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The Goddess gathered the energy from the matter around her and imagined what she wanted to see. Her Oasis, her Sanctuary formed before her sight and it was beautiful with fresh flowing water, lush green grass, precious creatures and an abundance of peaceful energy to fill her spirit.

The Host of Heaven was in disarray and Asherah withdrew from their divinity. Her sanctuary hovered above the new city founded by the exiled ancestors of creation. They were cursed for such a trivial transgression and the Goddess took pity on them vowing to protect and care for them until the end of time. 

The people worshipped Asherah, goddess of fertility, love and nurturing until the reign of their civilisation became blinded by wealth and power and intelligent design, but the Priestesses of Asherah never lost faith for they were givers of harmony and healing.

War was coming to her people, Asherah could feel it in her spirit, but the wars of humanity passed quickly for the Host of Heaven, busy with a war of their own: a war that transcended eternity, a war that found no winners and continued to wreak havoc on the inhabitants of the world below.
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The young woman wiped the table with her stained rag. Another night of heavy drinking patrons, bottom pinchers and foul innuendo was finally over. She threw the now soaked cloth over her shoulder, trying to ignore the waft of stale ale that filled her nostrils as she carried the last of the mugs, four in each hand to the wash room. 

Despite the foul smell, she had to thank the Goddess Asherah for each day of freedom she enjoyed. It had come as quite a shock to her family when she had insisted she would leave the confines of their home before she married. Yet the real astonishment had occurred when she had shared her excitement over opening her own establishment. An Alehouse was not exactly considered reputable work and this was exacerbated by the fact that it was somehow always assumed that any unmarried woman who lived alone was a whore, selling herself for money to make ends meet. 

The fact she did choose to bed the occasional handsome soul from time to time and that they often reciprocated with generous gifts was moot. She had never needed to sell herself to survive. In truth, her little establishment had turned out to be quite the profitable income earner. 

She finished washing the mugs and left them on the counter to dry, wiping her hands on her apron before removing it and hanging it over the back of a rustic old hard wood chair she seldom found the time to sit upon. 

‘Thank you Musaf. That will be all tonight.’ She smiled at the cook as he nodded his agreement and turned to leave.

She heard the front door slam as the wind whirled in and the cook left, but the sound of voices drifting into the wash room raised her curiosity. She poked her head out around the corner to see if Musaf had forgotten something.

‘What did you miss this time?’ 

Instead of seeing her cook in the dining room, she was met by two young men with wide eyes and suspicious expressions. 

‘Sorry. We are closed.’ 

‘Do you have rooms for the night?’ Rahab stiffened as the man spoke. His accent was unfamiliar and he was obviously struggling to speak the local language. 

‘Did the man who left just now see you?’ The two men looked questioningly at each other and shrugged. ‘If he did, you do not have long before the guards arrive.’ She ushered them into the back room, past the sink of drying dishes and around the corner into the alcove that housed the cooking stores. There was an open window that led onto the outside wall of the city of Jericho but no rear door. 

The men looked at each other. The woman’s reaction was not what they were expecting and neither of them was accustomed to being man-handled by a serving girl in such a way, but it was the shorter who appeared the most concerned as he spoke.

‘I do not understand. What is wrong?’ 

‘Oh, you mean apart from the fact you are obviously foreign and the city watch is on the lookout for Israeli spies.’ Rahab looked squarely at both men and waited. It only took a moment before they looked away, trying to find a place to disappear into the cracks in the heavy stone walls. ‘I have worked too hard to get where I am to get caught with spies in the midst of my business. You need to hide before the guards arrive.’ 

‘This is your establishment?’ The taller of the men, with dark almost black hair and the deepest brown eyes drilled her with his gaze. It made her both excited and uncomfortable at the same time but that did nothing to abate her reaction to his words.

‘What! A woman cannot own an alehouse where you come from?’ Rahab placed her hands on her hips challenging him to say what he was obviously thinking. Instead he grinned sheepishly and shrugged. 

‘We have no alehouses where we are from, but you are correct, if we did have them, a woman would not be running one.’ Rahab waved her hands erratically in both apprehension of the guards who would likely turn up any minute and her own frustration at men in general. 

