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Remembering the lost women

Who stand beside their men in righteousness.

“We cannot force anyone to do anything, or we become like the Destroyer, and fight on his side, rather than Jehovah’s. That is the hardest thing to learn.” - Eve
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Best Friends.

Always together, it seemed.

Cainan and I became known as ‘Best Friends.’ Cainan lived in the house next to mine as we grew up. His sister, Grace, often chased us out of mischief, and sometimes even danger. She often growled about the trouble we caused her.

Cainan’s Papa, Enos, stood tall in my eyes. Though he had great responsibilities in the community as leader in both religious and community matters, he always stooped to my level to visit with me and Cainan. On those rare occasions he found me without Cainan, he bent to look into my eyes and spoke kindly to me. 

Cainan’s Mama, Rebecca, could be counted on to give us sweet treats through the day. Later, as I grew, I trusted the advice she gave. She never led me wrong and seldom offered advice unless I asked. I loved Cainan’s Mama and Papa almost as much as I loved my own.

Mama insisted I learn to cook and clean, create pots, weave baskets and cloth, spin thread, and other womanly tasks. All the time I worked with her, I longed to be out in the sunshine, running and riding with Cainan.

While I helped Mama, he joined his papa and the other men, learning to herd the animals, build homes, plant and weed the fields and harvest. They kept him as busy during the day as Mama and my sisters kept me.

In the evenings, we ran into the last of the sunshine to spend the end of the day together. We would sometimes grab our horses from their stalls, ride through the village, then race across the meadow. Sometimes we dropped into the grass to search for berries in the bushes, or other sweet treats. We would gather all we could carry in either a bag or basket and bring them to our mamas.

It is no wonder we grew to love each other over time.

There was a time I did not believe he could love me. He could be my good friend but not love me as anything more.

We shared everything, including secrets. When Cainan spoke of his interest in Abiyah, in the days we were both about fifteen summers old, dark jealousy crept into my heart and I soaked my pillow with sad tears. Still, I hid my sorrow and encouraged him.

I told him of the little things girls like, and I offered to carry messages and little gifts to Abiyah, all the while wishing I could scratch her brown eyes out. Cainan was my friend. How could I share him?

After many days of listening to him speak of her soft white hands, I found lemons to lighten mine from the sun. When he praised her golden hair swept back in beautiful curls, I brushed my burnished copper hair back and tried to coax curls from its straightness. When he admired her tiny feet and tinkling laugh, I stared at my long toes and listened to my loud laugh. Nothing like Abiyah, I feared I would lose his friendship.

Then one day, he found me sitting under a cherry tree in the orchard. He picked a double handful of the huge, dark globules and plopped next to me in the grass. As though he had never been interested in another girl, he offered me one.

I raised my eyebrows.

“Ah, El. Take one. They are ripe and taste good. You will like them.” Cainan said, holding his hands filled with cherries toward me with a grin.

How could I resist his smile? I took three from him and popped one into my mouth, chewing the sweet fruit from the seed. “You are right, Cainan, these are good.”

He handed me more.

“I have missed you, Elia. Where have you been?”

I kept my eyes on my hands. “You were with Abiyah. Her hands are white, her feet small, and her golden hair sweeps back in curls. All these I will never have.” I dared to glance up into his eyes. “Why are you not with her now?”

“She hangs on me, like she fears I will disappear. Not like you.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I thought you liked her attention.”

Cainan popped a cherry into his mouth and chewed it, then spit out the seed. “No. I thought I did, but I find it tiresome to always have to entertain her. We are not comfortable together, Abiyah and I. Not like me and you. I can tell you anything. I cannot tell her of my friendship with you. Her brown eyes flash and she expresses ugly thoughts.” He glanced up at me. “I never expected such ugliness from a pretty girl. You never say such things.”

I popped another cherry into my mouth and smiled.

“I mean it, Elia.” He took my empty hand in his. “I never looked at you that way before. You are my friend, my best friend. I had not thought of you as anything else. But, El, I am looking at you now. You are beautiful.”

“But I have big feet and brown hands.”

