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The three men were dressed in their ceremonial robes as they made the last mile of their arduous journey to the mangy in which the Seer had directed them. They came to witness the birth of a Prince and to bless his life with promise and fortitude.

“Our travel has been one of hardship, my brethren,” Lord Roab said, as he removed bread and cheese from inside his robe. “To see such a wonder is beyond human understanding.”

“I agree, my Lord,” Lord Khail said, as he reached for the bread and cheese being offered to him.  “His coming will bring about peace in the world. Our people’s persecution has brought about sorrow and confusion and no hope.”

“When we gave our hearts to the faith, we knew it was going to be hardships and struggles, my brethren,” Lord Mahath said.

Lord Roab and Lord Khail turned toward the white bearded man who was older than both of them by fifteen years. He sat on the rock looking out at the barren desert clutching his worn tan robe around him. His shepherd’s staff rested on the ground beside him. He’d had it so long that his finger prints were imbedded into the old, worn wood.

“Lord Mahath, you are wise. Do you think what we are about to see is what has been ordained during the time of Moses?” Lord Roab asked, as he brought over some bread and cheese to Lord Mahath.

“Man is a beast of burden, my Lords. We pray for our God to give us wisdom in our everyday lives, but sometimes those prayers go unanswered because our God has bestowed upon us wisdom that we refused to use,,” Lord Mahath said, as he waved away the bread and cheese being offered. “We will witness the birth of this child, and we, as the most knowledgeable, will know what to expect from it or not to expect from the child.”

“What if the child is a girl, Lord?” Lord Khail asked.

“A girl?” Lord Roab spat. “That cannot be possible. The stars did not indicate that,” he said.

Lord Mahath pointed to the sky. Lord Roab and Lord Khail looked up. “That brightest star to the right does not say what matter of birth the child will be, but it does say that the child will be special, and that our God is giving the child to us. Whether it is boy or girl does not matter,” he said.

“Will the people take hold to a girl?” Lord Khail asked.

“We will never know until it happens,” Lord Mahath said. “Come, let us rest. This will be our last night under the moon and stars before we enter the city of Bethlehem.”  

“The Torah has proclaimed that the child will rule the way of man,” Lord Roab said, as he walked back and sat down on his worn blanket. “I have studied the teachings of our faith since I was a small child. Our way has always been the true belief compared to the lecherous belief of our once esteem brethren, the Sadducees,” Lord Khail said. He looked at both men, and spat on the ground. “How can they not adhere to the resurrection as it has been ordained?”

“It is not that they deliberately refuse to...accept what is in the Torah, it is just that they have become harden with the ways of their Hellenism counterparts who govern this land. Accepting what is dictated to them to live a fruitful life of material desires. They live for what they can see, and not what our God has asked them to do,” Lord Mahath said. He wrapped his blanket around his broad, old shoulders. “We of the Pharisees Sect will continue to stay the course. Sleep, my brethren, for we still have a lot of traveling to do to witness the birth of a new beginning.”

Lord Khail walked to his blanket that lay on the ground. He straightened it out while tossing aside a few small pebbles. He sat down and looked up at the sky.

“We need a new beginning to help us understand where we are going,” Lord Khail said, as he lay down with his hands behind his head. “Our world is filled with...charlatans and those who want the world to be the way they want it to be.”

Lord Mahath laughed.

The rustling sound of his heavy robe made people who were walk down the corridor look around. They would get out of his way quickly. In his right hand he clutched an old parchment. His breathing was hard as he ascended the stairs leading to the observatory room. He pushed the two heavy, black iron doors open with a strenuous effort.

“Calith, you must have something urgent to tell me to come barging in at the moment that I am about to make prayer.”

Calith stopped between the doors. The parchment in his hand seemed to burn with anticipation as he clutched it. He nodded as he walked into the room. He closed the doors, and then turned around to face the young man who had adorned the title of High-Priest in the last three months by his wisdom of the laws and his long bloodline.

Calith bowed. “High Priest Solern, I have received information from our star-watchers about the child,” he said.

High Priest Solern looked up from the book he was reading. His young, grey eyes displayed an intellect beyond his thirty-three years, as well as a look of harden emotional suppression. That fact along with him being a descendent of all the other high-priest before him, gave him an advantage to climb the ladder to become the youngest of all high-priest. He nodded for Calith to approach.

Calith hurried to the desk. His own brown eyes taking in all that he saw. Standing in front of the desk, he placed the parchment paper on it.

High-Priest Solern reached for the parchment. His quick grey eyes took in everything as he read it studiously. Moments later he looked up. “Are these accurate?” he asked. 

“Yes, sir. I made them go over it five times,” Calith said.

High Priest Solern stood up. He walked to the terrace. Down below he could barely make out the sexes of the men and women walking around, for he was in the tower of the Sadducees and it stood fifteen stories high. He turned around.

“Calith, the people will expect much from this child, and, if what we know by our reading of the law, this child will be the pedestal of change as to the way we know it. Is it good for our traditions or is it good for those who broke away many decades ago to prove a point? I do not know, but I do know that with change will come new power and new hopes and dreams for those who cannot dream and have lost hope over the years. We must prepare for the coming of this...special person,” High Priest Solern said.

“How do we do that?” Calith asked.

“By the time this child comes of age, I will be ready to confront it if it does not follow the ways of the written law. At the moment, we have time on our side, Calith, for a child grows into knowledge and we already possess it,” High Priest Solern said.

Calith nodded.

They sat at the entrance of the cave. Their clothing was worn from years of traveling the barren lands. As they sat with their legs crossed and eating a simple vegetable dish of cabbage out of a clay bowl with their fingers.

The frail looking man in the middle between Eagear and Largess tossed several old animal bones on the canvass near the bowl. The other two men looked at the bones when they’d stopped rolling and spinning around.

“I knew it would be born a night before. I felt the child’s aura” the frail man said, as he smiled. His decaying yellow teeth had several missing in the back of his mouth. “It is as to be expected, my brothers. The gartoth always rolls with truth when I drop them.”

“Johan, you are a wise man. If what you say is true, then we must prepare the child.”

Johan looked at the man he considered a brother. Largess, with his small head and broad shoulders was always the most curious of the Essenes sect.

Johan reached for the bones. He looked at Eagear. His sunburn, swarthy skin had been in the desert for many generations. “Eagear, you have pushed away the salt that is about to enter old wounds, but you cannot expect those of the misguided faith to seek your understanding of something they will not come to accept,” he said.

