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DISCLAIMER: Any resemblance to real people, names, places or circumstances are purely coincidental and unintended. This is a work of possible fiction.

Published in the United States of America
Ishmael was born east of the Garden of Eden, in the reign of Caesar Augustus to a noble family of caravan traders ruled by the Candaces, warrior queens who were the daughters of Solomon, and daughters of Adam and Eve’s son, the daughters of Ham, the son of Noah. 

As a young math prodigy, Ishmael is given the finest tutors from ancient India, the birthplace of math.

His disinterest in the arts of war finally frustrates Ishmael, so his father has him tutored by the legendary warriors of his ancient world, some are princes and even princesses themselves.

Come with Ishmael as he trains with the world’s elite, fights his way through the Horde of the Kahn, defeats the legendary pirate fleet, raiders of the Indian Ocean, and venture with his Grandfather who chases the Star that Hovers to its astonishing location.

This tale covers the keystone period of history and fills in the blanks with The Rest of THAT Story.

This is a story about the great and the fallen, about the hard working and the lazy, about war and peace, and about good and evil.  There is birth and there is death. There is suffering and there is triumph.  It is a story of life.
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A lot of people remember ‘something’ about an Ethiopian riding in a chariot and ‘something about a baptism’ in the Bible - but how many of us realize this significance?

This story was not placed in the Bible lightly.  It most likely tells how Christianity began its spread throughout Africa and probably East from there.  All starting with one curious egghead.

I am not a Bible or a history scholar.  You who are, forgive the ‘poetic licenses’ I take.  I did do months of research to keep everything authentic, if fictional.

I am a storyteller – this my 7th book.  I like to think I am getting good at it...

I have wondered about this interesting ancient story, and its detail, and why it is told, for literally for 70 years now.  Yes.  Since I was 10 in Sunday School.

I was in the audience and heard Tracy Ebarb tell a marvelous first-person story from Acts - see Chapter: Call Me Ishmael, By Tracy S. Ebarb.  ​

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6jbIDMhtLN4&t=1204s   (start at 19:59)

This book is the rest of THAT story before and after the Acts account as I have seen it.

35 AD was violent times.  Alexander the Great and then the Romans were spreading the rule of law with caravans pressing further and further East, bringing in trade goods and changing the age-old practice of barter to use of coins.

We know from surviving histories that human beings / nature are no different now than they were back then.  Most everybody doing what they had to, to care for their family, self and friends.  Greatly depending upon circumstances, opportunity, skill, greed, and hardness of heart to get what they wanted and needed.

This is a story about the great and the fallen, about the hard working and the lazy, war and peace, and about good and evil.  There is birth and there is death, there was suffering and there's triumph.  

Isn't that life?

Tell me what you think.

Best regards

David Pickett 

“There is no success without unrelenting persistence “

"I, not events, have the power to make me happy or unhappy today. 

I can choose which it shall be." Julius Henry "Groucho" Marx

"Stories happen to those who can tell them," Thucydides.

“If you are born poor it's not your mistake, but if you die poor it's your mistake. Life is not fair, get used to it! It's fine to celebrate success but it is more important to heed the lessons of failure”.  - Bill Gates

“Persistence and determination alone are omnipotent." - Calvin Coolidge

"Energy and persistence conquer all things. As long as we are persistent in our pursuit of our deepest destiny, we will continue to grow.  - Benjamin Franklin

“Somewhere, something incredible is waiting to be known.” – Carl Sagan 

And:  read my 5 published books, The Clementine Legacy, Lincoln’s Encore, Jeffersons Encore, Washington’s Encore and REWIND.  All on Amazon Kindle, paperback and hard cover.  www.DavidPickett.com .  Watch for new books 2024 - TRAVELER! and the very last one in 2025 -  Franklin’s Encore. 

Hopefully, a movie producer or screenwriter will read one.
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To Ginger: all my love 4 now, 4 ever

David
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CHAPTER 1: CALL ME ISHMAEL
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It was the year in the Consulship of Messalla and Quirinius (or, less frequently, year 742 Ab urbe condita) of Gaius Julius Caesar Augustus, also known as Octavian (Latin: Octavianus), as my mother was unloading the goods that Grandfather had just arrived with from the grueling three-year-long each-way trip to Persia.  

Grandfather didn’t look like he could make another long trip - yet the really big money was from the far away markets like Persa, and, horror of a trip, to Nepaldesh, later called India.  Nepaldesh, incidentally had strong Jewish colonies and even a relative or two of mine.