“They keep up when we run and hold the reins on your horse confidently.” He stroked my hand. “I like the brown. It shows you have spent time outside exploring with me.”

“My hair will never form lovely curls. It will hang straight down my back.”

Cainan tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. “I love your copper-red hair, straight or wavy, it matters not to me. El?”

I dashed a tear from my eye. “What, Cainan?”

“I am sorry if I hurt you.”

“Oh?” I kept my face averted from his.

He dropped the uneaten cherries in his lap and touched my chin, gently turning it toward him. “I am a stupid man. I forgot how much I love being with you. Abiyah has nothing I want that would take me away from you.”

“Thank you.” I sniffed away the crud in my nose and wiped the falling tears. “I thought I had lost you to her. I was afraid we would not be friends any longer. I missed you.”

His hands dropped to my shoulders and he tugged me into an awkward embrace. “I missed you, too. I will never forget you, El. You are my best friend.”

Five years later, his embrace had become less awkward.

“Elia, you are my best friend. I want you to be with me forever.”

I squeezed him a bit tighter. “I want the same thing, Cainan. I cannot imagine a life without you as my friend. Are you suggesting it will not happen?”

Cainan pushed me back from him so he could look into my eyes. “No, dear Elia. I am asking you to be my wife, so we can be together always.”

“Your wife? You love me?”

“How can you ask that? You know I do.”

I giggled at his crestfallen look. “Yes, I do.” I became serious. “And yes, I would like to marry you. Will our parents allow it?”

His eyebrow lifted and his smile twisted into a half-frown, one side tilting down. “Hmm. I would hope so. They have allowed us to be friends since we were big enough to walk. We should go ask them. Whose parents should we ask first?”

I thought only a moment about that question. “Yours. Your papa is leader of this village and is Jehovah’s leader. We should ask them first.”

Hand-in-hand, we walked from the nut orchard to his papa’s home where we met with Enos and Rebecca.

“Mama, we need to talk with you and Papa,” Cainan said as we entered through the kitchen.

“Oh? Papa is in his study. I will get him.”

She offered us a piece of cake and asked us to sit while she found Enos. We sat together at the table, munching on the treat as we had since we were little. A small shiver raced through my stomach and I looked at Cainan. He smiled and reached out to squeeze my hand.

Enos and Rebecca entered the room and he sat at the table while she cut each of them a piece of the cake. She set the cakes on the table and joined us. I smiled as Enos caught her hand in his and gave her a gentle squeeze.

“Mama, Papa,” Cainan jumped right in. “We want to be married.”

Enos stopped the bite of cake on its way to his mouth and set it down. “You do?”

“Of course, they do.” Rebecca laughed and playfully swatted at Enos. “They have been friends since they were tiny.”

I looked at Cainan and he shook his head a bit.

“We have been waiting for you to come to us about this,” Enos said. “What took you so long?”

“I just asked Elia today! What makes you think I should have come to you about this sooner?” Cainan glared at his papa.

“He means that we have expected this for years,” Rebecca said, defusing Cainan’s frustration. “You and Elia have been close. We knew you would come to us with this request. We have been waiting.” 

“You have?” I choked on my cake. 

“Of course, we have.” Enos and Cainan both pounded on my back. “Who else would our Cainan marry, if not you?”

“Oh. I had not thought about it like that.”

“So, you give us your permission?” Cainan glanced from his papa to his mama and back, staring into their eyes while he waited for the reply.

Enos let us wait a long breath before answering. “Yes. You have our permission. When?”

I stared at Cainan and he gazed into my eyes. “Soon. We need to ask Elia’s mama and papa. Soon, though.”

Rebecca laughed. “Then you two had better go ask her parents.”

My mama and papa did not laugh with us. Papa took Cainan out to his shed for a man-to-man conversation. Cainan told me later that Papa wanted to be certain he would take care of me. He understood Cainan’s status as son of the village leader and wanted to be certain of Cainan’s love for me.

Three weeks later, Enos married us. With gifts from friends and family, plus the items both Cainan and I created, we moved into a home left empty for months by a family who no longer believed in Jehovah and left to live elsewhere. We were soon settled and comfortable there.