“I agree with Johan,” Eagear said.

Eagear and Johan looked at the young man who sat with one knee up and his mouth full of food.

“You would not have anything else to add to this discussion would you, Largess?” Johan asked.

“No. And I suppose I am the one who is going to make the trip,” Largess said, as he scooped up more of the cabbage out of the bowl with his fingers. “If I leave tonight, I should make it there in the next five days.” He placed the food into his mouth.

“About that,” Eagear said.

“And if you leave two or three hours earlier, you might make it there even quicker,” Johan said.

All three of them looked at one another. Then, with a silent understanding, the three of them simultaneously reached into the bowl and scooped out the cabbage.

That same night, Governor Thalus paced his office. Every time he walked beside a piece of furniture, he kicked it. If he passed a small statue, he knocked it to the floor, breaking it. He passed a mirror and stopped. He stared at his reflection.

“Do you think my hair is thinning?” Governor Thalus asked.

The thin man sitting in the corner to the right of him looked up from writing on the parchment paper, and stared at the governor.

Governor Thalus turned toward him. “Well, do you?” he asked.

“I believe with the stress of your position, sir, and considering the current situation, you are in, you are a wonderful governor. It might have taken a toll on your...appearance but...” the man said. 

“Jaffe, you are truly a good assistant. I say blue, you say blue but with a tinge of green,” Governor Thalus said. “Are the rumors still spreading about this wonder child?”

“Yes, sir. The constant mummers on the street are that this child will let the light shine through the darkness of the world. I, on the other hand, believe it to be nothing more than the poor and the disillusioned invoking gossip,” Jaffe said, as he cleared his throat.

“What do our spies say?” Governor Thalus asked. He walked toward his large desk, and sat down. “And it better be something good. We pay them a hefty sum of talents each month to get good information.”

Jaffe smiled. “We have been searching the city but nothing has come up, sir. I suspect this child is outside the city of Jerusalem, and if that is the case, then it would be difficult for us to really know the child’s location.”

“Why do these people always create a sense of hope from old-wives tales and superstition? What is wrong with worshiping the Golden Calf, and other deities we have? No, they want to worship something they cannot see. Damn heathens!” Governor Thalus said.

“False dreams give a person promising hope, sir,” Jaffe said. “Anyway, if this child is born anywhere in the surrounding vicinity, it will be found and removed from its parents immediately.”

“It must be done quietly, Jaffe. The powers that be do not want to rile the little people in denying them their fruition of hopes and dreams. Find this wonder child, and quietly dispose of the situation,” Governor Thalus said.

“Absolutely, sir. I have already set a plan in motion for exactly that when the child is located,” Jaffe said.

“In this business of politics, Jaffe, when you think you have a friend, that is when they stab you in the back, and then roll your dead body up in a cheap rug and toss you in the sea,” Governor Thalus said.

“Well, I guess I will not be running for any offices anytime soon... sir,” Jaffe said. He smiled. His pale face lit up.

“I hope not. Especially not against me,” Governor Thalus said. He raised his eyebrows.

Jaffe nodded and returned his attention to writing. 

Governor Thalus grunted.

Elizabeth lay in bed. Her small hands clutched the sheets under her with a strength she didn’t know she possessed. Perspiration ran down her blood drained face as she tried to control her breathing. She looked down at her swollen belly, and began to breathe harder.

The old mid-wife squatted snuggly between Elizabeth’s legs with a large wooden bowl of warm water, and several sheets to the right of her. She affectionately patted Elizabeth on her right leg.

“Young mother, I know what you are going through. I have been a mother ten times over,” said the mid-wife, as she pushed aside a lone strain of gray hair out of her eyes.

Elizabeth gave the old woman a menacing scowl, as she pulled back her top lip while she lifted herself from the pillow on her elbows. “The...pain is unbearable, Old Mother,” she said. “I need my husband, Zechariah!”

“Ahh, my child, we are the mother’s of burden when it comes to bringing new life into this old world,” Old Mother said, as she glanced down between Elizabeth’s legs. “A husband at this stage would do nothing more but cause you pain and grief. As well as make you angry when you see him. Steady yourself. You are about ready!”

Elizabeth let out a scream. She reached up and grabbed her knees. Her feet dug into the small pallet she lay one as she pulled herself up, and expelled air from her lungs rapidly. She let go of her knees and lay back down after five seconds. Grinding her teeth, and squinting her eyes as she stared at the old woman waiting between her legs.

“Yes, you are ready, Elizabeth. I can see the crown of the baby’s head,” Old Mother said, as she placed a sheet under Elizabeth’s naked butt. “It is time for you to begin to push, child, but very slowly.”

“Ahh!” Elizabeth screamed.

“Slowly, child!” Old Mother shouted. “Slowly. The child head is through, but the shoulders are twisted. I have to turn the child’s body so it can come out straight,” she said.

“It hurts! I have to get it out!” Elizabeth screamed. Her eyes were closed.

“Not yet! I have to...get the baby right, or else it could be strangled by your life cord!” Old Mother shouted. 

Elizabeth clenched her teeth. She balled the sheets in her hand as she strained not to push. To control her pain, she concentrated on her breathing.

With deft, old wrinkled hands, Old Mother began to twist the baby around. She constantly wiped her hands on the sheet underneath Elizabeth every time she lost the grip on the baby. She began to sweat intensely. She used her shoulders to wipe the sweat out of her eyes as she reached for the baby.

“Hold on, child! Hold on!” Old Mother shouted. “Do not push yet!”

Though her hands had withered with age, they were strong in grasping the baby. Old Mother twisted the baby’s shoulders to the left as she began to pull the baby free.

“Push, child. Push, now!” Old Mother screamed. 

Elizabeth, with all the strength she could muster, began to push down while concentrating on trying to get the baby out of her.

“Yes, child, keep pushing!” Old Mother whispered. “You can do it. Push hard!”

Elizabeth opened her eyes wide, as she let loose a heart wrenching scream and pushed down.

The baby gradually began to fill Old Mother’s hands as it escaped from the canal of life between Elizabeth’s legs into a life of unknown possibilities. Old Mother smiled when she heard the baby cry.

“It is a boy, child. By the sound of his strong voice, he is going to be a talker,” Old Mother said.