‘Climb this rope. Get to the roof.’ Rahab reached out the window and pulled a heavy red cord through into the wash room. ‘The roof top runs alongside the battlements so hide under the thatch or the guards on duty will see you. Do not forget to haul up this rope before you hide. I will tell the soldiers you have moved on.’ 

‘Why?’ The young man with the beautiful eyes asked.

‘Because I am not one to help men die and if the guards get a hold of you, you are as good as dead.’

Salmah pushed Deshaun to the window ledge and nodded to indicate his friend should head through and do as he was told.

‘The Lord our God will bless you for this.’ Salmah smiled his thanks back through the window as he hung from the rope and began to follow his companion up to the rooftop. 

‘I follow Asherah and she loves all mankind, so this is your lucky day.’ The young woman called to the retreating man. She considered his eyes again and shook herself back to reality as the door to her main room burst open. 

‘Where is the manager?’ A gruff voice called out as tables and benches were pushed around, the scraping noise caused Rahab to rush into the dining room.

‘What on earth is going on? I am the owner and I am sorry gentlemen, but my establishment is closed for the evening. My cook has gone home.’

‘Yes, he came to the guard house and advised you had some unwanted guests. He claimed they were foreigners. If you are harbouring spies you will hang.’ The Officer had a scar on his left cheek and a grizzly looking beard with flecks of silver revealing his age.

‘I harbour no spies Officer. Two men arrived as Musaf left and I sent them on their way immediately. As I said, I am closed. They mumbled something about heading back toward the river along the Jordan road.’ Rahab cast an unhappy eye around the room as the soldiers continued to upturn tables. ‘Now please ask your men to stop making a mess or next time they want ale, they will be paying double for it. You understand!’ 

‘Well you will not mind me just having a quick look around. We would not want anything untoward happening to you now would we Rahab?’

‘Be my guest, but please do not break anything. Your men have the subtlety of rutting goats.’ 

She stepped back and allowed the Officer to walk through to the wash room. Like most of the local guard, he knew her well, but she could not remember his name. She carefully peered over his shoulder to see the rope had disappeared and slowly released the breath she had been holding.

The soldiers turned over every piece of furniture, looked in every cupboard they came across and even climbed the ladder to her loft bed, lifting the covers and throwing them down to the lower level as they searched.

‘Satisfied?’ Rahab scowled at the man in charge.

He nodded, but then walked over to the window on the outer wall. He poked his head out and looked up and down while Rahab held her breath once more. She forced herself to relax her expression as he turned back to her. ‘Heading for the river you say?’

‘Well that is what I heard. If I were you I would not be wasting any more time. If the King finds out you lost them, we might find you and not the spies hanging from the nearest tree.’ Rahab smiled her most polite smile and walked to the front door, opening it wide so the guards could leave. 

‘Very well whore. I will be back personally to serve out your punishment if you are lying.’ The smirk that slipped across the man’s face left no room for misunderstanding and Rahab wisely chose not to point out that she was not a whore. It would make no difference to such a man. 

It was a common misconception of the Priestesses of Asherah. It seemed women who worshipped the gods historically had no purpose except to be whores or concubines. Such constraints were placed on women by men and their carnal desires. There was not a man alive who could not imagine women sharing their bodies with each other and for that reason they judged the purpose of the Priestesses of Asherah was pleasure and nothing more.

Rahab waved the men out and placed the bar across the door. She leant against the closed door, somehow hoping to keep out further intrusion before taking a deep breath and giving up a silent prayer to Asherah.
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Uriah listened to the officer of the guard make his report and approved their pursuit of the spies. As he watched the troop leave he wondered again why the Israelites were sending spies and how they intended on crossing the Jordan with such a large company of men, women and children. 

The Prince felt no need to share the news with the King just yet. His father was otherwise occupied. His latest concubine was a vision of beauty and Uriah had to admit he found her rather difficult to resist himself. Her long golden hair was unique amongst the local women and with her crystal green eyes she was nothing short of disarming. 

Uriah shook his head to free his mind from the vision of her, yet he could not wipe the smile from his lips. He forced himself to focus. 

The Israelites had travelled far and had not been heard of in nearly forty years. In that time, many tales had been told of their exodus from Egypt and the stories had ranged and grown in extravagance over the years. The fact that the entire population had gone missing, never seen or heard of for so long served to lead the Canaanite people to believe the whole story was just myth, especially the talk of the Prophet parting the Red Sea to aid in their escape.  

