to death. ‘You killed him with the sword of the enemies! You! He died on your order! You deliberately sent him where the death was certain! You will be punished for this.’ David replied, ‘I have sinned. But I love Bathsheba like no one else in the world. Those who sin because of love are justified. I will humbly subject myself to the punishment because I know that I deserved it. My life belongs to God, he owns me.’ Then there was silence. I did not know what happened. After a while, I heard Nathan again, ‘God forgave you your sin. You will not die. However, the son who will be born soon, will die.’ I heard only that much, actually too much. After these words, I fainted.”

Solomon approached his mother and embraced her tightly. She hugged him gratefully. She put her head on his shoulder.

“When I regained my senses, your father was with me. The servants were bustling around. The childbirth began. I gave birth to a boy. He died after seven days. It was the punishment that God gave us.”

Solomon caressed her hair.

“Your father spent almost all this time in the temple. He thought that he would appease God with his prayers and sacrifices, and that our son, the fruit of love, would survive. However, the deeds we committed were shameful, and they required punishment. We both received it. We suffered, but it was at that time that we became even closer to each other. When the days of mourning and well-deserved penance finally passed, marriage took place. Soon God heard our prayers and gave us the most wonderful gift we could expect - you. You are a child of great love, Solomon, a gift from God who loved you and gave you important tasks on earth. By sending us to you, he also gave David a sign that his guilt had been forgiven.”

The kingdom of Sheba, Mariba

Three months later

It happened just as the princess announced. We fell in love at the first meeting. Already then, I felt as if we had always known each other. I lived in a room next to her room, and from that day on we were inseparable.

One night, I was awakened by her cry. I immediately jumped to my feet and was at her bedside in one moment. She was kneeling, sitting on her heels. She was rocking. The wide-open eyes shone with unearthly light. I was sure she could not see me. I approached carefully. She spoke quietly, but clearly, 

“I'm coming to you, I'm coming. Wait for me,” I heard. “We'll meet when the time comes. I come...” 

She repeated the same words many times, among which “I come” and “wait” appeared most often.

Finally, she raised her hands up, as though in a gesture of prayer. She bowed her head in a distinguished move, as she did many times during the holidays and ceremonies in which she accompanied her father, and then she stretched, smiled with satisfaction and laid down on her side to sleep peacefully till morning.

Unlike her, I could not sleep anymore that night. I wondered where she wandered in her dreams. Who was she meeting with, what was she talking about, and finally - to whom was she coming, and when the time she was talking about in her dreams would come?

Everything cleared up the next day. She woke up happy and rested, when the sun was high already. I was sitting in a chair by her bed.

“Have you been here all night?” she asked, her smile lighting up the room. 

“Yes. I ran, because I wanted to be with my lady during her journey,” I said truthfully, as always.

“I was at the king from the distant land again,” she confessed quietly, sitting down on the edge of the bed.

I sat even closer to her.

“I am, and I will always be with you,” I assured.

“I know and thank you for that,” she hugged her cheek to mine. I felt the warmth of a skin of the child, not quite awake from sleep yet. “I'll tell you something,” she whispered straight into my ear, “but you have to keep it secret. This is my father's wish. I know that you will not say anything, but I promised my dad that I would not tell anyone what you are about to hear. I'm sure of you more than of myself. I have seen in my dreams that you will always be faithful to me.”

I embraced her small body. She seemed so helpless!

“I will always be with you,” I assured her in a whisper. She embraced me, and after a moment I heard, “It wasn't the first time already, that I saw in my dreams a ruler from a distant country to which I will go when I become a queen. However, before this happens, there must be a lot of water flowing in the rivers, and I should learn a lot during this time. A lot will happen before I meet him. I do not know yet where he is or which direction I should go, but I can be sure that he is already waiting for me, even though he does not even know about my existence. Our meeting will change the fate of the world. I have no idea how. I do not know when and I do not know what will happen, but I am sure it will happen.”

She sighed as if she were an adult woman.