Four months earlier, Joseph stood outside the barn. He wrung his hands together as he watched the coming and goings of all sorts of people entering and exiting. He ran his hand through his wooly dark hair as he walked to the water well, and leaned on it for support. He didn’t know what to do or think at that moment. He felt confused and his eyes watered.

The sound of his wife screaming only increased his anxiety to the point of his nerves being totally frayed.

“Joseph, how are you?”

Joseph turned to the sound of the voice beside him. He smiled when he saw that it was Benjamin. His friendly cherubim face always made Joseph smile.

“I’m a little...worried. I—“

Benjamin placed a hand on Joseph’s shoulder. “It is a little crazy, but it is your love that will keep you grounded,” he said.

Joseph stared at Benjamin. “But have you ever heard of such a thing?” he asked. “If this child is going to be great, how do I fit into its life? I am nothing more than a simple painter with simple ways. And my wife Mary is nothing more than a woman looking to keep a home over our heads,” Joseph said, as he rubbed his hand across his tired, aged face. “What do you think they are saying about my wife in the street? Behind closed doors?”

Benjamin nodded. “Some say wicked things. Others say good things, but do we concern ourselves with what others think or say? No, we do not. To believe in our God is to believe in ourselves, Joseph,” he said.

“What do you think, Benjamin?” Joseph asked.

“I think...Well, I believe that whatever happens is the way that is destined to happen, and there can be nothing we can do. Our lives are in the hands of our savior. To go against that, is to go against all we hold close and dear to us,” Benjamin said. He walked up to Joseph. “We are about to witness history, my friend.” He gave Joseph a hug.

Joseph smiled as he returned the hug.

The sound of a baby wailing made Joseph and Benjamin turn toward the direction of the barn.

Benjamin smiled. He grabbed Joseph by the shoulders. “You have a child,” he said. “And it sounds healthy.”

Joseph smiled. He nodded. “Come, Benjamin, let us go see my newborn baby,” he said.

Lord Mahath stood beside the mid-wife as she wrapped the baby in a blanket. They’d made it in time to witness the birth. The woman’s gray hair was matted to her forehead from perspiration but she smiled showing that she had no teeth in her mouth.

“Is it a son?” Lord Mahath asked the mid-wife.

The old woman, her soft black eyes glazed with admiration, turned to Lord Mahath, she smiled. “Yes, she has given birth to a son,” she said.

Lord Roab and Lord Khail walked over to the mid-wife. They looked at the baby she was holding. The baby looked at them and smiled.

Lord Roab and Lord Khail fell to their knees and began to pray.

Joseph and Benjamin entered the barn. Joseph was surprise to see the barn filled with people. He didn’t remember seeing so many people before while he waited outside. He walked to where his wife lay on the straw covered floor with blankets covering her. He dropped to his knees and took his wife’s head onto his lap.

“How are you feeling, Mary?” Joseph asked.

Mary, her black, tangled hair was plastered around her small forehead. Her mouth was dry and her lips cracked when she tried to open her mouth. She turned toward her husband of twelve years. She smiled when Joseph pushed aside her hair to reveal her brown delicate eyes.  

“It is a son like he said, Joseph,” Mary said. “I really did not believe him at first when he came that night, my husband, but it is true. I have given birth to a child I thought I could never give birth to. My barren body has given birth to a son.”

“Yes,” Joseph said. “And he looks strong for a baby. He has beautiful brown eyes like yours, my wife.”

“We must protect him, Joseph,” Mary said. 

“And we will protect our baby, my wife. I would give my life to make sure the baby is not harmed,” Joseph said.

Lord Mahath, Lord Roab, and Lord Khail walked out of the barn.

“It is time to spread the word,” Lord Mahath said.

“Yes,” Lord Roab said.

“The time of our Lord is coming,” Lord Khail said.

Largess watched as the mid-wife gave Mary the baby. He smiled, as he walked out of the barn. He walked a few more feet away, and then looked up at the sky. He saw a bright star beaming. It is true, he admitted. A child was born who would lead the sheep.

At that moment, he walked through the dark, long corridor. He glanced at the large busts of faces that had once ruled in an era that had been in its glory with power and prestige. The images molded in stone of pharaohs, queens, princes and princesses that had stamped their philosophies in history. Some had ruled Egypt and Ethiopia centuries ago. Others had ruled either Egypt or Ethiopia at one time. The two men who stood guard at the door bowed as he passed. Their eyes never met his out of respect and adulation. His head was held high as he walked down the stairs into the bowls of a labyrinth of stone and time. In his right hand he carried a flail. On his head was a crown of gold with the image of a serpent and a hawk. Each had rubies in their eyes. An honor of ancient times that once ruled the world in the South and the North before the dominance of the Greeks and Romans, and the pestilence of time. Something he knew stood still for no one or thing in life as each second passed by.

He walked toward the onyx throne inlaid with gold on its legs. Legs that had the image of lion paws on them. The throne’s arms were ivory. His Ethiopian lineage was apparent as his dark skin glistened. When he reached the throne, he casually turned around to greet his second-in-command, Harth-ka as he sat down.

“So the star-gazers have told me that the time has come for the birth of the last one to walk among men. The special one,” Pharaoh Zohar said

Harth-ka nodded, as he looked up at the throne on which the pharaoh sat.

“What about the Protector?” Pharaoh Zohar asked.

“He was born two hours ago, Pharaoh Zohar,” Harth-ka said, as he bowed. “He is strong and will be even stronger after his teachings.”

“He will be put through the ritual to prepare him for his destiny in due time,” Pharaoh Zohar said. “I am the last of the old and ancient ways, Harth-ka, so are you. With the birth of both the children, the stage has been set for the world to see one last phenomenon, my wise teacher.”

“Are you frightened, my Pharaoh?” Harth-ka asked.

“Frightened? No. This flesh is only a mere portal to a greater world in Amenta. By the time the child of the future comes of age, we will be old men and ready to pass on the greater things of life to someone else. Give the child another week with his mother, and then remove him and begin his training,” Pharaoh Zohar said.

“Yes, my Pharaoh. In the possibility that we shall age as the child grows, it is a good age of wisdom that we shall endure,” Harth-ka said.

Pharaoh Zohar smiled.

Harth-ka laughed.