Maybe my Mother and Father would have to find goods in Egypt that everyone else in the market did not already have.  My father was in Rome and Greece for a year, buying what he thought would be unique in our large, famous shop in the market in the capital city of Cush, Meroë.  Customers from ten countries came to our shop to buy and take to their country to resell.  And of course, locals, from royalty to the sandal makers, bought at high price what Grandfather had brought from 3,000 miles away distant Persia.  And from the caravans that arrived there from as far away as China; a many-years trip.

There was no shop like ours in Meroë or Cush, and no market in the known world like the international market in Meroë where our shop was the largest and the most popular.  We were rich. Very.  We could buy a place in court with our rulers, the Candaces; the Warrior Queens who ruled Cush and certainly Meroë where their palaces were. (Acts 8:27)

The Candaces were the beneficent, if not tax-greedy, rulers of our land.  Indeed, Warrior Queens; they were fiercely militaristic.  Absolute rulers.  Not to be messed with...

And always the pressure of rumors of wars. The stress.  Constant rumors, and very very much fake news.  The urge to be ready for an attack any moment.  Watch towers and spies everywhere. 

Since the Cushi’ king Shabaka conquered Egypt and founded its 24th and 25th Cush dynasties ruling Egypt from about 700 years ago, Egypt has been our powerful ally, our strong big brother; but Pharaoh’s armies were almost a month’s march away after even a minimum time to mobilize.  So, the Candaces were diligent to have spies in all our bordering lands and courts; and not too few of them.  

And, after the model of David of Juda, all men over the age of 16 were ready to mobilize in a moment’s notice - required to train 4 or more days every month in intensive battle training.  My father was a bowman who could hit a chariot driver at over 200 cubits.  Our army was deadly, but very small compared to the armies of the known world.  Our officers had been trained on Rome;s blood battlefields and knew the tactics and strategies that put their enemies and our enemy neighbors at great disadvantage, regardless of their superior numbers.

At least we did not have to fear the Romans; so far we were their allies of antiquity and the Candaces did pay some tribute which never amounted to more than a steady flow of lavish diplomatic gifts to Ceaser and his successor, Augustus Ceaser and 10 of his top generals.  And select Senators.

Mother was unloading bundles of precious indigo fabric dyes from one of Grandfather’s huge nasty-tempered deep-desert camels when her water broke.  Not a surprise to her, I was ready to brave the sunlight, kicking and screaming, as did my brother and two sisters before me.

Mother’s handmaids knew exactly what to do; one rushed to get her trusty donkey, Pokey, to take her to our home and the other handmaid sprinted to fetch the midwives after getting gold coins from mother’s haversack.  All mere children, my sisters, Lily and Rose, were of no help and my brother Kaid, at only 7, took off in a panic to fetch mother’s two sisters on his fast legs.

Grandfather smiled through his leather wrinkle sun baked face, and he felt joy for the first time in a long, long time. 

Well, it was also a joy to end this weary years-long journey from Persia.  

So many bandits.  But I have a troupe of the Candaces’ most fierce warriors.  The ‘Invincibles’.  They train like the legendary ‘300’.

They are maniacs but they make the bandits scatter.  

Too many days between water.  The devil was sandstorms. Sick camels, sick drovers, and sick warriors.  There was always the diarrhea and weakness, the painful teeth, sand stuck in the eyes, split lips from days of thirst, and saddle sores and sandal blisters. Broken bones always related to those hated camels.  The list is endless.

And the scammers and crooks in the markets all over Persia.  Tanners who cheat on cubit measures.  Spice merchants and growers with false scales.  False medicines.

“There was no end to the blackness of the human heart,” he had heard the Rabbi read that from the Holy scrolls.

Grandfather was proud that he could read the sacred Hebrew that he learned in their Meroë neighborhood synagogue from the Rabbi where he studied until he was 13, and then the test of manhood.  He had successfully memorized all 5 books of the Pentateuch, AND he could recite out loud - from memory - all 5 scrolls.

His family owned the greatest treasure in Cush.  Great Grandfather had brought 4 of Moses’ scrolls from the Temple Priests in Jerusalem long ago.  At considerable cost.  Certainly, the greatest treasure in the known world. But he lacked the last one, Isiaih.  The Temple had none to spare and at that just fragments.

In his father’s shop, Grandfather had learned to speak and read Roman and Greek too.  And speak many more.  He had to in order to barter and win.  

He was educated in Meroë’s only Yeshiva to be a Pharisee and did not have the temperament for it, so he was sent to Jerusalem to study at the Temple itself, but he did not fit the part.  

