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​Women, with their little ones, filtered into the meadow, finding favored spots in the shade and spreading out blankets, settling children with quiet activities, setting baskets of lunch as back rests, and visiting with new friends. Two days earlier, they had met to hear of the life story of their ancient mama, Eve. Filled with amazement and surprise, they had learned of her difficulties as she faced a new and dangerous world and her growth from an innocent young woman to her current place of experienced matriarch.

The women were further brought to tears as they listened, the day before, to the story of Ganet, wife of Seth, the only son of Adam and Eve whose obedience to the laws of Jehovah allowed him to receive the sacred High Priesthood of Jehovah. Ganet had overcome the ice of high mountains, the fire of burning volcanoes, and the fury of the false god Zil, a gigantic serpent. 

Today, another matriarch would share. They hoped to learn something more to assist them in their lives. They waited patiently for their respected matriarchs to make their way through the crowd. The matriarchs took their time, stopping to greet the women along their path, kiss the little babies, and ruffle a child’s hair, with smiles for all they passed.

Ruth helped Eve reach the front and seated her in the comfortable chair one of the boys had dragged there earlier in the morning. Ganet sat on one side of Eve, Rebecca sat on the other, while Zehira sat at her feet, her crutch hidden behind Eve’s chair. Ruth stood and the women quieted.

“Sisters.” Her voice rang across the grove. “Welcome to our third day of learning and growing. We are blessed to hear from the women who blazed the way for us and who married the righteous men who lead us in obedience to Jehovah’s commands.”

The women nodded and smiled, ready to listen to Rebecca.

“Today, our third matriarch, Rebecca, will share the narrative of her life married to Enos, son of Ganet and Seth. Please welcome her.”

The women applauded softly, stirred in their seats and settled in for another story. Rebecca looked at Eve and Ganet before standing. Ruth took her place at Eve’s feet while Rebecca stepped two steps forward, her face white.

“Marriage to Enos has been a blessing. Our life has been filled with the greatest joys and the deepest sorrows. Among all these, living with Enos and watching him use his priesthood, brings me the greatest joy.”

The crowd stirred and smiled in encouragement for Rebecca, and then settled.

“After we married, we followed the example of Enos’s parents, traveling to distant communities, sharing the message of Jehovah with those grandchildren of Eve and Adam whose parents chose to follow the Destroyer, with varied responses. Though a few were open to our message, many were totally against it and chased us away. In most villages, we were met with mixed results. Some wanted to learn. Others wanted to chase us away.

“We traveled in a generally westerly direction, stopping only where the Spirit of Jehovah suggested. Many places we avoided after being warned by the Spirit that their residents were too deeply steeped in the worship of the Destroyer. Until we came to ...
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​Shulon.

How do I tell you about Shulon? The site of our greatest joys and greatest sorrows? Where we taught a community of honest believers? And, there we lost our oldest children?

Enos and I traveled far in our search for believers. We had passed by several villages on our way to Shulon. None were welcoming. We had stopped the night before in the hills above this little village, gazing at the pinpoints of light that arose from it. We were tired from our travels. The children, Nat, our son who was nearly three, and our baby daughter, Ziva, who had been born only months before in the last village that allowed us to stay for a time. 

Enos listened to the Spirit, and kept us close that night. Even at his young age, Nat sensed the danger all around us. He did not whoop and run but sat near me as I nursed Ziva. As the sun set behind the mountains, he ran beside Enos, picking up twigs and small branches for our fire, while his papa gathered larger pieces of wood for our fire.

Nat sat watching closely as Enos struck his knife against the piece of rock he carried for starting fires. When a spark leaped from the knife into the bundle of grass near Enos’s feet, Nat bent forward and blew gently, as he had seen his papa do so many times before on this journey, and soon brought the fire to life. Enos added twigs for the little fire to eat. Soon, Nat, too, was adding twigs and small branches and the little fire began to blaze.

“Not too many tonight, Nat,” Enos cautioned. “There is danger.”

