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The shadow of David, the Prophet-King, was long and deep, stretching through the hallowed corridors of the palace and across the ancient pathways of Jerusalem. It was a shadow in which his young son, Solomon, never dared to stand, choosing instead to walk beside it. For David was not merely a father; he was a prophet upon whom wisdom descended from the heavens, a warrior for whom mountains seemed to bow, and a judge who settled disputes with a light granted by God. Solomon watched him in silence, his young heart aflutter with a mixture of awe and admiration, seeing the weight of prophecy and kingship settled upon his father’s broad shoulders.

During the quiet Jerusalem nights, when stars glittered above the Dome of the Rock like jewels scattered on black velvet, Solomon would sit on his balcony. He saw not the glory of the kingdom or the glint of its gold, but the souls held in trust by his father. He could hear the wind’s soft praise of God and see in the rustling olive leaves a dance set to a divine rhythm. He felt this legacy was not a crown to be worn, but a mountain of responsibility, a faint whisper that had begun to steal into his own spirit, telling him his path might not be so different from his father’s.

In David’s court, life pulsed with wisdom and justice. People came from far and wide, carrying their grievances and their hopes to the Prophet-King, who sat on his modest throne, listening with a present heart and a soul connected to the heavens. Solomon, then just a boy, made it a point to attend these sessions, not to be seen, but to learn; to drink from the spring of wisdom that flowed from his father. His eyes followed every gesture, his ears caught every word, and his heart pondered the depth of the judgments rendered.

One day, two men came before David. One was the owner of a lush, green field, the other a shepherd. The owner of the field stood, his voice trembling with loss. “O Prophet of God,” he began, “this man’s flock escaped in the night and entered my field. They have devoured my crops, leaving nothing behind.” David, with his customary wisdom, looked upon the two men and decreed that the owner of the field should take the sheep as compensation for his ruined harvest.

As the two men were leaving, they passed by Solomon, who was seated near the entrance to the court. He quietly asked them about their case and his father’s ruling. After they explained, Solomon paused, a thoughtful silence settling over him. Then, with a wisdom that far exceeded his eleven years, he said, “Had I been the one to judge your matter, I would have judged differently.” His words reached David, who called him forward. “And how would you have judged, my son?” the king asked. Solomon replied with calm confidence, “I would give the sheep to the owner of the field so he may benefit from their milk and wool, and the owner of the sheep would repair the field until it is restored to its former state. Then, each man would return what he has to the other.”

A light shone in David’s face, not because the judgment was merely better, but because he saw the glow of divine wisdom manifested in his son’s eyes. This was not worldly cleverness; it was a sacred understanding gifted to Solomon by God. In that moment, David knew the whispers his heart had heard about his son’s future were not illusions. This was the first sign, the first glimpse of the great inheritance that awaited Solomon—an inheritance of knowledge and prophecy, not just of throne and authority.

That evening, David summoned Solomon to his private chambers. Few words were spoken between them, for their silence carried a meaning that language could not capture. David took his son’s slender hand in his own, looked deep into his eyes, and said, “Solomon, what you are to inherit is not gold or silver, for prophets do not bequeath wealth. You have inherited knowledge and wisdom, and this is a trust from God. So carry it with the truth it deserves.” David’s words were like rain on thirsty earth, seeping into the depths of Solomon’s soul, awakening in him a profound sense of reverence and fear.

Solomon felt the gravity of those words, not with pride, but with trepidation. How could a boy like him carry the trust of prophecy? How could he possibly follow in his great father’s footsteps? He retreated to his room and fell into prostration, his heart humbled and his tears sincere as he supplicated to God. He did not ask for a kingdom or for power, but for the strength to bear this legacy and for a pure heart that would never stray from worship and obedience. He knew this wisdom was not his own, but a breath from the Divine, and he had to prove worthy of it.

As dawn broke, Solomon stood on his balcony once more, gazing out at his father’s kingdom as it slept under a new blanket of light. He no longer saw it as just land and power, but as an arena for testing, a field for enacting divine justice. The whisper of the past had now become a clear voice in his heart, a call from the heavens telling him that his journey had begun, and that the throne of light being prepared for him was not built on crowns of gold, but on a foundation of absolute faith and sincere devotion to the One True God.
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Months passed after David’s solemn charge, and a new sense of being settled deep within Solomon’s spirit. He no longer saw the world with his eyes alone, but with a heart that had become a mirror, reflecting the subtle secrets of creation. He began spending more time in the palace gardens and the olive groves surrounding Jerusalem, not as a prince seeking leisure, but as a contemplative soul reading from the open book of the universe. He felt that the whisper of the wind carried stories, and the rustling of leaves was no longer mere sound, but a language on the verge of being understood—a language as ancient as creation itself.

One afternoon, while he sat beneath the shade of a broad fig tree, he heard two sharp voices bickering with an anxious tone. He looked around but found no one nearby. Focusing his hearing, he realized with a start that the sound was coming from two small sparrows perched on a branch directly above him. It was not just chirping; it was a clear argument over a tiny, broken egg that had fallen from their nest. He dismissed it at first as a phantom of his own fatigue, a trick of the imagination, but the sorrowful melody in their voices echoed in his ears for the rest of the day.

The phenomenon repeated itself in different forms. He heard the groan of an old donkey, complaining to itself of its master’s heavy load. He overheard a conversation among a swarm of bees about the finest blossoms from which to gather nectar. He sensed the raw fear of a stray gazelle that felt a wolf approaching from a great distance. Each sound pierced his soul, leaving behind a profound sense of bewilderment and alarm. Was he losing his mind? Or was this a new form of divine revelation? In his solitude, he would prostrate himself, praying for God to illuminate his path. “My Lord,” he would plead, “if this is a blessing, grant me its understanding. And if it is a trial, I beg you to turn it away from me.”

Determined to settle his doubts, Solomon decided to put this strange new sense to the test. One day, while walking near the city walls, he saw a long, orderly line of ants moving with incredible purpose. He knelt down, closed his eyes, and aimed all his focus toward this tiny, bustling world. At first, he heard only an unintelligible hum, but as he concentrated harder, a clear message broke through—a thin yet firm voice issuing commands: “Hurry! The clouds gather on the horizon! Carry the grain to the deepest chamber, for the rains are coming.”

Solomon remained seated, his heart pounding in his chest. There was no visible sign of rain in the clear, azure sky. He waited for an hour, then two. Just as doubt began to creep back into his heart, the clouds started to form with astonishing speed, and the sky turned a dark, ominous grey. Moments later, a heavy downpour began, soaking the earth in minutes. Solomon looked at the entrance to the ant colony and saw that it was safe and dry, every single grain of wheat they had gathered now secure from the deluge.

In that instant, a wave of absolute certainty washed over his soul. It was not madness, nor was it an illusion. It was a divine gift, a miracle that God had singled him out for. When the rain stopped and the sun emerged once more, Solomon walked back into the world as if seeing it for the very first time. He no longer heard noise; he heard a symphony of life. He heard the praise of the earthworm as it thanked God for the moist soil, and the song of the frogs as they celebrated the blessing of the water. His world had suddenly expanded to encompass every living creature that walked or crawled upon the earth.

Solomon understood that this ability was not given for amusement or for pride. It was an immense responsibility. Just as he was meant to establish justice among humans, he now had to be the voice for the voiceless in his expanding kingdom. He was no longer a king of men alone, but a shepherd to all these souls, hearing their complaints, understanding their needs, and judging between them with a wisdom derived from their Creator. This “Tongue of Beasts” was the first key to a great door
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