“First, however, I will become the Queen of Sheba,” she assured. “My father knows that. I told him. He asked me not to tell anyone that I have visions, because that will hurt alliances and peace in Sheba. The princes quietly think that one of their sons will at the right time take me as a wife and we will rule together in his duchy, or that one of their sons has a chance for a crown. That is why they are obedient to my father. As if they did not remember that I have two brothers, each of whom is a more important heir than me,” she said to herself. “I saw in my dreams that none of the princes will be my husband. A ruler from a distant land is destined for me. However, I cannot talk about it to anyone, because it's just the dreams of a little girl, as my father says. He would like to think that, but I'm sure that what I happen to see at nights are prophecies. I know that they will come true. When they come to me, it is as if the sky was breaking open. Brightness flows on me. I see everything clearly. And each time more and more.”

I listened carefully. Everything was starting to come together. Behold, I had the honor of guarding the princess who I knew would sit on the throne of Sheba someday. I learned about it by opening the curtain of time. Nikal called me, knowing about my vision and the dreams of his daughter. Two different, independent sources, that is both Makeda and I, had similar visions. It could not have been just the dreams of a child or visions of a priestess who was looking behind the veil of time. Nikal was an experienced ruler. He knew that if something was going to happen by the will of the gods, even if we do not like it, we should give up the hope that things will be different from what they would like.

“Have you had such dreams for a long time?”

“When I was little, I did not distinguish between a dream and reality. At that time, my mother often visited me at nights. As you know, she died just after giving birth. However, I still feel that she has not left me. Recently, since the time you have appeared, she visits me less frequently. She says I'm in good hands now.”

I was tough, but when I heard that, tears rolled down my cheeks, surprising even myself.

“Mom is glad you're with me. You will look after me better than she does because you can fight, and in the future this skill may be useful more than both of us think today. I do not know that, but she says so, and she is very wise.”

“Makeda, you are an extraordinary girl,” I whispered, knowing that what we were saying would stay between us. “You will be a great queen someday. But before that happens, we should be careful. Your father is right: do not tell anyone about your visions. It could be dangerous for the country and for you.”

“I will not tell anyone, I swear,” she promised. 

That's how I got to know the secret of Princess Makeda.

The Kingdom of Israel, Jerusalem

At the same time

King David was already old. He was cold even when covered with layers. His servants said, “We will have to look for a young girl, let her be always with the king, take care of him, let her sleep next to him, if necessary, warming him up in this way.” They looked all over Israel for one that would be beautiful enough. Finally, a Shunammite woman named Abishtag was found and brought to the palace. She was really beautiful. She cared for the king and served him. However, he did not approach her​[6].

Queen Bathsheba liked Abishtag. Every day she saw her efforts, kindness, and patience. The girl was quiet, modest, smiling gently, and at the same time, she behaved as if she was born only to serve David. Looking at her face, one could think that taking care of the king was her joy, destiny, and the greatest thing that could happen to her in life. At the same time, she was completely unaware of her unusual beauty and grace. She did not seem to notice glances admiring her. She focused on taking care of the king and moved around with her head low.

When the queen saw her modesty, she ordered her to become an inseparable companion of the king, not only during the day. The girl spent also her nights with her master, warming him with her body and watching him constantly.

At that time also, Solomon was often by his sick father's bed. They had long conversations, and on the days when the king was worse, the son read old scrolls to him. Sometimes they both were silent or slept: the king in his bed, and Solomon in the chair next to him. In such moments, Abishtag, exhausted by constant vigil, most often also fell asleep, lying down somewhere nearby.

One morning, when the three of them had just fallen asleep after a light breakfast, Bathsheba quietly entered the room. Abishtag immediately raised her head, and when she saw the queen, she got up in panic, adjusted her outfit and bowed low. Hearing the movement, Solomon also opened his eyes. Fortunately, the queen's entrance did not wake David up.

“Solomon, come with me,” whispered Bathsheba. “Immediately!” She stressed her demand with gesture.

“You stay with the King and do not step away from him.” She looked at Abishtag. “Do not let anything be given to the king without my permission. No drinks, food or gifts. The guard in front of the door will be reinforced. Do not be surprised when more soldiers come here.”

