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Listen to me, you who pursue righteousness,

and who seek the Lord:

Look to the rock from which you were cut,

and to the quarry from which you were hewn;

look to Abraham, your father,

and to Sarah, who gave you birth.”

“Lift up your eyes to the heavens,

look at the earth beneath;

the heavens will vanish like smoke,

the earth will wear out like a garment,

and its inhabitants die like flies.

But my salvation will last forever,

my righteousness will never fail.

Isaiah 51:1-2a, 6
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“ ...and Nimrod reigned in the earth over all the sons of Noah, and they were all

under his power and counsel. And all the earth knew one tongue and words of union, but Nimrod did not go in the ways of the Lord, and he was more wicked than all the men that were before him, from the days of the flood until those days.”

“And Terah took a wife, and her name was called Amathlaah the daughter of Cornebo; and the wife of Terah conceived and bare him a son in those days. Terah was seventy years old when he begat him, and Terah called the name of his son that was born to him Abram, because [King Nimrod] had promoted Terah in those days and dignified him above all his princes that were with him.”

Jasher - 7:45c-46, 50-51
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So He, [God], said to him,

‘Bring Me a three-year-old heifer,

a three-year-old female goat,

a three-year-old ram,

a turtledove,

and a young pigeon.’

Then he brought all these to Him and cut them in two,

down the middle,

and placed each piece opposite the other,

but he did not cut the birds in two.

And when the vultures came down on the carcasses,

Abram drove them away.

Genesis 15:9-11

Abram’s Madness

The afternoon was hot and dry. An ill wind blew from the land of Egypt, bearing all the iniquitous essence of that place. The dust of ancient Pharaonic dynasties turned the sky a hazy orange. From within the shade of his master’s tent, Eliezer stood watching Abram’s exertions. Sarai, Abram’s aging wife, stood next to him. Abram refused Eliezer’s offer to bare a hand, insisting, as he had in the past, that Eliezer could not stand before the altar of the Living God unconsecrated. As such, Eliezer could only watch helplessly, as Abram worked through another of his fits of madness.

The old man was a shocking figure, wearing only a loincloth. He was covered in blood from the souls of his feet to his flowing white beard. His balding crown glistened with beads of perspiration as he worked feverishly to split the carcass of a full-grown heifer in half, lengthwise. This strange sacrifice was another arduous task which Abram claimed was commanded by Almighty God, the one he called “God of The Angel Armies.”

As he labored, vultures worshiped by the Canaanites, harbingers of death, swooped down from the trees at the smell of fresh blood. Abram drove them away, as he had their priests, and the pagan oracles who previously occupied the ancient oak groves of Mamre.

Eliezer gave up a deep sigh as he watched. Abram was often engaged in one disturbing exercise or another given him by his invisible God. This particular slaughter consumed most of the day.

~
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Sarai bit her lower lip and shook her venerable head in hopeless frustration. Long wisps of thinning white hair blew wildly around her face as the hot wind blew dust and swarms of fat flies into her tent. The dust settled everywhere, dulling her treasured belongings in the way the years had dulled her appearance. She had once been beautiful above all others, but the rustic life of deprivation she’d lived in Canaan made her into a bent and wiry old woman. Today, her once supple skin was dry, and sun parched, her hair brittle. Her unsuckled breasts were withered with age, but the essence of her former beauty remained apparent in her bright, copper-brown eyes.

Sarai turned away, retreating into the cooler interior of the tent, seeking solace from a growing concern about whatever future might be left for her. If Abram continued in this madness, her life would fall under the control of their servants. God knows there is no heir to redeem her, no son to care for her in her declining years. The inheritance and authority of a son would fall to Eliezer, Abram’s head servant.

Sarai was left to wonder where her life had gone wrong, how the years had robbed her of her beauty, her place, and of the son she so desperately needed now. In her youth, she had been a priestess in the city of Ur. In that place, at that time, she’d held a position of power in a culture that allowed her freedom and a status nearly equal to men.

Nearly equal, however, had not been enough to prevent her being compelled by patriarchal authority to marry Abram. She might have fought against it, but she agreed to the marriage when she considered the wealth he would inherit from his father, Terah, and saw his demonstration of God-like powers. All that was long ago. Now, everything has changed. All of her hopes, along with her beauty, have dried up in this forsaken land.

Though she was old, and cursed with a desolate womb, Sarai remained wise beyond most. She had already taken steps to redeem her situation. Eliezer had no authority over Hagar, Sarai’s personal maid. At Sarai’s insistence, and Abram’s guilty pleasure, young Hagar had become pregnant. She would soon give birth to a hoped-for son, one to be called Ishmael, (God hears), whom Sarai would take as her own. He would become Abram’s heir instead of Eliezer, and she would be saved from falling under the power of a servant whom she feared would leave her destitute. Ishmael’s birth would allow Sarai, as guardian, to take control of Abram’s fortunes and of her own future.

Eliezer was not uninformed. He was well-aware of Hagar’s ill-gotten pregnancy and the possibility of an illegitimate son. In response he’d been deliberate in making subtle observations to Sarai about possible outcomes. To begin with, he suggested that the child might not be a boy. Then also, as unlikely as it may seem, Hagar might resist the adoption, she might run away with her child, seeds Eliezer had already planted in Hagar’s ear. The most troubling suggestion he offered Sarai, however, was that Abram had already found the younger Hagar more attractive, and he might consider making her, the mother of his first son, his favored wife.

It was that suggestion that prompted the greatest doubt in Sarai’s mind. On this day, in the face of Abram’s madness, Eliezer could see that Sarai had begun to regret her desperate impulse. Now, there was nothing more to be done but wait for the child’s birth. Until then the status quo would prevail, and with it, Sarai’s dwindling hope of redemption.
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Faced with this latest intrigue, and many others over the years, Eliezer often wondered why he’d agreed to follow Abram from Haran, to this sacred grove in Canaan. Like his master, he was not getting any younger. As he stood watching Abram prepare his strange, covenant sacrifice, Eliezer was in his fifth decade, still able to do the hard work necessary to fulfill his duties. But Abram’s madness harbored a too familiar sense of doom for him. His master’s disturbing activities on this hot afternoon gave Eliezer pause to remember his own youth in Damascus. Not that he could ever forget how he was forced to flee the city of his birth under a charge of murder.