They built a fire just large enough for me to cook a small meal, then Enos put it out.

“No fire tonight. We must snuggle close together for warmth. The danger is too great.”

The next day, we arrived in Shulon, not knowing we entered during a season of want, drought, and fear.

Dust filled the sky, blowing into our eyes and throats. It blew everywhere.

It seemed strange that no children were there to dance in welcome around us, only two adults. In most villages, the adults were busy at work in the fields and out and about the village. Little children were left with older children to play in the village squares, if they were allowed out of their parent’s sight.

In Shulon, the children were strangely missing. Only Itzik and his wife, Shayna, welcomed us.

“We have waited many long years for you to find us,” Itzik announced. “I prayed to Jehovah, begging for a teacher to be sent here.”

“We thank you,” Enos said, bowing his head slightly. 

How would Itzik know of teachers or how to pray to Jehovah? The questions must have rippled across my face.

“You are puzzled at our desire for teachers?” Itzik asked, his gaze lingering on my face.

I nodded.

“Many years ago, I traveled a long distance to trade our amaranth with my pack animals. Only when I reached Lib did I find any who wanted it. They traded a wagon filled with wheat and bullocks to pull it for all my amaranth. They treated me fairly, with kindness and good will.”

“The people of Lib were among the first my papa, Seth, taught in his early days of his ministry. Did they share this with you?” Enos asked.

“They spoke of Jehovah, sharing some of His commandments. I liked what I heard. They promised Seth would return, but they knew not when. I asked them to send him to us, but he never came. We have been waiting to hear more of Jehovah for many years.”

“We are sent from Jehovah to teach you,” Enos said. “He loves each of His children.”

“I will introduce you to the villagers tonight and you can teach them of Jehovah, but for now, I must join them in the fields, as we attempt to bring water from the stream to our struggling plants.”

Itzik and Shayna led our little family, together with our wagon, toward a welcome guest house.

“May I join you?” Enos asked.

Itzik looked startled, but he blinked and answered, “Of course, you may.” He eyed Enos’s travel clothing I had brushed clean that morning. “You will get dirty.”

Enos shrugged. “I wash. So does my clothing.”

Enos never shied from hard work. He found it to be a good way to get to know the men of a new village. It also helped to repay them for any food we needed to restock our supplies.

Itzik laughed and shook his head. “Up to you.”

He helped Enos unharness the bullocks and turn them loose into the community pasture. Then, he and Enos marched toward the fields.

Shayna helped me unpack the wagon and showed us around the house. She left us to rest from our travels, promising to return in the evening to escort us to the meeting.

I smiled as Nat ran around the little house, happy to have space to run after days of confinement in the wagon. Ziva crawled after him. I enjoyed hearing them squeal with joy. It was nice to be in a place where they could move around in some semblance of safety. I watched them play while I found places in cupboards and chests to store our things. The children tired and I put them to bed for a nap. Nat slept in a small bed I discovered in one of the rooms and Ziva slept peacefully, as usual, in her basket near him.

I relished the quiet. My children were a joy, but it always felt nice to have them sleep a while. As I started a fire in the fire space, I remembered learning this skill after we were married and had begun our travels. Enos had been patient with me, allowing me to learn, though it took more time to for me to coach a spark from the knife and rock than it would take him. He insisted on helping me learn the skill.

“We will not always be in a house with a banked fire. You must know how to start your own fires,” he had said.

After several bruises, when I missed the rock and hit my thumb and fingers, and not a few burns from the sparks, I became efficient in the skill of starting my own fires. It came easy to me now, taking few strikes and less bruises or burns.

I sat beside the fire space, feeding the blaze larger pieces of wood until it danced merrily, exuding wonderful warmth. When it burned hot enough, I poured water from our water skin into a pot I found on a shelf and set it to boil. I dropped in the ingredients for a stew from our pack. Though food sat on the shelf, I saw there was little enough for those who lived in Shulon. I would not add to their burden, if possible. When I had added everything, I pushed it to the side into a cooler part of the fire.