Now, as they camped on the outskirts of the city of Jericho, questions were once again being asked and rumours were rife. What were their intentions? The Canaanite people were unsettled and the King had ordered the guards to be vigilant, hence the report of the Israeli spies. 

Uriah wondered over where they had been seen. Rahab was well known among the guards and the senior officers, even the royal household and officials knew of her establishment. She was a strong-willed woman and was known to be a handful even at the best of times. Uriah could not help but anticipate trouble.

He swept up a mug of watered wine from his table as the guards left to continue their pursuit. The hour was late, yet the young Prince could not relax. Something felt wrong. When the second mug of wine did nothing to abate his concerns Uriah finally succumbed to the discomfort in his belly. He replaced his mug on the small table at his feet and called for his horse. He would take a ride out of the City himself and see if he could get to the bottom of why the Israelites lingered nearby. 

∗∗∗∗∗∗∗∗

‘It has been such a lovely time Hamilkot, but I really must be leaving the Palace.’ The woman’s words floated in the air like clouds.

The King stood as his concubine draped the sheer golden fabric over her shoulder and tied it in a neat bow. Gently he stroked her hair and touched her almost luminescent pearl white cheeks. ‘My dear, I am the King and I require you to stay. We have only just begun to get to know one another as intimately as I would like.’

The woman smiled with genuine affection. ‘Oh Hamilkot,’ she breathed ‘you see, I have other commitments.’

‘You are already married, betrothed to another!’ The King took his hand away from the woman’s golden hair as though he were avoiding a wasp sting.

‘Nothing like that.’ She turned without further explanation and left the King’s chambers, her hips swaying seductively as she walked. He stared uncomprehendingly at her bare shoulders and perfectly proportioned body. He tried to speak, but the words were stuck in his throat as his thoughts began to wander. By the time the woman had closed the heavily carved wooden door, he had sat back down on his soft bed, surrounded by brightly coloured cushions and drifted off to a dreamless slumber.
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Rahab looked out her window and listened to ensure she could not hear the guards on the wall. She called up from the window. ‘You can come down now.’ 

A few moments passed before the red rope uncoiled with a spring in front of the window, followed shortly by Deshaun, then Salmah. 

The men slid into the wash room with ease and Deshaun wasted no time in heading for the front door. 

‘Where on earth do you think you are going?’ Rahab stared at the young man.

‘We have to report back to Joshua.’ Deshaun’s expression was confused.

‘You need to leave by that rope.’ Rahab pointed to the window. ‘There is no way I can risk you being seen leaving my premises. I just told the guards you had already left.’

‘Deshaun, you head back to Joshua. I do not think we have enough information to leave just yet. Besides, we owe this woman our life. I think it only right that she be protected.’ Salmah smiled to his friend who replied with a frown of confusion. Why would Salmah wish to spend another waking moment in this city, with its foul-smelling streets and loose women? 

‘I do not need your protection.’ Rahab stared defiantly at the young man.

‘You do not get my protection; you receive the protection of my God.’

‘Well if it is the protection from your God, I am sure He can provide it in your absence, but either way, I told you, I worship Asherah and she has looked after me just fine so far.’ Rahab tried to ignore the wide smile and allure of his dark deep brown eyes. She deepened the frown on her face intentionally, not wanting to give him any sense he was having an impact on her.

‘I am sorry, we did not introduce ourselves. This is Deshaun, I am Salmah.’ Rahab stared for a moment. She did not want to know their names; they should have been gone already.

‘Why are you still here?’ Rahab offered a cheeky smile to soften her words. 

‘We owe you a lot. I want to stay to ensure you remain safe. Deshaun will return to our camp to give a report. Tell Joshua I need more time to investigate further.’

‘What is to investigate? God has called us to this land. It is ours. We will take it.’ Deshaun’s confusion continued to grow. 

‘Oh wait up a moment. You need to take a breath.’ Rahab raised her hand, finger pointed to the heavens and her pulse suddenly rising. ‘We know a lot about your people. Stories about parting the Red Sea and all that, but what makes you think this is your land for the taking? There are people who live here you know. You cannot just take what you want.’ Rahab felt her anger rising and she struggled to control it. 

‘Deshaun, head back to Joshua as I said. Tell him to do nothing until I return.’

‘I am not sure I can convince him of that Salmah, you represent only one tribe of Israel.’