The crime was not premeditated, nor cold blooded in any way, but Eliezer had always been endowed with extraordinary strength, and he’d killed a man while defending himself in a fight the dead man initiated. One unlucky punch, and he was forced to flee Damascus and his livelihood. He fled, not so much because he’d killed the man, but more because of who the man was. As Eliezer’s luck would have it, his drunken opponent turned out to be the son of a prominent member of the king’s court. If it had been any other sod, he would not have felt compelled to this self-imposed exile.

As it happened, the city of Haran became a safe haven for Eliezer. He found work among the tribe of Abram, a massive clan who came to Haran from the city of Ur, in the south. Abram never questioned Eliezer about his past but only showed him kindness and respect, always treating him fairly. He often spoke of his forgiving God, claiming that the God he worshipped, El Elyon, (God Most High), was the One and Only Living God, the creator of Heaven and Earth, not some imposter of stone or wood.

Abram was fond of saying that he had seen this God of his and spoken with Him many times. He claimed to speak with him in the way you might speak with a man, but showing the kind of respect you would give to a king who was merciful and filled with forgiving grace. Grace and forgiveness were important things to Eliezer, both then and now. He wasn’t sure at first if his new master truly understood the burden of guilt he bore. But it all became clear to him on the day he learned that Abram had also killed a man before fleeing ancient Ur. In fact, the man he’d killed was his own brother.

After several minutes watching Abram flail, Eliezer dutifully followed Sarai into the tent, taking a servant’s place by sitting cross-legged on the floor in front of her, seeking opportunity to appear humble before his mistress. Understanding her annoyance over Abram’s latest dispensation for Hagar, and hoping to gain favor at Hagar’s expense, he said, “Since your maidservant rests, shall I serve you wine?”

Although Sarai appreciated his humble offer, she would have preferred to have her own servant, but Hagar was in her tent taking respite from the heat of the day, an unprecedented privilege given her by Abram. It was just one of many privileges that were wearing thin with Sarai. Then also, she was aware of Eliezer’s guile and the contention that stood between them.

Differences aside, Sarai wanted to share some important things about Abram that she knew Eliezer was unaware of. She was concerned that his observations of Abram on this day might poison his thoughts about his master. After studying him for a moment, she began to speak in a tone that was both wistful and resigned. Her voice, once as smooth as the sound of a harp, had grown rough and unsteady with age.

She began, “You were not with us in Ur. Today, you look upon your master with disdain for his madness. I can see it in your eyes, but you have forgotten the man he once was, and the power of his God. Think back to Damascus, Eliezer, and the things you saw him do there. Remember the first time he called upon the Lord in Shechem, and again, here, among the Oaks of Mamre? Those demonstrations were small compared to what I witnessed in Ur. I could tell you things that would make the hairs of your head stand on end.”

Sarai looked him over thoroughly before acknowledging his request to serve her. When he returned with her wine, he took up his humbled place in front of her again. Eliezer waited respectfully, knowing Sarai’s love of stories. As he watched, she sipped the wine, and her expression turned sour. She thought the worst of it before remembering their present supply had reached its dregs, and the new wine was not yet ready. The bitter taste served as a reminder of the bitter years in Canaan.

After a long moment of reflection, she began.

“When I was a young girl, growing up in Ur, my adoptive father, Haran, was high priest. He served the god, Nanna, whom you may know as Sin. My adoptive grandfather, Terah, was Prince of Ur, and chief prince under King Nimrod. There was a story within our family about the sacrifice Terah made to secure his wealth and position in the Kingdom of Shinar. The story was told that Terah offered his first-born son as a sacrifice to Nanna, a sacrifice that was commanded by Nimrod, King of kings.”

She paused, building suspense, then added, “The child’s name was Abram.”

At this revelation Eliezer gave Sarai a puzzled look, but she ignored the obvious question and went on with her telling.

“It was said that the newborn child, Abram, was destined to rule over the four corners of the earth. The news that a rival for the throne had been born in Terah’s house shook Nimrod so thoroughly that he demanded the child’s life. Terah, however, being a powerful prince and trusted ally of the king, was offered compensation. In fact, Nimrod offered to ‘fill his house with so much gold and jewels that Terah would have to build another.’ Thus, the sacrifice was made, and Terah became wealthy beyond all the men of Ur.”

Sarai paused and sipped her wine.

Eliezer waited patiently for her to continue, anxious to know how it was possible that his master, Abram, could have been sacrificed as a child, yet live today. What kind of dark sorcery might have saved him from death or brought him back from Irkalla, the underworld from which there was no return.

Sarai rose from her place and slowly walked to the entrance of the tent, where she could see her husband. Out there, in the hot sun, Abram continued his maniacal butchering of their livestock. She watched for a moment, then returned, disconsolate, to resume both her place and her memoir.

“For my part, the story began many years later. I was a virgin of twenty seasons on the day the stranger arrived in Ur. I was High Priestess at that time, serving in the White Temple of the god, Sin, in Ur, ministering under my adoptive father’s authority. It was an important and powerful post. I had authority over all the priestesses and the temple prostitutes.

“On one day, in the month of Tishri, I had come to the sacred well on the temple grounds to draw water. While I was there, a stranger approached, boldly violating sacred ground. He sat down next to me in the shade and asked for a drink. I could see that he was a traveler by the tattered look of his clothing.”

Sarai fell silent again, for a moment. Her nostalgic thoughts drifted back to the moment when she met the man she referred to as ‘The Stranger’.

“I said to the man, ‘Sir, you are violating sacred ground, and I don’t know you, yet you speak to me as if we were familiar.’ He insisted on his thirst, however. So, I told him, ‘This well is for ceremonial use only. It is sacred to the temple.’ There was something about the look in his eyes that made me afraid. I felt compelled to obey him, but first, I warned him that he would defile the sacred well and be forever cursed. He just smiled at me and insisted again on his thirst. As priestess, I was bound by tradition. I could not comply with his request. But taking pity on his thirst, I left the bucket hanging there, full of cool, dripping water. That way he could choose to condemn himself without my involvement.

“I stood aloof as he drank. When he’d finished drinking, he said to me, ‘You are Sarai, adopted daughter of Haran, the high priest, son of Prince Terah.’”

“I was surprised that he knew this, of course. At first, I thought him a seer.”

Eliezer interrupted, “But he is a seer. He knew my crimes on the day that we first met in Haran. He knew everything about me.”

“He is much more than just a seer,” Sarai corrected. “He is a prophet of El Elyon. And he is to be feared.”

She paused. Her eyes closed, then fluttered open again.

“I have seen his power. I saw him destroy King Nimrod, The Mighty, along with his kingdom and his pantheon of lesser gods.”