The girl nodded without saying a word. She understood that something extraordinary had happened, which in consequence could be a threat to the king's life.

“What happened, mother?” Solomon waited until they were behind the door of the chamber.

The queen did not even break her stride.

“We must hurry! Nathan and Zadok will be here soon, I have already sent for them. Let's go, I will tell you everything in my room.”

“What happened? I want to know now. Nathan and Zadok can wait.”

“Son,” she stopped, took his hands and looked into his eyes. “Son,” she repeated, and her voice betrayed an outrage and fear. “Adonijah proclaimed himself king!”

“What?” At first, he did not believe what he had heard. “How come!?”

“Exactly!” She was upset. “Let's go, we have to act! We will wonder later,” she turned and quickly walked towards her chamber.

Solomon stood still for a moment, then shook his head in disbelief and followed her.

He was primarily a thinker. He wasn’t fond of disputes and fighting, and palace intrigues repelled him. Adonijah was the eldest son of David. Solomon understood therefore that his older half-brother's dream of the throne was justified. However, succession to the throne in Israel was not as obvious as in neighboring countries. The reigning king appointed the heir, guided by the divine order. So, it was in David’s case. A few months earlier, the prophet Nathan gave the king the will of Yahweh, who according to the will of the Supreme, chose Solomon, not Adonijah, to govern Israel.

David often said that the will of the Lord is sacred for him, and so Solomon will inherit the throne. But he never announced it publicly, and now he was terminally ill. Most probably, this was the reason of Adonijah’s audacity. He intended to take advantage of the king’s weakness and proclaimed himself the successor; believing that once he puts the crown onto his head, Solomon will not have the courage to oppose him.

The prophet Nathan and the priest Zadok were already waiting in Bathsheba’s chamber.

“Queen,” they greeted the ruler first.

“Solomon,” they bowed their heads in front of her son.

“What are the news?” Bathsheba sat down, indicating the place for them.

In the situation they found themselves, she was not going to waste time on ceremonial greeting.

“Speak up,” she urged.

“Adonijah indeed proclaimed himself king. It's a fact,” began Zadok, “He made a sacrifice of sheep, calves and bulls by the Zoheleth stone, summoning his brothers, friends, supporters, and part of the army there.”

“By making the sacrifice in a holy place, he told the gathered people that as the eldest son of David, he shall be king,” added the prophet Nathan. “The priest Abiathar blessed him, and Joab, as the commander of the royal army, testified with the presence of the troops that everything is done according to David’s will.”

“People gathered in the valley dared not even think that Adonijah would declare himself king without agreeing on this beforehand with his father. After all, it would be an insult to Yahweh,” Solomon remarked with calmness that was unusual in this situation. “It's not the fault of the people that they cheered him. They could not know that he lied to them.”

“You're right,” the queen admitted, noting the balanced reaction of her son with satisfaction. “Could our people imagine that one could be so bold as to proclaim oneself a king against Yahweh’s will? Maybe Adonijah simply lost his mind?”

“We are all human. We submit to the rulers, believing that they are wise, and we should trust them,” Solomon explained the behavior of crowds. “And Adonijah is not crazy,” he added. “He just takes advantage of the situation. He is a soldier; he judged that it was time to act. I think he also thought that when he puts on the crown, Father will decide that apparently, it’s God's will. In doing so, he thought the ill king will not have the strength nor the desire to change what's already happened.”

“Solomon is right,” Zadok agreed. “I don't know how the king will react when he finds out. Because he doesn't know yet, right?” He looked questioningly at Bathsheba and Solomon, and when they both confirmed his suspicions, he continued, “The party is going on in the valley right now. A boisterous celebration began on Adonijah’s orders.”

“What to do in this situation? Haven’t things gone too far?” The queen lost confidence for a moment.

“What’s your advice?”

“Maybe it happened so by the Lord’s will?” Solomon expressed his opinion quietly, but firmly. “Adonijah can surely be a good king. He is brave; he will quickly conquer another territory, strengthen our borders; he will rule with a tough, firm hand. Yahweh could have changed his mind. He saw me on the throne once, and now he prefers Adonijah?”