Papa Enos suggested we go visit Grandpapa Adam when we could.

~ ~ ~
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A short time after our marriage, we left for Home Valley, planning to visit with Grandpapa Adam and Grandmama Eve. We rode our horses and traveled alone, seeking to be alone together away from the eyes of our families and friends.

The trail had been traveled enough we had no trouble following it. The weather was beautiful, and we stopped often to gaze at opening flowers wafting lovely fragrances in our direction, tall waterfalls, gurgling brooks, and listen to baby birds cheeping in their nests. We saw a part of the world new and exciting to us, away from Cainan. We arrived after three weeks of slow riding.

Little boys ran with us through the village and directed us to Adam and Eve’s home. Grandmama Eve welcomed us with the warmth and open arms Mama Rebecca had warned us to expect.  We had to wait to visit with Grandpapa Adam, for he left only days before on a teaching journey. We had nothing pressing us to return home, so we settled into one of the many guest houses.

We spent time with both Rebecca’s parents and with Grandmama Eve. They never turned away help, and soon Cainan spent much of the day in the fields and shops with the men while I worked beside the women. I offered silent thanks that Mama had insisted that I learn these skills and was not embarrassed in front of all these new friends.

Eventually, Grandpapa Adam returned and welcomed us as warmly as Grandmama Eve had. We settled in comfortable chairs in their home to visit. 

Grandpapa Adam turned to Cainan. “We did not expect your visit, or I would not have left when I did.” 

“No, Grandpapa, we did not send word ahead.” Cainan grasped my hand and squeezed it tightly for a moment, then relaxed and kept his hand around mine. “We have come for a blessing on our marriage. Papa suggested we needed your blessing.”

Grandpapa Adam nodded and smiled. “Your Papa is correct. It is best to receive the blessings of Jehovah in the beginning of a marriage. When would you like this to happen?”

“What is required? Do I need to do anything in advance?”

Grandpapa scratched his chin beneath his beard and glanced at Grandmama Eve. “You are right, Eve, this beard needs to be shaved.” He gazed at us, sitting close together in front of him.

“Sometimes, a sacrificial offering is required, but I think not this time. Do you have people you would like to witness this?”

Cainan turned his eyes toward me. “Is there anyone here you would invite?”

“Just your Grandpapa Joram and Grandmama Doren. You?”

“They are the only ones close to invite. Everyone else is in Cainan.” He turned his gaze back to Grandpapa Adam. “Only Grandpapa Joram and Grandmama Doren. Is that enough?”

“Perhaps. But if you wait a day or two, you may have someone else to invite. Let us set the day for the afternoon three days from now after our Sabbath services. Will that work for you?”

Cainan glanced at me, raising his eyebrows in silent question. I nodded.

“Of course, Grandpapa.”

In the afternoon two days later, little boys shouted the joyful news that more visitors were entering Home Valley. I followed Grandmama Doren outside, curious to see who would cause such a great commotion. Two pair of bullocks pulled a tall wagon with a white fabric cover. Cainan stepped close to me and put his arms around my waist.

“My Grandpapa Seth and Grandmama Ganet,” he breathed into my ear. I could hear the strain in his voice and turned to see him wipe away tears.

“How long since you have seen them?”

“Many years. They were not always here when we returned to visit and Papa never knew for sure where to find them in their travels to teach of Jehovah. Papa always hoped they would return the same time we did. And, now they have.” Cainan pulled me forward to join the throng waiting to greet them.

Seth and Ganet sat on the high seat, gazing across the crowd. I thought Ganet searched for her mama and papa, her brothers and sisters, but her gaze focused on Cainan and me and her smile broadened.

“You were right, as usual, Seth. Cainan is here,” Ganet said with a laugh. She gazed past us, searching for someone else. “But, not Enos and Rebecca.” Her voice fell a bit. 

Seth climbed down from the high seat and turned to help Ganet. He allowed the young men and boys to take care of the wagon and bullocks, reminding them they would need the baskets in the back, then took Ganet’s arm and walked purposefully toward us.

I stepped closer into Cainan’s embrace. Seth and Ganet stopped in front of us, and engulfed Cainan in an embrace. Ganet turned to me. 