As Sarai paused, she recalled that the day after she met the stranger, she went to Terah’s well and found his servant, Mylitta resting there in the shade of the trees. She explained, “Mylitta was one of Amathlaah’s older household servants. She looked pale and sick. I asked her, ‘Are you not well?’

“She seemed startled. I suppose she hadn’t noticed my approach. She answered, ‘I am troubled, is all.’

‘Troubled? About what?’

‘I have seen a stranger today. There was something, ...frightening about him. I felt as if I knew him, but...’

“I interrupted her. ‘I too met a stranger. It was yesterday, and he knew me. He knew all about me, but I don’t know how that’s possible. It frightened me also.’

“At that moment, Mylitta gave me a strange look. She grabbed my forearm and said, as if to warn me, ‘You have every reason to be frightened, child. I sense the man is your uncle.’”

After telling Eliezer the story, Sarai lifted her eyes from a distorted reflection in the bottom of her bowl. She looked at Eliezer with an expression of wonder and said, “I didn’t know what she meant. I didn’t know I had an uncle or that Terah had sacrificed his firstborn son to appease Nimrod. I knew none of it until the day Mylitta revealed it to me.”

Sarai fell silent again, thinking of Mylitta, how her eyes widened as she told the story of Abram’s birth.
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And behold now his father has also transgressed thy commands,

and mocked thee by bringing thee another child, which thou didst kill.

Jasher 12:10

Terah’s Deceit

On that day long passed, as Sarai sat next to Mylitta in the shade at Terah’s well, Mylitta told her a story she had told no one before, a revelation too dangerous for anyone to hear or to know. It was the story of a great deception. She began with a warning, “What I am about to tell you must never go beyond your ears. If word of this ever got out, it could cost you your life. In fact, it could cost many lives.”

She waited for Sarai to promise her silence. When Sarai nodded her agreement, Mylitta began her story.

“It was in the hundred and seventh year of Nimrod’s reign that I gave birth to a boy child. His name was Alam, because he was one born in his master’s shadow, destined by culture and tradition to serve, as I have. As it turned out, Alam’s service was not to be as mine had been, nor would it be like any other that I knew. His service to our master, your grandfather, Terah, was to be something much greater.

“Within a few days of Alam’s birth, the master’s wife also gave birth to a boy child. The two boys being born within days of one another, it was not strange that Terah would come to me and lay his newborn son on my breast to nurse. The boy’s mother, Amathlaah, was weak from her labor and her breasts had not yet filled with milk. My breasts were full for my own child, Alam, so the master brought his son to me often.

One day in the month of Nissan, on the eighth day of the boy’s life, there was a disturbing look in the master’s eye as he came to place his son at my breast. It was unusual that he took Alam and replaced him with his infant child. It was even stranger that he said to me, ‘I’m sorry.’

“‘But master,’ I cried in protest, for Alam had not finished nursing.

Terah stopped at the door of my chamber and, with that same look of sadness, or perhaps, as I look back, it was guilt, he said to me, pointing to the boy at my breast, ‘Woman, that is your son and you will be his mother.’

“With that, he turned and left the room, taking Alam with him. I never saw my baby boy again.”

Sarai asked, more curious than concerned, “But why? Why did Terah take your child?”

Mylitta sighed. Her eyes glazed in revery, then she took a deep breath before launching into the story of Abram’s birth.

“On the night that Terah’s son was born, there was a celebrated gathering at his palace in Ur. Terah was important and well known, powerful and respected. Many important people were gathered in the gardens of his courtyard on the night of Amathlaah’s labor. They all wanted to celebrate Prince Terah’s firstborn, anticipating a son and heir.

“Among the guests were some of the most powerful people in all of Shinar, including Nimrod’s closest advisers, his magi and many of his princes. Nimrod himself was expected to attend, for Terah was favored among the princes of Shinar. But Amathlaah gave birth before Nimrod arrived.

“Perhaps things would have been different if the boy had been born during the day, but he broke forth from his mother’s womb in the night, and the wise men and other guests who were gathered to attend the birth were witness to the powerful signs that accompanied his arrival.”

Sarai asked Mylitta, “Signs? What signs?”

Thinking back to that terrifying night, Mylitta gave an involuntary shudder as she explained, “Terah brought his newborn out to the courtyard to formally announce him. As he lifted the child above his head before the gathered witnesses and the gods of Shinar, he announced in a loud voice, ‘It is a boy, and his name will be called Abram.’”

Mylitta closed her eyes, then said, “At that very moment, the heavens lit up as if daylight had come. Terah stood frozen, holding the child above his head, his eyes wide with awe. The princes and magi, and all the other guests turned to see a great star streaking through the sky from the north. As it approached Ur, four smaller stars came out of it and fell, like sputtering candles to the earth.

“The larger, central star continued its approach, growing ever brighter until it exploded in a blinding flash of brilliant light. The explosion produced a great roar of thunder, and it shook the whole land of Shinar. The walls of the great palaces and the ground beneath all leapt as if in response. It even shook the ruins of Nimrod’s fabled tower, Bab-el, in Eridu. While the ground was still shaking, a blast of hot wind blew over Terah’s palace in Ur, filling the courtyard with thick dust, and leaving Terah’s guests in a state of panic.

“Terah turned and handed me his newborn, commanding me to take him to his mother, but I tarried long enough to hear the king’s magi speaking of the bright, central star as being ‘Abram’s Star,’ claiming it was sent from Enlil. As the night drew on, their interpretation of the sign evolved into a prophecy that the child, Abram, would become a powerful king. One to rule over all other kings and over the four corners of the earth.

“When Nimrod was told of this prophecy he was livid with rage. He demanded the newborn babe be brought to him immediately, so that he might end the child’s life. His wise men intervened, advising him to have the child sacrificed ceremonially to Nanna, so that all the kingdom might benefit from the boy’s death. Thus, it was, eight days later, that Terah deceived the king and all his court into believing that it was Abram being offered up to Nanna.”

Sarai was dumbfounded. After a moment she asked, “So if it was Alam who was sacrificed by Terah? What happened to Abram?”

“Following the great ritual of his sacrifice, Terah and his servants came in the middle of the night and took the child, Abram, and me along with him. We were secreted away to a cave hidden in the wilderness, not far from Eridu. An entourage of servants were sent with us, and animals loaded with the goods that make life bearable, including goats for milking. But by dawn, only the goods and the goats remained. The baby and I were left to make our way in the wilderness. It was left to me alone to raise the child in secret.”