Joseph watched the baby as he played with the spool of green yard on the floor in front of him. Joseph placed a small piece of bread in his mouth. He chewed it slowly. For some reason he felt the child always appeared to be watching him.

“Joseph, I am making us a nice rabbit stew this evening,” Mary said.

Joseph glanced at the petite woman who he loved with all his heart. Her sun burnt skin had a nice, attractive radiance to it. He smiled. “That would be kind of you,” he said, as he returned his attention to the baby playing on the floor.

“Next week is the baby’s first birthday. I will make him a beautiful blanket,” Mary said, as she stood beside the cooking pot stirring the stew. 

Joseph looked at his wife. He’d been having conflicting thoughts lately about his marriage to her and the birth of the baby playing cheerfully in front of him. He loved her. He knew that, but the dream he’d had a year ago left him with a feeling of dread of his own future and sanity.

“How are you feeling?” Joseph asked.

His wife stared at him and smiled. “I’m fine,” she said, as she touched her swollen stomach. “The baby is growing, huh?”

Joseph looked at his wife’s pregnant stomach. He nodded. 

“If it is a boy, we will name him Joseph,” his wife said.

“That would be fine, my wife,” Joseph said.

“Oh, could you bring me the baby, I have to feed him,” Mary said.

Joseph looked at the small child whose eyes were like brown, clear glass. He stood up, and walked toward the baby. The baby turned toward him and raised his small arms toward him. Joseph bent down and swoop him up in his arms. Joseph could feel a sense of comfort engulf him as the baby lay his head on his chest. At first Joseph tried to pull away from the baby, but a feeling of ease coursed through his body. A feeling that  made him smile. He hugged the small child. The baby returned his hug.

“That is the first time I saw you hug him, Joseph. I know it is hard for you, but he is my child and you are my husband,” Mary said.

“No, Mary, he is our child,” Joseph said, as he offered the child to his wife. “It is our faith and our love of our God that will endure us both to the gossip and snickering behind our backs that we will face together, my wife.”

Mary stared at the man who’d come to love and accept her. A tear ran down her cheek as she took her son. “Yes, we will survive, my husband,” she said.

“So where is this child of the people?” Governor Thalus asked as he ate grapes while staring at his assistant who was fidgeting in front of him. “It has been almost a year and none of your spies can find this...infant.”

Jaffe sat in a chair several feet away. He watched Governor Thalus as he lay on the lounge sofa casually popping one grape after another in his mouth. Jaffe hands were cupped tightly in his lap.

“We have numerous informants who can help us with this issue. What are they saying?” Governor Thalus asked. “We pay them enough gold to find out anything we need? Maybe you ought to take up this plight personally, Jaffe. To get out there among the wolves and find out the story ourselves.”

Jaffe stared at him. His thin lips were curled, as he ran his chubby fingers through his dark hair.

“It is only a suggestion,” Governor Thalus said. 

“I have increased the number of searchers to find the infant, sir,” Jaffe said. “The child is not in Bethlehem. I do not think the child has been in the city for some time. That is why we cannot  locate the child.”

“If rumors were to get back to those in power, we do not want their probing noses in our judicial quadrants. We would then have to answer to them. We do not need that kind of attention at the moment, Jaffe,” Governor Thalus said.

“I understand that, sir,” Jaffe said. He stared at the man he despised. Governor Thalus only purpose in life was to demand that he do all the things impossible. “I will do my best to locate the child.”

Governor Thalus popped another grape into his mouth. “All right,” he said. “You do that, Jaffe.”
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By the seventh year of his young life, the spring season had begun to blossom as the trees became more colorful with the changing of the season. The fresh spring air filled the lungs of those who inhaled its rich fragrance and felt the warmth of the sun on their skin.  Flowers started to bloom. The young children played in the sun in the morning as the adults tended to their everyday chores of farming and cleaning the houses. The small town of Nazareth had a very warm, loving atmosphere that many strangers commented whenever they passed through it. Some strangers, when asked, thought of the town as having a feeling of gaiety and comfort when they stayed overnight in the lodge. Some awoke the next morning feeling as if they’d been rejuvenated with energy. 

The small boy wearing a simple beige robe and black opened toed sandals had grew a half size taller over the past two months. The boy was kicking a rolled up piece of cloth that was circular in shape and resembled a ball. They’d tied together with several pieces of twine to keep it from unfurling. He was playing a few feet from where he lived with two other boys his age.

“Come on! Kick it!” Malick shouted as he waited impatiently staring at his friend who’d stopped kicking the rolled up cloth and had it under his foot. Malick was perspiring profusely as he waited for the rolled up cloth to be kicked his way. “Kick it!”

“Why do you always do that?” The other boy asked as he stood opposite of Malick. He was a chubby boy who enjoyed eating baked bread. His hair was constantly falling in his eyes, and he would repeatedly flip his head back to get it  out of his face. “Kick it!”

“That is why I do not like to play with him, Aurto,” Malick said. “Whenever we have a chance to get our chance to kick it, he stops and stares at the sky.”

Malick and Aurto looked at their friend. His head was tilted toward the sky. His body appeared to be frozen. His brown hair had grown to his frail shoulders. His lips were moving but Malick and Aurto heard no sound coming out of his mouth.

“Jesus!” Malick and Aurto said simultaneously.

The young boy shook his head. He blinked a few times to clear his vision. Jesus turned toward them. He smiled, and then he kicked the rolled up cloth toward Malick.

They began to play feverishly as each tried to get the rolled up cloth through each others legs. They laughed and shoved one another for over an hour. They fell over one another as each tried to get an advantage of the other for the rolled up cloth. They threw each other down on the ground, and all the while, they never stopped laughing.

“Jesus?”

The three boys all stopped playing at the sound of the baritone voice. They turned around.

“Come in the house, son. I have to go to the market and I need you to watch your brothers,” Joseph said.  

Jesus nodded. He kicked the rolled up cloth through Malick’s legs and laughed as it sailed through with ease. He ran toward his house laughing hysterically.

“Jesus, when we play tomorrow, you cannot get the first kick,” Aurto said, as he chased after the rolled up cloth.

Jesus laughed louder as he continued running toward his house that was several yards away.

As Aurto and Malick watched Jesus run off, Aurto turned to Malick.

“Why does he always act so...different?” Aurto asked. “Even when we were four years old, Jesus always acted strange.”

“I do not know. But do you remember the stories we used to hear about him?” Malick asked.