“You must be Cainan’s wife?”

I nodded unable to push words past my teeth. It did not matter, for her arms surrounded me, loving and welcoming me.

“Grandmama Ganet, Grandpapa Seth, this is my wife Elia. You have heard me speak of her before.” Cainan pulled me close once more.

“We have, and we have waited to meet this lovely friend of yours.” Ganet smiled at me. “We are glad you decided to make her your wife. Friends make the best wives and husbands.”

I reached my hand out to shake Seth’s, but he grasped it and pulled me into a bear hug. “Hugs are expected in our family. Welcome, welcome.”

Grandpapa Seth kept his arms around me as he walked toward Grandpapa Adam’s home. “Come along. We have things to discuss.”

I swiveled my head back to see Cainan similarly led by Grandmama Ganet. He shrugged.

Grandpapa Seth’s warm arms guided me to Grandmama Eve’s kitchen, and we entered without knocking. She turned to welcome us. She hastily brushed the flour from her hands and the front of her robe.

“Adam warned me we would have more company, so I thought I’d make a strawberry pie. I am glad it is you, Seth.” Grandmama stepped into Grandpapa Seth’s embrace.

“Who else?” Seth questioned. “Yum. Strawberry pie. My favorite.”

“I remembered you like it and the strawberries are red and sweet.” Grandmama Eve turned to welcome Grandmama Ganet with a kiss on the cheek. “So good to see you again, dear. I have missed you.”

“And I missed you. I did not argue when Seth told me we were to return to Home Valley.”

“Just in time,” Cainan said.

Grandmama Ganet’s eyes opened wide. “In time? In time for what?”

“Grandpapa Adam told us someone would be here to witness his blessing on our marriage. He suggested we wait until after the Sabbath services tomorrow,” Cainan said.

“Papa always knows we are coming, even when we do not send a message ahead.” Grandpapa Seth laughed.

The next afternoon, we crowded into Grandpapa Adam’s little study. Eight of us were about all that would fit. There, with Grandpapa Joram and Grandpapa Seth as witnesses, we knelt on a small altar in front of Grandpapa Adam as he blessed our marriage, using sacred words and offering sacred blessings. Tears fell from our eyes as we kissed at the end of it. Papa Enos had been correct — as always. We would not have wanted to miss this blessing.

After the rite, Grandpapa Adam spoke to Cainan about sharing the words of Jehovah with our brothers and sisters in the near future.
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The early years of our marriage were spent happily in Cainan. We worked among the men and women of the community, sharing in their efforts and enjoying the bounty of our work. In time, sons and daughters were born into our family.

Cainan often traveled with Enos teaching others the words of Jehovah for the first few years. Sometimes, he traveled with one of the other young men. Later, we traveled together with our little family. I learned to appreciate the words of Jehovah and the love they carried for the sons and daughters of Adam and Eve. As we traveled, we learned to listen to His warnings.

One afternoon, when we had traveled for many days between villages, one came into view. A tall wall surrounded tall buildings. Tall green trees brushed the clouds. The village enticed us. Little Henya had new teeth coming in, bringing with it the usual unhappiness along with the whining and runny nose that go with it. We were all tired of traveling and ready for it to end, at least for a few days.

Cainan had learned to pray before entering a new village. The practice drew us to our knees at the sight of this village. I wanted to sleep in a bed and be warm for one night.

When Cainan told me this village was a bad place to stop, tears slipped down my cheeks. I hid them in Henya’s curls as she, too, cried. 

“Elia, I am sorry, dear. Jehovah would not have us enter this village. I do not understand why. There is a reason. You have heard the stories from Mama and Papa and from Grandmama Ganet and Grandpapa Seth. They insisted on entering a village even though warned against it. Each time, they paid dearly for it. Remember the stories of Grandmama Ganet? She was nearly sacrificed to the huge serpent god Zil.”

I shuddered at the memory of the story. Serpents had increased in numbers over the past few years. We had lost bullocks and milk cows to them, recently. I wanted nothing to do with false gods and their sacrifices. 