Mylitta leaned her head back resting it against the side of the well, then she said, “When I inquired about what had happened to Alam, I was commanded to never speak of my son again, to anyone, on pain of death.

So, I raised the boy as if he were my own, knowing that my own child, Alam, had taken Abram’s place on the altar of sacrifice. Over the years I received some help by his mother, Amathlaah, who occasionally brought necessities, but more often sent weekly deliveries of food and supplies by her servants. Later, Terah sent a resident tutor to teach the boy to read and write, and to give him an understanding of philosophy and of the stars. Over the years of our seclusion Abram grew in wisdom and in stature.”

~
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In the cool shade of his master’s tent, Eliezer sat staring at Sarai, his jaw slack with surprise. After a moment he took a sip of bitter wine and asked, “So this stranger who came asking you for water was Abram?”

“Yes,” Sarai professed. “He was forty-nine years old then.”

“He’d been living in that cave all those years?”

Sarai smiled and answered, “Oh no. He was taken from the cave long before. When Abram was in his tenth season, Terah sent his head servant to the cave in the middle of the night, along with a contingent of soldiers. As the head servant explained, Nimrod had gotten wind of an extraordinary boy living in a cave somewhere near Eridu. He was not given the knowledge that the boy was Abram, only that the boy was a seer with extraordinary wisdom. Thinking the boy an oracle, Nimrod sent soldiers to find him and bring him to the royal palace at Uruk, where he could advise the king.

“By dawn the next day, Terah’s servant and his soldiers, returned to Terah’s palace at Ur, bringing Mylitta with them. In their rush from the cave, Mylitta and young Abram had gotten separated, but Mylitta didn’t discover that the boy was not among the returning entourage until daylight. After a desperate search, she reported him missing. She was told by Terah himself, not to worry, that Abram had been taken away into hiding, in a place of safety, far to the north, and she was never to speak of him again.”
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I thought thou wouldst teach thy servants the upright way,

but thou hast done this, ...filled the whole earth with thy sins

and the sins of thy people who have followed thy ways.

Dost thou not know, or hast thou not heard,

that this evil which thou doest, our ancestors sinned therein in days of old,

and the eternal God brought the waters of the flood upon them

and destroyed them all,...

Jasher 11:57-58

Dead Man Walking

Near sunset, in the city of Ur, in the temple of Nanna, a stranger watched, silent, as Prince Terah carried out his evening ritual. When Terah turned to leave, his eye caught sight of the man standing close behind him. A shadow hid the stranger’s face, and his form blended into the smokey gloom of the chamber as if the man were more spirit than flesh.

Frightened by the apparition, Terah’s aging heart fluttered. He called out to the ghostly figure, “Who are you?” Then, before there was an answer, he admonished, “You are not permitted here. You endanger yourself. Only priests may enter the sacred temple of Nanna.”

The man gave no answer but stepped out of the shadows into a shaft of soft light made golden by the setting sun.

“Do you not recognize me?” the stranger asked. His powerful baritone echoed from the high ceiling of the temple. He continued, “Do you not know me? I too am a priest, consecrated by Father Noah himself, to offer sacrifice at the altar of El Elyon, God Almighty, the One, True God Who is above all other gods, including Nanna.”

The man paused, giving Terah time to consider his declaration before adding, “You may not know me, Prince Terah, but I know you. In fact, your blood flows through my veins.”

Still shaken by the man’s sudden appearance among the shadows, and now his blasphemy, it took Terah a long moment to react. He squinted into the fading light and saw the man’s bedraggled appearance, his worn and dirty clothing, torn in places. His long, dark beard and hair wild and untrimmed. Bushy brows framed dark, piercing eyes. As Terah stared deeply into those eyes, he saw something familiar that caused him to flinch. He cried out, perhaps too loud, “Abram? My son?”

The damning announcement echoed around them.

Tears welled in the stranger’s dark eyes. He took a step forward. Terah rushed to embrace him and a flood of conflicting emotions filled them both. The sad memory of their long-past separation, and the guilty memory of the conspiracy that initiated their estrangement. Terah’s thoughts drifted back to the time of Abram’s birth, and he held tight to his son as those memories were resurrected.

~
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Terah was unsurprised by the summons he received on the third day after Abram was born. He was commanded to appear before Nimrod at the king’s palace in Uruk. Terah, being an important man in Shinar, did not find it unusual to be called to the palace, but a formal summons was somewhat disturbing.

Terah regretted that he was not at the king’s side when the walls of the palace shook with the thundering announcement of Abram’s birth. Though Nimrod was king and mighty among the people, the explosive announcement from the sky shook him to the core, as it shook the entire land of Shinar.

When the star exploded, Nimrod called for his advisors to attend him immediately, but only Raamah, the king’s brother and chief magi was readily available, having alone chosen not to attend the celebrations at Terah’s palace in Ur. Being well aware of the heavenly signs that prompted the king’s concerns, Terah was also aware of the damning interpretation that Raamah gave the king regarding the signs. He was a man of petty ways, jealous of Terah’s friendly relationship with the king. He was secretly called by the princes of the land and other members of the king’s court, “alhams fi ‘udhun namrud”, meaning, the whisper in Nimrod’s ear.

On the night of Abram’s birth, the Whisper advised Nimrod that the signs witnessed by all of Shinar were an ill omen. He prophesied that the child would bring an end to Nimrod’s reign as King of kings over all the regions of Shinar, from Sumer in the north, to Eridu in the south. Regions for which Nimrod had fought long and deadly campaigns to bring under his control.

In obedience to the summons, on the morning of the fourth day after Abram’s birth, Terah stood before the king, listening to Raamah put his hellish interpretation on the exploding star that announced Abram’s birth. When he finished, Nimrod spoke to Terah in a quiet, friendly manner. Terah was well aware that it was typical of Nimrod to pretend peace and friendship while his heart was set on murder. It was said, in secret, among those who knew him best, that the greatest danger to life and limb in Shinar was to be counted among the friends of Nimrod.

Terah spent many years at Nimrod’s side on the field of battle, and later years as chief among the members of the king’s court. He often witnessed terrible consequences for those suspected of plotting against the king. A dangerous viper lived in the darkness of Nimrod’s soul, a serpent that could strike unexpectedly, with deadly force, at any moment.

The king smiled as he concluded with casual guile, “So you see, friend Terah, we simply cannot allow the boy to live.”