“What stories?” Aurto asked.

“You know. The stories about him being very special. That everyone never wanted to do anything that might get him upset because they said he had God’s ear. Once when I was pretending I was asleep, I heard my mother and father talking about Jesus. They were saying he was...different than normal children. That he was born to bring about something called redemption,” Malick said.

Aurto nodded. He turned toward Malick. What is re...redemp...re—

“Redemption,” Malick said. “I do not know. Whatever it is, it must mean special.”

Both boys looked at each other, then shrugged and began kicking at the rolled up cloth again.

Jesus walked into his house. Joseph, his father, tossed him a towel. Jesus caught it and began wiping his sweaty face and hair. He looked to the left and saw his brother, Joseph Jr., and his other brother James playing with each other. Joseph was two years younger than Jesus and James was three years younger than Jesus. When James saw Jesus, he ran toward him. Jesus picked him up. As James lay on Jesus’ shoulder, he placed his thumb in his mouth.

“I can never understand why he can cry most of the time when he is sitting on the floor, but when he climbs on your shoulder, he is ready to fall asleep,” Joseph said. “There is goat’s cheese and bread on the kitchen table if you and your brothers become hungry.”

“Okay, Joseph,” Jesus said, as he walked toward the table and sat down. “When is mother returning?” Jesus placed James on his lap.

Joseph had been rummaging through a bag on the table. He didn’t look up when he answered. “She should be returning late this evening. She is about to give birth any day now. So I have to find a few other jobs around the town to help feed you all. Being a painter can only produce so many talents a week.”

Jesus smiled. “You will find more, Joseph,” he said “You are a good provider.”

Joseph glanced at Jesus. Jesus brown eyes were sparkling with mirth as he smiled at Joseph.

“What does redemption mean?” Jesus asked.

“Redemption? Where did you hear that from?” Joseph asked.

“While I was running into the house, I heard Malick and Aurto talking about it. Is it a bad thing?” Jesus asked.

“Bad thing? No, I do not think it is a bad thing. It is a word...Well, it means that something can be changed or corrected in some form or another,” Joseph said. “Are you still having those dreams, son?”

“Yes, Joseph. They do not scare me as much now that I have become older. I have come to accept them,” Jesus said.

“Good. Sometimes we must accept things that we cannot avoid. And in accepting them, we become more tolerate. Do you understand me, Jesus?” Joseph asked.

“I do,” Jesus said, as he began to feed James some goat’s cheese.

“All right. I have to go and meet Benjamin for our trip. I know you will take good care of your brothers until your mother returns,” Joseph said, as he picked up his bag, and headed to the door. “Tell your mother I shall return as quickly as possible.”

“Yes, Joseph,” Jesus said.

Joseph walked out the door. 

Jesus watched as Joseph closed the door behind him. He looked down at his little brother and gently touched his nose with his index finger. James looked up at Jesus and laughed.

Joseph Jr. ran over to Jesus and dropped at his feet. “Show us some tricks, Jesus,” he asked.

“What tricks, my brother?” Jesus asked. He smiled at his brother.

“You know, the ones you promise us never to tell if we wanted to see more tricks,” Joseph Jr. said. He pulled his big robe up on his shoulders, as he tapped Jesus on his feet with his hands. “Show us.”

“Have you told anyone?” Jesus asked, as he looked down at his anxious brother and smiled. 

“No,” Joseph Jr. and James said in unison.

“Okay, Joseph Jr., bring me that chair over here,” Jesus said. He watched as Joseph Jr. stood up and hurried over to the chair. He brought over the chair and placed it a few feet from Jesus. “Sit in it.”

Joseph Jr. looked at Jesus dubiously, as he casually sat in the chair. Jesus sat James in Joseph Jr’s lap. “You hold onto James,” he said.

Joseph Jr. and James watched as Jesus turned toward them. They watched as he closed his eyes. For several moments nothing happened. Joseph Jr. smiled when he felt the room become cool as if a breeze from the ocean had passed through their windows. His smiled turned into a broad grin as he felt the chair slowly begin to rise.

“We’re flying,” James shouted as the chair continued to rise. “We’re flying!”

Joseph Jr. and James looked at Jesus. Jesus was now standing up. His chin was tilted upward as his lips moved very quickly but no sound came out of his mouth. His body to them looked like it had become transparent, as he raised his opened palms upward very slowly. Each time he did, they rose a little higher.

Joseph walked with his head down toward the edge of town. He walked several paces when he heard footstep behind him. He didn’t turn around.

“Why do you always walk so fast?” Benjamin asked, as he walked up to Joseph.

“It keeps my mind working,” Joseph said as he glanced at his friend.

“How is home?” Benjamin asked. His short, stout body tried to get the large bag he was carrying over his broad right shoulder. 

“Home is well,” Joseph said, as he reached for Benjamin’s bag, and tossed it over his shoulder. “How is your home, and Elizabeth?”

“Fine. If you take into consideration that my son has been talking crazy for the past five months about him finding his place in life. What place is a seven year old looking for? I do not know,” Benjamin asked.

“Your son? My son, Jesus, is a strange boy,” Joseph said.

“Hah! That’s an understatement,” Benjamin said. “There’s only a few of us who know of your son. He is a gift to the world, Joseph.”

Joseph nodded. “Yes, I am aware of that. But the fact that the child has not called me father since he could speak is painful. I have fed him. Changed his wet bottom, and held him when there were nights when he was sick. Yet he has never called me father. Would not that be the first utterance of a baby when they come into speech?”

“Maybe the child senses something beyond you being called his father, Joseph,” Benjamin said. “What? I do not know, so do not ask me.”

Joseph smile at Benjamin who’d always been there for him during his thoughtful times over the years.

“Do you think the market will have some fresh fish today?” Joseph asked.

“I would hope so. If not, then I would have to go to the sea and fish for my own because my wife has told me if I do not bring back some fish, there is no need for me to return home,” Benjamin said.

Joseph slapped Benjamin on the back as they both roared with laughter.

Pharaoh Zohar, wearing a long, silver robe symbolizing his stature, his power and prestige, stood in the vestibule of the long corridor looking down into the circular dirt filled arena as the tall, thin young boy with large eyes learned the skill of fighting with a short knife and long sword. He was practicing with Kumali, the best fighter to ever hold sword and a short knife in his generation. They were each wearing only a loincloth.