“Are you certain this village is unsafe?” I hated giving up on the opportunity for a warm bed.

Cainan touched my shoulder. “Yes. I am certain. We want our children to be safe, do we not?”

I sighed and watched the warmth of my breath rise as I allowed my shoulders to slump. “I do. I was looking forward to a warm bed.”

“One awaits us, yet. Be patient.”

The sun would soon set and Cainan set up our temporary home of huge mammoth skins around a skeleton of long poles, tied together at the top. With it set up, I moved our packs inside and started a small fire, willing it to heat up quickly. Our tent kept us warm most of the time, after the fire chased away the cold air. I had no real reason to complain.

As I began our dinner, the children ran in and out of the small door, each time flipping the flap open, allowing cold air to chill the inside of our tent. Already grumpy, I growled at them to stay out or come in.

“We will, Mama,” Zerach said, “but we wanted to tell you about our visitors.”

“Visitors?” I lost some of my grumpiness.

“Yes, Mama. Papa says they come from the east.”

“Not from the village?”

“No, Mama. Papa says to be sure we have enough food for extras.”

I glanced into the pot of stew on the fire. Enough for us, but not enough for extras. How many extras? I dipped into the bag of mixed grains for another double handful and allowed it to trickle through my fingers. The earthy fragrance brought a smile to my face as I remembered the last harvest we participated in.

Cainan had drizzled warm wheat across my face to wake me during the night. We had slept on the threshing floor, out of the wind and away from our children. There had been few nights alone since Zerach’s birth ten years before. Now, I felt a stirring within me, a tiny movement signaling a new life growing there. I touched the spot, welcoming the movement.

Adira chattered to her brother at the door flap, reminding me to add extra vegetables. I dipped into different bags of dried peppers, mushrooms, and onions, dropped them into the pot, and stirred them in. I retrieved two potatoes, washed away the dirt, and cut them into the stew. Now it looked like enough for extras.

I sat back on my heels and watched the stew bubble. Visitors were coming. Perhaps I should consider something sweet for the end of the meal. I considered what to mix up for a moment, then started to mix a berry tart using some dried berries picked earlier in the year by our children.

“Elia? Could you come out?” Cainan called. 

I pushed the tart into the fire, brushed the flour from my hands, and stepped out of the tent.

“There you are.” Cainan draped his arm across my shoulders. “Elia, I would like to introduce you to our visitors. This is my older sister, Sara and her husband, Ophel. I have not seen them in many years. They moved to Home Valley when I was little.”

“Sara?” I stared into the green eyes of the older woman. Her bright red hair, much like Cainan’s, had faded, becoming a light brown. When I looked closely, I saw the shape of my beloved Cainan in her face. “It is you! How did you get here?”

“We travel to visit with Rebecca and Enos,” Ophel said. He coughed to break up the roughness of his gravely voice. “How far are we from Cainan now?”

Cainan glanced at me and shook his head slightly. “We are a distance from there. We left two months ago.” He reached into a barrel and dipped up some water.

“Two months? Constant traveling? That is almost as far as we have traveled.” Ophel scratched the back of his head.

“No, not constant traveling. We stopped at a few villages. I would guess you are about two weeks from Cainan and Mama and Papa’s home.” Cainan poured the dipper of water into a cup and handed it to Ophel.

“Spend the night with us,” I said. “We would love your company. I have more than enough stew for all of us.”

“Is that what I smell?” Sara asked, sniffing the air in appreciation.

“Yes. And I must go check on the dessert.” I glanced at a nearby tree, whose branches and leaves danced as the wind increased. “Come in out of the wind.”

Gedalya and Henya crawled over their uncle and aunt that evening, while Zerach and Adira listened to them share stories of their mama and papa when they were little.

Cainan stepped outside before we crawled into bed, taking Ophel with him.

“What did you do?” I asked as he crawled back into the warmth of our tent.

“I gathered the animals together, securely surrounding them with our heavy wagons.”

“Why?”

“I am not certain why. I only know I had a feeling that the animals need protection.”