Though Nimrod smiled, Terah could hear the hiss of the serpent in his words. In his own heart he felt a kindling fire of outrage but seeing in the black pools of Nimrod’s soulless eyes, the king’s ruthless demand for obedience, he suppressed it. If he were to live beyond the next moment, Terah dared not protest or show even a glimmer of disappointment in his expression.

After a long moment of strained silence, Raamah suggested, “The time of the annual feast draws near. It would serve best for all of Shinar if the high priest were to choose your firstborn son as the next sacrifice to Nanna. The child’s death will save us all from the troubled future his birth portends.”

Raamah’s suggestion was more a command than a request and Terah could no longer hide his discontent with the king’s brother.

Noticing Terah’s change of expression, Nimrod surprised him with unexpected compassion. Appearing magnanimous, Nimrod pointed out, “Your wife, Amathlaah, is young, she will bear more sons for you, Prince Terah. If not, feel free to choose any you wish from among my concubines and let them bear sons for you.”

Though Terah felt grateful for the king’s generous offer, Nimrod had misinterpreted his discontent. He wasn’t bothered by the sacrifice of a child, even one of his own. He’d seen hundreds of children sacrificed over the years, but it was the sacrifice of this particular child that disturbed him. To begin, though Amathlaah was still in her prime, as Nimrod pointed out, she had been barren for many years before Abram’s birth. Abram was not only Terah’s firstborn, but he was also something of an unexpected gift from the gods, a miracle baby, as it were. Then also, there were the signs.

Terah well understood Raamah’s interpretation. He even tended to agree, and that’s why, secretly, he hoped for the prophecy to come true. He hoped that one day his son, Abram, would supplant Nimrod as King of kings. Of course, he couldn’t express his opinion to anyone, especially not Nimrod, or the Whisper in his ear.

Terah’s silent hesitation caused Nimrod to blurt impatiently, “I will reimburse you for the loss, Prince Terah. I will compensate you for the child’s life.” The king forced another of his false smiles and added, wanting to appear lordly, “I will fill your house with so much gold that you will have to build another to live in.”

The king laughed, unsure in himself why he’d made such a promise. His advisers, not comprehending that the king’s sudden generosity was painful to him, dutifully joined in his false mirth.

Terah was not a stupid man. He could see that the king’s overwhelming jealousy of his throne would drive him to take Abram by force, if necessary. Terah’s own powerful army was the underlying reason for the king’s unusual patience and generosity. But Terah was smart enough to know that his army was not greater than the combined forces of the princes of Shinar. So, in that knowledge, and already having devised a plan, Terah put on a bright smile and bowed graciously before the king and his court, trapping Nimrod in his promise of riches, saying, “As you wish, My King. Gold in exchange for the child’s life.”

~
[image: ]


In the fading light inside the Temple of Nanna, Terah disengaged from his long-lost son. He stood back, looking him over, and said, “You have traveled far. Your clothes are ragged. Come, we will go to your mother. There we will kill the fattened calf, and you will be bathed and fed. You will have new robes, and a ring for your finger to commemorate your homecoming.”

Abram placed his hand on his aging father’s shoulder and said, “I have not come for robes, or rings, father, but to remind you of your heritage in the Living God, the God of our father, Noah. El Elyon has been long forgotten in Ur and denied by Nimrod since the days of Peleg, our fourth great father. El Elyon has sent me to warn you that His patience with Nimrod and the gods of Shinar is wearing as thin as the fabric of my robes.”

Terah stood quietly, looking into his son’s dark eyes. Though Abram’s words made him uneasy, he asked, “You speak of a god other than the gods we know?”

Abram’s response was loud and emphatic.

“There are no other gods! Only El Elyon, who brought the Great Flood upon the earth. He is above all others and there are none like Him. Though He has been long forgotten in Shinar, He is the God worshiped by Father Noah, by his son, Shem, and by his son, Arpachshad, who founded this great city.”

Abram’s words were both surprising and offensive to Terah. He had spent his entire life devoted to the gods of Shinar, beginning with the superiority of Enlil and ending with Nanna, the unrelenting god of Ur. He knew of no other gods and had no room in his heart for more. He silently refused to hear anything further on the subject, closing his mind to the idea that there could be a God who was superior to the gods of Shinar. Abram’s assertion once again recalled the intrinsic dangers of his return to Ur.

In the gathering gloom of the temple sanctuary, Terah looked around nervously, hoping they were alone. Then he said, quietly, almost in a whisper, “We must go. You should not be seen here, nor should you speak of other gods in this place. We must hurry now to your mother’s house.”

Amathlaah’s house lay within the walls of Terah’s palace complex. The house was filled with the carved and cast idols of the gods of Shinar. The ubiquity of them was offensive to Abram. At seeing each one he tried to resurrect his revelation of the One, True God, and each time, Terah cut him off with insights into the gods of Shinar. Abram could see that his father was becoming perturbed, so he gave up for the moment. After all, this was his mother’s home, a place where peace should reign over a family, even a family that Abram had never been a part of. He barely knew his father, and his memory of his mother’s brief visits to the cave were faded by his long absence. His strongest familial memory was of his wet-nurse, Mylitta, who raised him. As they reclined at meal, he asked, “Does Mylitta still live?”

His mother answered with cold utility. “She lives, though she is aged and of little use to us now.”

Trying to ignore his mother’s heartless remark, Abram replied, “I would like to see her.”

“Perhaps tomorrow my son,” his father intervened. “It’s late, she will have already retired for the evening.”

“Tomorrow will be fine,” Abram agreed, then, taking a bite of roasted lamb, he asked, “And what of my brothers, Nahor and Haran? Where are they?”

Amathlaah answered, “They are here, in Ur. Haran is married. He has a son and daughters.”

Terah reacted with surprise. “I was unaware that you knew you had brothers.”

Amathlaah scolded him scornfully. “The boy was ten seasons before you sent him away to Ararat. Unlike you, I visited him regularly, both while I was pregnant and with his brothers. He well knew he had brothers, and he knew their names.”

Ignoring his mother’s scorn for his father, and her lie about the frequency of her visits, Abram said, “I believe I met one of Haran’s daughters today, at the sacred well near the temple.” He paused, then smiling said, “She is exceptionally beautiful. She told me that she serves as priestess under her father. May I know her name?”

Terah seemed uncomfortable with the subject. He gave Amathlaah a furtive glance, then looked away, avoiding Abram’s questioning eyes. Amathlaah answered with an expression that showed a certain distaste for the priestess.

“That would be Sarai, the beautiful one. She was a temple orphan, adopted by Haran, for some mysterious reason.”