The tall, thin boy stood in front of the man who’d been showing him the art of fighting for the past year with his head high as he listened intently on what the man with so many scars on his face had to say.

“Baril, the manipulation of a knife when facing your opponent is to make sure that when the opportunity is available to you, you will see your chance to incapacitated your opponent and not give him a chance to retaliate,” Kumali said. He walked toward Baril. Kumali placed his left arm around Baril’s neck as he spun him around with his back to him. Kumali’s right hand held the knife outward. He brought it toward Baril’s eyes. “If you come up behind your opponent your first death blow with be to the man’s jugular vein. You bring the knife across it with force to prevent your opponent from struggling and breaking free.” Kumali demonstrated by bring the knife a few inches from Baril’s throat. “As the man falls to his knees,” Kumali pushed Baril to his knees by bringing his foot up and striking the back of Baril’s knee. “You grab his hair. Pulling his head downward, you then finish your kill by driving the point of the knife into the bottom base of his skull. We call it a brutal kill.”

Kumali took a step back and let Baril rise. Baril turned to the old, dark skinned man and nodded.

“Do you think you can do this?” Kumali asked.

“Yes,” Baril said.

Kumali gave Baril the knife. “Show me,” he said, as he turned his back to Baril.

Baril, not as tall as Kumali. Kumali stood two feet taller than he was.

“So now you have a dilemma, Baril,” Kumali said with his back to Baril. “Your opponent is taller than you. In some instances, he may be fifty pounds heavier than you. What do you do?” he asked.

Baril stared at Kumali’s muscular, scarred back. He looked down at the shiny, heavy knife in his hand. A confused expression slowly began to appear on his innocent face. But the expression didn’t last long, for the thin, tall boy smiled.

Baril dropped to one knee. The back of the knife touching both of Kumali’s achilles. “I begin my assault by bringing down my bigger foe by taking out his ability to stand. As my foe falls to the ground,” Baril began. He shoved Kumali to the ground by pushing him in the back. As Kumali let Baril push him to the ground, he smiled, as he sat on his knees with his back to Baril. Baril grabbed the bottom of Kumali’s chin because Kumali had no hair for him to grab. He pulled his head toward his stomach. “Once my foe is in my sight, I drag my knife across his throat by puncturing the skin to make sure my wound will be deep and my blow deadly.”

Kumali stood up. He turned around and looked down at the young warrior. “So, I guess you have been listening to me,” he said.

“I always listen to you, Kumali. You do not just tell me what to do, you explain it to me so that I understand it,” Baril said.

“Good. Your future is one of great promise, Baril. There are things in life that can not be explained. You must act and try to find an answer no matter what you are faced with. There will be other times in different circumstances that you must act rather than wait for someone to explain things to you. Always remember that,” Kumali said. “Come, let us do some more practicing.”

“Pharaoh Zohar,” Harth-ka said as he approached. He bowed, and then turned toward the arena. “How is the young one coming along, sire?”

“He’s...a quick learner. What he has accomplished at this age, I had not until I was into my early teen years,” Pharaoh Zohar said. “Do you think he can endure the journey we are about to send him on in the years to come, Harth-ka?”

Harth-ka sighed. He closed his eyes. When he opened them, he shook his head. “I do not know what the future holds, sire. But we are an ancient people with ancient ways. Our history goes back so far that our historians do not know when it actually began. Yet you are the last of the pharaohs, and I am the last of the chiefs. Kumali is the last breed of his kind. We are preparing the way for some greater good...Or, we are preparing the way for a greater evil to come into the world. Either way, it is our duty as children of the ancient ways to give the Lightbearer of the future an opportunity to cleanse the world. We have seen the coming and going of many who pretend to know the secrets and mysteries of old but know nothing at all. Baril must survive at all costs to secure the safety of the one who was ordained to set the world free of the darkness,” Harth-ka said.

“Such a great responsibility,” Pharaoh Zohar said, as he glanced at the chocolate skin Harth-ka. He turned from the arena and began walking away. “On such small shoulders as Baril’s.”

Harth-ka watched Pharaoh Zohar walk away. A sadness filled his mind he’d never endured before. He knew what was going through the mind of his pharaoh. In not knowing the future, one is in doubt of the present and even more doubtful of the future. He returned his attention to Baril and Kumali.

He sat on the edge of the granite stone looking around as his eyes became blinded from the tears running down his dirty, smudged face. The ragged clothing on his small body barely covered his boney body. He was hungry and his gums had begun to bleed again. He had found out when he awoke from his cage that he had lice in his hair. They made him inch uncontrollably as they bit into his scalp. He wiped his face with the dirty sleeve of his shirt as he tried to breath. The small particles of dust in the cave made his breathing heavy and labored. He glanced down at his bloody small hands. The flesh had in some places of his hands been ripped off from moving the large stones around. His small back ached painfully at night. He found it hard to sleep on the straw floor with the others all crowded together in their cage. He closed his eyes to rest. He felt so tired at that moment. He didn’t know where his ten year old body found the strength to continue to go on in such terrible conditions, but it did.

A horrible, searing pain, exploded across the young child’s back that made him open his eyes while letting out a small bird-like scream. He leaped up and turned around.

“You lazy slave! Get up and back to work,” the burly looking man shouted, as he snapped the whip, striking the small boy on his left thigh. “You want to eat! You make sure you carry your load. Back to work!”

The small child hurried to his location on the other side of the cave. There were men working on the rocks with pick axes and shoveling dirt with shovels. He picked up the small hammer that was beside a rock, and began striking the stone in front of him. The small chips from the rock would strike him painfully all over his small body each time he struck it. As he continued to strike the rock for over an hour, the stone in front of him began to take on a bright shiny color. He struck the stone harder, and he could see the incandescence of gold underneath it. He used his hammer faster in hopes of not feeling the whip on his already bloody body. All the while, he wished he was dead to stop the suffering he was enduring, and had been enduring it since he was five years old.

Lucretius Felxio Pertinax sat on the large comfortable sofa as he listened to the men around him who were either magistrates or plebeians talk about the rumors. Considering he was Consul and it was mandatory that he sit and hear the squabbling of those he controlled. He reached for the goblet that he’d filled with wine. Before bringing it to his lips, he pushed aside his long, salt and pepper beard. He brought the goblet to his lips and gulped down its contents in one swift motion as if his life depended on it. He was extremely thirsty. He replaced the goblet on the table beside him, and sat up.