I leaned back in a comfortable chair and closed my eyes, just for a minute.
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​“Rebecca!” Enos called from the doorway.

I opened my eyes and realized I had slept. The heat of embarrassment crept up my neck. I seldom slept during the day when the children did.

“Here I am.” I sat up and looked for him, brushing my hair back from my face.

Enos laughed at my sleepiness and bent to kiss me. I lifted my mouth to his, enjoying his tender love.

“Rebecca, this is the place we were to come to. They require Jehovah’s help and they are ready to hear his words.” He sat beside me and pulled me close.

I turned to consider the look on his face. He should have been happier.

“What is it, Enos? There is more. Tell me as I finish dinner.” I gave him a quick peck on the cheek and jumped up to stir the stew, which was almost ready.

Enos stared at me thoughtfully. “I have never seen a people so in need of Jehovah’s assistance. The rains stopped falling four years ago.”

“I did notice the dust covering everything as we entered the valley.” I drew my eyebrows together in a frown. “What happened?”

Enos grimaced.

I saw a grinding stone and bowl on the shelf and lifted it down before digging in the pack for some grains to grind for our bread as he told me their story.

“As I said, it has been more than four years now.”

I gasped.

“Itzik told me that for three years in a row, harvests were plentiful. He had wisely, I might add, instructed his people to store the abundance for the years of scarcity he knew always follow in the cycle of growing. In his many years of life, he has seen the patterns of plenty followed by scarcity. He understood the abundance would end with want, though he knew not the intensity of this season of drought.”

“Itzik is an astute leader.” I looked up from digging in our packs for grains. “It looks like he was right.”

“The villagers grumbled about storing so much, believing he prevented them from enjoying those plentiful years. Then, those years of plenty were followed by years without rain, proving his foresight to be correct. They are grateful now.”

“I would think so.” I began the slow grinding process of pouring grain in the bowl and rocking the stone back and forth over the grain.

Enos continued waving his hands as he spoke and walking around the room. “No rain has fallen to water the fields and gardens in all this time. The wind blows waves of dried earth between the houses. Few plants survive to halt the dusty wind.”

I nodded, as I lifted the stone. The grain began to break down. I applied the stone once more.

“Streams became trickles or dry channels. The great river, Hiddel, shrunk to half its size and depth,” Enos lowered his voice to match the sorrow of the story he shared. “River animals struggled in the shallow water. Some struggled to survive in the mud, other animals left the area.”

I glanced up from my grinding. “It must have been hard for these people.”

“It was. They found fish in shrinking pools and returned daily to take those flapping and gasping fish too large for the pools. They ate some immediately and dried the rest for later use, until even the last of the fish had fled the river or been eaten.”

“Poor fish.” I poured the ground grain into another bowl and began to mix a bread to eat with our stew.

“Growing has become more difficult each year since the rains refused to fall. I hope our teachings of Jehovah will help the people of Shulon.” Enos dropped his hands to his side.

“And how will Jehovah’s word bring them rain?”

“That is the problem. When a people obey Jehovah’s commands and live as He asks, He blesses them. However, the rains fall, or do not fall, on the righteous as well as the wicked.” Enos settled a large log across the hot coals of the fire. It sparked and the edges slowly curled as they glowed red and blackened before glowing with the orange and yellow of the blaze.

“Will they listen? Do they show an interest, at least?” Hope tinged my voice.

He settled the log and turned to me.

“Yes, they listen. Men gathered around me excited to hear from Jehovah. Itzik had to remind them we were there to dig a canal. They are prepared for the words of Jehovah.” He glanced up at me and smiled.

I breathed a sigh of relief.  “Good. I am ready to stop traveling for a while. If rains have not fallen for such a long time, I will use from our supplies rather than those on the shelf.”

“That may be best,” Enos said.

Nat wandered in from his bed, rubbing his eyes. Enos stood and swept him into his arms, spinning him around, then hugged him tight.