It was a blessing that his own father, was content for my Grandfather to just have the fine education and knew in his heart that his son would be a successful trader. So he sent Grandfather to Persia to befriend all his own traders and contacts there to intercept caravans before they got near the cities to get the first pick of the best.  And to always pay with Roman gold to command the best deals.  And compel the merchants to seek him on their next trip.

What?  25 years?  All my life traveling just for a few days in my son’s home.  And he was forever away to Rome and Greece.  This business is hell.  My daughter is right, another trip to Persia will surely kill me and the gold I carry will be lost.

I will glean the passing caravans before they get to the city’s markets, as is my custom, and pay in Roman gold for the best of the best that will succeed in our shop, and I will stay home to enjoy this new grandson. 

I pledge to dedicate the rest of my life to train him myself to be the fine trader that my father was.
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CHAPTER 2: I AM BORN
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The midwives were expert and mother’s delivery was uneventful, Grandfather actually attended my birth and a message, with the seal of the Candaces, was sent on the next boat down the Nile to Alexandria, where it would be put in the reliable Roman mail to cross the Mediterranean and find its way to my Father to announce that he had another son.  Mother hoped this would compel him to finish his trading and travel home along with his next shipment of goods.  With Grandfather staying at home now, Father should also note that he had two sons for HIM to raise.  And daughters to spoil.

My family name was Bachos and I was to be named Simeon; but at birth, Grandfather insisted that mother name me ‘Ishmael’.  Not so much a nickname but the familiar name everyone called me.  The Ishmael that Grandfather actually knew was a legendary, envied trader who traded from Persia to the Roman Forts along the coasts to the very north of the island England.  A seafarer of legend, a trader of whale oils, that precious stuff.  Ishmael the trader is what Grandfather wanted me to be.  And to top it, Ishmael was the name of patriarch Abraham’s first son.  Grandfather always wanted to make that trip North, but he hated the cold.  It was always cold there.  Everyone wore furs.  And we were from the land of the blazing sun.

Shiver.

Grandfather had traded with the great traders who make the many long-years trips to Nepaldesh, and with the caravans that had come from unimaginably distant China. And, remarkably, from an island – even farther - called Nipon. He paid these traders in gold for silks and spices which he sold to the Candaces and other royalties and rulers for enormous sums.

Another reason Grandfather would no longer go to Persia.  There was almost no place to store the heaps of gold and jewels under the family shops.  We were careful to not let our rulers know we had more wealth than all of them combined.  And our family knew the Candaces, other royalty, and the rulers of most all of the cities, as friends – virtually family.  As well as many of the rulers of the neighboring countries; friends and foe.  We weren’t really royalty, that was bloodline, but we were nobility.  Very soundly nobility.  Virtually princes and princesses.  Very blessed.

Grandfather’s other sons were either Rabbis or Pharisees, teachers of the Book. To the glee of the Candaces, his three daughters had been married off to royalty in Egypt, Persia, and Rome strengthening the ties with Cush.  Father actually had visited with each of his sisters at least once after they were married, on his trade routes to or from Rome and Greece.  He reported to Grandfather that they prospered greatly, with children, with much gold, and personally and in Court.  

Grandfather just knew, now was the time to pass all he knew of Persia on to his only trader son and prepare his Grandsons for the trader’s life.

But mine would be another avenue among Grandfather’s friends that were rulers of this part of the world.

Mother’s message of my birth met Father already on his way to home up the Nile with two shiploads of trade goods he had gathered in Rome and Greece, most coming from caravans from the East that he met with before they got to their markets in Rome and Greece, using Grandfather’s method to buy the premarket best of the best.  In gold. 

Mother with me in her arms, on her trusty donkey Pokey, and her handmaids, and Grandfather, on his war chariot with his phalanx of his 100 picked Candace warriors, met Father’s ships at the docks on the Nile, where we celebrated for a week at the local Governor’s palaces before pushing on with the long caravan with father’s goods to home in Meroë.

Grandfather spent many days at the homecoming festivals on the Nile and later in Meroë convincing my hardheaded Father to stay with him in Meroë, deal no further than our own country’s borders except to learn Grandfather’s contacts and business arrangements, where, when it was time, he would take his owns sons, Kaid and myself, Ishmael, to Persia to continue the family trading business from there.  But this time, the grandsons would live there in Persia and not make the punishing year-long 3,000 mile each way journeys.  We just no longer needed the money.  No place to put it.