~ ~ ~
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During the night, the wind increased. It whistled down the smoke opening and rattled the heavy skins surrounding our protective enclosure. Children cried out, wind caused dreams disturbing their sleep. Even Sara cried out in her sleep. The night brought me little rest. Cainan wrapped his arms around me, protecting me from the wind. I snuggled close to him, trying to block out the sound. Patches, the family dog, lay by the children’s feet whining at the noise.

At last, an eerie half-light filtered through the smoke hole, bringing with it a silence. The children awoke and wanted to climb through the door and run outside. Cainan stood in front of it.

“Not now. The storm is only resting.”

Ophel laughed at the idea and began to push past Cainan.

“Wait a while, Ophel. Listen. Do you hear it?”

The children sat still, silently listening. In the distance, we heard the sigh of a breeze. Ophel stood, hand raised to push open the flap, listening as the slight ruffle of a breeze against the tent increased. Within a few short moments, the light darkened and raging wind buffeted the walls and screamed down the smoke hole, scattering the coals and blowing smoke into our faces.

I bent to add fuel to the fire.

Cainan touched my upper arm. “No, Elia. Better not. Wait until this is over.”

He knew something I did not. I silently shook my head and banked the remaining hot coals to prevent them blowing into our possessions and causing a fire problem. Instead, I searched through our bundles and found bread and jam, which I cut and handed to the others.

We sat on our beds and listened to the rising wind rage at the mammoth skins. We knelt on the soft rugs that covered the earth as Cainan led us in prayers for protection. Then, once again, we sat on our beds and listened. I wanted to sleep but could not in the noise of the storm. 

I gathered Henya into my arms, while the other children crowded as close as they could on either side near my feet.

“Jehovah blesses us,” Cainan said. “The strength of this storm would have blown away the skins that surround us by now if he did not.” 

“What about my pony, Spot, Papa?” Zerach asked. “Will she survive this? Can I bring her inside?”

Cainan gathered him into his arms and ruffled his hair gently. “She is as safe as I can make her, Zerach. Jehovah protects her.”

Adira snuggled close to Patches, laying her head on him. Great tears slid quietly down her cheeks.

When at last the force of the wind blew on past our little camp, the silence caused me to shiver. How had we lived through this, except through the grace of Jehovah? I gazed at Cainan. We sat in the silence a long moment, gazing at each other, waiting.

“Is it safe to leave, yet?” I whispered.

The silence spread out, uninterrupted by the sound of even a slight breeze. Sara turned toward her brother with a silent question. The children turned slightly and stared at their papa. Patches pushed her cold wet nose into his lap, eyes focused on him. 

Cainan pushed himself up to stand, wobbling to and fro a bit until he found his balance. “I think it is safe. Wait here while I check.”

Ophel pushed away from Sara’s arms. “I will go with you.”

Cainan nodded and untied the flap to the outside and stepped into sunshine, followed by Ophel and Patches. Sara scooted toward me and held my hand. The children scooted closer, drawing comfort from us.

“Elia! Sara!” Cainan called. “Come out and see the blessings of Jehovah. Bring the children.”

I unfolded my legs and stood, shaking out the cramps. Sara pushed herself up and stretched, following me to the door flap. I bent enough to push through into bright sunlight. I stared all around us.

The trees that only the day before had been covered in golden leaves or dark green needles now stood strangely naked. Nothing hung from the few that stood upright. Most had broken near the ground. Some lay in piles of broken branches and trunks in crazy angles. One huge beech stripped of leaves and branches quivered from the storm, a tall maple impaled through it near the top.

I stood with my mouth hanging open, staring at the damage around us. How had our tent survived? And, what about our animals and wagons? I walked toward the animals with my mouth gaping open wide. Our two wagons and Sara and Ophel’s wagon stood in a triangle, untouched by the winds. Inside, the animals lay calmly. I counted the bullocks. All ten sat in the middle, chewing their cuds. Zerach’s pony, Spot lay with fresh grass hanging from her mouth. The other horses lay beside her, munching on green grass. The milk cow pushed off her back feet and stood to allow her calf to nurse. Sheep and goats lay together, contended.