Abram nodded and fell silent for a moment. The adoption of a temple orphan seemed an odd thing to him also. Especially considering the adopting father is the high priest.

Turning to Terah, changing the subject, he said, “So Haran is high priest of Ur?”

Terah nodded, seeming relieved that the conversation had turned away from Sarai. He said, proudly, “Haran is a great asset to me.”

“And Nahor?” Abram asked a second time.

Terah and Amathlaah looked at one another, each waiting for the other to respond. It was Terah who finally answered. “I’m afraid Nahor has been a disappointment. In his youth he was my right hand, but he grew jealous of my throne and plotted to take it from me. I had to drive him out. He’s a prodigal, a rebel, fallen into dissipation with drink and prostitutes.”

Amathlaah picked up the thread, saying with disgust, “He lives in the caves where you grew up. I’m sure he’s there now, with his despicable band of thieves.”

Abram finished the excellent wine in his bowl, and said, “I shall visit him there.”

“I wouldn’t advise it,” Terah warned. “Nahor is unstable in all his ways. He does not take kindly to strangers showing up on his doorstep unannounced. He has killed men for doing so.”

“But I am not a stranger,” Abram countered, adding cheerfully, “I am his brother.”

Amathlaah put in, “You are a stranger to him.”

Terah added, “Besides, Abram, we cannot have word of you spreading around Shinar. Nimrod has eyes and ears everywhere. If he were to hear of you, he would have us all burned alive.”

“Yes, of course he would,” Abram chided, then mused, “Nimrod, that old serpent. I shall want to meet with him also.”

Amathlaah gasped. Terah’s jaw dropped, and his eyes went wide. He made a loud protest, “You can’t go to the king, Abram! He will throw you into a fiery furnace, and us along with you!”

Abram responded with stern finality, “Not before I remind him that he has betrayed the Living God.”

With that, he put down his empty bowl, excused himself and rose to retire for the evening. On his way to the guest chambers, as he passed through his father’s prayer room, he stopped to examine the many idols. They were a representation of the confusing pantheon of gods who demanded lavish service from those who worshipped them. Abram was especially drawn to the life-sized carving of Nanna, the city god of Ur. His appearance was that of a man the size of Nimrod who bore the head and horns of a bull.

Nanna, as he was called, survived God’s wrath in the Great Flood, as did the other gods of Shinar. There were still occasional sightings, including intermittent reports of contact. For example, Abram knew that in years past, both Terah and Nimrod had spoken with the fallen one, calling himself Nanna. Abram paused to study the craftsmanship of the idol. The detail was stunning, even lifelike. Abram’s jaw muscles began to pulse in response to this so-called god’s virtual presence. He felt a jealous anger rising in his spirit, so, before it could manifest, he left the room.

Early the next morning, Abram rose from his dusty pallet and went to the well to wash his face. The well in the courtyard gardens of Terah’s palace was shaded by a lush stand of date-palms. As he examined the courtyard, the surrounding buildings, and the sturdy outer wall, he was suddenly aware that all of this was rightfully his inheritance. Even so, he felt himself a stranger amid the opulence. He’d been relegated to guest quarters, and not the best. Somehow, the promised robe and rings had been forgotten, and the fattened calf was replaced with leftover lamb. It was as if Abram were nothing more than a common traveler who had no place among his own. In fact, his return to Ur was an event his father and mother had dreaded for all the years of his exile. Their fear of Nimrod’s wrath overshadowed any desire to see their son.

Abram had not come to bring pain or suffering to his family or to the people of Ur, but the voice of God compelled him to make the journey, and he had chosen by faith to obey, no matter the outcome. In the dawning light, as he approached Terah’s well, he could see that one of the servants was already there, a woman drawing water for daily household needs. As Abram drew near, he could see that the woman was old and unnaturally bent. He reached out to help her with the heavy leather bucket. The woman was initially surprised by his presence, but more surprised by his help. When he’d brought the bucket up from the well, full of water, he secured it in place and found the old woman staring at him in the dull light.

“Do I know you?” She asked, remembering the stranger she had seen the previous day.

It took a moment for Abram to see beyond the weathered lines of the woman’s face. He looked into her eyes and beyond, into her gentle soul. Then tears welled up in his own eyes, surprising him. He took her gently by the shoulders, leaned close, and asked, “Mother?”

Her eyes lit up with recognition, and she asked in return, “Abram?”

They embraced for a long time until finally Abram stepped back and sat down on the stone bench beside the well. He insisted that Mylitta sit next to him, but she cited her duties and the need to make haste.

Abram smiled beneath his dark beard. He patted the bench beside him and said, “Sit, Mother. I will help you with your chores, but first we must talk of the years that have gone by.”

Mylitta hesitated, fearful of further reprisals from Amathlaah, but Abram smiled the more, patted the bench again and insisted, “Sit. I will see that no harm comes to you.”

They sat together for most of an hour and Abram spoke of his years in exile, of meeting Father Noah and of all the learning he’d received from his patriarch, Arpachshad. When the conversation waned, Abram filled the large water jugs and shouldered the heavy milkmaid’s yoke, carrying the water back to the palace kitchen for Mylitta. He kissed her on her cheeks and made a promise that further brightened her day. “Soon, Mother, you will be free of this burden of labor. Very soon, I promise you.”
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​Chapter 3
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...Haran the father of Milcah and the father of Iscah.

Genesis 11:29

Brother Haran

Later that morning, Abram strolled through the western gate of his father’s palace compound to his brother’s villa. Under Terah’s rule, Ur had become a teaming city of walls within walls, a chaos of alleyways and dead ends, all of which were the result of the city’s rapid growth. Like all the cities of Shinar, it grew from the center outward, each new building as close to the safety of the fortified central palace as possible. Haran’s villa was not hard to find, its walled courtyard being attached to the outer defensive wall of Terah’s compound. When Abram arrived, he announced himself to the servants, then waited in the shaded courtyard for his brother to come out and greet him.

Sarai, Haran’s beautiful, adopted daughter, peeked out through the curtained doorway of the cook shed and saw the stranger of the previous day standing in the shadow of one of the courtyard’s tall date palms. The sight of him filled her with an inexplicable surge of excitement. She felt propelled by an invisible force to go out and greet him and, in spite of her elevated status as High Priestess, she knelt humbly before him.

She said, without looking up, “I’m sorry, Sir, but my father has gone to the Temple for the morning rituals.”

Abram calmly took her hand, and lifting her to her feet, politely bowed in return.