The Creator has other plans.
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CHAPTER 3: SCHOOL
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The first thing I remember as a child was schooling.  I remember mother teaching me.  That is what I remember.  On her knee or at a little child’s table for ‘table time.’ Seems that later on, Kaid’s tutor was assigned to me and Kaid, 3 years older, was advanced to a tutor for his age.  

One significant happening that I remember besides sprouting potatoes in a little pot of only water was Grandfather himself, teaching me math; I don’t think I was much over three.  For the rest of my life my family bragged that I learned to do simultaneous linear equations before three.  Was that a brag, or in my siblings’ views, a freak.  I was a polymath.

Every few years there would be the trauma of the tearful departure of the old tutor and the entrance of a more ‘advanced’ tutor.  Usually ever stricter.  No longer motherly.  Not friendly. 

A subject that fascinated me most was the Peoples that existed long before the Egyptians and that they were so advanced as to not be recognizable or understood today in these days of Caesar Agustus.  Those complete histories now were tragically mostly lost in the fire at the Alexandria library 38 years before my birth.  That ancient people had ways to melt stone without heat and shovel it like sand. To travel at great distance through the air, and there were great cities with towers of unimaginable height.  To lift great weights and move them about.  All controlled by what looked like a little handbag.  But none exist to this day.  Were they somehow hidden away from us by cryptic caretakers?  Or the Selfish?  Who may have perished - and with them the handbags and all that knowledge.  Lost in the last ice age?

Our historians told us that the chronicles said that our sun, Sol, passed through a great black cloud of cosmic dust so its heat could not get to the earth; without the sun to warm the earth for thousands of years, massive ice sheets wiped out all remnants of the stone-melting peoples.  They left only the pyramids and the Sphynx to witness their existence.

My tutors tell that the Alexandera Library had stories and tales of people from the stars.  Some not human with dog and bird-like faces.  The Library histories had first hand stories of that great long period of the sun totally blocked by a storm of dust passing through our part of the galaxy and between the sun and the earth and in that black darkness, the intense flash freezing cold caused ice to suddenly appear even in the Mediterranean and most all earth’s animals and plants died.  These peoples foolishly denying and not planning for the catastrophic and almost immediate advance of the ice and its destructive power, were mostly swept away.  Their descendants, us, had little passed down that survived to my day.  The ancients strove only to survive the ice. Then the dust passed, and the sun melted the flash frozen ice at an alarming rate, causing great floods sweeping more away.  A scouring.  God was mad at them?

They are now we. Starting all over.  Was this the flood that the Books of Yahweh told of?  Did the movement of the floating movable continent land masses, and the massive earthquakes that their histories told of, then impossibly heavy with ice, push all of that peoples’ existence under the ground and into the lava underneath to leave little trace of them?

I pine for the Chronicles that burned in the Library.  I swore to search for them on my own trading travels.

Why were the people north of the Mediterranean white?  Wasn’t the Garden of Eden West of Cush?  It is fact that Cush was founded by the sons of Adam and Eve who were driven East out of the Garden and further populated later by Noah’s son Ham.

And those people of the cold far north that Grandfather has seen, have red hair and impossible blue eyes of the ancient race of the North that had disappeared with the ice; but some of those north of the Mediterranean continue to have that hair and eyes in their blood.  I had never seen such.

My tutors tell me that one by one, copies of the books of Alexandera perish by war, religious zealots, fires caused by oil lamps, candles and careless cooking fires, and mostly hording to keep others ignorant.

Here in the 44th year of the reign of Caesar Augustus, no copies of the Alexandria books can be found.  The tutors surmise that many exist, but are kept from the population to the advantage or those who rule over us.  If the Romans have these books and the knowledge in them, there is no evidence of the advanced knowledge of Alexandera.  So where is there even one book?  Even one surviving page?  Are papyrus and parchment so delicate that they have all turned back into dust that they came from?  Books on copper sheets corrode and disappear.  Books on gold sheets would be melted down for its value as coin and jewelry.  Is nothing permanent?

Indeed, the priests and scribes of the Books of Yahweh continually create new copies before the old scrolls perish by time.  In this way the Books continue to be original and cannot be lost.

I continued to learn at a rate far beyond my years, and later, beyond tutors in Cush.  The Candaces got word of this ‘prodigy’ and tutors were brought in from Nepaldesh, where math was king of learning.  

My tutor told me, “as well as giving us the concept of zero, Indian mathematicians made seminal contributions to the study of trigonometry, algebra, arithmetic and negative numbers among other areas. Perhaps most significantly, the decimal system that is employed worldwide today was first seen in my country. 

The first recorded zero appeared in Mesopotamia recently, and has been greatly developed in India “

As a pre-teen, I was
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