‘Yes my friend and you represent another. See what you can do.’ 

‘I will try.’ Deshaun moved towards the window and took one last look over his shoulder before lowering himself into the darkness below.

Rahab’s establishment formed part of the outer wall of the city and guards passed above her home on the hour, every hour. She hoped the spy would not be seen making his way in the darkness. She sat silently trying not to focus her attention on Salmah who watched his friend retreat.

‘I am sorry. Deshaun is a little over zealous at times, well most of the time really.’ Salmah grinned. 

‘Does he speak for your people?’ Rahab tried to keep the fear and frustration from her voice.

‘Well that depends on a lot. We have waited nearly forty years to make claim on this land.’

‘We have lived here a lot longer than that.’ 

‘True. The land was promised to us by our Lord God and He will see that it is ours. Will your people embrace a nation of refugees?’ 

There was a long silence as Rahab considered the question she already knew the answer to. No, the Canaanites feared the Israeli people. The history of friction between the two nations was old and outdated time itself. The stories of their miracles had spread long before she was born and they had been told and retold throughout her childhood. Even as she had worshipped Asherah, there was talk of the Israelite God Yahweh. It was said that Asherah was a lesser god of the heavens and had once been Yahweh’s lover. 

‘Tell me more about your God Salmah.’ Rahab was curious now. She had never met an Israelite before and learning of their god intrigued her.

‘After you tell me your name.’ Salmah grinned almost boyishly.

‘My name is Rahab and you should know, I am a Priestess of Asherah and contrary to popular belief, that does not make me a prostitute.’

‘I am not here to judge you Rahab. I am here to save you.’ Rahab laughed then. A full belly laugh which caused Salmah to frown until he suddenly recalled the circumstances of their meeting and joined in her mirth.
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‘Why has Salmah stayed behind? The house of Judah is constantly causing trouble in our progress. Always questioning the will of our Lord.’ Deshaun stepped back from the grey haired old man who had led the Israelites into the Promised Land. His anger was barely in check and his hands shook with frustration. 

‘I cannot say with certainty, but he promised the Lord’s protection to the woman. He believed he owed the prostitute her safety for without her, we would have been arrested by city guards. I have to agree, she saved our lives.’ Deshaun spoke the last quietly, trying not to further anger the anointed leader of his people. 

‘The Lord saved your lives Deshaun, not some wayward woman.’ Joshua growled and Deshaun took another half step backwards in retreat. Joshua composed himself and stepped forward to pat the young man on the shoulder as he continued.

‘The Lord has spoken to me on this very evening Deshaun. We will leave to lay siege on the walls of Jericho at first light.’ Joshua waved his hand to dismiss the young leader of the Levite tribe but when he remained looking on nervously, Joshua frowned. ‘What is it Deshaun?’

‘Well, I um, Salmah asked me to request more time. He believes that the people of Jericho might be saved.’

‘That is not the Lord’s will or Salmah’s problem Deshaun. The Prophet Eleazar was clear. The walls will fall and all must die. Every man, woman and child who does not follow our God will perish. Now I will grant the prostitute Rahab and her family protection as Salmah has promised, even though it was without my approval, but we march on Jericho at dawn whether Salmah has safely returned or not.’ 

Deshaun could see there was no give in the old man. He had endured many years of hardship and it was well known he wanted to lead the people out of the desert and into the Promised Land before he died. 

The young leader of the Levite tribe knew Salmah was not comfortable with the outright murder of an entire nation and sought to find an alternative. Dashaun could not help but feel the same way. Was it truly the will of God to kill an entire race to make way for another?

∗∗∗∗∗∗∗∗

‘You believe I am a whore?’ Rahab’s features were composed as she handed Salmah a mug of ale, removed her dirty apron from the chair and took a seat. 

‘That is not what I said. Do you always try to read the minds of people you barely know?’ Salmah smiled as he took a deep drink of the ale. ‘This is very good.’ He raised the mug in salute.

‘No, I do not try to read minds, but I usually can. Men are often very easily read.’

‘Usually?’ 

‘Yes, like your friend Dashaun.’

‘Yes, well I agree with you there. Dashaun is very easy to understand. He is a Levite. They do not like to think outside that which they have been taught. He has never met a woman who is unmarried at your age.’