“Prince, forgive me, but I have a different opinion,” Nathan protested, “your father united Israel by the will of Yahweh. We are strong as ever. Now is the time to strengthen and stabilize what we have. The time of war has passed, we need peace and wise governance. You have to build, create, develop. A warrior will not do this. Israel needs a wise ruler of a peaceful nature now. You have known for long time that Yahweh has chosen you. Your father talked about this many times. Your task will be to build, including the erection of the temple for the Ark of the Covenant. Adonijah will not do it!”

“We all know the fact that Solomon is destined to govern Israel,” the queen regained her self-assurance.

“Let us think how to reverse the course of events. And fast!”

“I agree that you need to act without delay,” Zadok nodded. “Let’s hurry and pray; hopefully it’s not too late!”

“Lady, let’s talk with the king as soon as possible. Yahweh will give you both clear thinking and the right words,” Nathan assured.

“Father is sleeping, he is weak,” worried Solomon.

“I assure you that he will be grateful to be awakened,” said Nathan.

“I've known David for years. I also suppose that the need for rapid action will add him strength,” Zadok backed the prophet.

***
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After a while, the queen was bending over her sleeping spouse in his chamber.

“My lord,” she whispered, and when he opened his eyes, kissed his hand, kneeling. “In the name of God, you promised that our son Solomon will be the king after you.”

“So, it will be,” he said in a calm voice, awakened.

“So, you do not know, my beloved, that Adonijah declared himself king? He did it without your knowledge?”

David got up on the bed. Just as Zadok predicted, the news shocked him, but paradoxically, also gave him strength.

“What!?” His voice, very weak recently, sounded so loud now that the prophet Nathan, listening behind the door of the chamber, was sure that Bathsheba just gave her husband the disturbing news, and he decided to come in.

“Lord,” he bowed, approaching the bed. “I hear that the latest information has already reached you.”

“What is what I have just heard supposed to mean? Speak!” David was sitting upright, a blush appearing on his cheeks.

“King, my lord, Adonijah made a sacrifice of many cattle, fat calves, and lambs by the Zoheleth stone, and proclaimed himself king. He invited other king’s sons, military commanders, and the priest, Abiathar, to the ceremony. They are now eating and drinking with him, crying out at the same time, ‘Long live King Adonijah!’ But he did not invite me or the priest Zadok or Benaiah or Solomon. Has all this happened according to your will? Did you really not want to reveal to us, his servants, who is to sit on the throne of Israel after you​[7]? You let Adonijah put on the crown?”

“Nathan, who knows the will of Yahweh better than you. I am his faithful servant.” David found new strength with every spoken word. “What Adonijah did, happened without my knowledge! After me, Solomon is to be the king of Israel. Not Adonijah, nor anyone else, but So-lo-mon!” he spelled each syllable. “It's decided.”

Bathsheba watched her husband with increasing joy. She deluded herself, thinking that what was happening would make him get his strength back for good and recover. “Maybe he needed just such a challenge,” she thought.

“Here's what you'll do,” the king decided. “Immediately, as soon as I'm done talking, you will go with Solomon to Gihon. There, priest Zadok and you, Nathan, will anoint him with holy oil. Let them blow the horns and shout as loud as they can, ‘Long live King Solomon!’ Benaiah will be with you and so will all my bodyguard. Sing, praise, dance and rejoice - let the world know that we have a new king. Then come to the palace, let Solomon sit on the throne. I'll be waiting for him, and I will put a crown on his head.

“Let my lord, David, live forever!” exclaimed the happy queen.

It happened just as he ordered. They went to Gihon. There, the prophet Nathan and the priest Zadok took the horn filled with oil and anointed Solomon. When the trumpets sounded, the people shouted: “Long live King Solomon!” Then they all followed him to the palace. They played flutes and rejoiced so much that the earth trembled.