Sarai felt a strange warmth in his touch. He asked, “Can you say when he will return?”

“He will certainly be back for the midday meal,” she answered, knowing her father’s gluttonous appetite. Then, smiling sweetly, she invited, “Will you stay and join him?”

She made the stranger comfortable in the coolness of the villa’s shaded patio and commanded the servants to bring him refreshment. While he waited, she stood in the cook room watching from behind the curtain, feeling excited like a little girl.

It wasn’t long before Haran arrived, hungry for his meal, as usual, demanding loudly of his servants. Abram rose to his feet and bowed humbly as his brother came from within the shadows of the villa’s interior.

Haran stopped abruptly at the threshold. He stared disdainfully at the man in ragged robes occupying his favorite space, then, turning, he demanded of his servants, “Who is this?”

Knowing who the stranger was, because of the story Mylitta told her, Sarai rushed out to the patio, bowed to her father, and said, “Father, this is your brother, Abram, who was lost.”

Abram was surprised by Sarai’s forbidden knowledge of him. He considered whether she might be a seer, as he himself was. Regardless of the source of her knowledge, his father’s worrisome prediction was coming true. Word of his presence in Ur was already beginning to leak out.

Haran’s brow furrowed in a confused expression. He stared at Abram for a very long time, assessing him. He knew he’d once had a brother, but it was rare that anyone ever spoke his name, in fact, it was forbidden. Nonetheless, Haran knew of the sacrifice his father made to secure the riches and power that elevated him to High Prince of Ur.

After a moment Haran turned to Sarai, ignoring Abram as if he weren’t there, and said, “My brother is dead. This man is an impostor! Have the servants remove him at once!”

He turned to go back into the house.

Sarai was terribly embarrassed by her inhospitable duty. She cried, “But Father!”

Haran retorted angrily, from between clenched teeth, “Do as I say, daughter!”

Seeing Sarai’s distress, Abram spoke for himself. His booming voice filled the air with the sound of authority.

“I have traveled a very long way to bring you a message from Father Noah, Haran, my brother.”

The name, Noah, continued to carry great authority among all the people of the earth. Abram’s use of it caused Haran to pause. He waved Sarai away, and spoke directly to the stranger for the first time, asking, cynically, “Pray, what word is it that you bring from Father Noah?”

Abram answered him without hesitation, “One word only, Brother. ‘Repent.’”

Having spoken the word, Haran looked into Abram’s eyes and felt an overpowering conviction consuming him. He began, involuntarily, to think of all the cruelties he’d committed in his life, from the most recent, to the small things he’d done as a child. Among them, he recalled the hundreds of children he’d sacrificed to the gods of Shinar over his years as high priest. Sacrifices he’d very intentionally put out of his mind. But now, the sound of their tortured screams rushed through his head like a flood. He was quickly overwhelmed by the memory of his betrayal of their innocence. He collapsed to his knees, overcome by the weight of his sin, and the room spun around him.

Abram said, quietly, “Repent, brother, or you will never again find peace.”

It took several minutes for Haran to bring his mind under control. Tears of guilt and regret ran down his cheeks, but he wiped them away, unrepentant, and forced himself to rise.

He grew angry, thinking this stranger had somehow gained power over him by dark sorcery. Fearing further abuse, he smiled guilefully and invited the stranger to sit for a meal. Haran was thinking this sorcerer could be of value to King Nimrod. An introduction might result in personal gain, perhaps by adding prestige, bolstering his place in the king’s court.

When they had been served, Haran asked, “You claim to be my long-dead brother, Abram. How can that be? Abram was sacrificed to Nanna on the eighth day of his birth, by order of King Nimrod the Mighty.”

It was easy for Abram to sense the treachery in his brother’s question, so he answered obliquely, without mentioning his father’s deception.

“You were misinformed. I have lived my life in exile,” he paused, reminiscing. “I spent much of my childhood hidden in a cave in the wilderness east of Eridu.”

At that same moment, as if by coincidence, Haran retrieved a childhood memory of visiting a cave, and of a boy who was older than him. He could almost see the boy’s face in his mind. He challenged the stranger, “But the king’s order. Are you saying it was all a deception?”

“Deception? How would I know? I was no more than an infant. Perhaps the king pardoned me.”

Haran sat back against soft pillows and considered the possibility. After a moment he said, “Pray, continue.”

“I lived in that cave until the night they came and took me away.”

Haran interrupted again, asking through cheeks stuffed with sweet dates, “Took you away? Who, who took you away?”

“Soldiers. They came in the night and took me.”

“Why? Why would they do that?”

“I don’t know. They didn’t consult me about it. I was only ten seasons at the time.”

Abram paused, wondering how much of his secret past he should reveal, how far he could trust his brother’s discretion.

At that moment, he heard a rustling from behind the curtain that covered the entrance to the cook room. He turned to look but saw no one. Still, he could sense that someone was there, and it concerned him, who might be listening. After a moment, deciding in his spirit that the time had come for the truth to be revealed, he explained, “The cave was far from the beaten path. It was rare that visitors would come there, but occasionally someone would wander into that place seeking water, and shelter.”
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Abram could remember a particular night that some travelers found the cave and came in asking for shelter. There were three of them. As they ate together, sitting by the fire with Abram and Ishmet, Abram’s tutor, one of the men spoke of leaving his young wife at home because the journey was long and dangerous. He concluded, “Now, being away all these weeks, it concerns me that she may not be safe at home either.”

A moment of quiet followed, filled only by the sound of the crackling fire. Having compassion for the man’s deep concern, Ishmet said to the man, while looking young Abram in the eye, “Perhaps there is a way to know if she is safe.”

The man looked up from the fire and asked, “How?”

Ishmet gave Abram a nod of encouragement and said, “Go ahead, Abram. Show these men your special talent.”

Abram was hesitant, but after some further urging, he asked the man, “Have you something of your wife’s with you?”

The man pulled a lock of silky, black hair tied together with a short length of purple, silk ribbon from his cloak. He handed the memento to Abram, who took it from him and enclosed it in his fist. Abram closed his eyes and focused all of his attention on the lock of hair.

In a moment, a vision sprung into his mind. He saw the face of a woman, young and beautiful. She lay on a blanket of wool covering a bed of reeds. She seemed to be struggling. There was someone with her, a man. He was holding her down, or so it seemed to Abram, a boy with no understanding of the affairs of adults. The man in his vision had no face. He was anonymous, except for a name the woman kept whispering.