I stood on my toes to look inside the wagon. It looked as it had when I left it the night before. Nothing seemed to have even been touched by the winds. Cainan dipped into a barrel and filled the trough with water I had been certain would be blown dry. Ophel dipped a bucket into another barrel and poured oats into the feeding troughs beside one of the wagons. The animals stood and shook the dust from their pelts and wandered toward the water and food.

I managed to find my voice. “How did they survive when the trees all around us did not? For that matter, how did we sit safely within our tent?”

“The hand of Jehovah protected us.”

The children trooped into the enclosure, shouting and jumping toward the animals with Patches jumping and barking joyfully at their heels. I glanced upward to see a clear, blue sky. The sun shone on us, warming away the chills we felt the day before. It stood only a hand above the morning horizon. I believed the storm lasted longer, it certainly felt like it lasted forever.

“Elia, look at the village,” Cainan said pointing toward the village we had been warned to avoid.

I stared, then turned in a circle, searching for the village, thinking he had pointed in the wrong direction. There was no village. No buildings. No tall trees. No walls. Nothing. It was completely gone.
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We traveled together as a family for many years, before Cainan determined it would be safer for the children and I to stay in Cainan where his brothers and others protected the community with walls and guards. Men were known to raid travelers, robbing and killing the weak. Cainan feared for our safety along the trails and left us home.

He, however, continued to travel, sometimes with others; more often alone. I feared for his safety, but he reminded me that Jehovah protected those who trust Him. How could I argue with him? On the trips when he returned later than expected, I fell to my knees in prayer for his protection more often.

I worked in my garden, harvesting late vegetables when he arrived on one return much later than I expected from his travels to Shedolamak. My arms had burned brown from working in the sun. I glanced up to see a glow surrounding him.

“Are you well, my husband?” I cried upon seeing him. I held my arms beside my body, fearing to touch him.

“Yes, my Elia. I am well. Why?”

“There is a ... a glow about you. What caused that?”

Cainan glanced into a bowl of water, seeking to see what I saw. “Oh. It must be from my visit.”

“Your visit? To Shedolamak?”

“No, my dear. With Jehovah. He met me on the road. Oh, Elia, I have never felt such love in all my life. His words filled me with great joy.”

His eyes glazed as he gazed past me. He shook his head. “I stopped along the way and knelt to pray, concerned that I had failed to be perfectly obedient.”

“You? Less than perfectly obedient? I struggle to understand that.” I stared at him.

Cainan took me by the hand and led me inside. I twitched, afraid I would be shocked by his touch, but it did not shock me.

“What?” he asked.

“I feared your touch would hurt. It did not.”

“Why would it hurt?”

“You have been with Jehovah.”

He smiled and took my hand, leading me to our comfortable chairs.

We sat facing each other. He held on to my hand. “Yes, me. I have been less than perfect. I bowed in repentance, praying for forgiveness. After much prayer, I received my answer. I am forgiven.”

“Is that not what you teach the people every day? That when you humbly repent, Jehovah will forgive?”

“It is. And I have received that forgiveness.” He traced my hand absently with a fingertip.

“What happened next?”

“I prayed for my brethren, those here in Cainan, and in Gog, and Selah, and Shedolamak, and all the other communities I have visited. I begged for forgiveness for them.” He focused on his finger on the back of my hand.

“And?” I did not want to disturb his thinking.

“He spoke to me. Me! His gentle voice filled me with love. His strength, His love. How can I describe them? It is not possible to describe, only to know it here.” He drew my hand with his to touch the center of his chest. “He forgave me of my sins and promised that those I teach can receive forgiveness, as they request it. He promised that men and women will be saved. My heart continues to swell as if to burst.”

“What took you so long to return home? I expected you weeks ago.”

Cainan traced my face with his finger. “And you feared for me, Elia? For that, I am truly sorry. Jehovah commanded me to meet with Grandpapa Adam. I journeyed toward Home Valley, but Grandpapa met me along the way. He traveled without knowing why or where he should go.”

“What did he tell you?” I fought back tears of joy.

Cainan stood and began to pace. “He agreed that I should have prayed for forgiveness. He reminded me that my assignment for now was to continue to teach Jehovah’s plan for the happiness of our people. And, one day he will share the High Priesthood with me. I am overwhelmed.”