‘At my age!’ Rahab almost rose from the chair with the rising volume of her words.

‘Forgive me Rahab, I am not saying you are old....’ Salmah put his hand up defensively.

‘But I am that age.’ Rahab kept the smile from her face as she watched her visitor begin to squirm.

‘I think you are enjoying this too much.’ 

‘I am. I must admit though, you take more than the most average of men to become uncomfortable around me. I have always had that effect which is why I chose to become a Priestess of Asherah and open my own business. My family has accepted my choice with time and this place has been both rewarding and difficult. The women who work in my establishment are often treated as whores because we worship the Goddess, but they have remained unmarried by choice.’

Salmah watched Rahab as she spoke. She was not a traditionally beautiful woman with her close-set eyes and sharp features, but there was something about her that communicated without words and Salmah was drawn to her like a bee to honey. 

‘So, it is uncommon for women to remain unmarried here too?’ Salmah wondered aloud.

‘Yes, yet men can carry on as they please and unmarried women are all at their mercy. Is it different with your people?’

Salmah remained silent for a time. He wished in his heart that he could say it was, but it was not. The Israelites were a small population made up of twelves tribes and the women were married between the tribes quite young. Many young men had perished over the years of desert life before coming to Jericho. The older men had been left with the responsibility to build the tribe and so many young women had been promised into early marriage to old men.

Salmah had refused to take a wife until they were settled in the Promised Land, something that Joshua often berated him for. 

‘We have no unmarried woman.’ Salmah knew it was not the response Rahab wanted to hear. Instead he changed the subject. ‘Thank you for helping us.’

‘You have already thanked me and I have already told you, I would have done the same for anyone. Our King is like most Kings, he wishes to keep power and as soon as word of your tribe entering our lands reached him, he had his soldiers roaming the streets for someone to hang.’

‘We have no King other than God.’ 

‘Yet you seek power.’ It was not a question. Rahab softened her words with a grin. ‘It is the way of men.’

‘We do not seek power.’

‘No? So it is only your God who seeks the power.’

‘I do not believe it is power He seeks, I believe it is love.’

‘Ah, a truly romantic invader then?’
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

[image: Eternal Realm Logo.jpg]Chapter 5

[image: image]


Salmah shimmied down the rope in the grey of the predawn. No soldiers had returned to do Rahab any harm and Salmah felt comfortable leaving for the time being at least. They had spent most of the night talking of God and Rahab had shared her belief in Asherah the goddess of nature. There was no doubt in his mind there were many gods for if there was only one, why would the God of Israel forbid the worship of other gods? 

There was even further proof in their own history. The people had been aimlessly waiting for the Prophet to return from Mount Sinai when they had been tempted by worshippers of Baal. Their punishment had been severe and the situation only served to substantiate the existence of other gods. 

Now as he pondered Rahab’s goddess Asherah and her dominion over love, life and fertility, he could not help but wonder why the Lord of his people wished to kill all others. Surely it would be best to convince them that the Israelite God, was the one true God? Killing them all showed his power, of that there was no doubt, but where did it show His love and was His love reserved for His people alone?

Salmah pushed his confusion aside as he reached the ground and made for the treeline. The young leader of the tribe of Judah felt a growing need for clarity and Joshua was the only man alive who could answer his questions. It was he alone who was said to hear the word of the Lord. The prophets often saw visions, but visions were only slices of the truth and Salmah could not help but wonder if the will of man was mixed with the real intention and will of God in such prophecies. 

Salmah’s own thoughts frightened him for to air such ideas aloud would label him blasphemous. He wondered where the thoughts had sprung from, then he smiled as he recalled Rahab’s words during the evening. This all sounds to me like you have a war in Heaven and your god is asking humanity to take sides! There were those who thought Rahab a harlot, but either way it mattered not to Salmah, he had to see that she remained safe in the coming invasion of Jericho and there was something about her inquisitive nature that he could not ignore.

∗∗∗∗∗∗∗∗

Rahab watched the young man leave and considered trying to get a few hours of sleep before the Inn opened, but there were too many thoughts roaming her mind to rest. Instead she reached for her shawl and carefully covered her hair, pulling the fabric around her face. The early mornings were still a little cool and the grove of trees at the shrine of Asherah was always colder than anywhere else in Jericho for it was surrounded by tall walls that had been built over the years. 