“We will stay here for a time, son. You can meet a friend or two here, I think. Would you like that, Nat?” Enos gestured outside.

Nat’s eyes opened wide and his mouth dropped. “Oh, Papa. Really? I can find a friend to play with? Ziva is a great friend, but she is little. Can I find a boy to be my friend?”

“I saw a boy about your size outside not too long ago. Would you like me to take you out to meet him?” Enos said with a chuckle.

Nat slid from his papa’s arms and ran toward the door.

“I guess he does,” I said.

Nat bounced out the door as soon as Enos opened it. Enos turned to lift his shoulders in a shrug. “Be back in a bit.”

I finished up the bread and slid it into the fire as Ziva woke, signaling me with a cry. After I changed her, I heard Enos call to Nat from the porch. Ziva and I went out to watch Nat play and sat next to Enos on the front steps. She reached for her papa who took her in his arms. I watched as Nat stooped with the other boys, dragging their sticks through the dust. Something was shared between them and they threw their heads back in great belly laughs.

Leaning against Enos I asked, “Will these people accept Jehovah?”

“I believe they will. Itzik taught them well. They are prepared,” he answered, then wrinkled his nose. “What is that smell?”

“Smell?” I sniffed the air. “Oh! My bread. I must be extra tired.”

I ran inside to rescue it, just in time. I stirred the stew, tasted it, and called Enos to bring the children in to eat.

“Will Jehovah allow the rains to fall if they follow his ways?” I dished stew into a bowl and handed it to him.

“I hope He will. There must be a reason beyond simple disobedience for the drought to be this intense. Shulon is not the only village in this valley.”

“And Jehovah will deny rain to Shulon because of the others?” I felt my eyebrows raise in confusion.

My understanding of Jehovah taught me he did things for the good of his children. Why would he deny Shulon rain because of the wickedness of another village? In his love, he always did what was best. Of this, I was certain.

“Perhaps. I do not know the will of Jehovah in all things. I am but His messenger.”

I nodded, accepting Enos’s answer. I had learned long ago to wait for the answers to Jehovah’s mysteries, if they ever came.

Later that evening, I carried Ziva while Enos held Nat’s hand as we walked with Shayna to the village hall.

Itzik and other leaders, Leib and Hershel, immediately came to meet us and welcome us with open arms. Enos gave me Nat’s hand and allowed them to escort him to the front. I chose a seat near the door, so I could sneak away if Ziva or Nat got tired and needed to leave.

Other mothers soon joined me near the back of the room, with similar plans, introducing themselves. Jonina and Alitza sat on either side of me.

Jonina whispered, “I thought only I sat here in the back.”

“With me,” Alitza laughed. “We have little children, too. They have not yet learned how to be quiet.” Nat’s new friend sat by her feet, glancing at Nat.

“I am glad not to be the only one,” I laughed.

Nat waited for the laughter to end. “This is my new friend, Jerom. May I sit with him?” He gazed at me with hope.

I nodded and Nat scooted close to Jerom. The two bent their heads close.

I touched him on the shoulder. “Remember, son, when the meeting begins, you and Jerom need to listen. At least, be quiet.”

“Yes, Mama.” He glanced up at me and smiled.

Itzik called the meeting to order and introduced Enos.

I listened to Enos’s words as well as I could, though I had heard this before. However, like on most other occasions, Ziva started to fuss with hunger, so I nursed her until she fell asleep against me.

I watched the people listen and ask questions. They leaned forward on their seats, nodding at his words and occasionally turning to a neighbor to share a quick comment, then return their attention to Enos. They laughed at his jokes and exclaimed together at his stories. Jonina and Alitza focused intently on the words Enos spoke, glancing occasionally at their children. Through it all, Nat sat by my feet, quietly playing with Jerom and Jonina’s little girl.

In the end, Enos finished for the evening with a prayer and then men and women surrounded him, anxious to ask further questions.

Jonina and Alitza gathered their children.