Meanwhile, the sounds of trumpets in the city reached Adonijah and those who feasted with him at the Zoheleth stone . It was a sign to them that something special happened there. Adonijah worried. A moment later, Jonathan, the son of the priest Abiathar, came running.

“Lord,” the boy bowed his head before Adonijah.

“Priest,” he also bowed to Abiathar, who was his father, but had taught him from childhood to call him a priest in official situations.

Adonijah sensed that in a moment he would hear something that he surely would not like. The son of the priest, who had just anointed him to be the ruler, should have called him a king, but he did not address him this way. Why? “What happened in the city?” he thought and was very worried, but he tried not to show the great fear that suddenly appeared in his heart.

“Speak up!’ he ordered the boy.

“Our lord and king, David, made Solomon the ruler. The priest Zadok and the prophet Nathan have anointed him in Gihon. They left from there rejoicing, so that the whole city trembled from singing, music, and cheers. Hence, these noises, reaching all the way to you. Solomon is already in the palace and sits on the royal throne. I was there when King David spoke. He said, ‘Blessed be Yahweh, the God of Israel, for having established a successor on my throne today, so I could see it with my own eyes.”

Jonathan’s words were heard by almost all those present around Adonijah’s table. To those who feasted farther away, they also arrived almost right away, because they were immediately passed from mouth to mouth.

After a moment, the square was almost empty. As soon as the people realized that they were the victims of Adonijah’s fraud, they went in silence, but in a great hurry to the city, to honor the rightful king. Only Adonijah with Joab, Abiathar, and several soldiers, stayed in the valley.

“What do you advise?” Adonijah knew what punishment he himself would give to someone who behaved as he did. He was upset and did not try to hide it.

“We have to run away!” Joab also had no doubt what fate awaits the one who voluntarily declared himself king and his associates. “Run away. As soon as possible! Soon, the soldiers of Solomon will be here. Then we will be finished! They will not forgive us!”

“Do not panic,” the priest tried to calm him. “We did not do anything that would require the imposition of the severest punishment.”

“It's not panic, but common sense. You know as well as we do that we are guilty of treason.” Joab had no doubt.

“Adonijah will be immediately executed for what he did, and we together with him. The king would be a fool if he did otherwise. Let’s flee, while there is still time!”

When none of them moved a step away from the place. Joab bowed his head in front of them, turned away, and walked briskly to the horse, taking the bridle from his servant.

“Do what you want. Maybe we'll meet in better times,” he kicked the sides of the animal.

They watched in silence as the rider quickly receded.

“Lord, the temple will guarantee your safety,” priest Abiathar advised Adonijah when Joab disappeared behind the first rock. “Hold the horns of the altar. The eternal law says that those who have not acted properly, but were not guided by evil intentions, are protected. No one will dare to defile the sacred right of asylum.”

“Are you sure?” Adonijah was looking for hope in his words. “What if Solomon does not respect this law?”

“He will respect it; he is wise,” assured Abiathar.

“I wish!” He held on to his words like to salvation. “Promise me, in the name of our friendship, that you will now go to Solomon and ask him to promise that he will not order to kill me. I am only afraid of death,” he added quietly. “Will you do this?” He approached the priest at a breath distance and grabbed him by the skirts of his long coat. “Promise!”

Abiathar shivered. He had never seen such terror in the eyes of the one who just a moment earlier proclaimed himself king. Adonijah’s fear infected him.

The Kingdom of Sheba, Mariba

At the same time

“He for whom I am destined, will soon sit on the throne,” Makeda stretched just after waking.

She was pleased and happy. She was lying in the big bed, which the king recently ordered to make from the best Lebanese cedar wood. Nikal pampered his daughter without restrain. I thought he was trying to compensate for the absence of her mother in this way, but I did not see anything inappropriate in this.

“He will sit on the throne? You had a dream?” I asked, sitting down beside her.

She embraced me with her little hands, and she said, in accordance with our agreement that she would always whisper about her visions into my ear so that no one else could hear.

“He was walking toward the great throne. I looked at his back. He was already on the steps, but something stopped him from entering higher. He stopped. As if he were wondering. I was hoping for him to turn around so I could see his face, but he disappeared.”