Rahab wondered if this made Asherah angry for the Goddess loved life and the fertility of the land was stifled by the many buildings and the growing city walls which cut out the sunlight that was the energy of all things.

The walk was not far and Rahab took a deep breath as she reached the shrine of Asherah. The statue of the Goddess was old and stained with bird lime and the weathering of years of rain. Rahab could not say how old it was for no one alive could recall when it had been erected or even by whom. Did the Goddess put it there herself? Was it carved from stone by her followers in the times when all worshipped the old gods of the land? 

Rahab allowed her mind to relax with each deep breath she took. She knelt at the base of the statue and bent over to place her forehead on the soft grass that managed to grow even without sunlight. Its mere existence spoke volumes to the young Priestess of the power of the Goddess. Where else could lush green grass grow constantly shaded from sunlight if not at the temple of Asherah?

The predawn light slowly gave way to the early morning sounds of life. The birds began to chirp with the dawn as Rahab continued her meditation, focussing on each and every breath and the scent of life that manifested with every slow and steady draw of air. 

I can hear you Rahab. I know your questions. Yes, protect the Israelites, go with the leader of the tribe of Judah. Jericho will fall, but I will be with her. Follow your heart child for your love with bring love and protection to the world like no one has ever seen before.

Rahab’s vision flashed with pain and terror, blood and revenge but as those images faded, they were replaced with unfamiliar lands. She could see great tall shiny buildings with coloured glass and people rushing around in carriages with no horses to pull them. There were people feeding the poor on the streets and no one was left to starve or sell their bodies for food.

The Covenant of Law will fade and the Covenant of Grace will take its place but the road is long and it begins with you my child.

The words of the Goddess faded as the shrine came into full light. Rahab felt sad at what she knew was to come in the days ahead, but in her heart she understood that all change took sacrifice and that there was peace in knowing that the gods were real. For if the gods existed, so too did Heaven and a life free of hunger and pain after the soul departed this land.

∗∗∗∗∗∗∗∗

Uriah watched the young spy reach the camp of the Israelites and realised his men had been deceived. Someone had harboured them within the city walls after all and there was no doubt in his mind Rahab had something to do with it. Her confused devotion to the Goddess caused her to have an unrealistic view on how the world of power worked. 

Uriah pushed the thought of Rahab aside. He would deal with her when he returned. His attention was diverted as he realised there was some sort of argument breaking out amongst the men in the camp below. He wished he could hear what was being said. 

The spy who had just returned was waving his hands around and the old man with the almost white grey beard seemed to be unconvinced. The camp was already packed up and ready for travel.  

There was some type of shrine — a golden box being carried on long thick poles with a group of men in ornate robes walking before it. The people slowly began to follow like sheep and Uriah wondered again how so many would cross the river Jordan. 

Earlier in the night he had left his horse behind and travelled up and around through rocky narrow ground to cross the river. It had been a slow process with little moonlight to guide his way, but even by daylight there was no way that the Israelites were going to make their way through the narrow pass with their herds of livestock, carts full of possessions and so many elderly trailing along.

Uriah wondered if he should return to his father and report, yet something stirred in his spirit and curiosity got the better of him. He returned through the difficult passage and waited by the river, just below Jericho. Could the god of Israel perform the miracles the rumours had alluded to for all these years? Surely not.

The hours passed as the Israelites massed before the river Jordan and Uriah’s stomach knotted with anticipation. The royal house of Jericho had long since given away worship to the gods. The ruling class considered the gods nonsense, yet they were the perfect tool to be used as the need arose. 

The pantheon of Canaanite gods was extensive and the idea helped the poor sleep at night and motivated them to rise early and work hard throughout the day. The gods took the blame for the misfortune of the lower classes and could always be called upon to accept the responsibility of ultimate power when the rulers chose to put such a slant on their latest failure. 

His father, the King of Jericho allowed the shrines of Baal, Anat and Asherah among others to remain, for tending them motivated the people, but the wealthy did not believe in such a naive understanding of the way of the world. 

So, what would happen in Jericho if the Israelites somehow crossed the Jordan and attributed their conquest to their god? The results would be catastrophic to the Kingdom for the wealthy would grow petrified of anything with more power than them and the poor would grow unsettled with their own beliefs. Either way, he had to hope no miracles would ensue, but in whom could such a

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