“So nice to meet you, Rebeca. We will get together tomorrow.” Alitza lifted her sleeping child to her shoulder.

“Of course,” I said. “I look forward to it.”

I sat with Ziva against my shoulder and Nat sleepily leaning against my knees, waiting for Enos to finish answering their questions. Finally, the questioners left, with a promise of another meeting to teach and share. Enos came and lifted Nat to his shoulder and walked home with us.

~
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​Each evening for weeks, Enos taught the people of Shulon. During the day, he joined the men in the fields, pushing and dragging water from the stream to the plants. Enos told me they planted fewer and smaller fields than four years earlier. The hard work tied his muscles in knots. Nat gladly walked on his back to help relax it in the evenings before the meetings.

I joined the women of Shulon most days.  One morning I left Nat and Ziva with Alitza before helping clean out the storehouse. I held back tears of sorrow at the deplorable state of their food supply. I wondered if Jehovah would ever allow the rains to fall here again. We sorted through dried and wrinkled potatoes, soft onions, and other aging vegetables. Dried fruits, vegetables, and meats filled too few baskets. I wrinkled my nose at the stench of the rot and wiped its filth from my hands on a damp cloth Alitza had warned be to bring.

The other women left with small baskets only half-full of food and not nearly enough for their families. I was last to leave, left alone with Shayna by the others.

“Shayna, I do not mean to pry, but how many live here? How many is this meant to feed?” I asked.

She took a moment to think. As wife of the village leader and the one responsible for feeding them, I understood that she knew down to the smallest child, as were the other wives of leaders in the many villages I had visited. I wondered if she thought to change the number and hide the truth of it from me, as she did not know me well.

“There are seventy-five men, sixty-five women, and one hundred thirty-seven youth and children. Of those, sixteen are still babes in arms. Four more now, with your family.”

I added the numbers together as she spoke. “Almost three hundred. How long do you expect this small quantity of food to last for so many people?”

“We still have grains and seeds. But, no, there is not enough to feed this many through this growing season. We hope the crops do better and we always hope for rain. To help us survive, the men are planning a hunting trip, soon. Perhaps they can find enough game to hold us over, with our small supply of dried food.” Shayna accepted the situation stoically, in the same way she accepted the basket I handed her. Into it, she poured some oats, filling it about half way.  

“Have you foraged for wild fruits and vegetables?”

“We forage as often as we can, but there is little for us to find. We have planned a trip to the hills after the men return from their hunt, for we dare not leave the village without them.” We partially filled another basket with wheat.

“No? Do you have enemies you fear?” I found another empty basket and handed it to her.

Enemies were everywhere. Shulon was no exception. Would they cause problems for me and my family?

“Shemites.”

“Is that not the village on the other side of the valley?”

“It is. They hate us without reason. Oh, they say our men hunted the last of the elk from the hills, but they did not. Itzik saw elk and deer last week. They argue our women gleaned all the nuts and fruits from the trees. We did not and I saw their women with full containers last time we went to the hills.” We poured amaranth into another basket, filling it less than half-way, like the others,

“Not good relations at all.”

“No. We never go out without a guard,” Shayna said, standing and stacking the baskets of grain together. “None of the villages in the surrounding valleys are willing to share. They threaten us with violence if we attempt to cross into their territory. I am surprised they allowed you to come here unmolested.”

“Especially with our wagon.” I bent and grasped the handle of the bottom basket on my side. “I can help.”

Shayna looked at me a long moment, then shrugged, grabbing the basket handle on her side. “I wondered how you arrived without being troubled. They rarely allow wagons to travel into the valley without searching them. We are leery of strangers and do not welcome them into our village. If Enos was not Adam’s grandson, we would not have allowed you to stay.”

We carried the stack of half-full baskets of grain out the door and set them down while Shayna pulled a key from around her neck and locked the storehouse. We grabbed the baskets by the handles once more, lifted, and began walking

“But you welcomed us so warmly. How did you know who we were?” I asked, staring at her.