“How dare you say that the poor is without representation! How can the Republic survive without the little man contributing his taxes?”

Lucretius looked at the diminutive man in the white toga. All his fingers were covered in jewels. Even the thumbs had a ring on them. Lucretius smiled. For he knew Carthos Trel. A greedy man with no political ambition and all the thirst for riches and power that he could grab. A man who only wanted the material things that the Republic of Rome could offer without feeling threatened. He despised the red wig wearing man because he had no loyalty to anyone.

“You are a fool, Cartho! No man or woman wants to be ruled over as mere cattle. That is the problem with you and the other Praetors. You think that the little person should have no place in our powerful world of politics. Well, my fat, friend, you are wrong, as always. And your wig is crooked.”

Lucretius gave his attention to the white hair gentleman who politely put Cartho in his place. He was second on the floor only to himself. At times he hated Nemonius Picens, then there were times when he envied him for standing up to the things he believed in regardless if the others in the Senate disliked what he had to say. He was a man who placed his pride on his chest, and his honesty under his arm when he walked the Senate floor.  

“Oh, the wise Nemonious. Your words are always to be looked on as...words. Or would they be words of wisdom?” Cartho said, as he brought a cup of wine to his lips. “The poor have been created to be exploited by those with riches and power. Each generation repeats the process. The rich and the poor. Why do you feel that this generation is any different?”

Lucretius glanced at Nemonious. His eyelids lowered as he waited for a reply. A small smile stealthily appeared. He watched Nemonious walked to the other side of the room with his hands behind his back, and his head bowed. Nemonius turned back around.

“To be a great Republic,” Octavian began, as he cut into their conversation. “One must understand that all those that we govern are to be looked upon as people, not possessions and not as constant slaves. Yes, there will always be societies where one party will dominate the other, but those who are in their powerful positions must show compassion,” he said.

“Well said, Octavian Panthera,” Lucretius said. “Especially from a man whose entire estate has been bought from the sweat and blood of slaves and the manipulation of all those who fell victim to your get-rich-schemes. A man who believes that child labor in the caves of the west is worth it regardless if the children are no more that five years old when they are enslaved to the gold mines.”

Octavian looked at Lucretius, and smiled. “What can I say? I was born to be a manipulator,” Octavian said. “Be it words of...love for wealth.”

“You created your own mental acceptance, Octavian,” Nemonius said. “Your world is one of greed.”

“And you, my old friend? Are you not as manipulative as I? Oh, I may engage in the misdirection of associates funds but that only falls under their greed to get more for less,” Octavian said. He scratched his big stomach as he crossed his ankles one over the other. “Yet, you too, are as deceptive as I when it comes to making your point on the Senate floor when you feel it is to your advantage. How many times have you created the illusion with your right hand only to have the left hand taking care of some other business?” He reached for an apple beside him on the small table. He bit into it and smiled at Nemonius.

“Does the act justifies the means, my dear friends?” Lucretius asked. He stood up and tossed the corner of his white tunic over his left shoulder with its vertical purple stripe. He looked at the men. “We are the men that the people look up to. That the people want to be like. If it is in our power to change the pains of the misfortunate, then it is our responsibility to make that happen.”

“What about the new rumblings I have been hearing concerning this new faith for the poor?” Cartho asked.

“Every poor class needs something to believe in. To keep their strength up during times of suffering,” Octavian said. “Are we really concerned with the poor in substance or essence?”

“We should be concern with all that they think. Some of the poor will one day want to be rich. They would like to be sitting in house like the ones you all own,” Nemonius said, lifting his arms. “They would kill to possess what we have. Can we fault them? Not really, for when you tempt a man, his thirst to have what you have is only natural.”

“So if that be the case, then I will kill to keep what I have,” Cartho said. He laughed as he looked around.

“Who are we to deny a people from taking whatever faith they may desire, Lucretius said. “At the moment, if it keeps the people quiet, then we should entertain that knowledge by letting them have their...faith at this time...For now.”

“I never understood why the poor will not worship the Gods in front of them. Those like Zeus, Apollo, and Athelenia. The beautiful statues that they see everyday,” Octavian said.

“Let’s talk of other matters,” Lucretius said.

Everyone in the Senate began talking all at once.

“You are the children of a greater kind. To believe in Him is to believe in a better life!” The small boy with black bright eyes said, as he looked out into the small crowd that had gathered around him. “Our lives are nothing if we do not have our Savior in our hearts and minds.”

The men and women standing around the little boy wearing the worn, dingy robe with many holes in it stared in amazement as he spoke with the voice of an older person. His round face and large bulging eyes gave an impression that he was frightened, but, on the contrary, his look was one of determination to make a point to those listening. Although he was only seven years old, he commanded the attention of any who listened to what he had to say. 

“To be able to walk among Heaven one must be willing to forfeit all the material things that life would offer you in hopes of achieving a material greatness. A material greatness that is hollow in the eyes of God. One day there will come a person who will walk among us and give us direction as to how God sees his children,” the young boy said.

“How do you know what someone is going to achieve, little boy? What do you know about God? Has God given you an invitation to heaven?” A man with gray, balding hair asked. He laughed at the startled expression on the little boy’s face. “There have been many who has walked among us telling us what we should do to get to this heaven you so freely mentioned. I have never heard anyone come back and tell me what it looked like. Have any of you?”

The crowd sent out a roar of laughter.

“Yes, he is right. What makes a little boy like you know things like this?” A woman holding a newborn baby asked, as she let her baby suck on her thumb. “You are still a pup. These things you speak of are beyond your years of comprehension. Go home to your mother and finish drinking your goat’s milk!”

The little boy looked around at the faces in the crowd. He was frightened now. He knew they would not take him seriously when he’d first climbed onto the wooden crate to speak, but he had a duty that had been placed in his heart by God to speak out on the coming of the Lightbearer. 

“I know these things because I have witness them my mind and my heart,” the little boy said.

“You witness these things?” The balding gray hair man asked. “Where did you see these...acts?”

“I...” The boy stopped and looked around. There had to be about twenty-five people standing around looking at him expectantly for an answer. He swallowed. His mouth had become dry. “I...I...know these things for I have seen them in my...dreams,” he said.

“Your dreams? Boy you better stop dreaming like that! You will fall out your bed and hurt your head!” the balding gray hair man shouted.