I stared at him for several long breaths. “It does not surprise me. Cainan, son of Enos, you are a good man who cares.”

He sat and put his arms around me. “I love you, my friend.” He kissed me.

“Even with my big feet and brown arms?” I asked.

“Because you have big feet and brown arms. You are willing to do what must be done. Jehovah loves you and your willingness to be obedient.”

It took many days before the glow about him faded, but I will always remember the glow and his joy that day.

We visited Cainan’s parents, Rebecca and Enos, to share the news.

While there, he shared something new to me. “Grandpapa Adam interviewed me, searching my soul. He then lay his hands on my head and blessed me. He charged me with a responsibility to share the commandments of Jehovah with my brothers and sisters, not just those who left Cainan in search of something different, but those men and women on this earth who lost their way, or those who never knew where to find the truth.” He reached for my hand.

“It is a big responsibility, son.” Papa Enos said, clapping his hand on Cainan’s shoulder.

“I am overwhelmed and humbled by such a commission. Mine, to teach my brothers and sisters of Jehovah’s great love.” He turned his eyes toward mine. “I have learned of love with Elia and our children. Can Jehovah’s love be greater than the love of a mother, who willingly draws near to death every time she gives birth to a child?”

“Yes, son. Much greater, for he created this world and all things on it,” Mama Rebecca said, touching him gently on the cheek. 

“And in time,” Cainan added, “through His great love, He will come to this earth and offer Himself as a sacrifice to atone for each of us who have lived or ever will live.”

My heart nearly burst with his loving words. “Such great love,” I whispered, “to offer Himself for unworthy children.”

Once more, we traveled together, taking long journeys with our children, returning when possible to visit in Cainan. When travels became too dangerous for a time, we left our children with my mama and papa.

Traveling with our children had always been dangerous. Now, however, we did not fear as much, for we knew Jehovah watched over our family while Cainan served him.

~ ~ ~
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Four years later, we returned to Cainan. Mama Rebecca and Papa Enos had been to Home Valley. I noticed Papa Enos more thoughtful. He spoke more carefully.

“What has happened,” Cainan asked them when we met with them for an evening meal. “You are changed.”

“Am I?” Papa Enos asked.

“You are,” I said. “What happened on your visit to Home Valley?”

“My parents joined us there. We did not expect them to be there. We left here suddenly, not knowing why we traveled to Home Valley. How would Mama and Papa know to come?” Awe filled Papa Enos’ voice.

“Why were you all there?” I asked.

“Good question, Elia,” Mama Rebecca said. “Jehovah needed Enos to visit with Grandpapa Adam.”

“Why?” Cainan and I asked together.

“Jehovah commanded Grandpapa to ordain me to the office of High Priest and as a special witness to Jehovah,” Papa Enos said almost in a whisper.

Cainan leapt from his seat to embrace his papa. “This is wonderful news.”

“How do you feel about that, Mama Rebecca?” I asked.

Her genuine smile filled me with warmth. “We are blessed to have this opportunity to serve Jehovah. Grandpapa Adam blessed me with peace. I know Nat and Ziva, our children who were taken from us, are safe. They are in Nod for a reason. I have a peace I have not had in many years.”

I took her hand and squeezed it. “A blessing of peace is more important at this time than any other. You are blessed.”

“I am. We are.”

In the next days, Papa Enos gave up leadership of the village. Cainan’s older brothers, Jon and Yavid received the shared responsibility of leading the community. 

When we were alone, after all the decisions had been made, Cainan breathed a sigh of relief. “I am happy for Jon and Yavid. They are well trained in the protection and leadership of this community. I am happy no one turned to me. I could not have accepted such a responsibility.”

“Oh?” I asked. “Why?”

“We are to leave to teach others again. There are brothers and sisters who yearn to be reminded of Jehovah’s commands. It is my responsibility and blessing to travel to teach them.”

I bit my lip. Would he leave me behind with the children, as Jon had suggested?

“How long will it take you to be ready to travel?” Cainan asked.

“I am to go with you?” Surprise
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