Shayna returned my stare. “On his way to the fields that day, Itzik met a stranger, a man filled with light. The stranger told him a man and his family would arrive shortly. If we helped them, they would teach us of Jehovah.”

I stopped walking. “A man filled with light? An angel? Did he offer to shake Itzik’s hand?”

Shayna shrugged. “I suppose you would call him an angel. I do not know. Itzik thought it strange he spoke without offering to touch him. I only know Itzik hurried to find me here, insisting I join him at the village square. I did not understand until you rode into Shulon in your wagon.”

We moved on.

“Emissaries from Jehovah do not offer to touch you. Agents of the Destroyer will offer, but you will not feel anything.” I glanced at Shayna. “I wondered that you and Itzik were waiting alone to meet us. Usually we are met by children or large groups of adults.”

“Now you know.” Shayna said.

I walked in silence with her, carrying baskets meant for women too old or sick to come for them to her home and helped her set them on her table.

“Thank you for your trust in us. Not many women responsible for the life of their village are as open as you,” I said as I left to retrieve Nat and Ziva.
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​Enos returned from working in the fields with the other men that evening dirty and exhausted. 

“The earth is so dry water runs off it, or is absorbed in the channels long before it reaches the drying plants. Growing food for this community is impossible.” He flopped into a chair near the fire.

“Impossible?” I stared hard at him. “You, the constant optimist, say it is impossible?”

He ducked his head and smiled sadly. “It is, the way we are doing it. There has to be a better way to push water into a field of grain.”

“Surely after all this time, the earth nearest the stream does not absorb all the water?” I stood behind him, massaging his shoulders.

“No, not all of it. We dammed the stream to force all the water into the fields. Some actually gets through. The plants nearest it are growing much better than those farther away. We have carried water in jars to those plants, but the task is endless. If it would only rain.”

“Rain. That is a new idea.” I laughed.

Enos turned his head and stuck his tongue out at me. I laughed harder, until soon, we were both doubled over in laughter.

“The problem has always been rain,” I said half-laughing and hiccupping a little as I struggled to gain control of myself. “What can we do to bring the rain?”

“Jehovah will send rain when He will. The question is what can we do to help Him desire to send rain for this valley?”

“Prayers?” I resumed the task of helping to relax his neck and shoulders.

“We pray every day and all day.”

“Obedience?” I squeezed a tight spot along his shoulder.

“The people here are becoming more obedient each day, and many are asking for baptism. We will have to use the river to baptize. Oh, that feels good.”

“What else is there?”

“A fast? We have not fasted as a community. Yes, that is the next step. Too bad I cannot offer a sacrifice on my own. That would help, too.”

“When do we meet again? When will you call the fast?” I knuckled an extra tight knot in his neck.

He groaned as it relaxed. “I will need to discuss this with Itzik first. He is the village leader, not me. I am still a visitor here.” Enos ran the back of his hand across his forehead and stood. “Thank you. Perhaps I should wash the dirt from my face and hands first.”

I poured some of our precious water onto a cloth and handed it to him and watched him muddy the dirt on his face before it washed away.

“Where are the children?” Enos looked around for them.

“Alitza has them. She decided I needed a break. It is time for me to get them and Ziva will be hungry soon, so I will walk with you as far as her house.” I reached for a scarf and wrapped it around my head and face to keep the dust out.

We walked out the door and I made sure to shut it behind me.

“Shayna mentioned a hunting trip. Will you join them?”

Enos caught a lock of my hair and tucked it under my scarf and behind my ear. “I should. Our family needs food as much as the rest of the village. I do not like killing animals. Their beauty amazes me and the look in their eye ... Well, it causes me to want to run my hand through the soft fur and tell them all will be well and run along on their way.” He shrugged. “But, I cannot. I must go with them and do my part.”

“The supplies in the storage house are meager. Shulon will not last through another growing season without rain.”

Enos brushed his dark hair off his face. “I knew the situation was bad, but I thought they had more.”