The crowd laughed even harder.

The little boy’s top lip quivered as his eyes darted from face to face in the threatening crowd.

“What you need to do, boy, is get off that crate and go do some chores. Everyday you are out here talking about things us folk do not want to hear. We would appreciate it if you talked about knowing if it is going to be a good summer for our crops in the coming months? Or can we expect the coming years to be good years? No, boy, we do not want to hear about looking to the shiny stars over our heads, and believing in something we cannot see. That does not help us poor people,” the gray balding hair man said.

“He is right, son. Some people do not want to be helped.”

The little boy turned to the right of him at the voice. He looked down at the bearded man’s face who was staring back at him. The tall man was wearing clothing as worn and tattered as his own. A face of kindness and warmth greeted him when the man smiled. The man reached up a hand to the little boy.

“Come on, let’s take a walk,” the bearded man said.

The little boy took his hand and gingerly stepped off the wooden crate.

As the little boy and the bearded man began to walk away, they could hear the comments of people laughing and making derogatory remarks about them.

“Why will they not listen to me, father?” The little boy asked.

Zechariah looked down at his small son. His beautiful son who he’d heard speak at the age of six months. He smiled at him. “John, some people do not want to hear the sayings of good things coming from the mouth of a babe,” he said.  “Do not listen to them. Do what is in your heart.”

“But they must understand that I am preparing the way for the Lightbearer, father,” John said, as he wiped his tearful eyes with the back of his hand.

“Of course you are, son. But people have a way of blocking things out of their minds when it comes to something they cannot see or understand. Ridicule, and humiliation is what they replace if for along with their ignorance,” Zechariah said. “Do not let their foolishness deter you from what you seek, son.”

“Maybe I am not the one to prepare the way for the Lightbearer,” John said.

Zechariah placed a strong hand on his son’s small shoulder. He gave it an affectionate squeeze. “You are the one, son, and no matter how many people do not believe in what you are saying, your mother and I do, and soon other people will too,” he said.

Four hours later, the gray hair, balding man stood in front of High Priest Solern with his head bowed and his hands clasped tightly in front of him, as the High Priest sat in a chair asking him questions.

“How long has it been, Phalinx?” High Priest Solern asked.

“It has been about four years now, High Priest,” Phalinx said.

“It has, has it? Time has a way of moving along very quickly when you are trying to accomplish something,” High Priest Solern said. “What information do you bring me, friend?”

“The child has begun to preach in terms of the old way. It seems he has found something that the people may want to hear,” Phalinx said, as he looked up and then quickly bowed his head again when his eyes met High Priest Solern.

“The young cub has found his voice,” Calith said.

High Priest Solern glanced at him and nodded. “So it would seem,” he said.

“The child has a strong voice for one so young, High Priest,” Phalinx said. “Some of the people listening thought he was very convincing to be only seven years old and speaking so forcefully. In a few years, he may possess an oratory skill that might be looked on as amazing.”

High Priest Solern stared at Phalinx.

“Like all things unknown, the best we can do is wait and prepare for the young pup. In preparing, we must always have him under watch and in the middle of a dispute whenever or wherever he begins to speak words of wisdom among the people,” Calith said.

No said a word.

High Priest Solern brought his hand to his face. He gingerly rubbed his handsome face as he stared at Phalinx, then he nodded. “Keep a close eye on the child, Phalinx,” he said. “Wherever he may go to spread his word, always be there to confront him. Or, make sure someone else is there to discourage him in the same way.”

“Yes, High Priest,” Phalinx said, as he spun on his heels and headed out the door.

Calith walked to the desk where High Priest Solern sat. He placed his hands on the desk and leaned forward. “This one they call John has a calling of his own of some sort,” he began. “What is his purpose?”

“That is a good question. I would have guessed that the other one would be doing what the young John would be doing at this stage of his life. But instead he plays games with the children in his town, and says nothing. If he is the one, why not let the people know that?” High Priest Solern asked. “There is nothing special about the child in Nazareth that I see as threatening to our Order. And we have had them both under scrutiny since their births.”

“Have we been watching the wrong one?” Calith asked. “Maybe the young boy in Nazareth is not the one we should be watching.”

High Priest Solern stared at him. Calith straightened up. “For now, we will watch them both very carefully,” he said.
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The act of moving from one town to the next was painful for Elizabeth and Zechariah as John continued to preach the words of a new faith two years later. Every town they moved to, they were confronted by people who thought John was a little boy being coerced by his parents to stand in the middle of shopping areas calling out to the people to listen to him. He was shunned with every speaking engagement by the people.

One night as Zechariah and his wife Elizabeth lay in bed staring at the ceiling. Zechariah touched his wife’s hand. She turned toward him and smiled.

“If God has blessed us with a son who may one day shape the world, who are we to deny that child his place in life,” Zechariah asked. He continued to stare at the ceiling above. “People say that our son is an abomination of sorts because he speaks the word of a new coming for us. There are things man is not meant to understand, and John is one of them. We must have the strength for our son when he loses his own.”

“My sweet, sweet husband who I love with all my heart. Only a father who loves his child would have gathered it all together the way you did,” Elizabeth began. “Parents are always the last to understand a child. Maybe it has to do with the parents being the closest to the child that make things difficult to perceive it any other way as to their child being special. But, yes, he is our child. A wonderful child with a special place in life that he must follow. Sometimes people are cruel because they do understand and do not want to accept change. A person set in their ways is like a stone in water that has become stuck in the mud. It is only when the large, strong current comes along and moves that stone that the stone realizes that the power of force can move it. This is the situation with our son.”

Zechariah glanced at his wife. She smiled at him and he smiled back. “You are a beautiful woman, Elizabeth,” he said.

“And you, my husband, are a wonderful man who I love with every breath I take,” Elizabeth said. She leaned in and kissed Zechariah on his cheek. “And you are a very handsome man.”

Zechariah laughed. “I am a very old man,” he said.

“How long do you think we might live in this town before the people become uncomfortable with our son?” Elizabeth asked.

“That is a question that I cannot answer at this time. But knowing our son, it will not be a long wait,” Zechariah said. He smiled.

John stood on a small wooden box. He wore his worn clothing like an armor that might’ve been made out of steel as passerby’s ignored him while he spoke of an entity that no one wanted to hear. Of a
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