At first, Abram was concerned for the woman’s safety but, in a moment, she smiled with pleasure, then she was kissing the man in the vision. Now Abram was concerned for another reason. He knew enough of women to understand the meaning of a kiss. He stared, silent, into the fire, then handed the lock of hair back to the traveler.

“What did you see?” Ishmet wanted to know.

Abram gave no response.

The traveler asked, “Is she safe?”

The question bore an intensity that made Abram afraid. When he didn’t answer, the man grabbed his arm, pulled him close and demanded, “Tell me! What did you see?”

Abram tried to pull away from the stranger. He said, hoping to bring the stranger’s curiosity to an end, “I don’t know. She seems safe to me.”

Now the traveler grew suspicious and angry, overcome by his preconceived suspicions. He demanded again, this time in a low, threatening tone issued from between clenched teeth, “Tell me what you saw.”

Abram looked to Ishmet for help, but Ishmet only urged him on. Abram would have preferred to join Mylitta in the back of the cave where she was working, but the stranger’s grip on his arm tightened, preventing escape. After a moment, staring into the fire without looking at the stranger, Abram said, in a whisper, “She... is not alone.”

“What do you mean?”

Now, every eye and ear turned to Abram. He gave a moment’s thought then asked, “Do you know a man named Tish?”

“He is my brother, why?”

Young Abram stared into the flames without answering. A moment later, the stranger’s eyes filled with tears of jealous rage.
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“Anyway, Brother,” Abram continued, referring to Haran, “word of my talent got back to King Nimrod, and he sent soldiers to find me, to bring me to his palace that I might act as seer for his royal purposes. As I remember it, the soldiers who came that night, came to save me from becoming Nimrod’s slave.”

Though not sure he believed the stranger, Haran was captivated by the intrigue, and anxious to hear more. He leaned over the table between them and asked, “Who were these soldiers who took you away, if not the king’s?”

Abram paused at the edge of that same dangerous cliff, then he lied again, “I don’t know, I was just a boy.”

After a long, tense moment of silence, Haran sat back and said, “Please, go on, tell me more.”

Abram complied.

“The soldiers took me north, along with Ishmet, my teacher. We followed the great river, Euphrates. The journey was arduous and dangerous. There were many obstacles along the way, both natural dangers and those devised by evil men. We traveled at night, to avoid the heat and Nimrod’s armies. When we reached the caravan route, through the Paddan Aram, our military escort left us. Soon after, we were captured by Nairi tribesmen. The Nairi sympathized with my flight from Nimrod, whom they also hated and feared, so they took us in. They escorted us north to a small walled city called, Guzana, where we found rest and relative safety.

“After some months in that place, we joined a caravan that was traveling north, beyond Damascus. Once we arrived in the Kingdom of Urartu, we no longer had to fear Nimrod’s armies, but there were new challenges. We had to blend into a strange land with a strange language, pretending to be traveling merchants.”

Over the years of his life, Haran had heard tales of the land of Urartu. Tales of riches and of mighty kings, kings even greater than Nimrod, if that was possible. He had many questions, but this stranger claiming to be his brother continued his tale and Haran didn’t want to interrupt.

“As we moved on, northward, the land became more rugged. Being from the lowlands, our muscles ached, and our breathing became labored. It took weeks of travel by foot before we arrived at the lake in the sky, a place the Urartians call Van. I was surprised that such a large lake could exist so high in the mountains, but the people claimed it was left by the great flood. At that time, the only thing I knew of the God of Noah, was the heartless cruelty of the flood that destroyed the world.

“I learned the language of Urartu fairly quickly. It took Ishmet longer. The Urartians claimed their language was the mother tongue, the language of Noah, and the language every man spoke before God destroyed Nimrod’s Tower.

In Van, we were able to hire a guide to take us up, into the mountains of Ararat. When we finally arrived at our destination, he pointed the way into a steep ravine, but he refused to go any further himself. I remember the terror in the man’s eyes as he explained that the place we sought, the place we knew only as the Cave of The Ark, was at the end of that ravine. Our guide called it a place of dark magic, for which reason, he would go no further.

“It was at the Cave of The Ark that I first met Father Noah. He was living beneath the Ark itself, an enormous wooden structure that overhung the end of the ravine, creating a large, protected enclosure beneath its keel. He was old by then, blind, and barely able to speak, but there was no denying the power of his words, nor of his God. His very presence was like the light itself. It was Father Noah who placed his hands on me, blessed me and filled me with the Spirit of the Living God.”

Haran asked, surprised, “He was still living, alone on Ararat?”

“He was not alone,” Abram corrected. “There were many people living with him in that place, an entire tribe. They took me in as if I were one of their own. I was given into the house of Arpachshad, our eighth great father, the son of Shem, the son of Noah, to serve him there. It was Noah himself who introduced me to the Living God, and Arpachshad who taught me to walk with Him. God has placed His hand on my life, and, in fact, He anointed me to come here, to you and to our father, to show you both His Ways, how you must follow Him and teach the people of Ur to return to Him.”

“You say ‘God’ as if there were only one, but there are many,” Haran asserted, asking, “Which god do you refer to?”

“There is only one God, Haran. All others are imposters. I speak of the Living God Who created the heavens and earth, Who, created Father Adam and Mother Eve. Who witnessed the murder of Abel. Whose wrath destroyed the wicked world of our ancestors.”

Haran was becoming visibly agitated. He retorted, “But we have our own gods. We have Nanna who brought vast knowledge and wisdom to Nimrod, our king. That is why he is worshipped in Ur. I can tell you truthfully, that I have seen Nanna with my own eyes.”

Abram smiled calmly at his brother and said, “You have forgotten your own history and been led astray. Remind yourself, what did Nimrod do with the knowledge he was given by Nanna?”

Haran didn’t have to think. He said without hesitation, “He built a mighty tower. The Tower of The Seven Lights, called Bab-El, the Gateway to God.”

“The Gateway to which God?” Abram asked.

Haran had to think. No one had ever asked that before. After a moment he said, “I don’t really know. Perhaps Anu, Enlil, Enki or maybe the Apkallu, who came out of the sea. It all happened before I was born. I only know what I’ve been told by the fathers of our people.”

Abram said, “Therein resides the trouble, Haran. What you’ve been told is a lie that was birthed long ago.”

Haran sat frustrated, but silent. Abram asked, “Think for a moment, Brother, what happened to Nimrod’s mighty tower?”

“It was destroyed.”

“By whom? By Nanna, the one who told him to build it? The one who gave him the knowledge?”
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