“Shayna has been careful in distributing it. However, after four years with little growing, there is little left. They harvested almost nothing last year. If you men cannot push water through the field, there will be none, again, this year,” I said, tightening my scarf against the wind.

“I must join the hunt, and we must bring home meat. Perhaps we will find a herd of bison. That much meat will hold back the hunger.” He took my arm as we walked down the street.

“And I must join them in the hills to forage when you return. All the children are skinny here.”

“I noticed that when we arrived. None of them have any fat on them.”

“And they will not have any, until there is more for them to eat.” I sighed. “Ours are losing their fat, too.”

“I know. Something has to be done.” Enos kicked at a stone. “How do the people in the other villages survive. No clouds float above the valley; no one in this valley receives rain. I wonder ...”

I watched the stone bounce along the street. “Wonder? Wonder what?”

“I have not crossed the distance to their village. Will the Shemites accept Jehovah?”

“Shayna perceives them as enemies who blame this people for the problems.”

“Does she? I will discuss the problem with Jehovah.”

When we arrived at Altiza’s house, I stopped walking. “Enjoy your visit with Itzik.” 

I turned toward her door, but Enos grabbed my arm and pulled me back. “I will ask Jehovah.” He kissed me firmly on the lips.

I smiled at him and ran my fingers over his chest. “Later.”

I turned back again and walked to Alitza’s door. As I knocked, I became aware of Enos watching me and I glanced at him. He smiled and turned toward Itzik’s home as she opened her door.

~
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​I watched from my usual seat with Alitza and Jonina near the back while Enos taught the community about fasting that evening. Nat and his friend, Jerom, played with a little basket of blocks on the floor together.

“You want us to skip meals for three days?” Aven asked. “How can men work in the fields with no food?”

“We need the little food we have to be strong.” Mordke said, standing with his shoulders straight, his hand curled almost into a fist.

“You are correct. Men and women need food to be strong, but you do not have enough food,” Enos said, moving his right hand up and down to emphasize his words. “When we have difficult challenges, like this lack of rain, it helps to call on Jehovah during and after a fast.”

Mordke sniffed and shook his head, keeping his eyes on his feet.

“Fasting draws us closer to the Holy Spirit. Our thoughts become livelier. The answer will come.” Enos stared into the crowd, waiting for other arguments.

I heard feet shuffling on the floor as people thought about Enos’s request.

Itzik stepped forward. “Enos visited with me and shared his desire that we join in fasting today. I, too, wonder how we can work when we are not eating. However, I trust Enos and I trust Jehovah. I agree we should participate in this.”

Itzik stared around the crowd. Those who spoke out against it earlier ducked their heads and looked at their feet.

“Who is willing to participate in a fast by not eating any food during the day for three days and eating only a small meal at night?” Itzik asked, raising his hand.

Hands rose from laps into the air. Mordke sat on his hands until his wife jabbed him in the ribs. His lifted, dropped it a bit, then hoisted as high as everyone else.

“One more thing,” Enos said. “Women who are nursing babies and children are not too fast. They need the food to maintain their strength. Children are our future. We must ensure they survive.”

Murmurs of agreement filled the room. I felt my lower lip jut out a bit, knowing the rejection of the prohibition. My involvement would not include missing meals with the others and I burned with frustration and embarrassment.

Alitza reached over and patted my arm. “I know you want to participate, but Enos is correct. Ziva requires that you to have enough milk or she will not grow.”

I glanced at Ziva sitting in my lap and nodded. Alitza spoke the truth. Ziva needed to eat.

A subdued crowd left the meeting that night, pondering the extreme measure Enos suggested. The food shortage encouraged them to attempt this unusual method. Some still grumbled, those who had not yet committed to becoming full followers of Jehovah, although many in the village had already accepted baptism.

The fast started on the next Sabbath. We met together to pray and honor Jehovah in gratitude. Many added their voices in prayer, begging Jehovah for rain. They included a request for an answer to the immediate concern for food. We left filled with hope that food would be
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