“Something else?” I asked.

“Where he was, the sun was shining.”

“Were there any people with him?”

“I have not seen anyone besides him...”

The Kingdom of Israel

At the same time

“May the God of Israel be blessed for having appointed a successor on my throne today,”​[8] surprisingly for everyone, King David's voice was very strong. The coronation of his son gave him strength. His eyes sparkled, he was proud and convinced that Solomon would be a perfect ruler.

“Be brave as befits a man,” he added, addressing him directly. “Remember, serve God by walking his paths, obeying his laws, commandments and ordinances, as it is written in the law of Moses, so that you succeed in everything you do and wherever you go. In this way, the words spoken to me by Yahweh will be fulfilled: ‘If your sons are faithful to me with all their heart and with all their soul, you will never run out of a descendants who sit on the throne of Israel.’”

Solomon knelt.

“So, it will happen. I will fulfill God's will, father.”

He did not have time to get up when a messenger came running into the throne room. He bowed low, out of breath, and then panted, turning his gaze from David to Solomon and back, and gasping for air, “Lord, there is no one left with Adonijah. Everyone left him. People are now running into the city to bow to the rightful king. The priest Abiathar will be here soon. Adonijah asked him to beg you for your grace for him.”

The eyes of the gathered people focused on Solomon, for it was him whom the messenger addressed with his last words. David was also looking at his son expectantly. But Solomon was silent.

“What should I do?” he wondered. “If I have him killed, it will be my first decision as a king. I do not want to start my rule from sentencing. If I let him go free, the people will see it as weakness or fear. I know that Adonijah will always think that he would be a hundred times better king than me. He will want to remove me at the first opportunity.”

His thoughts were interrupted by the entrance of priest Abiathar.

“King, I want to pay tribute to you,” he began, bowing.

David smiled at his thoughts. He was sure Abiathar would behave exactly like this: he would bow down low and pretend that he had nothing to do with Adonijah's coronation.

“You are the rightful king, given to us by Yahweh,” he said, obsequiously.

“What brings you here, priest?” Solomon's expression was impenetrable. “Speak honestly. I want to hear the truth from your lips.”

“I come from Adonijah, who made a terrible mistake. However, he realized it and begs for forgiveness. Shaking with fear, he clings to the horns of the altar and says: ‘May King Solomon give me a promise today that he will not kill his servant!’ Adonijah believes in the right of asylum in the temple for those who have committed a crime unintentionally.”

Solomon considered the answer. Finally, he said, “In the law of Moses, it is written: ‘If it turns out that he had fair intentions, the hair will not fall from his head, but if they prove him guilty, he will have to die!’”

“King, you speak in a riddle.” Abiathar understood the king's words perfectly, but he hoped that Solomon would nevertheless show mercy to the traitor.

“Let Adonijah stand before me immediately.”

Solomon signaled that the time allowed for the hearing was over, then he beckoned Benaiah, the commander of the soldiers, “Bring Adonijah here. Right now!”

Benaiah left to obey the order, and a discussion started in the room. The gathered did not heed the presence of the old and the new king. They wondered, quietly at first, and after a while more and more loudly, what the punishment for the self-proclaimed king should be.

Benaiah returned faster than anyone expected. He was not alone. The eyes of the audience focused on Adonijah. The soldiers surrounded him from four sides. He did not resemble the man who had spontaneously proclaimed himself king in the morning. Hunched, he looked contrite. He did not take his eyes off the floor.

“Adonijah?” Solomon greeted him when the man stood before the throne.

Only then did the culprit dare to look up. Apparently, he read something in Solomon's eyes that gave him hope, because he straightened up.

“If what we've learned is true, and if you understand how great a sin against God you carry on your shoulders, you should humble yourself immediately.”

There was silence. Even the air did not tremble. Time flowed, and Adonijah stood unmoved. The tension was growing. Finally, the meaning of what he had heard apparently reached him, for he fell to his knees and bowed his head. One could hear a sigh of
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